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                                     Episode Twelve





CHAPTER 24  –  CROCODILE  ROCK


	After the sound of the three shots fired, the foyer remained redolent of gunpowder five

minutes later,when Sophia got a call from security that Chief Detective Sloan from Homicide 

was coming up to the Trask’s penthouse. When she answered the door, she seemed disoriented.

	“Mrs. Trask, I’m Chief Detective Sloan,” he said, with two detectives beside him and

all flashing their badges. “I understand there’s been an attempted murder here.”

	Puzzled, Sophia said,” Not a murder, but an attempted robbery and a shooting in

self-defense. He’s right there behind you on the floor by the elevator—” she froze as the 

detectives stepped aside, but there was no body. “But I—” she started to say, but then I 

came through the door from the stairwell.

	“I’ve got it all here on disc from the forty-ninth floor surveillance camera.” I 

pointed to the three bullet holes, each the size of a quarter, in the elevator door. “Sorry, 

Mrs. Trask, but you only shot my hologram. I was talking to you from the floor below. 

I’ve got her entire confession right here, Chief.”

	In a huff, David Trask came off his private elevator, and growled. “What the hell’s 

going on? Sophia, darling, what’s wrong?  Larkin, what are you doing here? What’s this 

all about?”

	“Your wife is under arrest for the attempted murder of Mr. Larkin and, as an

accessory to a conspiracy to commit several other murders,” Sloan said, nodding to 

one of the detectives. 

	“You have the right to remain silent,” another detective began, as Trask blustered 

and called his attorneys from his iPhone. 

I tried to get on the elevator with Trask, Sophia, and the two detectives, who had

her in handcuffs, but Trask waved me back. 

	“Take the stairs to the other elevator, Larkin. You’re fired!” he said. 

	I noticed the familiar mannerisms for the first time that I’d seen in his son. As the 

elevator doors were closing, I looked Trask in the eye then my glance dropped down to 

where I saw something that might tie him to his son, something Sloan could use as leverage 

in his case. 

       * * * 

That Sunday morning a line had already formed by 7:00 AM on Fifth Avenue for

David Trask’s signatures on copies of Crossings, his son’s new collection of short stories 

released posthumously by Trask’s new publishing company. Chief Sloan and two detect-

ives met me on the steps of Saint Patrick’s Cathedral at 8:30 AM. Sloan looked drawn 

and weary, but I’m sure I looked worse. He shook his head as he approached me.

	“This had better be good, Larkin,” he warned. “I’ve had two hours sleep in my 

office chair last night and I’m tired of trying to shovel shit against the surf to make 

anything stick to Sophia Trask. Her attorneys claim you had access to her discarded 

cigarettes from the penthouse and could have planted them at any of the murder scenes. 

They want to implicate you in a conspiracy to discredit Trask Enterprises and extort

David Trask for financial gain. His attorneys are trying to obtain a warrant to search 

your apartment for marked cash stolen from him. They’re also seeking records from the 

DEA in regard to your forced early retirement and your access to the kind of explosives 

the drug cartels use in regard to the bombing of the Trask Arms superstructure.”

	“A strong offense—always the best defense,” I said. “What time did you release 

Sophia Trask on bail?” 

	“About 4:00 AM.” 

	“Did you keep your surveillance on their penthouse?”

	“I didn’t need your input for that, Larkin—standard procedure, even for the likes

of the ultra-rich. We tried to fight the bail, just to keep her overnight if nothing else, but 

her delicate condition prevailed despite her obvious flight risk with so much available 

cash and a private plane at her disposal. Her husband posted the ten million dollars bail 

as if it were pin money.”

	“They’ve both returned to the penthouse and haven’t left?” I asked.

	“That’s right, Larkin. You said Trask is supposed to show up at a book signing

this morning—so what?”

	“There’s two things that could happen, Chief, but I prefer one over the other. 

Trask might leave what I’m looking for in his apartment. So while he’s at the book 

signing, you still have the warrant to examine the attempted murder scene. If so, we 

can hopefully retrieve what I’m looking for.”

	“What else could happen?”

	“My preference—he’ll bring what we need with him to the book signing. I prefer

that second scenario over the first, because of the potential public humiliation it could 

cause him. That will raise his temper and shake some new evidence out of the trees, 

hopefully palm trees at Isla Premio.”

	Sloan scratched his head and frowned. “What are we looking for?” 

	“A pair of shoes.” 

	“Shoes? What kind of shoes?”

	“First, let’s see if he’s wearing them. If not, I’ll describe them, and you can look 

for them in his penthouse.”

	“Sounds cockeyed to me, Larkin. Too much of a longshot.” 

The other two detectives frowned and shook their heads with disgusted smirks, 

wondering why Sloan would take my word on anything. Since Sloan was respected 

throughout the department, they made no disparaging remarks, but it showed in their 

body language that the NYPD had no regard for private dicks and thought of us as 

obstructions of justice waiting to happen.

	“Wait, Chief,” I said, looking north over his shoulder where I saw a white stretch 

limousine coming slowly down Fifth Avenue to where police barricades were set up to 

allow Trask a clear entrance to the bookstore with red carpet treatment. “Here he comes.”

The press was there in force because Trask had so much publicity about the death

at his construction site, then the destruction of the Trask Arms superstructure by a bomb, 

and now the arrest of his pregnant wife in connection with a conspiracy. No one had con-

nected David Trask, Jr. to any of this because his public existence was unknown.

	We crossed the street, and Sloan and his two detectives cleared our path to a 

position close to where Trask would come out of the limousine. I held my breath in 

anticipation and let out a deep sigh, almost a moan, when I saw that Trask had changed 

his shoes from last night. The public humiliation I’d hoped to create for Trask seemed 

lost. I was greatly disappointed, but only for a moment. 

	I should have realized that David Trask would never take any accusation lying

down, and that it was his nature to flaunt, especially in the face of adversity. You might 

think a sensitive husband, knowing his wife was pregnant and had gone through an 

ordeal at police headquarters into the wee hours of that morning, would have wanted 

her to remain home in seclusion, so he could gallantly handle the media on her behalf.

	When Sophia stepped out of the limousine, she looked stunning even without

any make-up, an obvious ploy to create sympathy for the alleged conspirator as if the

NYPD had abused her. I imagined there’d been much screaming and yelling between

 the Trasks before leaving their penthouse with both tired and angry after having no 

sleep. In that turmoil, David had covered himself, but Sophia must have argued so 

much about her public image as a supermodel that David let down his guard. This 

was evidenced by the shoes Sophia was wearing to spite David for insisting that she 

appear without make-up as advised by his attorneys—sympathy for the expectant 

mother of the Trask heir. 

	 Chief Sloan gave me a questioning look. “Is he wearing the shoes?”

	“No, but she is.” I grinned. Sloan started to move toward the Trasks, but I 

grabbed his arm, held him back, and whispered, “He’s going to make a statement to 

the media. Let him do it on TV, then move in. Here’s what you’ll say. . . .”

	Trask had his arm around Sophia as he cleared his throat to address the TV 

cameras. “My dear wife, Sophia, and I have been through a harrowing week with 

attacks on my property, and indictments about Sophia’s alleged involvement in a

conspiracy. Let me assure you that Sophia is innocent of any charges and these 

fraudulent accusations without any basis will ruin those who have unscrupulously

fabricated them to create fake news.

	“This is a solemn day for us in many ways because of the recent loss of my 

son, David Junior, a fine young man, a graduate of Yale, but a very sensitive artist 

whose writing craft has emerged from the ashes of the tragic helicopter accident at 

our Florida home on Isla Premio. 

	“Despite our immense grief today, we want to celebrate David’s private life 

of hidden talent as a writer with the release of Crossings, his posthumous collection 

of short stories, which will be compared in today’s Sunday Times Book Review section 

to the precision of Ernest Hemingway’s sharp prose.

	“I also want to announce that, despite all this terrible injustice to my wife, 

Sophia, and her police treatment that will soon be challenged in court, we are

 celebrating the wonderful news with you today that Sophia is pregnant, and we 

know from her sonogram that it’s a boy, the sole heir to the Trask Estate.

	“So please join us inside where my wife and I will both sign your copies of 

my son David’s book. Remember that one hundred percent of your purchase today 

will go to my dear son’s memorial foundation for the preservation of the Florida 

Everglades and the protection of the wildlife he so cherished. . . .”

	He waved to the crowd as they applauded and chanted, “We want Trask! We Want 

Trask!” 

The Trask power couple turned to enter the bookstore as Sloan made his move.

	“You again?” Trask glared with a sneer at Sloan. “You must not want your job.”

	“In connection with the ongoing case against your wife of conspiracy to commit 

murder,” Sloan announced. “I have a court order permitting me to obtain material evidence 

involved in that case.”

	“We have nothing to hide!” Trask shouted so the media could hear. “Take your 

warrants to my home and search for whatever you like. You’re upsetting my wife and 

dishonoring the memory of my son on our day of mourning.”

	“The evidence we seek is right here, Mr. Trask.”

	“Search us then, if you insist on making fools of the NYPD.” 

	Trask shrugged and raised his arms with a grin then nodded for Sophia to do the

same. When she did, the crowd booed and heckled Sloan as he gave me a reluctant glance.

	“Unless Mrs. Trask wants to go barefoot, she’ll have to come with us now to

headquarters. We’re taking her shoes with or without her in them.” With a flourish that 

made me proud of him, Sloan stooped down with a  sweeping gesture, which directed the 

TV cameras to Sophia’s shoes.

	Trask’s face flushed with anger as he glared at Sophia then he saw me grinning in 

the crowd. He bared his teeth at Sloan, when he announced, “Mrs. Trask’s shoes come 

from the hide of a crocodile that Mr. Trask used to keep intruders out of his private lagoon 

at Isla Premio in Florida. His son was eaten by this crocodile when he was in the process 

of attempting to commit murder in conspiracy with Sophia Trask and others.”

	“That’s absurd!” Trask shouted, lunging toward Sloan, but he was quickly 

wrestled to the ground by two police officers while other detectives held Trask’s body 

guards at bay with drawn pistols.

	Several TV reporters held microphones in front of Sloan as he embellished. 

	“So much for saving the Everglades with a fresh pair of crocodile shoes for Mrs. 

Trask. We expect to find a pair of men’s shoes made from the same hide when we search 

Trasks’ home.” 

	Sloan cleared his throat and smiled in my direction. 

	“The DNA we expect to find from traces on these shoes will lead us to the remains of 

both the crocodile and David Trask Junior, whose body parts remain in the reptile’s stomach. 

“We have already made a match between the deceased and a convicted felon. In 

cooperation with our investigation, the FBI, the DEA, and Dade County Police are help-

ing in our search—the FBI because both a bombing and a kidnapping are attributed to 

the deceased—the DEA because the deceased will be shown to be a convicted narcotics 

dealer and a warrant will be issued to collect further evidence of that continued activity 

on Isla Premio.”

	A reporter shouted out, “What about Trask Enterprises and David Trask’s 

involvement?”

	“That will be a matter of further investigation,” he said with a wink at me in the 

crowd. “However, until the these matters are finalized one way or another, all Trask 

Enterprise assets will be impounded under the RICO Act, and if convicted, those assets 

will become federal property under eminent domain.”

	I got a final glimpse of the Trasks being taken to police headquarters in separate 

patrol cars. In the first patrol car, I could see David Trask handcuffed in the back seat and 

thrashing about in a fury when he saw me watching him pass. 

The old man, I thought, recalling my conversations with Trask as my client when

we had both made references to Santiago, the old Cuban fisherman in Hemingway’s prize 

winning novella. Trask knew more about Hemingway’s writing than he’d let on.

	The second patrol car passed and Sophia stared at me, too, but with hollow eyes 

and her beautiful face pale and drawn. I was always a sucker for a beautiful woman, even 

more so when I used to drink. 

	When I was drinking and carousing in Guadalajara, Mexico on my first DEA 

assignment, my boss Tim Barnes told me something about beautiful women.

	“Tommy,” Tim had said when I’d gone AWOL on a binge in the mountains with

a Mexican woman I thought I’d have to marry to get enough of her to ever quench my 

passion. “Let me tell you something about beautiful women, even if she’s so fine 

that you feel you’d die if you couldn’t have her forever. Tommy, my boy, no matter how 

beautiful a woman may seem to you, there’s a another guy somewhere out there who’s 

already tired of screwing her. And for that reason, you have to stick with your buddy’s 

first, and your woman next.”

	Even if only in my mind, I was tired of screwing Sophia Trask after our first

meeting. Although that law of the jungle kept me alive many a time, I still fell victim 

to my wife, Vera, because I didn’t care whoever else might get tired of her, because I 

never did or would. Tim was wrong, and now with Vera dead, I never could.  

	I felt very lonely on my way back to my office, lonelier yet on a Sunday morning 

with Mona off. I stared out at the East River from my office windows at the beautiful 

weather in the United Nations Plaza directly below. 

Had I really made a difference this past week? I doubted it. David Trask would 

get Sophia off somehow for the sake of his would-be offspring. Even the tape of her 

confession wouldn’t hold up because Trask claimed it was a rehearsal for a screen test 

Sophia was making for a new TV series produced by Trask Enterprises. Despite real

bullets, no one was harmed. Sophia would begin a film career after David Trask III 

was born. Her notoriety would surely boost box office sales, as the woman who may 

have gotten away with murder.
 
Trask hadn’t committed any crime himself other than his self-importance. He 

was an enabler to his evil son out of guilt, which only enhanced Junior’s dependence  

on the endless cash flow, but never gave Trask the love or respect he wanted from his son. 

I almost felt sorry for him about that. I could foresee the chance of history repeating itself

with his grandson.

	I thought about the bottle of Maker’s Mark bourbon in my safe as I turned away

from the sunny day out my window on the thirtieth floor. When I opened the safe, the 

remaining cash I’d received from the Grand Central Terminal locker remained in a stack 

beside the bottle. It had come from David Trask indirectly, so I felt like burning it. Then 

I turned back toward the laptop on the desk behind me and realized I still owed something 

to someone. I closed the safe and left the bourbon untouched. As I changed my clothes, I 

called to rent a car. . . .
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CHAPTER 24–  BLOOD, WILD ANIMALS, AND GUNFIRE


The ocean sparkled at 2:00 PM that same Sunday afternoon after so much

commotion at the defunct book signing. Glistening with suntan oil, she lay on her 

stomach on the blanket with her bikini top undone so she wouldn’t get tan lines, as

improbable as that seemed for her dark skin. She wore headphones and tapped one 

hand to the beat of the song she listened to. Her bright yellow umbrella quivered in 

the sea breeze so there were no sand flies to bite her long legs, firm and tapered in 

all the right places, like a dancer with no cellulite. 

	In my bathing trunks, I stood over her, but she was unaware of my presence

—the last person she expected or wanted to see at this moment of her total relaxation. 

She’d been in the ocean already. Her shoulder-length black hair lay in ringlets 

on either side of her head to expose her long thin neck and her tapered back to the sun. 

The firm mound of her pink bikinied booty was to die for. 

	I was mesmerized by the peacefulness of the day with the surf gently rolling in

and some swimmers chattering and seagulls squawking in the distance. I inhaled the 

clean salt air, but her natural musky essence wafted to me and twirled with the scent 

of her damp hair and suntan oil. I considered not disturbing her and finding a place to 

spread out down the beach, but a small aircraft buzzed down the shoreline trailing an 

advertisement behind it, which ruined my reverie.

	She lifted her head and removed her earphones. Before she turned to see me,

Mona saw the advertisement displaying the new book to read on the beach—Crossings 

by David Trask, Jr. She jumped to her feet and was probably ready to call me from her 

i-Phone when she turned and saw me. 

	When she faced me, I realized I’d nearly forgotten to mention her big brown eyes, 

natural full lips, perfect white teeth, and—I dare say—her natural 38 specials, for which 

she requested my assistance to bind snugly from behind with the pink spaghetti straps of 

her bikini top.

	“Did you see that shit?” she asked, pointing to the plane vanishing in the distance.

	 I smirked and said, “I hardly noticed—too distracted.”

 	“If you don’t stop, Tom, I’m filing a sexual harassment suit,” she snapped, but 

her snarl turned to a grin. “Seriously, what the hell was that all about?” She nodded over 

her shoulder.

	“It’s a long story, which you can catch tonight on the eleven o’clock news, but 

this says it all.” 

I handed her a copy of Crossings, which I’d picked up before heading to the 

Jersey shore to find Mona at Seaside Park. Her damaged red Porsche was easy to spot 

on a side street off  Ocean Boulevard, where I figured she’d headed that morning early 

enough to find a free parking space. With just a towel to carry, I walked a block from 

the bay to the ocean where I’d seen her car. Once I was on the beach, Mona was an 

easy target.

	“You mean they got away with it?” she said with a frown. 

	 I shrugged. “We’ll never know for sure about the original manuscript—what it 

said and how much of it has been changed, other than names, places, and the time setting. 

The adverse publicity, which you’ll hear about on the news, will sell even more books.

With the Trask name attached to it as well, it’s certain to become a quick bestseller. El

Daveeh will see to that.”

	“How does that make you feel, Tom?” Mona asked, putting her long-fingered 

hands on my cheeks and looking into my eyes with deep sympathy for my wasted efforts 

to reveal the truth.

	“If it was Hemingway’s work, it’s a damn shame,” I said.

	“Of course, Baby,” she said embracing me, her head shaking against my chest. 

“It’s gotta hurt, Tom. I know you. It’s gotta hurt real bad.”

	I took a deep breath. “You got a look at the big picture, Mona.”

`	“What’s that?”

	“I writer’s work should be more important to a writer than himself. If he believes 

in what he’s written and hopes it transcends his own lifetime for the benefit of others, 

what does it matter who wrote it—as long as it’s read?”

	Mona looked at me with genuine surprise and said, “You really believe that, don’t

you?”

	I smiled and nodded. She hugged me really hard then sat and patted the blanket 

for me to sit down beside her. She looked at the book on the blanket then back at me. She 

handed the book to me. I opened to the first page and began to read:


                               THE OTHER SIDE OF THE TRACKS


I couldn’t resist inching onto a lake’s first winter freeze 

to see how far I could get before the ice cracked. My 

adrenaline pumped with the first crack as I watched 

the white lines cutting through the dark ice, a few inches 

thick—all that kept me from falling into forty-degree water. 

I thought the challenge of getting back to shore was worth 

the risk of falling in. To me, the McAvoy family was like 

thin ice in early winter. . . .  
         
	After reading the first story, I set the book aside and saw that Mona had fallen 

asleep. It bothered me that I enjoyed the story, but it made me wonder how much of it, 

if any, might have come from Hemingway in his youth. As I rolled over on my back,

and listened to the pounding surf, my memories of the past week filled my mind with 

images from the book redolent with the aroma of blood, wild animals, and gunfire. . . .	
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          "In going where you have to go, and doing what you have to do, and seeing 
what you have to see, you dull and blunt the instrument you write with. But I    would rather have it bent and dull and know I had put it on the grindstone again and again and hammer it into shape and put a whetstone to it, and know that I had something to write about, than to have it bright and shining and nothing 
to say, or smooth and well-oiled in the closet, but unused. Now I have to get 
to the grindstone again."   

Ernest Hemingway 1938 PREFACE  -  The Short Stories of Ernest Hemingway
                                                                          Charles Scribner’s Sons © 
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