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The land of faery:
where nobody gets old and godly and grave,
where nobody gets old and crafty and wise,
where nobody gets old and bitter of tongue.

—William Butler Yeats
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CHAPTER ONE

[image: ] He believed he was safe.

For the first time in six months.

Two identities and three residences behind him, he finally believed he was safe.

An odd feeling came over him—comfort, he finally decided. Yeah, that was it. A feeling he hadn’t experienced for a long time, and he sat on the bed in this fair-to-middling hotel, overlooking that weird silver arch that crowned the riverfront in St. Louis. Smelling the mid-western spring air.

An old movie was on television. He loved old movies. This was Touch of Evil. Orson Welles directing. Charlton Heston playing a Mexican. The actor didn’t look like a Mexican. But then, he probably didn’t look like Moses either.

Arnold Gittleman laughed to himself at his little joke and told it to a sullen man sitting nearby, reading a Guns & Ammo magazine. The man glanced at the screen. “Mexican?” he asked. Stared at the screen for a minute. “Oh.” He went back to his magazine.

Gittleman lay back in the bed, thinking that it was damn well about time he had some funny thoughts like the one about Heston. Frivolous thoughts. Amount-to-nothing thoughts. He wanted to think about gardening or painting lawn furniture or taking his grandson to a ball game. About taking his daughter and her husband to his wife’s grave—a place he’d been too afraid to visit for over six months.

“So,” the sullen man said, looking up from the magazine, “what’s it gonna be? We gonna do deli tonight?”

Gittleman, who’d lost 30 pounds since Christmas— he was down to 204—said, “Sure. Sounds good. Deli.”

And he realized it did sound good. He hadn’t looked forward to food for a long time. A nice fat deli sandwich. Pastrami. His mouth started to water. Mustard. Rye bread. A pickle.

“Naw,” said a third man, stepping out of the bathroom. “Pizza. Let’s get pizza.”

The sullen man who read about guns all the time and the pizza man were U.S. marshals. Both were young and stony-faced and gruff and wore cheap suits that fit very badly. But Gittleman knew that these were exactly the kind of men you wanted to be watching over you. Besides, Gittleman had led a pretty tough life himself, and he realized that when you looked past their facade these two were pretty decent and smart guys—street-smart, at least. Which was all that really counted in life.

Gittleman had taken a liking to them over the past five months. And since he couldn’t have his family around him he’d informally adopted them. He called them Son One and Son Two. He told them that. They weren’t sure what to make of it but he sensed they got a kick out of him saying the words. For one thing, they said, most of the people they protected were complete shits and Gittleman knew that, whatever else, he wasn’t that.

Son One was the man reading the guns magazine, the man who’d suggested deli. He was the fatter of them. Son Two grumbled again that he wanted pizza.

“Forgetaboutit. We did pizza yesterday.”

An irrefutable argument. So it was pastrami and cole slaw.

Good.

“On rye,” Gittleman said. “And a pickle. Don’t forget the pickle.”

“They come with pickles.”

“Then extra pickles.”

“Hey, go for it, Arnie,” Son One said.

Son Two spoke into the microphone pinned to his chest. A wire ran to a black Motorola Handi-Talkie, clipped onto his belt, right next to a big gun that might very well have been reviewed in the magazine his partner was reading. He spoke to the third marshal on the team, sitting by the elevator up the hall. “It’s Sal. I’m coming out.”

“Okay,” the staticky voice responded. “Elevator’s on its way.”

“You wanta beer, Arnie?”

“No,” Gittleman said firmly.

Son Two looked at him curiously.

“I want two goddamn beers.”

The marshal cracked a faint smile. The most response to humor Gittleman had ever seen in his tough face.

“Good for you,” Son One said. The marshals had been after him to lighten up, enjoy life more. Relax.

“You don’t like dark beer, right?” asked his partner.

“Not so much,” Gittleman responded.

“How do they make dark beer anyway?” Son One asked, studying something in the well-thumbed magazine. Gittleman looked. It was a pistol, dark as dark beer, and it looked a lot nastier than the guns his surrogate sons wore.

“Make it?” Gittleman asked absently. He didn’t know. He knew money and how and where to hide it. He knew movies and horse racing and grandchildren. He drank beer but he didn’t know anything about making it. Maybe he’d take that up as a hobby too—in addition to gardening. Home brewing. He was fifty-six. Too young for retirement from the financial services and accounting profession—but, after the RICO trial, he was definitely going to be retired from now on.

“Clear,” came the radio voice from the hallway.

Son Two disappeared out the door.

Gittleman lay back and watched the movie. Janet Leigh was on screen now. He’d always had a crush on her. Was still pissed at Hitchcock for killing her in the shower. Gittleman liked women with short hair.

Smelling the spring air.

Thinking about a sandwich.

Pastrami on rye.

And a pickle.

Feeling safe.

Thinking: the Marshals Service was doing a good job at making sure he stayed that way. The rooms on either side of this one had adjoining doors but they’d been bolted shut and the rooms were unoccupied; the U.S. government actually paid for all three rooms. The hallway was covered by the marshal near the elevator. The nearest shooting position a sniper could find was two miles away, across the Mississippi River, and Son One— the Guns & Ammo subscriber—had told him there was nobody in the universe who could make a shot like that.

Feeling comfortable.

Thinking that tomorrow he’d be on his way to California, with a new identity. There’d be some plastic surgery. He’d be safe. The people who wanted to kill him would eventually forget about him.

Relaxing.

Letting himself get lost in the movie with Moses and Janet Leigh.

It was really a great film. The very opening scene was somebody setting the hands of the timer on a bomb to three minutes and twenty seconds. Then planting it. Welles had made one continuous shot for that exact amount of time, until the bomb went off, setting the story in motion.

Talk about building the suspense.

Talk about—

Wait….

What was that?

Gittleman glanced out the window. He sat up slightly.

Outside the window was … What was that?

It seemed like a small box of some sort. Sitting on the window ledge. Connected to it was a thin wire, which ran upward and disappeared out of view. As if somebody’d lowered the little box from the room above.

Because of the movie—the opening scene—his first thought was that the box was a bomb. But now, as he lunged forward, he saw that, no, it looked like a camera, a small video camera.

He rolled off the bed, walked to the window. Looked at the box closely.

Yep. That’s what it was. A camera.

“Arnie, you know the drill,” Son One said. Because he was heavy he sweated a lot and he sweated now. He wiped his face. “Stay away from the windows.”

“But … what’s that?” Gittleman pointed.

The marshal dropped the magazine to the floor, rose, and stepped to the window.

“A video camera?” Gittleman asked.

“Well, it looks like it. It does. Yeah.”

“Is it … But it’s not yours, is it?”

“No,” the marshal muttered, frowning. “We don’t have surveillance outside.”

The marshal glanced at the thin cable that disappeared up, presumably to the room above them. His eyes continued upward until they came to rest on the ceiling.

“Shit!” he said, reaching for his radio.

The first cluster of bullets from the silenced machine gun tore through the plaster above them and ripped into Son One, who danced like a puppet. He dropped to the floor, bloody and torn. Shivering as he died.

“No!” Gittleman cried. “Jesus, no!”

He leapt toward the phone. A stream of bullets followed him; upstairs the killer would be watching on the video camera, knowing exactly where Gittleman was.

Gittleman pressed himself flat against the wall. The gunman fired another shot. A single. It was close. Then two more. Inches away. Teasing him, it seemed like. Nobody would hear. The only sound was the cracking of plaster and wood.

More shots followed him as he dodged toward the bathroom. Debris flew around him. There was a pause. He hoped the killer had given up and fled. But it turned out that he was after the phone—so Gittleman couldn’t call for help. Two bullets cracked through the ceiling, hit the beige telephone unit, and shattered it into a hundred pieces.

“Help!” he cried, nauseated with fear. But, of course, the rooms on either side of this one were empty—a fact so reassuring a few moments ago, so horrifying now.

Tears of fright in his eyes …

He rolled into a corner, knocked a lamp over to darken the room.

More bullets crashed down. Closer, testing. Trying to find him. The gunman upstairs, watching a TV screen of his own, just like Gittleman had been watching Charlton Heston a few minutes ago.

Do something, Gittleman raged to himself. Come on!

He eased forward again and shoved the TV set, on a roller stand, toward the window. It slammed into the pane, cracked it, and blocked the view the video camera had of the room.

There were several more shots but the gunman was blind now.

“Please,” Gittleman prayed quietly. “Please. Someone help me.”

Hugging the walls, he moved to the doorway. He fumbled the chain and dead bolt, shivering in panic, certain the man was right above him, aiming down. About to pull the trigger.

But there were no more shots and he swung the door open fast and leapt into the hallway. Calling to the marshal at the elevator—not one of the Sons, an officer named Gibson. “He’s shooting—there’s a man upstairs with a gun! You—”

But Gittleman stopped speaking. At the end of the hallway Gibson lay facedown. Blood pooled around his head. Another puppet—this one with cut strings.

“Oh, no,” he gasped. Turned around to run.

He stopped. Looking at what he now realized was the inevitable.

A handsome man, dark-complected, wearing a well-cut suit, standing in the hallway. He carried a Polaroid camera in one hand and, in the other, a black pistol mounted with a silencer.

“You’re Gittleman, aren’t you?” the man asked. He sounded polite, as if he were merely curious.

Gittleman couldn’t respond. But the man squinted and then nodded. “Yeah, sure you are.”

“But …” Gittleman looked back into his hotel room.

“Oh, my partner wasn’t trying to hit you in there. Just to flush you. We need to get you outside and confirm the kill.” The man gave a little shrug, nodding at the camera. “‘Causa what we’re getting paid they want proof. You know.”

And he shot Gittleman three times in the chest.
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In the hotel corridor, which used to smell of Lysol and now smelled of Lysol and cordite from the gunshots, Haarte unscrewed the suppressor and dropped it and the Walther into his pocket. He glanced at the Polaroid picture of the dead man as it developed. Then put it in the same pocket as the gun.

From his belt he took his own walkie-talkie—more expensive than the Marshals’ and, unlike theirs, sensibly equipped with a three-level-encryption scrambler—and spoke to Zane, his partner, upstairs, the one so proficient with automatic weapons. “He’s dead. I’ve got the snap. Get out.”

“On my way,” Zane replied.

Haarte glanced at his watch. If the other marshal had gone to get food—which he probably had, since it was dinnertime—he could be back in six or seven minutes. That’s how much time it took to walk to the restaurant closest to the hotel, order take-out, and return. He obviously hadn’t gone to the restaurant in the hotel because they would just have ordered room service.

Haarte walked slowly down the four flights of stairs and outside into the warm spring evening. He checked the streets. Nearly deserted. No sirens. No flashing lights of silent roll-ups.

His earphone crackled. Haarte’s partner said, “I’m in the car. Back at the Hilton in thirty.”

“See you then.”

Haarte got into their second rental car and drove out of downtown to a park in University City, a pleasant suburb west of the city.

He pulled up beside a maroon Lincoln Continental.

Overhead a jet, making its approach to Lambert Field, roared past.

Haarte got out of the car and walked to the Lincoln. He got in the backseat, checking out the driver, kept his hand in his pocket around the grip of the now-unsilenced pistol. The man sitting in the rear of the car, a heavy, jowly man of about 60, gave a faint nod, his eyes aimed toward the front seat, meaning: The driver’s okay; you don’t have to worry.

Haarte didn’t care what the man’s eyes said. Haarte worried all the time. He’d worried when he’d been a cop in the toughest precinct of Newark, New Jersey. He’d worried as a soldier in the Dominican Republic. He’d worried as a mercenary in Zaire and Burma. He’d come to believe that worry was a kind of drug. One that kept you alive.

Once he finished his own appraisal of the driver he released his grip on the pistol and took his hand out of his pocket.

The man said in a flat midwestern accent, “There’s nothing on the news yet.”

“There will be,” Haarte reassured him. He flashed the Polaroid.

The man shook his head. “All for money. Death of an innocent. And it’s all for money.” He sounded genuinely troubled as he said this. He looked up from the picture. Haarte had learned that Polaroids never show blood the right color; it always looks darker.

“That bother you?” the man asked Haarte. “Death of an innocent?”

Haarte said nothing. Innocence or guilt, just like fault and mercy, were concepts that had no meaning to him.

But the man didn’t seem to want an answer.

“Here.” The man handed him an envelope. Haarte had received a lot of envelopes like this. He always thought they felt like blocks of wood. Which in a way they were. Money was paper, paper was wood. He didn’t look inside. He put the envelope in his pocket. No one had ever tried to cheat him.

“What about the other guy you wanted done?” Haarte asked.

The man shook his head. “Gone to ground. Somewhere in Manhattan. We aren’t sure where yet. We should find out soon. You interested in the job?”

“New York?” Haarte considered. “It’ll cost more. There’s more heat, it’s more complicated. We’d need backup and we probably should make it look accidental. Or at least set up a fall guy.”

“Whatever,” the man said lackadaisically, not much interest in the details of Haarte’s craft. “What’ll it cost?”

“Double.” Haarte touched his breast pocket, where the money now rested.

A lifted gray eyebrow. “You pick up all expenses? The cost of backup? Equipment?”

Haarte waited a moment and said, “Add ten points for the backup?”

“I can go there,” the man said.

They shook hands and Haarte returned to his own car.

He called Zane on the radio once more. “We’re on again. This time in our own backyard.”
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CHAPTER TWO

[image: ] Rune got elected to pick up the videotape and her life was never the same after that.

She argued with her boss about picking up the tape—Tony, the manager of Washington Square Video on Eighth Street in Greenwich Village, where she was a clerk. Oh, she argued with him.

Rewinding a tape, playing with the VCR, snapping the controls, she stared at the fat, bearded man. “Forget it. No way.” She reminded him how he’d agreed she didn’t have to do pickups or deliveries and that was the deal when he’d hired her.

“So,” she said. “There.”

Tony peered at her from under flecked, bushy eyebrows and, for some reason, decided to be reasonable. He explained how Frankie Greek and Eddie were busy fixing monitors or something—though she guessed they were probably just figuring out how to get comped into the Palladium for a concert that night—and so she had to do the pickups.

“I don’t see why I have to at all, Tony. I mean, I just don’t see where the have-to part comes in.”

And right about then he changed his mind about being reasonable. “Okay, here’s where it comes in, Rune. It’s the part where I’m fucking telling you to. You know, as your boss. Anyway, whatsa big deal? There’s only one pickup.”

“That’s like a total waste of time.”

“Your life is a waste of time, Rune.”

“Look,” she began, not too patiently, and went on with her argument until he said, “Thin ice, honey. Get your ass outa here. Now.”

She tried, “Not in the job description.” Only because it wasn’t in her nature to give in too quickly and then she saw him go all still and before he exploded she stood up and said, “Oh, will you just chill, Tony?” In that exasperated, sly way of hers that would probably get her fired someday but so far hadn’t.

Then he’d looked at an invoice and said, “Christ, it’s only a few blocks from here. Avenue B. Guy’s name is Robert Kelly.”

Oh, Rune thought, Mr. Kelly? Well, that was different.

She took the receipt, snagging the retro, fake-leopard-skin bag she’d found in a used-clothing store on Broadway. She pushed out the door, into the cool spring air, saying, “All right, all right. I’ll do it.” Putting just the right tone in her voice to let Tony know he owed her one for this. In her two decades on earth Rune had learned that if she wanted to live life the way she did, it was probably a good idea to collect as many obligations from people as she could.

[image: ]

Rune was five two, one hundred pounds. Today she wore black stretch pants, a black T-shirt under an businessman’s Arrow shirt she’d cut the sleeves out of, so it looked like a white pinstripe vest. Black ankle boots. There were twenty-seven silver bracelets, all different, on her left forearm.

Her lips varied in size, compressing, expanding. A barometer of her mood. She had a round face; her nose pleased her. Her friends sometimes said she looked like certain actresses who appeared in independent films. But there were few present-day actresses she cared about or tried to look like; if you took Audrey Hepburn and put her in a Downtown, New Wave version of Breakfast at Tiffany’s—that’s who Rune wanted to resemble and in many ways she did.

She paused, looked at herself in a mirror sitting in an antiques shop window, the words WHOLESALE ONLY larger than the name of the place. Several months ago she’d gotten tired of her spiky black-purple haircut, had rinsed out the frightening colors, and had stopped trimming the do herself. The strands were longer now and the natural chestnut was emerging. Staring at the mirror, she now teased the hair out with her fingers. Then patted it back down. It wasn’t long, it wasn’t short. The ambivalence of it made her feel more homeless than she normally did.

She started once more on her journey to the East Village.

Rune glanced down at the receipt again.

Robert Kelly.

If Tony’d told her right away who the customer was, she wouldn’t have given him so much crap.

Kelly, Robert. Member since: May 2. Deposit: Cash.

Robert Kelly.

“My boyfriend.”

That’s what she’d told Frankie Greek and Eddie at the store. They’d blinked, trying to figure out what thatmeant. But then she’d laughed and made it sound like a joke—before they grinned and sneered and asked what was it like to be in bed with a seventy-year-old man?

Though she’d added, “Well, we have been out on a date.” Which left enough doubt to make it fun.

Robert Kelly was her friend. More of a friend than most of the men she’d met in the store. And he was also the only one she’d ever gone out with—in her three months’ working there. Tony had a rule against going out with customers—not that any rule of Tony’s would slow her up for more than a half-second. But the only men she ever seemed to meet at the store were either long domesticated or about what you’d expect from somebody who picks up clerks in a Greenwich Village video store.

Hi, I’m John, Fred, Stan, Sam, call me Sammie, I live up the street, this’s an Armani, you like it, I’m a fashion photographer, I work for Morgan-Stanley, I got some blow, hey, you wanna go to my place and fuck?

Kelly, Robert, deposit: cash, wore a suit and tie every time she’d seen him. He was fifty years older than she was. And when she’d offered to do him a favor, a little thing, copy a tape for him, for free, he’d looked down, blushing, and he’d asked her out to lunch to thank her.

They’d gone to a highly turquoise 1950s revival soda shop, called the Soda Shop, on St. Marks, and, surrounded by NYU students who managed to be both morbidly serious and giddy at the same time, had eaten grilled cheese sandwiches with pickles. She’d ordered a martini. He’d laughed in surprise and said in a whisper he’d thought she was sixteen. The waitress had somehow accepted the fake ID, which showed her age to be 23. According to the authentic documentation—her Ohio driver’s license—Rune was twenty.

At lunch he’d been a little awkward at first. But that didn’t matter. Rune was an old hand at keeping the conversation going. Then he warmed up and they’d had a great time. Talking about New York City—he knew it real well even though he’d been born in the Midwest. How he used to go to clubs in Hell’s Kitchen, west of Midtown. How he’d have picnics in Battery Park. How he used to go for hikes in Central Park with a “lady friend” of his— Rune loved that expression. When she was old she hoped she’d be somebody’s lady friend. She’d—

Oh, damn…

Rune stopped in the middle of the sidewalk. Goddamn. She reached into her bag and found that she’d forgotten the tape she’d made for him. Which was too bad for Mr. Kelly because he’d be looking forward to it. But mostly it was too bad for her—because she’d left it at the store and if Tony found she’d made a bootleg of a store tape, Jesus, he’d kick her right out on her ass. No pleas for mercy accepted at Washington Square Video.

But she couldn’t very well go back now and pull it out from underneath the counter where she’d hidden it. She’d bring it to Mr. Kelly in a day or two. Or slip it to him the next time he stopped in.

Would Tony find it? Would he fire her?

And if he did? Well, them’s the breaks. Which is what she usually said, or at least thought, when she found herself back in line at the New York State Department of Labor, a place where she was a regular and where she’d made some of her best friends in the city.

Them’s the Breaks. Her mantra of unemployment. Of fate in general too, she supposed.

Except that today, trying to be cavalier about it, she decided she didn’t want to get fired. For her, this was a curious sensation—one that went beyond the usual pain-in-the-butt inconvenience of job searching that began to loom when a boss would motion her over and say, “Rune, let’s you and me talk.” Or “This isn’t going to be easy …”

Though it usually was very easy.

Rune took the firings better than most employees. She had the routine down. So why was she worried about getting canned now?

She couldn’t figure. Something in the air maybe … As good an explanation as any.

Rune continued east, through the area that NYU and the real estate developers were decimating for dorms and boring cinder-block apartments. A large woman thrust a petition toward her. “Save our Neighborhood” it said. Rune passed the woman by. That was one thing about New York. It always changed, like a snake shedding skins. If your favorite area vanished or turned into something you didn’t like, there was always another one that’d suit you. All it took was a subway token to find it.

She glanced again at Mr. Kelly’s address. 380 East Tenth. Apartment 2B.

She crossed the street and continued past Avenue A, Avenue B. Alphabet soup, alphabet city. The neighborhood growing darker, shabbier, more sullen.

Scarier.

Save our neighborhood…




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Deav_9780307569752_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Deav_9780307569752_epub_tp_r1.jpg
MANHATTAN

IS MY BEAT

JEFFERY
DEAVER






OEBPS/images/Deav_9780307569752_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Deav_9780307569752_epub_L01_r1.jpg






OEBPS/images/Deav_9780307569752_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
Manhattan is my Beat

Jeffery Deaver






OEBPS/images/Deav_9780307569752_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





