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Chapter 1 

 
THE DISTURBINGLY LACONIC Fritz Gargano was never 
likeable, even when he doted on his only daughter, presently 
absent on her 21st birthday. His tiny blue eyes danced sideways 
in his wide and mean-looking puffy face that somehow always 
warned of feral intention. His slightly curly and thinning grey 
hair, viciously brushed backwards, and his broad jaw sculpted 
with what some would refer to as designer stubble but wasn’t, 
each helped to exude his unique aura of meanness and cruelty. 
Every hidden thought that he might be harboring, each 
slightest fastidious gesture that hinted of his current mood, 
made even the firmest minds around him rush, seeded panic 
in those who did not know him, and sowed open revulsion 
amongst all those who safely watched from afar. Even his 
name hinted at the nefarious mongrel that he was. 

His capricious mind was tough to anticipate. His temper 
and misogyny were legendary and had long driven two wives 
and three sons away forever. His all too rare predictable 
display of emotion, which randomly bounced from hot to cold 
and back again, was reserved for his daughter Ivana, who was 
as beautiful as he was ugly. She alone had any sort of freedom 
of his vast home and fortune and, rightly in his mind, had the 
brains and education to be certain one day to succeed him. 
And in return, despite his foibles and the short leash he 
usually accorded her, she treated him with respect and a 
smatter of love. 

He had little sense of humor. It had always been the case. 
Any attempt to tease him at school had been instantly met 
with the hard undulating surface of a flying fist aimed straight 
at the nose or just under the eye, or the leading edge of brass 
knuckles always at the ready in his back pocket, or, worse still, 
the pointed end of a switchblade spirited away in some 
unpredictable location on his body. Occasionally his vicious 
reaction would go further still. After one of his closest friends 
had once jokingly forged a set of Viet Nam call up papers he 
shot him in the head in the middle of the street in full daylight, 
without even a silencer. 

Fritz’s upbringing had been worse than just violent. Son 
of a frequently out-of-work, overpowering and obese Italian 
stevedore and equally complicated slender German seamstress 
who from time to time ‘defended herself’, as one writer used 
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to describe it, just off Times Square, or in Central Park if she 
could get away with it, he had only nominally completed 
junior high. They lived in one of the cruelest projects of the 
fifties Bronx where brute force and violence ruled over an 
economy of influence peddling, drugs, prostitution, alcohol 
and cigarettes. With his parents on such precarious incomes, 
as a teenager he had to help provide for his three younger 
siblings, still supposedly at school. His evolving ability to take 
ruthless enterprise several steps beyond what was ever asked 
of him had assured an ascent and a valued lieutenancy under a 
local warlord, but soon his over-recognizable face began to 
regularly land him in the arguably harsher environments of 
state and federal prisons.  

He profited all the same. He probably owed his brain to 
his mother who, equally intelligent and of impeccable 
memory, had refrained from smoking, drinking, or drug 
taking, or for that matter playing tricks while she had carried 
him. He consequently exploited his long years locked away 
from society by reading and learning and, to the frustration of 
federal agents who still patiently kept an eye on him from the 
day he had last emerged from Attica, he had diverted his ill-
gotten gains towards safer enterprises.  

The precocious and equally temperamental Ivana had by 
now graduated from business and law schools, and was 
presently headed for the arms of a young and only son of a 
modest Albany widow. He had been a fellow law student, 
undoubtedly destined for heights of his own, but despite this 
turn of events, Fritz Gargano knew that his daughter would 
never stray far. Their business of cheating the world, legally or 
illegally, was certain to survive and flourish. 

 
He gently put down his Marshall McLuhan and seemed 
relieved. Carmine, ‘Moose’ to his intimates and his long-time 
lieutenant, had already been quietly standing there for several 
minutes. 

“I need to speak to you, Boss.” 
He trusted Carmine almost as much as his daughter, but 

likewise it did not go far. The trouble was that Carmine always 
needed to speak to him and Fritz always had to make the 
decisions. It was the problem of being so strong. He could 
never rely on anybody.  
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They all presented a permanent challenge, his entourage. 
Everyone he dealt with, even his daughter, continually tested 
his patience and forced him to have to remember everything 
in order to stay one step ahead. In short, he had to keep them 
in check and on their toes.  

And they tried to cope with him in return. Their manner 
of keeping any sort of handle on their situation was by 
planting deliberate mistakes in order to channel his wrath away 
from areas they each privately sought to protect. It had turned 
into a game. They constantly watched him with at least one 
eye, metaphorical or physical, like Siamese cats perched on 
opposing pieces of furniture.  

But Fritz’s advancing age was by now coming into play. 
At least, that’s how he perceived it. It made him afraid of 
mellowing. His home-grown paranoia grew. His memory did 
not seem what it used to be, and often it looked like everyone 
around him was doing their best to wipe it clean, one 
surreptitious stroke at a time. He saw it as an invisible battle of 
mind games, of animal behavior. But then he liked such 
behavior, he always had, and it formed his second nature. 
From his defensive lair he compensated by structuring his life 
as much as possible, even if the decisions he made remained 
unpredictable. He ordered his meals always at the same time. 
He worked to checklists, just like in prison, to keep their 
subconscious attempts at disorientation and subterfuge in 
check. And above all he never stopped trying to anticipate 
their next moves. 

“You know, Carmine” he drawled unpleasantly, briefly 
glancing back at the book “everything you fucking say I can 
fucking see, and everything you fucking don’t say I can 
fucking feel!” 

Carmine had long become used to such bouts of 
oppressive philosophy. He too had read extensively in and out 
of prison, and his even temperament that had kept him in his 
job and had also kept himself above the emotional waterline.   

“Is that called synesthesia, Boss?” the lieutenant asked 
quite genuinely. 

“Carmine, don’t make me fucking . . .” Fritz growled. 
He hated others trying to be clever with him. Very few 

got away with it. And he always had something in return in 
revenge.  

“Hey, did you cut down the fucking tree already?” 
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The small lone apple tree in the middle of his stunningly 
beautiful lawn that looked out onto the Sound had been the 
object of his fury the day before. It had been the eve of 
Ivana’s birthday. At the very last minute he had hired a crew 
to film a time lapse setting of the sunset to display in the 
background of her upcoming wedding ceremony right there 
on the lawn, but the sun had descended less vertically than 
anticipated and at the last minute had uselessly disappeared 
behind the tree. He was livid. It was not what he had planned 
and it was too late. The husband-to-be would be staying there 
in a week’s time. He had wanted to choose the eve of an 
occasion, any occasion that would be later remembered.  

“What about just before she loses…” had jokingly 
whispered one of his men before never being seen again. 

 
“What did I fucking tell you?” Fritz shouted. 

Carmine was about to fatally stutter an excuse. It would 
have jeopardized the rest of his day. He braved himself in time 
to tell Fritz that what he had to say was even more important 
than the tree. 

“Tell me about it” Fritz invited, half rolling his eyes, half 
looking sideways at his subaltern. 

“Yeah” replied Carmine with relief. 
“I said tell me about it!” shouted Fritz. 
The lieutenant apologized.  
“Well, Boss” he announced “Lenny the Limp didn’t have 

a condo on Martha’s Vineyard as we thought. That’s why we 
never fucking found it.” 

“What!” 
This was out of the blue and unexpected. Fritz stood up 

in shock at the news of ten years of misconception. He was 
about to go ape. 

“He had a fucking property in Connecticut with land 
around it” continued Carmine, talking even faster “and he 
dressed as a fucking woman and ran a recording studio.” 

“Well fuck me!” 
Fritz walked towards the middle of the room while 

stroking his cactus chin from below and smothering himself in 
thought from above. 

“How the fuck did we find him?” he then asked. 
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“He kept that fucking painting you gave him” the 
lieutenant replied. “The boys spotted it for sale in one of those 
magazines.” 

Although he was momentarily grateful that his lieutenant 
had not employed the expletive to describe the reading matter 
with which he tried to improve the worldliness of his 
entourage of bodyguards, it angered him that he had not 
spotted it first himself. He always read the magazines before 
they did, but this time obviously too fast. Perhaps he had been 
carelessly distracted by all that obsessing world news that in 
the end was never going to change his life. Or perhaps it was 
when Ivana had once momentarily gone off the wall in one of 
those rare spells that worried him. Whatever. 

But why had Lenny sold a prized possession? 
“He didn’t” replied Carmine. “He died a year ago and it 

was being sold off by his estate.” 
Fritz briefly panicked. He hated not having the initiative.  
“The house! How much is it going for?” he asked. 
“Well that’s the fucking problem, Boss” Carmine replied 

nervously. “It’s already been sold.” 
Fritz realized that this was too important to get upset 

about. Lenny the Limp had been evading him ever since the 
Melville heist. The bullion was worth millions. If he had 
disguised himself and purchased a home he must have buried 
the loot somewhere there.  

He thought of the opportunity it presented. The gold 
could be easily laundered, no problem. He needed at all costs 
to get his hands on the house and grounds. It was too bad if 
they had already been sold.  

He turned his back to gaze outside to the front. A team 
of four Haitian gardeners were sweeping the driveway and 
mowing the lawn either side of it. They distracted him 
unnecessarily. He needed freedom of thought. Flowing water 
would have been better, but the outsized fountain in the 
background had been turned off. He swung back, skirted past 
the small table and his lieutenant, and walked across towards 
the opened back of the house. Then he saw the hated tree 
standing there in the middle of his view.  

“Fuck! And now this!” he remembered. 
It could be down in minutes. Why hadn’t it been? 
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“Find out who conveyed it and get it fucking un-
conveyed or something” he ordered without looking back. “I 
want that house. Whatever it takes!” 

Carmine had enough to act on and headed for the door. 
He would take one of the cars, probably the Cadillac, and 
drive up north as soon as he had cut down the tree.  

“Where did you say?” asked Fritz. 
“A fucking town called Broadacre” replied Carmine from 

the hall. “Two-and-a-bit hours away.”  
“Isn’t that where . . ?” 
Carmine’s face lit up. He hadn’t thought of that. He 

promptly walked back to the doorway to face his boss. 
“Hey, you’re right, Boss” he replied. “Should I go and 

speak to him first?” 
“No. Leave that to me” replied Fritz. “Take Gin Bottle 

and get up there and scout around. Bring back photos.” 
Carmine purposefully left the room a second time and 

swooped up the keys and camera from the small side table 
next to where the sallow Gin Bottle was sitting on guard. 
When he reached the sun he smiled to himself. He liked 
driving north; it reminded him of all those missions to Boston. 
Best of all there were two McDonalds a few miles from each 
other on I95, just enough to finish one burger before 
collecting the next. 

He beckoned Gin Bottle to accompany him, took 
command of the Cadillac, and sped off having forgotten to 
down the tree. 

 
“Dressed as a fucking women, heh” thought Fritz, finally on 
his own and looking out towards the miniscule waves lapping 
his shoreline.  

He wondered what the bastard had called himself. He 
looked forward to hearing what Carmine found out and 
examining the photos. He walked onwards through the 
conservatory and onto the soft smooth lawn and headed past 
the tree to stand on the water’s edge. Finding Lenny the Limp 
had been an obsession for so long. It had been secretly 
wearing him down.  

He thought about those hallowed times, of Lenny’s 
music activities and weird friends. The pressure from the feds 
had worsened. Just after the Dapper Don had been sent down 
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to Illinois, Fritz had decided to reorient his affairs towards 
more legitimate ways of satisfying his avarice. 

It had taken time. He had tried to think of everything. 
He had dreamed of making money from Broadway until he 
fell asleep during Cats, the most popular show at the time. He 
planned to invest where there were solid and guaranteed 
needs. He read books about innovation. He even had crazy 
ideas of his own. They came in thick and fast. From his strolls 
along his shoreline he thought about glasses that magnified 
feet when rummaging; from Carmine’s repeated bouts of 
overeating he imagined a calorie tally linked to the 
supermarket food bill; for when the cook screwed up yet again 
he planned a voice-commanded smoke detector; after he 
found himself arguing in the car with Ivana he thought of a 
GPS device that politely asked first if directions given were 
fully agreed with. And then there were the bedroom windows 
that automatically closed at an approaching aircraft. It was 
brilliant and he almost fitted some in. Then clever Ivana had 
come to the rescue in time and they all went nowhere. 

He lowered his sights. He read that most fortunes in 
history had been made by copying other people’s ideas. Right! 
Copying was the operative word. The printing press had come 
from squashing olives; the French had copied the guillotine 
from the British, and the Americans had copied the British 
Comet. Ivana went along and even became enthusiastic 
herself. 

At first Fritz had started searching for stranded ideas still 
awaiting rescue. He read about relieving drought by towing 
icebergs, or water transported in barges made of flexible 
membranes. There were dozens of others. No, had warned 
Ivana, he needed ideas that had already gone further. 

And then along came Eli Mendelsohn, a stroke of luck. 
Everything was always luck in the end. Ivana had briefly 
interned at the Manhattan company where Mendelsohn was 
recognized for his assiduousness and he had talked to her 
about new opportunities in what he called ‘intellectual 
property’.  

Intellectual property. When she repeated it to him that 
evening, Fritz’s bushy eyebrows almost hit the exceptionally 
low ceiling of his Long Room as the waves outside seemed to 
agree. The very expression made him quiver with excitement. 
Ivana had stumbled on an opportunity for abstract loot; no 
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need for secret warehouses, or concealed pits at the bottom of 
the garden or under the house. The feds would have nothing 
to train their government issue binoculars on. It was brilliant. 

He had asked her for more. Mendelsohn, she explained 
the next day, was involved in litigation over patents. They 
formed the embodiment of intellectual property. She then 
showed her father an article Mendelsohn had written that 
talked about making money out of other people’s inventions 
without even having to invent or make anything. It just got 
better. The more Fritz heard, the more he adored his daughter 
for her find.  

Out of the blue he turned up at her office and demanded 
an interview, saying he was an investor and hiding the fact that 
he was Ivana’s father. He had read the article, he said. While a 
flattered Eli gave his rather frightening visitor a two-hour 
lecture on how existing intellectual property could be 
manipulated to make streams of money, Fritz Gargano was 
realizing that he had indeed finally met his dream. 

Eli painted for him the full grimy picture, the savage 
ongoing war over patents and invention that no-one outside 
saw. He talked of so-called reputable companies and even 
entire countries discretely seeking illegal monopolies by taking 
out patents to consolidate their position in targeted industries. 
He showed how the Second World War losers had peacefully 
sneaked their way back to the top. He talked of spying and 
covert operations by corporations and governments around a 
world awash with patents, several thousands of new ones 
every day, many of which were never exploited by their 
owners but instead illegally copied by others. There was an 
opportunity, Mendelsohn explained, to buy the rights to such 
patents and to prosecute the copiers. He described how the 
high costs and vagaries around litigation forced most 
defendants to pay up without asking questions. It was much 
safer that way, the outcome more certain. 

His eyes stopped dancing and started to moisten, just as 
they had at the birth of his daughter. As his brain discretely 
salivated out of control, Fritz continued to listen and absorb. 
Even his mouth started to salivate, Pavlovian style. He had to 
put the back of his fist to it. He had read that Pavlov had 
made a fortune selling saliva at a liter per dog to treat 
dyspepsia; Fritz’s own heralded a fortune to be made out of 
becoming a patent troll. 
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He went to work right away. He put Ivana onto scouting 
for candidates. They recruited a team of young, energetic and 
ambitious business graduates and patent lawyers, as well as 
chemists and physicists who would understand the subject 
matter boringly written up in patents. They started to target 
patents that could easily be bought and they began to 
prosecute. The newly created Gargano Associates rapidly 
became a universally detested multimillion dollar enterprise 
that yielded huge profits for everyone involved.  

But Eli Mendelsohn was never one of them. He fell out 
of the picture more or less straight away, but after he came to 
realize what he had spawned he kept himself aware from a 
distance about what Gargano was up to. It might one day 
make another book. 

 
Fritz picked up a flat pebble that Carmine and Gin Bottle had 
discretely planted for him and threw it towards the water. It 
bounced twice. What if it was no coincidence that Eli 
Mendelsohn and Lenny the Limp had lived in the same town? 
There was no reason possible. He dismissed it straight away. 
Then, what about his resolution to only stay with things legit? 
Well, this was one last time, and anyway the bullion should 
have been his. 

He glanced at a gold ball lying a few feet away. It looked 
quite new. He never played golf, but had seen them there 
before. 

“Fucking seagulls!” 
Had there been visitors he would have explained his 

theory about seagulls stealing from the course a few miles 
away. In fact it was Ivana. She’d been playing the trick on him 
for years, just to watch him from afar pointing into the air to 
his captivated friends. Each time she laughed so much she 
wanted to pee. 

He returned to the house to continue the book and then 
changed his mind. The news of Lenny had momentarily 
resurrected his old instincts. He went over to the long 
bookshelves that covered the entire wall from front to back 
and reached for Salvador Dali’s memoirs. The idea of primeval 
man carefully examining his daily rhinoceros horns fitted his 
new mood perfectly, more than an unreadable saga of hot and 
cold media. The real Fritz had returned. He sighed 
euphorically. Life was about to go basic again, back from its 
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cerebral interlude to the purely animal. It was a reawakening, a 
return to the Hades he had always loved. And yet the first 
thing he did was to remember a poem.  

“Lightly flows the mind” he recited to himself as he sank 
into the chair “that leaves the load of yesterday behind.” 

 


