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SONNY KNIGHT RETURNS 
 

“Wait. Say that again.” Detective Bobby 

Simko and I were standing at the bedside of a 

violent crime victim. We were in Bay Town 

Hospital’s emergency room where there’s never a 

shortage of gaggling nurses, buzzing doctors, and 

over-reaching patients and relatives. Today was no 

different. We were already over-staying our 

welcome when a nurse walked by our victim’s room 

and asked in consternation, “Are you still here?” 

Neither Bobby nor I missed a beat as we 

flashed our badges in her face. She wrinkled her 

brow, heaved a heavy sigh, and still said, with what 

authority she felt she had, “I won’t have it. I’m 

giving you ten more minutes. He needs to rest,” 

nodding her head toward her patient. 

Bobby’s badge is courtesy of Bay Town 

Police. Mine is courtesy of a commission that grants 

licenses to private detectives like me. And no, it’s 

not one of those investigator paper mills that you 

find in the back of a ‘true stories’ magazine. It 

required as much study as Bobby Simko went 

through. The only difference is that he went to work 

for the city and I went into private practice. 

We both leaned our heads closer to the victim/ 

patient to hear what he was trying to say. In a barely 

audible tone he said, “That’s him.” He weakly 

raised his arm and pointed straight ahead and 

repeated, “That’s him.” With that, he let his arm 

collapse to his side and closed his swollen, bruised 

eyes. For a moment I thought he died, but he was 

still breathing, although it was quite labored. 
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Bobby and I turned our heads in the direction 

he was pointing. This wasn’t exactly what I’d call a 

room with a view. It faced a wall across the hall. No 

closet, no picture, no nothing. It was a blank wall. 

No one walked by when he uttered this accusation. 

“Perhaps he was hallucinating,” said Bobby. “I’ve 

seen it before.” 

“Or maybe he was pointing at the television,” I 

said. Hung in the corner of the room near the door, 

a muted television played. I heard that the hospital 

keeps televisions going all day and night in the 

emergency room. It’s supposed to keep patients and 

visitors calm. I don’t know if it works or not. Seems 

kind of stupid to me, especially for this patient. 

After all, he’s barely conscious, so it’s not doing 

him any good. Bobby found out earlier that there 

had been no visitors to see him. 

The television was tuned to a news interview 

program. Stelton Pike, a political boss with no 

elected office or official title, was being interviewed 

by Richard Richards, one of those distinguished-

looking reporter types. 

I often wondered what on earth the Richards 

family was thinking when they named their 

newborn bouncing baby boy. Honestly, Richard is 

the only name they could come up with? It’s almost 

like Sirhan Sirhan. Ugh. Let’s not go there. 

The program itself wasn’t live. A screen crawl 

said that viewers were invited to call in with 

questions for Mr. Pike, but the top of the screen 

showed a disclaimer that said not to call because the 

program was a repeat from an earlier live broadcast. 

Stelton Pike was no angel. He’s been investigated 

more times than I can remember for various white-

collar crimes and, yes, he’s been implicated in some 

violent crimes as well. Not a single charge ever 
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stuck. He’s either a ‘poor me’ complainer or a deep-

pocketed shyster with plenty of money to dole out 

to buy friends and silence. I doubted the former and 

suspected the latter. 

Richard Richards was an anchor newsman 

always looking for an opportunity to step into his 

own limelight. He was usually found sitting at a 

desk with a co-anchor, a sportscaster, and a 

weatherman. He believed his interview program, 

PolitiTalk, was one way of escaping the news 

format monotony. He asserted, and perhaps rightly 

so, that all you had to do was change the channel to 

any other news program and you’d see the same 

format. I couldn’t argue with that. When Richard 

Richards was interviewed about his PolitiTalk 

program, he claimed to have a special insight into 

asking pointed questions of his guests. He was 

proud to say that some guests found his questions to 

be a bit too probing; one even likened it to a 

colonoscopy. I laughed when I heard that one. 

In my opinion, Richards deserved a turn in his 

own hot seat. He’d been caught in a DWI incident 

once and in a domestic dispute another time. The 

popular rumor was that the dispute with his 

girlfriend was over an affair he allegedly had with 

another man. It was more the stuff of tabloid news 

though. It would have fit comfortably on the same 

page as the ‘President meets a space alien in the 

White House.’ Only the conspiracy theorists and 

gay-bashers lent it any credence, and you know 

what that’s worth. 

 The nurse who’d given us the ten-minute time 

limit returned to tell us we had to leave. We gave 

her a smug look as we left the room. 

“Let’s see if we can find our guy’s doctor,” 

Bobby said. We walked nearly all the way around 
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the square-shaped emergency room when we found 

three doctors in a huddle around various x-rays. 

Each film hung by a clasp in front of a fluorescent 

light. 

“Which one of you is the doctor for the patient 

in room A12?” Bobby asked flashing his badge 

again. 

“I am, Dr. Stevenson,” one of them responded. 

Then looking at me he said, “You look familiar.” 

“Yeah, I’ve been a customer of yours once or 

twice,” I said. 

“What’s the verdict on your patient?” Bobby 

asked. 

“You know I’m not supposed to talk about a 

patient’s condition without family permission. 

Confidentiality rules,” said Dr. Stevenson. 

   “Yes, you’re right, doc,” Bobby said. “Can 

you help me out here? We both want what’s best for 

this guy and I need to figure out what happened to 

him. Can you tell me a little about his condition?” 

Bobby implored. 

   “Okay, okay. I don’t have consent from the 

family, so you didn’t hear this from me. Your 

victim suffered a severe beating. I’m sure you 

noticed his swollen eyes. He has internal injuries 

and a concussion, as well.” Dr. Stevenson paused a 

moment and looked at me. “That’s how I know you, 

isn’t it? Didn’t I treat you for a concussion?” 

“Two,” I said, “but who’s counting?” 

We left the doctors to ponder their x-rays as 

we headed for the exit. 

“Meet me at the station,” Bobby directed. “I 

want to come up with a plan to approach Stelton 

Pike.” 
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“You got it,” I said. “Am I billing the DA’s 

office for this?” Bobby gave me a deprecating look. 

“Man’s gotta eat,” I said. 

“Why were you here in the hospital anyway?” 

asked Bobby. 

“I just left my grandfather. He was admitted 

again for chest pain. We came in through the ER 

and I just left him sleeping in his room. I was on my 

way to my car when I saw you and decided I’d nose 

my way in.” 

“How’s your grandfather doing?” he asked. 

“Seems okay now,” I replied. “He’s been here 

so often that he should have a room reserved with 

his name on it.” 

“Well, let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” said 

Bobby. “They do that for the dead.” 



They Do That for the Dead 

 

6 

 

 

 

2 
 

WITH BAY TOWN POLICE 
 
 I arrived at police headquarters and joined 

Bobby Simko and his partner, Detective Livingston 

Hunter, in the conference room. I’ve known Bobby 

since we were kids. I met Livingston about ten or 

twelve years ago when he started working on patrol 

duty. He made a few solid arrests that required more 

finesse than the garden variety crime. He earned his 

promotions, particularly to detective, by using his 

head and making the right decisions at the right 

times for the right reasons. 

Livingston is an African-American guy, a 

couple of inches shorter than me, and built as solid 

as a rock. (I’m a skosh taller than six-foot for those 

keeping score.) His goal in life was to play for the 

NFL but he didn’t make the cut. He considered 

coaching college football but couldn’t find anything 

he liked. He wouldn’t even consider high school 

football. High school football wasn’t prestigious 

enough for him. 

A few of his family members were on the job 

either here in Bay Town or in other nearby cities. 

He often referred to police work as the family 

business. For him, that was enough. I can’t think of 

anyone who can do this job better than Bobby and 

Livingston. They’re both as straight as an arrow. 

I’m proud to be associated with them. 

To every yin, there must be a yang. That’s 

probably being too generous when talking about the 

other two partners in the conference room. Chip 
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Vandergund and Jack Little attended the briefing as 

well. Yin-yang implies complimentary opposites 

and that’s why I hesitate to use the phrase. Chip and 

Jack were little more than two gnats that required 

constant swatting away. That’s about as 

complimentary as I can get when talking about 

them. 

Chip is a small, thin-framed man with thinning 

blond hair and acne-scarred skin. His health was 

compromised by renal disease that at one time 

required dialysis regularly. Not long ago, he 

received a kidney transplant that made for a 

remarkable turnaround in his health. I suppose some 

people would have retired after that kind of surgery, 

but I’ll give him some credit for still being able to 

work. He drove a Lincoln Continental, a car far too 

big for his frame and far too small for his inflated 

ego. I often wondered if he sat on a telephone book 

or two just to see over the steering wheel. 

Chip is actually a nickname. His first name is 

really Bill. He spoke with a chip on his shoulder to 

everyone as if the world owed him something. 

While that reason alone would have earned him the 

nickname, it was nevertheless not the reason for it at 

all. Chip’s cheeks were puffy and resembled those 

of a chipmunk. And I don’t mean the cutesy 

cartoonish kind. 

Lastly, there was Jack Little standing in the 

corner of the room, arms folded across his sizable 

girth, and using up too much oxygen. Jack is not a 

little man. He wears his long salt and pepper hair in 

a braided ponytail that irks the higher ups. The 

police administration tried to get his grooming 

under control, but they were legally stymied at 

every turn. Jack wasn’t particularly a talkative sort, 

unlike Chip who you only wish would shut up once 
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in a while. Chip and Jack had no problem cutting 

corners in their investigations, something I don’t 

condone. How the both of them made it to detective 

is still a mystery to me. 

I put my Panama hat in the center of the table 

and pulled out a little pad and pencil I keep in my 

shirt pocket for notes as Bobby began the meeting. 

“All right, I was finishing up some paperwork 

last night when I got a call about a white male, mid-

thirties, laying in the street, badly beaten. I took 

down the address and drove to the scene. This thing 

went down in a dark alley on Thirty-Third Street.” 

“Two blocks from City Hall,” said Chip. “That 

doesn’t make us look good. At least those of us who 

work for the city.” 

Yes, Chip. I got it. Message received, you 

squirrel. 

Bobby continued. “Liv left for the evening 

about fifteen minutes earlier. I didn’t think it was 

necessary for you to come all the way back for this, 

Liv.” 

“It’s all right,” said Livingston. “I was pretty 

bushed last night anyway. I kissed the dog, kicked 

my wife, and went straight to bed.” He sat there 

stoically waiting to see who would… oh never 

mind, you know who spoke up. 

Chip couldn’t hold it in. “Kissed the dog? 

Kicked your wife? I don’t get it.” 

Bobby and I just chuckled, not at Livingston’s 

groaning attempt at humor mind you, but at Chip’s 

inability to just get the joke. And who knows what 

Jack was thinking. Probably not much since he 

didn’t even raise an eyebrow. 

Bobby continued. “Our victim’s name is Trent 

Simmons, age thirty-four, works at the Bay Town 

Municipal Building. He’s the guy that reviews 
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building permits, researches any potential issues or 

conflicts, and passes his findings along to the Town 

Council where they hold a public hearing and vote 

on it. Nine times out of ten, he rubber stamps his 

approval and the Town Council rubber stamps 

theirs.” 

“Are we talking about that one time out of 

ten?” asked Livingston. “Are you thinking he ticked 

off somebody by not giving his approval on some 

new project?” 

“That’s what I’m thinking. All we have to do is 

find out what Stelton Pike wants to get done and see 

why Trent Simmons didn’t approve the project. If 

not, Stelton Pike personally, then it’s someone close 

to him.” 

“Wait a minute, wait a minute,” interrupted 

Chip. “Why are you picking on Mr. Pike? He has a 

great reputation around town. He’s helped a lot of 

people in Bay Town.” 

“For the record,” said Bobby, “I’m not 

‘picking’ on Stelton Pike. Trent Simmons identified 

Stelton Pike while I was trying to interview him in 

the hospital. Sonny was with me.” 

At that, Chip sneered at me. He is a small-

minded person to whom I pay no mind at all. 

“Was he there in the room?” 

Liv, Bobby, and I all turned our heads to the 

corner of the room. The silent giant, Jack Little, had 

asked a question! We were astonished. I would have 

given him a pat on the back for asking only because 

the bar for him is set so low. 

“No,” said Bobby. “Stelton Pike was being 

interviewed by, um, what’s that TV reporter’s name 

again? You know the one I mean? With the slight 

gray in his hair and perfect tombstone teeth?” 
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“Richard Richards,” I deadpanned. “How can 

you forget a name like that?” 

“Well, that’s why I have you here,” said 

Bobby. I flipped him the bird and Livingston 

laughed. “Here’s what I want done,” he continued, 

ignoring my gesture. “Chip. You and Jack check out 

Trent Simmons’s latest paperwork.” 

“Paperwork? Are you kidding me?” Chip 

complained. “I’ll try not to fall asleep while I’m on 

the job.” 

“I wouldn’t knock it,” I said. “Paperwork is 

how the cops caught the Son of Sam killer. You 

know there were posters all over New York with 

descriptions and police sketches of him and in the 

end, it all came down to finding a copy of a parking 

ticket. If you find the paperwork link to Trent 

Simmons’s beating, you could be the hero who 

solves the case.” I like challenging Chip’s ego. It’s 

a veritable battle of wits with an unarmed opponent. 

Bobby continued. “Liv and I will dig into 

Stelton Pike. Sonny, see what else you can find out 

about Trent Simmons. Okay, everybody. Let’s get 

to work.” 

I picked up my Panama hat as we left the 

conference room, and turning to Bobby, I said, 

“Mind if I use one of the phones at an empty desk?” 

“No, go ahead. Are you still not carrying your 

cell phone? What’s the reason now?” 

“The screen is acting weird. I have to bring it 

in to get fixed. I just haven’t found the time, what 

with my grandfather and all.” 

“Right,” he replied, not believing a word I 

said. Even as I said the words, I didn’t believe them 

myself. 

The room where the detectives work is large. 

You could land a plane in there. I don’t mean one of 
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those corporate jets, I’m talking a Boeing 707. 

There was an empty desk in the corner. I called my 

girlfriend, Brooke Lynne Lane. She’s a doctor, 

specifically a pathologist, at Bay Town Hospital and 

the most caring, loving woman I’ve ever known. 

And she looks great in red. 

She answered, “Hello, my darling.” 

“How did you know it was me?” 

“You really don’t know how a cell phone 

works, do you?” 

“Not you, too.” 

“What am I going to do with you, Sonny?” 

“Love me, I guess. Where do you want to go 

for dinner tonight?” I asked. 

“I’ll cook,” she said. “I don’t feel like going 

out tonight.” 

“Whatever you like. See you at six.” I hung up 

and left the precinct for my office. 
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MY OFFICE 
 

I climbed seventeen stairs to my office above a 

shoe store in the heart of Bay Town’s shopping 

district. Cookie, my receptionist, moved her blonde 

hair away from her face as she greeted me. It was a 

habit of hers. Her hair wasn’t even in her face to 

begin with, but she moved it anyway. “How’s your 

grandfather?” she asked. 

“He was resting comfortably when I left him. I 

hope he’ll be all right. Cookie, I need you to do 

some research on a Trent Simmons. He works at 

Town Hall reviewing building permits. See what 

you can dig up on him, angel, would you please?” 

Cookie loves this type of work. She enjoys the 

challenge of digging into someone’s digital 

footprint. She’s good at it, too. Me, well, not so 

much. I rarely touch a computer. I find it too 

intimidating. Don’t ask me why because I can’t give 

you an answer that makes any sense. It’s just how I 

feel. 

I entered my office and closed the door so it 

was partly ajar. My office isn’t fancy. I have two 

file cabinets and a couple of mismatched chairs that 

face my antediluvian desk. I have a calendar on the 

wall hanging from a bent paper clip with famous 

authors pictured on the month they were born. 

There are a couple of starving-artist paintings on the 

wall that were here when I took over the place. One 

is a painting of two men sitting in a railway car 
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facing each other. The man on the left sits with his 

legs crossed apparently taking in the conversation 

of the man opposite him who’s leaning forward and 

gesturing rather intently. 

The second painting is a sunset on some non-

descript shoreline. The sunset painting has scattered 

gray clouds and, in the center, breaks in the clouds 

almost resemble a pair of eyes surveying a rocky 

beach. At times, specifically in my more somber, 

contemplative moods, it seems the eyes are 

watching me. Perhaps the artist was going for some 

religious overtones. For that matter, it could be that 

the artist just ran out of gray. I’m not sure what to 

make of it. 

Neither painting hangs exactly straight. 

They’re off a bit; I think the walls are crooked. 

Every once in a while, I straighten both of them but 

they always slip back into being off kilter. 

I had no messages, so I grabbed a bottle of 

scotch I keep in my lower desk drawer and poured 

myself a drink. I drank it quickly and returned the 

bottle before Cookie knocked and came in with her 

report on Trent Simmons. 

“There’s not a lot on him,” said Cookie. He 

isn’t married and never was. He drives with a lead 

foot—lots of speeding tickets—and he likes water 

beds.” 

“Water beds? How do you know this?” 

“He gave a testimonial at Lou’s Bedding about 

them. Lou’s used it in an online advertisement. 

Have you ever tried one of them, Mr. K? I have. 

They’re no big deal. But you should have seen the 

one Trent was showing off. It looked more like a 

small swimming pool than a bed. It actually rippled! 

Can you imagine that? He said he was showing his 
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own personal bed, and get this, it was covered with 

a leopard print comforter.” 

“Well, there’s no accounting for taste,” I said. 

“He does more than just reviewing building 

permits, though,” Cookie continued. “That’s only a 

small part of what he does. His job description says 

he’s responsible for some financial stuff, like 

bookkeeping and writing checks and submitting 

financial reports to the mayor.” 

“The mayor, huh? Well, that certainly adds a 

little color to Mr. Simmons now, doesn’t it?” 

“I guess,” said Cookie. “His job sounds to me 

kind of, well, you know…” 

“Boring?” 

Cookie nodded. 

“That’s why you don’t see me wearing a bean 

counter’s green eyeshade, angel. You couldn’t pay 

me enough to deal with all those financial details.” 

“I don’t think anyone can accuse you of being 

boring, Mr. K. And besides…” 

“Yeah?” 

“Green’s not your color.” 

I’ll give Cookie that much. Years ago, a 

college professor of mine was talking about 

dressing for success once we graduated into the 

professional world. His advice was never to wear 

green. He said it was a color shunned by the 

professional world. An Irishman himself, he even 

made no exception for St. Patrick’s Day. No green. 

Period. I figured he knew what he was talking about 

so, to this day, you’ll never find a green suit in my 

closet. Now that I work in that professional world I 

rarely see a colleague wearing green. However, 

when I do see someone in that ill-advised color, I 

admit I harbor reservations about their judgment, no 

doubt unfounded, but present nonetheless. 
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Cookie, satisfied with her assessment of my 

profession, left me with a picture of Trent Simmons 

displaying his swimming pool waterbed which I 

tucked into my jacket pocket. 

I thought about the clout Trent had with City 

Hall. Here’s a guy doing grunt work with the 

mayor’s attention focused on financial reports that 

he submits, what, once a month, maybe more? 

I didn’t know how any of this tied in to Stelton 

Pike, if it even did at all, but I do know one thing. A 

politician in Bay Town doesn’t make a move 

without Stelton Pike’s tacit approval. I wondered if 

I could get my hands on one of Trent’s recent 

financial reports. It could lead in a direction that 

Chip and Jack aren’t going in. Their focus is on 

building permits. The two of them are so myopic 

they couldn’t find their backsides with both hands. 

I know a lot of people in Bay Town, and a lot 

of people know me. I would definitely be too 

conspicuous rooting around in some back-alley 

trash bin, but I have someone in mind and he would 

be perfect for the job. Sherlock Holmes had his 

young street urchins who traversed London’s streets 

unperturbed and unnoticed. Irregulars, he called 

them. Well, he’s not the only one. 
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