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Description : Description du produitUnabridged CDs - 7 CDs, 8 hours With Dark Harbor, Stuart Woods
proved yet again that he is the master of the popular crime novel. Now he reaches new heights with his latest
addition to the series.

Prsentation de I'diteurA chance encounter with a small-time crook sends Stone Barrington straight into the
heart of New Y orks mafia underworld in this action-packed thriller in the #1 New Y ork Times bestselling
series.It started out as just another late night at Elaines, but it ended with Stone on the horns of a dilemma.
Forced to represent a sleazy but clueless con man, Stone finds that what could have been athrowaway case
instead leads right to Carmine Datilla, a powerful mob boss with a notoriously bad temper and long reach.
With the help of his ex-partner, Dino, Stone investigates Datilla the Hun, and the rest of the mob family,
encountering intrigue and danger at every turn. Will Stone finally take a stand, or will he end up at the
bottom of Sheepshead Bay?ExtraitlElaines, late.Stone Barrington sat at his usual table with Dino Bacchetti
and Bill Eggers. Dino was his old partner from when he had been on the NY PD, and Eggers was the
managing partner of Woodman and Weld, the law firm for which Stone was of counsel, which isto say, he


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B000P6YMBC

did the work that the firm did not wish to be seen to do, sometimes for clients the firm did not wish to be
seen to represent. He did this work from a distance, at his home office in Turtle Bay.Stone took hisfirst sip
of his second bourbon, while Dino and Eggers did likewise for their second Scotch.Im hungry, Stone said.

How long since we ordered dinner?Eggers glanced at his watch. Twenty minutes.| should have my green

bean salad, hold the peppers, by now, Stone said.Look around, Dino said. Its a busy night.It was a busy
night, Stone reflected, and then it got even busier. The front door opened, and in walked Herbert Q. Fisher

with two hookers. Stone knew they were hookers, because renting was the only means by which Herbie

Fisher could acquire company so attractive, not that they were all that attractive.Oh, shit, Stone said.Shit

what? Dino asked.Its Herbie Fisher. Stone looked away from the door, so as not to catch Herbies eye. It
didnt work.Herbie stopped at Stonestable, picked up his hand and pumped it. Hey, Stone, baby! he yelled,
forming his words carefully enough that he appeared drunk. Hows it hanging?Hello, Herbie, Stone said.
How are you? He immediately regretted the question.Well, Im alot better than okay, Herbie said. | passed
the bar today.Stone squinted at him. Y oure going to be a bartender? Visions came to mind of customers

clutching their throats and gagging.No, nothe bar. You and | are now brothersin the law.Y oure drunk,
Herbie. Go away.Herbie began searching for something in hisinside coat pocket. No, Im not kidding. Ive
got it right here. He came up with a page from a newspaper and unfolded it to reveal alist of many namesin
small print. A circle was drawn around one of them. See? Right here! Herbie pointed helpfully.Stone looked
at the name. Thisisalist of night students who got their GEDs, right?No! Look up at the top of the
page.Stone followed Herbies finger. Candidates Successfully Completing the Bar Examination of the State
of New Y ork, read the title.Its a joke newspaper, Stone said.No, its not! Herbie said indignantly.Y ouve never
been to law school, Stone pointed out.] most certainly have, Herbie said, for the past nineteen months, at the
Oliver Wendell Holmes Internet College of Law. | graduated summa cum laude.Herbie, go away, Stone
said.Oh, let me introduce you to my ladies, Herbie said, sweeping an arm toward the two hookers. Thisis
Suzette and Sammie. Ladies, thisis the distinguished attorney-at-law Mr. Stone Barrington. He and | have
worked together in the past and, hopefully, will be working together in the future.Herbie, Stone said, youre
hallucinating. The notion that you graduated from any established law school and passed the bar isinsane,
and the idea of working with you in any capacity is repellent. If you dont go away, Ill have awaiter throw
you out.Nice to see you, too, Stone, Herbie said with a wave. He took the arms of his two companions and
steered them toward atable in Siberia, where awaiter was frantically beckoning.Who the hell was that?
Eggers asked.Y ou remember that time when you wanted to catch a clients husband in flagrante delicto, and
you asked me to find a photographer, and Bob Cantor, who usually does that sort of work for me, was out of
town and recommended his nephew, and the nephew fell through the skylight while taking the
photograph?0h, yeah, | remember that.Well, that was Herbie Fisher.Holy shit, didnt you have that guy
shot?l wish.And now hes a member of the bar?No, its just one of Herbies fantasies, probably cooked up to
impress the hookers.How do you know theyre hookers? Eggers asked.Dino spoke up. Just take alook, he
said, nodding in the direction of Herbies table.One of the girls was sitting close to Herbie, exploring his ear
with her tongue, while the feet of the other, toes pointing downward, could be seen to protrude from under
the tablecloth. Herbie wore a beatific expression.If Elaine sees that, Dino said, shell grab somebodys steak
knife and kill them all.Okay, Eggers said, theyre hookers. But that page of names he showed you was from
the Legal , and they published the names today of those who passed the bar. Then somebody took the bar
exam for him, Stone said.Probably the same guy who took G. W. Bushs exams at Y ae and Harvard, Dino
said.Their first course arrived, and they dug in.Elaine came over and sat down. Y ou ordered the porterhouse?
she said.Right, Dino replied.For three of you?Its a big steak.Its a steak for two; you can carry home the
leftovers, like always.Elaine, Stone said, whats the difference if three of us finish the thing here?The
difference is one main course, she said. Do the arithmetic.Stone was about to argue with her when two very
large men walked through the front door, looking around like wolves seeking out a wounded animal. Whats
this? Stone asked.Dino glanced over his shoulder. Wiseguys, he said. So what?They dont look like theyre
here for dinner, Stone replied. At least, not for anything on the menu.The two very large men walked the
length of the restaurant, then homed in on Siberia, where the girl under the table had finished her work and
had joined her companionsin an upright position for a glass of wine. One of the men reached across the
table, took Herbie by the lapels and lifted him over the table.Stone was impressed that the lift was such that
Herbies feet had cleared the wineglasses. He watched as, braced between the two very large men, Herbie
was escorted toward the front door, his feet not quite touching the floor.Dino, Elaine said.What?Dino, youre
a cop; do something, she said, nodding toward the three men.Elaine, Im about to be in the middle of a



steak.Listen, you want to fuck up my reputation here? | cant have that kind of stuff going on. Get your ass
out there.Dino heaved a sigh, got up from the table and walked out the front door, digging in his pocket for
his badge.Whats going on? Eggers asked.Could be a collection under way, Stone replied.Or a hit, Elaine
observed.The door opened and Dino entered, supporting Herbie, who was dabbing at a bloody nose with a
handkerchief. Dino walked him back to Siberia and sat him down at his table with the two hookers. Then he
came back to Stones table.What happened? Eggers asked.Nothing, Dino replied. | just saved hislife, thats
all.Stone turned to Elaine. Why do you allow people like Herbie in here?He pays cash, Elaine replied.2The
three were picking over the remains of the porterhouse when Eggers flagged down awaiter and pointed at
the enormous bone. Wrap that up for my wifes dog, will you?Bill, Stone said, your wife hasaY orkshire
terrier; that bone will eat him.Itll keep him away from my shoes for afew days, Eggers replied, accepting the
foil-wrapped gift from the waiter. Y ou pay three grand for a pair of custom-made shoes from Lobbs, and a
four-pound canine perforates them.Stone looked at Eggers in wonder. Y ou pay three grand for shoes?Thats a
bargain; itsfive grand if you go to Silvano Lattanzi.Thats more than | paid for any of the first dozen cars|
owned, Dino said. If | wereyou, Id insure the shoes.Hey, that could work, Eggers said. | could claim against
my household insurance. | mean, the deductible is only a grand.Theyd probably make you shoot the dog,
Stone said.That works for me, Eggers replied.Y our wife would kill you in your sleep.Y ou have a
point.Suddenly, Herbie and his two hookers materialized at their table. He was still dabbing at his nose,
which had assumed the appearance of a small, battered eggplant. Stone, he said.Stone winced. What,
Herbie? want to sue those two guys, and | want you to represent me.Dino burst out laughing.Herbie, Stone
said, you say youre alawyer now; sue them yourself.Then | would have afool for aclient, Herbie replied,
caling up the old legal maxim describing alawyer who represents himself.l cant argue with that, Stone said,
but | will not, repeat not, represent you.l can pay.Herbie, the two guys who did that to your nose couldnt get
you to pay.Thats different, Herbie said. Owing you would be a debt of honor.And thats different from the
debt to the boss of those two guys how?That debt involved sports; its not the same thing.Try explaining that
to Carmine Dattila, Dino said. Thats who those guys work for. Carmine would hollow you out and use you
for an ashtray.No means no, Herbie, Stone said. Good night.Suddenly Eggers spoke up. Mr. Fisher, he said,
extending his hand, | am William Eggers of the law firm of Woodman and Weld.Hey, how you doin? Herbie
replied, pumping Eggerss hand.My firm would be happy to represent you in this matter; in fact, | would be
pleased to handle the case personally.Stones jaw nearly hit the tabletop. Bill, are you nuts, or are you just
drunker than | thought?Eggers waved him away. In fact, we would be pleased to represent you on a
contingency basis.Bill, Dino said, excuse me for interrupting, but | think you should know that Carmine
Dattilais known by the sobriquet Dattilathe Hun.Oh, Dino, Eggers said, shaking his head dont you ever
watch 60 Minutes? The power those old guys once had has been much diminished.Nobody told Carmine,
Dino replied.Eggers whipped out a card and handed it to Herbie. Mr. Fisher, please call me tomorrow
morning around ten. 11l be out of the weekly partners meeting by then.Herbie read the card carefully, then
produced one of his own.Stone grabbed it: Herbert Q. Fisher, Attorney at Law, it read, followed by a post
office box and a cell-phone number. Herbie, Stone said, you only passed the bar today; when did you have
these printed?t was just in case, Herbie said defensively.And how come you were so sure you were going to
pass the exam?Beads of sweat appeared on Herbies brow. | felt very confident that, given my education, it
wouldnt be a problem.Who did you get to, Herbie? And how much did it cost you?Well, if youll excuse us,
gentlemen, Herbie said with alittle bow. My ladies and | have an appointment el sewhere.Y eah, Dino
muttered, in the backseat of a cab.Herbie swept histwo companions out of the restaurant.Bill, Stone said,
what were you thinking?Stone, Eggers replied, you are obviously overlooking the public-relations effect of
our handling a case against aMafia chieftain, | believe the newspaper description goes.Y es, Mafia
chieftain.Dino spoke up. Have you considered the public-relations effect of being found dead in a
landfill?Really, Dino, its obvious that this Carmenwhats his name?Carmine Dattila. Dino spelled it for
him.Its obvious that Mr. Dattila has never been confronted in open court by a powerful law firm.Carmine
Dattila has been confronted in open court a number of times by the United States Attorney for the Southern
District of New Y ork, who is amember of afairly powerful law firm called the U.S. Department of Justice,
Dino said. And there aint a mark on him.Cmon, Stone said, rising. Lets get Clarence Darrow here into a cab
before he decides to sue God.3Stone was drinking coffee at his desk the following morning when his
secretary, Joan Robertson, appeared at the door.Got a minute? Joan, a pretty June Allyson look-alike
somewherein her forties, ran Stones office and Stone, as well.Sure, come on in. Bring coffee, if you
like.Thanks, Ive had mine, Joan said, sitting down. Time to talk of unpleasant things.How unpleasant?Not



all that bad, really, just chronic.Tell me.Well, your monthly draw from Woodman and Weld just about
covers my salary, the utilities and the copying machine, but only about half of what it costs you to live. And
your point isAVe need a case now and then to pay, among other things, your monthly bill at Elaines and to
keep you in the black. Y ou havent, for instance, saved any money for the past three months.Im aware of all
that, Stone said. More or less.Be more aware. Make rain.What do you want me to do, chase ambulances?A
nice personal-injury suit that lends itself to a quick settlement would do nicely.Maybe | could push
somebody in front of acab, then offer to represent him?The problem is, Woodman and Weld has not been
sending you much the past few months. Usually theyre good for something fairly juicy now and then. Thats
how you support your preposterous lifestyle.Preposterous? Whats preposterous about my lifestyleAVell, lets
see: You live adonein thislarge housel earn my living here, too, Stone pointed out.More or less. To
continue, you have a country house in Connecticut; an armored, souped-up Mercedes in the garage; an
airplane at Teterboro Airport; and a monthly bill at Elaines that could feed a company of starving marines.
All of it soaks up money. About the only thing you couldnt get along without is me.Y oure right, thisis
unpleasant.Look, you rarely use the house in Washington, Connecticut. Why dont you call Klemm Real
Estate up there and put the place on the market? Y ou bought it on a whim, and youve held onto it long
enough to at least double your money.Y eah, but its a good investment, better than the market, and anyway, |
kind of like the idea of having a country place in Connecticut.Well, its an awfully expensive way to get laid,
Stone. Every time you take awoman up there for afew days, we get a thousand-dollar bill for drinks and
dinners at the Mayflower Inn, and last time, you spent a couple of grand at a country auction, too. If its not
that, its the annual Washington Antiques show. | dont even want to think about what you spent there.Stone
was growing very uncomfortable and was relieved to hear the phone ring.Joan reached across the desk and
picked up his phone. Good morning, the Barrington Practice. She listened for a moment, pressed the Hold
button and handed Stone the phone. Bill Eggers for you. Maybe hes got some work for us?Stone took the
phone and punched a button. Good morning, Bill. How are you feeling today?Thats a cruel question, Eggers
replied hoarsely.Was your wifes dog happy with the bone?He ran when he saw it.And how did the partners
meeting greet your proposal to represent Herbie Fisher in a suit against Carmine Dattila?Actually, they
greeted it very well, Eggers said. They immediately saw the public-relations benefit of going up against a
mobster in acivil action.Y ou astonish me, Stone said.What they didnt like was the idea of the managing
partner personally representing Mr. Fisher.l can imagine, Stone chuckled. Which poor schmuck did you
stick with the case?lm actually on the phone with him now.Feel free to put me on hold while you break the
news to him.That wont be necessary, since Im speaking to him on this line.Stone was confused for a
moment, but then the full import of what Eggers was saying struck him like awall of icy water. Now wait a
minute, Billlm afraid | cant wait, Stone. The case is yours, by unanimous vote of the partners.Bill, | begged
you not to take this ridiculous case.Nevertheless, Eggers said, there was afeeling among the partners that the
firm has not been getting its moneys worth from you lately, Stone.Well, God knows you havent been
throwing me any cases.Consider this one thrown.Bill, theres no money in this. Even if we managed to get a
settlement, it would be limited to Herbies medical expenses.But, if you went to trial, you could go for
punitive damages.What, a few thousand dollars?Stone, | think the partners would be happy without alarge
settlement if the case were to generate the kind of positive news stories that we think could be obtained by
taking this case. Just think of yourself on the courthouse steps, after aday in court grilling Mr. Dattila. Think
of ajury coming in with punitive damages of tens of thousands of dollars. Y oud be al over the evening
news, and so would Woodman and Weld. In fact, 1d be happy to come down to the courthouse and sit at
your table for afew days, then share your moment on the courthouse steps.Bill, what have you guys been
smoking over there? Whatever it is, itsillegal.Stone, let me put it to you bluntly. If you want to go on
drawing the handsome monthly sum we pay you, and if you want to continue to have cases referred to you
by our firm, then youre going to have to get on board with this case. The partners expect this of you.Oh,
Jesus, Stone moaned. Send me the casefile, if there is one.lll do better than that; 11l send you your
client.Y ou mean Herbie is at your office nowWell, he was, but hes already on hisway to you. He should be
in your office shortly.Stone glanced down the hallway and saw the front door open. Oh, shit.l take it Mr.
Fisher has arrived, Eggers said. Do right by him, Stone. Make Woodman and Weld look good. He hung
up.Stone put the phone down.Stone, Joan said, whats the matter?Eggers has sent us a case.Oh, good.No.
Stone nodded toward the hallway.Joan followed his gaze. Herbie Fisher? Y uck! My sentiments exactly.What
does he want?He wants us to sue Carmine Dattila.Dattila the Hun?One and the same.Thats the case Eggers
sent us?Thats the case.Thisis abad joke. Make him go away.It is certainly abad joke, but if we want to keep



me of counsel to Woodman and Weld, Im going to have to do this. Go and get your pad; 11l dictate a
complaint.Joan got up and left, squeezing past Herbie Fisher and managing not to touch him.Hey, Joanie,
Herbie said.Y uck, Joan replied.From Publishers WeeklySmooth-talking New Y ork lawyer Stone Barrington,
along with his sidekick, NY PD detective Dino Bacchetti, get dragged into an impossible case in Stone's
entertaining 13th outing (after Dark Harbor). Stone's bosses at the high-class law firm of Woodman and
Weld want him to sue major league Mafia don Carmine Daéttila for beating up a character from earlier Stone
adventures, the hapless Herbie Fisher. It's all pretty much good funthe snappy repartee, hot sex, dinner at
Elaine's, comedic Mafia hoodlums with names like Sammy Tools, Johnny Pop and Dattila the Hununtil the
tale turns darker with the introduction of a psychotic sculptor, Devlin Daltry, who's the ex-boyfriend of
Stone's current flame, Celia Cox, atall, fabulously beautiful masseuse. Woods delivers few surprises, but
there are plenty of laughs as the pages speed by. Series regulars and newcomers alike will be perfectly
satisfied. (Apr.) Copyright Reed Business Information, adivision of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved.



