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MURDER ON THE 13TH GREEN

A Luke Samuel Goodyear Mystery

By

 Steven C. VanWert

Chapter One - Prologue


The engraved sign on the mahogany and leaded-glass door reads "VIP Lounge."  Just beneath the sign there's an engraved coat-of-arms, almost a foot wide, green and gold, with a mean-looking eagle's head sitting on top of a lion's torso, with cartoon wings spread out on either side.  In his paws "Old Gruesome" holds crossed golf clubs.  


The poor griffin just doesn't look happy.  Of course, it serves the medieval duffer right for going out with only two clubs, both of 'em woods, one of 'em left-handed.  Beneath the coat-of-arms another sign reads "Griffon Lakes Golf Course." 


There should be another sign that reads "Luke Samuel Goodyear, Private Investigations," because the VIP Lounge really is Luke's office, even though he pays rent on a 10-by-10 walk-in downtown. But as far as Luke's concerned, it's too damn far from the first tee. Luke Samuel Goodyear has only two passions in life, and golf is both of them.  Good golf and bad golf, doesn't matter a bit.  He's played in all four phases of the apocalypse one time or another.  And got some poor sucker to give him too many strokes each time.  


Luke Samuel grew up in the wind, cold, and snow of the Atlantic seaboard, where the weather let him play maybe four months a year and dream about playing the remaining eight.  He's played with florescent balls when it was too dark to check his grip and with frozen balls on days it was too cold to feel his grip!  


But not since Uncle Sam and the United States Air Force stationed him in warm, sandy, Adventures-in-Paradisy Florida about 10 years ago.  Now that he's a civilian, he plays every day, unless he's dead.  And he's not dead very often.  Luke Samuel.  Thirty-eight years old, not in too bad a shape for his age.  He can still walk 18 at a brisk rate, carry the bag, hit the ball 70-80 times, drag himself into the lounge, drink a brew ... and take an electric cart out for 18 more.  And still stay awake for an occasional stake-out.  


He's about 5'10", pushing 200, has all his teeth and just about all his brains.  Doesn't wear glasses, yet.  Sturdy Irish stock.  Brown hair.  Hazel eyes. And he's still looking for that delicious damsel who knows the difference between an over-lapping and an inter-locking grip.  She doesn't have to know which one is a Varden.  After all, neither did Mrs. Varden.  


Unfortunately, there isn't enough investigative work in quiet little Summitview to keep even a lazy PI busy, so Luke can't make a living at it.  Luckily, he doesn't have to.  Thanks to the generosity of the Griffon Lakes Golf Course Governing Committee, headed by owner Horace Chamberlain and his second wife, Eloise, Luke has a lifetime membership and doesn't pay dues.  And thanks to the legally-enforced generosity of his former wife, Cassy, he receives an indecent monthly stipend to live on. The two main sources of Luke's income are products of the same situation, an onerous and diabolical plot by the blond bimbo and her filthy-rich father, Carl "Cash" Cassenberg, to buy out Griffon Lakes, bulldoze it flat and build condos or single-family-zero-lot-line-all-look-alike-cookie-cutter-cut-as-many-corners-as-you-can-and-make-as-much-profit-as-the-law-and-his-nonexistent-conscience-would-allow homes or something equally odorous.  That was five years ago.  


Luke Samuel managed to be in the wrong place at the right time and blew that greedy little pipedream to hell.  Cash hates him.  Cassy doesn't really hate him, but she was angry enough to immediately divorce him in such a fury that she agreed to absolutely ridiculous alimony payments just so she could wipe her dainty little fingernail-painted hands of his carcass.  


Now she gets to hate him once a month, when she signs the check.  Conversely, Luke gets to sorta like her once a month, when he cashes it.


Of course, Horace and Eloise love him, as do all the other retired and as-good-as retired duffers, hackers, gin-rummy and penny-ante poker players who call the Summitview golf course home.  Luke's secured a corner of the VIP Lounge as an unofficial official office, where he conducts what little business comes his way; detecting business that is.  Pretty sweet set-up, don't you think?  


Speaking of set-ups, let me tell you what happened during a recent course championship, the one where Hartly Haroldson became club champion when Bruce Benning couldn't survive the final round.  Literally. Everyone refers to it as the "Murder on the 13th Green."

Chapter Two – The match matters


To understand why a simple golf match could result in a murder, you need to understand why the Griffon Lakes course championship is so damn important. Summitview, Florida, is a small town.  Nothing much exciting happens.  



Walton Air Force Base is about 40 miles away, just far enough that base activities don't extend all the way up Route 85.  Also just far enough that not many active duty families have taken up residence in this sleepy hamlet.  Most of the hot-shot flyboys buy houses and condos, and rent apartments around Sandimar Beach, the resort area about 20 miles south of the base.  Not here.  Which is jake by most Summitviewers. Which is also what makes the Griffon Lakes golf championship such a big deal.  


Griffon is the only golf course within commuting distance of Summitview, if you don't count the Walton Base course, where you have to be in the Air Force to play.  Over the last 10-to-12 years, the place has become the hub of the area.  Old Horace holds everything from Friday night dances for the high school kids to full-blown cotillions for the higher-falutin' members of the community to bingo on Sundays to bake-sales to yard-sales to, well, you get the picture.  


A lot of Summitviewers even play a round of golf now and then.


The winner of the golf championship every year gets more than his name engraved on one of the ugliest trophies in the western world, plus a $100 gift certificate at the pro shop.  He also gets the royal treatment from the townsfolk, starting with a 10 percent discount on all merchandise purchased from members of the Chamber of Commerce.  


He gets a reserved parking space in about 30 different establishments, including Griffon Lakes.  He gets a big outside sign erected either at his place of business or home that reads "So-and-so, Griffon Lakes Club Champion."  Even the quaint town square in front of City Hall is re-named in honor of the winner.  It's been called Benning Park for the last three years.


In other words, being club champ is more than just bragging rights.  It's king for a day for a year. The winner's business profits go up just because Summitviewers want to reward him for being special.


The women's champ gets all the same goodies, except for the town square.  But the women's championship hasn't produced any murders, at least not yet.  


The best golfer ever seen in the Summitview area was Bruce Benning.  In the three years he was Griffon Lakes Club Champ, his realty business boomed.  He sold more property than any realtor in town, and Benning Realty displayed his winner sign for all to see.  Which would have made it easy to dislike the guy, but you just couldn't.  Bruce was undoubtedly the most modest, unassuming, caring guy in the state.  You felt lucky just to bask in his warmth.  


Luke had played golf with and against Bruce for 10 years and enjoyed every minute.  Even when Bruce sunk a 12-footer to take Luke's last dollar.  After all, he was just as likely to use it to buy his friend a cold one at the lounge.  Bruce could have run for mayor and won by a landslide, at least before the fatal 13th hole.


Bruce had gotten his realty license just before separating from the Air Force.  He had saved his money for years, did some smart investing, and had enough to purchase a home large enough for him, his wife and his business.  The realty office was in the front.  It didn't take Bruce long to convince his new friend Luke Samuel to move to Summitview and join Griffon Lakes.


Unfortunately, Luke met Cassy at one of the Griffon Lakes social to-dos.  She was tall, blonde, rich, blue-eyed, built and ... did I mention rich?  But the whole thing was doomed from the start ... she thought golf was for wimps.  


"Why do you hit that stupid little ball and then chase it all over the place?" she used to ask. Cassy had other, more esoteric things to occupy her time.  


Her old man was, and is, Carl "Cash" Cassenberg, an entrepreneur, stock-market manipulator and a man who never earned an honest dollar in his pampered life.  He got his bucks from his father, Commodore Cassius Cassenberg, steel magnate extraordinaire.  To be fair, old Cash has amassed quite a fortune in the last 30 years on his own, but not on the up-and-up.  He buys property.  He tears down what was lovingly built on that property.  Then he constructs over-priced and under-quality condos, business parks, strip shopping centers, etc.  


Cash owns a lot of Summitview and the surrounding area.  Unfortunately, a lot of that surrounding area is below the water line and he can't do much building on it. Periodically, he tries to influence (read that "buy") enough votes on the county zoning commission to build commercial on residential, residential on agricultural, or both.  Sometimes he succeeds.  Most of the time, he doesn't.  


Most of his successes have occurred in other parts of the state, but he has this dream of building "Cassenberg Heights" overlooking the green ruralness of Summitview.  The only area high enough to overlook the town happens to be occupied by Griffon Lakes Golf Course.


Cash has another distinction.  He's one of only two men in northern Florida to have disliked Bruce Benning.  It seems Bruce refused to get involved in some shady land deal a few years ago.  Bruce turned the old man in to the ICC, the FBI, the IRS, the ASPCA, and every other initialed governing body he could think of. Nothing official came of it, but Cash hated him ever since.  


There is one other person who disliked Bruce. Hartly Haroldson. Loud. Overbearing. Big, red-headed, greedy, not too bright ... he wasn't on anyone's list of A-number one joes.  However, he was also a fair country golfer with a 3-handicap, but playing to just about scratch.  He was probably the second best golfer in Summitview, after Bruce. And that's why Hartly hated Bruce so much.  Pure, unadulterated jealousy.  G-R-E-E-N.  Envy.


Hartly operates a series of "E-Z Finance Auto Sales" lots in Summitview and as far south as Sandimar Beach.  He sells high, but finances high to make up for it.  He'd had given his right arm to put that winner sign up in front of his main lot.  Maybe his left one, too.   


That year, the club championship was down to four players:  Hartly, Bruce, Skipper Lodge and Luke Samuel. They'd each played two matches and advanced to the semis.  Since Hartly and Bruce were in separate sides of the draw, Skipper had to play Hartly, and Luke got to play Bruce.  Neither Skipper nor Luke was going to win, but at least Luke got to spend a pleasant Saturday afternoon with a friend.  Bruce and Luke teed off the front, and Skipper and Hartly teed off the back.


The first hole at Griffon is a short, 370-yard par four.  There's no danger on either side, so after Luke won the coin toss, he grabbed his Big Bertha and tried to crunch the ball.  Naturally, he over-swung and hit a low hook that just clipped a finger-width sapling in the left rough and fell straight down about 240 out. Bruce hit a three wood that started down the right side and drew back to the middle, a good 20 yards past Luke's.


But Luke had a good lie, swung a full eight, and hit the green about 20 feet to the right of the cup.  Bruce punched a half-wedge that landed just inside Luke's on the same line.  After Luke left his putt short, he looked over at Bruce.  


Bruce Benning had the strangest habit ever seen on a golf course.  He carried his golf ball in his mouth.  A lot of golfers might inspect the ball, lick it to clean off a green spot the caddie missed, but Bruce actually plopped the sucker between his cheek and gum, like it was a dimpled chew.


"Short," Luke said.


"M-m-mph," Bruce agreed, placing his still-wet ball in front of his mark.  He lined it up, made the putt, turned to Luke and said, "Sure was lucky I could watch you putt first."  


One hole.  Luke was one-down.  They played the next three holes even and stood on the fifth tee ready to play the number one handicap hole on the course. Number five is a 552-yard, par five with out-of-bounds left.  It doglegs right around a pond about 200 yards out with its bottom layered with errant golf balls. It takes a mammoth drive with a 280-yard carry to find safety on the other side.  


Once past the water hazard, you have to either lay up short of the creek that guards a heavily-bunkered green, or go for it by playing a fairway wood right of the sand.


"Well, Bruce," Luke said, "what's it gonna be?  You gonna play safe, or give me a chance?"


Bruce smiled.  "Luke," he replied, "this is your lucky day."  He teed his ball all the way to the right side of the tee box, took his stance and started his swing.  


Bruce Benning had the fastest swing in the history of golf.  His back-swing was only minutely slower than his follow-through, both of which required highly sophisticated, closely calibrated scientific equipment to register the speed at all.  More than once Luke had blinked and missed the swing completely.  This was one of those times.  He heard the crack of persimmon, that is, titanium spanking suryln, but never saw the ball rocket off the clubface.  


"Where'd you go?"  Luke asked.


"Heading for the water," Bruce replied.  "I don't know if I carried it or not, but I hit it pretty good. Never did see it bounce, though."


"Did ya see it splash?"


"No."


Luke shook his head.  "Now I've got no choice."


He teed up and took his usual, controlled swing. Lo and behold, he hit the ball somewhere near the sweet spot!  It shot through the air, aiming right at the water.  It kept climbing until the two could barely see it silhouetted against the afternoon clouds.  It started to come down just as the wind kicked up.  It dipped.  The wind blew.  


"Carry, you son-of-a-bitch!" Luke yelled.  He watched as the ball fell, but couldn't tell whether it cleared or not. 


"Didn't see a splash," said Bruce.


When they reached the water, it was clear that Bruce's ball was sitting up in the short rough about 35 yards past the water line.  He had to have hit the damn thing about 315.  Luke's ball was no where to be seen.  


Tyler Braddock, Luke's caddie for this match, walked the shoreline slowly, tee side first.  "Here's a ball, Mr. Goodyear," he said, pointing into the pond and smiling just a tad too wide.


Sure enough, Luke was wet.  After taking a drop, laying up for his third shot, and watching Bruce rifle a five wood a mile high into the air, and less than a dozen feet from the pin, Luke conceded the hole.  Five holes and two down.  The two friends soon finished the front nine with Bruce three up.
 


They stopped at the clubhouse for a quick soda and detour to the men’s room.  As they walked back out, Skipper and Hartly were just teeing off on number one, having made the turn.  Luke sent Tyler over to ask how the match stood.  Hartly had only lost one hole, so Skipper was six down with two holes even.

 
Skipper, who had a nice, easy swing and was sneaky long, hit a controlled fade down the left side of number one.  But Hartly damn near drove the green.  


"Damn," Luke said to himself, "that guy's more brawn than brain."  He and Bruce headed for number 10.


The rest of the competition was uneventful.  The match closed out on number 14.  Bruce beat Luke, five and four.  He walked over to his defeated friend and put his arm around his shoulder while they shook hands. 
"You hit 'em good today, buddy," he said.  "You made me play hard."  


"Right," Luke laughed, "the only way you'll lose this championship is to drop dead."  


He regretted the remark later, of course.


They signed their cards and headed back to the clubhouse.  Tyler and Skinny Stan, Bruce's caddie, headed to the caddie shack.  Out of the corner of Luke's eye, he saw Putts O'Shea, the caddie master, pull Tyler kinda rough-like into the shack, but he and Bruce were more interested in the clubhouse and a cold beer.  Luke fully expected Hartly and Skipper to be there already, their match already over, but they weren't.  Bruce bought Luke a Mich.  Light.  Luke Samuel is always watching his weight.  


"Let's go out and see what's up with our favorite sportsman," Bruce said.  


They grabbed an electric cart and headed out. They finally found the gallery, well, all dozen or so of them, surrounding number eight green.  Luke saw Nick Adena, the Griffon Lakes golf pro, standing off to the side and gestured him over. 


"Isn't this match done yet?"


Nick shook his head.  "Not by a long shot. Skipper's caught fire."


Bruce was amazed.  "What happened?" he asked.


Nick explained, quietly, as one of the players was standing over a putt. "Hartly was six-up after 18, but Skipper holed out his second shot on number one for an eagle.  It shook Hartly up so much that he hasn't been in his groove ever since."


"Holed out?" Luke said.  "Damn."


"After that," Nick replied, "Skipper's won every hole except the par threes, and he's halved both of them.  Hartly's got him stymied, though, two up with two to go."


They hurried to the green, getting there just as Hartly spun out a two-footer to lose the hole.  


He turned to look at Bruce and Luke.  "How am I supposed to putt with you two moving around?" he yelled at them.  "Get the fuck out of my line!"


Luke looked at Bruce, who looked back.  They both just smiled at Hartly, who had to walk right past them on the way to number nine tee.


"One up with one to go?" Luke asked him.


"Fuck you," Hartly said.


"I've always admired your grasp of the English language, you stupid mug," Luke replied.


Hartly stopped and glared at him, growled, and headed for the tee box.  Bruce patted Luke on the shoulder.  "If I didn't know better, I'd think you didn't like that big pile of shit," he said.


Number nine is a straight-away, 403-yard par four with absolutely nothing to get in a golfer's way. Skipper hit his patented fade down the left side about 240.  Hartly got ready to hit.  As he straightened up after teeing his ball, he looked up at Skipper and shook his driver at him.  "I'm not going to tell you again to stand still, Skippie.  The next time you as much as blink, I'm going to accidentally let go of this club and heave it down your fucking throat."


Skipper, eyes wide open and fear outlining his suddenly sweating face, stood still as an oak tree.  Hartly hit a low screamer that rifled down the right side of the fairway hit about 250 out and ran like a scalded gopher for another 60-or-70 yards.  It was the longest drive anyone in the gallery had ever seen. Hartly turned to Bruce, who was standing beside Luke. "I heard you won your match, Benning," he said, "but beating tread-head there and beating me are two different propositions."  


Bruce just shrugged.  The gallery got to Skipper's ball first, of course.  He was still at least 160 out.  He decided on a five iron, to be safe.  Number nine's green is raised a bit, so he wanted to make sure he got it to the putting surface.  The crowd quieted down and Skipper began his take-away.  Just as he started his down-swing, Hartly's tournament-sized golf bag flew out of his caddie’s hands.  It crashed to the ground with a loud "thud," clubs spilling out onto the fairway.  Skipper jumped two feet in the air, hit about six inches behind his ball, and dumped it about a hundred yards down the fairway.  He turned to Hartly in disbelief.


Hartly put his hands up in the air and shrugged his massive shoulders.  "Damn," he said, "I'm sorry, Skippie.  It's not my fault this good-for-nothing caddie can't hold on to a man's bag."  Hartly reached over and slapped his caddie hard on the top of the head.  "See what you did," he yelled at him,  "you made my opponent fuck up his shot, you clumsy asshole.  Give me that bag."  


Phil Philo gathered up the scattered clubs and handed the bag to Hartly. Hartly grabbed the bag, hoisted it to his shoulder, and shoved the caddie out of the way.  "Go tell Putts you're fired," he said.  He turned to Skipper, who was shaking again, but this time in useless rage.  "I'll just carry it myself the rest of the way, old buddy," Hartly said, and started walking.


It was the most brazen example of cheating on a golf course anyone had ever seen.  But when Horace Chamberlain, the tournament director, went from person to person, no one was sure enough of what happened to make a statement.  The only person who knew for sure was Hartly's caddie, Phil Philo, and he was too scared to talk.


In almost an anti-climax, Hartly won the last hole, setting the stage for the fatal match between Bruce Benning and Hartly Haroldson for the Griffon Lakes club championship.




Chapter Three – The Irregulars


Two hours later, Luke was sitting in his comfortable arm chair at the VIP Lounge.


He and his friends were deep in a meeting of the Griffon Lakes Irregulars.  The who, you ask? Well, Sherlock Holmes had a group of neighborhood kids called the Baker Street Irregulars to help him out with his cases.  Luke has the Griffon Lakes Irregulars.  But they’re not exactly named after the road, like Sherlock’s were. The only road leading up to the main clubhouse is named "Griffon Lakes Boulevard," but the Griffon Lakes Boulevard Irregulars sounded too damn ritzy to Luke, so they deferred to their present moniker. 



The Irregulars were much like their name, an irregular group of friends, golfers and family members who found themselves gravitating to both Luke and the VIP Lounge. Sometimes many, sometimes few, but always willing to help out, especially if it meant someone was buying a round.


They were discussing the afternoon's events, vigorously.  Luke had just made the point that even if Hartly Haroldson was a cheating pig, he still won the match.


Rudy Rodriguez, who owns the Summitview National Bank and does business with just about everyone in town, disagreed.  "We ought to declare Skipper the winner by default," he insisted.  "Hartly cheated. Poor Phil Philo didn't drop that bag.  Hartly knocked it out of his hand."


There was a murmur of agreement from the rest of the dozen or so denizens of the VIP Lounge.


"But nobody saw him do anything," argued Horace Chamberlain. "As tournament director, I can't declare a forfeit without proof."


It was Rob Harlan's turn to speak.  Rob owns the fastest growing business in Summitview, "Uncle Robbie's Video Emporium," with branch stores on all four corners of town.  "Let's get Phil in here and ask him," he said.


The murmurs were getting louder.  Mob rule is fascinating, unless you're in front of the mob.  Club pro Nick Adena stood up.  "Putts tells me Phil is so scared, he's jumped in his pick-up and let out toward Montgomery.  Didn't even collect his winnings from Putts."


"Winnings?"  It was Horace who asked.


Nick was a little embarrassed.  "Yea.  You know Putts keeps a little book for anyone who wants to put a couple down on one of the players.  Nothing big.  Just local money.  Phil bet a 10-spot on Hartly."


The murmur changed pitch a little.  Horace cleared his throat.  "Well, I'm certainly not against a little wagering now and then, but it doesn't look good when a player or caddie bets on himself."


"Well, shit," Rudy remarked, "Phil might have dropped the damn thing just to protect his bet."


Nick nodded.  "Could be, although I doubt that he'd have split without collecting.  But it does muddy the case."


Niles Bonnano, the local postmaster, just threw up his hands.  "Hell," he said, "Hartly Haroldson is still a cheat."


"WHO YOU CALLIN' A CHEAT, BANANA-BRAIN?"  


Hartly, with Cassy Cassenberg, Luke's ex, attached to his shoulder, had just entered the room.  To be honest, Hartly seldom just entered a room.  He invaded, like marines at Omaha Beach.


Niles stood stock still, his hands still up in the air.  He looked like the wrong end of a hold-up.  "We-we, uh, we were just discussing today's matches," he stammered.


Hartly stood in the center of the room, looking like a thundercloud with freckles.  "Who says I cheated?"


"Sit down, Hartly, and have a beer," Luke said. "Even you realize that unfortunate incident on number nine looked bad.  Right?"  


Hartly considered that.  "Yea," he agreed, "it didn't look good.  But you guys gotta believe me, I just leaned up against the bag.  Phil dropped it like a goddamn atom bomb.  I damn near fell on my can!"  He looked around at everyone.  "Come on.  I didn't need to win the hole, all I had to do was half-it!"


Hartly actually sounded convincing now that everyone knew about Phil's bet.  They couldn't prove anything anyway.  The subject was about closed.


Horace walked over to Hartly and patted him on his free shoulder.  "Let's have a good, clean match next Sunday," he said.  "Everyone will forget about today."


The murmur was less enthusiastic, but it still murmured.  Hartly seemed relieved.  "Hell," he said, almost as loud as his usual tone of lung, er voice, "let me buy everyone a beer, then."


That was always enough to sway this crowd.  Amidst choruses of "yea, I'll have a Bud", and "make mine a Miller," Hartly strode to the bar and dropped a wad of bills on the counter big enough to choke his date.  Er, I'm sorry, that was catty.  It wasn't big enough to choke his date.


"Drinks are on me," he exclaimed again, "for the next two hours."  He patted the bills affectionately. "Phil's not the only smart guy to bet on me today!"


Luke wondered for a fleeting moment how Hartly knew about Phil's bet, but figured he must have heard the Irregulars talking before he burst in.  Luke shrugged.


Hartly passed right by Luke, with Cassy in tow, on his way to the door.  He came as close as he could without actually bumping Luke.  "Loser," he said.


"Yea," Luke agreed, "but at least I've got good taste in women."


Cassy smiled an icy smile.  "What woman is that?" she asked, mockingly.


Luke frowned.  Actually, he hadn't dated much since their divorce.  Still waiting for the perfect golfer's better half.  He ignored Cassy and looked at Hartly.  "How's your girl and my money?" he asked.


Cassy's smile faded on that one.


"Fuck you," Hartly said, and kept walking. 


An hour later, Hartly and Cassy, driving her Mercedes, pulled into the brick drive at the Cassenberg castle, er, mansion, er, family estate.  They left their keys with Benny, the Japanese butler/best boy and climbed the 20-odd steps to the main entrance. Cash had named his mansion "Conandria" after some Greek or Roman ruin, but Luke always called it "Conundrum," because the whole family was a riddle to him.  


Benny let them in and Cassy plopped down on an over-stuffed chair in the sitting room.  Cash was standing at the fireplace, sipping a brandy and smoking a long, green cigar. It matched perfectly with his lime velvet smoking jacket, Italian linen shirt and lemon gabardine pants. His tan-and-white alligator shoes completed the ensemble. He looked vaguely like a tutti-frutti popsicle. His tone was cold, as well.  


"I understand you almost lost your match today, Hartly," said the old man.


Hartly crossed his beefy arms in front of him. "Hell," he said, "I was just resting for next Sunday."


Cassy was fitting a cigarette into a foot-long holder.  "It looked to me like you choked," she remarked.


Hartly steamed. Cash walked over and sat on the loveseat facing them. "You must learn to control your temper, Hartly, if you wish to succeed in life."


"Gee, thanks," Hartly replied.  He mimicked Cash's artificial, nasal tones by pinching his nose. "You must learn to control your temper, you shit-head," he said in a sing-song voice, "or you'll never succeed in life."


Cassy began to chuckle.  Cash did not.  "For someone relying on my generosity, you certainly are sarcastic," he intoned haughtily, his manicured fingers cupping his Van Dyke goatee.


"Oh, can the routine," said Hartly. "I had to eat crow once today already."


"Apology accepted," said Cash, flicking cigar ash on a thousand dollar throw rug.  


Why can't these rich types buy an ashtray?


Cassy rose, walked over to Hartly and waved her cigarette in front of his face.  "Light me," she ordered.


"Light yourself," he said.


Cassy responded by reaching down and patting his, uh, pockets.  "No, no lighter there," she cooed, "nor there, but what's this over here ..."


Hartly grabbed her hand.  "Stop that.  Your father's right there."


Cassy smiled.  She turned to her father.  "Do you have a light for me?" 


Cash shook like a one-dollar bill on a charity Christmas tree full of 20s.  "There's a lighter on the mantel," he croaked.


Cassy glided over to the fireplace, lit her imported Gaulois, and took a deep drag.  She exhaled grandly and watched it drift across the huge room to mix incestuously with her father's cigar smoke.  


I'm not suggesting anything immoral here, I'm just trying to wax poetic.


She looked at Hartly.  "Members of this family have varying sums of money invested in your run at the club championship this year," she told him. "Are you going to choke on us again?"


Hartly began to pace across the rug, grinding Cash's ashes into the expensive pile.  "I did not choke!" he yelled. "But I did lose my concentration when that fading little left-to-righter holed out on one and shook me up some."


"Some?"  She exclaimed.  "You folded up like cardboard box, you corrugated piece of shit."


Cash waved his hand, the one with the drink, slopping his brandy to mix with the ash on the Berber. "It's next week that will make the big difference. Tell me the truth, Hartly.  Can you beat Bruce Benning on Sunday?"


Hartly stopped pacing.  "I can beat him any Sunday."


"Can you beat him this Sunday?  I need a guarantee, and so do my associates.  How often have you beaten him?"


"A few times.  More than anyone else."


Cash shook his head.  "Not good enough.  I said I need a guarantee."


Hartly threw up his arms in frustration.  "How can I guarantee that?  I've been hitting hundreds of damn golf balls off the practice tee.  I've been chipping, putting, practicing sand shots.  I've never played better in my whole life than I am right now.  I haven't posted a score over par in a month!  I know I can beat him."


Cassy glanced at her father and then back at Hartly.  "You look tired, dear.  Why don't you go to the blue guest bedroom and lay down?  I'll join you there in a bit."


Hartly sighed, and left, just like a trained dog. Cassy and Cash watched him leave.  


"That's not much of a guarantee," Cash remarked, as the big red-head, shoulders slumping, headed down the cavernous hall. "Why couldn't you get yourself involved with Benning, go suck the life out of him?  At least you'd be prostituting yourself for a Cro-Magnon, not a Neanderthal."


Cassy laughed out loud.  "Why, daddy dear," she said soothingly, "if I was bewitching Bruce Benning instead of Hartly Haroldson, there'd be no line for you and your associates, and me, to bet, would there? And besides, he’s a big guy all over … "


Cash ignored her remark, at least outwardly, and stared at his cigar end, watching intently as the accumulated ash hid the glow.  "Do you realize how much money we're talking about here?  Putts told me yesterday that Adena's brother is willing to cover a cool million if we bet it on Hartly."


"Can we cover it if we lose?"


"Hell, no ... not in cash!"


"Then Hartly better win next Sunday.” She sidled over closer to Cash and leaned on him, just a little. She whispered in his ear.  “Are we going to help him just a bit?"


Cash reached for the telephone on the end table next to him.  "You can count on it, my dear."


Cassy smiled as the old man dialed the phone.  "If we're involved in anything shady, can we put the shaft to my darling ex while we're at it?"


It was Cash's turn to smile.  "Wouldn't that be nice?" he agreed.


"You do your thing, dear," Cassy said, heading for the hall.  "I have an appointment with Hartly.  You keep up your end of the bargain, daddy, and I'll keep mine up ... I mean, up mine." 


Cash didn't hear her off-color remark.  He was talking on the phone.  The sound of her heels on the hallway tile were just loud enough to keep Cash from hearing the slightly perceptible "click" as someone picked up the extension phone.

Chapter Four – The match


The day of the championship match was hot and sunny, with highs projected in the mid-to-high 90s, with virtually no wind.  The big event was scheduled for an 8 a.m. tee-time, but by 7:30 it was already nearly 80 degrees.


Nick and Horace arranged for electric carts full of cold water to be stationed at every third tee, for the players and the gallery.  Since it was Sunday morning, and Griffon Lakes is a semi-private, not a private course, and subject to local "blue laws," no beer could be served before noon. But as the twosome passed each water cart, that cart would head out to fill in the open holes on the back nine, so water would be just about everywhere.


Luke, Nick Adena and Eloise Chamberlain, Horace's wife, along with Skipper Lodge, walked along together, rooting for Bruce.  Eloise, Horace's second wife, is 38, while Horace is 78, but he might be in better shape.  She's a tad "fluffy," if you get my drift. Hartly had his followers, too.  Most notably, the Cassenberg duo, Cash and Cassy, along with Putts O'Shea.  The rest of the crowd, numbering a couple hundred, was split, most rooting for Bruce.


After Horace conducted the customary coin toss, Bruce teed off first.  He hit a 3-wood that started down the right side and drew back to the center of the fairway, about 265.  It left him in perfect shape, only 105 from the green.  Hartly reached into his now-infamous black-and-green bag and pulled out a brand new driver.  It was one of those graphite-shafted, oversized-headed, space-age technology-molded some kind of fancy Kevlar or something-headed nine degree driver. The shaft was at least 48 inches long.  The damn thing weighted out at an E-7!  Only Hartly and King Kong could swing it, but Kong can't putt for shit, I hear.


Hartly stood at the tee, took a mighty swing, creating so much centrifugal force that it nearly sucked the dainty lace-and-taffeta Easter bonnet right off Cassy's coiffured head!  The ball took off low, skimming a few skinny bracken bushes on the edge of the right rough, drew back to the short grass, and ran down at least 310.  Hartly shook his fist in the air.  


Bruce was out, naturally.  He studied the shot for a second, turned to Tyler Braddock, his caddie, and called for a wedge.  After a quick practice stroke, he nonchalantly popped it on the green about six feet right of the pin.  Hartly hit a sand wedge.  It bounced once just over the pin, spun back, hit the pin and stopped inches away.  They both made their birdie putts and the match was even.


After both players birdied the par three, number three hole, the match stood even, with both players shooting three under par.


Luke stood next to the number four tee as Bruce got his golf ball from Tyler. Bruce gave Luke a grin as he reached into his pocket for a tee.  He loved competition but Hartly was really on top of his game.  Bruce was going to have to show his true worth to repeat as champion.


Number four is a tricky hole, a par four, 420 yards from the blue tees, with out-of-bounds all the way down the left side.  There's a creek crossing the fairway about 310 out, a little closer on the left side than the right. Just to make things harder, there's a huge palm tree guarding the green on the left side, with deep traps on either side.


Bruce drove first, and pulled his tee shot down the left side, into the rough, well short of the water. Hartly had a chance to take the advantage, but got over-enthusiastic and hooked his drive into the left rough, too, just past Bruce's.


"Damn it!" Hartly yelled, and threw his new driver down on the ground.  Hard.  He stomped off the tee, leaving his caddie to pick up the club.


"Hartly might win this match if he can keep his temper," Skipper said, walking beside Luke.


Luke nodded, not really concerned yet.  Nick Adena was wearing a frown, though.  


"What's bothering you, Nick?" Luke asked.


"I'm going to speak to Horace," he said.  "I think Bruce has too many clubs in his bag. By the rules, he should be penalized, enough to lose all these holes they’ve played.”


"But doesn't Hartly have to challenge him?" Luke asked.  "There's got to be a mistake. Bruce is too experienced a golfer to carry more than 14 clubs."


Nick wasn't sure. "I'll ask Horace," he said. "After all, he is the tournament director."


They all got to where the balls lay in the left rough.  Nick walked over to Horace, gestured to him and they moved away from the gallery.  In the meantime, Bruce hit his approach shot to the green.  But he didn't get it high enough and the ball hit dead into the top of the palm tree left of the green, and fell into the trap. Actually, he was lucky – lots of balls never come out of the palm tree.  Hartly saw that Bruce's shot didn't carry, so he took an extra club, played it up in his stance, and stroked it clean.  But, once again, he wasn't able to take advantage.  The ball just ticked the top of the tree and fell short of the green by about two feet.


As the group headed to the green, Nick came over. "Horace says he's going to talk to both of them on the next tee.  We'll just have to wait and see."


Meanwhile, the match was still going on.  Bruce was in the sand and away, so he took his sand wedge, stepped into the bunker and dug his shoes in as far as he could.  He then hit a great shot.  The ball came flying out of the sand, landed just past the hole, spun once, and fell in.  Bruce got a birdie out of nowhere.


After the applause died down, Hartly grabbed his bullseye, lined up the putt from the fringe, and calmly covered Bruce's birdie with one of his own.  Two birdies.  Match still tied.


Before the boys could hit, Horace called them together on the tee box.  The look on Bruce's face was one of pure shock.  He ran over to Tyler and quickly counted the clubs in his bag.  Suddenly, he pulled out an extra wedge and, glaring at his caddie, walked back to the tee.


"I'm afraid you're right, Horace," he admitted. "There are 15 clubs in the bag.  I told Tyler before we teed off to remove this 60 degree, but I guess he forgot.  It's my fault for not checking.  What’s the penalty?"


Horace opened his rule book. “It’s loss of hole in match play, I think,” he said. “That would put you four-down.”  


Bruce shook his head. “Hartly,” he said, “you’re much too good a golfer for me to catch after a lead like that. I’ll just concede.” He reached out his hand to Hartly.


To his credit, Hartly took a step back. "Wait a minute," he said, "I don't have to accept this concession, do I?  I'm not spending the next year listening to Summitview talking about how I won the championship on a goddamn technicality.  No fucking way."  He looked Bruce dead in the eye.  "I'm going to beat you, Benning, on the course!"  


He grabbed the offending wedge from Bruce's hands and tossed it to Horace.  "Here.  I never saw this piece of shit in his bag.  I know he didn't hit it.  We’re still dead even as far as I’m concerned. So let's play some golf."


Horace looked at Bruce.  "Is that all right with you?" he asked.


Bruce nodded and looked at Hartly again, reaching out his hand.  "That's a class move, Hartly," he said.  "I respect you for it. Thanks."


Hartly actually smiled as he smothered Bruce's hand in his.  "No shit," he said, "you'll respect me even more after I beat your ass."


The match continued.  But a strange thing was happening along the edge of the gallery.  There were two reactions to what had just occurred.  Those close enough to the conversation to understand what had happened broke into spontaneous applause.  Luke noticed that Cassy, Cash and Putts all looked like someone just defecated in their vichyssoise.


The par five, 552-yard, number one handicap hole on the course was next.  This is the hole where Bruce drove over the water right, and Luke got wet.  This time both contestants played it conservatively and laid up short of the creek with their second shots, hit the green in regulation, and sank birdie putts.  Five holes played, five under par, match even.


"Hey, Nick," Luke said, "what's the course record? They've gotta be on track to beat it."


"Um, 63, I think.  And 31 on this side."


Both players parred number six, just for a change of pace.  Number seven is a 235-yard par three.  It's straight-away, with an enormous trap guarding the left side of the green, extending across at least half the front, with a grove of pine trees bordering the cart path.  Just behind the trees, number eight tee box sits so close to a cinderblock rest station that you can tell if the group ahead of you had Mexican for lunch.  The pin was tucked just behind the trap, only 10 feet or so on the putting surface.


Bruce still had the honors and hit a one-iron so sweet it dripped honey all the way down the fairway. It hit just over the trap, jumped a little left, and rolled to within 10 feet.


"Nice shot," Hartly acknowledged, to everyone's amazement.  He reached into his bag, pulled out a three-iron and calmly hit one of the most famous shots in the history of Griffon Lakes.  He hooded the clubface down, played it back in his stance, and hit a low hook that started right of the trap.  It hit in front of the green, took the right-to-left spin, bounced on the bermuda, and rolled into the cup.  An ace.  What a way to go one up!  



Hartly turned to Bruce and said, "Your putt's good, Benning."  He then slapped his caddie on the back, almost caving in the poor son-of-a-bitch's shoulder, and began to stride down the fairway.



Even Bruce laughed.  And started to clap his hands.  The 200 Summitviewers surrounding the tee box joined in. Hartly got another round of applause at the green when he reached into the cup and pulled out his ball.  


Bruce walked over close enough for Luke to talk to him.  "Hell of a shot," he said.


"Yea, but you're one down," Luke reminded him.


"You know, Luke," Bruce said earnestly, "Hartly's shown me a lot today.  There's more to that big galute than mouth after all."


"Yea, but you're one down," Luke reminded him again.


Bruce winked at him.  "Not for long," he said and walked to number eight tee.


Number eight at Griffon Lakes isn't particularly difficult; it just plays long.  It's 436 yards, straight uphill all the way, and only a par four.  A service road winds along the left side and the course driving range is off to the right, creating a unique situation: a hole with O-B on both sides.  The green is a nightmare, sloped back to front, with a huge horseshoe trap around it, leaving only the front open.  Palm trees border the outside of the trap, too, and a gigantic live oak spreads gnarled branches over the rear of the putting surface.


Hartly, now one up, took his graphite cannon and drove into the left rough about 280 yards.  Bruce hit a slight fade down the right side, into the rough, about the same distance.  


Hartly was so pumped that he slammed a seven-iron that hit in front of the green, bounced once on the short grass, spun, caught the slope, and rolled back off the front.  But he could putt from there.


Bruce’s line to the green was partially obstructed by a small pine tree on the edge of the rough. Seemingly unconcerned, Bruce took his often-used one-iron, opened his stance drastically, played the ball way back, and hit a low, running fade that started way left of the tree 10 feet in front of him, hit in the fairway about 80 yards short and ran like a rabbit toward the green.  It rolled right past Hartly's ball, onto the green, past the pin and stopped all the way on the top of the putting surface, about 40 feet past the hole.


Bruce wasn't out of the hole, but Hartly's putt was a whole lot more makeable than his.


Hartly left the putt dead in, but short.  He tapped in for par.  Bruce and his caddie were on the other side of the ball, checking the line.


"It looks pretty straight to me, Mr. Benning," said Tyler, "just fast as lightning.  It's down-grain, too."


"M-m-m-ph," remarked Bruce, holding his golf ball in his teeth.  


He placed it on the green, picked up his marker and stood over the putt.  "Pull the pin, will ya, Tyler?" he asked.


Tyler nodded.  Bruce raised up, backed off and reached into his back pocket for his towel.  He wiped the sweat off his forehead.  "Somebody turn on the a/c," he said.  


Everyone laughed.  Bruce lined up his putt, brought the club back slowly, and barely touched the ball with the toe of his ping anser.  It started rolling, picking up speed as it neared the hole.  The ball rammed into the back, jumped into the air, and plopped in like a Shaquille O'Neal power slam.  Birdie from hell.  Match even.  


Hartly slammed his putter into his bag, turned and headed to the next tee, not saying a word.


The infamous number nine, where Hartly's bag caused Skipper Lodge to chunk his way to oblivion, was next.  They drove perfectly, almost next to each other in the center of the fairway.  Bruce was just out, and hit an eight-iron to about 20 feet away.  Hartly punched a nine to 40 feet short of the pin, but on the green.  After eight holes of the most intense pressure, something had to crack.  It was Hartly's putting stroke.  He scuffed his approach putt and left it four feet short.  


Bruce just rimmed his, missing it by inches on the left side, stopping two balls past.  He tapped in. Hartly took at least a dozen practice strokes.  He held the putter tight and tried to lock his knees to keep them from shaking.  Just as he began his stroke, a bead of sweat dripped from his brow. It fell to earth almost in slow-motion, and splattered next to the ball.  His eyes glanced at it for only a split second, but it was enough to make him lose his concentration.  


The ball entered the hole on the left side, spun around the edge of the cup and came back out the front, looking right at him.  


"Shit," he said to himself, "son-of-a-bitch."  


Bruce won the hole with a par and led the match, one-up.


Horace had the card in his hand and was adding up the scores.  "Hartly had a six-under 30 on the front," he announced, "and broke the front nine course record."  He added some more.  "Bruce had a seven-under 29," he said, shaking his grey head in amazement, "and leads the match one-up."


Play is supposed to be continuous, but to give the gallery time to re-form, and since the day was so stinking hot, Horace announced a five minute delay before the start of the back nine.  Nick, Skipper and Luke went to the VIP lounge, ordered Tom Collins' in tall glasses with plenty of ice.  But no whiskey.  It still wasn't noon.  Outside, Cash and Cassy were having a heated discussion with Hartly.  There was a lot of arm waving and gesturing, but Luke couldn't tell what was being said.  The Cassenberg's weren't happy. Hartly was playing his heart out.  He didn't need a hard time from the gruesome twosome, but like Luke's sainted papa used to say, "You play with pigs, you're gonna get covered with slop."  He was a real philosopher, even if he never did break 100.


Putts O'Shea was nowhere around.  Neither was Tyler Braddock, but Luke figured they were both probably taking a whiz, or filling up with H-two-O in the caddieshack.  


After a few minutes, the gallery filled in around the number 10 tee box, and waited quietly for the two protagonists.  They came out from the clubhouse to a genuinely warm round of applause.  Bruce and Tyler were first, followed by Hartly and Skinny. 


As Bruce walked up onto the tee, Luke noticed that Tyler had a blue and white plastic bucket, about six inches long, attached to one of the towel straps on Bruce's bag.  The top was covered by what looked like foam rubber.


"Hey, Tyler," Luke said, "what's with the blue bucket?"


Tyler looked at him with a mixture of surprise and distrust.  "What's it to ya?"


Luke held up both hands.  "It's so cute, I want one for my very own."


"So make one yourself."  


"What a great idea," Luke said.  "What an asshole," he thought.


The match was about to resume.  Number 10 is a long par five, but a birdie hole.  It's 570 yards long with a big dogleg left.


Bruce teed off first and hit a nice draw around the fairway side of the dogleg.  It turned the corner like it had radar and ran to about 290.  Hartly tried to cut the dogleg and shorten the hole for his second shot.  He hit another low screamer with his nine degree driver, but left of the ridge.  It ran all the way out to the hardpan where the grounds keeping equipment take a shortcut to the maintenance barn.  By the time it stopped rolling, it was at least 310 to 320 yards out. It was one hell of a drive.  


The only problem with cutting off so much of the dogleg is that the maintenance barn sits dead in line to the green.


Bruce was up first and smoked a three-wood that stopped about 30 feet short of the green.  Hartly took his three-wood and addressed the ball.  From where Luke was standing, he couldn't tell if Hartly had a good lie or not, but shots off the hardpan are always tricky. Hartly took a mighty swing, but hit the ball just a little chubby.  It was high enough, but didn't have enough oomph.  It landed on the far edge of the maintenance barn's metal roof with a bang, bounced high into the air, and fell into the parking lot beyond.  Out of bounds.  


Hartly took his three-wood by the grip and catapulted it toward the offending barn.  It carried almost as far as his shot, but fell, spinning, to the ground, kicking up a cloud of dust.  


"Goddamn hardpan lie," he muttered.  


Everyone had to wait for Hartly's caddie to retrieve his club so he could drop a ball and re-hit. This time he played it safe to the right of the barn and short of the green.  It didn't matter, though. Bruce calmly chipped to within gimmee range and birdied the hole.  He was now two up.


Bruce still had his golf ball in his mouth as he walked by Luke to number 11 tee.  He handed it to Tyler, who dropped it into the blue bucket and left it there. As Bruce stepped onto the tee box, Tyler reached into the blue bucket, grabbed the ball, shook it to dry it and handed it to Bruce. Bruce promptly plopped it into his mouth, absentmindedly.


Number 11 is a challenging par three, to say the least.  It's 220 yards long, with a lake between the tee box and the green, extending halfway across the fairway.  The only safe route to the putting surface is on the right side, but there are two big traps waiting to gobble up an off-line shot.  The green slants front-to-back slightly, so the shot has to carry onto the bermuda, but not with too much mustard or it rolls off the back.


Bruce teed his ball, took his stance, but suddenly straightened, removed his lucky hat and rubbed his eyes.  "Getting a little headache," he said.  He put his hat back on, took his stance, and hit the worst shot of the day.  It kinda floated up in the air, heading for the right traps, faded a little more, and landed with a splash into the nearest sand.  He shook his head slowly.  "Man," he muttered aloud, "what was that?"


Hartly promptly hit a one-iron, which anyone in the crowd could have told him was too much club.  It hit on the front of the green, moving fast, bounced once and caught the overspin, rolled through the green and all the way back to a row of hedges bordering number 12 tee.  Hartly stared at the ground for a long time, shook his head and followed the gallery.


Cash Cassenberg walked over to him and said something under his breath.  Hartly stopped walking and just stared at Cash.  He glanced down the fairway at where Bruce was just reaching the right trap.  He turned back to Cash and shook his fist at him.  Ninety-nine percent of the crowd were in front of him and didn't see it.  But Luke did.


Bruce stumbled getting into the trap, but didn't ground his club.  He caught himself with his right hand, straightened up and shrugged his shoulders.  "I'm getting too old for this," he said to the people around him.  They laughed, but he didn't.  He dug in, swung his sand wedge, and exploded weakly to about 15 feet from the pin.  He climbed out of the pit, gave his wedge to Tyler, and brushed off the loose sand.  


It was obvious that he was feeling sick.  


Horace walked over to him.  "Are you all right, Bruce?"


Bruce removed his hat again and swiped at his brow with his arm.  "Just a little nauseous all of a sudden, Horace.  I'll be okay." He marked his ball on the green and handed it to Tyler, who once again plopped it into the bucket.


Tyler handed Bruce his putter, and reached into the blue bucket for the ball.  Luke noticed that Tyler was wearing a golf glove on his left hand and used his left to get the ball. He then grabbed a rake and began to rake out the trap.


Bruce promptly stuck the clean ball in his teeth and surveyed his putt.  He took it out of his mouth, still glistening.  Sighing, he stood over the putt, stroked it and left it a foot short.  He looked up at Hartly.  


"Mark it," Hartly said.


Bruce did so, weaving a bit as he straightened up.


Meanwhile, Hartly had played a nice little touch sand wedge of his own to about 10 feet.  But he was lying three after a penalty drop.


Hartly steeled his nerves and ran his 10-footer into the heart.  Bruce replaced his ball, tapped it, and watched it spin around the cup, balance on the lip, and stick.  They halved the hole with bogeys.


Number 12 is another difficult driving hole.  It's a sharp dogleg left, with O-B all the way around the right side.  At the turn, there's a fairway trap to catch those poor souls who attempt to cut the dogleg and can't carry a drive 240 in the air.  A cart path and a million little pine trees run down the left rough.  The other end of the same lake fronting number 11 extends from about 60 yards short of the green almost to the putting surface on the left side.  It's a hole that a good player can birdie with a great drive, if he has cast-iron gonads.


Bruce must have realized his strength was going, because he hit a three-wood down the middle of the fairway, right of the trap. It stopped about 235. Hartly figured it was now or never. He took out his big stick, took his big swing, and hit a boomer.  It cleared the trap and the trees, landing softly in the middle of the fairway well over 300 yards from the tee. Once again, the crowd applauded.  He deserved it.


By the time Bruce got to his ball, he was having trouble with his balance.  He dragged his feet instead of picking them up.  He hit his three-wood again, having never given it back to his caddie.  He hit it high and weak, pulling it into the left rough, well short of the lake.  


Hartly saw that he had a good lie in the fairway and decided to hit his driver again.  He hit it low, naturally, and it ran up onto the green, stopping only about six-feet short of the pin.  It was another great shot.  Bruce hit a weak wedge to the front of the green, marked his ball and gave it to Tyler. It went back into the bucket. After a minute, while Hartly was lining up his putt, Tyler gave Bruce his ball from the blue bucket and Bruce, out of habit, put it right in his mouth. It stayed there until number 13 tee, because Hartly promptly rammed in his eagle putt. Bruce was still one up, but fading fast.


The fatal number 13 hole is straight-away down hill to the green, with a fairway trap on the right side about 200 out.  Hartly, now with the honors, hit his drive over the trap and down into the little valley in front of the green.  Bruce tried to tee his ball, but almost fell over sideways.  Dr. D. Walter Cook, one of the local M.D.'s from Summitview, rushed onto the tee and grabbed Bruce by the shoulders.  He turned him slightly and laid him down on the grass.  He felt his head, checked his pulse, looked into his eyes.


"I'm okay, Walt," mumbled Bruce.  "This heat has just taken a lot out of me, that's all."


Dr. Cook chewed his rather full lower lip.  He turned to Horace.  "Well," he began, "he's not running a fever, but his pulse rate is way up.  Can we call a delay for a minute and let him sit down?"


"Is that all right with you, Hartly?" asked Horace.


Hartly nodded, then glared at Cash standing to his right.


Skipper and Luke ran over and helped Horace pick Bruce up and carry him over to the bench next to the tee.  They sat him up and gave him cool water to drink. He took some deep breaths, mopped his brow, and spit on the ground.  


Luke noticed his lips were a funny color, kinda bluish on the inside.  "Hey, buddy," he said, "this is no big deal.  If you're sick, you're sick.  There'll be another round, another day.  Let's climb in a cart and head you to the hospital.  Okay?"


Bruce smiled and patted the back of Luke's hand. The tips of his fingers were bluish, too.  "Nah," he said, "Let's get this thing on the road.  Besides, Hartly deserves to win or lose on the course.  I owe him that much."  He stood up and gestured to Tyler. "Give me my driver; I've rested enough."


Bruce hit another weak pull down the left side that carried about 240.  When the gallery all got down to his ball, Bruce winked at Luke and said, "Hey, Luke, watch me hole this sucker out."


And he almost did.  To this day, no one knows how he could have hit such a great golf shot in his condition, but he damn sure did.  It was a punch seven-iron that hit just in front of the green, bounced into the pin and rolled about a foot left.  He waved to the gallery.


But Hartly wasn't about to cave in.  He hit a little wedge to about six feet, studied the putt, saw that it was pretty much straight up the hill, and rolled it in the middle.  It was the same atmosphere as the front nine, with each player hitting great shots, competing at a level the rest of us never experience.  


The whole time Hartly stood over his putt, Bruce was kneeling just off the green, his ball in his cheek. He clapped as Hartly's putt fell, stood up and walked slowly to his ball.  Hartly stopped him in mid-stride. "That putt's good, Bruce," he said.  


Bruce smiled, removed the golf ball from his mouth and said, "Thanks."  He leaned over to pick up his marker, but never straightened up.  He just folded onto the green, like an inflatable doll out of air.  Doc Cook, Horace, Skipper and Luke rushed to him.  Hartly had already turned him over and was holding on to him.  "Bruce," he begged, "don't conk out on us now.  Nobody wanted this to happen ..."


Doc Cook sorta pushed Hartly out of the way, a feat in itself.  Bruce's eyes were glazed.  His chest didn't move.  His lips were almost black.  After a minute, a shocked Doc Cook looked over at Horace and shook his head.  "This man is dead," he declared, "but I don't know why."


No one said a word.  Luke looked around at the crowd, saw the men remove their hats, shake their heads in disbelief.  And he noticed the stricken look on Hartly's face and the inscrutable one on Cash's.




Chapter Five – The aftermatch


An hour or so later, the EMS boys had taken Bruce's body to North Summit County Medical Center, located on the south of town, near the interstate intersection.  Doc Cook had gone along with them.  Most of the gallery was still milling around the clubhouse, unsure of what to do.


Horace Chamberlain had decided, even with the certainty of a visit from the local constabulary, to open up the bar.  Luke was slumped in his chair, with the Irregulars and even some ir-irregulars sitting nearby.  No one spoke.


There were a few notable absences.  Cash and Cassy were nowhere to be seen.  Putts wasn't there, but he seldom was.  The caddies didn't have lounge privileges anyway, although Horace usually looked the other way.  Hartly, though, was sitting on the end bar stool, nearest the picture window.  


It was, understandably, a somber time.  Leave it to Hartly to fuck it up.  "I don't mean to be pushy, Horace," he said, several hundred decibels under his usual level, "but does this mean I win the championship?"


Everyone looked at him like he had leprosy. Horace showed an exceptional amount of self-control and answered Hartly's question without telling him what a consummate jerk he was.  "I've been thinking about that, Hartly, and I really don't have an answer for you, yet.  Obviously, we've never had anything like this happen before, so there's no precedent.  We'll call a meeting of the Governing Council and make a decision.  But I would suppose that, yes, you can consider yourself the new course champion."


Hartly tried to suppress a smile, and he was almost successful.  He downed his shot of VO, quickly sipped his beer back, and stood up.  "You all know that this isn't the way I wanted to win, right?"  He looked around at everyone.  "I refused a concession on number five, remember?"


Several people nodded.  To be fair, Hartly had played a hell of a match and might have won anyway. It just seemed kinda heartless to claim the title so quickly.


He turned and headed for the door.  "I-I gotta go, Horace.  You let me know about the council, okay?"


Horace nodded, and Hartly exited quickly, probably embarrassed by his own greed.


The phone on the bar rang suddenly.  In that quiet room it sounded like an explosion in a siren factory. Jasmine Dowalski, one of the Griffon Lakes lounge waitresses, who had been pressed into service as part-time bartender, picked up the receiver.  Rather than try to pronounce her last name and screw it up, everyone just called her "Ski-Doo" most of the time.


"Lounge," she said.  "Yea, wait just a minute." She pointed the cellular phone toward Horace.  "It's Doc Cook," she said.


The receiver was passed down to Horace.


"Yes, Doc, this is Horace.  Officially?  When? Okay, I'll try to keep everyone here.  Yes.  Thank you."  He looked around and shook his head.  "Bruce has been officially pronounced dead.  Cause of death is unknown at this time, but the hospital suspects ingestion of some fast-acting poison.  They won't know for sure until the autopsy.  In other words, they think Bruce may have been murdered."


I can't describe the shock that bombshell laid on this group of friends.  In retrospect, it was obvious that Bruce didn't just keel over and pass away, but absolutely no one, not even Luke with his police training, had suspected foul play.  


Horace continued.  "The police are on their way over.  They request that everyone remain here so they can interview as many eye-witnesses as possible."


Eloise was sobbing.  "Oh, poor Suzi," she cried softly, "this is going to just devastate her." 


Every single person in the room instantaneously realized that no one had thought to tell Suzi, Bruce's wife, what had happened.


"Jesus," exclaimed Horace, "has anyone called her?"


Eloise stood up.  "I'll do it," she offered, "it might sound a little easier if it comes from another woman.  I'll use the office phone."  She hurried off to accomplish the sorrowful task.


Luke called after Eloise.  "Tell her I'll come by later."


The room was quiet again.  Then someone said the inevitable.  "Hartly."


A dozen conversations began immediately.  The din got louder and louder.  Finally, Luke pounded on the table.  "Guys, guys," he said, "come on.  No one gets murdered just for a golf championship."


Niles Bonnano, who disliked Hartly even more than the rest, stood up.  "He wanted to win awful bad. That's why he cheated Skipper out of the semis."


"Now wait a minute, Niles," Luke Samuel answered. "You can't really be serious about this."  



"Well," interjected Horace, "the police will be here soon.  Let's let them do their job."


The conversation died down once again.  Eloise re-entered the room and sat down next to Nick Adena. "Suzi's on her way to the hospital," she said.  "I-I didn't tell her about the police suspicions, just that Bruce collapsed on the course, and ... and ... passed away before he reached North Summit."


It was only 10 minutes or so before the police arrived.  Summitview, being the county seat of Summit County, has a unique system of law enforcement.  There are only two city policemen, plus a chief.  It wasn't until last year, as a matter of fact, that they even got cars, thanks to Hartly Haroldson's E-Z Finance Auto Sales.  Since the Summit County Court House sits on the opposite side of Benning Park, or maybe Haroldson Park, there's not only a county police station, but a state police station, too.  As a result, little police work is done by the local guys.  The county patrols through town, officially on their way to and from county roads. The staties cruise the interstate.  Everybody overlaps everybody else, but most of the time the county cops take precedence.


That's why three county mounties, one in civilian clothes, walked into the clubhouse, along with Jack McGarvey, Summitview's police chief, in tow.  Jack pointed Horace out to the investigators.  "Gentlemen, this is Horace Chamberlain, owner of the Griffon Lakes Golf Course."


Horace stood and extended his hand.  The un-uniformed short one took it.  "Mr. Chamberlain, my name is Devlin.  I'm in charge here.  Please sit down."


Horace did so.  Everyone waited to see what Investigator Devlin was going to do.  Maybe because of his background in police work, maybe because he's just a suspicious old shit, maybe just because he didn't like Devlin's looks, but for some reason, this whole scenario bothered Luke Samuel.


Devlin looked around the room and cleared his throat.  "As you know, a suspicious death occurred here today.  I and my men are going to break you down into groups and ask you some questions about what you saw, what you know, and even about what you suspect.  Please answer our queries as completely as possible.  Is there anyone here who was not present when the fatality occurred?"


Ski-Doo raised her hand.  "I was here in the lounge, sir," she said, "along with the kitchen staff."


Horace interrupted, "The clubhouse is manned by a staff of 12, Mr. Devlin.  None of them were watching the match."


Devlin made a note in his little black, spiral notebook.  "That's Inspector Devlin to you," he said abruptly.  "Is there anyone who witnessed the match who is not here in this room?"


"The caddie master and the caddies should still be in the caddieshack," replied Horace, who then turned to Nick Adena.  "Nick, call over to Putts and have them join us right away, please."


Skipper Lodge answered quickly.  "Hartly Haroldson left already."


"The Cassenbergs were here," interjected Eloise, "but they left hours ago."


Devlin wrote something down again in his book. Devlin looked down at Luke, calmly.  "What is your name?"


Luke returned his stare.  "Goodyear.  Luke Samuel. Private Investigator.  Course member.  Private citizen. I help pay your goddamn salary."


Devlin made a note in his book again.  "I suppose you have a copy of your investigators license on you?" he asked.


"Sure."


Devlin smiled smugly.  "Good.  I may want to look at it later."


Luke thought about burying the aggravating, sawed-off inspector in sarcasm, but thought better of it.  It was probably just as well, he thought.  Devlin was just one of those sarcastic types who thinks he sees something shady in everything.  Probably double-checks his kids' Sunday School lessons for subversive literature.  And makes notes in his goddamn black book. Luke settled back into the chair, making mental notes of his own.


The next couple of hours were interesting.  Devlin and his cronies broke everyone up into groups, just as he had said.  They proceeded to shuffle those groups between all three of them, so the net result was that everyone got interviewed three times.  Except Luke.  He only got interviewed twice.  When it came time for Devlin himself to talk to him, all he asked for was Luke's license.  He scribbled something down in his book and handed the license back to Luke, then told him he could go.


First, though, he had a word of advise to dispense.  "If this ends up as a murder investigation," he told Luke, "I want to make sure that you stay out of the way."


"This already is a murder investigation, or you wouldn't be here asking questions and taking notes," Luke replied. "And you sure as hell wouldn't be worried about a small town PI like me getting in the way."


Devlin made no physical response.  "Just a word of advice," he said.  "Take it to heart.  You can go now."


 Fuming, Luke vacated the room.  Horace stopped him just as he was leaving the lounge.  


"Luke," he whispered, "can I talk to you for a moment?"


Luke followed him into his office.  Horace sat on the edge of his desk.  "You have some experience in these matters, Luke.  What do you think is going on?"


Luke thought for a second.  "I'm not sure, Horace. If there's no proof yet that Bruce was murdered, these guys are going to an awful lot of unnecessary trouble."


"What if there is proof of murder?" Horace asked.


"Then I still don't understand where Summit county dug up this Devlin character.  I've never seen him around here before.  If they brought him up from down-state, they sure didn't waste any time."  Luke leaned closer to Horace.  "To tell you the truth, I don't think he's county.  I think he may be Fed.  There's more going on here than just a small-town murder case."


Horace nodded, stood up and wandered over to the picture window to the right of his desk. He gazed out toward the putting green, his hands clasped behind his back. He slowly shook his head. “Luke, when I purchased this course, it became a part of my life, but not the most important part. When my first marriage ended so badly, it seemed that I’d never focus again, never find anything worth caring about.” He brushed back his hair and sighed. “But then this course became my life. Even after meeting Eloise and remarrying, Griffin Lakes is my real reason for carrying on. Now this terrible thing has happened and my life is once again touched by a death – a needless one. I can’t let this go without knowing exactly what happened. Do me a favor, will you, Luke?"


"Sure, Horace.  Just name it."


Horace turned to face him. "Consider yourself officially on retainer, employed by Griffon Lakes Golf Course, to conduct an investigation of your own.  I would greatly appreciate it."  


"Devlin warned me to keep my nose out of it."


"Yes, I suspected as much.  But if you're hired by me to look into it, then it's official, isn't it?"


Luke smiled.  "Bruce was my best friend, Horace. No one can keep me out of this one."


They shook hands and Luke turned to the door.


"By the way," Horace added, "did you notice that neither of the caddies have appeared for questioning?"


"How about Putts?"


"Nor the caddie master."


"Hmmm, I wonder if they skipped town along with Phil Philo?"


"That's the kind of thing I've hired you to find out," smiled Horace. "Let me know if there's anything I can do to assist."


Luke nodded.  "I'll send over a contract form for you to sign a little later.  Just in case Devlin doesn't believe me."


"Fine."


"I'll be at the hospital if you need me, Horace. I'm going to try and find Suzi Benning."


"I'll go with you," said an unfamiliar voice.


Luke turned to see a vision in red and green standing by Horace's door.  She had honey auburn hair, the kind that glows without looking like there's a neon light somewhere underneath; a pixie nose, green eyes; Maureen O'Hara, only with longer legs.  He couldn't help but stare.


Horace couldn't help but notice that the vision was staring back.  Horace cleared his throat.  "Uh-hum-mm," he said.  "Luke, this is my daughter, Ellen.  She just arrived here today during the match.  Ellen, this is Luke Samuel Goodyear, a dear friend and, fortunately for us all, a champion of justice and a golfer."


Ellen held out her hand.  Luke sorta bowed a bit at the waist and took it, held it, gazed into her eyes, then jumped like he'd been poked with a cattle prod. "Uh, I didn't know Horace had a daughter ... I mean, it's nice to meet you, uh, Ellen, uh, where in the hell have you been hiding?"


Ellen laughed, her hazel-flecked eyes dancing. "In Gainesville, Mr. Goodyear, at college.  May I call you ‘Luke?’"


"Sure."


Ellen turned to her father.  "Do you mind if I help Luke at the hospital, Daddy?"


Horace nodded his assent and Ellen took Luke's arm.  "Thanks, Daddy," she said.

Chapter Six – Suzi Benning


The North Summit County Medical Center is located just off Main Street, a block over from the new Wal-Mart.  It's one of those new, high-tech, ultra-modern, angles will do better than curves, ugly as sin, modular, pre-fab buildings that are cropping up everywhere these days.  


Luke and Ellen pulled up into the circular drive fronting the monstrosity and parked by one of the "No Parking" signs.  Ellen held onto Luke's arm as they crossed beneath, of all things, a pair of Corinthian columns framing the automatic, all-glass front door. The foyer was empty, so they continued on down the hall toward the emergency room in the back.


"I hate these places," said Ellen, holding tighter to Luke's arm, her nails threatening to draw blood.


"I hate it today," Luke agreed.


They turned the far corner and entered the waiting area for the emergency room.  Suzi Benning was sitting on one of the backless benches forming a U-shaped alcove against the far wall.  Many times Luke had marveled at how perfect she always looked.  She was Bruce's little porcelain doll, her dark hair always brushed, her color-coordinated dresses always freshly pressed.  Luke barely recognized the rumpled, disheveled shell who huddled there.  


Suzi is Vietnamese by birth, but she wasn't one of those party girls so many GIs got hitched up to during the war, dancing in the bars in Saigon.  Not by a long shot.  Her father was actually the president in whichever government was running Vietnam at the time. Bruce had met her while on guard duty at the American consulate in Saigon.  She had accompanied her father to some life-or-death meeting and had to wait outside. She and Bruce began talking and things just fell in place after that.  


When it was time to leave SEA, Bruce brought her with him as his wife.  There were some problems to iron out with the Vietnamese government, with her family being so high-Viet-falutin' and all.  But that all got straightened out, because after a couple of months, Suzi arrived in the states and in Bruce's arms.


In the years since, no one had ever seen her upset.  Her precise English never cracked.  A perpetual smile lit up her doll-like face.  She had become the perfect military wife, strong and selfless.  About the only thing about Suzi Benning that Luke wasn't real impressed with was her love of money, but he figured she got that way back in the old country, living high on the dog, er, hog.


Luke hardly recognized her that night.  Doc Cook was with her, along with Jack McGarvey.  She wasn't crying, but Luke could tell that it was only a temporary respite.  Her eyes were red and swollen.  She held a handkerchief in her lap, twisting it one way and then the other.  She looked up and saw the two approach.


Luke held out his arms to her.  "Suzi," he said softly, "I'm so sorry."


She stood and, weak-kneed, leaned into him.  "Oh, Luke," she sobbed, "he was perfectly fine this morning. No sign that he was not feeling well."  She looked up into his eyes.  "If I thought he was sick, I never would have let him play."  


Luke glanced over at Chief McGarvey, who shook his head "no."  Obviously, they hadn't told her of the poison, or else they weren't sure themselves.  Luke pulled her into his chest as she began to cry again.


"Suzi, go ahead and cry.  I'll cry with you. We've both lost our best friend, you know."


Nobody said a word as the two shared their mutual grief.  Finally, she stood up straight again, and dabbed at her eyes with that poor tortured handkerchief.  


"Was he in pain, Luke?" she asked.


"No, I don't think so.  I talked to him right before it happened, and all he said was that he felt tired.  No pain."


"Thank God," she breathed.


"He was playing the greatest match of his life, Suzi.  I've never seen him play harder.  When he died, he was the best.  The best I've ever seen."


She nodded.  "Chief McGarvey sent a car to bring me here.  Can you take me home?"


Luke glanced at Jack again, and he nodded.  Ellen, who was standing just behind Luke, came over.  "I'll bring the car around to the back," she said.


Suzi looked up with surprise and embarrassment. "Oh," she said, "I am sorry ... I did not see you there. Forgive me for not speaking, but I was ..."


Luke interrupted, embarrassed by his lack of tact. “Suzi, this is Ellen Chamberlain, Horace’s daughter. She just arrived in Summitview today.”


Suzi half-bowed. “It is nice to meet you,” she said.


"I’m sorry we had to meet under these circumstances, Mrs. Benning,” said Ellen.  “I'll get the car."


Suzi shook her head.  "No, do not bother yourself. I can walk.  Where did you park?"


Luke touched Ellen on her wrist.  "Go ahead and take Suzi to the car.  I want to talk to Chief Jack for a second."


The two of them started slowly for the hallway, Ellen towering over the petite Vietnamese. Luke watched them until they were out of hearing range. He turned to Jack McGarvey.  Doc Cook was still standing nearby.


"Any official word on the cause of death?" he asked.


"The autopsy is being done right now," the crusty doc answered, "but I don't know when they'll release the results.  It sure does look like poison to me, though."


"Is that why the county took over the investigation?"


Jack snorted in disgust.  "The county. Right. That's why Gabriel Devlin is on the case.  Summit County didn't have jurisdiction for long."


"So he's not county," Luke exclaimed.  "I didn't think he was.  Who is he?  Some kind of Fed, right?"


Jack looked at Luke.  "You don't recognize the name ‘Gabriel Devlin’?"


Luke thought for a moment.  Then it came to him. Gabriel Devlin was southern Florida's hot-shot DEA guy. He was the one who got the goods on Manuel Noriega's connection to the Columbian drug cartel a few years ago.  He found some malcontent informants to blow old Manuel's case wide open.  The papers didn't know the canary's names, so they called them "Gabriel's Trumpets."  It was all over the news.  


Luke suddenly blinked.  "What the hell has the Drug Enforcement Agency got to do with Bruce's murder? And how did he get here so quickly?"


Jack shrugged his shoulders.  "Don't know.  Maybe it has something to do with the poison."


Luke stared at nothing in particular.  "When the autopsy results come in, call me, will ya, Jack?" he asked.


"Come on, Luke.  I can't do that."


"Old man Chamberlain hired me to investigate the murder.  So I'm on the clock.  And I have a right to the info."


"I can't promise they'll tell me anything anyway," he protested.  "Shit, Luke, I'm just the hick cop here. But I'll try."


"Thanks," Luke said.  Just then, they heard the sound of Ellen's Continental pulling up outside the open emergency room door.  Luke turned and quickly ran outside.


Soon, they were at the Benning home and the site of Benning Realty.  Even after all his success, Bruce still kept the original office in front.  Suzi excused herself to lay down, but before she went, Luke asked her a couple of questions, ones he wished didn't have to be asked.


"Did Bruce leave you with a copy of his will, or any papers you'll need for the, uh, probate?" 


She thought for a minute.  "Oh, Luke, I do not want to worry about that now.  That cannot wait?"


Luke could see he was troubling her, but he needed to look through Bruce's office before Devlin could beat him to it.  "Sure, Suzi, sure it can wait.  I just wanted to help, that's all.  Would you mind if I took a quick look in the office?  It might save you some trouble later."  


Basically, Luke felt like a two-faced pile of shit.


Suzi sighed.  "I know you just want to help, Luke. Go ahead.  The door is unlocked from this side."  She turned to go to her room, then stopped.  "Luke, Bruce told me many times that if anything happened to him, you were to have his golf trophies.  You might wish to pick out anything you want before the lawyers tie it all up in red tape."  


She smiled a weary smile, and started to walk away.  Abruptly, she stopped, turned, and said, "Luke, I, uh, reconsider what I just said to you.  Please do not take the Men's Championship Trophy.  I would like to keep it as a reminder of my husband."


"Sure, Suzi, of course.  It'll be yours forever." Luke tried to smile a reassuring smile, but suspected it was a total failure.  Suzi walked away.  Ellen and Luke opened the door and entered Benning Realty.  


Luke sat at Bruce's desk and began shuffling through the papers on top. 


"Are you looking for anything in particular?" Ellen asked.  "Two sets of eyes are better than one."


"I wish I knew."  


Luke pulled open the middle drawer to Bruce's desk.  "I'm just hoping to find something that might tie in to his murder.  I can't believe that even Hartly Haroldson, that overbearing buffoon, would kill Bruce just to be men's champion.  There has to be more to it than that."


They began to search in earnest, but they had absolutely no idea what they were looking for.  After a while, they gave up.  Luke leaned back in Bruce's chair and Ellen settled onto one of the straight-backed wooden chairs facing the desk. She crossed her long legs and shifted her weight slightly. Bruce tried not to watch.


"Bruce was a friend of yours?" Ellen asked.  "Did you know him long?"


Bruce nodded.  "Ever since I first set foot in this warm, wonderful, sandy spot of heaven," he said. "Bruce was in the Air Force, like me, and stationed at Walton Air Force Base.  When I first pulled into the base and stopped at the main gate, Bruce was the security guard on duty.  He was just going off shift and took me personally to the squadron headquarters to sign in."


"You were both policemen?"


"Yea.  SPs.  But after we found we had golf in common, we became fast friends.  Bruce got out and started his realty business.  A while later, I got out, too."


"Out of the Air Force?"


"Right.  I tried to latch on with the Summitview police, but, hell, there're only two of 'em.  I didn't have the qualifications to become a county mountie and sure didn't want to travel all over as a statie, so when Bruce told me the local private investigator in town was closing his office, I agreed to rent it from the bank and opened a shingle."


Ellen smiled. She held out her hands and made a sweeping motion.  "Luke Samuel Goodyear, private eye. Sounds like a movie."


"At first it sounded like a bankruptcy.  There isn't much in this little town that requires the services of a PI.  Besides, Bruce kept dragging me off to the golf course.  He introduced me to Rudy, and Horace, and Skipper and all the Irregulars.  Without him, I'd be working in Rob Harlan's Video Emporium."


"Quite a friend, huh?"


"The best."


"How did you manage to keep your finances in order?” She blushed, surprised at the brazenness of her question.  “Did business pick up?"


Luke smiled a grim grin.  "Nah, I got picked up. By Cassy Goodyear."


"Oh," Ellen said, turning even redder.


"Yea, 'oh' is right.  Oh God, oh shit and oh no. Before I knew what was happening, we were married.  I moved out of my dingy little apartment and into Conandria.  All my money worries were over, all right."


Ellen had gone this far, and she wasn’t about to stop now. "What happened to the marriage?  I mean, why did you, I mean, weren't you two compatible?  That is, was your love life okay?"  Ellen squirmed in embarrassment.


"We were compatible all right.  Sexually.  I think Cassy is compatible with just about everyone who ever tripped over her web.  Actually, we got along all right, I guess."


"Then what happened?"


"Oh, her father tried to buy out Griffon Lakes under an assumed name – actually a bogus company name -- and your dad asked me investigate what was going on.  Once I identified Cash, the deal was off.  And so was the marriage."


"Gee, that's a shame," she said, not all that earnestly.  "But I hear the case made you a hero at Griffon Lakes."


"And the divorce provides me enough money to play at being a PI, as well as play golf whenever I want.” Luke smiled, his eyes beginning to water. He hadn’t let himself begin to grieve, not yet. “Bruce and I hit many a ball together the last few years," he said, softly, as much to himself as to Ellen.


Mentioning Bruce brought them both back to the matter at hand.  They hadn't found anything that cast even a momentary shadow on Bruce's work or reputation. His desk didn't even have a locked drawer.  Even his safe was wide open.


"Well," said Ellen, "you might as well pick out a golf trophy.  He wanted you to, remember?"


Luke sighed and turned around in the chair and looked at Bruce's trophy case.  It was six feet tall and 10 feet wide, with five shelves filled with gold and brass.  Luke got up and walked over to it.


"There are a lot of memories here," he said to Ellen, as he carefully opened the glass doors.  "Here are all five of his hole-in-one trophies.  I was with him when he aced number 15 last year.  And seven the year before."  He kept looking down the rows.  In the middle of the third shelf sat Bruce's copy of the Griffon Lakes Men's Championship trophy, with his name engraved on it five times in all.  It was actually a two-handled loving cup, but the lid held an over-sized three-dimensional relief of the Griffon Lakes coat-of-arms.  The total effect was so grotesque that the griffin looked more like a gargoyle.  The trophy was so ugly that everyone referred to it as "Old Gruesome."  


Next to it was a eight-by-10 of Bruce, Skipper, Nick and Luke standing in front of that silly Mickey Mouse-shaped sand trap at the Disney World Palm Course.  Luke was beginning to choke up and wasn't sure he could go on re-living these memories when his eye spied something peculiar.  Luke never would have noticed it if he hadn't moved the Griffon trophy slightly to look at the eight-by-10.  There was an envelope taped to the back of Old Gruesome.


"What's this?" Luke asked aloud, and turned the trophy around.  It turned out to be a legal-sized manila envelope with the words "Summit Airport" handwritten on the front.  Luke carefully peeled it off Old Gruesome and returned to the desk.  Ellen leaned over his shoulder as he grabbed a letter opener and slit it open.  Inside were a number of legal papers, dated a little over a year earlier, apparently referring to the intended sale of Summit Airport.  Luke stared in amazement as he saw that the asking price was $10 million dollars.  


Ellen saw it, too.  "How much?" she asked.  "Isn't that a lot for a little country airstrip?"


Luke nodded.  "A lot?  A great big damn bunch way too much of a lot!  Summit Airport is a dinky little macadam and dirt stretch of land that barely gets used. It's too short to land anything bigger than a Piper Cub.  The total land involved isn't, hell, more than 10 acres, tops, and the only building is an empty metal shed full of rusty refrigerator parts abandoned there when uh, Jiffy's Appliance Repair, across the road, went under a few year's ago.”  


Luke stared at the papers. "Why, the place isn't even worth taking the time and effort to clean up!"


"It's way north of town, isn't it?"


"Yea," said Luke, "in an area much too low to ever be zoned residential.  The only use for the land would be industrial, but the few small plants that have operated out there have closed, or almost closed, years ago.  How the hell did anyone expect to sell it for $10 million dollars?"


Luke looked through the papers a little closer and found a listing contract giving Benning Realty the right to sell.  The owner wasn't identified by name, that space on the form marked "confidential." Summitview National Bank was holding a foreclosure note for all of $1,100.  Under the listing contract was an offer to buy the property for the amazing sum of $150,000.  The offer was tendered by the Conandria Development Company.  In other words:  Carl Cassenberg. Settled into the bottom left hand corner of the envelope was a safe-deposit key.  Luke shook the envelope and it fell out onto Bruce's blotter.  He picked it up.  It had a three-digit number on one side and "Summitview National Bank" on the other.  


Luke stuffed it and the papers back into the envelope, and tucked them in his belt.


"Come on, Ellen," he said, "I don't know exactly what this means, but there has to be a reason Bruce hid this in a place he knew I'd probably be the only one to find it."


They hurried for the door, but first he turned back to Bruce's trophy case, replaced Old Gruesome where he belonged, and picked up the eight-by-10. "This is all I need to remember you by, old buddy," Luke said.


They left by the front door to Benning Realty.  As they drove away, Suzi Benning entered from the house, walked over to Old Gruesome, and turned it slightly. She stamped her tiny foot in frustration.


"I am so stupid, so stupid!"


Still angry, she turned to Bruce's desk, picked up the telephone and dialed a number.  After conversing quietly in a sing-song voice, she placed the receiver carefully on its cradle, and with tears of grief mixed with frustration still in her eyes, re-entered her tragically quiet home.

     Luke and Ellen drove over to his official town office, which is just a storefront, with a sewing machine repair shop on one side and a used bookstore on the other.  There's a small receptionist's desk by the door and a private office barely large enough to house a metal desk, two chairs and a four-drawer filing cabinet.  No wonder Luke spends most of his time at the VIP Lounge.  Still, it gives him a place to conduct business when he needs more privacy than Griffon Lakes offers.  



The sign on the door has a big clock with moveable red hands.  It read "Be back at 8:00," with the hands pointing to the hour, as if anyone stopping to look would be too stupid to read the sign.  Many times Luke has pictured some prospective client pausing at the door and saying to himself, "Duh, let's see ... the little hand's on the eight and the big hand's on the 12.  I wonder what time that is?"


Luke unlocked the door, and they went in.  Ellen looked around and chuckled to herself.  "This is quite impressive," she said with a smile.  "Do you take your dates here often?"


Luke looked at her, knowing that he was probably going to say something stupid.  "Uh, no, only during murder investigations, I mean, this isn't exactly a date, uh, not that I wouldn't like a date, but ..."


Ellen put her hands on his shoulders and they stood eye to eye.  Her smile was soft and her touch was light.  Luke could feel the heat of her body even through the wall of tension in the air.  "I'm sorry to put you on the spot," she said.  "I meant, if we have a date, we could go to, uh, almost anywhere, and it would, I mean, be fine with me and ..."


She realized she was rambling on just like him. She lowered her hands from his shoulders and smiled again.  "My, aren't we the pair?" she said.


"I hope so," he answered, taking her hands in his.


"Uh, can I help you in your investigation?"  The question broke the spell.


"Yea, yea, you sure can.  Look up Pauly Panishe in that rolodex and give him a call.  I need to talk to him."  Ellen sat at the front desk and picked up the phone, ready to spring into action.


Luke opened his office door, his usual bravado slowly returning.  "Good secretary," he said, "yell when you find him."


Luke's office, as bare as a Spartan's spare room, was furnished in early pawn.  All the furniture came straight from the scratch-and-dent section of Pico's Instant Office, which Pico Morales runs out of a rented U-Store-It unit out on County Road 72.  Cost Luke all of $150.  He took the two-and-a-half steps to his desk, turned sideways so he could squeeze past the filing cabinet, and sat in his executive chair, the only expensive thing in the office.  Luke Samuel has a lot of respect for his glutamus.  Of course, it was just borrowed from Horace when he bought himself a new one, but as Luke tells Horace now and again, "it sure makes my ass feel at home, borrowed or not."


Sitting on the corner of the desk was an empty eight-by-10 frame that used to hold the countenance of one Cassy C. Goodyear.  It had been empty for so long Luke had almost gained an affection for the ribbed piece of cardboard currently filling it.  He grabbed it, wiped some of the dust off on his pants leg, and carefully inserted the picture of him and Bruce, Skipper and Nick.  He turned and lovingly placed it on top of the filing cabinet.  Luke was still gazing at it when Ellen yelled through the door.  "Pauly's on the line."


Pauly Panishe is Luke's eyes when he can't see. He's Luke's feet when he can't walk and, occasionally, his fist when he's not there to fight.  He's a licensed private investigator, too, but it's not his full-time job. He tried it a few year's back, but didn't have the personal style to make it work.  In other words, he pisses people off.  At one time, this luxurious office was his.  He’s the one who defaulted to the bank so Luke could lease it. Neither he nor Luke ever mention it, but if the truth be told, they’re both happy with the arrangement. Luke’s the PI and Pauly’s his silent partner. More than once, over a couple of cold ones, he and Pauly marveled at the simple beauty of their relationship. And more than once, Pauly leaned back in his chair and said, “Who’s going to play me when they make a movie about us, do you think? I think von Damme would capture my essence, don’t ya think?” 


Pauly is more than a sidekick; he’s a friend. He's also part bloodhound.  And smells like one, too.  He works at the local slaughterhouse, chopping up beef, pork and, around these parts, a deer every now and then.  


But he's always willing to help Luke when he needs him.  And Luke needed him this time.  Luke picked up the receiver.  "Pauly, how ya doin', you effervescent pile of guano?  Cut off any fingers lately?"


Luke could hear Pauly laugh on the other end of the line.  It sounded more like a series of belches, interspersed with gasps of breath.  


Pauly found his voice and answered, "Luke, where ya been hidin'?  Out at that fancy-pantsy golfin place, I bet.  Why don't you learn to live like the real people, huh?"


Pauly's one of those uninitiated who thinks you have to be rich to play the game.  


"I am living like a real person, Pauly.  You've been stuck in your dingy sub-culture for so long you think down is up."


Pauly resumed his staccato chuckle.  "You need help, old buddy?" he asked.


It was time to get serious.  "Pauly," Luke said, "Bruce is dead."


"Benning?  Bruce Benning?  When did that happen?"


"Just this morning, Pauly.  It looks like he was poisoned."


"Ah, shit, I hate to hear that.  He was an all-right guy.  Any suspects?"


"Yes and no.  There are a couple of people who might have benefited from his murder.  You got some time to help me?"


"Sure.  What do ya want me to do?"


Luke outlined what he already knew, and a little of what he suspected.  Pauly promised to do some digging.  "If you can't get me here, I'll be at my VIP office," Luke said.  "You know the number at Griffon Lakes?"


"Yea," Pauly replied, "I got it wrote down someplace."


"If you call me there, don't talk to anyone but me or Ellen, okay?"


"Who's Ellen?  She that sweet voiced honey who called me?"


Luke smiled.  "She's Horace's daughter.  Just got into town.  She's sorta acting like my secretary or something."


"It's that 'something' I'd worry about, pal."


"She's something, that's for sure."


"Gotcha.  Is she still on the line?"


"You think she'd listen in on my conversations, Pauly?"


There was that laugh again.  "Hell, no.  Tell her for me she's got a great voice."


"And great legs, too," Ellen said.


There wasn't much more that could be done until Monday morning, when Luke planned to talk to Rudy Rodriguez over at Summitview National Bank.




Chapter Seven – Monday morning


Oh-bright-thirty on Monday morning found Luke on the front steps of the Summitview National Bank, waiting for Rudy to show up for work.  Luke had the manila envelope tucked into his shirt, but he'd removed the safe deposit box key and had it in his front pants pocket.


Rudy pulled up in his Volvo station wagon. "Hey, Luke," he waved, as he stepped down from his car.  


"Hey, Rudy," Luke replied, "does that Japanese box-on-wheels have four-wheel drive?  You've got enough ground clearance to stick a caboose on that ugly son-of-a-bitch and head down the tracks toward New Orleans!"


Rudy laughed, knowing that Luke was jazzing him. "It's Scandinavian, Luke," he said, "like in Sweden, home of snow bunnies and ski lodges."


Luke made a big show out of shivering.  "Br-r-r-r," he said, "don't talk about cold weather.  I'm a transplanted Delawarian, you know."


Rudy unlocked the bank's front door and stepped aside to allow Luke to enter.  He then re-locked it, since it wasn't opening time yet and the tellers and other workers hadn't arrived.  They went past the empty counters and entered his plush office.  Luke sat down in a chair so over-stuffed that it felt like he was being swallowed alive.  Rudy sat behind his desk.  


"What's the big mystery, Luke," he asked, "that warrants me coming in to work an hour early?"


It was time to get serious.  "I'm calling a two-man meeting of the Griffon Lake Irregulars, Rudy," Luke said.


"Really?"  What about?"


"I need to pick your brain about Bruce Benning and any relationship he might have had with Conandria Development Company."


Rudy seemed surprised.  "Any information about Conandria is confidential between this bank and Cash, er, I mean, the owner of the company.  I can't divulge anything about finances, or anything like that without permission.  Why do you ask?"


Luke sat up on the end of the chair, trying to appear earnest while maintaining his balance.  "Look, Rudy, I found some information about a possible real estate transaction between an unknown owner and Conandria that was being handled by Bruce way last year.  Apparently the deal fell through, but I think it might have something to do with Bruce's murder yesterday."


Rudy sat back in his chair.  He took his hands and made a triangle out of them in front of his face. "You're sure it's murder?"


"The autopsy results haven't been released yet, but Doc Cook is sure it was poison.  And I can't believe that Bruce was murdered just to make Hartly Haroldson club champ.  I don't know who, and I don't know why, but this Summit Airport deal is the only clue I've got."


Rudy looked surprised.  Luke could see his eyebrows rising up above his fingers.  "Summit Airport, huh?"  Rudy smiled.  "I'm sure that Summit Airport hasn't got anything to do with the murder, but..."


"What about Summit Airport?"


Rudy thought for a moment.  Finally, he lowered his hands and looked Luke straight in the eye.  "Bruce was a friend of mine, too, Luke," he said.  "Anything I tell you is in strictest confidence.  If you need to prove what I say at a later date, I've got some documents, but I can't give them to you now.  Any answers I give you, well, you didn't hear from me, do you understand?"


Luke nodded.  "Gotcha," he said.  "Now, tell me about Summit Airport and Conandria Development."


Rudy glanced around, as if someone might overhear. "As you probably know, Cash Cassenberg has been buying up land around the outskirts of Summitview for years.  But nothing much has been built on any of his lots.  Cash, under the umbrella of the Conandria Development Company, does all his local banking here. We hold the note on most of his mortgaged property.


"A little over a year ago, Cash came to me and told me to make a rather outrageous offer on the 10 acres at the old Summit Airport."


"Like $150,000 dollars worth of outrageous?" Luke asked.


Rudy nodded.  "Exactly.  The property had just come on the market, and Benning Realty had the listing contract.  We held a rather small note that we were considering foreclosure on, but, to tell you the truth, it wasn't worth the paperwork to do it.  Especially since the owner was out-of-state."


"About $1,100, right?"


"Right again.  You already know a lot of this, don't you? Anyway, I fully expected the owner to jump at the chance to sell, but Bruce got suspicious as to why Cash would offer so much for so little, and stone-walled the deal for a while, saying that he was having trouble reaching the owner to give her the offer.  Cash was getting antsy and began to pressure Bruce by, well, by bugging the shit out of him.  He called Bruce four, five times a day.  He called me just as many, wanting me to call Bruce.  Finally, Bruce contacted me and we had a talk just like you and I are, before office hours and in this very room."


"Okay, so what was it about?"


Rudy took a deep breath.  "This is between us, right?"


"Right.  Absolutely."


"Okay.  Bruce had done some digging, and had found evidence that the federal government was planning to okay the construction of an international airport to take the pressure off Pensacola and the old Walton County airport down by Sandimar.  The site planners had tentatively decided on the Summit Airport site as the one most desirable to build on.  Do you have any idea how an international airport would affect the revenue of this sleepy little town of ours?"


Luke whistled.  


"New highways would have to be built to accommodate increased traffic to and from the airport, as well as new housing areas to house all the airline personnel.  New industry would spring up like mushrooms all around the perimeter of the airport proper.  We're talking multi-millions here."


"And all for a measly $150,000," Luke said.  "Cash would clean up."


"Not only that," said Rudy, "but look at this."  


He got up and walked over to one of the mahogany filing cabinets behind him.  He opened the first drawer, shuffled through folders, and pulled out a thick one.  He brought it back to his desk, opened it and pulled out an accordion map.  He spread it out in front of Luke.  


"Look at this," he said and pointed to the area around the clearly identified Summit Airport.  "You see all these lots surrounding the Summit Airport property on both sides of the road?"


"Yea."


"All owned by Conandria Development Company."


"The only parcel he doesn't own is the airport itself?"


"Right."  


Luke whistled again.  "But what happened to the sale?"


"Well, after Bruce found out about the possible construction, the asking price for the property suddenly jumped to $10 million."


"Wow.  Cash wouldn't pay?  It seems to me that even $10 mill is a good investment."


Rudy agreed.  "Problem is, Cash doesn't have it."


Luke was surprised by that one.  "He can't put his hands on that much?  Wouldn't you finance it for him? The bank would make a profit, too."


Rudy folded up the map and put the file back into the cabinet.  "Yes, we probably would," he agreed.  "But you must remember that it is all still speculative.  The government could change their mind.  Even if they don't, the development could possibly require a referendum.  So we asked for a 10 percent down payment to finance it for Cash."


"One million?"


"On the nose."


"And he couldn't come up with it?"


"Not yet."


Luke leaned back in the chair.  The wheels were turning, although still squeaking a little.  "So nothing has happened since?"


Rudy smiled broadly.  "Oh, something happened all right.  It seems the actual owner of the property decided she didn't care what happened to it, possible international airport or not.  She instructed Bruce to forget about the whole thing; she was too busy to worry about it, and really didn't care if the property sold or not.  And besides, she didn't need the bucks herself and had her own reasons for not wanting Cash to get it so cheap.  So she took the property off the market completely."


"What did Cash do when he found out?"


"This is the good part, and one of the reasons this whole conversation is confidential.  The day after the listing contract expired, and long before Cash found out about her change-of-heart, we foreclosed on our note.  After all, no payment had been made in more than three years.  The next day, Benning Realty purchased Summit Airport himself for the amount of the outstanding note, approximately $1,100 dollars."


"Is that legal?" Luke asked.


"Barely," said Rudy, "but legal."


"Bruce bought it himself?"  Luke Samuel began to chuckle.  "Why that conniving, wonderful son-of-a-bitch!  Cash must have had the shits for a month once he found out!  I wish I'd have been there to see it."


Rudy nodded.  "Once Bruce bought the property, he let it be known through me that he could be persuaded to sell, but the $10 million purchase price was firm, plus a percentage of any development profit."


"I had no idea that my good buddy was on the verge of being a multi-millionaire," Luke said, "with your help.  It couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.  That sure gives Cash a motive for Bruce's murder."  But then Luke frowned.  "Did Suzi know about the property?  Even if Cash made an offer to her, what would make him think he could get the property on better terms?  And he'd still have to come up with the down-payment, right?"


"That's right.  But I doubt if Suzi would be as assertive as Bruce.  Cash could certainly get the property cheaper.  Even if he didn't get a better price, he would certainly get it without the future strings attached.  If you suddenly became a widow, and found out that your husband left you a property worth millions, would you want to do anything more complicated than just sell?  And, to answer your first question, I don't think Suzi knows about the property anyway.  I don't think Bruce wanted her to get involved.  She does have a tendency to spend money, you know."


Luke tried to get his thoughts together.  He realized Rudy was right.  Suzi would be more than happy to sell.  Probably for much less than the $10 mill. Unless she had proof of the upcoming airport construction.


"Wait a minute," Luke said, "is there anything in writing that proves that this expansion is going to happen?"


Rudy shook his head.  "Nothing that I've seen.  I certainly don't have anything."


Luke reached into his pants pocket and pulled out the safe deposit key.  "This is one of yours, right?"


Rudy took it from Luke and looked carefully at it. 


"Yes, it is."


Luke stood up.  "Bruce left this for me to find. Let's see what's inside.  Confidentially, of course."


A few moments later, Rudy and Luke had the box in their hands.  Rudy inserted a duplicate key in one lock, and Luke did the same in the other.  They both turned, and the lid came loose.  With shaking hands, Luke opened it.  Inside was another manila envelope, this time filled with certified copies of correspondence between the FAA, Summit County, the state of Florida, various congressmen, and even a hand-written note on White House stationery, that said, "This looks like a 'go' to me."  


I don't need to tell you whose signature was on the bottom.


"Bingo," Luke said.


They put it all back, including the envelope that Bruce had taped to Old Gruesome.  Luke pocketed the key.  A stray thought suddenly popped into his semi-porous brain.  "You said that the actual owner of the property had her own reasons for not wanting Cash to get the property cheap?"


Rudy smiled, and nodded.  "I was wondering if you'd picked up on that," he said.


Luke looked Rudy in the eye and nodded.  "Well?  Who?  Why?"


"The property belonged to one Annabelle Anjoulou, previously known as Mrs. Annabelle Cassenberg."


Luke was stunned.  "Cash's ex?  Cassy's step-mother?"


Rudy's smile appeared to connect one ear to the other.  "The property was part of the rather megalopian divorce settlement, just thrown in at the last moment, seemingly worthless."


"You mean Cass actually owned it at one time? Damn, if he’d have just kept it, none of this would have happened. But why didn't Anabelle just offer it to Cash for $10 mill herself?"


Rudy shrugged.  "Damn if I know.  The divorce settlement was so complicated maybe she was afraid he'd get the property by some underhanded means, once he found out she owned it."


"Cash didn't know he gave the Summit Airport property to her?"


"Nope.  Clean forgot.  Or never knew in the first place.  And never tried to find out, as far as I know. Sometimes these smart guys aren't all that sharp after all."


"Why would Annabelle want to make Bruce rich at her expense?"


Rudy looked surprised.  "You know, I never thought about it that way.  I-I don't have the slightest idea."


Luke ruminated on that one for a moment, then reached out his hand and shook Rudy's vigorously. "Thanks for the help, Rudy," he said.  "Now that we've got part of the motive, all we need is opportunity and means, and we're almost there."


Luke left Summitview National Bank feeling pretty damn proud of himself.  It was still barely 8:00 in the morning, so he stopped at Mom's Donuts, picked up a big cup of caffeine and two crullers to go, and headed for his downtown office.  He wanted to sit and start making some notes.  Luke had found that when it comes to remembering things, he's got the facility of a below-average Newfoundland.  If he needs to reference something that happened yesterday, it better be on paper ... except rounds of golf.  Luke can remember every good shot he ever hit and on which hole and at which course, and what the weather was like ... well, you get the idea.


As he walked up to the door, he found it was already open.  At this point, all those big-time, big-money, big-adventure, mucho macho, get-the-girl-and-solve-the-case-before-station break private eyes you see on TV would draw their .44s, storm into the office (who pays for Magnum P.I.'s broken doors, anyway?), engage in staccato gunfire, throw off a few wise cracks, and come out unscathed, holding the perpetrator by the scruff of his dirty raincoat.  


Not Luke.  For one thing, this is Florida in August.  It's hot.  Luke wears golf shirts and poplin slacks.  Besides, he doesn't carry a gun; I mean, he don't pack heat.  So instead, Luke pushed the door open slowly and asked, "Anybody in there?"  


There was no immediate answer, so he pushed it open a little farther.  


His new buddy, Inspector Devlin, was sitting on the front desk.  "Only us chickens," the inspector said.


"Shit," Luke said, regaining his composure, "what the hell do you want?"


Before Devlin could answer, Luke closed the door and side-stepped past him into his office.  He sat down at his desk as Devlin followed.  "What?" Luke asked again.


Devlin stood, his beady little eyes focused on Luke's.  Not Luke's beady little eyes, just his.  I mean, they looked at each other in mutual distrust. Devlin flipped open his omnipresent little notebook and transferred his gaze to one of the scribbled pages.  "I understand you were at the Benning Realty office last night," he said.


"Yea," Luke replied, "I gave Suzi Benning a ride home from the hospital.  So what?"


"So, what did you find?"


Luke wasn't about to cooperate with this undersized, overbearing, Napoleon-complexed twerp. "Find where?"


"In the realty office."


"When?"


"Last night.  Are you deaf, or just stupid?"


"Huh?"


Devlin almost smiled.  I mean, Luke almost saw teeth.


"Look, Goodyear, do you know what obstructing justice means?"


"Hiring you to investigate a murder?"


There was no smile now.


"I know you and your, uh, secretary, were in Benning's office last night looking for something. What did you find?"


Luke stood up and pointed to the top of his filing cabinet, at the photograph.  "Just this, Gabe ol' buddy.  A memento from a dead friend.  No clues, no documents, no written threats, no taped confessions. Bruce was as clean a citizen as he could be.  No secrets.  I wouldn't even have gone in there if his wife hadn't told me that Bruce wanted me to have his golf trophies."


Devlin stared at him again.  "Mrs. Benning says she didn't want you in there, but you insisted on seeing the office, to search for a will."


Luke let a frown crease his already overheated forehead.  That wasn't quite the way he remembered the conversation going, but maybe Suzi really did resent his being so forceful.  He made a mental note to apologize to her.  "I was just trying to help."


"I seem to remember telling you at the golf course to keep your nose out of this investigation.  I meant it."


Luke's coffee was getting cold.  And the crullers were getting warm.  So was he.  "Look, Devlin, I've been officially hired by the Griffon Lakes Golf Course to investigate the apparent murder of one of our members.  I'm afraid you're gonna be running into my nose quite a bit."


Devlin softened his tone.  "That's fine.  But let me give you some friendly advice, without malice. You're in way over your little Summitview head.  Back off.  Let the professionals take care of something you can't begin to understand."


"Is that why the DEA is in charge of a simple poisoning?"


Devlin pounded his fist on the desk.


"You're damn lucky you didn't spill my coffee, you pip-squeak little momma's boy," Luke said.


Devlin leaned over until they were eye to eye. "Stay the hell out of the way!  If you interfere with a federal investigation, I'll have you thrown in the county lock-up.  Benning's murderer'll get out long before you do!"


He pounded the desk top again, turned heel, and stormed out the door.  Luke would have laughed at him, if Devlin hadn't finally managed to spill Luke's coffee.




Chapter Eight – The caddieshack


Monday morning is always quiet at Griffon Lakes. Pauly didn't have any trouble finding a parking place for his beat-up old Ford Pinto near the caddieshack.  He slammed the door, and then bumped it hard with his hip to make it latch.  It was an automatic move, he'd done it so often over the years.  He put his right hand into his soiled trouser pocket, just above the .38 police special he kept hidden there and began to stroll to the shack.


The caddieshack was a single story, rectangular wooden building built on the 10th tee side of the parking lot.  It housed a central room with a portable TV, a couple of benches and end tables, a worn vinyl couch, an ugly avocado refrigerator and two stand-up ash trays permanently filled with a disgusting mixture of cigarette and cigar butts.  On the right end was a locker room boasting half a dozen dented metal lockers, an open rest room with a sink, toilet and urinal.  Leaning all around the perimeter of the locker room were member's golf bags, waiting for the caddies to clean the clubs and return the bags to the main clubhouse members' locker room.  


On one wall, there was a big metal sink filled with acetone and cleaner, with soiled towels hanging from the outside.  The caddies just had to dip the clubs in the acetone mixture, wipe and replace them in the bag.  It was Putts O'Shea's invention.  On the other end of the shack was Putts' office.  It was the only room in the small building that had two doors, one on the far end of the building that  led to the outside.  The interior door opened up into the middle TV room.


Pauly climbed up the two wooden steps, opened the central entrance door and looked in.  Tyler Braddock was lounging on the brown naugahyde couch.  He looked up as Pauly entered.


"Yea, what do ya' want?" asked Tyler.


"I'm a private investigator and I'd like to talk to you about the Benning murder."  


Pauly was always so subtle.  Tyler sat up.  "You look more like the fuckin' garbage man.  Get the fuck out of here."


Pauly walked over closer.  "Just answer my goddamn questions, okay, tough guy?"


"I don't know a fuckin' thing," mumbled Tyler.


"You got a shit-hot vocabulary, you know that?" said Pauly.  "Why don't you use it to tell me what happened?"


Tyler stood up and put his hands on his hips.  "I answered all the questions the goddamn cops asked me last night.  I got nothin' more to say, especially to you.  Who the fuck are you, anyway?"


Pauly and Tyler were now standing nose to nose, jaw to jaw, almost.  Tyler was about eight inches taller, but Pauly did his best to be intimidating.
 "I told ya, pea-brain, I'm a PI and I'm workin' this case.  Now tell me what you know."


"I don't know shit."


"You're probably right."


The posturing pair stood there for a few seconds, then Tyler shrugged his skinny shoulders and sat back down.  "Fuck off," he said.


Pauly shook his head back and forth and remarked, "What a goddamn waste of skin and bone you are."  


He looked around the room and spied the closed door of Putts' office.  Pauly headed for it like a coondog after, well, raccoon, I guess.  He pushed it open without knocking and found Putts sitting at his desk, taking a healthy pull from a liter bottle of Jack.


"Kinda early in the day for that, ain't it?" Pauly asked.


Putts wiped his lips and stared and quickly stashed the bottle in an open desk drawer.  "You born in a barn?  Knock on the door next time, will ya’?"  Putts looked at Pauly with suspicion.  "Well, what do ya want?"


"My name's Panishe, and I want to ask you a couple of questions about the Benning match on Sunday."


Putts' eyes narrowed to slits. He nodded. "I know who the fuck you are.  You work for that free-loader Goodyear.  Well, you're in the wrong place. No one here knows shit."


"Ah, you'll have to use a different damn colorful phrase than that, Putts.  Braddock already beat you to that one."


"Look, Pancheese, or whatever your name is, the cops already asked us about the damn thing, and we answered all we're gonna.  Get your info from them."


Pauly decided to pour on his own peculiar brand of charm.  He leaned over close to Putts and breathed on him.


"GOD DAMN!" exclaimed Putts, leaning back dangerously in his chair "you smell like something died in those clothes.  When's the last time you washed, you creep?  You ever brush your fuckin' teeth?"


Pauly smiled.  "Tell me what I want to know, or I'll kiss ya.  On the lips."


Putts reached behind him to the wall and grabbed a rusty five iron conveniently leaning there.  He stood up and waved it at Pauly.  "Get out my office, you fuckin' pervert!"  


He tried to swing the club at Pauly's head, but Pauly caught his arm in mid air.  Pauly might be small, but he has a big grip.  



"Don't do it.  Or I won't love you anymore."


"Shit, you're crazy."


Pauly smiled again.  "I'll be back.  You two lovebirds be ready to sing, understand?"  Pauly ripped the club from Putts' grasp and tossed it aside. "Later," he repeated and left Putts alone with his bottle.  


Tyler ignored him as Pauly passed the couch on his way out.  Just for emphasis, Pauly rapped him on the top of the head as he walked by.


"Ow-w-w," exclaimed Tyler.


"I'll be back," Pauly replied, in his best Arnold Schwarzenegger voice.


Later that day, Luke Samuel drove out to Griffon Lakes. He wanted to report to Horace and also ask him for a favor.  He found Horace in his office, reading a Golf Illustrated.  He looked up as Luke entered.


"Anything good in there?" Luke asked.


Horace tossed the magazine down on his desk. "Alas no," he said, "if I could do what they tell you to do in that magazine, I'd have been poisoned instead of Bruce.  Have you found out anything?"


"Quite a bit," Luke said, as he sat down on the corner of the desk.  "Bruce left some information for me that strongly suggests that the motive for his murder had nothing to do with the course championship. But before I can dig any deeper, I need to search the caddieshack.  Any chance of you loaning me the master keys so I can check the place out late tonight?"


Horace frowned.  "You think Putts is involved in the murder?"


"I don't know.  But it looked kinda suspicious to me that he was palling around with Cash and Cassy during the match Sunday.  When did they get to be buddies?"


Horace opened the middle drawer of his desk, found the master keys, and tossed them to Luke.  The PI turned to leave.  As he reached the door, Horace called out to him.  "Who do you think did it?" he asked.


Luke turned and shook his head. "I don't know who did it, but I have a strong suspicion that Cash Cassenberg arranged for it to be done.  It might be that Putts was just trying to make sure he covered all the bets placed on Bruce and Hartly.  Plus, I still haven't figured out where Gabriel Devlin fits into all this.  He's DEA, you know."


Horace whistled.  "DEA?  Drug Enforcement?"


"Yea," Luke agreed.  "It's got me baffled, too."


Just as Luke was passing through Horace's door, Ellen walked up and playfully punched him in the stomach.  "Hey, big guy," she said.


"Careful," Luke replied, "there's nothing in there but donuts and cold coffee."


"Pauly's on the phone in the VIP Lounge," she said.  "I'll get you a sandwich from the kitchen."


It looked to Horace as if his private investigator and his daughter were on the verge of investigating each other.


Luke hurried into the lounge, closed the door, and reached for the phone sitting on the end of the bar. It was the cellular, so he picked it up, walked over to his favorite chair, and sat down.  


"Yea, Pauly," he said, "what's new?"


Pauly snickered.  "You got some real class friends over at that caddieshack," he remarked.  "They got arms and they got legs, but they ain't got mouths."


"They won't tell you anything, huh?"


"Not a peep.  They're either scared to death or stupid as hell.  I'd bet on scared to death, but stupid as hell's a close second.  I tried a little charm, and tried a little arm, but neither one worked.  I don't think they liked me much."


"Who'd you talk to?"


"That skinny smartass Tyler Braddock and his asshole caddie master, Putts.  You sure he don't spell his name with a 'z'?"


Luke laughed at that one.  More than two years and that had never occurred to him.  "Have you learned anything else?"


"Yea, I got a friend in the coroner's office, and I managed a peek at the autopsy report.  It ain't gonna be released anytime soon."


"Tell me."


"Bruce Benning died of massive ingestion of an unnamed poison."


"Unnamed?"


"You got me there.  It ain't exactly got a name, just a series of letter and numbers, like in a chemical equation.  It's a synthetic poison.  Man-made.  In a lab somewhere.  Bruce ingested enough of it to kill an African bull elephant.  They found residue not only in his system, but also on his lips and on the tips of the fingers on his right hand."


"Just his right hand?  Not his left?"


"Just his right.  And there were no needle marks or nothin' anywhere.  He ate or drank the shit.  And within a half-hour or so before he died, too.  It's fast acting stuff."


Luke thought for a moment.  What did Bruce eat or drink on the back nine?  He tried to remember what had happened.  They had given him cold water on the 13th tee box, but everybody was drinking the same water.  He didn't eat anything, unless it was at the break between nines.  Luke closed his eyes and pictured Bruce coming to the 10th tee after the short break.  He pictured him playing the 10th, the 11th.  He pictured him on the green, waiting to putt.  


Suddenly, he could see it in crystal clear focus: Bruce Benning on the green.  With his golf ball in his mouth.  The same golf ball Tyler Braddock kept submersed in that strange blue bucket.


"Pauly," Luke said, "did the report say whether the poison had any taste?"


"Tasteless, colorless, and odorless," he replied.


"God damn," Luke exclaimed, "I know how he was poisoned!  When you were in the caddieshack, did you see a small blue bucket, about six inches long, with a foam rubber top?"


"No, but I wasn't lookin' for one, neither."


"Thanks, Pauly.  I'll keep in touch."


Now Luke had motive, opportunity and weapon.  But he still had to tie Tyler and Cash Cassenberg together to make a case.  Maybe he'd find the answer in the caddieshack that night.


Luke waited impatiently all day for something new to happen.  He didn't hear from Pauly and didn't get harassed by Devlin.  He went out to the driving range and tried to hit a few balls, work on his game, calm his nerves.  But the whole time he was out there, he kept glancing over at the caddieshack, knowing there might be a murderer inside.  Luke went back to the VIP Lounge, slumped down in front of the big screen TV, and drank a Mich.  Light.  And waited.


Finally, night fell.  Luke made a big show of having dinner at the lounge with the guys, going through his usual routine.  About seven o'clock or so, he left to go home.


He laid down on his single bed and tried to catch a few winks.  He set the alarm for two a.m. and closed his eyes.  The problem was that his mind was showing the first part of a color feature.  Over and over again.  Luke could see poor Bruce popping his poisoned golf ball between his cheek and gum.  But instead of the ball displaying a "Titleist" logo, it had a big red skull and cross bones.


Luke got up about 1:30 a.m., rubbed his eyes, picked up the master keys from the top of the dresser and left the house.  He drove to Griffon Lakes with his heart pounding in his chest.  Even the car stereo couldn't drown it out.  The clubhouse was dark, except for outside security lighting.  The caddieshack didn't even have that.  Luke did his best Bogart imitation and crept to the wooden building.  One of the master keys fit perfectly.  He turned it, and the door opened on squeaky hinges.  Luke flicked on the flashlight he had with him, dropped the keys into his pocket, and looked around the middle room.  Quickly, he shuffled to the windows and drew the blinds.  Once that was done, he turned on the lights.


Luke blinked for a second, then took a closer look.  There was nothing to see in the lounge area but shabby furniture.  He started turning everything over, checking in the lining of the couch and chairs, even opening the fridge and looking at the skeletal remains of a family pack from The Chicken King on Foster Road. But Luke didn't see anything even remotely resembling a small blue plastic bucket.


He did the same thing in the locker room, opening the lockers and checking the contents.  It was interesting to him that Phil Philo had left a change of clothes when he flitted out, but Hartly could have that kind of effect on a person, he guessed.  There was nothing in the toilet tank.  There was nothing stuck inside any of the dozen or so golf bags left in the room.  


Luke passed back through the middle lounge and entered Putt's office.  After shutting his blinds and turning on the light, Luke sat at the desk and started opening drawers.  He found a half-empty liter of Black Jack.  He found a nearly full box of cheap cigars.  He found a magazine that was definitely not Golf Illustrated.  Luke made a face as he realized that some of the pages were stuck together.  Holding it with just the tips of two fingers, he dropped it back into the middle drawer in disgust.


There was a four-drawer filing cabinet behind the desk.  Luke started at the top and worked his way down. The first drawer was crammed with old Styrofoam coffee cups, used plastic forks, crumpled napkins, and soiled bags from every fast food joint in Summitview.  There were some blank bag tags, and a box filled with golf pencils.  In the second drawer Luke found some partially rusted tools, screwdrivers, wrenches, a small hammer.  The third drawer was empty.  The bottom drawer was filled with reams of blank paper, unopened.  He stared at them for a minute, not sure what was wrong, but something didn't look right.  


Luke reached in and removed the paper and looked again.  It still didn't look right.  He opened the third drawer and, taking a ream of paper as a measuring guide, put his finger on the paper where it met the top of the drawer.  He did the same thing to the bottom drawer and, lo and behold, his finger sat a good two inches above the edge.  The bottom drawer had a false bottom!  Luke felt around for some kind of latch, but couldn't find one.  Finally, he just pulled the whole thing out of the cabinet and carried it to Putts' desk. When he turned it over, the latch was easy to find.  With trembling fingers, Luke opened the false bottom and looked in.  It was full of pads of yellow lined paper.  Luke took them out, set the drawer on the floor, sat in the chair and began to read.  It was illuminating reading, to say the least.  The pads were detailed logs of Putts' gambling books.  


Luke Samuel had no idea Putts could be so organized. Each page was dated and annotated as to what the sports event was, what the odds were, where the event was played, etc.  It became apparent very quickly that Putts' book wasn't just "local money," as Nick had called it.  Many of the names had out-of-state phone numbers next to them, with red checks when the bettor either got paid or paid up.  Amounts ranged from five and 10 dollars to $500 and $1,000.  This was no small operation.


Luke kept turning pages, the dates on the top right of each sheet becoming more and more recent. Finally, he came to the Griffon Lakes men's course championship.  Bruce was listed as a 10-to-one favorite.  He started reading down the columns, seeing familiar names, including Putts' himself, next to bets ranging from $10 to $100 to $200 dollar bets.  There were names like Chamberlain, Adena, Rodriguez, and even Goodyear listed.  He saw that poor Phil Philo had plunked down a sawbuck.  Even Ski-Doo had put a Jackson down.  There was one familiar name he noticed, but in his haste to read, didn't remember until later.


Then Luke stopped.  And stared.  About two-thirds of the way down the second page of Benning-Hartly bets was Cash Cassenberg's name.  The next column had the amount bet.  Luke looked away and then back again, just to make sure he was seeing right.  Cash Cassenberg had plunked down a $100,000 dollar bet!  On Hartly.  At 10-to-one, he'd collect $1 million!  There was a red star marked in the margin next to Cash's name.  An arrow pointed to the bottom of the page and the notation, "Okayed by R.A./will cover."  Who was R.A.?


Luke jumped up quickly as he heard a squeak come from the middle lounge.  His first thought was to grab the books and haul ass out the side door, but instead, flicked off the light and slowly gazed into the TV room.  He didn't see anything, but not wanting to take any chances, he walked through the door and looked around.  There wasn't anywhere a person could hide, unless he could stuff himself into the refrigerator. Once again, he should have grabbed the books and high-tailed it out, but instead, decided to check the locker room.  As Luke leaned through the open doorway, someone hit him hard on the back of the head.  He went sprawling into the middle of the room, sliding along the linoleum.  


Before he could get up, Tyler Braddock was on top of him, punching as hard as he could.  Luke covered up with his left arm and tried to grab Tyler with his right.


"You son-of-a-bitch," Tyler yelled at Luke, "you're gonna fuck this whole thing up!  What are you looking for?  What did you find, you puke?"


"I found your momma under Putts' desk, you asshole," Luke replied.


Tyler yelled something Luke couldn't understand, stood up quickly and started kicking Luke in the side as hard as he could.  Luke's head was pounding, his ribs ached, there was sticky red blood matting his hair, the inside of his mouth was bleeding.  Luke was getting pissed.  Next kick, Luke grabbed Tyler's foot and twisted as hard as he could.  Tyler flailed around for a second, trying to keep his balance, then fell hard just to Luke's right.  Luke rolled over, plunged his elbow in Tyler's solar plexus as hard as he could and ground his right fist in Tyler's eye.  Tyler started wailing and pounding his feet on the floor.  


Luke straddled him and grabbed him by the lapels. "All right, you piece of crap, I know you killed Bruce and I know how.  Where's that goddamn blue bucket?"


Tyler stopped fighting and just lay there.  He began to cry, real deep sobs, tears running down the sides of his face and filling his ears.  "I-I didn't mean to kill him, honest," he moaned. "He was only supposed to get sick and forfeit the match.  I even left that extra club in his bag so he could lose without having to get sick, but fat ass Hartly wouldn't buy it.  Fuck his ego!  I didn't mean for Mr. Benning to die!"


There was no reason to keep holding him down. Luke stood up and looked at him.  "Who gave you the blue bucket?  You didn't do that on your own, did you?"


Tyler shook his head "no."


"Who?" Luke repeated.


"Putts O'Shea gave it to me.  But it wasn't supposed to kill him."


Luke brushed himself off and tried to wipe some of the blood away from the corners of his mouth.  "If you tell Inspector Devlin the truth, it won't be you in the gas chamber, it'll be Putts.  You stay here and I'll call the police.  Don't move."


There was a pay phone on the wall in the TV room, but Luke didn't have any change.  He hadn't wanted to take a chance on the coins rattling around in his pocket, making noise while he prowled around, so he'd left them at home.  The only other phone was just an intercom to the clubhouse.  Luke couldn't call the police from there. Besides, it occurred to him that Devlin wouldn't be too happy to find out he'd broken in and searched this place, even if he did hand Devlin the murderer on a platter.  It never occurred to Luke to see if Tyler had a quarter, dumb shit that he sometimes is.


Luke went back in.  Tyler was still lying where Luke left him, whimpering.  "Tyler, I'll make a deal with you.  I don't want the police to know I was here, so I'm not going to call them right now.  I'll let you do it.  But if I don't hear that you turned yourself, and Putts, in by noon, I'll take my chances and make that call.  Got it?"


Tyler nodded.  Luke knelt down on one knee and looked Tyler dead in the eye.  "Bruce was my best friend, Tyler.  It's not you I want; it's not even Putts.  It's the guy who planned this whole thing.  If you don't call Devlin, I'm calling Cash Cassenberg. And you're as good as dead.  Aren't you?"


Tyler nodded again, a puzzled look on his skinny, tear-streaked mug.  Maybe he didn't know about Cash's part in all this.  But at that point, he'd have agreed to just about anything.  Luke got up quickly and ran out of the caddieshack, fully confident that he'd put the fear of God in poor Tyler. Things were going so good that he just had to fuck up something.  Luke Samuel forgot to pick up Putts' books.


As Tyler Braddock heard Luke's car start, he pulled himself up and limped to the main door.  He watched Luke drive away.  "What am I gonna do now?" he said aloud.  "Shit!  I better do what Mr. Goodyear said."


"The fuck you will."


Tyler turned around and saw Putts standing in the doorway of his office.  He'd come in while Tyler and Luke were fighting, listened to the whole thing, and hidden in his office while Luke tried the phone.  He saw his yellow pads out on his desk, heard Luke's orders to Tyler, and knew the whole damn party was over.


"Putts, man," Tyler cried, "am I glad to see you! That goddamn Luke Goodyear almost killed me!  We gotta do something.  We gotta get out of here!"


Putts walked over and put his arm around Tyler's waist. "Would you like to disappear, like Philo did?  I can arrange it, Tyler.  Then I'll take care of things here."


Tyler was so happy.  "Oh, yes, Putts, please. I'll disappear.  I don't even want any of the money. Just let me disappear."


They walked slowly to the center of the locker room.  


"No problem, Tyler," said Putts.  "You just disappear."


Suddenly, he grabbed Tyler in a full nelson and pushed him toward the sink full of acetone.  Tyler started screaming and flailing his arms in a vain attempt to dislodge the stronger man, but Putts held on as tight as he could.  He plummeted Tyler's head under the acetone and held it there until Tyler stopped squirming.  Just to be safe, he held it there for a moment more.  Tyler was dead.  Drowned.  Putts let the lifeless body go, the head and shoulders still under liquid.  


"Now we'll see who gets a ticket to the gas chamber, Mister Smartass Goodyear!"


Putts gathered up all his yellow pads of paper and ran out of the caddieshack.  He loaded them into the trunk of his car parked by his office door, and hurried back inside.  He reached into his pocket and pulled out a quarter, stuck it in the pay phone, and dialed 9-1-1. The phone rang at the Summitview police station.


"Hello," Putts said, "I'd like to report a murder."

Chapter Nine - Tuesday


Luke Samuel had barely managed to crawl back under the sheets, after attempting to take a hot shower.  His ribs ached.  He had bruises on his upper arms where he had tried to fend off Tyler's wild swings, and the inside of his mouth was cut where Tyler had managed to get a lucky punch or two in. 


Although physically spent, he couldn't sleep. Luke just lay there, trying to put everything in perspective. And trying not to move. Every time he shifted position, even slightly, his bruised ribs screamed their displeasure. Luke tried to list in his mind everything he'd discovered. He'd have written it down if the prospect of getting up wasn't so unpleasant. 


It went like this, he thought. Tyler killed Bruce unintentionally by poisoning the water used to clean his golf ball. Putts told him it would only make Bruce sick.  Cash had a $100,000 bet at 10-to-one on Hartly, which would give him the $1 mill he needed to make the down payment on Summit Airport.  At the same time, he got rid of Bruce as owner of the property.  Someone named R. A. was bank-rolling Putts' gambling book, and personally covered Cash's bet.  Apparently, Hartly had nothing to do with it, but his connection to Cassy was suspicious, at least.


Luke's eyes were just starting to close when the doorbell rang, and rang again.  He glanced at the clock by the bed.  It read "5:30."  Wishing like hell it was Ellen, he crawled out of the sack, holding his right side, and stumbled to the door.  It wasn't Ellen.  It was Chief McGarvey, with Inspector Devlin and two county mounties by his side.


"Yea, what?" Luke blinked, as one of the group trained a flashlight beam at him.


"Luke," said Chief Jack, "I'm afraid you're sorta under arrest."


"Arrest?  For what?"


Jack glanced at Devlin, who nodded. Chief Jack paused for a second, looking at the cracks in the concrete stoop.  He kinda coughed and said, "Luke, a warrant has been obtained for your arrest in the murder of Tyler Braddock earlier this morning."


"Tyler?  I didn't kill Tyler.  Wait a minute, Tyler was alive when I left him."


Devlin smiled.  "Left him at the caddieshack?"


"Yea, that's right."


"Putts O'Shea claims he saw you leaving the caddieshack about 3 o'clock this morning.  Claims he was passing by on his way home from the Holiday Inn Lounge down by the interstate and saw the lights on.  He says you were in a big hurry.  He claims he went inside and found Tyler Braddock drowned in a sink full of acetone used to clean golf clubs.  There were definite signs of a struggle." Devlin seemed to smile, at least the corners of his droll mouth curved just a bit. "Were you present at the caddieshack?"  


Putts had set him up.  "Yea, I was there, but Tyler was alive and kicking when I left."


Devlin turned to the two patrolmen standing behind him.  "Cuff him, and read him his rights."


They did, after allowing Luke to get dressed. They all took a ride to the Summitview police station. At the station, they put all of Luke's personal effects, including his watch and the gold Air Force ring he still wore, and the Griffon Lake master keys, into a plastic bag and had him sign an inventory sheet. Luckily no one asked about the Summitview National Bank safe deposit box key. Luke was finger printed, booked and taken into Chief Jack's little office.  He sat down, still sore, and to tell you the truth, more than a little scared.


Devlin and Jack looked at him.  Devlin spoke first.


"Fucked up this time, didn't you, cowboy?"


Luke shook his head.  "Come on, Inspector, you've been around the block ... can't you see I've been set up here?"  Luke looked at him expectantly.  "You don't really think I killed Tyler, do you?"


Devlin didn't change his blank expression.  "We've got a pretty adamant witness who saw you leaving the scene."


"Yea, what you got is the actual murderer trying to pin this on me!  When I left the shack, Tyler was lying on the floor in the locker room, after getting the worse end of a beating he tried to give me."
 



"Can you prove that?"


Luke Samuel gave Jack an exasperated glance.  "Of course not.  There wasn't anybody there but the two of us." He thought for a second. "Did you search the crime scene?"


"Naturally."


"What did you find?"


Jack McGarvey walked over closer to Luke.  "There were signs of a struggle in the locker room and in the TV lounge.  There was blood on the floor in the locker room, which we haven't had analyzed yet."


"You'll probably find it came from both of us," Luke said, "but we only fought in the locker room, not the TV room. There was a later struggle there, probably between Putts and Tyler."


Chief Jack continued. "It looked like the place had been turned, probably by someone with experience. Was it you?"


"Yea, I turned the place."


"What were you looking for?" asked Devlin.


"A small blue bucket," Luke answered.


Devlin blinked.  "A what?"


"A small blue bucket, probably plastic, with a foam rubber top.  Tyler used it to clean Bruce's golf ball during the final match.  The poison was in the bucket."


"Are you saying that Tyler killed Bruce Benning?"


"Not on purpose.  He thought it would only make Bruce sick.  Putts O'Shea gave him the bucket."


Devlin looked at McGarvey, then looked back. "Why?"


Luke sighed. "Because Putts was running a gambling operation out of the caddieshack. He was carrying some heavy bets on Hartly, and wanted to make sure that Bruce wouldn't win."


"So he had him killed?"


"Yea, that's right."  Suddenly Luke remembered Putts' books. "Shit!  Did you find any yellow pads of paper in Putts' office?"


Jack shook his head "no."


"Double shit," Luke exclaimed, "Putts must have taken them out of there." He turned to Devlin. "Gabe, those pads are my proof. Do you really think I killed Tyler? Hell, he was ready to confess the whole thing to you guys this morning."


For once, Devlin looked sympathetic. "Look, Goodyear," he said quietly, "remember I told you that you were in over your head?  These guys got you barely treading water and you're about to go under for the third time, you understand?  No, I don't think you killed Tyler. But we got a so-called eye-witness ready to roast your ass in court. So you're gonna have to spend some time in jail.  If nothing else, it'll keep you out of my way."


Devlin started to leave.  


"Wait a minute," Luke said, "don't you want to know what was on those yellow pads?"


Devlin grimaced. "I have a good idea what was on them, and I just wish I'd gotten to them first, before you jumped in and fucked this whole investigation up. Cool off in the lock-up, will ya, and let a real cop get on with this."


"Wait," Luke yelled, "do you know about Cash's bet?"


"Only by rumor, I'm afraid," said Devlin, "thanks to you."  He left the room, quickly.


"Shit," Luke said. "Double shit.  Triple shit. Shit!"


Jack reached into his pocket, pulled out a key and unlocked the cuffs. "Make your phone call, Luke," he said, "that's the most I can do for you right now."


Luke dialed the Chamberlain house.  Ellen answered.  He told her what happened as simply as he could, without going into detail about, you know, things she didn't have to know. Like Putts' magazine. She promised to wake up her father.  Luke hoped Horace would help get him back out on the street, and soon. And he did, but it took until Friday afternoon before Judge McGough set bail.  In the meantime, Luke sat in the clink, trying his best to stay as pissed off as he could.


The same day Luke was arrested, after finally getting some sleep, he arranged for Ellen to get a message to Pauly.  Luke figured Putts must have hidden the logs somewhere.  He didn't think Putts would destroy them.  Whoever R. A. was, he was a big enough fish to cover Putts' book on a weekly, sometime daily, basis.  Luke figured Putts would keep the books as insurance, in case R. A. wanted to shut him down. Permanently.  Luke asked Pauly to see if he could find them.


That being done, all he could do was wait.  And sleep.  The next day, Pauly came to see him.  He had searched Putts' place. Except for a rather extensive pornography collection, he hadn't found anything.


Finally, Ellen came to bail Luke out.  As he was retrieving his personal stuff from the inventoried paper bag, Devlin patted him on the shoulder.


"Goodyear," he said, "just remember that even though you're not behind bars, you're not free, either. Your license could be suspended and you're not to get involved in this case any longer. Understand?  I don't really want to see you back here again. I don't like your sense of humor."


"Yea," Luke said out loud.  "Fat chance," he said to himself.


As they got into Ellen's Continental, she leaned over and kissed Luke on the cheek.  


"Hey," Luke said, "I'm healed up enough for a real kiss."


She was more than happy to oblige.


"Where are we going now, Luke?" she asked.


"I need you to drop me off at my place, so I can get my car.  Then, you hightail it back to Griffon, or the mall, anywhere as long as it's a long way away from my side.  People around me are beginning to get killed."


She looked concerned. "What are you going to do?"


"It's better if you don't know."


"Devlin told you to stay out of the case."


Luke Samuel turned the steering wheel and maneuvered into the street. He shook his head.


"I'm getting old, Ell.  I don't remember him saying anything like that. Didn't he say he liked my sense of humor?"


"In a pig's eye," she said.


They arrived at his humble abode. Luke gave her a good kiss right before she drove away.  He wasn't absolutely sure when he'd see her again, and they were off to such a great start.  He entered the house and wasn't the least bit surprised to see that someone had turned the place inside out, looking for something.  It wasn't a professional job, so Luke had a good idea who did it.  Putting everything back in it's accustomed place took about an hour or so.  It had been late afternoon when Ellen bailed him out; now it was starting to get dark outside.  Luke made himself some microwave cardboard Salisbury steak, grabbed a glass of two percent and waited until night fell.


While Luke was in the kitchen, he checked his Griffon Lakes social calendar, the one with semi-professional photos of 12 different Griffon golf holes, that hung from his refrigerator by four Pizza Hut magnets.  There was a monthly social dinner-and-dance scheduled for that night.  Luke was sure Cash and Cassy would be there.  He wasn't going to make it. He was going to Cassenbergs to search for Putts' logs.  


An hour or so later, as Luke drove up the manicured lane to Conundrum, he looked carefully for signs of life.  The outside lights were on, but inside, all was dark.  


"Good," he said to himself, "even the help must be gone."


Luke parked behind the garage, where the car couldn't be seen from the main drive.  He turned it around so it was facing out just in case he had to leave in a hurry.  The servants' entrance was just behind the garage, so he tried that door first.  Luke wasn't worried about the door being locked ... he still had a set of keys that he'd never returned to Cassy. The door opened silently.  Luke entered and looked around, then looked down the central hallway toward the servants' quarters, but didn't see any light there.  He couldn't see the pair of eyes looking back at him.


"What the hell," he said out loud, "I might as well make myself at home."


Conandria is a giant three-story brick and stone box, slightly longer than it is deep.  A one-story servants' wing juts out from behind the attached four-car garage, but attached to the house.  The main house has a chef's dream of a kitchen, with a formal dining room behind it. The kitchen is on the servants' wing side, so Luke crossed through it and the dining room to get to what they called the sitting room.  It's as big as his whole damn house.  The formal living room sits beyond it, with a library and a bathroom as big as the main one at the Atlanta airport.  


Luke began the search in the sitting room, continued into the living room and then the library, but found nothing.  Not even a hidden safe.  The bedrooms were on the second floor, so he crept up the wide, spiral staircase, still expecting to run into someone, or at least a Doberman pinscher.  


Luke entered Cash's bedroom first, switched on the light and headed for Cash's desk.  He went through the drawers one by one, but found nothing. Next he searched the drawers in Cash's dresser and in his nightstand. Zilch.  Luke looked under the bed for a storage box.  Nothing.  He threw open the gold and white doors to Cash's walk-in closet and walked in. There was nothing on the shelves, nothing on the floor of interest.  No logs.  No yellow pads of paper.  He walked back out into the bedroom and searched the junk on top of Cash's dresser.  There were no yellow logs, but there was an address book.  On a whim, Luke opened it to see if his name was still in it.  It was, but it was crossed out.  He laughed and put the book back.  


Then a thought occurred to him, so he picked it up again and opened it to the A's.  Luke searched down the page, looking for an R. A.  And there it was.  Roland Adena.  And a down state phone number, probably in the Miami area.  Luke grabbed the handy little pencil attached to the side of the book and scribbled the number down on a scrap of paper in his wallet.  Roland Adena.  Luke wondered if this guy was related to Nick in some way, and made a mental note to check on that later.


He walked back out into the hallway, and looked right.  One of the guest bedrooms, the blue one, was just down the hall. The Cassenbergs had so many bedrooms in this gigantic house that they referred to them by colors.  There was also a green one, a white one, a red one, a yellow one, and so on, ad infinitum, all the way into the pastels.  Luke hurried over to the blue room, opened the door, and looked in, fully expecting to see someone, maybe even old Hartly, sound asleep on the bed.  But no one was there.  He turned it over in a hurry, well aware that he had been in the Cassenberg house for more than an hour, much longer than he had planned. This was a big place.  


For a second, Luke thought he might have gotten lucky.  He spied a yellow pad on the top shelf of the walk-in closet, but when he pulled it down, it was empty.  Besides, it was only one.  He was looking for about a half-dozen.  He tossed it back.


In the adjoining white guest bedroom, it looked like there must have been someone with little children staying there recently.  A blue plastic bucket nearly gave him apoplexy.  But the only thing that had been in that bucket was sand.  No poison, un-named or not.  The shared bathroom held no surprises, unless you count a double shower stall with the biggest, fanciest, engraved glass doors Luke had ever seen. 


Cassy's bedroom was just beyond, the same room they had shared as husband and wife. Luke had mixed feelings about going in there.  One of these days, he's going to listen to himself when he gets these premonitions.  It would have helped that night.


Luke opened her door and walked in.  The light switch was one of those fancy rheostat jobbies, so when he punched it, the lamps came on, but just barely. There was enough light to see, so he left it the way it was.  He looked through everything in Cassy's room just as efficiently as he did in Cash's.  And found less.  


Actually, he found quite a bit of interesting stuff, but none of it related to Bruce's murder.  Cassy can boast a collection of some of the world's most exotic and erotic accessories, both for wearing and sharing.  Luke switched a couple of them on and listened to them hum, and watched a couple of them vibrate.  He picked up a couple of costumes that couldn't keep a flea warm, but were guaranteed to get someone else heated up.


He was holding up one of his favorites, a frilly little red and black number that brought back some exhausting memories, when he heard a chuckle behind him.  He spun around and saw Cassy standing there, a smile on her painted lips.


"Well, well," she said, "what have we here?  A burglar?  A rapist?  Am I going to be molested in my own room?"  


She chuckled again.


Luke had to think fast.  He sat down on the edge of the bed and looked as sorrowful as he could.  "Oh, Cassy," he said, mournfully, "I would never hurt you ... you know that, don't you?"


She watched, still chuckling to herself.


Luke looked up at her, kinda through his eyelashes.  It looked like a couple dozen pina coladas had slid down her silky throat earlier that evening, which was good because Cassy gets a little easier to handle when she's half-tanked.  So Luke kept talking.  "Everything's so confusing, Cass, I don't know if I'm on the right side or not."


"Really," she said.


"Yea," he replied, "you know, sitting in that jail cell, it made me think about what, and who's important."  


She was still standing, listening.  Luke knew he had to make this sound really, well, real, or he was S-O-L. So he gazed down at the carpet and continued. "I've done a lot of, uh, soul searching, and I guess I kinda realized that I haven't been really happy, really satisfied (he glanced up at her to see her reaction), since our divorce.  I've come to the realization that I still, uh, love you, Cassy."


Cassy smiled wickedly.  "Love me or love my nightie?"


Luke still had the red and black number in his hand. Well, at least they came to a subject Cassy didn’t mind talking about. But it was a subject he hadn't really wanted to explore.  "We had some wild times with this," he said.


"And without it," she replied.  


Cassy reached behind her and shut her door.  As she did, Luke caught a glimpse of someone standing outside in the hall.  "I think we need to discuss your sudden change-of-heart in private, don't you?" she asked.


"Yea, uh, wait a minute, Cass, hold on to your britches."


Luke Samuel jumped up, ran to the door and opened it abruptly.  He was looking squarely into the surprised, almond-shaped eyes of Benny the Japanese butler.  


"Oh, so sorry, Mr. Luke, so sorry," Benny chattered, "I was just heading for the linen closet to, uh, to see if there are any dirty towels.  Or laundry."  He bowed, stopping for a brisk second to stare at Cassy's nightie still in Luke's grasp. He straightened and backed quickly down the hall.  


Luke's no expert in domestic bullshit, but even he knows that not many people, not even the Cassenbergs, keep dirty towels in the linen closet. Or laundry.


"Benny," he said, "what the hell are you talking about?"


Benny just kept heading down the hall, doing the kung fu shuffle as fast as his little feet could shuff. Puzzled, Luke watched the houseboy scamper away.  He turned to Cassy.  "When did you start taking Benny with you to the Social Dinner?"


She waved a slightly unsteady hand.  "Benny the butler?  With us?  To a social dance?  Don't be ridiculous.  He's been here all night."  


The corners of her painted mouth turned up in a smug grin.  "Now, what were we talking about before being interrupted by the help?"


At this point, Luke could have called the whole thing off. After all, he was right by the door. Luke knew he wasn't fooling her with his sudden declaration of love, but the one thing that was great about their marriage was the sex, and in the years since the divorce this was the first time he'd been alone with her in this kind of surrounding. Just her presence was a little overwhelming. Well, a lot overwhelming, actually.


She kicked off her heels and padded over to Luke. Taking Luke's hand, she pulled the door shut, led him over to the bed and gently pushed him back to a sitting position.  She knelt down in front of Luke and put her hands on top of his thighs.  She began to rub them, slowly, in ever-increasing circles.


"Do you remember my hands?" she whispered, "my fingers?"


The circles were reaching the inside of Luke's thighs.  Her left thumb brushed up against something that definitely was not his lighter.  Luke doesn't even carry a lighter.  "Oh geez," he murmured.  It was too late to change his mind now.


She took the nightie from his fist and tossed it on the floor. Luke leaned over and took her head in his hands, his fingers entwined in her platinum locks, turned it to him and kissed her, gently at first and gradually harder and harder. They pulled away to breathe. "Haven't lost your kisser, I see."  She stood up and turned around.  "Un-do me," she said, "before you do me." 


Luke realized once again that there's no woman on earth who fucks like Cassy.  It's her whole reason for existing. She sweats sex; it drips from her pores. She's a machine, an extremely well-oiled one.


In a minute, they were naked.  Luke was laying on his back on the top of the bedspread, and Cassy was straddling his chest, leaning over and licking first one ear and the other, his nose, his lips, his chin. Her hands followed her tongue.  She kissed the depression in his chin, the raised part of his Adam's apple.  She licked each nipple, running her hands down the sides of Luke's rib cage.  When she came to the now bluish-green bruises on his right side, she looked up at him and raised one eyebrow in curiosity. Luke just shook his head and mumbled, "A golf injury." She shrugged her velvet shoulders and returned her gaze to his prone body. Her tongue explored his abs, outlining his navel in saliva.


She hummed to herself as she finally slid down to her destination, vibrations making all the little hairs on Luke's belly stand up, and sending chills up his back.


She chuckled again, and held Phil in her right hand.  Okay, so she had this pet name for Luke's dick. She called it Phil. It was short for "Phil-me-up" or something, but it always seemed kinda cute to him. Luke didn't have any pet names for her pussy that she knew about. He referred to it sometimes as "The Bermuda Triangle."  A guy could get lost in there. Luke looked down at her and she was holding Phil in her right hand.


"My, my, my," she remarked, beginning to pump her hand slowly along the shaft, "I'm beginning to believe you, Luke.  I think you are glad to see me."


She ran her tongue around her lips and transferred her gaze from Phil to Luke.  "Mon cherie," she whispered, "I have theese desire to be French.  Would vous like zat?"


"Oui," Luke croaked, his own mouth as dry as hers was wet.


She flicked out her tongue and licked Phil on the end.  She picked up a dew drop.  "I believe you, Luke. I think you are happy to see me."  She ran her tongue around her mouth.  "Hm-m-m," she said, "you still taste as sweet as ever."


Suddenly, she plunged the whole damn thing down her throat.  Luke sat straight up in bed, but she took her left hand, placed it on his chest, and pushed him back.  She slid her mouth off Phil with a plopping sound, and laughed again.


A decade later, or what seemed like it anyway, she crawled back up the length of Luke's electrified body, grabbed him by the shoulders, and rolled him over on top of her.  Luke knew what to do from there.


"O-o-o, Phil," she groaned, her eyeballs sliding back so far in her head that all Luke could see was the whites, "come on in."


An hour later, they were still pounding each other all over the bed.  She'd had three or four crashing climaxes that Luke knew about, but he was afraid to finish up.  He wasn't sure what was going to happen once they were through.  But it was just about to become a moot point, because Luke wasn't going to be able to hold it back much longer.


After another screaming, thrashing climax, the one that left permanent heel marks in the small of his back, Cassy turned Luke over again.  "You know what I like, don't you, lover?" she asked, sweat dripping off her chin and off her nipples.


Luke was afraid this was going to happen sooner or later.  So he wet his lips and stretched his arms above his

head.


She leaned over and opened the drawer to the bed table, and pulled out two neckties. One was pink, with white swirls. The other was red, with black and gray paisley designs all over it. Luke recognized them right away.  They were two old ties of his that he'd purchased at Wal-Mart during their seasonal special Spring sale months before meeting and subsequently marrying the more than slightly salacious, though succulently supple, Cassy Cassenberg. 


(Repeat that last sentence without stopping to take a breath.  See, I knew one of us was long-winded.)


She took one at a time and tied each of his hands to a bed post.  She tugged to make sure each was tight. She slid down Luke's body until she lay between his legs.


"Cassy, I'm really surprised how tacky you've become since our tragic parting."


She grinned. "Tacky is in the eyes of the beholder."


Luke tried to behold her eyes, but it was nearly impossible, considering where they were and how restricted his movements had just become.  "Tacky, tacky, tacky," he repeated.


Cassy stopped for a second and looked up at him, a frown beginning to crease her vixen eyes.  "In what way?"


"A rich divorcee like yourself, with all this money and free time, the least you can do is indulge your fantasies with silk ties.  Those two are 100 percent polyester!"


"Polyester?"


"Do not bleach.  Tumble warm.  Do not iron.  Hang dry."


She giggled again.  "And hung wet."


Luke could see this delaying tactic wasn't going to last much longer, so he just gave up, er, gave in.  


"Do you remember?" she asked.


How could Luke forget?


"Then recite it for me," she said, as she gobbled poor bruised and battered Phil once again. "Recite it, one word at a time."


Luke closed his eyes.  And began, slowly.  


"Your love, in breathless passion, drips 


down from your painted fingertips 


and sparkles on your parted lips, 


like diamond drops of dew."


"Next verse," she mumbled, her mouth full of Phil.


"It tastes like clear, fermented wine 


and smells like humid summertime, 


and promises that one more time 


my life begins in you."


Her head was bobbing up and down like a runaway locomotive, careening on a downhill grade.


"Keep going!"


Is there a difference become coming and going? Luke swallowed the huge ball of saliva that had built up in his throat, and hoped like hell it wasn't his tongue.  


"Your hair hangs, wild, upon your face 


and frames your eyes with wisps of lace, 


while all is spent in your embrace, 


until we start anew!"  


She was grinding her mound into the bedspread between Luke's ankles, and making warbling noises deep down in her throat.  Luke arched his back just as she shuddered and he exploded like a geyser.  It felt like 10 minutes before he fell back onto the bed in a puddle of sweat and who-knows-what-else.  

     "You and that poem," he said. "There are times when I wish old Van-what's-his-name had never written it.  Christ."  


She had a whole book of his poetry laying around somewhere, or at least used to. Someday, I'll tell you what happens when someone recites "Loose Lips Sink Secret Hips" to her.  But that definitely is another story.


They lay there for a while.  Finally she rolled over to a sitting position and slid off the bed.  


"You haven't lost your touch," she said, "or your 

memory."  She got up and quickly ran to her bathroom, shutting the door behind her.


"Bring some towels," Luke called out.  "About a hundred."


Cassy glanced back toward the bedroom through the closed bathroom door. She reached up to the intercom unit on the wall and pushed a button down.  "Daddy," she said softly, "do you hear me?"   


There was no answer, but she kept pushing down buttons until she located Cash.  "I'm bringing down a surprise guest," she said, smiling.  "A surprise ex-husband."


After the exhausted twosome cleaned each other up, or at least sopped up the worst of it, they got dressed and started down the hall. Luke stopped Cassy at the top of the staircase. "Did you enjoy that?" he asked. 


She smiled and nodded her head "yes."  


"Then let me leave quietly.  We can get together again, real soon."  


She smiled again, and answered, "Um-m-m, I'd like that."


But when they got to the bottom of the stairs, Cash, still in his tux, was standing in the archway leading to the sitting room.  


"What have we here?" he asked.


Cassy looked at Luke and laughed.  "A burglar, I think, Daddy. I found him lurking in my room."


Cash motioned for them to follow him into the sitting room.  Luke figured he was fucked. Twice. Cash sat on the loveseat.  They stood about five feet away.


"Did you find what you were looking for, Mr. Goodyear?" Cash asked.


"I don't know what you mean," Luke Samuel replied.


Cash took a deep breath.  "Let's stop playing games, eh, Luke?  The logs are destroyed.  As is your reputation.  And probably your future.  What's to keep me from calling Inspector Devlin and having you arrested as a trespasser?  That wouldn't make the bail bondsman very happy, would it?"


Luke began grasping at straws.  "I know more than you think, Cash.  I've got documents hidden that prove that you arranged to have Bruce killed.  You had Putts give Tyler the poison."


Cash tried to look surprised.  "Why, Mr. Goodyear, why would a solid, up-standing citizen like me want to do a nefarious thing like that?"


"For the goddamn money you stood to win on Hartly beating Bruce. But you couldn't play fair and let Hartly beat Bruce on his own.  You had to stack the deck.  Tyler thought the poison would only make Bruce sick.  But you knew all along it would kill him, didn't you?"


"To what money are you referring?"


Luke was starting to get pissed.  "The $100,000 that you plunked down at 10-to-one, that's what money! The $1 million dollars you planned to use as a down payment on the Summit Airport property!  That's why you desperately wanted Bruce to die, so you could get the property cheaper from Suzi Benning."


Cash’s face barely showed any emotion at all, certainly not surprise. He actually managed to crack a subtle little smile. "Well, I am impressed, Mr. Goodyear.  But I don't believe that poor Putts O'Shea's little gambling book would cover a bet like that."


"Roland Adena would."


Cash's face lost it's smile.  He tried to keep it, but the effort turned it into a grimace.  "As I said," he repeated, "I am impressed.  But you have no proof or you would have already supplied it to Inspector Devlin while you were lying in the Summitview jail."  


He waved his right hand in front of his face, his diamond and platinum bracelet sparkling. "No, I believe all you have is talk, Mr. Goodyear. Dangerous talk, but just talk all the same."  


He reached for the cell phone on the table next to him. "I think I will inform the constabulary of this intrusion."


Luke grabbed Cassy and pushed her in front of him. It was a desperate time, and required desperate action. He reached around her and began caressing her breasts, circling her nipples with his thumbs and forefingers. She began to groan, still on a sexual high.  It takes Cassy a long time to return to, er, normal.


"But I wasn't here as an intruder, Cash," Luke said, breathing on Cassy's neck and down the sensitive skin on her throat, "I was invited. By my ex-wife. We were in bed, Cash, rolling in the hay, fucking like animals, Cash."


Luke looked closely at Cash, who was starting to vibrate, beads of sweat popping out on his forehead. Luke reached down between Cassy's legs and started running his hand around the sheathed-by-silk opening to her mound.  She dipped a little, her knees weakening, her legs automatically spreading apart to allow him more room to maneuver. 


"Oh, Luke," she moaned, her hands resting on his, "yes, baby, do it again."


Cash was staring, his eyes as wide as silver dollars, his breath rasping.  Cassy leaned back against Luke, grinding into his midsection.  He tried to ignore poor, protesting Phil and walked her slowly to Cash. "There's nothing illegal in fucking your ex-wife, is there, Cash?  The police won't care about that, will they, Cash?"


He left her standing right in front of her father, not a foot away.  Luke turned and sprinted toward the front foyer.  As he barreled through the door, he heard Cassy murmur, "Oh, Daddy, you're so tense."  


Luke glanced back and saw her beginning to kneel. He ran like his tail was on fire, almost knocking little Benny the butler through the foyer window, and didn't stop until he got to his car.

Chapter Ten – Wednesday night


After careening out of the Cassenberg private drive, Luke roared down County Route 17 for at least a couple of miles before his heart stopped pounding like some demented rock drummer freaking out on a heavy metal rendition of "The Anvil Chorus."  


His head ached.  His ribs ached.  His dick ached. Luke made another mental note to stay as far away from Cassy Cassenberg as he could.  For as long as he could. The whole damn family was off its fucking rocker. Literally.


He pulled over to the shoulder and tried to put everything in perspective.  He knew the murder weapon: some kind of synthetic poison put on Bruce's putting ball by Tyler Braddock and Putts O'Shea.  He knew the opportunity:  the final golf championship match at Griffon Lakes.  He knew at least part of the motive: Cash Cassenberg wanted Bruce killed so he could collect $1 million in gambling winnings, and get Bruce out of the way so he could negotiate a more advantageous sale price for the Summit Airport property.  


Luke also knew that someone named Roland Adena was bank-rolling Putts' gambling operation and had agreed to cover Cash's bet personally.  Fearing for his life and freedom, Putts killed Tyler when he overheard Tyler caving in at the caddie shack. He then probably took the incriminating log books to Cash, or hid them somewhere he felt they were safe.  Luke still doubted that Putts destroyed them, as Cash had tried to convince him.


Then Luke tried listing some of the things he didn't know. How had Putts managed to run such a sophisticated operation without anyone at Griffon Lakes knowing?  What part did Hartly play in all this?  Did he know about the poison?  Who was Roland Adena?  Where did he get his bucks?  Why was Gabriel Devlin involved in the investigation of this case?  Was the poison somehow being illegally manufactured?   Would that qualify this as a DEA case?  How the hell did Devlin get here so soon?  He had to have been here already, working on this or something related.  How did Cash get the poison?  From where?  Where was Benny the Japanese butler while Luke was searching Conandria?  And what the hell was he doing in the hallway, the little pervert?


It occurred to Luke that he still had a lot more questions than answers. He pulled back onto the roadway and headed for Griffon Lakes.  It was about 11:00 p.m.  Luke hoped no one would be remaining after the dance.  If there were, he'd socialize a little.  If not, he'd take a look at Nick Adena's office, to see if he could find a connection between him and this Roland character.


As Luke pulled into the parking lot, he noticed, with mixed feelings, that everyone seemed to be gone. He needed to search Nick's office, but could have used the time to relax with friends for a while.  What the hell, he thought, he could still grab a beer from the lounge cooler.  And some aspirin.


All the lights inside the main building were off. Just the outside security lights parted the darkness so he could see his way to the nearest rear door, by the snack bar.  Luke glanced over at the caddie shack as he walked by.  He recognized yellow "POLICE CRIME SCENE.  DO NOT CROSS." tapes surrounding the building, mutely reflecting the parking lot lights.  He opened the door easily with the correct master key.  Just inside the door, the alarm box hung from the wall.  Luke had only 30 seconds to insert the alarm key and turn the sucker off.  Even with fumbling hands, he managed to beat the clock.  


Griffon Lakes had a fairly new security alarm system, but it was far from state-of-the-art.  But you can't blame Horace and the governing committee.  The crime rate was so low in this part of Florida that a tin can balanced on a door jamb would work just as well.  Besides, Horace was getting on in years.  Half the time, when he opened a locked door after hours, he set off the alarm anyway.  The Summitview police hardly ever bothered to respond.  They'd just call Horace on his office phone and ask him kindly to turn off the alarm.


Luke switched on the pro shop lights, figuring no one would see them in the rear of the clubhouse, at least not from the road.  Nick's office was located behind the pro shop proper, down a short hallway with a door on either end.  He walked between displays of shirts, towels, umbrellas, shoes, golf balls and golf clubs.  Nick was a pretty good merchandiser of equipment.  


Most club pros work for a low salary in exchange for the marketing and sales rights for equipment sold in the shop.  The course gets a percentage, but a go-getter can be real successful at a popular club like Griffon Lakes.  The mark-up on golf accessories at a pro shop is criminal, as Luke mentioned to Nick many times.  
  


The whole building was eerie, it was so quiet. Luke could barely hear the air conditioning fans blowing.  The golf ball clock on the wall behind the counter was ticking away.  He stopped for a second, kinda enjoying the peace.  Then he opened the door.


It was obvious right away that quiet existed only on the outside of the hall.  From somewhere in front of Luke, there came a series of moans and groans, giggles and yelps, that seemed familiar, especially after his adventures earlier in the evening.  Someone was getting balled and loving every stroke.  Luke looked down the short hall and saw a sliver of light leaking out from under Nick's office door.  He walked a little closer, put his ear to the door, and listened.


Sure enough, the source of the moaning was on the other side.  Luke listened.  


"Nick, oh-h-h Nickie," a slightly familiar voice groaned, "there, right there, again, oh, yes, harder, Nickie, hold tight, Nickie!"


When an amorous couple are engaged in the vigorous act of copulation, it doesn't occur to them just how silly they sound, what stupid things they say, what comical noises they make.  The whole subject made Luke blush a little.  He really hoped nobody ever heard him recite that damn poem.  But who would?  Except maybe that damn Benny.  


But what to do now? Nick was obviously, very obviously, in his office. And Luke needed to find out about any link between Nick and Roland Adena. "What the hell," he thought. "Nick's a good sport." And catching him like this would provide the Irregulars with fodder to tease the randy club pro for weeks. The only possible problem would be if the female half of the belly-bumping duo was someone who shouldn't be there. Half-smiling, Luke reached out and opened the door, hoping he wouldn't recognize who Nick was banging in there.


"Okay, Nick," Luke said, holding his hand over his eyes, "break it up or I'll pour cold water on ya."


"JESUS CHRIST!" Nick yelled. "What the hell!"


Luke couldn't resist himself.  He peeked.  Just a little one, through the tiny opening between his fingers.  Luke expected to see one of the bar maids from upstairs, maybe even Ski-Doo, who everyone knew was a goer.  He never expected to see Eloise Chamberlain bouncing on Nick's lap, her slightly flabby ass in the air with Nick's obviously un-flabby dick playing peek-a-boo with her, uh, Bermuda Triangle. Without thinking, Luke opened up his fingers completely.  And stared.


"Oh, shit," he said, "I didn't ... I mean ... I never thought ... oh shit."


Luke just stood there like a fool.  Eloise jumped off Nick, fear making it easier for his, uh, member to extract itself from it's temporary sanctuary.  She grabbed for her clothes spread out haphazardly on Nick's couch, and covered up as well as she could.


At times like this, Luke sometimes says stupid things.  "What are you two doing?" he asked.


Nick was still sitting on the couch, his legs spread open, his dark, hairy body covered with sweat. He stared at Luke with amazement.


Luke was on a roll, so he tried again.  "Isn't that couch made of vinyl?"


This time Eloise stared at Luke, with both her mouth and eyes wide open. She looked at Nick with desperation in her face, and he stared back.  Then, Nick shrugged, helplessly. "Shit," he said. "Luke, stop staring like a six-year old at the goddamn circus and let us get dressed."


That broke Luke out of his shock-induced catatonia. "Yea, oh yea, sorry."  


Luke turned around so they could have a little privacy. After a while, Nick said, "Okay, you can turn around now."


They were still on the sofa, but they were both dressed, mostly.  Nick sat on the edge with Eloise huddled next to him.  She began sobbing into a handkerchief.  Luke closed the door and sat down on a nearby chair.  He looked at them both, but couldn't think of anything intelligent to say.  



Finally, he asked another dumb question, "Does Horace know about this?"


Eloise started crying harder.  Nick shook his head.  "No, of course not.  We've discussed telling him, but the right time never seems to come around."


"How, how long has this, I mean, how long have you two been ..."


"A couple of years," replied Nick. "At first, we met at hotels, or in the car.  We went to my apartment once, but we both got afraid someone might see us, so we never went back."


Luke Samuel was amazed.  "A couple of years?  You've kept this quiet for a couple of years?  How?"


Eloise buried her head in her handkerchief, her handkerchief in Nick's shoulder.  


"Probably more luck than skill, I guess," Nick replied.  "We try not to take foolish chances.  We’ve always been pretty safe in here.  Until now."


"Amazing," Luke said.  "Just amazing.  Look, you two, I'm sorry I embarrassed you, but I thought Nick might have Ski-Doo in here or someone else, you know? You might even have lent the office to someone else, right?"


"Sure," Nick nodded. "Sure."


Luke looked at Eloise, her pink skin a vivid contrast to Nick's swarthy complexion.  


"A couple of years? God, Eloise, you only married Horace about, what, six years ago?  What happened?"


Eloise dabbed at her eyes. "I know.  And I love Horace.  He's such a dear, dear man.  But Nick does things that, well, Horace isn't capable of doing, and I guess we just got together by accident, and I don't know, I wish I were dead!"  She started crying even louder.  Nick reached over and patted her on the shoulder.  He looked up and finally asked the question Luke expected to hear.  "What the hell are you doing here, anyway?"


"I was going to search your office."


"For what?"


"For information about someone named Roland Adena and his connection to Bruce's murder."


Nick looked even worse than he did when Luke opened the door. "Oh," he said. "Roland."


"Yes, Roland.  Who is he?  A relative of yours?"


"My older brother.  He's cared for me like a father all these years. When Pop died, Rollie took over and provided for the family. He kept food on the table, sent me to college, comforted Momma when she was all alone. He even paid for my first golf lessons."


"That's great," Luke said, "but what has he got to do with Putts O'Shea?  I know he's bank-rolling Putts' gambling operation, but why?"


Nick sighed. "Rollie bank-rolls a lotta things, Luke.  He's like, the guy in charge, you know.  He has a lot of business interests. He invests."


"In gambling?"  


The truth suddenly hit Luke like a mis-directed mashie.  "Your brother's a gangster?  He makes his money off illegal gambling?  What else?  Prostitution?  Money lending?"


"Yea."


"Drugs?"  


Luke stared at Nick intently, right in the eye. There's no dirtier business in this whole screwed up world than drugs.


"Yea, some."


"Some?  There's no such thing as 'some drugs'!"


Eloise really began crying, carrying sobbing to an octave Luke had never personally heard before. She turned her tear-stained face to him. "You won't tell Horace, will you, Luke?  Please?  It'll break his heart."  


She made a little pouty face.  "For me?"


Luke almost lost the remains of his Salisbury steak.  He thought for a moment.  Nick sat there, hanging his head like a whipped dog.  Eloise huddled there, trying to perfect her Betty Boop look.  


Luke thought almost out loud. "Roland Adena, drug kingpin.  Of course, that's why Devlin's on the case. The money being used to back Putts' gambling is drug money, dirty drug money.  Devlin must have been in town investigating Putts when Bruce was killed.  Or maybe he heard about Cash's bet somehow."  


Either way, Luke was getting some answers.  Now he wanted more.


"Listen, you two love-birds.  I won't tell Horace. If."


"If what?" asked Nick.


"If you tell me all you can about Roland, Cash, Putts and this whole stinkin' deal.  You got me?"


"Tell him," Eloise urged, desperation in her voice.


Nick sighed again.  "All right.  About a year after I got this job at Griffon Lakes, I got a phone call from Rollie.  He wanted me to come down to Miami for a visit.  So, like a fool, since Horace was out of town, I took Eloise with me.  We had a great time, but sometime while we were there, Rollie found out who Eloise really is.


"A couple of weeks later, he called and asked me if I'd hired a new caddie master.  That was just after Sad Sam Hale resigned 'cause of his heart.  Remember?"


Luke nodded.  Nick continued.


"I told him that I hadn't, and he told me he was sending me someone to take over the job.  I said, 'Hey, Rollie, I can hire my own caddie master.'  He said, 'I want this one there.'  I said 'How come?'  He said, 'He's on my payroll to set up a little game there for the fellas.'  I said 'Rollie, I can't do that.  This place is clean.'  He said, 'How is Eloise Chamberlain these days?' So I gave in.  Two days later, Putts O'Shea shows up with Tyler Braddock.  I grease it with Horace and they're hired."


"Putts and Braddock knew each other, huh?"


"Yea, they were in prison together.  At Lakeland. I think Putts was in for gambling, and Tyler was in for aggravated assault.  He beat up his girlfriend, I think."


"That figures."


Luke thought some more.  "So your brother personally okayed Cash Cassenberg's $100,000 bet on Hartly, right?  At 10-to-one."


Nick stared at Luke. "$100,000!  At 10-to-one!  Are you shittin' me?"


Luke shook his head 'no.'


"Jeez," Nick muttered, "I knew Cash was placing bets, maybe a little bigger than everyone else, but not that big.  That's a, that's a, Christ, that's a million bucks!"


"But you knew your brother okayed the bet, right?"


"Yea," Nick agreed, "but I’m sure Rollie didn't know that Cash would knock Bruce off.  He thinks Cash is just another stupid, rich old bastard who throws his bucks away on bad bets."


"What does he think now?"

 
Nick put his hands up in the air.  "Honest, Luke, I haven't talked to him since before the match.  I don't know what he's gonna do.  I guess he's just waiting to see if Hartly's declared winner or not."


"Aren't we all?" Luke said.


Luke stood up and turned to the door. "Your secret is safe with me, as long as you keep cooperating.  I may be back with more questions, understand?"


Eloise threw her arms around Nick in relief, who nodded his head. "Yea, yea, whatever you say, Luke. I'm with you, pal.”


It occurred to Luke later that he could have hit Nick up for a great discount on a set of zings, but didn't.  He left the horny twosome alone.

Chapter Eleven - Thursday


After finally getting a decent night's sleep, one without police calls, phone calls, or Cassy calls, Luke rolled over in the sack and tried to focus on the alarm clock.  "9:00" glowed red in the moody morning mustiness of his bedroom.  


"Shit," he said to himself, "this case is screwing up my golf game."


Luke sat up, scratched, and wandered off to the john for the three-s's.  That's an old military phrase for "shit, shave and a shower," if you didn't already know.  By the time he came back to the bedroom, he was beginning to actually feel human.  He opened the window just to verify that it was another scorcher outside, grabbed a green-and-yellow striped Griffon Lakes golf shirt, threw on a pair of light tan gabardines, loafers, and topped it off with a white Ben Hogan cap, and locked the door behind him.


Luke's basic plan was to go hit a few balls at the driving range, and after that he had no idea.  This case seemed to be driving him instead of the other way around.  But as soon as Luke closed the door on his Ford Escort (GT, though), he changed his mind and decided to stop by the downtown office first.


Luke unlocked the door, relieved to see that nothing had been disturbed since last time nothing had been disturbed, or if it had, at least it'd been done by a professional, and sat down at his desk.  He was quietly looking at Bruce's eight-by-10 when the phone rang.


"Yea, I mean, Goodyear Investigations."


"Mister Luke Samuel Goodyear?  You may have already won 10 million dollars in our special 'Who's Got the Clue?' Sweepstakes," a falsetto voice informed him with mock enthusiasm.


"Good morning, Pauly," Luke said, "what's the good news?"


Pauly laughed that incessant bray again.  "Can't fool you, huh?"


"Not like that.  Have you got anything new?"


"You ready?  The 'Fasten your seat belts' sign has just been lit up by our captain.  Please return your stewardess to an upright position."


"Feeling pretty good about yourself this morning, aren't you, Pauly?"


"You bet.  I did some checking and found out that the poison that killed Bruce is only manufactured in six different locations in this country.  Five of 'em are out of state, but the sixth is a pharmaceutical plant in Saturn Springs named Chem-Morrow Inc., about 200 miles east of here. They produce the poison as a pesticide called 'Verminite.'  They're located in a business park just off the interstate."  


He paused.


"Yea," Luke said.


"In a building leased from Conandria Development Company," he added.


"Bingo."


"We have a bingo," Pauly yelled, "hold all cards!"


"Down, boy," Luke cautioned.  "You done good. There'll be a little something in your next check. Chem-Morrow, huh?"


"Yup. Hey, I didn't know I was getting a next check."


"What the hell," Luke said, "Horace is gonna give me one."


"Well, hot shit.  In that case, I'll tell you the rest."


"You have more?"


"I did a little roust job on Hartly Haroldson's main office and discovered that old Hartly doesn't own his lots.  He's leasing them. From guess who?"


"Conandria Development?"


"You got it.  In addition, I found a tidy little personal note for $25,000 that Hartly owes Cash Cassenberg."


"A personal loan?"


"Yup.  With a balloon payment due in full on the first of next month."


Luke clapped his hands.  If Hartly didn't have the moolah to pay up, Cash might very well be coercing him into doing a little something illegal. Luke loved it.


"You doing anything this afternoon, Pauly?" Luke asked.


"Nah, if you don't count taking a scenic drive down the interstate."


"Toward Saturn Springs, maybe?"


"Maybe. I'll keep track of mileage."


Luke hung up the phone, grinning. 


You may be wondering why, if Luke was the PI in this case, he let poor Pauly do a breaking-and-entering to get information.  You may be thinking that, being out on bail on a murder charge, Luke would think twice about such hanky-panky, but that's not the reason.


Actually, he's just no good at it.  If he has a master key, Luke can sneak around and turn a place as quick as the next guy, but if the door's locked, the only way he's getting in is to bust the sucker down. That usually drastically limits his time to conduct a thorough search.


But Pauly Panishe can get into any place, and out, without a scratch.  He's phenomenal.  There isn't a lock that he can't pick.  There isn't an alarm that he can't silence.  And there isn't a guard dog that he can't out-odorifirize. He's the best. So Luke closed up the office and headed for Griffon Lakes.


About three-and-a-half hours later, Pauly exited off the interstate, drove down the access road for about a mile, and located the entrance to the Saturn Springs Business Park. He drove slowly down the quiet macadam street until he spotted the chain link-enclosed parking lot of Chem-Morrow  Inc.  


He had called earlier and learned that the company was closed on Thursdays and Fridays. "Please call again during normal working hours," the answering machine had said. Unbelievably enough, the gate was open to the parking lot.  His rusty Pinto sputtered through the gate.  He parked behind a convenient row of dumpsters on the left side of the macadam, and looked around.


"Piece of cake," Pauly said, as he opened his door, got out and hip-bumped it closed.  


There were no other cars in the lot.  The building was just as nondescript as any other in any other business park in any other neighborhood.  Chem-Morrow was two stories on the outside, but with only one inside, with a loading and shipping dock around the left side.  There were no windows except right in front by the main entrance, just in the lobby and front administrative offices.


Pauly walked up the steps, cupped his hands on the glass door and gazed inside.  Sure enough, there was a waiting room and a counter. On the counter there were two signs.  One read "Information."  The other read "All inquiries regarding shipping and ordering will be handled in the Shipping Department located in the rear of the building."


"Well, ain't that nice?" thought Pauly. "They tell me right where to go."


He retreated down the steps, turned on the sidewalk and headed for the Shipping Department.  He followed the sidewalk until it ended at the blacktop drive, turned right, and followed that past the series of closed warehouse doors.  Soon, he came to a single metal door with a sign reading "Shipping."


He smiled and studied the lock.  Pauly selected a well-worn pick from his case, inserted it and a straight wire, fiddled a few seconds and heard the lock "click."  Without opening the door itself, he put his tools away and ran his fingers around the inside molding, feeling for alarm wires.  He found none.  He glanced around the outside of the building for a tell-tale box, but saw none.  Shrugging his shoulders, he slowly pulled open the door.


Nothing happened.  No sirens, no lights, not even a ferocious Doberman glaring at him.  He looked around quickly at the interior wall around the door and still saw no alarm.  


"Well, Pauly," he said out loud, "either it's a silent alarm and you already tripped it, or these people don't know shit about security."  


Shrugging his shoulders, he walked inside.  Pauly looked around again.  He was standing inside a huge warehouse.  Six corrugated metal doors stood on the wall to his right.  Directly in front of him, hundreds of unopened boxes sat neatly on pallets, banded and ready to ship.  Off to his left, a 20-by-20 foot room had been constructed of wood and drywall.  It held a single door and one large window.  Sure enough, the sign read "Office".


The office door didn't even have a lock.  Pauly turned the knob and pushed his way into the room. There was nothing but rows of empty desks and filing cabinets to his left and right.  The window opened to serve as a counter during "normal business hours."  


He began systematically, at the left rear.  Pauly went through all the desks, each with it's own filing cabinet.  But none of it seemed very organized.  Each worker had certain accounts, apparently, but they weren't alphabetical or chronological, just assigned completely by random.  As a result, it took nearly an hour for him to finally locate the shipping orders for Verminite.  He grabbed the June, July and August folders and sat down to read through them.  


He hit pay dirt right away.  An order for 10 ounces of Verminite, along with 10 gallons of acetone, was shipped to Griffon Lakes Golf Course in beautiful, peaceful Summitview, Florida, on July 13th. The name in the "ordered by" block was "Pernell O'Shea."  The order was signed for by nefarious old Putts on the 15th.  Pauly reached into the depths of his Emmett Kelly pockets and extracted a tiny flash camera.  He quickly took a half-dozen shots of the invoice, stuffed the camera back into the grimy depths and returned the invoice to file.  He looked around, making sure everything looked just as it did when he entered, and quietly left the office.


Pauly chuckled to himself as he pulled the door shut behind him.  "This is the easiest place to burgle in modern America," he exclaimed out loud.  Shaking his head in amazement, he stretched his right arm over his head and pumped it once toward the heavens.  "AW-W-W-RIGHT!" he bellowed.  


The yell reverberated around him, bouncing from neatly packed box to freshly painted wall, echoing into the distance.  "... RIGHT ... RIGht ... right ..."  


His smile faded, however, as his ears picked up the ever-louder sounds of scurrying feet mixed with his own ever-fainter echoes.  He froze in place.  Slowly turning his head, using his oversized ears as twin conning towers, he soon recognized where the noises were coming from.  


"Oh shit," he murmured, as his eyes spotted the biggest Rottweiller in the northern hemisphere galloping toward him through the wide, concrete corridor to his right.  "Jesus," he said, "is that a dog or a freakin' bear?"


A rumbling bark from his left made him turn his head in that direction as well.  His eyes widened as yet another Mesozoic Rotty bore down on him from the other corridor.  His head swung right, then left again. It seemed each time he turned, another giant beast joined those already sprinting toward him.  Turning his head again, he quickly located the outside door and calculated the time it would take to reach it. Not enough. In a near panic, Pauly flattened against the wall behind him, his fingers frantically searching for the doorknob.  Finally, he grabbed it, turned it, pushed the door open and fell back into the office.  As frantically as he had opened it, he shut it, just as hundreds of pounds of canine fury slammed against it.  


It buckled once.  Pauly leaned all his weight on it.  It buckled again.  But it held.  The warehouse was filled with the anguished barking of a dozen frustrated devil dogs from hell.


"Damn.  No wonder they don't have an alarm system. I may never get outta here in one piece!"  


Pauly slid sideways down the wall until he was at the big double window.  He turned and tried to glance casually down the hallway.  One of the Rottys spotted him immediately and lunged for the window.  Pauly ducked swiftly and found himself sitting on the floor, his back to the wall.  He looked up toward the window, but all he could see was spittle splashing on the outside, smeared in disgusting circles by rapidly scratching black-and-brown paws.


"Yu-u-u-k," he grimaced, "that even makes me sick."


Closely resembling an unkempt crab, Pauly scuttled on all fours to the exact geographic center of the room.  He stood up gingerly, finally settling into a swivel chair.  Outside, the 12 canines of the apocalypse began howling.  "Christ," he exclaimed, covering his ears with his hands, "another few minutes of that howling and I'll goddamn give myself up!"


Pauly had to think of something.  He looked around the room, searching for something to help him escape. All he saw were desks.  And filing cabinets.  And more desks.  And a few cardboard boxes stacked in a corner.


"Right.  Maybe I can box 'em up and leave 'em for the shipping department on Monday."


He sat there for a few minutes.  Nothing brilliant came to mind.  He sat there for a few more minutes.  His eyes scanned the interior of the Spartan office again and again in vain.  


Finally, he looked up. "What the hell?  This room ain't got no ceiling."  


Sure enough, when Chem-Morrow built the office, they just put up walls, no ceilings.  Pauly's gaze followed the rows of neon lights suspended from long lengths of conduit from the warehouse ceiling.  He noticed with glee that one whole row ran just inside the length of the outside wall, the one with the door.  He stood up in a hurry, pushing the chair behind him.  It slid on plastic wheels until it hit the closest desk with a bang.  Frenzied barking replaced the howling outside.  


"Gimmee some peace so I can think!" he screamed.


Spotting the cardboard boxes stacked in a corner, Pauly ran to them and started searching inside.  The third box down yielded a length of nylon rope, bright yellow.  "Hot damn!" he exclaimed, "now we're gettin' somewhere."


He sprinted to just in front of the closed office door.  To his left, a desk sat directly beneath a suspended light.  Pauly climbed up on the desk and tried in vain to reach the fixture.  "Shit."  He was only inches away from a plan.  He hopped down, ran to the door and tied one end of the nylon rope to the doorknob.  As quietly as a petrified mouse, he turned the knob a silly millimeter at a time until he felt the bolt release from the doorjamb.  He let go as if it were an atom bomb, leaving the door still shut, but actually unlatched. 


On the way back, he grabbed the nearest chair, plopped it on top of the desk, and attempted to clamber up on it.  The swivel wheels immediately gave way and he and the chair plummeted to the concrete floor.  The barking reached an even louder crescendo. "Shit again!"  


He rubbed his head and his left elbow, watching the door carefully.  All the canine Gestapo had to do was push on it and he was Alpo. "Slow down, stupid," he said to himself.  "Think."


This time Pauly stacked the chair on top of the desk with its arms down.  He cautiously stepped up on it and found that with a little patience he could balance.  Barely.  Cutting the rope so that there was only about 10 feet of slack, he looped one end of the rope, making a slip knot, and carefully slipped it over the neon light fixture.  Slowly he descended, replaced the chair on the floor and gazed at what he had done. "Well, you big shithead.  It's Tarzan time."


He climbed back on the desk top.  Taking a deep breath, he jumped for the light fixture, catching it just above the rope and shinnied on up.  "Just like gym class," he muttered.  


He stood on the top of the fixture.  Leaning down, he grabbed the rope in his right hand and untied it. Still holding it tight, he began to swing the fixture. "Just like on the playground," he urged himself.


As the fixture swung back and forth in longer and longer arcs, Pauly started yelling at the dogs.  "Hey, you mangy piece-of-shit imitation godzillas, I'm up here!"  


At the apex of his swing, he yanked on the rope and the door swung open.  A snarling black and tan army leapt into the room, surrounding the desk, snapping jaws just out of reach.  "See ya later, suckers!" he yelled, and as the light fixture reached the height of its swing nearest the wall, Pauly launched himself toward the open warehouse beyond.  He cleared the wall with a foot to spare, and still clutching the rope, landed with a thud on something soft enough to cushion his fall.  


Not waiting to see what the fortuitous cushion was, he clambered to his feet and ran to the office door.  The speed of his swing had put just enough force on the rope to slam the door shut again.  Quickly he looped his end of the rope around the doorknob, pulling it tight so it acted as an amazingly efficient lock. This time the dogs thundered on the other side of the door.  Pauly smiled.  They were locked inside.  And he was out.


As he turned around, letting a long sigh escape his lips, he saw, amazingly enough, what had cushioned his fall.  Apparently, Andre the Giant's big brother was a security guard at Chem-Morrow and had been aroused from his Saturday hibernation by all the barking.  He'd come to the office to help nail whatever was causing all the fracas.  Fortunately, Pauly/Tarzan had landed right on him, knocking him stone cold, or worse.


Pauly walked slowly over to the squashed sasquatch and poked him gently with his foot.  The flattened security guard didn't stir a mammoth muscle.  He looked like a World Wrestling Federation souvenir bath mat. Only room size.  As Pauly was mopping his brow with his left sleeve, he noticed something that made him shudder.  Clasped tightly in the battered behemoth's beefy left fist was a rope.  Pauly followed it for about 20 feet to the corner of a stack of pallets.  It was attached to a dog collar.  With a Rotty in it.


"So close," Pauly sighed, beginning to back up toward the raucous office behind.  But something was different.  The dog didn't leap at him and tear out his throat.  The dog didn't growl and snap its ferocious jaws at his face.  It just sat there, waiting.


Pauly looked cautiously at the Rotty, expecting to see his fate staring him in the eye.  But the dog was almost, well, smiling. "Why, you're just a puppy," he said.


As if in answer, the dog raised up on its back legs and pawed the air.


"Hell, I can see that you wouldn't hurt no one," said Pauly, quickly reaching down to grasp the rope before rigor mortis set in on the still prostrate gargantua. "No wonder you're tied, you might just lick somebody to death!"


The dog jumped up as Pauly drew near, then lay down on his back, all four legs in the air, his salubrious snout spraying saliva in all directions.   


"Hey, big guy, turn off the fountain, will'ya!"


Pauly reached down and untied the rope from the Rotty's collar. He started rubbing the panting junior guard dog behind the ears.  The Rotty groaned in pleasure.  Soon they were wrestling on the concrete floor.  They played together for a while longer, and then Pauly stood up.  The not-so-ferocious animal sat in front of him, his tongue out and his stub of a tail thumping the floor.


"That was fun, but I gotta go," Pauly said. "Maybe we'll do it again sometime."


Pauly stroked the broad black head and started to walk to the door.  The dog followed.  When Pauly opened the outside door, the dog squeezed through with him. By the time they got to Pauly's old Pinto, he'd given up. "Okay, get in," Pauly said, "you're not bad company, I guess.  And my cover's already blown."  


The dog did so, and they drove out of the lot, together.


In the years Luke Samuel has known Pauly Panishe he's had three dogs, all acquired in about the same way.  When it comes to dogs, Pauly is the canine Pied Piper.


"Well," said Pauly, "I wonder if you have a name." He reached over to the dog's collar and turned it until he found a tag.  He looked at it and laughed.  "Your name is 'Killer?'  Some killer!  I think I'll call you 'Maynard.'  Yea, after my favorite TV star."


All three of Pauly's dogs have been named Maynard.  They accelerated onto the interstate and headed for home, Maynard looking out the perpetually partially opened passenger side window, drooling happily down the glass.

Chapter Twelve – Practice with Hartly


Seven or eight hours earlier, after watching Pauly's Ford Pinto chug away, Luke headed for Griffon Lakes.  It was another hot August day, so he pulled into the parking lot, left the car unlocked as always, and hurried to the VIP Lounge for a cold one.  Some of the guys were there.  Skipper and Rudy and, thankfully, Ellen.  They all waved as he approached.


Ellen smiled.  "Well, get a good night's sleep?"


"Oh crap," Luke thought, "she doesn't know about Cassy, does she?"  Another stray thought banged in his cranium.  Had their relationship advanced to the point he should be guilty about Cassy?  Maybe so. He thought he should tell her somehow, but couldn't think of a good way to start. So he kinda chuckled, said, "Sure, don't I always?" He quickly put a buck on the counter and ordered a Mich Light.  She didn't seem to be shying away, so he figured his secret was safe.  They all kinda bantered about the usual small talk.  


On the TV, Ben Crenshaw was giving some putting tips.  "Keep the hands together on the club.  Your hands should work as if they were one.  Do not break your wrists on the take away ... and so on, and so on." "Shit," remarked Luke.  "Ben Crenshaw can make 10 footers with a hockey stick.  While standing on roller skates.  During an earthquake."  



As Luke was finishing his brew, he looked out the lounge window and spied Hartly on the driving range. Luke needed to talk to him, so it looked like a good time to work on his swing.


"I'm gonna go hit a few striped balls," he said to the gang.  "Be back in a little while."


Luke stopped at the car, put on his spikes, grabbed his bag and headed to the range.  Luckily, Hartly was the only one there.  Luke dropped two tokens into the machine, gathered up the balls and took the space next to, guess who, old Hartly.


"How you doing, big red?" Luke asked.


Hartly looked over at him.  And spit.  Or is that "spat?"  I may have to give this story to a teenager with SpellCheck.


Hartly gave Luke his normal hate look. "Listen, you little piece of a son-of-a-bitch," he started. Hartly sometimes gets his metaphors mixed up.


"I heard about you attacking Cassy," he continued. "You're just lucky she don't want to press charges, you pervert."


Luke put his hands up in the air.  "Whoa, Hartly, that's not what happened at all.  You know my ex better than that.  You really think I attacked her?"


Hartly spit again.  "I don't wanna talk about it. Just hit your goddamn balls."  


He took a vicious swing with a three-wood and almost broke the ball in two.  It went bouncing off to the right, the cover splitting further with every bounce.


For a second, Luke pictured his head doing the same thing.  He took a deep gulp of air, leaned on his club and nonchalantly said, "So, Hartly, I hear that Cash owns all your car lots."


Hartly swung hard again, but this time missed the ball completely.  He glared at Luke in surprise. "Where did you hear that?"


"Oh, doesn't matter, I hear things. Is it true?"


The big redhead just stood there.  He wasn't about to fess up right away.  "What's it to ya?"


"Well," Luke replied, "it just seems to me that if Cash owns your lots, he might have some undue influence over your actions during, say, the championship match?"


"Listen, shit head," Hartly growled, "I'm the one who refused a concession, remember?"


"Yea, and I also remember Cash not looking too happy about it, either. ‘Course, I'm willing to give you the benefit of the doubt, even if Inspector Devlin doesn't."


"What's Devlin got to do with it?" Hartly looked surprised. "There's no evidence against me. Shit, I didn't wanna see Bruce dead any more than you did.  I wanted to beat him."


"Well," Luke said off-handedly, as he turned to tee up a practice ball, "you're probably safe from Devlin, as long as he doesn't find about the personal loan due next month."


"Shit!"  Hartly yelled.  "Shit!  Damn!  Puke!  How the hell did you find out about that?"


Luke turned around again, mindful that Hartly still had a three-wood in his hand. "$25,000, huh Hartly?  Due on the first?  Have you got the balloon payment, Hartly?" Luke may have sounded brave, but he unconsciously backed away from the big redhead a few steps, just in case.


Hartly's upper lip actually curled back from his teeth, like a vampire or something.  He looked like a big red orangutan.  Then, his shoulders slumped a little.  "Not yet," he said, under his breath.


"Not yet?  Will you have it on the first?"


"Maybe."


Luke laughed.  "You bet on yourself again, did you, Hartly?"


"Yea, enough to pay Cash."


"Let's see, that would be $2,500 at 10-to-one, wouldn't it?"


"I guess."


"Where'd you get the $2,500?"


"I'm late on the lot payment this month."


Luke looked at Hartly and found himself considering the poor, sun burnt Goliath in a slightly different light.  He saw a guy seduced by Cassy's charms and Cash's money.  Hartly was always gonna be an obnoxious shit, but at least he had a reason.  


"Look, Hartly, Devlin don't know about the lots or the loan, as far as I know.  But if he does find out, you're gonna be under even more suspicion than you already are concerning Bruce's death."


Hartly looked at Luke, a little fear in his eyes. "Shit, Luke, I didn't have nothing to do with killing Bruce."


It was time to play more cards.  "You didn't know about the poison on his ball?"


Hartly shook his head. "Not until the 11th fairway, I swear.  Cash came over and told me not to worry, that since I was such a fuck-up, he'd taken care of it.  I had no idea until then.  And even then I didn't know it was poison!  I swear!"


"I believe you, Hartly," Luke said.  And he actually did.  "You're a lotta things, Hartly, but I don't think you're a murderer."


"Thanks, buddy," Hartly said, and patted Luke's shoulder.


"Of course, you got terrible taste in women," Luke said as he picked up his bag.


Hartly actually smiled. "Fuck you," he said.


"I may need to ask you some questions later," Luke said, and walked back to the clubhouse parking lot.


When he got back to the clubhouse, Skipper and Rudy were just teeing it up on the first tee box. “Come play 18," yelled Rudy.


“Dollar a hole, automatic press on two-down?" Luke asked.


“Give us a break," said Skipper, "there are three of us here.  Let's play a round of wolf."


“Dollar a hole, two on slop, with carry-overs?" Luke asked again.


"Yea, yea," laughed Rudy, "just tee the goddamn ball up. We've already hit."


For the next four hours or so, Luke was finally able to relax.  After the game, which Skipper managed to win after going wolf on a four hole carry-over and winning 32 bucks on a sandy birdie, they all sat at the lounge for a while.  Ellen sat on the arm of Luke's chair, the Greater Something-or-Other Open was on TV, a cold Mich Light was in Luke's hand, and everything was almost right with the world.  About four in the afternoon, Luke picked up his clubs and decided to put them back in his car.  


Ellen, still sitting on the chair arm, settled down into the chair itself as Luke began walking away. At the door, he turned and flashed her an embarrassed smile, trying vainly to keep the Irregulars from noticing.


"See you in awhile?"


She smiled back, not bothering to conceal her feelings. "Try to keep me away," she said.


As he disappeared through the door, Ski-Doo wandered by and leaned over Ellen's shoulder. Conspiratorially, she whispered, "Things getting kinda serious, are they?"


Ellen laughed. "Things have been serious on my end for a long time," she said. She looked up at Ski-Doo. "You don't know how long I've loved that man."


"Well," Skid-Doo straightened up, "he's quite a catch. I know I've tried to give him a hint or two the last couple of years myself. But he hasn't been interested. I think that Cassenberg girl scared him away from women for good. At least until you showed up. Again."


Ski-Doo started to return to her post behind the bar, but turned back one last time. "Has he recognized you, yet?"


Ellen shook her head. "No, and I hope he doesn't. I don't want him to remember me that way. As far as our Luke Samuel is concerned, I materialized out of thin air just a few days ago."


Ellen got up, reached her arms over her head and stretched. Ski-Doo whistled as her blouse rode up, showing off a tanned and flat stomach. "Don't worry," she said, "your secret is safe."


Ellen waved and headed out of the lounge and down the hallway. As she passed her father's office, she leaned in the open door and said, "Good day or bad?"


Horace looked up from his desk and waved her in. "Ellen, darling, sit down. You brighten up the day, so how could it be bad? What have you been doing today?"


Smiling, she walked in and sat down in one of the overstuffed chairs ringing Horace's big, mahogany desk. She put her hands behind her head and leaned back.


"I was just relaxing in the lounge with my true love," she said.


Horace leaned back in his chair, as well. "And how is our intrepid Mr. Goodyear today?


Ellen sighed. "Gorgeous."


Horace watched her face, recognized the mixture of excitement and happiness there. It was getting difficult to remember how she'd been in the past.


"Well," he said, "being in love surely brings a glow to you that wasn't there before. So, after all this time, you're finally catching up to Mr. Perfect, eh?"


Ellen nodded, and smiled again.


"You've come a long way," he said.


"We've traveled it together," she said. "I wouldn't be here if it weren't for you." She returned her hands to her lap. "Seriously, Daddy, you don't know how much this means to me. Just being with you these days. I didn't know you for such a long time."


"I think you just didn't know yourself," he said. "Finally getting out on your own did you a world of good. I don't know how much I had to do with it."


"Oh, Daddy, you've been the one who encouraged me to change my life, that's all. If it weren't for you, I'd still be a homely, unhappy, fat …"


Horace stopped her. "Unhappy, definitely. Fat, well, perhaps. But homely, no never. There was always a beautiful woman hiding in that desperate young girl. You just had to learn to smile for her to come out."


They sat quietly for a moment. Then Horace said, "Are you going to tell him how long you've chased after him?"


Ellen laughed. "Maybe. But then I'd have to tell him everything, about the tears I'd cried, washed down with too much ice cream, about the loneliness I've felt, washed down with more ice cream and the distrust and self-loathing, and …"


"Washed down with more ice cream?"


"And later swept away with much worse alternatives, including some things I haven't even told you about, Daddy."


Horace walked around his desk, pulled over one of the chairs next to her, sat on the edge and put his arms around her shoulders. Ellen leaned into him.


"There are some things about you I really don't need or want to know," he said. "But they don't matter. You've managed to slay your demons, and I'm proud of you." Ellen leaned up and kissed his cheek. "I'm just glad you've forgiven me for abandoning you and leaving you with that terrible woman," he said.


Horace could only imagine how she must have felt. She was 17 years old when the marriage broke up for good, but Horace hadn't really been there much for a couple of years prior. True, there wasn't a lot of arguing, no real yelling or name calling, just an oppressive blanket of betrayal and injured egos. Ellen was growing into a slim, athletic teen when things started to come apart at the seams. Ellen had found respite in food and books and solitude, gaining weight and losing friends in a self-destructive race. 


When her mother finally left and moved to Atlanta, Ellen went with her and had to try to fit into a completely different society with unfamiliar places and unfriendly strangers. To be fair, Horace thought he'd still remain a part of her life, but his ex-wife kept them apart, intercepting his every letter and returning his every package. When Ellen graduated from high school, she stayed at home, convinced that the world outside was a callous, unwelcome place, without a father. 


Even if the law was on his side, the reality was that he never saw Ellen again until seven years later, when she suddenly appeared at Griffin Lakes. She'd finally decided to change her life and was attending Florida State. And a long screaming conversation with her mother convinced her that her father had been making the attempt to communicate, even if she had never heard the first word. 


But she was a mess. With her father's help, she began to improve. A rigid diet, an exhaustive swimming and exercise program, and a renewed sense of self-worth slowly began to pay dividends. Horace bought her new clothes, arranged for some badly-needed dental work, and convinced her to take up golf. Even though Ellen was living at college, she stopped by to see him whenever she could, especially on holidays and during the summer. Little by little, Ellen healed, both physically and emotionally. And during one of those summers, she first laid eyes on Luke Samuel Goodyear.


It was a revelation, a defining moment in her life. And even though Luke didn't pay any attention to her, she knew she had a goal in life. She was in love. After that day, the pounds began to fall away, and a few years later the ugly duckling had become a swan, a raven-haired cover girl of a swan, one who drew men's eyes and interest just by walking into a room. But it was only Luke she wanted. And now it looked like her dream was coming true. He had finally noticed her, big time.


As Horace and Ellen sat together, the quiet was broken by a knock on his open door. Horace looked up to see Inspector Devlin standing there.


"Not interrupting anything, am I?"


Horace stood up and waved Devlin in. "Shut the door behind you, will you, Inspector? Thanks."


Devlin did as he was asked and, making a slight bow to Ellen, sat on the chair Horace just left. Horace returned to his chair behind the desk. Ellen sat up straight.


"You wanted to talk to me about something," said the inspector.


"Yes," Horace said. "I feel we need to come to an understanding about your relationship with my private investigator on this Benning case."


Devlin groaned. "Goodyear," he lamented.


After a few minutes of sincere talk that wasn't going anywhere, Ellen decided it was time to leave the men alone. "If you'll excuse me," she said, getting up and heading for the door, "I'll leave you to discuss this between yourselves. I realize my presence here may be keeping the conversation a tad more cordial, but I think that without me here, you might get something accomplished."


Meanwhile, Luke had made it to the parking lot and was putting his clubs in his truck. While he was standing by his semi-sports car, Pauly's beat-up Pinto pulled in, the horn honking loudly.


"Damn, Pauly," Luke yelled, "I'm right here."


But Pauly couldn't hear him.  Even from 40 feet away, the radio blasting in Pauly's old Pinto drowned Luke out.  But what the hell was he listening to? Pauly was obviously tuned to the Pensacola Classical Music station.  It surprised the shit out of Luke. Pauly just isn't the type of person you'd picture lost in the haunting variances of a Mozart violin concerto; he seemed much more likely the type to be concentrating on not losing his place during "Ninety-Nine Bottles of Beer on the Wall."    


Pauly screeched to a stop, turned down the volume, and leaned out his window. “Here," he said, handing Luke a roll of undeveloped film, “here's what you wanted from Chem-Morrow Inc., as promised."


Luke took the roll and looked in Pauly's car. “I see you've charmed another vicious guard dog.”


Pauly laughed.  “Maynard?  He's a transplanted Saturn Springs mutt.  Decided he'd like it here in Summitview better, so he hitched a ride."


"What's on the film?" Luke asked.


"An invoice.  For 10 ounces of Verminite delivered to Griffon Lakes Golf Course, ordered by one Pernell O'Shea, along with his usual order of acetone, in July this year."


Luke whistled.  “Take the rest of the day off and buy this big hooter some dog food."  He handed Pauly a 50.  "Holiday bonus," he said, and dropped the roll of film back in Pauly's hand. "Get this developed for me, too, okay?"


"Thanks, chief," Pauly said, pocketing the bill and the film, "I'll get back to you later."


He drove away, spewing smoke from his exhaust, violins filling the late afternoon air.  He'd probably burned half a 50 on gas for that mini-tank, but he would never had said so.  


Luke returned to the clubhouse and headed down to Horace's office to make a report.  He passed Ellen in the hallway, barely brushing against her as he passed. She smiled and stuck out her tongue at him. Luke tried not to chuckle, but couldn't help it.


"Road hog," Ellen whispered.


"Woman driver," he replied, watching her derriere as she headed toward the lounge. When he pushed open Horace's door, Devlin was there.


"Don't you ever knock, Goodyear?" Devlin asked.


"Nice to see you again, too," Luke Samuel replied. "I'll just leave you two to talk."  He started to turn away, quickly.


Horace stood up.  "No, no, wait a minute, Luke," he said.  "The good inspector and I have been discussing the Benning case, and I believe you should be a part of it."


Luke turned again and sat down on one of Horace's easy chairs.  The room smelled of tension, with a hint of Ellen's perfume mixed in. He looked at Devlin. Devlin looked at him.  Horace looked at both of them, and shook his head.


"Luke," he began, "I have reiterated to Inspector Devlin that Griffon Lakes Golf Course wishes you to be in its employ as an investigator on this case.  I have suggested to him, as I am now suggesting to you, that the two of you should cooperate to solve this murder. What do you think?"


"What does he think?" Luke Samuel said, pointing to the sawed-off junior G-Man.


"I have agreed, although not enthusiastically," replied Devlin.


"Okay," Luke said, "I'll tell you what I've found out, but first I want to know a couple of things about your involvement in this case."


Devlin smiled, inscrutably.  "I'll tell you as much as I am allowed."


"Deal," Luke said, sliding to the front of his chair.


"What do you want to know?" 


"You're on this case because of Roland Adena's involvement with Putts O'Shea's gambling operation, right?"


"Very good, Mr. Goodyear," Devlin replied, "that is true.  I was sent here by Washington when we received word from an informant that Roland Adena had personally okayed a rather large bet on this match."


"$100,000 at 10-to-one?"


A quick blink was all that signified Devlin's surprise. "Very good, again.  I can see that you haven't heeded my requests to keep out of the investigation."


"Did you expect me to?"


"I rather expected not," he replied.  "Let me continue.  I was here, hopefully, to nab Adena or his henchmen when the payoff occurred, either to Mr. Adena or to Mr. Cassenberg.  I was as surprised as everyone else when Mr. Benning was murdered.  I believe that Mr. Adena was taken by surprise, also.  It isn't often that he underestimates anyone as much as he apparently did with Mr. Cassenberg."


"But this wouldn't help a drug case against Roland Adena, would it?"


Devlin shook his head, sadly. “No, but I'm afraid we just haven't been able to prove Mr. Adena's part in the drug trafficking in this state as of yet.  He has far too many friends willing to cover for him.  The same goes for his prostitution and other illegal schemes, but at least we hoped we could get him on a gaming charge.  If we could only convict him and give him real jail time, we might be able to break some of the loyalty in his organization.  And then close him down for good."


"So when the murder happened, county deferred to you right away."


"That's right. But I haven't been able to garner very much information.  I have the feeling you have been much more successful."


Luke nodded. "But don't I still have a murder charge on my head?  I'm very uncomfortable revealing information that may have been compiled, well, semi-legally when under such legal restraints, you understand."


Devlin looked at Horace for a second, and then focused back on Luke.  "You have never been seriously considered a suspect in this case, or in the murder of Tyler Braddock, Mr. Goodyear."  Devlin smiled to himself.  "Actually, you were never charged at all.  We just held you for a couple of days to keep you out of the way.  I apologize."


Luke stared.  "That's illegal!"


"No, Luke, it's not,"  replied Horace, "just not very friendly."


"I see," Luke grumbled, "but what's the problem now?  You find you can't make a charge stick here, either?"


Devlin's smile dissipated. "Not without those gambling books, which you so cleverly allowed Putts O'Shea to destroy, or at least remove from your possession."


"You got me there," Luke said. "I let that one get away."


"Without more proof regarding the murder weapon and motive, we can't get a conviction on the murder case, either."


"Damn.  All right, this is what I know.  Bruce was killed by Tyler Braddock directly, although planned and carried out by Putts O'Shea under the direction of Cash Cassenberg.  I don't know if Cash actually wanted Bruce dead, or just underestimated the potency of the poison, but I do know that Cash and his friends wanted Bruce to lose that match.  Personally, I always suspect the worse until proven wrong.  


"Bruce was killed by a solution of a synthetic poison named Verminite and water used by Tyler to wash Bruce's golf ball.  The solution was kept in a small blue bucket about six inches long with a foam rubber top, both of which have since disappeared.  Bruce had a well-known habit of holding his golf ball in his mouth and he ingested the poison that way.  


"Cash wanted Bruce to lose because he had bet $100,000 on Hartly to win the match at 10-to-one.  Cash needed $1 million dollars to put down as a down payment on a $10 million dollar note to purchase Summit Airport.  He had proof that a major international airport will probably be built there sometime in the future, at which time his initial investment will be returned many, many times over.  Am I losing anyone?"


Luke glanced at Devlin, whose mouth was hanging open.  
Luke continued. "Cash wanted Bruce dead because Bruce was the owner of the Summit Airport property and was holding out for a much larger sale, one that would include future percentages.  Cash figured that he would be able to coerce Bruce's widow, who apparently doesn't know about the property, into selling at a more reasonable figure.  It was a classic 'kill two birds with one stone' killing.  And that's why I tend to think it was intentional.


"I stumbled into the truth at the caddieshack. I didn't know that Putts was there, apparently having snuck in sometime while Tyler and I were, uh, discussing the merits of the case.  I left Tyler to turn himself in, at which time Putts killed him and tried to set me up as a patsy.


"I found the gambling books kept by Putts hidden in a false bottom in a drawer in his filing cabinet, but Putts has now hidden them away, I'm sure.  I don't think he's destroyed them; I think he's keeping them as insurance against Roland Adena and Cash Cassenberg. Anyway, the poison was purchased from Chem-Morrow Pharmaceuticals, Inc., in Saturn Springs, Florida, along with Putts' usual order of acetone for cleaning clubs. I have a copy of the invoice.  But that doesn't directly tie Cash into the murder, although the Chem-Morrow plant leases it's building from Conandria Development Company, owned by Cash Cassenberg.  Is everyone following along okay?" Luke slid back into chair, momentarily out of breath.


"Amazing," said Devlin. “Hm-m-m.  Chem-Morrow Pharmaceuticals.  That wouldn't be the same chemical plant that I just saw an incident report on, would it?"


Damn, Luke thought, that was quick. He held up his hands to signify that he knew nothing about it.


"Right," Devlin nodded.  "I suspected as much.  Do you have any proof of the airport expansion?"


Luke smiled. "In a safe deposit box at Summitview National Bank."


"Incredible," said Devlin.


"Also, Hartly Haroldson, who could have won the match if he'd accepted Bruce's concession offer on number five tee box, is in debt to Conandria Development Company because they own all of his car lots.  In addition, he owes a personal loan to Cash for $25,000 that is due the first of next month.  He doesn't have the money to pay it, but bet $2,500 on himself in the final match, also at 10-to-one.  He got the $2,500 by not paying his lot rent this month.  However, he didn't know about the poisoning until Cash told him on number 11 fairway. Even then, Cash only told him that Bruce would get too sick to play.  


"Now, Hartly, as everyone knows, has been seeing Cassy Cassenberg, my ex-wife, and has been spending a lot of time at the Cassenberg house. I found an address book with Roland Adena's name and number there. Hartly may have seen or heard them speak to Roland at some time, but I don't know for sure."


"Anything else?" asked Horace.


Luke frowned. "Only if you don't ask for the source of this part.  Agreed?"


Horace and Devlin nodded "yes."


"Roland Adena is Nick Adena's older brother, as you probably know.  A year or so ago, when the current caddie master here at Griffon Lakes retired, Roland blackmailed Nick into hiring Putts O'Shea, who is one of Roland's men.  Putts brought along Tyler Braddock, and together they set up the sports gambling book at the caddie shack.  Roland backs the gambling with money derived from his drug and other illegal activities."


"Blackmail?" asked Devlin.


"That's the part I won't tell you. I promised."


Horace sat back in his chair and sighed, looking every bit as old as his years.  "I suppose it might have something to do with Nick and Eloise?" he asked, sadly.


It was Luke's turn to be surprised. He thought for a moment, then nodded his head in agreement.  "I-I'm sorry, Horace, but it does.  How long have you known?"


"Oh, for quite some time.  More than a year.  I just decided not to make a scene about it.  Nick is really quite a fine young man.  And I do care for Eloise very deeply.  It would do none of us any good to make the affair public.  But I see now if I had acted as a man, Bruce might still be alive."


"Horace," Luke said, "it's not your fault in any way that Bruce was murdered." 


 "Goodyear is right, Mr. Chamberlain," agreed Devlin, "it certainly is not your fault."


"Perhaps not," Horace wiped his eyes with his handkerchief, "but what do we do now?"


Devlin stood up and started pacing the room. "Well, Goodyear," he said, "you have discovered far more than I had imagined.  You have done a fine job. Our problem now is that we can't prove enough to make a case.  Either case.  I am open to suggestions."


Luke sat up in the chair again.  An idea that had been bouncing around in the dark recesses of his brain began to form itself into words. “Gentlemen," he began, “what's the one thing that's holding up the payment of the gambling bets?" He glanced at his apt audience of two. They waited for him to answer his own question. "There's no winner declared yet. Both sides are waiting for you to make a decision, Horace.  So everything is on hold."


"Agreed."


"Let's say you declare Hartly the winner.  Roland will have to pay Cash his $1 million, but I doubt if he'll do it in any way that Inspector Devlin or the DEA will ever witness.  He's more than a little skittish at this point, I'm sure."


"That's true," agreed Devlin.


"Let's say you declare that there is no winner. Then no one will get paid. Roland will return all the money bet, or simply mark it off the logs; we'll never catch Putts or Cash, and Bruce's murder will have been for nothing."


"So what else can we do?" asked Horace. "Aren't those the only two choices?"


Luke was hoping someone would ask. "No. There's one more.  Hartly conceded Bruce's last putt, remember? Since the match was technically even when Bruce died, declare that it has to be played over between Hartly and the next qualified player, the one who Bruce defeated in the semis.  Me.  That's what you'd do if something had happened to Bruce between matches, isn't it?"


"Yes, I suppose so," said Horace. "But that will still negate the bets, wouldn't it?  No offense, Luke, but I doubt if Roland will guarantee 10-to-one odds on you over Hartly."


"Touché," Luke Samuel said. "But Roland doesn't know me from Adam.  As a matter of fact, the only way he knows anything about the comparative book on players from this club is from what Putts and his brother tell him. Now, Nick doesn't know that his affair with Eloise is out in the open.  He thinks he still owes me for keeping it quiet.  I think I can convince him to convince Roland that I'm a 10-to-one favorite."


"But why would Putts agree?" asked Devlin.


"Because he's got money on Hartly, too. Putts will be more than glad to let Roland guarantee lopsided odds.  He'll figure it's money in the bank."


"Perhaps," said Horace. "But, no offense again, Luke, but Hartly will beat you like a stepchild.”


“Oh, I think I can get big Hartly to cooperate, at least enough to make it a close match.”


Horace frowned, “But what happens if he does and the outcome of the match is in question, say by the 16th or 17th hole?"


"I'll answer that one," interrupted Devlin.  "At match day, either Roland will attempt to kill Hartly, or Cash will attempt to kill Luke, depending on who is winning.  We'll get one of them for, hopefully, attempted murder."


Horace looked stunned.  He looked Luke in the eye. "Are you willing to take that kind of chance?"


"Hey," Luke shrugged, "I love a good game."


They remained in Horace's office for a while longer, defining their plans and making preparations. They decided the match would be played on Saturday the 28th, so both Cash and Roland would have some time to prepare, but not long enough to prepare successfully, they hoped.  Horace called an open council meeting for Sunday afternoon, three days away.  


Luke had a couple of phone calls of his own to make, so he bid adieu.  "Damn," he thought to himself on the way out of Horace's office, "some people will do anything for a chance to win a tournament."  Luke laughed as he hurried out, but it was a nervous laugh.




Chapter Thirteen - Sunday


Sunday afternoon at 1:00, the VIP Lounge was filled to capacity.  Horace and Eloise Chamberlain were there, as well as all the members of the Griffon Lakes Irregulars, Ellen, Luke Samuel, Nick Adena, Hartly Haroldson, Putts O'Shea, and, last but not least, Cash and Cassy Cassenberg, along with about 20 interested bystanders, including Chief Jack McGarvey and Inspector Gabriel Devlin.


Luke also noticed various representatives of the media were present, including Scoops Bryant from the local Summitview Griffin, along with unnamed reporters from as far away as Pensacola.  He was glad to see Scoops there; Luke had been trying to get him out on the golf course for years.  


Ski-Doo was busy popping tops on long-necks, and the show was about to begin.


Horace walked to the center of the room and cleared his throat.  "Hu-hu-hu-umm," he coughed, "please let me have your attention."


The room quieted down amazingly quickly.  


"As you all know, the club championship match between Hartly Haroldson and Bruce Benning ended tragically just a week ago, with no one declared the winner. It is my duty, as tournament director and owner of the Griffon Lakes Golf Course, to determine a fair and equitable course of action regarding a new club champion."


Luke could see Hartly begin to fidget, either nervous about the outcome of Horace's decision, or just plain apprehensive about the delay.  Cash and Cassy were still standing at the bar, smiling, not a worry in their murderous little world.


Horace continued again, "To be fair, I decided to check with the Association of Golfing Professionals, Club Division, as to what the proper procedure should be.  I am told that in this case, since the match was all even at the time of Bruce's sudden demise, there cannot be a winner declared."


The smiles evaporated from the Cassenberg's collected mugs like acetone in August on a metal club head.  A fascinating montage of emotions swept over Hartly's face, ranging from disbelief to fear to anger. He got kinda stuck on anger, though.


"Therefore," said Horace, "we will treat this situation just as if Bruce had passed away between his semi-final and final match; that is, his semi-final opponent will play in his place."


The room's assemblage began to stir, some turning their heads to look at Luke, some still staring at Horace.


"I therefore rule that the final match will be played here on Saturday the 28th, since the Women’s' Championship Match is already scheduled for that Sunday, at 10:00 in the morning.  It will be played between Hartly Haroldson and Luke Samuel Goodyear.  Are there any questions?"


No one said a word.  For at least one one-hundreds of a second, until Hartly spewed out "Goodyear? Shit! You said I was the winner, you two-faced, pruned-up, senile old man.  I have to win!"


"Then you'll have to win on the 28th," replied Horace, amicably.


Luke laughed out loud. “And you'll have to beat me, Hartly."  Luke looked directly at Putts. "On your own. There won't be any forfeit.  I'll carry the right number of clubs.  You'll have to win on the course."


Hartly put his hands on his hips.  He looked like Superman with a sunburn. “This is all just a goddamn plot to delay the inevitable.  You couldn't give me a good game on your best day, you, you, you ..."


"Sterling fellow?" Luke interrupted.


"Asshole," Hartly added, and headed for the doorway.  He stopped before reaching the hallway and turned around.  


"I'll see you on the course, puke.  And stay away from my girl!"  He stomped out.


"What did he mean by that?" asked Ellen, jabbing Luke in the ribs.


"Oh, who knows?  He's just paranoid, that's all, and not very inventive when it comes to insults," Luke answered, hoping like hell it sounded natural.


Cash and Cassy also started to leave. “Is that all, Horace?" asked Cash.  


Receiving confirmation, they, too, exited.  But as they passed by Ellen and Luke, Cassy stopped and reached into her red purse.  She pulled out a small red paperback book and handed it to Ellen.  “Here, dear," she said sweetly, "it seems you and my ex have been seeing each other quite a lot lately.  I thought you might enjoy this.  It's one of Lukie's favorites."  


She smiled again, winked at Luke, and left with her loving poppa.  Putts shadowed them out the door. One glance at the book cover sent chills down Luke's spine.  Ellen turned it over in her hands.  "Collected Verse," she read out loud.  "Why, Lukie, I didn't know you liked poetry.  I'm learning so many nice things about you.  How nice of her."  


"Yea," he said, "she's just a peach."


Horace sat down at the nearest table, wiping the accumulation of nervous sweat from his forehead. Everyone except the news media sorta congregated around him, except Ellen and Luke.  Scoops and his cronies headed for the evening edition.


"Well," he said, "that's that."


Chief McGarvey and Devlin were leaving.  Luke tossed them a casual wave as they disappeared.  Chief Jack nodded.  Rudy Rodriguez raised his beer. “Here's a toast to the new club champion, Luke Samuel Goodyear," he declared.  


All Luke's friends cheered and drained their glasses.


"Yea, thanks," Luke acknowledged, "but I think that was just a stunt to coerce me into buying a round."  He motioned to Ski-Doo, and everyone cheered again.


"You still sure you want to go through with this?" asked Horace.  "It could be dangerous as hell."


Ellen put her arms around Luke's neck.  "Of course he does.  He's gonna win, too."  She kissed him on the ear.  "Why should it be dangerous?  Hartly's not that bad a loser, is he?"


Luke explained the plan, in skeletal form, to Ellen.  Afterward, she wasn't quite as enthusiastic. Luke motioned to Nick to come over. "Nick," he said, "are you going to be in your office a little later?  We need to discuss a matter of mutual concern."


Nick took a quick glance at Horace, and answered, "Sure, sure, Luke, when do you wanna talk?"


Luke stood up and grabbed hold of his arm.  "How about now, Nick?"


"Fine," he said, as they began to walk.


Once they were in Nick's office, Luke closed the door behind them and sat on the now empty sofa. He tried not to think of what had happened there the last time he was in the office.  Nick sat at his desk.  


"Yea," Nick said, "what do ya want?"


"Well, first, Nick, I'd like you to caddie for me next Saturday.  I don't trust any of the caddies from the shack, but I trust you.  Any problem?"


Nick smiled happily. "No, no problem, Luke.  I'd be glad to caddie for ya.  Anything else?"


"One more thing.  This match isn't just for the club championship.  I'm sure you know that Inspector Devlin, Chief Jack and I are still trying to prove that Cash Cassenberg is responsible for Bruce's murder.  And Inspector Devlin is especially anxious to tie your big brother into the gambling end of the whole deal.  This match is part of the whole plan.  And you're going to help us."


Nick frowned. “Help you do what?"


"You're going to pick up the phone and make a friendly call to your brother, Rollie, and discuss world affairs, especially Griffon Lakes affairs.  I figure the only way Roland knows what the true odds are on this match is to find out from someone he trusts, someone like you.  Putts is gonna try to convince him, but I want you to tell him first."


"Tell him what?"


"That the same 10-to-one odds that were on Bruce should be on me. Understand?"


"But you can't beat Hartly even up, let alone at 10-to-one."


"Thanks. I appreciate the vote of confidence from my caddy.  But the important thing is that your brother doesn't know that.  It's important that the odds stay the same for this match, and Roland continues to cover Cash's bets.  Got it?  Can you do that?"


Nick frowned again, the lines on his tanned face deepening even more. “You want me to lie to my brother?"


"Through your teeth."


"But what if he finds out?"


Luke leaned over to look Nick in the eye.  This was important.  If Nick didn't do this, then the whole plan was shot. “What if Horace finds out?" he asked.


Nick stared at Luke, indecision written all over his swarthy face.  He was weighing the odds in his mind, Roland versus Horace, Eloise versus Roland, Roland versus Luke, and so on.  Finally, he gave a helpless shrug.  "Okay, okay, I'll call him."


Luke jumped up from the sofa, glad at least that he didn't stick to the naugahyde and slapped Nick on the shoulder. “Make it convincing."

     Luke returned to the lounge to find it nearly empty.  Only the regulars remained.  Ellen moved over in what was rapidly becoming "their" chair and handed Luke a cold one.  While he had been gone, she had been skimming through the haunted book of poetry.  Luke sat down and watched her face as she read.  Every now and then, she'd make little "oohing" sounds in her throat.


"Oh, shit," he thought to himself each time.  "I should have burned that book when I had the chance."


"Ooh," she murmured again, cuddling a little closer in the seat.  


Luke shook his head and drained his beer in one gulp.  "Empty," he exclaimed, and jumped up to get a replacement.  At that moment, the phone rang.  


"It's for you, Luke," said Ski-Doo.


The nervous PI picked it up and sat at the end of the bar. “Goodyear here."


"Pauly here," came the answer, "how's it going, champ?"


"You know, Pauly," Luke ruminated, "some women are just like hemorrhoids.  No matter how long between attacks, they always end up a pain in your ass."


"That's why I ain't married," said Pauly.


"Pauly, you haven't had a sex life since they kicked you out of the Home for the Nasally Impaired," Luke laughed.


"That job had great fringe benefits," he answered.


"Pauly, what did you find out?"


"Well, just as you suspected, Putts went straight from the club to the Cassenbergs.  He's in there now. I'll let you know when he leaves.  Ten-four."


"Carry on," Luke said.


"Carry Nation," Pauly replied.


"Carry Back," Luke said, continuing the routine.


"Cary Grant."


"You're getting carried away."


"Carry me back to old Virginy."


"Good-bye!" Luke hung up the phone.


He had just started to sip the suds off the top of his glass when the phone rang again. "Hello," Luke said.


"Luke, this is Jack McGarvey."


"Right, Chief, what's new?"


"The taps we put on Cash's phones are working fine. And we have a hit already.  He just received a call from Roland Adena with an invitation to meet to discuss the match.  The plot thickens.  Talk to you soon."


As they say in those serious-type, literary mystery stories, "The game is afoot!"  Sherlock Holmes would have enjoyed this one.  If old Sherlock had only taken up golf, he'd have never got involved with that seven percent solution thing.  He'd have been too busy trying to get rid of his slice.  It's surprising Sir Arthur Conan Doyle never thought of that.


It was almost another hour and two Michs before Pauly called back.  He reported that Putts had just left the Cassenbergs and headed back toward Griffon Lakes. After all, it was Sunday and he was supposed to be working.  Luke ordered another beer.  He and Ellen stood at the bar and proceeded to order a couple more, too.  It was kinda "party today, because tomorrow we die" philosophy.  Anyway, Ellen finally drove him home, his attentive little designated driver.  The last thing Luke remembered was laying on his covers watching Ellen as she read that damn poetry book.


The next day, and a few miles away, Benny the butler opened the heavy double doors of the Conandria estate.  A short, dark, heavy-set man entered, followed by three taller, heavier-set goons in trench coats. Who else beside gangsters wear suits and trench coats in Florida in August?


The foursome were shown into the now familiar sitting room and sat. Cassy entered first.


"Why, what a pleasure," she cooed, as she went to the shortest one and daintily gave him her hand to kiss. He shook it instead, not nearly as daintily. She continued on.  "Mr. Adena, I'm so glad to see you. My father has said so many wonderful things about you." She smiled and batted her adorable eyes at him. "Do you need anything?  Are you comfortable?"


He looked at her the same way he looked at all women, dark or fair, short or tall, plain or fancy ... with lust.  "Yea," he said, "I'm just jake, thanks.  I've heard a lot of good things about'cho, too."  


He was speaking to her face, but looking at her tits.  "Oh," Cassy blushed, "you're too kind."


"That's what I heard about'cho," he said.


Cassy reached down to the coffee table, letting Adena get a quick look at her cleavage, picked up a cigarette and holder. "Can you light me?" she asked.


"Shit yea," he said, "just bend over this here table."  


His men laughed out loud and Adena looked at them, smiling. He sure thought he was clever. Cassy gave Roland Adena a smile that could melt Mount Rushmore. "O-o-h, Mr. Adena, you do make me blush."  


She picked up the table lighter and lit her cigarette.  "I'll just light myself, if you don't mind," she said, then sat down on the loveseat, crossed her legs and leaned back, showing more thigh than her red silk dress had been originally designed to accomplish.


 The sexual tension in the air was broken, however, by Cash's entrance into the room.  He also strode over to Roland Adena and held out his hand. "Mr. Adena, how gracious of you to visit," he said.


Adena took Cash's manicured hand and covered it with his own mitt. He shook it roughly and let go. "Yea," Adena said, "how goddamn gracious of 'choo to knock off that Benning guy. You think ya can cheat me, huh?"


Cash stepped back, bumping his leg on the coffee table. "Well, you certainly get down to business in a hurry, don't you?"


"I don't see no reason to fool around."


Cash sat on the loveseat next to Cassy. "I see that you are laboring under a misconception, Mr. Adena. I had nothing to do with Mr. Benning's unfortunate demise.  Why, I was in the gallery with my lovely daughter, watching the match in clear view of at least 200 people at the time."


"Yea, right," Adena nodded. "I've been lots of places in front'a lots of people when things happened, too.  I think ya killed the guy, even if ya never touched him."


Cash waved his hand in front of his face. "Mr. Adena, Mr. Adena, you have me all wrong.  I was just discussing this case with our local gendarme and was informed that a caddie named Tyler Braddock is under suspicion, not me."


Adena's eyes narrowed.  "Yea?  Tyler?  I know the lug.  Why would he knock off Benning?"


"I understand he bet heavily on Mr. Haroldson to win.  He arranged for a forfeit by doing something out-of-the-rules with Mr. Benning's clubs, but Mr. Haroldson, being a sportsman, wouldn't accept the win in that manner.  So Mr. Braddock was forced to kill Mr. Benning instead."


"Ya think that's the way it happened, huh?"


Cassy crossed and re-crossed her legs, making sure Roland caught a glimpse of the promised land.  "That's what the police believe, Mr. Adena," she cooed. "I'm afraid my ex-husband is under suspicion for killing Mr. Braddock in retaliation for his best friend's murder."  She dabbed the corner of her eye with her red silk handkerchief.  "It's all been a great shock to us, I assure you."


Roland Adena sat quietly, thinking. Cash was the first to break the ice.  "Mr. Adena, I requested your presence here today to discuss the financial arrangements we had agreed upon concerning the un-finished match."


Roland looked up. “Yea."


"Are you aware that the Griffon Lakes tournament director has declared it a no-match, and has decreed a new championship match should take place?"


"Yea."


Cash shuffled a bit in his seat. “Well, I would like to discuss the continuation of our arrangement, with only minor deviations, if possible."


"You wanta keep your bet?"


"As does everyone else who has a similar arrangement."


Roland stood up. “I thought'cho might.  So I checked with Putts, who tried to tell me this Goodyear character is just as good a stick as Benning was.  What do you think?"


Cash looked at Cassy in surprise.  "Well, I am no handicapper, Mr. Adena, but Mr. Goodyear is certainly a fine golfer.  He holds the same handicap as Mr. Benning did, I believe."  


Actually, Cash knows shit about handicaps.


"Yea, well, just to be sure, I spoke to my brother, Nick, who knows about these things.  I asked him about the odds, just in case you and Putts are trying to put one over on me."


Cash swallowed.  "And-and what did your brother tell you, Mr. Adena?"


"He verified. So I guess I'll still cover your bets.  But there better not be any foolin' around, ya understand?  I'm gonna be there, watching ya this time."


Cash tried to regain his composure.  He cleared his throat.  "Still at 10-to-one, Mr. Adena?"


"Yea, but I'd like to sweeten the pot a little." He smiled and looked at Cassy. “I'd like to enter into a private wager with your daughter here."


Cassy acted as if she were embarrassed. "Why, Roland, honey, I already have some money on Mr. Haroldson, you know.  What did you have in mind?"


Adena walked over, put his considerable palm on her knee, and looked her dead in the eye.  "Look, babe," he whispered, "ya don't fool me none.  Your type wants it as much as me.  After the match, we'll discuss paying off in more interesting currency, understand?"


He patted her knee, leaned over and roughly covered her partially opened lips with his own.  He pulled away quickly and smiled. "After the match, doll," he said.


Cassy seemed as if she were enraptured.  "Mr. Adena, how you carry on!  What's a young girl to think?"


"Think about this," he replied, grabbing his crotch in his right hand.  His men laughed again.


"WHAT'S SO FUNNY IN HERE?" a loud voice boomed.  


Everyone turned to see Hartly standing in the doorway.  He'd seen the exchange between Roland Adena and Cassy, and didn't like it a bit. "Keep your goddamn greasy hands off her, you short little puke, or I'll tear 'em off your arms and stuff 'em up your ass!" 


He started walking toward Adena.  But he didn't get very far.  Two of Adena's men pinned Hartly's arms to his side, and held him secure as the third punched him, hard, in the stomach.


"Uh-g-g," Hartly groaned, "let me go, you fuckin' goons."


The third man hit him twice in the same place. Hartly slumped over and groaned again.  Roland himself walked over and looked at the big, dumb red-head.  


"Haroldson," he said, "cho got terrible manners." He balled up his fist and drove it into Hartly's jaw.  Blood began to run down Hartly's cheek.  He hit him again, this time left-handed. "Just practicin' my switch-hittin'," he laughed. He turned to Cash and Cassy. "We'll be leavin' now," he said. "See ya on the golf course."  


The burly henchmen threw Hartly down on the already distressed area rug.  He lay there, bleeding. Roland tipped his hat as the four of them left the room.


"Shit," said Hartly, wiping blood from his cheek. "Goddamn little asshole.  If I ever get him alone, I'll kick his ass all the way to ..."


"Oh, shut up, Hartly," said Cassy. "You're always doing the wrong thing.  Did you hear what Adena said? He's covering all the bets.  At 10-to-one!  The stupid shit.  We're going to be rich!"  She wrapped her arms around herself and enjoyed a mini-orgasm. Hartly stood up.  


Cash did, too. “Providing, of course, that you can beat my ex-son-in-law on the 28th."


Hartly made a derisive sound in his throat.  "You got to be kiddin'."


Cash looked him in the eye. "No, I am most certainly not."


"Well, don't worry. Goodyear couldn't beat me on his best day."  Hartly turned to head for a bathroom to clean up. He looked back over his shoulder before reaching the hallway. "And don't you try to slip Luke a loaded Gatorade, neither. I'll win on my own."


Cash smiled.  "Of course you will," he said.


Hartly left the room and Cash turned to Cassy. "He'll win, one way or the other."


A frown settled on the sensuous blonde's flushed face, drawing creases over her perfectly plucked eyebrows. "But I don't understand why Nick Adena would tell his brother to cover at 10-to-one.  He must know Luke can't play that well ..."


Cash waved his manicured hand. "How many times do I have to tell you, my dear?  They're all idiots.  Who knows why they do what they do?  Who cares?  The bets are covered.  Circumstances are finally favoring us. This time we're going to prevail!"   


Cassy smiled and kissed him on the cheek. "I think I'll go help Hartly clean up," she said. "All this talk about money has made me horny as hell."


After showing the Miami mobsters to their car, Benny the butler headed back to his room in the servants' wing.  He closed his door, walked to the night table by his single bed, and picked up the telephone receiver.  He dialed a number he knew by heart.  He sat on the bed, reached into the drawer of the night table, picked up a thin, black cigarette and lit it with an old Bic.  He took a long drag as the phone was finally answered.


"Yes."


"This is Benny.  I have some amazing news.  You will never guess who just left here."


"Not in English, Biehn.  Just in case."


"Oh, yes, sorry."  The pair of them proceeded to talk quietly in their native tongue.

Chapter Fourteen – A visit with Putts


Roland Adena and his boys entered the big stretch Lincoln, Roland and one of the henchmen in the back, the other two in front.  He rolled the automatic window down about an inch and unrolled a Cuban cigar. He puffed as his flunky lit it. It was an automatic move. "You know where to go," he said to the driver.


They drove slowly through Summitview until they came to a run-down section of town referred to as "Tracktown" because the rusty ribs of an un-used spur line run in a half-circle around the town side, efficiently marking its borders. There are only two streets, both dead ends within Tracktown. The big Lincoln rolled down the longest of the two, past cinderblock and stucco ranch houses displaying the tattered, faded and splintered signs of years of neglect. They stopped in front of a CBS house that seemed to hide behind a huge, unkempt and overgrown pepper tree on Owens Street. Roland and his men got out, looked around and, kicking pieces of broken concrete out of their way, walked up the deteriorating sidewalk. When they got to the door, they simply pushed it open and walked in.


"Hey, what the hell?" came a surprised voice from inside.


Two of the bullies pushed the protesting little man down onto a sofa cluttered with old newspapers, pizza boxes, and cigar wrappers. Roland walked up to them, the third man moving to the rear of the sofa.


"Well, well, Putts," said Roland, "long time no see'cho."


"Yea," replied Putts O'Shea, his head moving nervously back and forth between Roland and his men, "how're tricks in Miami, boss?"


He was trying awful hard to sound nonchalant.


"I got no problems in Miami, Putts. But I got problems 'chere in this little dink town."


Roland gestured to one of his men, who immediately grabbed a kitchen chair, pushed the junk off it, whipped out a handkerchief and brushed the seat off, and placed it behind Roland so he could sit.


"Yea," he continued, "it seems I got some trouble right 'chere."


"H-here?  What kinda trouble, boss?"


One of his men re-lit Roland's cigar.  He took a long draw and exhaled a cloud of acrid smoke into the room. Amazingly, the room was already so dingy that the smoke didn’t dim a thing. It just wafted up to the already tar-stained ceiling. 


“It seems that I decide to set up a book 'chere, tryin' to expand my resources, and I send this tough-guy little weasel named Putts to run the operation, but what happens?  I accept a large financial obligation, on his word that the odds are good, and someone plays Lucretia Borgnine on me.  Would you call that a problem, Putts?"


Putts sat on the edge of the littered sofa.  He wrung his hands.  "Hey, boss, I never thought old Cash would do something like that, not in a hundred years!"


Roland rolled the cigar around in his mouth.  "So ya think big-shot Cash Cassenberg knocked Benning off, huh?  The police say it was your buddy, Tyler Braddock."


"Yea, yea, that could be true, you know?  I mean, I don't know who did it; I was as goddamn surprised as anyone else, I swear to god, boss, I was."


"So who knocked off Braddock?  This Goodyear character?"


Putts thought wildly, trying to think of something to get back in Adena's good graces. “No, boss, he didn't do it.  I heard the two of 'em fightin' in the shack and waited until Goodyear left.  Then I stuffed asshole Tyler in the acetone bucket.  Shit, he was gonna call the cops and spill the beans about everything!"


Roland nodded. "Yea, that's what I thought. Why did ya leave the body for the cops to find?"


"I thought they'd pin it on Goodyear, boss, and we'd get rid of two troublemakers at one time.  I-I called it in to 9-1-1."


"Nine-one-one."  


Roland seemed to roll the words around in his mouth just like he rolled his cigar.  He seemed to be looking at the smoke-stained ceiling.  Then he transferred his gaze to Putts. "Where are the books?"

     "The-the books?"


"Your gambling logs, where are they?"


"Oh, those books.  I got him hid, so's they'd be safe.  Goodyear's lookin' for 'em."


"Where are they hid?" Roland stood up.


"Th-they're safe."


Roland nodded, and the man behind Putts grabbed him by the shoulders. Putts immediately started whimpering. The two other men each grabbed a leg.


"Make a wish," said Roland.


"No, no don't do nothin'. I'll tell ya where they are!"


"Well?"


"I-I gave 'em to Cash Cassenberg for safe keepin’."


The expression on Roland's face went from anger to, well, deeper anger. He took a step over to Putts sprawled on the sofa. He reached inside his coat pocket and pulled out a blunt-nosed .38 police special. He aimed it at Putts' crotch. Putts screamed.


"Putts, 'cho two-timin', sneaky little bastard, I want them books.  You get hold of your buddy Cash and tell him to have them books at the match.  And remember to tell 'em that I'm gonna be there, makin' sure that nothin' funny happens this time. Understand?"


"God, yea, yea, I'll tell him, boss, I'll tell him.  I'll have the books on Saturday ... yessir, I will, boss, I will!"  


His eyes were wide, staring at the gun in Roland's hand.


"Good," replied Roland, “’cause next time, I won't miss."  He pulled the trigger slowly, the shot exploding in the quiet room, the bullet tearing through the worn fabric of the sofa, just an inch away from Putts' privates. Putts fainted.


Roland laughed out loud, joined by his men. They were still laughing as they drove away.


Tuesday morning, Gabe Devlin, Horace Chamberlain, Jack McGarvey and Luke Samuel held another little meeting in Horace's office.


"Well," Luke said, sipping on a cup of black coffee, "we do have a plan, I hope?"


Chief Jack replied first.  "I think so, Luke.  I'm deploying as many of my men as I can to patrol through the crowd, looking for anyone acting suspicious."


Luke laughed. "Jack, you've only got two men."


"That's true, but I'm getting some help from the Funiak and Millstone police forces. They're both supplying two men, plus Jennifer Stubbs and the mounted sheriff's posse promised to have at least a half dozen or so to help.  So, all together, we'll have about a dozen in the gallery."


Horace looked troubled and gazed out his picture window, picturing piles of horse crap lining Griffon Lakes’ fairways like oversized tee markers. "Jennifer's guys won't be on horseback, will they?"


"I don't think so, Horace. But I never asked. I'll double-check."


Devlin spoke up next. “I've also arranged for 10 armed men to patrol undercover as part of the gallery, along with two more with cellular phones to call me at the clubhouse if anything happens."


"Won't you be out on the course?" Luke asked.


"Can't," said Devlin, shaking his head.  "Can't take the chance that Roland Adena or one of his men will recognize me. I don’t think they know I’m in town, but if they do, it’ll really look suspicious if I show up on the golf course. But I'll be close."


"How about you, Horace?"


"Almost every member of the Griffon Lakes Irregulars will be there, watching the match progress. I asked them to take special note of anyone they don't recognize, and let me know if they suspect any spectator of carrying a concealed weapon."


Luke had this mental image of McGarvey's men watching Devlin's men, who were being watched by the Irregulars, while Cash and Roland pumped round after round into his poor, bleeding body. After all, Devlin's men were about the only ones who Jack's and Horace's men could classify as strangers.  Was anyone going to be watching Roland and Cash, besides Luke?


Horace continued. “I've also arranged for some of the Griffon Lakes staff, the ones driving the water carts, to be equipped with two-ways, so if any of your men need to call here to Inspector Devlin, they'll know where to find phones.  I'll also have one."


"The state police have been notified," added Devlin, "and are ready to set up roadblocks on Griffon Lakes Boulevard and, if necessary, on both county roads leading to the interstate and north to Alabama. If, by some chance, a murder is attempted and the perpetrator escapes the crime scene, he won't get far."


Luke shook his head in admiration. “Well, if anything happens, we should have the bad guys boxed in. I don't know whether to hope we need the muscle, or not."


"Have you spoken to Hartly, Luke?" asked Horace.


"No, not yet.  That's next on my agenda."


"Make sure you give him my message when you talk," Horace reminded him.


The meeting broke up, Devlin and McGarvey leaving for their cars, Horace and Luke heading for the kitchen. Just as they left Horace's office, Jack waved Luke over to him.  "Luke, I've got some information here that confuses me.  Maybe you can help. You know we've been tapping Cash's phones ever since the meeting, right?  And we've also gotten copies of the phone logs for the last few months."


"Yea. What did you find interesting?"


"A number of calls have been made from Cash's to Bruce Benning's Realty.  Quite a few, as a matter of fact."


Luke shrugged. “It probably doesn't mean anything, Jack. Cash and Bruce had a number of real estate dealings.  They probably talked every now and then."


Jack shook his head. “Yea, but Luke, the calls have continued even after Bruce's murder. But Cash isn't making them, his butler is."


"Benny?  Calling Benning Realty?"  Luke was beginning to have a bad feeling about this.


"Yea, and he's also been making a lot of calls to someone at The Beast."


"The Beast?  You mean The Beast Lounge?  The topless bar out on 18 East?  Who's he been calling there?  One of the hookers, I mean, dancers?"


Jack shrugged his shoulders.


"Just keep listening, Jack. Maybe little Benny will answer the question for us."


Jack shook his head again.  "I don't think so, Luke.  Whoever he's talking to, well, the two of 'em talk Japanese."


Luke frowned again. “Keep listening, old buddy. Just keep listening."


Horace and Luke continued on into the lounge. While they sat eating some late breakfast, Ellen came in and sat down with them. “Hi, honey," she said.


"Hello, dear," Horace and Luke replied in unison.


She laughed at the impromptu chorus. "Why, thank you both.  How are my two favorite men doing this morning?"


They both nodded, their mouths full of grits and eggs.  Luke swallowed and said, "Fine."


Horace looked at both of them.  "You know, I'm just a old man trying to keep his waning years interesting by hanging around with you youngsters, but I'm not blind, you know."


"Blind about what?" asked Luke.


"About you two and how much time you've been spending together, that's what."


Luke didn't know if Horace was complaining or merely stating a fact. He wasn't sure he wanted to ask for further clarification. But he did.


"Uh, I didn't think, I mean, did we have to, er, I never asked your permission or anything, but ..."


Horace laughed and slapped Luke on the shoulder, knocking a forkful of over-easy eggs onto the tablecloth.  "Don't worry, Luke," he said, "I can't think of better company for either of you. I think you two make a great pair."


Ellen smiled and gazed lovingly at Luke, who was gazing at the spilled eggs.  "A great pair, eh?" she said.


Horace nodded. “Yes.  Luke has been avoiding female attachments ever since his divorce from Cassy, and you manage to scare every eligible bachelor away as fast as they appear."


"Thanks, Daddy," said Ellen, sarcastically. "I'm not all that unattractive, am I?"


Luke looked up from his eggs. "You're not, Elle, not by a long shot. I think what Horace means is we're made for each other. Nobody else wants us."


They all three laughed and continued their breakfast.  After a minute, Ellen remembered why she had come over in the first place.


"I've got a message for you, Luke. From Pauly. It seems that he was hanging around Tracktown late yesterday afternoon when our good friend Putts O'Shea had visitors."


"Really?" Luke asked. "Who?"


"Roland Adena and three friends. They went into Putts's, talked to him for a couple of minutes, then Roland fired a gun into Putts' sofa, scaring the holy poop out of him. They left and headed back toward Miami."


"Did Pauly get close enough to hear what they were saying?"


"Sure did.  Roland wanted the gambling books."


"Did he get them?"


"No, Putts said that they're hidden at Cash Cassenberg's."


Luke put his fork down in disgust. "I knew it, I knew they were there. I just couldn't find them."



"Roland told Putts to have the books at the match on the 28th, win or lose."


Luke smiled. "Well, we may have some evidence for Devlin after all. Call Pauly and tell him to hang out at the clubhouse on match day until Cash and Cassy show up, then search their car.  The books'll probably be in Cash's Mercedes sedan, but they might drive Cassy's convertible instead.  Tell Pauly the ragtop is a champagne color and the license plate reads 'FASN8N.' He can't miss it. If he finds the books, tell him to lift them and give them to Gabe Devlin."


"Can he get into the car without alarms going off?"


"Elle, my love, Pauly Panishe can break into anything.  If I were you, I wouldn't start a diary. Oh, also ask him to see what he can dig up on Benny, the Cassenberg's butler or whatever. You know, when he arrived in the area, when he was hired, who the hell he is, things like that. Also, ask him to call me ASAP with what he finds.  I've got a job for him."


Ellen left to call Pauly.  As Luke and Horace were finishing breakfast, lo and behold, who walked in but Hartly Haroldson. Luke signaled to him to sit down with him and Horace.  At first, Hartly pretended he didn't see Luke, but after a minute, came over and sat.


"Late breakfast, Hartly?" Luke asked.


"Yea, I figured I'd grab a bite before going out to hit some balls. You gonna practice? You'll need it."


"I sure am, Hartly. A little later, though."


"Fine," said Hartly, not too friendly, but not as antagonistic as was his usual demeanor.


Horace got up and excused himself, and left the 

table.  Luke Samuel noticed a fresh bruise on Hartly's cheek and the tell-tale signs of a cut lip.


"So, Hartly," he said, "you run into a door, or what?"


Hartly looked at Luke, shaking his head. "No, it wasn't a door. It was that goddamn, greasy son-of-a-little pile of shit Roland Adena."


"What happened?"


"The greasy little puke practiced his fuckin' baseball swing on my face, that's what. And I ain't too happy about it."  Hartly reached up and gently felt the black-and-blue mark on his cheek. "The little bastard, I'll get him."


It was time to talk some plain talk to old Hartly. "You really want to win this match, don't you, Hartly?"


"You know I do, Luke.  You know I got this balloon payment due to Cash on the first, and I ain't got the dough to pay it.  And I'm behind in my lot rent this month. August is a slow month for cars, so I ain't sold shit. Besides, I wanna be course champ so bad I can taste it. I want that sign out in front of E-Z Motors."


"Cash isn't the only person who might be willing to loan you money, Hartly."


"No?  Who else?"


"I could speak to Rudy Rodriguez over at Summitview National Bank. He's a member of the Irregulars, and a pretty good guy. You might be able to arrange to pay off Cash without the gambling money from Roland Adena."


Hartly thought for a minute and looked down at his hands, seemingly studying the stubbiness of his fingers, or maybe the chewed-up raggedness of his fingernails. "You think so?  I was always afraid to try to talk to Rodriguez. I don't think he likes me."


"Hartly, you don't let any of us like you.  As a matter of fact, you make it damn easy to hate your guts."


The big redhead looked up. "Yea, I know, I know. You guys all piss me off. You're always laughing and having a good time.  I don't know what to say when I see you guys.  Shit, I get tired of being pissed off all the time, you know?  It takes a lot of effort."


Luke had a hunch that began, actually, after Bruce's murder, that Hartly wasn't that bad a guy. But he sure hung around with the wrong crowd. "You ought to give us a chance, Hartly.  We're really pretty good fellas all around. You need to change the aroma of the crowd you hang around with."


Hartly laughed. "Aroma, huh?  You saying that my friends stink?"


"Like perfume and money."


Hartly laughed again. "Shit, Luke, I don't want any part of Cash and his goddamn money schemes. I didn't know he was planning to knock off Bruce for the gambling bet. Damn, you know how many times I've wished I'd have accepted that concession? Damn."


"Well," Luke continued, "that explains the 'money' part. How do you feel about the ‘perfume'?”


Hartly's face softened. "You mean Cassy?"  


"That's pretty high class perfume, buddy," Luke remarked. "Hard to turn down."


Hartly shook his head. "No, it ain't. Not really. I don't mean no more to her than a dick with a face on it."


"More like a dick with a golf club in its hand."


Hartly laughed. "Well, you know her better than me.  You actually married her."  Hartly leaned over, conspiratorially. "You know, I've never told anyone this, but I admire your constitution.  I've only been banging that vixen for six months, and I'm already wore out. How did you do it?"


It was Luke's turn to laugh.  "Hartly," he said, "I was only married to her for seven months!"


They laughed together, for the first time.


"What a ball breaker!" Luke said.


"What a fucked up family," Hartly agreed. "And you know what else?  That goddamn butler is in the fucking way every time I turn around in there. He must be writing a book or sumpin', cause the little shit is always underfoot."


Luke put his hand on Hartly's mammoth arm. "Hartly, you can help put Cash behind bars, where he belongs."


Hartly actually looked interested.  "And that bastard Adena, too?"


"Hopefully."


"How?"


"Let's talk about our match."


"What about it?"


"Wait a minute," Luke said, because he just saw Horace re-enter the room. "Horace," he called, "come here a minute, will'ya."


Horace ambled over and sat down.  One of the waitresses in the kitchen immediately brought Horace a cup of coffee, and re-filled Luke's and Hartly's.


Luke turned to Horace. "Hartly says that he might like to help pin a murder charge on Cash. I was about to tell him what's planned, but I want you here to verify it.  Okay?"


"Absolutely," replied Horace.


Luke knew he was taking a big chance letting Hartly in on the whole thing. If the big redhead wasn't honest about helping, he could run back to Cash with the plot. But Luke had a feeling Hartly knew he had gotten in over his head, and wanted out. So he took the chance.


"Hartly, you and I both know that I can't beat you on the course. At least, not very often."


“Very often? Why you couldn’t beat me if I tied my left arm around my neck and putted with my dick, if I …”


Luke winced. “Okay, okay Hartly, point taken, but we should play for a little money next time you plan on arm wrapping and dick putting.”


Hartly actually giggled.


“So we’re agreed that you’re more than capable of beating me on the golf course,” Luke Samuel said.


Hartly nodded.


"So Saturday, you've got to dive into the can."


"Huh?"


"You've got to throw the match. Lose on purpose. Let me win."


Hartly had a suspicious look on his face. "This isn't just some trick to get me to lose again, is it?" He looked suspiciously at Luke and then at Horace.


Horace spoke. "Hartly, if all goes according to plan, Cash and Roland will do something illegal, possibly attempt another murder. If you are winning, Roland stands to lose over a million dollars.  We think he'll try to keep that from happening.  If Luke is winning, Cash stands to lose.  We know he had Bruce killed over the same bet. We think he'll try it again."


"Okay, then you want me to win, not lose," said Hartly. "I don't want that bastard Adena to collect anything."


"No, we don't want him to, either," Luke answered quickly, "but we've got evidence to tie Adena into this gambling racket already. The police will arrest him when the match is over. We need to force Cash's hand. That can only happen if I'm winning."


"But I need the money,” Hartly whined, “you know that."


"There won't be any money, anyway.  The feds are gonna close up that book.  No one's gonna get paid. And I promise to help you with that loan from Rudy."


"Not only that," interjected Horace, "this match has no bearing on the club championship. It's just a red herring. I've already sent Old Gruesome out to have your name engraved on it."


Hartly smiled. "Really?  You guys wouldn't be shitting me, would you?"


Luke smiled and reached out his hand. "Would I shit a turd like you?"


Hartly laughed out loud, and took Luke's hand in his mammoth paw. "What exactly do you want me to do?"  


The plan was finally starting to come together. It was up to Cash and Roland now, to act like the greedy little sons-of-bitches they really were.


Hartly got up and headed for the driving range just as Ellen hustled back in.  She took the chair right across from Luke.


"Pauly said he'll check," she said. "And call you later.  No problem."


"Great," Luke nodded.


Ellen chuckled. "He kids about everything.  He asked if I've ever been in a 'menagerie de trois.' I laughed so hard I could hardly talk to him.  Is he always like that?"


Horace seemed bewildered. "A what?"


Ellen smirked. "A menagerie de..."


"Hey," Luke interrupted, "isn't that some deviant canine sex act?"


Ellen's hand flew to her mouth and she tried to look shocked. "Lu-u-u-ke."  She drew out his name for a full second. And then she giggled.


“That’s my cue to leave you two alone, I think,” said Horace, who got up, winked at Luke and kissed Ellen on the top of her head.


“Bye, Daddy,” said Ellen, as Horace headed for his office.


Luke watched Ellen and knew she was the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. Where in the world had she come from?


"Where in the world did you come from?" he asked.


"Me?" Ellen dropped her hand and idly picked up a napkin unused by Hartly. "Why do you want to know?"


Luke was embarrassed by his lack of tact. "I mean, I didn't know Horace had a daughter. Where have you been all this time?"


"Well, I told you I was away at school."


Luke nodded. "Right.  But you're not a giddy young school girl just out of college. How old are you?"


Ellen tried to look angry. "I am too just out of college. Of course, it was graduate school.  I might as well admit it.  A big private eye like you'll find out anyway.  I'm 30."


"You don't look 30."


"Thank you, but I am."


"But where have you been all this time?"


Ellen stopped playing with the napkin and reached out for Luke's hands. She took them in hers and rubbed the backs, making little circles with her thumbs. She decided it was time to be serious.


"When my parents' marriage broke up, I went to live with Momma in Atlanta. I was 17 and I thought it was the end of the world.  I grew up without a lot of friends, and didn't date much because I thought, well, it seemed to me that relationships were all doomed." She blushed. "I was very melodramatic back then.  When I graduated from high school, I didn't know what to do with myself, so I worked around the Atlanta area, mostly at temporary jobs for an administrative service. After a couple of years of vegetating, I decided to attend Florida State because I had decided to reunite with Daddy. He always sent me presents and birthday cards, but I hadn't seen him in seven years."


"That's a long time," agreed Luke.


"Yea. I thought he just didn't care who I was, but it turned out I was wrong. Daddy’s quite a bit older than Momma, and I guess the age difference just kept pushing them further apart. They don’t talk at all, now. So after the divorce, Momma just wouldn't let him see me.  I found that out when I stopped in Summitview on my way to Gainesville the first time. Daddy and I had a great time.  I stopped back during most vacations and even spent a summer here, let's see, eight years ago."


Luke was shocked. "But I was here eight years ago.  I didn't see you!"


Ellen blushed again. "Yes, you did.  But I kinda weighed 200-plus pounds at the time."


"Two hundred plus what?"


"Another 20 or 30. I told you I was insecure. And I had pigtails. And braces. But I saw you." She laughed again.  "You even said something to me once, while I was hitting balls on the driving range."


Luke tried to remember, but just couldn't.  "I-I'm sorry, I just don't ..."


"That's all right, really.  I'd rather you remember me this way."


Luke smiled broadly. "How could I ever forget you?  Incidentally, what did I say to you eight years ago this summer?"


Ellen lowered her voice an octave to sound like Luke.  "Keep your head down, young lady."


"Well," Luke shrugged, "it was good advice."


"You know why my head was up?"


"Why?"


"I was watching you."

Chapter Fifteen - Wednesday



Wednesday about 2 p.m., Benny the Butler opened the Conandria double doors just a crack. Then, seeing who was standing on the expansive marble stoop, opened them almost all the way. His eyes widened as he gazed at her, sweeping her from head to foot.



“Cassenberg residence,” he said. “May I help you?” 



“I’d like to speak to Cassy, please,” Ellen Chamberlain said. “I have an appointment.”



“Ah,” Benny nodded. He was speaking to her face, but his eyes had settled permanently on her bust line, which wasn’t all that surprising because, after all, they were right at his eye level. “I see if she here,” he said, and started to bow slightly at the waist.



“Oh, I’m right here,” said Cassy, walking up behind Benny. She bopped him once on the top of the head with the back of her left hand. “Go do some laundry,” she said.



Benny jumped, and then bowed, and turned on his left heel, all in the same motion. And then he was gone, scuttling down the hall. Cassy looked at Ellen. Ellen looked at Cassy. Neither blinked nor turned away.



“Well, I’m here,” said Ellen.



Cassy smiled and reached out, put her left arm carefully on Ellen’s shoulder and made a sweeping motion with her right arm toward the foyer. “I’m sorry. I’ve forgotten my manners. Please come in. It’s so good to see you again, my dear.” 



Ellen stepped through, allowing herself to be guided toward the sitting room. It wasn’t the first time she’d been in the palatial Cassenberg estate, but it was first time she’d been there alone. And now she was here to speak to Cassy, but she wasn’t sure what about. Why had she called? When Cassy had given her that poetry book a couple of days earlier, she’d thought it a nice gesture. When she found the note neatly folded and inserted between pages, she wasn’t sure how nice it really was. 



The note said to call Cassy as soon as she could, that it was important, Cassy had to talk to her. It could be a matter of life and death, the note said.  So, against her better judgment, she called. And now she stood, trying to keep her breathe even and her heart from pounding, facing her true love’s ex-wife. Ellen didn’t know if the meeting involved Luke or the murder. She wasn’t sure which one she’d prefer.



Cassy pointed toward an over-stuffed Queen Anne chair big enough to seat most of Parliament. “Please, have a seat. Be comfortable. Have an ho'erderve.” A silver tray with finger sandwiches lay on an end table closest to the chair.



Ellen sat, perched on the front edge of the chair. Cassy smiled a 24-caret cubic zirconia smile and settled onto the edge of the couch. 



“My, don’t you look lovely today,” said Cassy, shaking her head in admiration. “It’s hard to believe how you’ve changed, my dear. It’s startling, really, a miracle almost. From ugly duckling to beautiful swan. Everyone is so impressed.”



Ellen’s smile was equally as phony as Cassy’s. Almost a grimace. 



“Oh, and you’ve had your teeth done, too!” exclaimed Cassy. “They’re just perfect!” She clapped her hands a couple of time lightly. “I’m so happy for you.”



Ellen made a massive effort to keep from running her tongue across her front teeth, the memory of her braces still strong. 



“You remember me, then,” she said. “It was so long ago, I’m surprised you’d even notice someone as inconsequential as me.” Her hands were in her lap. Ellen hoped Cassy couldn’t see how tightly clenched they were, how white her knuckles were turning.



Cassy shook her head back and forth, slowly. “My dear, of course I remember you. Horace brought you to one of our parties about three, no maybe four years ago, I don’t know, maybe longer. You were visiting from college, I believe. You made quite an impression, after all. Amidst all those beautiful people, you stood out like a, uh …”



“Cinderella?”



Cassy smiled her cardboard smile once again. “Well, before the fairy godmother took over, perhaps.”



Ellen was sure she wasn’t here to discuss her physical transformation, no matter how fascinating it seemed to be to Cassy.



“What do you want to talk to me about?”



Cassy seemed to be studying her manicure. She nodded. “Yes, well, I did ask you to call, didn’t I? I wondered, of course, if you’d found the note, and then I wondered again if you’d call …” She looked up at Ellen through her eyelashes. “… and you did. I’m so glad.”



“Why?”



Cassy stood up and walked toward the fireplace. Suddenly she laughed. “My manners again,“ she purred. “Would you like something to drink? Some tea? Coffee? Something to wash down the sandwiches?”



“I haven’t eaten any sandwiches,” replied Ellen. “What do you want to talk to me about?”



Cassy shrugged. “Suit yourself, my dear. I certainly don’t want to be the one who tempted you back down the road to …”



“What do you want!” Ellen stood up herself. “You said it was life or death. Now what is it?”



Cassy’s lower lip stuck out just a bit, the beginning of a pout. “Please don’t be upset with me. I want us to be friends. After all, we both share the same taste in men, don’t we?”



“Shared,” said Ellen. “Past tense in your case.”



Cassy laughed out loud, shaking her head with glee. “How past tense do you mean, my dear? Say a day, or two?”



“What are you implying?”



“Oh, I’m not implying anything. I’m just stating a fact. Our favorite lover, Luke Samuel, was here with me, in bed.” Her smile became a wicked slash. “Reciting poetry, among other things.”



Ellen tried her best not to look as shocked as she felt. Luke … with Cassy … but …



“But he loves me,” she said, imploringly. “I know he does. He doesn’t feel anything for you. He told me so!”



Cassy walked to the dead center of the room. “Well, actually, I believe you’re probably right,” she said. “We had sex. We didn’t share any loving moments. There is a difference, you know.”



Ellen’s head began to hurt, her temples to pound. She shook her head, slowly. “But why? Why you? Why now?” Her eyes began to tear, her voice trembled.



“Now, now, dear. Don’t fret. If it makes you feel any better, I don’t think it was passion. I think it was desperation.”



Ellen looked at Cassy, obviously confused. “Desperation?”



“Yes. Our days of love and lust have passed us by, I’m afraid, although I do miss his reciting poetry to me.”



“I don’t understand.”



“Of course not,” Cassy said, turning to the loveseat, turning a complete 180 and sitting down, demurely. “I believe my ex-husband and your new boyfriend was searching our, I mean, my house and I walked in on him unexpectedly. Caught him red-handed, as it were, holding one of my scarlet and ebony silk undies.”



“Un-undies?”



“Like I said, I believe he was, how do you say it in PI talk, turning the place?”



“I don’t know any PI talk,” lied Ellen.



“Why should you? A plain Southern Belle like yourself? Atlanta, wasn’t it?”



Ellen waited for Cassy to say something more. Cassy waited for Ellen to ask the next question. Cassy reached to her right and picked up a mahogany cigarette case from the leather-tooled end table, took out an English Oval, lit it with a bronze table lighter shaped like a carousel horse. It took both of her hands to hold it. She drew the smoke in deeply and let it ease out between her lips. Ellen glanced around the huge room, taking in the marble floor, the Turkish carpets, the gold mirrors, the over-the-top luxury, and realized that it was Cassy, not Luke, who was desperate. What an expensive cage she lived in. What an opulent prison. The silence stretched to a full, agonizing minute. Then Ellen spoke.



“I don’t understand any of this!” She was, of course, lying again.



Cassy crossed her legs, pleased that Ellen blinked first. “No?”



“No,” Ellen replied. “I don’t.”



“I thought perhaps, since the two of you have become such an item, that our Lukie might have mentioned to you what he was looking for here, or perhaps what he found?”



Suddenly, Ellen understood. It was her turn to break into a cold smile. So she did.



“I don’t know, unless …”



“Unless what?” Cassy uncrossed her legs and leaned forward on the edge of the loveseat. “What?” She dropped a smoldering cigarette ash on the hand-embroidered carpet.



Ellen got to her feet. “Well, Lukie is investigating Bruce’s murder, you know,” she said, turning toward the foyer. “Perhaps he was looking for evidence.”



Cassy stared. “Did he find, I mean, why would he look here?”



Ellen picked up a finger sandwich and walked to the door, her back to Cassy. She turned part way around and looked over her shoulder. “How would I know?” She took a bite. “I’m just an ugly duckling. I’ll see myself out.”



As Ellen closed the door behind her, she didn’t see Cassy fling the half-smoked cigarette butt at her. 


As far as Luke knew, nothing happened on Wednesday.  It rolled on without anyone phoning Luke, punching Luke, framing Luke, jailing Luke, or trying to shoot him.  It was a good day. He put the whole mess out of his conscious mind as best he could because he needed to get rid of a continuing migraine headache.  


If not the best, it was at least the quietest day Luke had in two weeks.  Wednesday afternoon he played a leisurely 18 with Skipper.  Wednesday evening he ate a hot meal washed down by a couple of Mich Lights.  And Wednesday night he got a decent night's sleep.  It made Luke remember how quiet all their lives had been before Bruce's murder.  


Thursday morning, while eating toast and spilling coffee, Luke let himself start thinking about the case again.  He thought he'd figured the whole thing out. Then why were Benny the butler's phone calls buzzing in his head?  Who was he talking Japanese to?  Luke could believe Benny had a steady piece down at The Beast, steady as his paycheck anyway.  Why was he calling Benning Realty?  Or was he calling The Beast and someone else calling the realty?  Luke was rubbing his temples again when the phone rang.


"Duffy's Tavern ... Duffy ain't in," Luke said.


"Luke, this is Pauly. Ellen said you wanted me to call ya."


"Yea, Pauly, thanks, man. My concentration's not the best this morning."


"This case gettin' ya down, ol' buddy?"


"Way down. And it won't stop until we solve it. What have you got for me this morning?"


"Nothing much. I'm still working on tracking down Benny the butler.”


“You’re psychic,” said Luke. “I was just thinking about him.”


Pauly continued. “You know how sometimes a guy's past just disappears?"


Luke opened his eyes.  "Usually just the bad guys."


"Yea, usually. Not always. But a PI can always find a history. Benny sorta just kinda suddenly appears around here about a year ago. But I got some friends in immigration workin' on it for me. Something'll come up."


"Pauly, I need a favor."


"Shoot."


"I gotta go down to The Beast tonight and try to find out who Benny's been burning up the phone lines with. And to tell ya the truth, The Beast is one place I don't want to go into alone."


Pauly laughed. "What'za matter, big guy?  Too much golf and crumpets with the society crowd?  Ya going soft on me?"


"Soft, huh?  I'll show ya soft.  I'll match drinks and 8-Ball with you tonight.  We'll see who's soft."


Pauly was really rolling now. Luke could hear him laughing that bray of his even though he obviously put the phone down, probably to keep from dropping it. There hadn't been a day or night in the 10 years or so Luke had known Pauly that anyone in the Western world could out-drink or out-shoot the little guy in pool. Certainly not Luke.


Pauly regained his composure. "What time, Mosconi?"


"Actually, Pauly, I'll meet you across the street from The Beast, over at the Oasis around 9 o'clock."


"Over at Woscoe's Owasis?"  Pauly was having trouble holding on to the phone again.


"Yea, at Roscoe's Oasis. At nine."


Luke couldn't understand Pauly's reply through all the guffaws and howls. But he knew Pauly would be there.


"The Beast" is not the bar's real name, but that's what everybody calls it. That is, when they acknowledge that it even exists. Even the best communities, even ones that are basically idyllic and bucolic like Summitview, have places they don't want to claim. The Beast is one of those places.  


It's real name is the "18 East Lounge."  It's out on County Route 18 east of town, just far enough to be out of the city limits. Originally it was just a big rectangular tavern with a bar and a dance floor and a couple of pool tables just like countless other little roadside bars in northern Florida. About a dozen years ago, a gal named Marge Bargelow and her husband, Sven, came down from of all places, New Jersey, and bought out the business.  Sven opened up a pizza and beer restaurant across the road out of a big modular building, and Marge operated The 18 East Lounge.  They lived in a trailer behind the lounge.  


It wasn't too bad a place, just kinda out of the way.  Sven's Oasis, as he called it, made pretty good pizza, played Waylon and Willie on the jukebox, and kept the longnecks cold.  Pretty soon, though, Marge began to run afoul of the law, as well as her husband. The 18 East Lounge, complete with brand new flashing neon signs with clinking cocktail glasses, introduced dancing girls so patrons could have something to look at while drinking their brew.  She moved in about eight-or-10 used trailers for the girls to live in, expanded the right end of the building so she could put in a half-dozen new pool tables, bought the fanciest mahogany and glass bar ever seen outside of Virginia City, and built a stage where the dance floor used to be, complete with a single mirror eight feet tall and 10 feet wide so the girls could look at themselves while dancing.  And patrons could see both sides at once.


Large Marge, as she was now called, felt that Sven was taking away her business by selling beer across the road.  Sven was afraid that Marge was falling back into the business she was in when he met her in Jersey. She was.  Within about a year of their dual grand openings, sirens and flashing lights on patrol cars became a nightly occurrence in the parking lot at 18 East. The word was soon out.  Dancers were doing more than dancing, and trailers were being used for more than sleeping.  


The county closed her down once, but only 30 days for a liquor violation. Soon, Large Marge and Sven were holding screaming contests, throwing crockery and being visited by the constabulary on domestic patrol nearly as often as the place was being raided for prostitution.  



Something had to give. It was Sven. Sven vent. One day the doors at Sven's Oasis were boarded shut and Sven was no where to be seen. Literally. He didn't take his clothes.  The police searched the place, but couldn't find a thing.  Large Marge said he just up and left without saying where he was going, but not before signing over his share of the Oasis to her.  None of the girls remembered seeing him leave.  None of the patrons remembered him biding them adieu.


The Summit County police still view his disappearance as a probable homicide.  Luke got involved in it a little when one of Summitview's matrons, who apparently had more than a passing relationship with the Swede, hired him to find Sven. That was a couple of years later, and there was no trail to track.


The Oasis was sold to Roscoe Simons, a grand black gentleman who began cooking absolutely the best barbecue ever eaten in these parts.  Roscoe is a retired Air Force master sergeant who spent his military years as the best cook ever to tie a white apron over a blue uniform.  Only a fool would eat anywhere else.  


Soon, there was a curious dichotomy developing on County Road 18 east of Summitview.  The best and brightest stopped at Roscoe's Oasis to eat.  The worst and dingiest stopped at the 18 East Lounge to do, uh, other things.  


It was just about this time that the neon signs at the Lounge all got busted in a late-night brawl. Money must have been scarce, because Large Marge, larger than ever, hired one of her customers to paint a new sign. She hired Black Jack Staples, whose name wasn't even Jack.  He was called Black Jack after Jack Daniels, which he had an abundance of the day he painted the sign.  He managed to get the "1" and the "8" so close together they looked like a capital "B."  And the "EAST" was so close to the "8" that the whole thing spelled out "BEAST LOUNGE."  It's been so ever since.


This was where Pauly and Luke Samuel were going.  Except for that short-lived investigation, Luke had never been inside and never at night.  Apparently Benny the butler had, shall we say, intimate knowledge of the place.


Pauly was waiting at Roscoe's Oasis when Luke got there, finishing up a plate of barbecue ribs. He waved, juice dripping from his chin.


"God, this stuff is great!" he exclaimed as Luke sat down. "Roscoe is a genius."  Pauly wiped his chin with his sleeve and burped loudly. His napkin was still folded smartly by his plate, somehow clean as new, a shining island in a sea of brown, sticky debris. It must have been sitting in the eye of the hurricane.


Luke explained to Pauly what they were looking for, and, after Luke paid for the meal, they strolled nonchalantly across Route 18. Music was blaring so loud they could hear it before they reached the end of Roscoe's parking lot.  It was dusk, but the two oversized spotlights that shone on "THE BEAST" sign were already blazing.  Luke looked at Pauly and, shaking his head, turned the knob and pushed open the door. They stepped inside.


As Luke's eyes adjusted to the dark, he was assaulted by one of the worst smells he'd ever encountered.  It smelled like every known cheap perfume from every known cheap hooker in every known cheap whorehouse in every known cheap part of town in the world.  And worse, it was somehow all mixed up with a base smell reminiscent of pinesol.  Luke almost gagged. Pauly didn't even notice.


"There's a table," yelled Pauly.


Luke couldn't hear anything but heavy metal rock music since they were standing next to a speaker six feet tall.


"Over there!"


"What?"


Pauly pulled Luke by the shoulder and pushed him gently toward an empty table along the far wall. As they got past the speaker, Pauly leaned close and said, "A table.  Over there. Me, you, sit down. Have beer. Meet lady.  Ugh."


Luke's smile was as sarcastic as he could make it. "Yea, thanks, Hiawatha."


As they sat, Luke looked around the room to get his bearings. Fifteen feet or so in front of the entrance door was the longest bar he'd ever seen.  It had to be 40 feet from end to end.  At one time it was absolutely gorgeous, but now it was scarred, scratched, graffitied, stained, and pocked with cigarette burns. The mirror behind it, which ran the whole length of the bar, was so dirty you could hardly see a reflection.  To the left of the bar was an open area with a few rickety tables and crippled chairs, some occupied, but most empty.  Past the tables was a stage raised three feet above the floor with chairs and tables scattered around its edges. The biggest one-piece mirror in the world was behind it.


More chairs and tables led back along the front wall to the door.  Past the door to their left was a huge archway that led into the pool hall. Past it, a dozen pool tables sat waiting for competition, all facing slightly different directions, none exactly parallel to another. One or two grungy looking types were playing nine-ball, while one of the bar girls sat straddling a corner, daring them to sink the nine ball in her pocket.  It probably would have fit, too.  Another big archway led into the main room. Luke and Pauly were sitting right next to it.


There wasn't, Luke noticed, a window in the place. He looked closer and realized he was wrong.  There were windows, but they were all painted black. And closed. Four mis-matched ceiling fans attempted to circulate the stifling air.


"What a great place," Luke said to Pauly. "Why haven't you taken me here before?"


A female form appeared out of the smog. She looked about 30, but she could have been anywhere from 18 to 45.  She had curly dark hair which hung in rivulets down her bare back and across her painted forehead.  Yes, painted.  There was enough make-up on this bimbo to hide a case of leprosy.  She was wearing, basically, a scarf.  Whatever was under it was losing the battle of the bulge.


"Hi, ya'll," she called out in a slow Southern drawl as transparent as her costume, "can I get you somethin' to drink, or somethin'?"  She winked at Luke when she said the second "somethin'."


Pauly stood up and took her hand, held it in his nicotine-stained paw, looked longingly in her eyes, and kissed it slowly.  


She giggled, reached out with her other hand and grabbed his crotch, gently. "Why, honey," she drawled, "I bet you want more than just a drink, don'tcha?"  


He smiled at her again, showing his coffee-stained teeth. "Maybe later, pumpkin, but how about bringing us a couple of draft lights, okay?"


She giggled again and let go of his privates.  She twittered like a bird and replied, "Why sure, you handsome thang, you.  I'll be right back."


"Pauly," Luke said, as the hooker slash waitress sidled away "this is a whole new side of you I never knew existed."


Pauly rearranged himself and sat down. "Hey, buddy, I never said I hadn't been here before."


While the, er, waitress was gone, the volume of the music suddenly lowered.  A rough female voice called out over the PA system. "And now, for your entertainment, direct from the Orient where she just finished working under most of the biggest names in Japan ... yes, that's right, the whole Japanese National Sumo Wrestling Team ... I, Large Marge Bargelow, proudly present the vivacious, the titillating, the cooze of the Orient, Miss Mi Sin!"


The music started up again as a young girl, just out of her teens it seemed, climbed three steps up to the stage and walked out into the light. She was the last thing Luke expected to find at The Beast. She was incredibly beautiful. Her long black hair flowed over her shoulders and down both the front and rear of her kimono. She wore four-inch stiletto heels, but moved in perfect rhythm, never losing her balance. She smiled and her smile fought the spotlight for supremacy, and won. She danced with a sensuous grace, making even the raucous music sound mellow.


Pauly's waitress slunk up, holding a tray with two drafts and a wine glass filled with green liquid. She plunked it down on the table, grabbed a chair, scooted it between them, and sat down.


"Well, boys, here I am," she said. "You did want to buy me a drink, didn't ya?" She grabbed both of them by an arm.


Pauly scooted over closer to her. "Anything for you, doll," he said, reaching for his beer. "Luke, hey Luke, let me introduce you to my friend here. This is Sue Falls."


Luke suppressed a laugh. "Sue Falls?"


"That's right. Sue Falls, but not for a dollar." She leaned over close.  "But she has been known to go down for a 10-spot.  I'm sure privileged to meet ya, Luke.  Pauly's told me a lot about you."


Luke stared at Pauly with incredulity spread over his face almost as deep as Sue's make-up. "You already know her?"


Pauly put his arm around her naked shoulder. "Sue is one of the original Marge's girls. She's been here for more than 10 years. If you need to know anything, she's the one to ask."


Luke had almost forgotten why they came there in the first place. "Oh, right, great. Yea, Sue, do you know a little Japanese guy named Benny?  He's the butler for Cash Cassenberg. I think he might frequent this place somewhat."


She laughed, this time a genuine one. "Somewhat? Benny the butler virtually lives here."  


Luke noticed she'd lost her Scarlett O'Hara accent as well as her brassy guffaw. "Does he uh, frequent any particular uh, waitress? I mean, more than any other, uh, dancer?"


Sue leaned over and patted Luke's knee, reassuringly.  "Look, Mr. Goodyear, we all know what goes on here. You can call us hookers.  It's okay. Just don't call us whores.  It's really not so terrible.  Most of our girls can't cook, can't type, some can barely read. The only job skill they got is between their legs. They wouldn't make a living nowhere else."


She recognized the condescending look on Luke's mug and sighed. "I know, you don't understand. But that's okay.  Just realize that we're protected in this establishment, kept happy, well-paid and satisfied. Marge is one hell of a woman. She looks after us. This is a safe place for a lot of girls who never had much safety in their lives."


Luke started to argue, but realized it was fruitless.  "What about Benny?  Who's his favorite girl?"


Sue pointed to the stage.  "Right there. Mi Sin. That's not her real name, of course, and not what Benny calls her, just her stage name. Little Benny and Mi Sin have been dating for months now. I think they're serious, too.  At least I hope so, because she is." Sue took a sip of her green wine and sighed.  "It's awful hard to find true love at The Beast. Just ask me."


Luke looked back at the stage, just in time to see Mi Sin drop her kimono at the feet of a whooping, cursing, lumberjack from over at the Funiak Forest Pine Reserve.  Clumsily he grabbed for her, but she had already moved gracefully away and was swaying with the music at the middle of the stage, out of arm’s length. She was wearing nothing but pasties and an emerald g-string.


"She doesn't strip all the way," said Sue. "She's the only dancer here who won't show it all, including me, if you're lucky. And, you'll be interested to know, she doesn't hook either."


"Marge try to force her to show more?"


"Marge tells her that when she's ready, she'll do it.  Not before. The same with taking guys out to the trailers. If she's ready for it, she'll do it. But I don't think she ever will."


Just then, the door opened and Benny himself walked in. He was dressed to the nines, button-down shirt, bow tie, and jacket. If he'd have had a mustache, he'd have looked just like the little guy on a Monopoly game board.  He walked briskly over to the stage and stood by one of the tables, reached into his pocket and pulled out a dollar bill. He reached out and gave it to Mi Sin. She took it, tucked it into the side of her g-string, and bowed to him.  He bowed back. The sparse audience applauded, mixed with hoots and catcalls. Benny sat down at the nearest table and watched his love dance to the music.


Luke was satisfied that he'd learned what he wanted to know. Benny was making calls to Mi Sin, not to Benning Realty.  Chief Jack must have gotten it mixed up. Someone else at the Cassenberg mansion must be making those calls. Luke made a mental note to ask Jack about it next time he saw him. In the meantime, there wasn’t any more to do at The Beast. Benny was obviously innocent. It wasn't a crime to be in love. Luke drained his beer and turned to Pauly, who was attempting to stick his tongue in Sue's ear.


"Pauly, now stop it, Pauly!"  She giggled and pushed him away. Luke noticed the drawl had returned, sticky as ever. "Drink your beer.  You know there's no dessert without buying the meal."


Pauly laughed, too. "But Sue, honey, I can't, not right now. I'm on duty, ain't I, boss?"


Luke reached over and, this time, put his hand reassuringly on Sue's shoulder. "Thanks for your help tonight, Sue. I hope everything stays okay for you." However, as he got closer, he noticed some dark splotches under her make-up, one just under her right cheekbone, one at the corner of her mouth. Bruises. Someone had been beating her badly enough that even the pancake couldn't hide it. She must have realized where Luke was looking because her hand came swiftly up to her face and covered her cheek.  Luke frowned.  "Are you really okay?"


Sue's stricken look showed Luke that she wasn't.  


"Is Marge doing this to you?"


"Marge?  God, no, not Marge. I told you she's good to us. No. It's, it's my boyfriend.  He sometimes lets my profession get the better of him and gets mad.  I can handle it. Really."


Luke was about to say something serious and meaningful when the front door opened again.  Someone took up the whole doorway. He had a rifle in one arm. Before Luke could say, "Who's that?", Sue slunk down behind the table.  "Oh, shit," she said, "it's Brawny."


It's not a good sign when a girl sitting at your table suddenly says, "Oh shit," and hides.


Brawny stood at the door, waving the rifle over his head. "Sue!" he yelled. "Sue Falls!  Where are you?  I'm gonna kill us both!"


Luke and Pauly ducked down behind the table with Sue.  Luke looked at her, his nerves jumping. "Who the hell is that?"


"My boyfriend.  Brawny Disteldink.  I just told you about ..."


"Disteldink?  A big, mean dude like that named Disteldink?  No wonder he's pissed. We got to get outa here."


Sue grabbed Luke's sleeve. "Don't let him see me. He came in earlier, but I wasn't here. I was, well, I was out back in a trailer. Now he's drunk and he's gonna kill me!"


"SUE FALLS!  Where are you?  I know you're not back fucking in your trailer, so you gotta be in here. Show your face so I can shoot your tits off!"


Luke looked over the top of the table and saw Large Marge walking swiftly out from behind the bar toward Brawny.  She stopped inches away from him. She was almost as big as he was, actually a tad broader. "Give me that goddamned gun and get the fuck out of my bar," she said, calmly, "or I'll have to kick your ass."


Brawny stared at her. She stared back. Just as Luke thought Marge was gonna stare him down, Brawny shook his head, growled, and hit Marge with the butt end of the rifle, square in the middle of her forehead. She fell like a dead weight. Pandemonium broke out with the subtlety of Hiroshima. Patrons were screaming, dancers were crying, bodies were scurrying everywhere. Luke heard the sound of glass breaking and saw two bozos leap out a broken window, leaving parts of their clothes behind. Benny and Mi Sin ran behind the bar.  


Brawny yelled again. "SUE FALLS!  Come out right now or I'll shoot up this whole damn bar!"


"Is there a back way outa here?" asked Pauly.


Sue nodded. "Yea, behind the bar.  There's kinda an escape hatch. It's only about four feet tall, but you can't miss it.  Hell, it's probably wide open by now."


Brawny started shooting as they started crawling toward the bar. His first shot shattered the gigantic mirror behind the stage. His next shot exploded the jukebox, stopping the music in mid-screech.  


"I mean it!" he yelled.


"I think he does," said Pauly.  


They finally reached the end of the bar. The only way to get behind it was from the other side. They scurried along the floor like mice, keeping their heads and asses down as best they could. As they got to the far end of the bar, only about six feet from freedom, Pauly punched Luke in the arm.  "You two go on and escape. I'm staying. I can't let this big sonofabitch destroy a landmark."


"A landmark?"


"Yea, sorta.  You two go on, I'm gonna sneak up on him."


Luke patted Sue on her shawl. "Shit," he said, "I got Pauly into this. I can't let him get shot all by himself.  You run across the road to Roscoe's Oasis. Hopefully, we'll meet you there."
 She scurried behind the bar and out of sight.


"Okay, white knight," Luke said, "what's your plan?"


They ducked again as another shot rang out over their heads.  Brawny was now using the bottles on the wall behind the bar for target practice.  Flying wet glass was everywhere.


"Follow me," said Pauly.


They resumed their scurrying, scraping across the filthy wood floor until they came to the archway leading to the pool room.  They crawled through, hearing shots ring out through the nearly deserted bar. The floor was now linoleum.  Not cleaner, just smoother.  They crawled from one pool table to another until they were at the archway nearest the front door. Brawny was standing with his back to them, reloading. Pauly picked up a pool cue lying on the floor, handed it to Luke tip first, and picked up another.  "Now," he said.


They stood up, standing on either side of Brawny. "Hey, redneck," Pauly said, "you really got a disteldick?"


Brawny stopped reloading and stood still. Luke and Pauly took full swings with the pool cues and hit Brawny on either side of the head, as hard as they physically could.  Both cues broke, pieces of splintered wood flying into the next room and rattling around the nearest pool tables. But nothing happened. Brawny just slowly turned around and stared at them. He had no pupils in his eyes.


"You assholes seen Sue?" he asked.


"Oh-h-h-h....shi-i-i-t!" they yelled, bolting past Brawny and out the front door. They headed in a frenzy to Roscoe's. When they got there, the place was packed. Sue opened the door and let the two deflated heroes fly in.


"Did you get him?" she asked.


"Do we look like it?" Pauly replied, winded and as scared as Luke had ever seen him. Luke didn't look too damn good, either.


"Come over and sit down at the bar and have a cold one.  You guys look like you need it." It was Lanky Talbert, the bartender at Roscoe's. "What the hell's going on over there?"


"Some giant guy is shooting up the place, yelling for Sioux Falls," answered one of the multitude in the room.  "Hell, he can't get much further away from South Dakota!"


The guy's inanity broke the tension in the room and everyone laughed.


"I better call the cops," said Lanky.


A chorus of "no, shit no, don't do that" rang out. Lanky looked out across the multitude and understood. The hookers certainly didn't want the police to come out to The Beast. The patrons, some of whom were part of the landed gentry, the social upper crust, the society fathers of Summitview, definitely didn't want the police called in and interviewing them.  If their wives ever found out where they spent their evenings ...


Luke and Pauly had to think of something else. They looked out across the road to see what Brawny was doing. The front door of The Beast opened and Brawny came out, still carrying his rifle. He raised it above his head and screamed something unintelligible. He then proceeded to shoot out the windows of the cars in the parking lot, causing an immediate reaction from the group at Roscoe's.


"Oh, no, not my pickup!"


"My wife is going to kill me!"


One old geezer in a three-piece suit tried to rush the door. "Shoot me," he yelled, "don't shoot the Volvo!"  The crowd held him back.


"Somebody do something," cried out another fear-stricken auto owner.


"Wait here," said Lanky. "I'll be right back."


Lanky lived in a trailer just to the left of Roscoe's Oasis. That way, he could open and close and act as night watchman, as well. It was a good job for Lanky because he had no family, just the group at Roscoe's.  He ran out the side door and into his trailer. A moment later he returned, his arms full of rifles, 22s, 30-ought-sixes, over-and-unders. "Here," he said, "everybody grab a gun."


"Now wait a minute, Lanky," Luke said, "you surely don't want us to shoot him."


"No, of course not.  Just force him back inside before he starts shooting up the cars in our lot."


And they did. It looked like a scene from a dime western. Marshall Dillon, though, never tried not to shoot someone.  The uh, posse sneaked out through the front door, hid behind cars, and started to shoot at Brawny. Heads were bobbing up all over. Unfortunately, Brawny started shooting back.


Luke turned to Pauly, who was hunched down behind his Pinto.  "You know, if he was trying to shoot someone, he could have slaughtered a dozen guys by now."


Pauly thought for a sec.  "You're right.  He may be crazy, but he ain't stupid."


Just then, Brawny decided to duck back into The Beast.  A cheer went up from the posse.  Luke looked at Pauly again.  "I don't know about you, but I'm getting out of this B movie."


Pauly gave him the thumbs up. They put their rifles down, crawled around to their cars, opened the doors, revved those babies up, and headed for home.  As they turned the curve outside of Summitview, a convoy of police cars sped past them going the other way. Somebody made the call after all.  The funny thing was, Luke actually hoped none of the girls got into any trouble, especially Sue. As for Benny and Mi Sin, they were just two kids in love, using the telephone in lieu of traditional Japanese courtship.  At least Luke had an answer to his question.    

Chapter Sixteen – The love match


Friday evening, the night before the big match, found Luke hoping to retire early and get some badly-needed sleep.  At eight o'clock, though, he was still at Griffon Lakes, supping with the Irregulars, basking in their confidence and good cheer.


He only wished he shared their enthusiasm.


As Luke was getting up from the table, Ellen rose, too. "Are we leaving now, honey?"


Luke looked at her and smiled. "I am," he replied.


"Not alone," she answered, carefully laying her folded napkin on the table. "Tonight, we leave together, just like old married folks."


The Irregulars chuckled between themselves, as Ellen used that forbidden word. She put her arm in Luke's and turned him toward the door. He didn't resist very strongly.


"All right," Luke said, kinda under his breath, "but I need to go to sleep tonight, understand?  No hanky.  No panky.  And no poetry."


"No poetry?"


"Not a Machiavellian meter."


"Bye boys," she said to the table, "I'll take good care of the new club champ."


"Sssh, every time someone says that I end up buying a round."


They left arm in arm, but in different cars. And that ain't easy.


A half-hour later they plunked down on Luke's once-over-stuffed couch. Luke reached for the TV remote. Ellen grabbed his hand before it got to the black rectangle.


"No, no TV," she murmured, cuddling closer, "let's just talk."


"But there's a golf tournament on," Luke protested.


"No," she replied, petulantly.


Luke raised an eyebrow slightly.  "Game-of-the-Week?"


She shook her head.


"Pro bowling?"


She frowned.


"The American Gladiators are on cable."


She reached out her hand as if to caress, or slug him, but at the last second, grabbed the remote and heaved it across the room.


"Absolutely not," she said.


Luke watched it sail over the sawed-off golf bag he used for a wastebasket and thump onto a pile of old Golf Digests. At least he knew where he could find it day-after-tomorrow. If there was a day-after-tomorrow.


Ellen looked up at Luke with love in her eyes, mixed with concern.


"Are you going to be all right tomorrow?"


"Sure," Luke said nonchalantly, as if he believed it.  "No problem. We've got a plan."


"Who?  You and the Irregulars?  The same bozos who couldn't follow the plans to hook the VCR up to the VIP Lounge TV?"


"Where'd you hear about that?"


"It's legendary."


"Well, we got help from Jack McGarvey.  And besides, the directions were written in French."


Ellen leaned over and kissed the tip of Luke's nose.  "Ooh, I love French." She kissed his nose again.  "They were probably in English on the other side, silly."


"Well, we figured that out. After a while."


"After a case of beer?"


Luke knew Ellen was kidding, just trying to keep things light so he wouldn't worry too much about the match, but his nerves were vibrating kinda close to the surface.  So, rather than say something stupid, he got up and started pacing.


Ellen watched in silence as Luke stopped to gaze out the dining room window.  She watched as he walked to the corner of the living room, leaned over, picked up the remote and tossed it on the never-over-stuffed chair.  


She stood up, reached over and turned off the golf-ball-shaped table lamp by the sofa.  The only light in the room came from the streetlight outside. And the fixture in the hall leading to the bedroom.


She crossed over to Luke and stopped just an arm's length away. Slowly, she unbuttoned her cotton blouse. She wasn't wearing a bra. She put her hands on Luke's chest.


"You'll catch your death of cold dressed like that," Luke said, picking up her hands in his and kissing the back of each one, right then left, then the right one again.


A shiver passed through her, just enough to make her nipples stand out, but Luke don't think it was a cold shiver.


"No hanky?" she asked, removing her hands carefully from Luke's and pulling each snap on his shirt, starting at the bottom.


"Ah-h-h, no hanky."


"No panky?" she asked, taking a lapel in each hand and sliding Luke's shirt over his shoulders.


"Ah-h-h, no, no panky, neither."


"No poetry?" she asked, leaning over and lightly kissing Luke's nipples, every bit as erect as hers.


"No-no, uh, poetry, either.  Absolutely no poetry."


She clicked her tongue.  "My, my ... you'll catch your death of cold dressed like that."


Luke leaned over as she tilted her head back slightly, letting him kiss her, softly. Her arms crept around Luke's neck. Her half-naked body rubbed against his as they momentarily forgot that all mammals have to breathe.


Their lips parted, just enough for Luke to say, "No poetry. But maybe some hanky."


She kissed him again.


"Definitely some panky."


Her laugh was deep in her throat, bubbling like an alto serenade.


"Say, Ellen, do you mind if I ask you an important question?"


"Anything."


"This is important."


"Ask away."


"Do you know the difference between an over-lapping and an inter-locking grip?"


Ellen smiled. "The over-lapping is a Varden, silly.  My major was Sports Management."


Luke picked her up and carried her down the hall to the master bedroom.


Making love to Ellen Chamberlain, Luke found, was as different from having sex with Cassy Cassenberg as, well, an ocean cruise is from a roller-coaster ride. The coaster is exhilarating, but you end up more scared than satisfied. With Ellen, the ride was long and slow and smooth, like gentle waves hitting the Love Boat, rocking him, soothing him, enveloping him in layers of warm bliss.


Luke could hear her whimper, and gurgle, and moan. He could feel her body heat rise as surely as old Phil, as they rolled on through the evening, sharing their souls and their bodies, uniting as only two people in love can really meld into one.


It was magic. It was electric. It was love. And it was even a little bit of desperation, as they both hoped their first time wouldn't be their last time.


When they were through, Luke wiped the sweat from the corner of his right eye as Ellen lay on his chest, her chestnut hair sticking to his shoulder, his arm, his pillow.  Luke tried to listen to his breathing becoming shallower, but the only sound he heard was Ellen's.  She was sobbing.


"Hey, hey," Luke said, smoothing the damp strands of auburn hair. "I'll be all right.  I promise."


"I have a confession to make," she said, her lips brushing his neck as she spoke.


"Don't tell me," Luke said, making his usual lame attempt at levity. "You're the murderess. You killed Bruce when you found out we were gay lovers."


She hit Luke with her fist, right in the middle of his chest.  


"You fool," she replied, "can't you take anything seriously?"


Luke grabbed her little fist in his right hand. "I'm sorry, bad joke. What's your confession?"


"I love you so much, Luke Samuel Goodyear.  I can't imagine living without you."


"I'll be all right!"


"Listen to me, stupido.  I love you so much, I've done a foolish thing, maybe."


"What?"


"I stopped taking my pill."


"Why?"


"Just in case I lose you tomorrow, I wanted a chance to keep a part of you with me forever."


"Damn," Luke said, "you can have any part of me you want. I signed a donor card."


She tried to hit him again, but he was still holding her hand. Her other was pinned under her fantastic body.


"Oh, I hate you sometimes," she pouted.


Luke let go of her hand and picked a stray hair from her cheek and deposited it gently on her mane.


Luke looked long and hard into her green eyes, and made a decision.  "I have a confession to make, too."


"What?"


"Well, when I was rousting the Cassenberg mansion, I kinda got rousted myself, sorta.  By Cassy.  We kind of did it, you know what I mean?"


"It?"


"You know, the belly bump.  Sorta like what you and I just did, only with a world less meaning."


"Why are you telling me this?"


"It's just that I think you should know. After all, it was after we started dating, and I don't want you to find out later, and I'm sorry, you know, that it happened, and it won't happen again ..."


Ellen smiled, thinking back to her audience with Cassy at Conandria. "I know it won't," she said. "I've got the poetry book."


It was Luke's turn to smile. This girl was really something. "Well, if there's a chance we might be bringing another Goodyear into this world, we probably ought to get married, don't you think?"


She began sobbing again. "When?"


"Whenever you want."


"Tonight."


Luke smiled. "There is such as thing as a license, and blood tests, and stuff like that, you know."


"Mrs. Luke Samuel Goodyear," she said. "Ellen Chamberlain Goodyear. Mrs. Ellen C. Goodyear.  Mrs."


"Go to sleep, my Irish rose. We'll make plans after the match."


She faded off after a minute or so, still murmuring "Mrs. Luke, Mrs. Ellen, Mrs. Goodyear."


Luke faded off, too, wondering why love and tomorrow's match had to happen so close together.

Chapter Seventeen – The final match


Saturday, the 28th of August, shone as bright as a proverbial new penny.  The sun was shining through wispy little clouds so thin they barely diffused the light.  It was what pilots call a "high sky." The temperature was supposed to hit the high 90s later in the afternoon, but a slight north breeze helped keep the heat manageable.  When Luke reached the course, about eight, the parking lot was already full of cars. More were pulling in. Luckily, the two competitors had reserved spots by the clubhouse. Luke pulled his little red Escort GT in like he was important or something.


Hartly's pick-up truck was already parked in the space next to Luke's. As he alighted from his snazzy, yet inexpensive, sports sedan, Nick Adena came walking up and patted Luke on the shoulder. "Don't you lean in there and grab those clubs," he said, "that's a caddie’s job."


He reached into the sorta trunk, grabbed Luke's sticks and brought them out to the light of day. He immediately began counting them. "Twelve, thirteen, fourteen ... okay, just making sure there are no screw-ups today," he said.


Luke was mildly surprised that Nick was displaying such enthusiasm. "If it's this much fun," Luke said, "we should all quit our jobs and become caddies."


Nick smiled, his teeth glowing white in contrast to his dark face. "Luke, my friend, there are many times when I wish what you say could be true. Life would be so much simpler."


Nick stood and watched as Luke put on his spikes, grabbed a couple extra towels, and shut the hood. "You're looking good, just like Demaret," Nick said.


"You're showing your age, Nick," Luke laughed.


They walked toward the clubhouse.  


Jimmy Demaret was a real character in the bygone days of professional golf, known for his stellar play and color-coordinated outfits. He was a great golfer, as well, winning 30 PGA tournaments, including the Masters three times. And like Jimmy D., Luke did look good.  He was wearing a red-and-pink striped golf shirt with the Griffon Lakes crest emblazoned on the left chest pocket.  His slacks were bright red, cotton and polyester, held up by a light tan alligator belt.  His socks were the same shade of pink as the major part of his shirt. And he was wearing brand new white Foot-Joys. On his head there sat a white Ben Hogan cap, tilted at a jaunty angle.  


Luke had this outfit in his closet for two years, ever since he bought it at the Nevada Bob's anniversary sale in Pensacola, just waiting for a club championship. Of course, the thought had also occurred to him that the red might not show the blood quite so much.


They got to the pro shop. Nick put Luke's clubs down on the rack. A group of about 50 spectators stood by the entrance to the men's locker room, and began to applaud as Luke appeared. He didn't know what to do, so he tipped his cap.


"Good luck, Luke," someone said.


"Thanks," he replied.


"Hit 'em good," someone else yelled.


"Thanks," he replied.


"Knock 'em dead," someone else called out.


"Ah, yea," he stammered, "dead."


Nick and Luke went on inside. They took the clubs with them, just in case one of the madding crowd wanted souvenirs. Inside the locker room there was sheer pandemonium. Men in bermuda shorts wandered around next to men in suits. Luke spied Horace pushing his way through people. "Horace," Luke called, "over here."


Horace saw him, and hurried over. "My god," he said, "there must be 500 people here! How are we ever going to keep an eye of you-know-who with all these vultures hanging about?"


Luke looked around. "Vultures?" 


"Of course. You don't think all these people, most of whom don't even live in Summitview, came out here today to see golf, do you?  They're hoping for another murder."


"Gee, Horace," Luke remarked, "that makes me feel a lot better."


It was still more than two hours until match time, so they pushed their way around people who either slapped Luke on the back amidst thundering words of encouragement, or flashed camera strobes in his face. They were heading for Horace's office, a sanctuary in the sea of humanity that was bursting the Griffon Lakes clubhouse to the seams. Just before they got there, though, they heard a disturbance in the hallway outside the kitchen.  Luke and Horace stopped and tried to see what was happening.  


Hartly was shoving people out of his way like Godzilla slashing through Tokyo meter maids. Bodies were flying in all directions.


"I hope you lose, you big ape," yelled someone.


"Choke, you giant geek," yelled another.


"Who you calling a 'geek', you son-of-an-asshole?" screamed Hartly in return, reaching for some poor bystander who was obviously too scared to have said anything.


"Hartly!"  Luke called out, "over here!"


The livid linkster looked around, spotted Luke and Horace, and, after tossing the poor shit somewhere down the crowded hallway, stomped their way. "Jesus Christ," he exclaimed, "what is this, a fucking circus?"


"Yea," Luke replied, "three ring, with a goddamn freak show attached."


The threesome ducked into Horace's office and sat down, heavily, in brown leather chairs. Luke broke the ice.  "Well, Hartly, are you ready for an interesting few hours?"


Hartly kept looking down at his brown slacks, like he was trying to find a crease. He looked up. "Yea, well Luke, I've been thinking about it, and I don't know if I can lose on purpose."


Luke was afraid something like this was going to happen.  


"You didn't say anything to Cash or Cassy about our plan, did you, Hartly?" asked Horace.


Hartly shook his head. "Nah, that ain't it.  I just don't know if I can do it, that's all."


"Well," Luke sighed, "all we can do is try."


"Yea," said Hartly, "I'll try."


They sat there in silence, drinking coffee out of a silver service Horace had on his desk. It was kinda eerie.  All that noise outside in the hall, and dead silence in Horace's office. About 9:30, they got up and fought their way to the practice putting green, after stops at the mens' latrine. Normally, both of the competitors would hit balls on the practice tee, but neither Luke nor Hartly wanted to fight their way all the way over there. At least the putting green was on the way to the tee. By this time, the gallery numbered well over 1,000 people. Luke recognized barely a tenth of them.


Nick dropped a couple balls for Luke to putt, as did Hartly's caddie, who was, amazingly enough, Putts O'Shea himself.  Luke motioned toward Putts with his head, just perceptible enough for Hartly to see it. Old Hartly shrugged his shoulders, signifying he had nothing to do with it. As the two competitors finished rolling in their practice putts, Horace went to the edge of the green, lifted a bull horn to his lips, and began talking.


"Ladies and gentlemen," his magnified voice reverberated from oak tree to pine and back, "welcome to Griffon Lakes Golf Course. I see many unfamiliar faces here today. I hope that you will return and try our beautiful little golf links in the near future."


"Christ," Luke thought to himself, "he just can't resist sticking in a commercial."


Horace continued.  "Today, I am proud to announce the annual Griffon Lakes Golf Course Mens' Championship final round."


"Not too final," Luke thought, almost aloud.


"Today, we will have 18 holes of golf played according to the rules of the United States Golf Association, amended by the Governing Council of Griffon Lakes Golf Course, as pertaining to local ground rules. I request that you remain quiet while our competitors are hitting, refrain from taking flash pictures, and generally confine yourselves to proper decorum.  This is golf, not hockey.  Please let's behave accordingly."


He pointed to Hartly and Luke. "It is time to begin.  Are you gentlemen both ready?"


They nodded, handed their practice putting balls to their caddies, and headed for the first tee.  Luke was hoping he could just hit the ball and start walking, but it wasn't to be. Horace walked out on the first tee box, called them both over, and flipped the biggest coin Luke had ever seen. It tumbled through the air, rising to its apex, and began its descent.


"Someone call it," Horace whispered.


"Tails," said Hartly.


It hit the ground, bounced once and stopped. Horace looked down as if he were preparing to dissect a frog.  "Tails it is," he announced to the crowd. "Mr. Haroldson has won the coin toss and will hit first."


The whole scene was a little surreal, so Luke was just as glad to let Hartly swing first. Hartly strode to the tee markers, bent down and teed up his ball, stepped back and prepared to take a practice swing. But Horace wasn't about to let his moment in the spotlight fade away so easily.


"First to hit," he boomed through his megaphone, "is Mr. Hartly Haroldson. Mr. Haroldson was runner-up in competition for this title last year, and the year before.  He carries a three handicap. Mr. Hartly Haroldson!"


The crowd applauded politely. Luke was amazed. Hartly turned and tipped his sweat-stained, black-and-silver Raiders hat.  He addressed his ball, took a mighty swing with his over-sized driver, and hit a screamer down the right side of the fairway about 280. The match was on. Luke walked up to the tee.


"Next to hit," screamed Horace, through what had to be a cumbersome contraption to keep holding to his mouth, "is Mr. Luke Samuel Goodyear. This is Mr. Goodyear's first appearance in a Griffon Lakes Championship final. Mr. Goodyear holds a six handicap. Mr. Luke Samuel Goodyear."


"Shit," Luke wondered, "does Roland know what a handicap is?" He waved weakly, teed up on the extreme right of the tee box, locked his shaking knees, and actually hit a straight drive that landed about 220 out and rolled down the hill to about 265. A damn good swat, considering.  The gallery applauded again, and Hartly and Luke began their morning stroll through the innocence of Griffon Lakes.  


Strolling right along with them were nearly 1,000 blood-thirsty strangers, a dozen or so police, and two would-be murderers. Luke felt encouraged.


Luke was about 105 yards from the center of the green, so it was his turn to hit. Nick handed him a nine-iron.  Luke took a slow, easy swing and promptly hit it all the way to the back of the green. Hartly was only about 90 yards out, so he grabbed a sand wedge from Putts, popped it nicely, and watched as it settled about six feet from the pin. Luke rolled a pretty good putt down the hill, but left it about a foot short. Hartly knocked it back to him and calmly drained his six-footer for birdie. One hole. One down.


They stood on number two tee box, shoulder to shoulder, waiting for the crowd to settle some. 


"Nice shot," Luke said. "Too nice, if you ask me."


Hartly shrugged. "I can't help it," he replied, "you're just gonna have to play better."


Number two is a long par five, 553 yards, that big hitters like Bruce, Hartly and Mighty Joe Young can reach in two, but mortals like Luke Samuel hope like hell to hit in regulation.  Hartly took out his giant graphite monstrosity and cracked a low draw that started dead in the center of the fairway, and drifted to the left edge almost 290 yards away. Luke could barely see that far.


Luke's drive wasn't bad, down the left side and safe, but a good 40 yards behind Hartly's.  They got to Luke's ball first, naturally. "How far am I?" he asked Nick.


"A mile-and-a-half, roughly," he said, handing Luke his three-wood. "You can hit all of it, kemo sabe. Don't leave anything in the bag."


Luke took his stance, swung as hard as he could, and watched the ball roll to a stop about 80 yards short of the green.  He felt pretty good.


"That was all of it, huh?" asked Nick.


Hartly had a real good lie in the fairway, so he decided to hit his driver again. As the crowd quieted, he began to swing. Bruce Benning had the world's fastest swing, from beginning to end.  In contrast, Hartly Haroldson had the world's slowest back swing. He seemed to barely move, the club head inching back along the ground behind the ball in a perfect arc. It was slow motion until he hit the top.  When the club reached just past parallel, Captain Kirk yelled, "Warp speed, Scotty!" and Hartly took a swipe down at the ball just barely short of supersonic.  


That screeching noise that the ball made through the air wasn't displacement, it was suryln screaming in terror.  Hartly smacked his driver into the ball so hard that it rolled unimpeded by friction all the way to the front edge of the green. Luke saw Hartly smile to himself.


Luke wasn't about to be intimidated, though. He hit a nice little wedge to about 10 feet. Hartly took what looked like a new putter, one that was all angles and high-tech design, and rolled his putt to six feet left of the pin.


"Well, Nick," Luke said, "what do you think?"


Nick was tending the pin, sizing up the line at the same time. "Hit it straight up the hill," he said.


Knowing that he had to put a little pressure on Hartly, Luke settled his nerves, and did nearly what Nick instructed. Right at the heart of the hole – an inch short.


"Nice putt," said Hartly, as he picked up his marker behind his ball. "But not nice enough."


He was right.  He rolled his little left-to-right breaker in the high side for a birdie.  Two holes.  Two down.


Horace, in his private blue and gold electric cart, flying a gold Griffin Lakes flag, drove over to Luke as Luke approached the par three number three tee. "He knows he's supposed to lose, doesn't he?" he asked.


"Yea, but I'm not sure he knows how," Luke replied.  "Have you identified any of the representatives of the police here today, either county, state, or federal?  I haven't."


Horace patted Luke on the shoulder. "Don't worry, everyone is here. Including the Cassenbergs. And Roland Adena."


"Where's he?" Luke asked. "I've never even seen the son-of-a-bitch. I don't even know what he looks like."


"He's riding in a cart driven by a guy who should have a cart of his own. Take a sniff. You can probably smell the Cuban tobacco."


As any serious cigar smoker knows, the aroma of a genuine Cuban cigar is recognizable anywhere.  The doughboys in World War I could pick out the fragrance of a Cuban cigar while under attack from German mustard gas, if anyone had the urge to light up, that is.  Luke stopped, and sniffed the air.  There it was, faint but distinct ... the Andalusia paper plant.  


"Breeze from out of the north, I guess," Luke said. Horace drove away.


Hartly still had the honors.  He must have been trying to get a grip on this "taking a dive" thing, because he pushed a three-iron off into the right trap protecting the green.  Luke followed with a five-wood to the front of the green.


Hartly had a terrible lie, imbedded in the upper lip, almost completely buried.  He took his pitching wedge instead of his sand wedge, attempting to dig deeper into the sand than usual, and hit a great shot. The ball skimmed the top of the trap and rolled to within 12 feet of the pin.  Luke's approach putt wasn't a big breaker, but it was against the grain.  He thought he hit it firm enough, but it put on the brakes about six inches short.  Luke tapped in for par.


Hartly never gave his putt a chance, leaving it a foot-and-a-half short. Luke gave it to him and won the hole with a par. Three holes, now Hartly was only one-up. Horace gave Luke the "thumbs up" sign.


After four holes, Luke was still one down, with Hartly showing few, if any, signs of honoring their agreement.


Luke was more than a little concerned. Hartly apparently hadn't had a change of heart after all. Or else he'd had a change of mind about his change of heart. Luke was damn lucky to be only one down.


Number five is the hardest hole on the course. It's only a 552 yard, par five, but this is the baby with the lake at the right turn of a slight dogleg, with a creek running all the way down the right side. This is the sucker that Luke dumped in the water trying to follow Bruce's drive.  He wasn't about to make that mistake again.


Nick handed him his driver, and handed him some advice at the same time. "Unless you woke up this morning with someone else's biceps, you can't carry the water. Hit a fade around the turn. Be safe."


"Yessir," Luke mumbled.  And did so, 260 out. Hartly, though, the gorilla that he is, smashed a beauty that flew the lake on the fly, landed about 10 yards past the water, and rolled to just over 290 yards from the tee.  Luke shook his head in amazement at the guy's power.


His only choice was to lay up short of the ditch, so Luke hit a soft five-iron. Hartly, figuring he was on a roll, decided to go for the green. He took a mighty swipe at the ball, but apparently his lie was down, because he hit a low hook that started out over the creek, then bent left right along the waterline. It hit over the water, but landed on the steep bank and rolled back into the drink.  Hartly, apparently feeling that he didn't need a three-wood any more that day, promptly tossed the offending hunk of steel and graphite toward the green as hard as he could.  He sounded like Monica Seles hitting a forehand. Or maybe Luciano Pavarotti’s imitation of Monica Seles hitting a forehand. Well, at least it was loud. The club splashed as it hit the creek.  By the time he and Putts got to it, only the handle was showing, like a beacon.


Hartly stood, his hands on his hips, and stared at it. "You dumb shit," he said to himself, "now look what you've done."


Putts was standing to his right and put Hartly's bag gently down on the ground. "I'll get it," he said.


"You do that," said Hartly. He picked up his bag, dropped another ball where Horace indicated his drop area was, and watched Putts reach futilely toward the nautical three-wood.


"If you can't reach the son-of-a-sucker," Hartly growled, "wade out and get it."


Putts looked shocked. "Wade out?"  


"Wade out or I throw you in."


"There-there are snakes in there," said Putts.


"Don't step on any," replied Hartly.


Putts gulped and muttered "yessir," and proceeded to wade carefully into the mucky water. The mixture of fear and loathing on his face was worth the price of admission.  About a hundred flash bulbs went off as Putts reached for the club, hauled it in and sloshed back to shore.


Luke was only about 110 yards from the center of the green, with a chance to win a hole.  The pin was tucked, as always, behind the right trap.  He turned to Nick, and said, "Nine-iron."


Nick handed him an eight. "Trust me," he said.  


So Luke did. After all, Nick's the pro. And he was right. Luke hit the eight to the back of the green, nice and safe.


Hartly, now not so pissed, having embarrassed Putts in front of so many people, hit a punch wedge that gouged a mark the size of a silver dollar in the front of the green, bounced once and spun to a stop eight feet away.  The crowd applauded that one. Still, Luke lay three to Hartly's four.  When they got to Luke's ball, he found that he had a putt that even Cash wouldn't wish on him. It was straight downhill, with a right-to-left break anywhere from six inches to two feet, depending on speed. Determined not to show fear, Luke tapped the little sucker as feebly as an emaciated rabbit, and left it five feet short.


Believe it or not, Hartly missed his sidehiller, too, giving it too much break, and leaving it inches on the high side. He tapped in for a bogey. All Luke had to do to win the hole was make a twisting five footer. Sure. Luke missed it as badly as he missed the first one. They both bogeyed and tied again. Luke was still one-down.  


Luke hates hole number six. Just to be on the safe side, he drove with a three-wood and hit a slight draw that stopped about 240. It wasn't a crowd pleaser, but he was happy. Hartly, either fearless or stupid, or a little of both, decided to hit his driver again. He tried to hit a draw and started it down the right side. He hit it a ton, low and screaming, but it never took the spin. It hit in the right rough, bounced as straight as a die, and rolled into the creek.  It was more than 300 yards, great on length, piss-poor on direction.


Hartly re-teed, lying two, hitting three. Hurriedly, he smacked the ball to almost the same spot, only dry.  Even though he was only 76 yards out, he then hit a full wedge and dropped it on the back of the green. On the bright side, he was still 40 feet away from the hole. Luke hit his seven-iron and left it six feet short, but on line.


Hartly started his putt gently down the slope, barely moving. It picked up speed and plummeted into the exact center of the cup. It was, to say the least, a heroic bogey.  Luke was so shook by this despicable turn of events that he jabbed his putt and missed it right, and then, still shook, pulled it left. Then, to cap off a stunning display of putting mastery, spun out the tap-in. Hartly won the hole with a ball in the water. Six holes. Two down again.


This match was not going the way Luke had envisioned.  He was looking forward to at least looking like he was winning a club championship, even if Hartly was going to fumble it to him. Luke figured he'd be two-up by now, with Cash getting antsy, his finger on the trigger, ready to blast his way to jail. 


Every time Luke had a spare second, he was searching the crowd for Cash, or Cassy, or Roland, or Jack McGarvey, or someone who was part of this harebrained scheme. Who thought this up, anyway? Luke. Who was feeling like an idiot? Same guy. More than once, Luke called Hartly over and asked him gently what the fuck he thought he was doing.  Every time, Hartly apologized and said he was trying his best. Now they were standing on a long, par three that definitely favored Hartly. After all, the last time he played it in competition, all he did was ace it.


But that time, the pin was in the left rear, tucked behind the front trap, perfect for his draw. This time he hit his shot to just about the same spot. Only this time, the pin was in the front right.


Luke took Nick's advice this time, and hit a three-wood. It sailed high, just like the TV commercials, and landed just off the right edge of the green, between the front and rear bunkers on that side. It wasn't putting, but it was half again closer than Hartly.  


Hartly's putt rolled just as straight as Robin Hood's arrow. It stopped just inches away. Luke gave him the putt, being the wonderful guy that he is. Luke's chip was wonderfully charitable, too, stopping just short of the hole. He tapped in for par to tie. Seven holes gone, still two down.


There's a cinder-block john just behind the seventh green. Luke needed to make a pit stop, so he pointed to the latrine to let Hartly know where he was going, and ducked inside.  Horace, who had gestured to Luke just a moment earlier, was waiting. "What's going on?" he asked.


"Damn if I know. But I know one thing. There hasn't been a peep out of either of our suspects, not a squeak.  We'll never get Cash to play his hand at this rate. I don't know what to do."  


That is, Luke did know something to do. He took a whiz. When he came out of the john, he walked up to Hartly, and whispered, "Say, Hartly, don't you feel nature calling, buddy?"


Hartly looked at Luke, quizzically. "Shit no."


Luke Samuel leaned a little closer. "Horace wants to talk to you. In there."  He jabbed his head back toward the building.


"Oh. All right. Shit."  


Hartly left to visit the facility. Luke just hoped Horace wasn't going to get a bad reputation, hanging around toilets and all. A moment later Hartly was back, shaking his head.


"You're still up," Luke said.


"Yea. Right." 


Number eight is a long, uphill, 436-yard, par four that plays way longer than its yardage. This is where Bruce began his run to go ahead in his last match with Hartly. It was a hole that Hartly's power should have left Luke in the dust.  But he teed up on the left side of the tee box and, taking a swing mighty even for him, pull hooked the ball through the left rough and into the roadway on the other side. Out-of-bounds.


Luke tried to take advantage of Hartly's mistake. He pounded one of his best drives ever, and watched it roll past the blue marker, almost 275 yards out, all up-hill and all roll.


Hartly grimaced as he tried to hit his driver again, this time pulling it left, but not as far as the last one, the ball stopping in the left rough 20 yards past Luke's.  This time, as Luke was walking up the fairway, he caught a glimpse of Cash Cassenberg. He was wearing a Kelly green silk shirt, stylishly left to hang carelessly outside his light olive linen slacks. He was wearing his customary Ray-Bans, and smoking a thin, black cigar, definitely not Cuban.  He was carrying what looked like a purse made of tan denim cotton, a shoulder strap keeping it snug to his bodice. Luke was impressed. He only wished that Jennifer Stubbs was nearby, so one of her Arabians could piss on Cash's avocado-dyed alligator shoes.


Cassy was no where to be seen, but Luke did notice a couple of smooth characters tailing Cash. They looked like professionals. He hoped they were theirs. After all, there was plenty of room in that bag for a gun. Luke also noticed Suzi Benning, walking primly along not too awful far behind Cash. She was carrying an umbrella with the initials "T.S." on it to shade her from the sun.


Luke was 161 yards out, and hit a five-iron just short of the green, again.  He looked at Nick, who mouthed "Four-iron." Luke nodded.


Hartly had a bad lie in the rough. That happens a lot in northern Florida in August. Too many lazy golfers driving carts, who think they're protecting the environment by driving in the rough instead of the short grass. Hartly almost got his seven-iron to carry to the green. Almost, but not quite. It reached the apex of its flight, and seemed to die, falling straight down into the left front trap. He could tell by the size of the splash that it was probably buried. And it was. Hartly was still out, so he tried a deep explosion shot that just barely caught the front lip, spun a little, and fell back into the sand.


Luke chipped to two feet.  Hartly conceded. Back to one down. Whatever Horace had said, it was working. Luke still wasn't convinced that Hartly had changed his mind, so he tried to make it easier on him by hitting a good drive on nine, the famous "My clumsy caddie dropped my bag" hole.  That was a moment to remember, unlike Luke's drive that settled softly into the right fairway trap, only about 220 yards out. Hartly smashed a drive down the left rough that didn't stop until it ran 285 yards, just short of the little mound over there that plays host to a half-dozen little palms.


Luke had played eight holes, and lay only three over par, but was still losing the match to a guy who was supposed to be in the tank. He hadn't hit any really bad shots, but hadn't done anything heroic, either. The ball sat balanced on a little mound of sand pushed up by someone's footprint.  The traps had all been dragged earlier in the day, so the print was probably made by one of the multitude of half-crazed spectators.  Luke was lucky. The ball could just have easily been down in the depression. He was still 185 yards from the center of the green.  


Luke turned to Nick and said, "Nickie, I've got to do something good here.  What do you think?"


Nick looked at the ball sitting up like Junior at the Fourth of July picnic, and handed Luke a five-wood. "Pick it clean," he said, "and the loft will do the rest."


Nick stood back as Luke ground his feet into the sand, took the club back and hit the perfect shot. It was so good, Luke didn't ever want to hit a sandy five-wood again. It rose into the August air and sailed like a John Daly nine-iron, all loft and power. It hit soft as Ellen's shoulders, spun once, and backed up 10 feet closer to the hole than it hit. It stopped about 25 feet away, but it was the most beautiful 25 feet Luke had ever seen.


The crowd exploded in cheers. Luke jabbed his fist into the air, smiling his best Seve grin. He jogged out of the trap like Bob Tway. He just hoped Hartly felt a little like the Shark. He must have, because he took an eight-iron and tried to hook it around the palms. He caught it clean on the sweet spot. It shot right, jerked left, landed on the back of the green and ran all the way over the green and onto the road behind. The crowd behind the green scattered as the ball hurtled past them and out-of-bounds.  


Hartly jabbed both arms in the air, but in anger, not elation, and let loose a stream of curses that parted the gallery on his side of the rough just like it was the Red Sea. One woman's face turned so red that two squirrels popped right out of the ground, already cooked.  It was admirable, if only for the duration.


Hartly dropped a new ball, took his nine-iron this time and slashed at it with a fury not yet abated. It rose in the air, wondering why fate was picking on it, landed on the green and stopped barely six feet from the hole. Luke looked over to see Hartly's expression, but all he could see was a thundercloud, and Putts cowering behind a baby palm.  Hartly still managed to hit him with the club. You have to admire a man with such fine aim, even if it's misdirected.


Luke managed to two putt to win the hole. He gave Hartly his bogey putt and walked off the ninth green all even on the day.


As they were trudging up the ninth fairway, Pauly Panishe was in Horace’s office, handing an attaché case to Inspector Devlin.  He was wearing a smile as brilliant as his aroma was strong.


"Are these the gambling logs?" asked Devlin.


Pauly looked shocked. "How would I know?" he protested.  "I just, uh, found this case in the Griffon Lakes parking lot and I'm giving it to the nearest representative of the local authorities. I wouldn't think of opening it. That would be against the law."


Inspector Devlin smiled, opened the obviously sprung latches, and dumped the contents out on Horace's desk. Out fell six yellow, lined pads of paper. Devlin momentarily over-ruled his protesting olfactory sensory system and patted Pauly on the back. "We've got the slimy bastard now," he beamed, "thanks to you."


Pauly patted him back, affectionately. "Isn't it amazing what people will lose in public places?" he asked in mock seriousness, and left the room.


Horace let Luke and Hartly take a quick run to the head before continuing play. That is, the participants in this golfing extravaganza were allocated five minutes to visit the facility. While Nick and Luke ran into the "Members Only" locker room latrine to try to avoid the crowd, Hartly barely took two steps before getting waylaid by Cash Cassenberg.


"Hartly, you talent less amateur," began Cash, in his normal sweet tone, "what the hell is going on out on the course?  You assured me that you would win this match easily."


 Hartly stopped and stared at Cash with a menacing look. "Leave me alone, I know what I'm doing."


Cash scrambled over to stand directly between Hartly and the clubhouse. "Exactly what are you doing, may I ask?"


"Look, Cash, this match is supposed to be competitive, right?  You bozos got Luke down as a 10-to-one favorite, for Christ sakes. Keeping the game even through nine makes it look genuine. That's all I'm doing. Don't bite your manicured little nails, you'll get what you've got coming."


Hartly pushed by Cash and began to walk away.


"Fine," Cash called after him. "But if you don't start winning, I'll have to take things into my own hands. Do you understand?"


Hartly turned and delivered a look of contempt that would liquefy most men. "I said, leave it to me."

Chapter Eighteen – The big finish


The gallery reformed around the 10th tee. Hartly and Luke were taking a few practice swings, loosening up again.  Luke had stopped at Horace's office while in the clubhouse, just to check with Devlin, and was able to gleefully identify the yellow pads as Putts' gambling logs, the same ones he had discovered at the caddie shack just days before.  While he had them in his hand, he looked down the list until he found the name he'd forgotten earlier. He was sorry to see it.  


But they had the logs and Luke finally thought the plan might have a shred of a chance to succeed, as long as Hartly came through on his end.


Luke had honors, due to winning number nine with a par. He teed up a new ball in the middle of the tee box and, taking his stance, prepared to swing. However, thanks to the milling around of the ever-growing crowd of thrill-seekers, he had to back off and wait for them to settle down. Horace walked around the tee box motioning for everyone to stand still and shut up until he realized that he was the only one moving. Luke bowed to him, and hit the ball quickly, before some asshole sneezed or something. He hit it okay, about 255 down the middle of the fairway.


Number 10 is that big dogleg par five with a ridge guarding the turn that Hartly drove way left of in Bruce's match. It was playing 569 yards this day. Luke played it safe and kept the ball right of the dogleg. But Hartly cut the corner once again, smashing his driver into the left rough with a mighty swat. The ball, low and hooking, hit about even with Luke's, and ran another 55 yards.  It stopped 310 yards away. The crowd applauded, and the back nine began in earnest.


Obviously, Luke was out. He turned to Nick, who handed him a three-wood without hesitation. "You didn't bring any little blue buckets with you this nine, did you, Nick?" Luke asked, mostly in jest.


"No, just spit on the ball if it's dirty," Nick said.


Luke hit a pretty good, for him, three-wood. It sailed high, but drew just a tad, landing in the fairway 60-some yards short of the green.  This time Hartly wasn't taking any chances with the hardpan lie. He hit a three iron right of the maintenance barn and hooked it back toward the green.  It stopped rolling about 25 yards short.


Luke tried to hit a half-wedge, but caught it a little more solid than planned, knocking the Slaz to the back of the green, 20 feet past the pin. Hartly, who was supposed to be losing graciously, chipped to within four feet. Luke two-putted for par, but it wasn't good enough, as Hartly rolled his little putt in for birdie. All of a sudden, he was one-up again.


"Hartly," Luke said, under his breath, "you're forgetting again."


"Shit," Hartly replied, banging his three-iron on the ground, "everyone wants to tell me how to fuckin' play."


Personally, Luke wasn't buoyed by his attitude.


Hartly stomped to the par three, second tee, and quickly punched a low runner to the front-to-back sloping green that hit in front, bounced once and ran to the back. "Stay on the green, you little white son-of-a-whore," yelled Hartly.  It did.


Number 11 is the 219 yard par three where Hartly hit through the green and into the hedges bordering number 12 tee box in his match with Bruce. He was relieved not to do it again. Luke wasn't. As a matter of fact, the pressure finally got to him somewhat, because he rolled his right hand over the top and duck-hooked his last Slaz into the water left.  


"Shit," he said, succinctly. Luke dropped a new Staff where the Slaz had gone diving.  He was about 160 from the green and hit a smooth five-iron to the middle for his third shot.


After Hartly ran his putt strongly up the hill to just barely a foot short, Luke conceded the hole. Two holes on the back. Two down.


They played the 12th and 13th quickly, both of them trying to ignore the fact that Bruce died on number 13.  Hartly was still two-up.


The next five holes never came into play during the last match. Number 14 is a 427 yard, par four, with water on both sides of a narrow fairway. It's a real tricky driving hole, because the fairway rolls right toward the bigger lake running the entire length of the hole.


Hartly was up first and overpowered a drive directly into the right water.  According to the Griffon Lake ground rules, he had to take a stroke and distance penalty, so he hit again from the tee, this time running the ball down the center about 310. It was an awesome drive, but he lay three.  Luke convinced himself that he needed to hit left, so he did. Right into the left lake.  


"Stupid, stupid, stupid!" Luke yelled at himself, shaking his head in disbelief. "You stupid shit," he repeated.  


Luke began to tee up again when Horace came over. "According to the local ground rules," he said, "that lake isn't considered a stroke-and-distance penalty. It’s a lateral hazard. You can drop by the water on a direct line from where it entered, if you wish. Of course, you can hit from here, too."


Luke chose to drop by the water, big surprise.


"Goddamn cheats," mumbled Hartly, his hands on his hips.  "It's hell trying to win when it's two-against one, you fuckers." 


Luke stood next to him. "You're not supposed to win, remember?"


"Yea, I remember," he said, and headed toward his ball.


Luke dropped another Wilson Staff and hit a three-wood as straight as he could, about 250 yards up the fairway.  Hartly took an eight-iron from 117 yards away. Normally, an eight would be plenty of club for him, but he must have hit it heavy, because it stopped just short of the green. The pin was all the way in the back of the green, still 50 feet away. Luke spun a nice half wedge to six feet. After Hartly ran his chip to within five feet or so, Luke stabbed his in and won the hole with a bogey. The match was back to one-up for Hartly.


After hitting a solid three-iron to 20 feet on the par three number 15, Luke made another attempt to pick out the good guys from the bad guys in the gallery. He spotted Cash again, but once again didn't see Cassy. Skipper gave him a smile and a wave, and Ellen blew him a kiss. Luke spied Chief Jack on the road side of the par three green. But he still hadn't identified Roland Adena.


Hartly hit an easy five-iron to about the same spot.  They both two-putted for pars. Luke was still one down going to 16.


Number 16 is a another long par four, this time heading up the other side of the lake that bordered number 14.  Once again, there's water on both sides, as the hole slightly doglegs right to a raised, smallish green.  Luke hit his controlled fade down the left side, and watched it roll over to the middle. Hartly, having both the nerve and the power, smashed a draw that started well over the water on the right, then broke sharply back to the short grass and ran nearly to the left side of the fairway, 290 yards. It was a great drive.




"Great drive," Luke acknowledged.  


"I know," replied a reticent Hartly.


Since he had a pretty good lie, Luke gave his five-wood a shot.  The ball landed softly, but just short.  Hartly, feeling his Wheaties, smashed a seven-iron from 146 that actually landed over the green by a foot, then spun back like some invisible leprechaun was back there hitting it himself.  It ran down the slight hill and stopped only 10 feet above the hole. Hartly can hit more than his share of great shots, but on this day, he wasn't supposed to.


Luke ran the chip up to 10 feet short, chili-dipping it slightly. He gave Hartly a stricken look as the big red head walked by him to his ball. "Watch this," Hartly said.


He stood over the putt for a minute, then hit it. Actually, the club went off in his hand. "Hit a truck," Hartly yelled, as the ball skittered past the hole and finally stopped on Luke's marker.  He was still 10 feet away.


Horace strolled nonchalantly over to determine who was out.  


"You got the right idea, Hartly," he said, "but can you try to be a little more subtle from now on?" Horace pointed to Luke. "You're out."


After Hartly marked, and then moved his marker, Luke made things difficult for Hartly's choking act by missing the putt on the right. He tapped in for bogey.


"Thanks for the help, ass-wipe," Hartly said as he re-marked and placed his ball. He then rolled his par putt up the hill, leaving it just on the front lip. "Is that better?" he grimaced.


Luke nodded. Hartly was still one-up, though, with only two holes to play.


Number 17 at Griffon Lakes is one of Luke's favorite holes in all the world. It's a short, 358-yard par four that takes a 90-degree left turn at only 180 yards out.  There's a huge lake on the left side that runs all the way to the green.  The fairway is elevated far above the right rough, so if you push your tee shot to the right, you have a blind shot to the green. There's out-of-bounds dead ahead, just past the fairway.  This is a shot-maker's hole.  You can't just rear back and hit it.


Luke played safe, hitting a five-wood to 185 yards down the middle of the fairway, just far enough to have a flat lie for his second. Hartly tried to muscle his drive over the water and through to the fairway on the other side.  Bruce could hit that same drive and roll almost to the green.  Hartly was probably capable of doing the same thing, but he pulled this one too far left. It landed on a little island in the center of the lake, almost decapitating one of the rat-like nutria who live there. It bounced once, and rolled into the water.


Strangely enough, he didn't yell or scream, just handed his driver to a ducking Putts O'Shea and began walking down to the lake. He dropped a new ball, hit it short of the green and applauded as Luke laid the best five-iron he'd hit in ages to only five feet away. Even though he wasn't yet on the green, Hartly motioned for Luke to putt if he was ready. Trying to make sure he didn't force Hartly to come up with another imaginative miss, Luke rolled the birdie in the center. After 17 up-and-down holes, the match was all even again.


The crowd was buzzing as the twosome stood on number 18 tee.  


"You know," Hartly commented, "if you let me work on your take-away, I could add 20 yards to your drives. As good as your short iron play is, you ought to be really giving me a run for my money."


Luke didn't know exactly what to say, he was so surprised at Hartly's kind offer. Finally, he just said, "Thanks."


Number 18 is really a disappointing finishing hole because it's just not challenging enough. It's a 437 yard, par four, that runs lazily up a slight hill to a large, round green.  The only way it can cause any real trouble is if a player hits a drive right into a patch of pampas grass.


Luke hit first, and stroked a driver about 285 down the left side of the fairway. He almost attempted to lengthen his back swing a little, to create more torque like Hartly had suggested, but decided that the last hole of a tied club championship match was no place to experiment.  Hartly ran his ball right past Luke's by about 25 yards.  Luke was feeling strong, though, and smashed a dandy of a six-iron to the center of the green. The guy hitting first, for a change, had the advantage here.


But Hartly calmly stroked a nine-iron to about four feet outside Luke's.  As they trundled up the final fairway, there was a lot of movement in the crowd, everyone trying to get to the green first so they could witness the concluding putts. Nick and Luke stood quietly as Hartly ran his putt right at the hole, with it stopping a foot short.


As Hartly walked by, Luke started to say, "That's good...," but Hartly interrupted him before he could finish.  "No," Hartly said, firmly. "I'll mark it."


"Okay," Luke said, and lined up his putt.  


Hartly walked over and seemed to be studying Luke's putt, too. "You owe me," he whispered, so quietly that Luke could barely hear him.


Luke nodded. "Okay, I owe you."


"Good. Now pay up. I want you to miss this putt. It's important to me. I want to do this thing my way. Do you understand me?"  Hartly looked Luke in the eye. Hartly can be intimidating, but Luke wasn't 100 percent sure he meant to follow through on his promise. If Luke made the putt, the match was over and Luke was club champion. Of course, he and Horace knew that wasn't really true. Still, it was a heady feeling. If he missed it, Hartly had a chance to tie.  Luke looked back at him, trying to decide what to do.  


Finally, he nodded. "You got it, big boy," Luke answered quietly, "the stage is all yours."


There is nothing harder than missing a putt on purpose, while trying to make it look like you didn't want to. Luke started once, and stopped.  Then, taking a deep breath, stabbed at the ball and rolled it at least two feet short of the cup. And still out. Luke heard the crowd groan.  Hartly knocked the putt back to him.  "That's good," he said.  


Luke blinked in surprise.  All Hartly had to do was make a one-footer to tie and send the match to sudden death.  What a phrase. Hartly walked to the ball and placed his putter behind it. He began his back stroke, but then stopped and stood up straight. He looked over at the gallery crowding the green. Luke quietly moved over to stand next to Nick, who was standing next to his bag.


"Cash Cassenberg," Hartly yelled. "Where are you?"


There was a slight rustling to Luke's right, as Cash pushed his way through the crowd. Luke looked around and noted that Jack McGarvey was standing a few feet behind Cash and Putts O'Shea was standing across from Luke on the far side of the green.


"What do you want?" asked Cash, holding his canvas bag in front of him.


Hartly smiled. "What happens if I miss this putt, you arrogant bastard?" he said, evenly, with an emphasis on "miss."


Cash glanced down at the ball, only a foot away from the hole. "Don't do this to me," Cash warned. "Don't be stupid. Your future depends on this match, too."


"Nah," the big guy answered, "your future, not mine."


Cash was getting angry, a tide of blood filling the little veins on his face. His head was getting so red  next to his green outfit that he looked like a Christmas tree ornament.


Hartly picked up his putter again. Everyone froze.  Cash's eyes jumped from Hartly to the ball, and back again.  Hartly swung the club, slowly, then stopped again. "This one's for you, Cash," he said, "and for Bruce." His putter passed right over the top of the ball, hesitated and smacked it hard back down the green, toward the fairway. Suddenly, all Luke's and the Irregulars' plans didn't mean shit.  Suddenly, all hell broke loose.


"You fool!" screamed Cash, reaching into his bag and pulling out the biggest .44 Luke had ever seen. The barrel looked like a cannon. Hartly began slowly walking toward Cash. "You better shoot me, you son-of-a-bitch, because if I reach you, I'm tearing you apart," warned Hartly.


Cash did, the gunshot exploding, the bullet tearing into Hartly's right shoulder. The gallery screamed, people dove for the ground. Luke saw poor old Mrs. Bruneau grab her 30-year-old son, Butchie, and throw both of them headfirst into the nearest sand trap. Even as big as Hartly was, the impact of the .44 knocked him to his knees. Luke glanced left and finally got to see Roland Adena, as he and two of his goons ended up standing alone in the frog hair, the people around them having evaporated.  


The two gorillas took a step each in Cash's direction, but didn't get far. They were tackled by a varied assortment of Summitview, Funiak and Millstone police, and thrown to the ground.  


Luke looked back at Cash, who was preparing to squeeze off another round. Just as he pulled the trigger, Jack McGarvey gave him a shoulder block that would have made any NFL linebacker proud. The gun went off as Cash fell, sprawling. The bullet sailed over Hartly's shoulder and hit Roland Adena squarely between the eyes. The gangster stood there for a second with a shocked expression on his mug, and folded to the ground like he had hinges instead of bones.


"It's all your goddamn fault!" a voice screamed from across the green.  


Luke swiveled back front to see Putts O'Shea reaching into Hartly's bag and pulling out a goddamn machete!  It looked like it was three feet long.


"You fucked this deal up for everybody, you bastard!" Putts yelled again, and began sprinting across the green at Luke, swinging the giant knife around his head. He let out a scream that could curdle iron. Luke reached around behind him and grabbed a club at random out of his bag, just in time to duck Putts' wild first charge. As Putts stumbled by, driven by the weight of the machete, Luke took a full swing with the golf club, hitting Putts squarely on the outside of his right knee. Luke could feel the bone splinter, and could hear the cartilage rip, and he could see the jagged edges of shattered bone tear out of the inside of Putts' leg, ripping through the canvas of his trousers.


Putts screamed again, this time in pain, and crumpled in a heap.  


Nick reached down, grabbed the machete and handed it to one of Chief McGarvey's men, who had materialized behind him. He ran over to where his brother was lying in the frog hair next to the 18th green and knelt, making the sign of the cross, tears starting to escape from his eyes.  


Luke looked around, the adrenaline cascading through him. He saw Cash, face down, with Jack McGarvey slapping handcuffs on him. He saw Roland Adena, dead, lying on his side, a thin stream of blood oozing out of the single bullet hole in the center of his forehead, a pool of crimson staining the grass beneath what was left of the back of his head, his brother, Nick, moaning, "Rollie, Rollie, why did it have to end like this? Momma told you it would end like this."  


He saw the two Adena henchmen on their backs, hands on their heads, while the local police held their own guns on them. He saw Putts, grasping what was left of his knee, howling in anguish. He saw Hartly, kneeling, with Doc Cook attending him.  


Luke looked down at the club in his hand. He looked up at the clear, gorgeous afternoon sky. "Look at this, Bruce," he yelled, holding the club over his head, "this is the best damn one-iron I ever hit in my life!"

Chapter Nineteen – The truth comes out


Once all the hubbub died down, the ambulances having loaded the dead and injured, the authorities having arrested all the guilty, except Cassy, who had apparently disappeared, Ellen and Luke sat back in their chair at the VIP Lounge. Luke should have been happy, but he wasn't. He knew that the case wasn't closed, after all.


She looked down at him, and kissed him on the end of his nose. Luke wrinkled up the just-smooched snoze, and tried to laugh. "What a day," he said.


"I was scared to death," Ellen said.


"You didn't need to be," Luke said, off-handedly, "I was scared enough for both of us."


"When Putts started running at you, I almost wet my pants."


"Me, too."


The phone buzzed at the bar, meaning it was the intercom.  Ski-Doo picked it up, listened, then hung it up again. "Luke," she said, "Horace wants you to come to his office."


"Shinola," Luke remarked, "haven't I earned a little peace?"


"How about a big piece?" Ellen smiled.


Luke patted her head as he got up. "Later, my insatiable one, later."


"Good," she murmured, stretching back in the chair, "you can read some poetry to me."


On the way over to Horace's office, Pauly ran up and grabbed Luke by the arm. Leaning over close, he gave him the information Luke needed, but didn't want. Luke gave him some instructions, and Pauly hurried away.


Luke opened the door to see Gabe Devlin, Jack McGarvey, Horace Chamberlain, and, lo and behold, Cassy Cassenberg waiting inside. "Well, what a nice surprise to see you," he said to his ex.


She pursed her lips in a baby doll sulk. "It was more fun finding you by surprise," she said.


Luke coughed, and grabbed a chair. "Yea, well, um, where did you disappear to?"


Horace answered for her.  "Ms. Cassenberg, it seems, stopped at her father's car during the match, and realized that a certain attaché case was missing. Being an intelligent girl, and realizing the jig was up, she walked right in here and surrendered to Inspector Devlin."


"Good choice," Luke said.


"Smart choice," she replied.


Devlin spoke up. "We've offered Ms. Cassenberg immunity if she'll testify against her father concerning the Benning murder," he said. "She has tentatively agreed."


"Tentatively?"


"Well, we're still discussing just how extensive the immunity will be," Devlin replied.


"Well, don't let her get you alone for a poetry reading while you're deciding."


Cassy pouted again, as Jack and Devlin each took an arm, helped her up, and escorted her to the door.


"See you in court," she said.


Luke Samuel took a deep breathe. This wasn't going to be easy. "Not so fast," he said. "I'm afraid things aren't over yet."


Devlin looked puzzled. "Is there something I'm missing?"


"Yea, I'm afraid there's something we're all missing.  I don't think Cash ever intended to kill Bruce at all."


Cassy looked at Luke. "Well," she said, smoothing the curls on her bleached-blonde head, "I never said he did."


The trio walked back into the center of the room. Luke sat on the corner of Horace's desk and began to put into words what had been forming in his mind all day. "Cash didn't need to kill Bruce, just make him sick enough to lose to Hartly. Of course, he could have made a mistake and put too much poison in the bucket, but I don't think so. Cash is too smart to face a murder rap unless he thought it was necessary. And I don't think he got that desperate until today, on the 18th green.


"I don't think Putts did it on purpose, either. All he was getting out of the deal was money. All Bruce had to do was lose, not die, for Putts to be happy. He was more scared of Roland Adena than he was of Cash. I think he was pretty careful about the proper dose in that bucket.



"I don't think Tyler did it either. He kept the ball soaking in there as much as he could, but he also tried to force Bruce into losing the match long before the 13th hole. He had nothing to gain from Bruce dying. He had a bet on Hartly, too, and would have been in high clover if Hartly just won."


Devlin was looking annoyed. "Then who do you think did it? Was there anyone else involved, for Christ's sake?"


Luke nodded. "I'm afraid so. You see, Cash wanted $1 million to use as a down payment on a loan from Summitview National Bank to purchase the Summit Airport property. I doubt if he cared who he paid it to, Bruce or his widow."


"Now wait a minute, Luke," interrupted Horace. "I thought you told me Suzi Benning didn't know about the property at all. Surely you don't think she might be a, er, a ..."


"Murderer?"  Luke took a deep breath, and continued.  "Let's say Bruce never told her about the deal. Then how would she find out? First of all, I think she found the same envelope I did, although I don't know why she left it where I could find it. I guess she thought there'd be time to remove it before anyone looked. But even reading the letters in that envelope would only tell her a little. But she didn't have to know a lot. She had an informant."


Chief Jack spoke, smacking himself on the forehead. "Benny the Japanese butler."


"Right.  Only Benny the butler is really Biehn Tran, a Vietnamese traveling on a diplomatic visa. His family's visa. He arrived here in Summitview just after Suzi first found out about the deal. He went to work for the Cassenbergs and reported what he overheard to Suzi Benning."


"You just can't find good help these days," said Cassy.


"At first I thought he was just calling his squeeze down at The Beast, a dancer named Mi Sin, whose real name I'm sure is something else. All those calls to her, and I got first hand verification they were having an affair, almost threw me off. Hell, they did throw me off for awhile.  But there were calls from the Cassenberg's to Benning Realty, too, weren't there, Jack?"


Jack nodded. "Quite a few. And after Bruce's murder."


Luke continued. "After Chief Jack re-verified the calls, I realized that Benny had to be calling Suzi Benning, because the two of them were speaking in what Chief Jack thought was Japanese. But I also realized after Pauly did some checking on Benny that they weren't speaking Japanese at all, they were speaking Vietnamese to each other. It was Benny who told Suzi about everything that was happening at the Cassenbergs.


"Suzi probably tried to talk Bruce into selling the property for less money, but for some reason he refused.  She decided she was never going to get it. But then Benny told her all about Roland Adena, all about the bets, and finally about Cash's plan to make Bruce too sick to win."


Horace interrupted again. "But Luke, if Bruce had gotten sick and forfeited the match, and Cash had won the money and bought the property, then Bruce and Suzi would both have been millionaires. What did she have to gain by murdering her husband? You know how Bruce felt about her.  He would have spent it all on her if she'd have asked."


Inwardly Luke winced at this sentiment, but before he could answer, someone knocked softly on the door. Chief Jack opened it.  Pauly stood there, with Suzi Benning in one hand and Benny the butler in the other. Mi Sin, wearing considerably more than the last time Luke saw her, was standing beside Benny. Good old Pauly. Luke hadn't been sure Benny and Mi Sin were in the vicinity. But Pauly found them somewhere. Luke motioned for them to come in.


"Luke Goodyear," said Suzi indignantly, "are you responsible for this awful man forcing me here against my will?"


"I'm afraid so, Suzi. And your brother, too."


Suzi looked almost as startled as Mi Sin. "Brother?"


"Biehn Tran, your brother. The little short guy over there. You remember him, don't you? Your name is Sieul Diem Tran, isn't it?"


Suzi sent a panicked look at Benny. He struggled in Pauly's grip. She looked around the room at everyone there, and finally back at Luke. "Yes, so he is my brother. What does that matter?"


"Suzi, the one question I couldn't answer is the one Horace asked us a moment ago. Why would you murder Bruce if you were going to get the money anyway once the property sold? At first I thought you just didn't know about Cash's bet, but Benny, er Biehn, told you, didn't he?"


She didn't answer, so Luke continued. "Once I knew that you knew about the bet, it also seemed logical that you knew about Cash's plot to make Bruce sick. Biehn saw to that, too. But why would you kill Bruce? Obviously, because he wouldn't sell to Cash for less money. I'm sure you tried to convince him to, but he refused, didn't he? After all, he had promised Cash's ex-wife, Annabelle, that he wouldn't.  That was part of their agreement. How much of the $10 million was to go to her?"


"Half," Suzi replied, quietly.


"Still a very generous business deal for Bruce. And you. But not generous enough. You wanted the whole $10 million for yourself. When Biehn told you about Cash's little plot, you and your brother decided to improve on it.  It wasn't hard for you to increase the amount of poison, was it, Benny? After all, it was tasteless, odorless and colorless. You did that part didn't you, Benny?"


Benny gave into the inevitable then. He looked over at Mi Sin and tried to say something to her. But he couldn't find words to explain to the woman who loved him that he was an accomplice to murder. He drew himself up as tall as he could, straightened his bony shoulders and replied in much better English than anyone had heard him speak before, "Yes, Mr. Goodyear, I did. And I would do it again. For my family.  And my country."


Luke was hoping Benny would say something like that.  Luke nodded his head and continued his spiel. "That is the final piece of the puzzle, I'm afraid, everyone. You see, Suzi didn't kill Bruce just to get the money for herself.  She intended to use it to pay bribes and expenses to put her father, Ng Biehn Tran, the extremely very former president of Vietnam, back into power. Would $10 million have been enough? Probably not, but you didn't see any better chance coming up in the future, did you, Suzi?"


The only time Luke ever saw Suzi Benning cry was in the North Summitview County Hospital. Events had made him wonder whether her tears had been real. But the tears that started to leak from her almond eyes weren't crocodile ones this time.  


"Yes, Luke Goodyear, it is true. My father needs the money to return to power. The United States will not help him. The ungrateful stooges from your great State Department will not help him. Even the most corrupt of powerful men in the Far East will not help him without many millions in bribes. And, my golfer husband would not help him, either."


She looked around at the quiet congregation. Her voice and even her facial features seemed to change, to harden.  "You all thought I was a poor Vietnamese girl unable to understand what matters in this world. My husband, dreamer that he was, thought I was unable to comprehend how to acquire power. He told me to return to my crocheting. He told me to leave business to the business experts, to leave politics to the political experts. I was not a expert to him.


"And what was I to any of you? ‘Isn't it wonderful,’ you would say, ‘how little Suzi has learned to be an American.  How she has given up her quaint Oriental ways.’  I am not an American. I am Vietnamese! I would not be American if held to the fire. You Americans are animals, dark, hairy, and ugly. You smell like the cheap perfumes you buy at Wal Mart and you eat food that has no taste, no nourishment. You puff on cigars as the rest of the world starves. You are not a great nation. Vietnam was a great nation once and my father will return it to its rightful place in Southeast Asia and the world.  


"I did not love poor, foolish Bruce Benning, but my father wanted me to leave Vietnam and be safe from the fighting. I did as I was told, but I vowed to save him, as he saved me. You say that my husband was a great man. But he was not. My father is the only great man I know, and he will someday make you pay for throwing him away once his usefulness was over. He will return to power, and Biehn and I will be by his side."


Her defiance hit everyone like lightning on a one iron. It was so quiet in Horace's office, you could hear a par break. Devlin and Chief Jack gently took Benny, Suzi, Mi Sin, and Cassy and started to take them away.  


"I don't think Mi Sin had anything to do with the murder, Gabe," Luke said. "You don't need to take her."


Devlin hesitated, then nodded and handed Suzi and Benny to a couple of officers stationed just outside the door. Mi Sin followed them, along with Chief Jack. Turning, Devlin stuck out his hand. "I want to congratulate you, Goodyear," he said. "You did a fine job, even if much of it was against my better judgment. You showed a fine talent for investigation. I understand things got hectic on the 18th green. This was a hard one. I’m glad we got to work together."


Luke took his hand, and shook it, warm and friendly-like. “You're not such a bad guy, Gabe," he said, "once you get that government bible out of your ass."


Devlin smiled, an event not witnessed very often. "Have you given any thought to working for the DEA?"


Luke stared, glancing at Horace. "Shit, no!"


"Glad to hear it," said Devlin, and turned and left. The recently crowded office now held only two.


Luke turned to Horace. "How's Hartly doing?" 


"He'll be fine. It'll take more than one of those .44 slugs to stop him. But he might not hit a golf ball for awhile."


Luke got up. "Horace," he said, "thanks for letting me help with this one.  You'll never know how important it was to me."


"Yes, I do," Horace answered. "Bruce was a good friend of mine, too. But what made you decide that Suzi had to be the one?"


"Well, it took a long time for me to see the forest for the trees. I mean, it was the only answer that fit all the facts, but I didn't want to believe it. Finally, I saw her name in Putts' gambling log, betting on the final match, and that kinda did the trick."


"Why did that make up your mind?"


"She bet on Hartly."


Horace nodded. “By the way, Nick Adena called me a little while ago and said he wanted to talk to me in private about a personal matter. He asked if Eloise could be here."


"Oh," Luke said.  "What are you going to do?"


Horace smiled to himself. "I'm not sure. It depends on what they say, I guess. I'm not a vindictive man. Everything comes out all right in the end."


Luke reached the doorway. “There's one thing, Horace, that I'll have a hard time getting used to, though.”


"What's that?"


"Having to drive by 'Haroldson Park' all year."

Epilogue


That's the story of the "Murder on the 13th Green."  After all the legal maneuvering, Cash got a life sentence for killing Roland Adena and Bruce. Putts got the same for killing Tyler Braddock. Suzi and her brother were deported, Suzi happily giving up her citizenship to return to Vietnam.  Mi Sin, unfortunately, returned to The Beast. Sadly, she's a full-fledged member of Marge's girls now. Cassy got off completely, Hartly was named Griffon Lake's Mens' champion, and Luke convinced Rudy Rodriguez to float a loan for Hartly that got him completely out of debt.  


And he's proven to be a good risk, too. All his monthly payments have been right on time, thanks to the increased business his car lots have received since his sign went up. He's become an active member of the Griffon Lakes Irregulars and really mellowed out his act. Luke may have lost a best friend, one that will never be replaced, but he and the boys gained a new one in the deal.  


Of course, nothing has come yet of the planned airport expansion, except some recent rumors.  


Horace quietly gave Eloise an amicable divorce, and she married Nick a couple of months later. The three of them are fast friends now, somewhere more than amigos, somewhere short of lovers. Horace is thinking of retiring soon, and is training Nick in the details of managing the course.


Ellen and Luke got married, too, although there wasn't any particular urgency in the date. It was quite a ceremony, too, with Ellen in white taffeta, Luke in a sand-colored tux. Pauly Panishe was best man, believe it or not. He even went and rented a tux, but naturally, got a little confused and shelled out for a full set of tails, but hey, they went great with his scuffed brown-and-white saddle oxfords.  


It was a lovely event, held at Griffon Lakes, of course, with a reception that got under way right after the golf tournament. Luke just wished Bruce could have been there.


There was one more thing about Bruce's murder that Luke knew, but didn't tell anyone.  While Pauly was checking out Benny, Luke had also asked him to find out all he could about Annabelle Anjoulou Cassenberg. He was curious why she allowed Bruce to make all that money from her property. The answer was, sadly, that she and Bruce had much more than a professional relationship. Needless to say, Annabelle didn't expect her $10 million to stray too far from home. But you know, Bruce is kind of a hero around Summitview. A martyr who survived Vietnam's past, but not its present. Luke never thought it necessary to shit on his statue.


The Benning murder was probably the most excitement ever seen around Summitview. That is, until some scared young Walton Air Force Base airman stole a T-37 trainer jet and crashed into the 18th fairway a year or so later.  Everyone rushed out to the crash scene, expecting to find wreckage and carnage, but incredibly found the most amazing ... but, well, "The 18th Fairway in Flames," that's another story.

The End
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