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“IT’S AN ODDITY OF LIFE that most people who fantasize about working on a big-city homicide squad don’t seem to realize that at the heart of every homicide investigation is a dead body, and the essence of the job is to be able to confront that body in all its grim carnality. Every cop maintains that detachment is the key, but the truth is that he gives up a section of his soul to every corpse and he dies a little death at the beginning of every case.”

CLOSE PURSUIT

“Like New York City itself, Close Pursuit is an assault on the senses. And it shines a pitiless light on the street cop’s perceived enemies—from the homicidal scum in the streets to the timid ‘slicks’ at One Police Plaza to the ambitious ‘suits’ roaming the halls of justice. THIS REMARKABLE BOOK IS AS CLOSE AS YOU WILL COME TO PEERING INTO THE SOUL OF A SQUAD ROOM, AND A CITY, WITHOUT JOINING UP YOURSELF AND TAKING YOUR CHANCES ON THE MEAN STREETS.”

—Nicholas Proffitt

“Rings with authenticity … It’s the world of homicide detective Eddie Kennedy, a world of often senseless violence, racism, petty politics, gutter language and gutter morals. And it’s a world that’s vividly and dramatically brought to life by Stroud … MAY VERY WELL PROVE TO BE THE DEFINITIVE BOOK ABOUT BIG-CITY POLICE.”

—Philadelphia Inquirer

“THERE’S A RULE CALLED 24/24 IN THE HOMICIDE LEXICON. It means that the most important hours in the investigation of any murder are the last 24 hours in the victim’s life and the first 24 hours after the body has been discovered. The secret of the killing lies in this time zone. Go back beyond that and the forces that led to his death are too diffuse, and after the first 24 hours the witnesses are starting to forget things; the tissues are drying out; the weapons are being destroyed. Clothes are being burned and stories are being agreed upon. Sometimes, Kennedy felt a sense of urgency. The trick was to ignore that. Kennedy’s first partner used to say, ‘The stiff will still be dead in the morning.’ The one thing a homicide cop has that no other cop can count on is the time to do it right. But he gets no second chance.”

CLOSE PURSUIT

“RANKS WITH THE BEST OF WAMBAUGH.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“IF YOU SEE THIS BOOK, ARREST IT ON SIGHT AND SENTENCE IT TO 12 HOURS OF UNINTERRUPTED READING … Close Pursuit is extremely well crafted and written with a masterly flair for the capturing of language and the relentless passing of time during this week in the life of a cop.… As a portrait of a cop and a police department in trouble, it is honest, unbiased and extremely well documented.”

—Detroit News

“KRUSH AND JIMMY SAW THE CROWDS AS A STREAM OF SWATCH WATCHES, Calvin Klein jeans, Guess? jackets, satin and black leather, fourteen-karat gold chains in endless loops around slender necks, marks and vics staggering along the street dazzled by the lights, heavy with cash, cash, cash and none of it for them. Krush could tell you the price of any car on the street; he knew logos and brand names at 50 yards. He could smell a woman from up the block and he could read her scent and know if it was Opium or Tuxedo or Charlie. It told him what she’d have on under the dress and which card she’d carry. Opium and Tuxedo meant black and lacy and a gold American Express. Charlie meant Calvin Klein jockey shorts with cutaway thighs and a Citibank Visa.”

CLOSE PURSUIT

“A GRITTY SLICE-OF-LIFE LOOK AT A NEW YORK CITY HOMICIDE DETECTIVE ON AND OFF DUTY … It rings true throughout.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“THE MOMENTUM OF TOP-FLIGHT CRIME FICTION.”

—Toronto Globe and Mail

“BRILLIANTLY CAPTURED … Carsten Stroud has written a book that for insight, understanding and colorful and full-blooded evocation of the specialized world of the homicide detective … takes its place on the short list of superb police books.”

—Cleveland Plain Dealer
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NOTES ON THE MATERIAL

Early in the research for this book I was spending a lot of time sitting around in my apartment on East 38th Street, going quietly bonkers waiting for various New York Police Department detectives to return my calls. I got into the habit of cruising through the boroughs in a rented Plymouth, drinking black coffee and listening to the cross-talk on my police radio. One Friday night I was pushing my way through the standard traffic jam on 42nd Street, trying to guess how many neon lights there were between Seventh and Eighth Avenues. It was a dense and humid night, early in the spring but showing some real heat down on street level, the air thick enough to slide on, reeking of diesel oil and popcorn, the way midtown does on a Friday night. A call came over my radio for the foot patrol officers—they call them Portables in the NYPD. There was a fight going on in a porno theater at Eighth and 43rd. To my right I could see four of these officers, three solid-looking guys and a wiry female cop who looked a little like Patti LuPone. They were jogging west along the block, answering the call. The woman was talking into her handset and I could hear her voice on my radio, a little breathless, talking as she ran, saying that she and three other Portables were on their way. It seemed a couple of squad cars were also responding. Well, this was nothing special for a midtown Friday night, but, as I said, it was either do this or go home and talk to Elmore, my house plant, so I decided to follow them over in the Plymouth.

In the night, in the right light, I look a bit like a plainclothes cop, just under six feet and a little on the beefy side, hard-case moustache and I don’t smile a lot, so when the Portables met up with six other uniform cops outside the porno theater, I just eased myself into the group and went inside with them. For kicks, more or less. Which, as it turned out, was exactly what I got.

The theater was massive and packed with people, and black as a dragon’s colon except for the screen, where the film was still running. The place smelled like a dragon’s colon too. My feet stuck to the floor as I ran along the back row behind the cops. They split up and went both ways down the aisles toward what looked like a small riot going on in the front row. People were screaming and shouting. Somebody was getting the better of somebody else and being pretty noisy about it. Whatever was going on in the film had something to do with sex but it looked more like a full-color close-up of a car accident. Over the screams and the shouts from a crowd of people fighting each other down in the first row, just black outlines against the screen, you could hear the heavy breathing and the sighs of the couple making love in the film, and the crackle of police radios and heavy feet pounding down the aisles and the jingle of police gear on their belts. I was still at the top of the aisle, holding the radio, when a big black guy came racing up out of the dark. Behind him I could just make out a couple of coplike figures chasing him. It dawned on me that this was not a good place to be standing, looking vaguely official and holding a portable police radio, so I decided to get out of the guy’s way. I was still trying to do that, shoving at the crowd behind me, when he flew right into me and we both went down.

Now I was not at all sure what it was my feet had been sticking to on the floor of this porno theater but I could imagine, so as we got all tangled up and went down, I did my best to see to it that the black guy was on the bottom. Let him worry about what was on the floor. He hit the ground with a meaty thump and his breath came out all at once and I found myself more or less kneeling on his chest, trying to get up again. This hand grabbed me by the hair and I felt my head being jerked back hard. There was a red exit light shining just above us and I could see this very angry black woman with her blouse unbuttoned and her teeth clenched. She was hissing at me in some foreign language and I got the impression that the guy I was kneeling on was somebody important to her, but before I could get off my knees she poked me, hard, in the right eye with her thumb.

This smarted a bit and I was wearing contact lenses so the next few seconds were a little hazy. The next clear recollection I had, I was on one hand and two knees on the floor, holding my right eye. The black guy was back on his feet and tugging at the arm of the black woman. I could hear cop boots pounding up the aisle and the jingle of handcuffs and the couple on the screen gasping and crying out in the same rhythm. I tried to get to my feet and just as I did, the black woman hissed something at me and then she stepped back and kicked me with a pointy-toed shoe in the soft part of my right side just beneath the rib cage. I stopped looking for my contact lens at this stage and settled down onto the floor again, making a sound like a slow leak in a truck tire.

When I got back to my apartment on East 38th Street it was four in the morning and there was a message on the machine for me from a detective I’d been trying to reach for a week. I called him at work and he told me he’d heard I had just gotten myself beaten up by a black hooker and how would I like to go out for a drink and tell him about it because he hadn’t had a good laugh in a couple of weeks. Of course I said yes.

This is what you have to go through to get a cop to talk to you in this town.

Not that I’m complaining. After all, news is one thing. Most detectives know that it’s a reporter’s job to ferret out stories and generally harass the NYPD to find out things the department would rather you didn’t know. That’s what journalists do, and God bless them. But that’s not what I was after.

What I wanted was something more elusive, certainly more intrusive, and, finally, none of my damned business. I wanted the essence of the thing, the psychic landscape of homicide work in New York City, how it felt and what it did to them, what they were afraid of and what they hated. What kind of dreams they had. Personal stuff.

I have an editor in Toronto who says that it is the business of writers to ask questions whose answers they have no right to. That’s literally what I was doing.

It took about two years of background and six months in the city, but I finally got a few working detectives in the NYPD to open up. I went to crime scenes, interrogations, autopsies, arrests. I met some wives and children. I saw a lot of squad-room life, and I got a view of New York that will stay with me forever. As much as any outsider can be, I was allowed into the club and I was told the truth as they saw it. It is an uncompromising truth, frequently ugly and racist, often violent and cruel. As one detective used to say to me, whenever I was looking a little green around the edges or taking things too hard, it is what it is. As far as they were concerned, I could either accept it and live with it, or I could go back to my place, open up a Beck’s, and watch TV with the sound off.

All the access I got was unofficial—kindnesses and trust extended to me by serving officers and detectives in various sectors of the force. Without their help and guidance this book would not have been written.

For that reason, I have changed names and altered the details wherever it was necessary to protect the identity of my sources. I make no apology for this. The book is not an exercise in investigative journalism. There have been many superb investigative books written about the NYPD, starting with Target Blue by Robert Daley, and Black Police, White Society by Stephen H. Leinen. Nick Pileggi and Michael Daly are doing good work in this area for New York Magazine. A New York Homicide lieutenant by the name of Vernon Geberth has written a brilliant text on the techniques of homicide work, called Practical Homicide Investigation. Reporters from print and television dissect the triumphs and failures of the NYPD on a regular basis, and some of this work is superb. A lot of it isn’t. A lot of it is shallow and exploitive, or reflexively, thoughtlessly liberal and fuzzy-minded.

I’m good at emotion, at atmosphere and sensation. I’m not as ready to pronounce one element of the NYPD vile and another element heroic as I might be if I were a full-time player in the local journalistic games. I’m an outsider, a Canadian, and it seems the better part of wisdom for me to step carefully here. I have a lot of background in police work. I’ve written about the police and worked next to them for almost ten years, in one capacity or another. I know them pretty well, in Canada, in Mexico and Central America. And the most difficult and indecipherable police force I’ve ever run into is the subject of this book: the NYPD.

I lived as close to the NYPD as I could for six months and although I have made some friends and some enemies, I see now that a lifetime could be spent trying to get a clear and valid picture of the force. New York City is, in many ways, a unique environment, with its own ethics and rules, its own code. The NYPD reflects this dichotomy, at once profane and vulgar and brutal, and yet with something in it that is noble and true and fine. Like America, I suppose, and like all of us, waiting for the dawn with one foot in hell. The book is about homicide work in New York City. This is what the streets are like, and these are the people as I see them. This is how they live, and this is what they dream about. If you care about these things, you will care about this book.


CHAPTER 1

DREAM SEQUENCE

This little black kid is running, he’s got one knee out of the fabric and every time his right leg comes up the cap shows like the top swivel of a camshaft rod, down it goes again and up comes the other. Kennedy is watching this from his car and he can see that the kid isn’t running for fun: His blue-black skin is streaming wet and pulled back tight and his mouth is wide and gasping, the bony little body stretching out for every yard of sidewalk. Kennedy can see the kid coming from two blocks away but the scene is compressed: just a small nigger kid racing toward Kennedy, straight into the slanting sundown so that the dusty yellow light is glinting off the kid’s cheeks and his eyes are almost closed, he’s flying up this street with a solid wall of grills and smashed headlights and rusting fenders on his left and the tenement stoops and the garbage on his right. Kennedy can hear the pam pam pam pa-pam of the kid’s shoes and see the dust puff up each time the toe comes down. Kennedy’s own heart is working and his breath is short and chuffing, keeping a pace with the kid. He feels he ought to get out of the car, get down there on the street but he’s in a post here, can’t leave that or the whole number’s blown. In his mind he’s saying come on come on, kid, move move. The kid seems to hear this, Christ knows how, and he gets some speed from somewhere and now he can see Kennedy in the car, something to run to, so his eyes change and some of the panic is going from his face …

 … THERE! There that’s the son of a bitch, Kennedy’s belly muscles jump and the skin across his shoulders tightens up. A sharp-faced white guy with bottle-blue eyes, half-hidden, he’s got a black satin jacket, come on, kid, run, but the guy’s between them, between Kennedy and the kid, the man’s too close. Kennedy sees all this in the time it takes for the kid’s leg to come forward, toe out, heel drops and takes the shock and the dust comes up. Kennedy reaches for the door latch, he can see the thick gold ring on his heavy hand, and he starts to get out.

Now he’s out on the sidewalk and down on a knee, he’s yelling to the kid and his arms are wide like he’s a catcher or a saint. Kennedy can feel the sidewalk grit digging into his knee through the gray wool of his slacks. Maybe the gun, should he have the gun out? No, this is a street kid, he’ll think it’s for him, he knows I’m a cop but the gun will slow him up. Kennedy calls again, he can feel the places in his arms where the kid will hit, he can feel the skinny body and the weight of it as he takes him in and picks him up off the ground, his left hand locked around his right wrist, he’ll swing the kid straight into the car and then go for the asshole down the street. He lives this future-second five times and each time the kid makes it to him his chest fills up with a lightness so liquid he can feel tears start. Safe safe and home. Now a car door slams from up the block behind him, he’s back in real time, the kid is still closing fast, and the lieutenant is severely pissed here, Kennedy can hear that. Kennedy, you fuckin’ dildo, what the fuck are you doing? Kennedy turns to call back. It’s okay, I’m just going to save this kid, sir. When he looks back there’s a flicker of black satin fifty yards down the block and the street is empty.

Never get out of the boat. Crazy bastard in that movie was right. Kennedy gets up into a running stumble, his right hand going back to the holster where he fumbles at the Chief. The radio! It’s on the seat—no time. He gets the butt in his palm and tugs, hearing some lining rip where he snags the hammer, but he just pulls it through and now it’s Kennedy who’s racing down the block in his goddam Florsheim Eagles, the shock going pom pom pompom. He’s old, that’s clear, no speedster like the kid. Doorways are flashing by on his left, and now there are people in the streets as if they’d risen up from the ground and they swivel to watch him as he goes by with his jacket billowing out and his tie flapping. Kennedy sees them as a flurry of lidded eyes, grim black faces, faded jeans and shiny head scarves, ritual tattoos, fucking home boys with skin the color of bunker oil and the threat coming off them in waves. Christ, they hate us, thinks Kennedy, can’t they see what the hell’s going on here? He wants to stop and explain it, to make them understand but he keeps going with his heart ripping up his chest, pounding on his framework like a fighter working a bag.

He clears the curb, a car cuts left in a glitter of chrome and a whiff of hot vapor. Kennedy doesn’t look back and he’s in the air as he hits the next block. Which door? Which ruined fucking pile? Here! No, here? How far down? A shattered wall comes up fast on his left, here’s the yellow Pinto he saw the kid near. He stops, heaving, and puts a shoulder to the wall, passing his gun hand across his eyes. This is the door, he knows that. Up the street and down, the people are crowding the upper windows, leaning on pillows, hanging their legs over the roof lines, holding cans of Coors, staring at him with half-closed eyes, quietly hating him as only the blacks can. He turns away and looks into the hole in the wall. Backup? He’s alone and that’s that, fuck the backup. He flips out the cylinder and watches as a single drop of sweat comes off his face and lands on one of the brass circles, and the stamped letters w-w 38 SP swell and waver in the droplet. He snaps the cylinder shut and takes a ragged breath. Shit. The doorway smells like a grave.

He tries to go in fast and to the right, get out of the silhouette and get some stone up against his back like they taught him at Rodman’s Neck, but he hooks a spike in the shoulder of his jacket and tumbles into the dark like a mailbag full of bad news, his gun up in front of him wavering and his other hand sinking up to the wrist in something cold and slick. Now the smell is on him. In him. A ferocious exhalation of rotting mattresses, old piss, mold and age, dead wood and rodent passions, things that crawl and things that leave a trail. The shadows in here are shot through with pale-yellow beams from the cracks in the walls. All six floors have burned and fallen into each other long ago, collapsing onto the ground floor, leaving a huge hollow space full of dust motes and scents, and the thought comes to Kennedy that he hasn’t been to Mass in seven months. Like a chapel in hell, he thinks, and the urge to get up and get out is so strong he can feel his thigh muscles tensing. Oh, kid, what the fuck are we doing here?

Five long seconds go by without a sound from the street and without a bullet out of the darkness, so Kennedy pushes himself up and takes another step. The smell gets worse. He can see better now, he can see the walls running wet. The middle of the summer, and the place is still wet. There’s a heap in the middle of the floor where a tangle of pipes and timbers rises up in a monkey puzzle of crazy angles. Another step and the floor gives way slowly and then comes back, as if he were walking over the body of something asleep and breathing. Well, we don’t want to wake that fucker, thinks Kennedy, grinning. What’s that line? We don’t want to be here when it gets hungry. Woody Allen is saying this to some item he’s trying to hustle. He laughs out loud, takes another step, his left foot lands on nothing and now he’s down to the hip, something’s got him by the ankle, and here comes that feeling everybody braces for but nobody can handle, when an injury comes your way you never even tried to imagine. A spike, a pipe, a shattered plank, whatever it is it’s deep deep in his thigh. Kennedy shrieks like a girl here—a woman’s cry, it goes seventy feet straight up into the dripping roof and loses itself in a blanket of dark fur and leathery wings. A slow rustle comes back down, tiny claws flex, and now the air is full of shrill crystalline piping. Kennedy freezes, looks up at the roof line and back down at his leg where it disappears into the dirt and garbage, all panic gone and thinking with perfect clarity: Kennedy, you fucking dildo, you are going to die in this fucking hole. He hears a step, there’s a shimmer of black satin, blue eyes, now for a shining moment the place is full of blue light. A second blow comes up against his ear, his head rocks back. This fucker can kick! The back of his head comes off a brick but by then he’s out.


CHAPTER 2

CARNIVORES

Kennedy’s cat woke him up at five on Monday morning by bringing him an imperfectly killed bat and dropping it on his pillow. Kennedy was still in the dream, at the point where he has gone through a hole in the floor of this burnout up in the Bronx and he’s got the spike stuck in his thigh muscle. Kennedy’s cat knows this part because every time Kennedy dreams it he jerks and shivers on the bed and Dudley has to get off and get out, just to find some peace. Dudley doesn’t mind this too much, since it is Dudley’s pleasure to go forth into the long Manhattan nights to fornicate and/or fight with anything pretty enough or stupid enough to get in his way. He goes out through a two-foot hole in the screening that he went to no end of trouble to claw open the second week he and Kennedy started rooming together. It’s a short hop to the awning of an Italian café. Then over to the threadbare elm at the curbside and onto the streets. The streets go everywhere a jet-black thirteen-pound one-eyed tomcat could ever want to go. Whenever Dudley hit the street—usually around midnight and nothing showing but that big yellow eye with the bright red gleam way down inside it—whenever he hit the street the word got around fast. Pigeons under the eaves stopped talking things over with their mates; big brown rats in the garbage bins went down flat and slitted up their eyes; candy-assed peke-a-poos stopped yapping and headed for the nearest friendly doorman. The rust-colored Rottweiler who took care of the Italian café after hours moved to the front window and thanked whatever dog-gods there are that he had some plate glass in front of him. He had more or less decided that this particular cat was a major shitstorm of bad dog-news after they’d gone a few rounds in the Dumpster out back six months ago. He still had the slits in his nose and he’d have them forever. Last night Dudley’s foray had bagged him a pair of brown bats who had been stunting and soaring around the street lamp outside the café, exulting in whatever it is that bats exult in, and the leap out of the dark had taken both of them down into the gutter in a tangle of black fur and leathery wings, blood and white bones. The Rottweiler picked up the supersonic chittering from the street. So did the rats and the pigeons in the sky.

The sun gets into Kennedy’s room in a kind of triple play, Tinker to Evers to Chance, striking a slanted facet of a local high-rise and ricocheting down into the canyon floor. There it hits six perfectly placed panes of glass on the Florida room of a brownstone on the south side of the street and shoots up through the Venetian blinds at the bedroom window of Kennedy’s flat on the north side. Finally it strikes a bullet-starred Budweiser mirror on the opposite wall which Kennedy is too lazy or too stubborn to move, and it would hit Kennedy right in the eyes if he hadn’t learned to sleep with a pillow over his face.

So there was just enough light for Kennedy to get a pretty good look at what it was that Dudley had dropped onto his pillow. Kennedy bounded out of the bed so fast that Dudley lost his concentration for a nanosecond, just long enough for the not-quite-dead bat to slither out from under the tomcat’s paw and take off, hell-for-leather, toward the nearest exit.

Kennedy was doing pretty much the same thing at half the speed, but since the bat had twice the distance to cover, and since they had both decided that the nearest exit was the door into the bathroom, well, it didn’t take a degree in ballistics to figure out that they were going to end up in the same place in about three seconds. Dudley, who considered himself something of an authority in these matters, and who was by now only too aware of Kennedy’s negative reaction to raw bat for breakfast, decided to bring this unhappy affair to a timely end and launched himself off the foot of the bed with a view to intercepting the bat in midflight.

Heroic though this leap certainly was, Dudley from time to time failed to allow for the fact that he had only one eye and was therefore at a disadvantage when it came to judging distances in stressful situations. He fell rather short of his airborne intercept, landing instead on the broad expanse of Kennedy’s naked back at roughly the same time that Kennedy and the bat reached the bathroom door.

Kennedy, feeling something dreadfully sharp and energetic sinking tiny terrible claws into his body, went into a low crouch and spun madly about in the doorway, visions of rabid bats and ten-inch needles flickering in his mind. As he came around he managed to get himself in a virtual nose-to-snout confrontation with the flying bat.

Eye-to-beady-red-eye, it came to Kennedy that the moment was right for a little gunplay, and he lurched back through the doorway in the direction of his ankle holster lying beside the bed. Dudley, still aboard and slightly confused by all the spinning and leaping, dug in and went along for the ride.

Meanwhile the bat executed a double Immelmann and a barrel rollout and flew straight back the way he had come, fetching up, breathless and panicked, on top of the Venetian blinds over the bedroom window.

Dudley, seeing this maneuver, pushed off against Kennedy’s back and scrambled across the floor toward the window while Kennedy, off-balance, stumbled into the night table, snagging his Smith & Wesson and bringing it up into a firing position just as the alarm clock on the falling night table hit the floor in a shower of blue sparks and set fire to a corner of the down comforter that Kennedy’s ex-girlfriend had left behind.

Kennedy had the bat in his sights and was squeezing the trigger when the fire got his attention. By the time he had beaten out the flames, Dudley had taken out the bat. He was in the corner doing something undeniably fatal to it and Kennedy sat for a while at the foot of the bed, watching him do it. After about three minutes of this, Kennedy brought the gun back up and leveled the sights on a spot just behind Dudley’s right shoulder-joint. He held this position for another thirty seconds, letting his breath out slowly, in a slightly ragged way, keeping his index finger outside the trigger guard. His mind delivered a series of apparently unrelated facts having to do with the building materials of his bedroom wall, the penetrating power of his semi-wadcutter .38 special load, the value of Dudley’s company, his relationship with the CO of the 19th Precinct, just a few blocks away, and the possibility of removing bloodstains from the wallpaper on Dudley’s far side. His hand shook very little during this period. The smoke from the brief fire on his down cover rose, in patterns of ovals and deltas and sinuous curls, up through the shaft of sunlight coming in through the window until it reached the ceiling, where it flattened out, spreading itself along the plaster in a posture suggestive of mild expectancy and polite interest in the tableau beneath it. Dudley settled onto his belly and ate quietly, even daintily, not looking at Kennedy but with his right ear laid back along his skull and a certain tautness in his lines. The phone rang. It was Stokovich.

An hour later Detective Eddie Kennedy got out of a gypsy cab at the intersection of Avenue C and East 4th in Alphabet City. A Radio Motor Patrol car, an RMP, with two officers—a black policewoman and an older white cop—was waiting for him. The two cops, looking bored, were drinking coffee out of a Mickey Mouse thermos. Another uniform, a young foot patrolman, was sitting on the curb holding his head in his hands. All three of them straightened up a bit as Kennedy walked over with his badge out.

About ten feet from this boy, inside a yellow crime-scene ribbon, the body of a young male lay in that curiously boneless disarray of the truly and suddenly dead. His head was lying in a lake of brown blood, and a delta of blood had formed in the pits and cracks along the sidewalk, running toward the curb in a system of canals and rivulets, looking like an aerial photograph of Mars. Kennedy asked the older of the RMP officers whether or not the body had been checked for vital signs. The man chuckled into his coffee and said the body had rigor and lividity and was as dead as it gets. The black policewoman nodded, unsmiling, and held herself apart from the talk. Kennedy took out his pocket Kodak and loaded a new film cassette into it.

While he was doing this, Dudley was lapping water out of the apartment toilet, feeling a little drowsy, and watching the way slender threads of rich red bat’s blood were drifting down into the deep. Being a cat, he could not see the blood as red. He saw it instead as a slow undulation of dark-gray lines against a shimmering field of pale-white. It was the scent that held him, so powerful and detailed, so layered and shaded and full of nuance.

First Rule: Never Get Out of the Boat. Kennedy stood at the edge of the ribbon and looked across the distance at the body. Poor bastard. So what the hell do we have here? He had spent a little while talking to the First Officer, the kid now looking ghostly in the back of the RMP. He’d been at the tail of his shift when Central got a call: male Hispanic voice; time in, 0437 hours; this date. “You go to ‘La Colonización,’ you dumb fucks, you get a maricon to play with. Hasta!” “La Colonización” was hard to miss. The body was right underneath it.

It’s a mural painted on the side wall of a ruined market on the northwest corner of C and East 4th. It’s fifty feet long, perhaps ten feet high. There’s a long expanse of Caribbean shoreline, an eggshell beach bordered by palms and loaded with tropical fruit: mangoes and bananas, papayas, avocados, coconuts—nature’s riches. The sea rolls in through shades of tourmaline and deep-purple to emerald and pale-green, the lightest blue. Three sailing ships have just cleared the horizon. The Niña, the Pinta, and the Santa Maria. “La Colonización.” You have to step back a few yards to get the joke: The pretty thing is on a ruined building, next door to a vacant lot full of bricks and rubble.

Across the street there are more bombed-out and empty buildings. The place looks like Beirut, as if running battles were fought here every Saturday night. The next block is worse. In the whole area, bounded by 14th Street, First Avenue, East Houston, and the FDR Drive, there are hundreds of five- and six-story buildings that went up in the thirties and have been allowed to fall down ever since the near-bankruptcy of New York in 1975. It’s also home to roughly 100,000 people who live either in the Jacob Riis and Lillian Wald projects off Avenue D or here and there in flats and basements in the brownstones. There isn’t a block without a burnout or a pit full of ruin—protected, for some demented reason, by brand-new wire fencing, as if there were a problem with rubble-thievery. Whatever isn’t fenced off or burned down is covered with iron bars and graffiti. The man who invented the spray can ought to be dragged down to Alphabet City and put to work with a toothbrush and some Ajax. There isn’t a space unmarked from ankle-high to the top of the first-floor windows.

If you can ignore the scars, you can see that the proportions of these old brownstones are perfect; a nice rhythm has been set up between the corniced windows and the brickwork. There’s symmetry here, and craftsmanship in the cut-stone lintels, the gargoyles and the mullions, and in the wholeness of the execution. Italianate and well-proportioned in design, the whole area was scaled down and set out in wide streets and avenues. The men who built Alphabet City are all dead now. So is Alphabet City.

The solid citizens who live here now, and there are a lot of them, stay here because there’s no place else to go. Black and Hispanic in the main, the population also includes some whites and Orientals, and even a few tough trendoids from the East Village and SoHo who have been forced into the region by gentrification. This area is clearly destined for the same thing. The landlords who own these buildings have only to wait about ten years and the property will triple in value, and then the white-painters and the fan-window crowd will buy in by the phalanx. In the meantime, it’s a free-fire zone and heroin heaven.

Kennedy had been working this area for about three years, ever since he was transferred from the South Bronx at his own request. It still made him nervous.

There’s a rule called 24/24 in the Homicide lexicon. It means that the most important hours in the investigation of any murder are the last twenty-four hours in the victim’s life and the first twenty-four hours after his body has been discovered. The secret of the killing lies in this time zone. Go back beyond that and the forces that led to his death are too diffuse, and after the first twenty-four hours the witnesses are starting to forget things; the tissues are drying out; the weapons are being destroyed. Clothes are being burned and stories are being agreed upon. Under the circumstances, Kennedy felt a sense of urgency. The trick was to ignore that. Kennedy’s first partner used to say, “The stiff will still be dead in the morning.” The one thing a Homicide cop has that no other cop can count on is time to do it right. But he gets no second chance.

Kennedy’s system had been worked out over the years, and much of it has passed into formal NYPD Academy training. It was second nature to him by now, a kind of Zen attitude that came over him in the first minutes of a case, giving him the stillness and the focus he needed to see what there was to see and to know it when he saw it.

Kennedy kept a pack of steno notepads in the top drawer of his dresser. When he’d gotten the call from his lieutenant, the first thing he’d done was to take one of these new pads along with him. He flipped it open now and started writing in it.

He wrote out the time of Stokovich’s call—0516 hours—and the date. Beneath this he wrote out the means by which he had received the call. He wrote down landline, which is NYPD jargon for a telephone call. He identified his boss in this way:


Lieutenant Bruno Stokovich, NYPD.
C.O., Midtown Central Detective Area Task Force.



Then he started to describe the scene from the moment he had arrived, starting with the First Officer report. The First Officer is the first policeman on the scene, the person whose job it is to make the preliminary investigation of the crime. In most cases this amounts to nothing more than making certain the victim is really dead, helping him if he isn’t, and keeping the elements and the crowds off the crime-scene area until the detectives and the Patrol Supervisor get there.

In this case, the streets had been deserted when the officer had reached the scene. He had moved the man’s shirt aside so he could put a couple of fingers on the hollow place where the ribs meet the breastbone. There had been no movement. He had left the shirt up and he could see a wide area of purple stain under the skin, like a port-wine spill. He had also attempted to raise the man’s wrist. It was slightly stiff. Rigor was setting in. The officer had had no doubt the victim was dead. He had marked him so in his memo book, and called in for some assistance. Communications had relayed the call to the desk officer at the local precinct and an RMP had been dispatched to assist in protecting the site.

The young cop had referred to his memo book several times, and Kennedy had made certain that the officer’s entries were complete and accurate. The chain of evidence started from the moment the First Officer arrived at the killing, and Kennedy had lost cases because the sequence of events or the evidential chain had been broken by inconsistent or careless entries. He spoke to the young man for a long time, until he was satisfied that his report was correct and complete.

Since the streets had been deserted and the weather clear—the sun just rising and the day still cool—the cop had left the body uncovered and stepped carefully backward out of the crime scene, retracing his footsteps as if he were walking on ice.

Kennedy noted this, and took another look at the cop. He couldn’t have been older than twenty. Solid but half-formed, the way suburban kids are. Maybe an athlete in high school. Probably recruited from Jersey or up in Yonkers and still a little stunned by Manhattan. But the kid had done well. Kennedy had vivid memories of crime scenes where he’d arrived to find a couple of gold braids from downtown standing inside the ribbon, passing evidence around like a pretzel tray at a retirement racket. The kid had even made a note of his path into and back out of the crime scene. The other two cops, who had arrived in the RMP, had never gone inside it at all.

So the scene was still clean. It was a pleasant surprise. Kennedy finished his first notations and put the steno pad into his jacket pocket.

It was now 0637 hours. The block would be crowded soon, with kids on vacation and people getting up to go to their jobs. Monday in Manhattan came on fast. He thought for a second.

“Hey, sonny!”

The First Officer got up off the curb and came over to Kennedy. “Yes, sir?” His broad young face was a mixture of nausea and avidity. It was a look Kennedy knew well.

“We’re going to leave him here a bit. Let the crowds get a look. You call the Medical Examiner? The Crime Scene Unit? Yeah? Okay, I want one of your Anti-Crime guys out here in fifteen minutes. Who’s good?”

The kid thought about it for a minute.

“You want someone with Spanish?”

“No, I want Pushtu. Yeah, Spanish.”

“Stradazzi. Looks like a greaser too. But he’s not on until the next shift.”

“Yes? Look, young fellow, you get on your portable here and you call your Patrol Sergeant—who’s he today?”

“Bergman. Nathan Bergman? Sergeant Bergman, sir.”

“Long fucking name, hah? Yeah, I know that dildo. What’s your problem with him?”

“Problem, sir? I got no beef with Sergeant Bergman.”

“Bullshit. You got an overtime beef with him. Guy’s got the Administrative Guide tattooed on his ass. Give me the radio.” Kennedy took the Motorola handset and pressed the call button.

“One-oh-four to Central, K?”

“One-oh-four? No landline, one-oh-four?”

“Negative, Central. I’m in the field. Can you get me Sergeant Bergman, at the Eighth? We need an Officer Stradazzi out here. ACU man. Tell Bergman Detective Kennedy is asking. Badge number four-two-four-seven. Tell him I say please.”

The woman on Dispatch laughed once. “Roger, one-oh-four. You’re with Nine Frank?”

The driver of the RMP nodded at Kennedy.

“Yeah, Nine Frank. Still on that call. I’ll want a tape of that call on this run. You have a call back?”

“Negative, one-oh-four. No call back. You’ll have to call me on a landline for the rest.”

“Yeah. Tell Pendleton I’ll be in today.”

“Roger, one-oh-four.”

Kennedy handed the set back to the kid. “When Stradazzi gets on to you—What time you off, kid?”

“It’s Harris, sir. Brian Harris? I’m off at oh-eight-hundred, sir. But if you need me to stay …?”

“I need you to stay. When this ACU guy gets on to you, I want him out here in the crowd. What’s the color today?”

“The color, sir?”

“Will you can the ‘sir’ crap? Call me Eddie. I’ll call you Brian, okay? Good. I mean the code color for your SCU guys. You know, if it’s Tuesday I must be wearing a lime-green headband. That shit.”

Harris’s face opened up. “Oh, yes, sir. The color for last shift was blue. But it’s not headbands now—it’s a belt. At least I think it was a belt.” He went for his memo book but Kennedy stopped him.

“Yeah. Well, I want to know the color for right now, and see that your guy’s wearing it when he wanders out here. I don’t want him walking up to me and asking me what should he do, right? I’m going to let this stiff cook for a bit until we draw a crowd. Maybe we can tag the asshole before lunch.”

“Oh, I see. You mean he works the area. Sees what he can hear? What he can see, I mean.”

“Brilliant, Harris. You should be a cop. You take the RMP and pick him up if you have to.”

“Oh, sir—Eddie. I can’t pick up an MOS in a department car unless it’s official. Patrol Guide regulation number one-sixteen—”

Kennedy held himself in. “Harris, how long you been out of the Academy? An hour? I’m supervising this investigation and I can send you to Albany for cigarettes if I want. I need a good ear on that street right now and you’re gonna go get him. Now go!”

As Harris pelted away toward the squad car, one hand on his hat, the other holding up his belt, Kennedy let himself curse the ten million ways in which department regs made his life hell. It seemed that every stage of every investigation had to be pushed through or around a mountain of bureaucratic bull. The Patrol Sergeant wasn’t really to blame for being reluctant to cut into his overtime allowances. Patrol Sergeants had to answer to the desk officer, who had to answer to Ops Coordinator, who jumped whenever the Exec woke up and asked for coffee, and the Exec got the heebies whenever the Precinct Commander had a skin rash, and the Precinct Commander got skin rashes because he had to keep the Duty Captain for the Borough happy, which cannot be done, because the Duty Captain is worried sick about what the Zone Commander is going to say about the overtime rates when he finds out, and the Zone Commander spends most of his office hours agonizing about the things the Patrol Borough Commander will say to him. And of course the Patrol Borough Commander lives for the day when he can take his monthly report to the Chief of Patrol, who is God, and say, with just the right mixture of pride and humility, that he is smack-dab into the black side of his Payroll Estimate for the month. Whereupon the Chief of Patrol will smile a sweet smile and silently thank the gods that he doesn’t have to explain to the Deputy Chief just exactly why is that his department is still costing the city too goddam much.

Which explains why young Officer Harris didn’t want to ask anybody back at the precinct for overtime pay, and why Eddie Kennedy spends many of his off-duty hours at Brew’s drinking Miller Lite out of an Old-Fashioned glass and pretending it’s Chivas Regal, which he used to drink back in the days before he got an ulcer.

Kennedy had already taken several shots of the whole crime scene from outside the ribbon. He now stepped over the ribbon and entered the crime area itself. The first thing he looked at was the body.

It’s an oddity of life that most people who fantasize about working on a big-city homicide squad, or who pretend to do it for CBS or NBC, don’t seem to realize that at the heart of every homicide investigation is a dead body, and the essence of the job is to be able to confront that body in all its grim carnality, its stolid and perfect distance, and its sensory intimacy. You walk up to the thing and you step in its blood and juices, you smell it and you feel it, and your job is to get down onto the ground with it and to slip underneath the skin and inhabit the skull and make its last seconds live and live again. Every cop maintains that detachment is the key, but the truth is that he gives up a section of his soul to every corpse and he dies a little death at the beginning of every case. If he were truly detached he could never see what has to be seen. The key to the thing is intimacy without emotion. Even the ones who have that quality never keep it for long. A few years on the job, and you’re either out of homicide or well into the process of freezing solid forever. For cops, homicide work is the end of the line. You become a boss and drive a desk, you go to the FBI or Drug Enforcement or the Department of Investigation. Now and then you kill a glass of Johnnie Walker Black with a .357 chaser and your widow has to call in a workman to get your brains off the wood paneling.

What the hell is going on today? Kennedy was thinking. Bitching about the bosses and ragging the harness guys and doing pretty much zip about this poor son of a bitch leaking his vital essences into the street. Kennedy took six more shots with his pocket Kodak as he moved carefully inward toward the body up against the wall. He took these shots for his personal record; he always used a whole roll of film on each case and he tried to get his shots in before the Crime Scene Unit wagon got there. The CSU photographer takes the official shots, and the forensic technicians bag whatever samples or scrapings or detritus the supervising detective asks them to bag. But the process changes things; maybe it even changes the invisible lines of psychic force that hang over a body like spider webs. Once you walk through the crime scene you can never get it to feel the same again, any more than you could put a spider web back together so the spider wouldn’t know.

Kennedy got to within two feet of the body, which up to now had played such a little part in the game. He pulled up the legs of his pure wool slacks and set his Florsheim Eagles down like bone china in two clear patches. The street and the block and the whole damned city slowed down and stopped so Eddie could hear the ghost of a heartbeat coming from the dead man. It gave him a chill, but he knew this frisson from a long way back. You always got it at this moment. You thought: Shit, the guy’s not dead, and you saw a chest rise and fall or you heard the heartbeat. It was part of focussing. It passed as soon as Kennedy took a breath. This guy was dead, dead enough to start that mushroom-on-a-wet-basement-wall scent. This asshole gets up again without help and I’m out of here at flank speed, thought Kennedy.

The man was maybe in his twenties, dressed in tattered Reeboks, no socks, army fatigues with worn cuffs held in tight by two yellow elastic bands. He had long skinny legs. There was a hole in one knee of his pants, and the skin under it was the color of walnut except where it had been scraped away. The scrape was raw and empty, just an abrasion through the top skin and down into the fat beneath it. There was no blood. Kennedy could make out the torn ends of a few capillaries. He had gotten that scrape around the same time he died—within a few minutes perhaps. Up past the knees there was a slice in one of the big patch pockets. Something in that? A mugging? Look at that in a second. Oh my, look at this. The man’s crotch was wet, and there was a strong smell coming from the area. He’d let go of everything when he died, or just before. Thank god for M.E.’s. Let them sort out the guy’s underwear. His pants were held up with a garrison belt closed by a tarnished brass buckle. The buckle had a Marine Corps badge on it. Maybe a vet? Check with the VA. His T-shirt was pulled out of his belt and had ridden up his chest, exposing a sunken belly. The belly had patches of wine-colored stain, just like that Harris kid had said. Some of the patches had solid lines of demarcation and the belly was mottled. Harris had said he’d pulled the shirt aside so he could check the man’s signs, so maybe that was how the shirt came out. One thing sure. The guy hadn’t died here. The port-wine stains were post-mortem lividity. That came from the effect of gravity on the blood after the heart stopped pumping. The blood settled into the lowest portions of the body. If this guy had died here under the painting he’d have PML on his buttocks, except where the weight of his body had pressed the blood out. It showed up as two white patches surrounded by purple. And he’d have it in places on his back, between the shoulder blades. He sure wouldn’t have it on his belly like that. So he’d been killed somewhere else and dumped here.

Moving up the body, still not touching it, Kennedy noted in passing that there were defense cuts in the victim’s left hand: a series of parallel wounds in his fingertips and in the palm. The defense cuts were open, empty of blood, and the skin around them was waxy and pale. There were no rings or bracelets on the body, but there was a tattoo of a teardrop on the man’s left cheek.

Marielito? Maybe one of the exiles expelled by Castro from Mariel Harbor back in 1980? Some of the Marielitos were hardened criminals and they affected this kind of criminal society marking, such as tears or crosses or knives tattooed on the hands or the cheeks. The last time Kennedy had seen marks like this he’d been working in the Bronx. Marielito gangs were causing a lot of trouble up around the 46th Precinct. But the Hell’s Angels owned Alphabet City, and they were unlikely to let a Marielito hit take place down here unless they were doing the hitting. The man’s right eye was wide open and the ball itself was protruding slightly from the socket. The cornea was milky. Kennedy pulled out a pair of thin plastic gloves and slipped them on. He put his right hand up against the chest close to the armpit and held it there for a few seconds.

Still some warmth there. He looked up at the sky. It was fully morning; the sun was shining at an oblique angle down into the streets. The top half of the mural was in the sun now. The day was going to be hot, even this late into September. What had the night been like? Hot and humid even up in the East Eighties. So it would be a cookhouse down here on the Lower East Side. Wherever this man had died, it had probably been hot. The underarm was still warm. The variables were numberless when you were trying to guess the time of death. The victim was skinny, and sometimes rigor set in faster in skinny people. Some fat people never went through rigor. Kennedy pushed the man’s jaw and touched his neck. The muscles here were like boards. Well along into rigor. The eyes were milky. There was no give to the eyeball. He guessed the man had been dead for no more than five to ten hours.

Things got more complicated up around the face and neck. There was a deep wound in the right-hand side of the neck, exposing the cartilage and neck muscles. The severed stump of an artery showed clearly. The wound had pulled open along the lines of cleavage, the tensions placed on various sections of the surface skin by muscle groups or skeletal structure. The cleavage lines at the side of the neck run in a more or less horizontal pattern, and the cut had been made from behind the ear almost to the collar bone. A bitch of a cut, thought Kennedy. Question is, did he get it before or after he died? Let the Medical Examiner sort that out. The blood had dried brown and thick around the blue-black hair. He could see the unmistakable signs of a large penetrating wound in the body’s right temple area. That accounted for the popped eye. Intracranial pressure and hydraulic shock from a large-caliber bullet, probably. But Kennedy had seen similar wounds made by hammers, police batons, even a gin bottle. A slug was a good bet, though. He couldn’t make out an exit-wound site without moving the body, and he didn’t want to do that until the CSU and the Assistant Medical Examiner had gotten here.

Come to think of it, where the hell was the Assistant DA? A Monday morning, at this hour—what was it, almost 0700?—shit, they’d send that dildo Sorvino! Otherwise known as The Duck. Well, Sorvino wouldn’t be here until after 0800. He’d wait until then to deal with him.

So, he’d got a male victim, possible mid-twenties, possible Hispanic, so far no ID. Got a major incision-type wound, not a stabbing wound, in the carotid area of the neck. Also a possible large-caliber bullet wound in the right temple area. Possible defense cuts, one abrasion visible on left knee. Post-mortem lividity and degree of rigor suggested a probable time of death from maybe 2000 hours last night to around 0100 hours this morning. One last thing here.

Kennedy put a knee down gingerly and leaned across the body as far as he could without putting a hand on the brick wall or touching it in any way. With his right hand he managed to lift the victim’s head up very slightly. There was dried blood pooled in the curve of his ear, but the sidewalk under the skull was relatively free of blood. “Bingo,” said Kennedy.

“What the hell are you doing, Kennedy?”

Kennedy knew the voice. He resisted the urge to drop the man’s head, and instead set it down gently. He had to push it a bit at the end, to counter the effects of rigor. Then he swiveled on his toes without rising. A large shape was blocking out the sunlight, standing in the aura with hands on hips. A familiar pose.

“Morning, Lieutenant. You’re still up?”

Stokovich didn’t move out of the way. “You through with the touchy-feely, Kennedy? You screwing up another crime scene? Where’s the Command Post? Who’s your Recorder?”

Kennedy got up slowly and stepped backward out of the crime scene. Stokovich waited until he had cleared the ribbon, and then he brushed by him and walked straight on in and crouched down beside the body. Kennedy stayed outside and watched Stokovich’s broad back stretching the windowpane check of his business suit. He was heavyset, with an unruly shock of prematurely white hair. The back of his neck folded down over the stiff white collar of his tailor-made shirts. My my my, Lieutenant Bruno Stokovich, ruler of the Task Force. A lawyer with a degree in criminology, citations up the ying-yang, puts in more time running lectures at John Jay College of Criminal Justice than anybody else in the Midtown area. Hands like a pair of fat hairless pit bulls. That’s Stokovich, the biggest pit bull in the five boroughs and the most profane son of a bitch ever to draw breath. It had taken Kennedy a few months to realize that underneath Bruno Stokovich’s gruff facade there was an even rougher interior. He was pushing to become one of the homicide stars in the NYPD, and after that he was headed right into Headquarters. He had an eye on the Chief of Detectives’ position, and if Mr. Nicastro didn’t watch out, he’d have it too. Look at the bastard, squatting in there like a bull in a lottery pen, putting his fat pink dogs all over the body. Kennedy turned away and walked back to the RMP. The two harness cops were still there, looking supremely bored.

“Did Harris get Stradazzi yet? We have some signs of life here.” Kennedy looked down East 4th. People were showing up on the stoops. A few doors away an elderly black woman was struggling down the front stairs with a garbage bag. Past her a group of teenagers were gathering by a basketball court. It wouldn’t take them long to notice that something was going on down here at the corner.

The older white cop, whose plate read Haggerty, sighed and burped and generally conveyed his lack of interest. The black policewoman spoke up when it was clear that Haggerty wasn’t going to. Kennedy noted the tension between them.

“Central says Stradazzi took a cab. Harris is back at the station getting shit from Bergman for letting you fuck him over on the airwaves. Bergman don’t want Harris to pull no overtime and he says you can’t override the Patrol Supervisor and you got to go through the ACU Supervisor to get an ACU guy in the crowd. And the Duty Captain was standing by the desk when Harris got in so he’s coming out to oversee the investigation. And—”

“The Duty Captain? Bozeman?”

The black woman closed her eyes halfway and let a kind of cynical tide roll across her mahogany face. Kennedy waited her out. You had to walk carefully with black policewomen, especially the younger ones. Give them any rough talk at all and you were facing somebody from the Equal Employment branch and the Internal Affairs Department was shuffling through your performance records.

“Yes, sir.” She let the “sir” roll out just enough to give it a touch of insubordination. “The Duty Captain is Captain Bozeman and he’s on his way right now. Also he wants to know why there’s no EMS ambulance here.”

“Harris said he called a bus, but that Central couldn’t promise him a bus until oh-eight-hundred. He made the guy Deceased Confirmed Dead at Scene. Why hassle Emergency Medical Services?”

“Bozeman say you don’t have no bus, you don’t have no bust. Procedures according to the Patrol Guide regs—”

Kennedy held up a hand. She was dropping into that singsong tone and Kennedy was finding it harder and harder to be polite to her. If she’d been white and male, he’d have scorched the bastard and sent him off in the RMP to find a bus. But she was black and female and that gave her all the aces. He couldn’t win that fight and he’d learned not to try. One thing the black female PW knows is her goddam rights.

“Okay. Put a call in for a bus ASAP Emergency. Let’s get an official DCDS on this one. Now you, Officer Stokes?”

She pulled that long low up-from-under look again. He could see her thinking that she wasn’t going to take no shit duty from no mick dick. Kennedy swallowed his temper and asked her in as neutral a tone as he could find if she would kindly open her memo book and start making a record of every event and every person who showed up at the scene.

“I’m going to make you Recorder. I’ll need you to keep on top of the comings and goings. Mark down the fact that Lieutenant Stokovich is on the scene and currently up to his French cuffs in the body. No no, you know what I mean. Just keep track of this stuff, will you? There’s a good girl.”

Her head came up sharply at that, but Kennedy was away from the car and walking back toward Stokovich. He figured the lieutenant was probably coming up with pretty much the same ideas from the corpse. He was almost there when a blue Ford pulled up and the Assistant Medical Examiner got out.

Kennedy watched him sort himself out. He was glad to see him. The M.E. brushed down his charcoal two-piece suit, buffed his shoes one at a time on the back of each pant-leg, and yawned mightily in the sunlight. Kennedy felt a huge grin coming.

Marcuse looked over at Kennedy and pushed his half-frames up onto his wide pink forehead.

“Eddie, my boy! You’re up early. I thought you’d still be up in the Catskills plundering nature’s bounty and generally spreading venereal disease and lowering the land values.” Marcuse was watching Stokovich poke about in the crime scene as he said this. By a tacit agreement, neither said anything about it. Kennedy took the old man’s hand. It felt stiff and brittle, and there was arthritis in the knuckles. Marcuse was getting old.

Marcuse, perhaps sensing Kennedy’s reaction, tugged the hand away a little too quickly. The glasses flopped down onto his nose.

“Let’s see if we can drag Lestrade off the carcass, shall we? Step aside there, you great ugly thing. Let me see what they’ve done to the poor laddie.”

Kennedy stopped him. “Give us a while, Doc. We haven’t had the CSU in yet. Go get a coffee from Nine Frank. Okay?” Marcuse sighed and walked over to the squad car. Stokovich came back out just as the Crime Scene Unit wagon arrived.

“CSU guys are here. You wanna brief ’em, Eddie? I’ve got Robinson coming over, and I think Farrell is off that floater job. You want me to give you this one?”

“I thought you already gave me this one. You got me out of bed at five in the fucking morning.”

“Yeah? I hear you were playing with your cat. How is that crazy fucker, anyway?” Stokovich and Dudley had met once, at a pre-racket racket Kennedy had thrown for one of his buddies in the old Seven Zone, and Stokovich had shown up to do some campaigning. The buddy’s name was Fogarty, and Fogarty was making quite a name for himself in the Organized Crime Task Force, a joint FBI, IRS, Justice Department, and NYPD operation headquartered over on West 57th. It looked like Fogarty was going to ride the Agniello della Croce confessions up to the thirteenth floor. Chief of Detectives Nicastro was saying nice things about Fogarty, so Stokovich wanted Fogarty to say nice things about him to Nicastro. Anyway, the thing had gone a little sour when Stokovich got the idea that it would be amusing to use Kennedy’s electric razor to shave the initials of the Seventh Zone Homicide Squad into Dudley’s back. Kennedy had stayed out of the thing. Stokovich and a mope from Justice who was at the time learning the ropes from Fogarty tried to corner Dudley in the kitchen. It wasn’t the best idea Stokovich had ever had.

While Bruno was talking to him, Kennedy tried to get a look at the lieutenant’s left wrist. The sleeve was too long. Damn, but he loved those heavy gold cuff links. Maybe he wore his sleeves too long to cover up the marks Dudley had given him. Thinking about that made Kennedy glad he hadn’t shot his cat this morning.

“You in there, Eddie?”

“Yes, sir, I’m here. Sorry, I was thinking about Farrell. He beat that one?”

“Yeah. Victim was a hooker from Hunts Point. Looks like the hooker was doing a hose job on one of the truckers up at the market—guy gets a hand up underneath the broad’s skirt and finds out he’s got a boy gobbling on his machinery. Beat the hooker to death. Threw him in the drink off Baretto Point.”

“Baretto Point? How the hell’d the guy float all the way down to the Thirty-fourth Street heliport?”

Stokovich shrugged. “Beats me, Eddie. Anyway, what you got on your sheet right now? You got the Adeline Muro thing?”

“Yeah, but that’s beginning to look a little messy. Serology shows there were two secretors involved, right? Two blood types? A two-on-one breakaway. A cameo belonging to her turned up in a bust uptown but they turned the guy loose for some dumb reason. And we’ve got the Gypsies—looks like they were in on that stabbing over on Van Dam. You’ve got me doing the Green Book too. You could say I got a full sheet.”

“Hey, Eddie … you take the city’s money.”

This was typical homicide talk. Investigators in every Task Force carried massive caseloads, each one spinning away in time, and they scurried from one to the other like a juggler on the Ed Sullivan show keeping his plates spinning on the top of a row of canes. The record of all those cases—the time, date, location, and major circumstances of every homicide the Task Force had been handed that year—was kept in a clothbound ledger, the Green Book. Entries got made in varying hands, in blue ball-point, stamped SOLVED in red ink or noted as OPEN or PENDING. The Green Book was reviewed and updated by any squad man with the time.

Kennedy looked at Stokovich for a long second, trying not to let the prodding set him off. Anyway, the man was right. And the Adeline Muro case was special, a particularly nasty bit of business, now over a week old and still a scar in his memory.

“Yes, sir. I do the city’s work. And I have a lot of it. Gypsies, the Muro thing. The Green Book, and this poor bastard over here. What I want, I think we ought to get up to the Bronx after Mokie Muro. That’s what I’d rather do, tell you the truth. This kid’ll still be dead in the morning but who the fuck knows where Mokie Muro’s gonna be? You ask me, I say he’s hanging out with the Ching-a-lings. You want to make me happy, send me up there.”

Stokovich was silent for a moment. Kennedy watched the crowd sidelong, as if he were unconcerned. In the last few minutes the word had spread all around the area. Close to a hundred people were gathering here and there across the street, straining and staring, talking fast between themselves in soft Cuban Spanish, and the “Swain” jargon blacks use on the streets was carrying in the still air. The sunlight had moved down across “La Colonización” until it reached the dead man. It seemed to Kennedy that the sprawled figure caught in the hot yellow light, hard up against the theatrical background, was there for precisely that reason: to be seen, in the morning, in the sunlight. If that was true, then he had been killed as an example, and the example was meant to be seen by the very people who were now gathering around. Somebody in that collection of closed black faces and Spanish eyes knew the dead man. Maybe he knew the killers too. Kennedy took the camera out again. The cassette was only half-used.

Stokovich looked up as he sensed Kennedy’s attention drifting.

“You figure the perps are in the crowd?” He said it softly, casually.

“It occurred to me. He’s been moved here. I figure they moved him to set an example.”

Stokovich looked around in an offhand way. “So tell the CSU guys to take shots of the crowd, sort of by the way. Don’t make a thing out of it. Why don’t you get one of the ACU guys from the Eighth to get out there and mingle?”

Kennedy had been looking for his man. He didn’t know if Stradazzi was on the street yet. He had spotted three possible undercover guys. What was the color today?

Stokovich was waiting for an answer.

“Good idea, sir. I’ll get right on it.”

Stokovich nodded. “Look, Eddie. You’re gonna have to wait for Quantico to get back to us on the mutilations in the Muro case before we can spare a team for citywide. You take this shmuck here, and I’ll get Fratelli to chase those Armenians, okay? Maybe you can close this one by the end of the shift, hah?”

Kennedy looked at his watch. It was 0800 hours. His workday officially started at 0800 hours this week.

“I’m into overtime by fifteen-hundred hours, sir.”

“Don’t give me that shit, Kennedy. Go get your car!”

The boss went the way he’d come, conveying a sense of urgency—a man full of purpose. When he pulled off he did it fast, and he liked to use the siren. People got out of his way.

As the lieutenant pulled away through the crowd in his new blue Chrysler, Eddie Kennedy felt a look coming from the bystanders. A scruffy little man with long black curly hair and a twitchy way about him was wandering around in front of a knot of Hispanic males. Something about the guy set off a small clear bell in Kennedy’s mind.

So, Harris got me my ACU man, thought Kennedy. Good act. Looks like a junkie from here. Plaid work shirt, do-rag, pointy-toed shoes, pants too short, and baby-blue socks. Don’t tell me baby-blue socks are the ACU code color for the day. Only in Manhattan would they tell a guy to wear baby-blue socks so his fellow officers don’t blow his nuts off one day when he comes pelting down the alleyway with his piece out answering some cop’s Signal Thirteen.

Kennedy spent the next hour overseeing the work of the Crime Scene Unit. Working on his hunches and his observations of the area, Kennedy had widened the crime scene perimeters to include a large section of the street in front of the mural, the roof of the market itself, and a stretch of the sidewalk for forty feet in either direction. He had no solid reason for doing this, but the larger the net the better your chances of catching something. The head of the CSU for this shift was a lanky redheaded cop with blue-white skin and a general air of gloom. He looked mildly dead. Kennedy’s private name for the Forensic technician was Spider, but his real name was Sergeant Alastair Kearny, and he claimed descent from Stephen Kearny, the U.S. Army general who got the Mexican War off to a fine start by annexing Texas for President Polk. Alastair therefore considered it his moral and family duty to loathe all things vaguely Andalusian, which he did with a nicely judged sense of egalitarianism, hating all Hispanic races equally and without passion, serving up a distillation of venom in a half-hearted way, wearily and with little hope that his enmity would be felt as acutely as he would wish.

There were three men in Kearny’s team this morning: the photographer, with his 4 × 5, and a couple of technicians to do the formal sketch, make every measurement imaginable and relate each one to the compass points, and to collect any and all objects, samples, scrapings, and particles that might be on or around the body. It was Kennedy’s job to isolate and identify items of special interest to the investigation, based on his almost intuitive sense of the scene. It was in judgments such as these that the skills and talent of a homicide detective made the most difference. Crime Scene Units would, if asked, spend three days at the scene taking scrapings from anything and everything that had ever come within a block of the place. Good homicide detectives helped to focus this search without being too cavalier about possible clues.

While Kearny was setting up, Kennedy went over to South Frank and poured himself a cup of coffee in the Recorder’s seat. Officer Stokes was standing over by the ribbon, taking notes with a grim intensity. Well, she might not be a sweetheart, but Kennedy figured that her generalized dislike of all things white would insure that she got it all down in print. Haggerty, the older cop who had been on the scene when Kennedy arrived, showed every sign of being a short-timer whittling his stick down and doing as little as possible to risk his pension. Taking on an assignment as Recorder at a crime scene meant risk. He’d have to do overtime, he’d have to do the work, he’d have to get it right, and one way or another he’d have to go to court or see the Assistant District Attorney, and along every step of the way there was ample opportunity to screw up royally. Better to let the uppity shine they’d stuck him with do the tricky stuff. Serve her right, she fucks it up. Kennedy had read all that in the gray defeated contours of Haggerty’s face and come to more or less the same conclusion. Let Stokes do it. At least she’d get it right.

Kennedy leaned back into the black vinyl, propped a foot up on the dashboard, and tried to figure out just where and when he’d got the hook in him over this miserable little killing. It came to him in a minute. They were too fucking cute. Whoever killed this boy was a smartass. If he’d just shot the boy where he stood and walked away, the Department would have had a rat’s chance of finding him, and less chance of getting the DA to take the case. But noooo, as Belushi used to say, but noooo … he had to get cute about it. Kill the kid, leave him lying around on his belly somewhere, dropping skin flakes and physical evidence all over the carpet, and then scoop him up and drive him over to “La Colonización” and dump him in the street. In Kennedy’s street, too. And Kennedy has to get up at five in the morning, on a Monday, and dragass down to this shithole and do his dance just so the smartass could sit at a window somewhere around here, sit there in his purple jockey shorts and his gold earrings, and stuff himself with cold tacos and Coors while he laughed at Kennedy around a mouthful of chili rellenos. And he makes a call to Communications just in case the patrol guys manage to overlook a leaking stiff in the roadway.

Of course there were a couple of puzzles here. Just to make the thing intriguing. For instance, post-mortem lividity fixes, in average room temperature, about eight hours after death. Gravity will pull the blood into the low places of the body; gravity will make it leak out of the nose and the eyes, out of the mouth. But after a while the blood gets too thick to move, and you can hang the corpse up by its big toe without changing the post-mortem lividity one bit. So Kennedy had made the time of death at five to ten hours into last night. But the lividity was fixed, which meant the body had to have stayed in its original position for at least eight hours, give or take one. Right? Right.

So, where did all the blood come from? Kennedy leaned forward in the seat. He could see the boy’s head from here, lying in a sludge of dark-brown blood. The problem was, how did they get enough blood out of him to carry in a bucket and dump on him here? And how did they stop it from congealing during the eight hours that the body was lying in whatever it was it was lying in?

Well, that was why God made medical examiners. Kearny was making his way over, stepping high and bringing his lanky long legs down in a series of barely coordinated extensions, looking for all the world like a depressed daddy-longlegs.

Marcuse was asleep in the blue Ford, his head propped up on the driver’s backrest, his gold-wire frames sitting up on his forehead. Kearny pounded on the window glass as he went by. Marcuse jerked up. From the way his mouth was moving, Kennedy assumed he was a little cranky. Kearny noticed none of this. He never did.

“Well, Eddie. We’ve got the little greaser six ways from Sunday. I’ve got Dorfmann bagging the kid’s hands. I’m not so sure those are legit defense cuts, though. They look a little stagy. Too regular, y’know what I mean? Like they been arranged in neat little rows. Most of your defense cuts, they’re all over the wrists and hands, every which way, this ’n’ that, y’know? So anyway I got a bunch of shit and you gotta sign for this. Here’s a rough sketch. Get the formal sketch later. Measured the place like crazed weasels. Want me to chalk the site?”

Kennedy laughed. “Chalk the site? What is this, Kojak? Kearny, I don’t chalk outdoor sites. I never have, and I never will. The spray-paint brigade will fuck it up as soon as we break for tiffin. You got a real thing about chalk, don’t you?”

Kearny looked hurt. “Detective’s Guide, everybody says ‘chalk the site.’ So I chalk the site. Don’t be like that, Eddie. It don’t look good on you. You’re too short.”

Kennedy laughed again, a short sharp snort. “Kearny, you want to chalk the site, I think you should chalk the site. I really do. And I’m sorry I haven’t had you chalking every damned crime scene I’ve ever worked on. I tell you what—we’ll go back down the list. We’ll go back to every crime scene you and me have ever worked on. Damn it, we’ll chalk every one of them this afternoon! Hah?”

Kearny’s face set deeper and deeper into the lines of a martyred saint. “I’m saying a novena for your black Irish soul, Detective Kennedy, and little good it’ll do you, damned as you are. We’ll be running along now. Got work on Christopher Street. You sign all these, and we’ll be in with the shots directly.”

“Color and black-and-white?”

Kearny rolled his eyes, nodded, and stalked away to the wagon. Marcuse, the Assistant Medical Examiner, was already working on the body, delicately, painstakingly, but with swift and certain motions in spite of those knotted hands. Marcuse was a joy to watch. Kennedy had once broken up at a Benihana grill when it came to him in the middle of eating some shredded kobi slices that Marcuse could have gotten work anywhere as the blade man at a sushi bar. Thwock thwock thwock. Slick slick slick. Aha! Here’s the cause of death. You want ginger too?

Kennedy left him to it and concentrated on bringing his notes up to date. So far, he’d done it all. It made quite a list. Under his initial entries, he had added:


• exact time of arrival

• the precise location and closest street address

• weather and street conditions

• lighting conditions

• personnel interviews

• names, ranks, badge numbers, of every official

• time of arrival of each official

• extensive notes of First Officer’s interview

• location of victim

• confirmed deceased Dead at Scene

• how the death was confirmed

• how he personally verified that pronouncement

• his estimate of the extent of the crime scene

• the names, ranks, and badge numbers of the CSU team

• his instructions to the CSU teamy

• steps taken to insure crime scene integrity

• the Recorder’s name, rank, and badge number

• when and how he notified Communications of his Command Post location (Right now, it was an RMP.)

• name of the M.E. responding

• name of the Assistant DA (when he gets here)

• name, rank, and badge number of any additional investigators (So far, he hadn’t asked for any.)

• complete documentation of the crime scene operations

• his personal observations

• his means of insuring the continuity of evidence

• his methods for securing physical evidencey

• how he established a “chain of evidence custody”

• who his “searching officer” was (Kennedy put his own name here.)

• the apparent cause of death



That brought Kennedy around to Marcuse. It was Kennedy’s private hunch that the cause of death was that wound in the carotid, and that the head wound was mere stage dressing. Marcuse was still hunched over the body. He was taking so long with it that Kennedy began to think the matter would have to wait for the formal autopsy. He hoped Marcuse could do it this morning.

When he glanced at his watch he got a small jolt. It was a little after nine-thirty in the morning. He still had to decide on a canvass of the neighborhood. One would certainly be necessary, but it wasn’t always a good idea to do it right away. For one thing, the crowd was still pretty avid, and the way the straights and the shits were mixed up over there, no sensible citizen would freely give a cop good information with all sorts of criminal elements standing around and memorizing faces. Better to pull in some of the afternoon shift, and some of the second platoon guys from the 8th. Give them a good briefing after Kennedy had the M.E.’s report and after he’d managed to get some kind of handle on the thing. No, no canvass right now. It could wait until the dinner hour, when everybody’d be at home and more inclined to talk. Stokovich loved to throw a canvass into the Jacob Riis Houses at three in the morning. Kennedy figured Bruno got off on the stir, and on freaking out the citizenry. Also it looked great when the Duty Captain pulled up with his gold-shield chauffeurs and saw all those uniforms buzzing around and the lieutenant right there in the middle of it, looking grim and professional.

Trouble was, nobody who has to get out of bed at three in the morning will give the guy at the door anything but the bum’s rush. Kennedy always staged his canvasses at a decent hour, and he made sure the people doing the asking had a real interest in the case.

A lot of the Patrol guys down here in Lower Manhattan liked to work for Kennedy. Eddie was always careful to send in commendation reports on any patrol officer who did good work, or who showed some insight and effort. The secret of getting these usually bored-brainless cops to put some heart in it was to make damned certain that the ones who did got some credit for it. Credit for good uniform work was what had gotten Kennedy his gold shield in the first place.

No, no canvass now. And here’s Marcuse with a face like a Chippewa hatchet. Kearny bother him that much? No.

Marcuse took a Styrofoam coffee cup and poured two fingers of brandy into it from a brown bottle marked FORMALDEHYDE. It was Marcuse’s little joke.

“Well, Detective Kennedy … it’s a hard day when the criminals of this city get to acting out their television fantasies on the actual streets of the town.”

“Yeah? You think the thing’s a setup?”

“Lacking only the script girl and a faggot with a bullhorn screeching at the citizenry. Young fellow’s been dead, I’d say maybe eight hours, maybe more.”

“The lividity? Fixed?”

“Are you sure you’re Irish? So clearly do you think, I find myself doubting it more and more. Yes, well, the lividity, extent of rigor, weight, body type, skin color, etcetera, and so forth. He’s fair drained, as well. But I don’t think that’s his blood running all over the place—no I indeed do not.”

Kennedy didn’t either, but the idea was to listen to your M.E. Not outscore him.

“No, I do not. Even if he’d been drained into a bucket they’d have had the devil’s own time keeping the blood from congealing, breaking down, clotting. If I read this correctly, I’d say it’s not human blood at all. Steer’s blood, or some such.”

“Or taken from a more recent corpse?”

“Always a possibility. We’ll see.”

“Can you do it soon?”

“The autopsy? You’ll attend?”

“ ‘Yes. I’m ‘chain of evidence,’ right?”

“Bruno not giving you a lackey today?”

“I’ll get one. When do you want me there?”

Marcuse pulled his left hand down the side of his face, an unsettling gesture in the old man.

“We’ll have the attendants in now. It’s nine forty-five? Barring a crowd … Let’s say we set it up for noon? I’ll have Mervyn set out some sandwiches?”

Boris, thought Kennedy. A definite Boris Karloff.

“Thanks, Charlie. But no snacks, hah?”

Marcuse leered at him.

“Then let’s get a sheet over the chappie. I hear Bozeman’s on his way over. You don’t want that asshole from Live at Five talking the Duty Captain into posing with his foot on the youngster’s chest, do you?”

Christ, the Duty Captain. Kennedy had forgotten all about Bozeman.

“Has anybody heard from him? Or from the DA’s office, for that matter? Where the hell’s Sorvino?”

Marcuse sighed theatrically, and patted Kennedy’s shoulder. “Not my cross to bear, son. I’ll see you at noon. Sure about those snackies?”

Kennedy said yes, he was sure.

The Assistant District Attorney for the shift was an ambitious kid named Genno Sorvino. He stayed exactly eleven minutes, long enough to put his Bass Weejuns into the blood, fiddle with the paper bags tied around the corpse’s hands, give a few random and contradictory orders to various officials who were not in any way under his authority, strike a few manly poses for the benefit of the gaggle of teenagers at the corner, and to warn Eddie Kennedy that the DA took a harsh view of this sort of random street crime and he, Genno Sorvino, was personally going to make it his business to see that some real work got done on things like this instead of the usual cop complacency, and furthermore …

But the Live at Five cameras showed up then, so Kennedy didn’t have to listen to any more. It came to him that Sorvino had timed that very nicely.
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