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ONE

He thought he would get more pleasure from killing the Jews, not that he was actually doing it for pleasure, no, it was a necessary act, a political act, he knew that, still … he had expected to feel something more. It had been too much like killing chickens in the street outside the shanty in Gaza. Mahmoud seemed much more excited, dancing around the little establishment on the tips of his toes and waving his knife, although he hadn’t used it all that much when the Jews were alive. Ali had not come into the shop at all, which was correct, because his post was to stand lookout in the doorway.

“We should write a slogan,” said Mahmoud. “You should write one. Death to the Jews! Write it in the blood!”

“It is difficult to write in blood,” said Yussuf chidingly, “and also incorrect.” (He used the Arabic phrase alil el adab, which means shockingly indecent.) “Only sex criminals write in blood. I will write in marker.”

He drew a large green Magic Marker out of the side pocket of his field jacket, and wrote the graceful Arabic letters on the mirror that ran the length of the shop, right above the corpses. Then he looked down at them. The woman was lying across her husband’s chest, facedown. The back of her tan raincoat was dark, brown-red with blood, as was her hair, which had been white and done up in a neat bun. The man’s face was covered with blood too, whether his own or his wife’s Yussuf was not sure. The man’s thick gold-rimmed spectacles were jammed askew up on his forehead, as if he had paused in reading to rub his eyes.

“What have you written?” asked Mahmoud. Of the three of them, Yussuf was the only one who could write more than a few simple words and his name. This was why he had been chosen leader.

“I wrote, ‘Death to Israel,’ here, and ‘Free Palestine’ here, and I signed with the initials of the movement here. Now we must leave.”

They moved toward the door, avoiding the spreading pool of blood and the tumble of bagels that had spilled out of the two large paper bags the man had been carrying when they struck. As they passed the cash register at the front of the shop, Mahmoud leaned over and rang the drawer open. The bell seemed unnaturally loud, and Yussuf started.

“What are you doing?”

“It is empty,” said Mahmoud. “Where is their money?”

“Idiot! They have not yet opened for business. They keep the money in a little bag. They do not leave it overnight.”

Mahmoud looked over at the still bodies. “Why don’t we search for it, then?”

“Ya salem! Because we are not thieves. We are soldiers.”

“But it is permitted to take from the enemy what we need,” Mahmoud objected. “Look! Cigarettes! I will take the Jew’s cigarettes.” He reached over the counter to the vertical cigarette racks and began to stuff packages of Salems and Marlboros into the flap pockets of his field jacket.

Yussuf grabbed his arm roughly and yanked him away. Packs of cigarettes spilled from the rack and scattered on the floor. He pointed at his new wristwatch and said angrily, “We must be on our train in three minutes. Do you want us to be caught at the very beginning of our campaign?”

With that, Yussuf left the store. The hulking Ali followed him, and after a moment so did Mahmoud. It was just past seven a.m. on a Sunday, and Fourteenth Street was nearly deserted. They walked swiftly, not running, but at a good pace eastward, where they entered the Canarsie line BMT subway and took the train back to Brooklyn.

Seven minutes later, a blue-and-white radio-patrol car of the NYPD pulled up in front of the murder scene, Abe’s Elite Appetizing. Two officers, a man and woman, climbed out and confronted the two frightened NYU students who, in search of an early morning toasted bagel with cream cheese, had discovered the blood-covered bodies within. The female officer, a stocky blonde named Sherry Koota, pulled out her pad and took down the students’ personal data and what they had to say about the crime, which was not much. They had come in, seen it, and immediately called 911 from the pay phone in the shop. Koota’s partner, Patrolman Edwin Roscoe, had meanwhile entered the shop, gun in hand. He gave the bodies a wide berth and checked behind the glass-fronted cooler display and the short serving counter, and then went through a narrow hallway, checking the storage closet, the toilet, and the rear entrance, which was locked from the inside with a heavy bar, and alarmed. Then he went back to the shop proper, holstering his pistol as he went.

By this time Koota was kneeling over the two victims, peering at the woman’s head.

“Don’t touch nothing, Koota,” said Roscoe, who, with three years on the force, was the senior of the two, and had been made painfully aware that the only duty of the so-called “first officer” at a murder scene was to take the names of witnesses and secure the area from any disturbance, especially from those far too common disturbances caused by first officers.

“I’m not,” said Koota, “but look at this.”

Roscoe knelt too, being careful not to tread in the congealing pool of blood.

“You see that strand of her hair, over the ear, the bloody one?” Koota asked, pointing. “Just watch it for a second.”

Roscoe did. He said, “It’s moving! Holy shit, she’s alive!”

“She’s dead,” said Koota confidently. “The guy under her, he’s alive.”

Detective Sergeant James L. Raney, working homicide out of Midtown South, carefully copied the squiggles on the mirror in Abe’s Elite Appetizing into his notebook. The crime-scene unit people had taken any number of photographs of the interior of the shop and the bodies (now departed, one to the morgue and the other to nearby Beth Israel Hospital) and the bloodstains, but Raney was a careful detective and liked to have the relevant material on his actual person during the course of a case.

He put the notebook away and regarded himself frankly in the dusty brown-speckled glass. Raney was in his mid-thirties, young for a detective sergeant, with a map-o’-Ireland face, blue-eyed model. The eyes were cop eyes, although he had managed to avoid the cop gut. A good dresser too, Raney. His blue suit came from Hickey-Freeman; his shoes, which were highly polished, were Florsheim Imperials. He didn’t take bribes, but he didn’t, like many cops, have a string of ex-wives and kids to support, either. Beau James was one of his three departmental nicknames. The second, which adverted to an incident some years previously, in which he had killed four armed robbers in fifteen seconds by shooting them each through the head, was Pistol Jim, although not to his face.

Raney wandered over to where the head of the crime-scene unit was gathering up his equipment.

“Do any good?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah,” said the man. “We got an actual bloody thumb print on the cash drawer there. Some sneaker prints in the blood. You’re looking for a pair, by the way Two different prints. You catch these fuckers, they’re gonna go down for it.” He looked around the little shop and frowned. “Fuckin’ shame, right? Looked like a couple of decent people. The guy gonna make it?”

Raney shrugged. “White’s over at Beth Israel finding out. Maybe he’ll come to and say something. Funny thing about that thumb print—the money was in a zip bag in the vic’s pocket, the woman. They couldn’t have got away with anything but some smokes.”

The CSU man grunted, no longer surprised by any funny things to do with murders.

After that Raney went outside and chatted with Roscoe and Koota and their sergeant, spread some compliments around, and arranged for a local canvass, to see if anyone knew why someone would want to murder Abe and Reva Shilkes, aside from the obvious thing, a robbery gone sour. There was a daughter too; he would have to talk to her as well. He went back into the shop and used the pay phone for twenty minutes and then came out to the sidewalk, paced for a while, and scrounged a Post from the front seat of the CSU van. The sports pages were of little interest. Raney followed only baseball and basketball. It was now the baseball season and, a month in, it was perfectly apparent that neither the Yankees nor the Mets had the remotest chance of a pennant in 1981. Raney had been born in 1949, and for the first twenty years of his life the Yanks had won the pennant fourteen times. This had shaped his consciousness of the way things ought to be and, like many a New Yorker, he regarded the recent trend as a prime symbol of the city’s decline. Much of the news section was devoted to the aftermath of the assassination attempt on President Reagan. There, at least, they had the guy. He snorted, folded the paper, and tossed it back on the van’s seat.

Raney hated this case already. It was, first of all, a mystery, which is what NYPD detectives call a murder when the murderer is not readily apparent, in contrast to a grounder, when they find the guy weeping in the front room and the wife and the ball bat and the blood are to be found in the bedroom. It was not that he feared that they would fail to find the murderers. The crime scene had convinced him that they were not dealing here with Dr. Moriarty, the Napoleon of Crime, but with a couple of assholes, and by and large, assholes were easy to find and catch. It was the other stuff that irritated him: the victims were Jewish, and while Raney was no linguist, the scrawls on the mirror looked like Arabic writing to him. That stank. The only thing worse than a mystery was a mystery with ethnic politics smeared over it.

A dark brown Plymouth Fury drove up to the curb, and Detective Second Grade Alonso White got out. This person, whose skin was the color of damp coffee grounds, was about a third larger than Raney and not nearly as well dressed. He was wearing a leather hip-length car coat, which he had purchased, along with the rest of his clothes (gray slacks, black rubber-soled shoes, a black-checked shirt and a knitted tie, with the wrong end sliding over his belt buckle) in one of the cheap men’s shops to be found on Sixth Avenue in the Forties. He had two ex-wives and three children. Raney liked him well enough, for, although he had a mild case of the racism nearly universal among his caste and class, he also held that carrying the tin made you, on the job at least, an honorary Irishman. He also sort of liked the man’s habit of extending a hand that looked like a bouquet of knockwursts, grinning gaudily, and saying, “Hi, I’m White.”

To Raney’s inquiring look White responded, “It looks like he’s going to make it. Took a couple of holes in the gut and one to the neck. Lucky.” He laughed. “Not exactly the right word, considering.”

“Did you talk to him?”

“Uh-uh. He’s recovering from the surgery. I’ll go by later. What’s up?”

“CSU says it’s at least a couple of mopes. No money taken, but they helped themselves to the cigarettes—packs scattered all over.”

“Guys had a nicotine fit,” said White. “They plead temporary insanity and walk. What about that shit on the mirror?”

“I set up a meet with a professor at Columbia, we’ll get it translated. Meanwhile, assuming we’re dealing with Arabs, we need to touch base with Brooklyn, the Eight-Four.” White nodded. Atlantic Avenue, Brooklyn, where the Arabs lived.

Dr. Philip Adouri was younger than he had sounded to Raney over the phone, and proved to be a gentle-faced Lebanese in his early thirties with a slight accent and a careful manner of speech. He looked at the eight-by-ten photographs of the mirror graffiti for so long that Raney thought he had dozed off.

“Um, is there some problem with the translation, sir?” Raney asked.

“Oh, no, no, it is quite clear as to the meaning. It is just that … who did you say wrote these?”

Raney and White shared a look. “That’s what we’re trying find out, sir. It’s an investigation.”

“Oh, yes, of course—how stupid! Well, then, as to the meaning. This line, here, is mot lil yehudeen, ‘death to the Jews,’ and this below is huriyah li falastin, ‘freedom for Palestine.’ This,” he said, pointing a slim finger at three large single letters at the bottom of the screed, “this means nothing, unless it is the initials of some organization; in English the closest equivalent would be D.D.H.”

“You have any idea of what it means, Doctor?” Raney asked, writing the translations neatly into his notebook. “Any organizations you’re familiar with …”

The professor smiled and made a dismissive gesture. “Oh, Arabs are always making organizations. They come and go like the clouds. This could be three people, four people in a back room, or it could even be the initials of a person. But, you know, the orthography is interesting. The person who wrote it … I should tell you that while written Arabic is the same all over the world, spoken Arabic is quite different from nation to nation, region to region. A Mahgrebi, from Morocco, say, can hardly understand a Lebanese. There are also differences, slight differences, in the way the letters are formed in different places, just as you would notice, for example, a German’s writing is different from an American’s, even in English. So … this person—educated to a degree, but certainly not a university graduate or student. Perhaps the equivalent of high school? In any case, an unpracticed writer. There are errors—here he has used the medial rather than the final form, there, the wrong letter. Not a Mahgrebi. Not Iraqi. Egyptian perhaps, but more likely Eastern Mediterranean—Palestine, Lebanon, Jordan. Notice here how he writes this letter, the long ee sound, slanting over to the left, and here—”

Raney’s beeper sounded, and he was saved from learning more about Arabic calligraphy than he wanted to know. He asked to use a phone and called Lieutenant Meagher, his watch commander, who ordered him to return to the precinct house forthwith, which is a word that NYPD officials use when they want you to do something so immediately and so urgently that it is not worthwhile thinking of excuses not to.

Raney and White thus left the professor with brief thanks and headed south from Columbia on Broadway. On the way Raney called the desk sergeant at the Midtown South Precinct and asked what was going on; Meagher had been excessively terse.

“Oh, we got a lovely situation here, Raney,” said the desk sergeant. “Wait’ll you see this!”

“What?”

“Jews, Raney. We got black hats, we got the TV, the radio, we got suits from downtown, we got the Tacticals coming. Oh, it’s rare … what? Raney, I got to go now.”

There were some odd sounds over the receiver and then silence. White frowned and stomped harder on the pedal. Raney slapped the red flasher on the roof, and they sped south.

The Midtown South homicide squad is responsible for homicides in the fat band across the island of Manhattan that runs from Central Park down to the north side of Thirteenth Street. It is housed in the Manhattan South Precinct at 357 West Thirty-fifth Street. As it happens, this location is in an area even more bountifully supplied with Jews than the rest of the city. The garment district, the theatrical district, and the diamond district are all within an easy hike, and in fact, there is a synagogue right across the street. When Raney and White arrived, they discovered that what looked like a large proportion of all these people had converged in front of Midtown South.

They had to leave their car at the corner of Ninth and Thirty-fifth. The street was impassable: besides the mob itself were TV vans, the buses from Tactical, and a number of large, shiny vehicles in which police brass traveled through the City. The crowd was composed largely of black-hatted, bearded men, although there was also a good number of men in contemporary business and working garb, and a sprinkling of women. They filled the street from wall to wall, and their angry attention was directed at the front steps of Midtown South, where, behind a wall of tall, broad Tactical cops in helmets and body armor, stood a group of worried-looking police officials.

White used his bulk to cleave through the crowd, holding his gold shield before him like the bowsprit of a clipper, Raney followed in his wake. The Tacticals parted to let them through, and Raney was immediately spotted and hustled through the door by his lieutenant.

“What the fuck is this, Loo?”

“This is your case, Jim, the Shilkes killing. The natives are restless, son. That asshole on the car’s been pumping them up for the last twenty minutes.”

Raney looked out through the door and saw a man wearing a black hat and suit and a short black beard standing on the hood of a car haranguing the crowd through a bullhorn. Raney could not make out the exact words, but he seemed to be displeased with the NYPD.

“Who is he?”

“Rabbi Lowenstein,” said Meagher, an expression of profound distaste forming on his broad, pink Irish face.

Raney nodded. Lowenstein was semi-famous in the city as the leader of a paramilitary group he called the Guardians of Israel; his relationship with the NYPD was not good, that organization taking a dim view of groups with vigilante pretensions.

Meagher seemed to recall something and turned to Raney, scowling. “Why the hell didn’t you keep a watch on Shilkes? That’s how this whole mess started.”

“Loo, the guy was out cold. I’m trying to solve a case here. What did he have to do with it?”

“Out cold? Well, he woke up, and he talked to his daughter, and she got in touch with the good rabbi there, and here we are. The story is, the guys who killed his wife came in shouting Arab slogans, Allah, Allah, whatever, and so now we got it blown into a gang of Arab terrorists is starting a campaign of assassination against Jews in New York. Lowenstein is demanding protection—ha!—and also, and especially, that we grab the mutts who did it, preferably yesterday. So—what do you have?”

“Have? For crying out loud, Loo, I been on the case three hours. The guy up at Columbia says the killers wrote ‘kill the Jews’ and ‘free Palestine’ on the wall and the writer was probably a Palestinian who couldn’t spell real good. That narrows it down.”

Meagher kept glancing over at the group of suits and brass standing in a small group behind their guards. Huge fake-fur-covered mikes on poles thrust up at them like a hostile phalanx. Below, the press was baying questions. One of the suits gave Meagher the eye, and the lieutenant hurried over. They conversed briefly, and the suit spoke to another suit, who moved forward and addressed the cameras. To his dismay, Raney heard the words “already several suspects” and “arrest imminent,” and the suit went on to mention a $25,000 reward for information leading to, put up by the United Jewish Philanthropies of New York.

White, who had skulked in the background while Raney dealt with Meagher, came up and said disgustedly, “Oh, great! Now every hard-on in town is gonna be on us with his cousin Charley did it. What’d the Loo say?”

“Shilkes is conscious again. Get over to Beth Israel and take his statement. Go now! Before the riot starts.”

White left and the riot did start, as more Tacticals de-bussed at Ninth Avenue and started to clear the street, moving in a line with helmet shields down and batons swinging. A thrown bottle shattered against the door frame. The suits all hunched momentarily and then, some glancing about to see if anyone had noticed, strode boldly to their cars and departed.

As he watched, bemused, the dispersal of the Jews, Raney felt a hand on his arm. “Whatever you need, Jim, just ask!” said Lieutenant Meagher. “And forget everything else you got on the board. But wrap this one up fast, wrap it up good! Make it disappear!”

Napoleon, they say, when presented with an officer to be promoted to the rank of general, always asked, “Is he lucky?” Raney was a good, bright, conscientious detective, like many another on the force, but he was also lucky. This was apparent, since he had, after all, gone into that darkened bakery after four robbers armed with shotguns and automatic weapons and had killed them all without suffering a scratch himself. Lucky Jim was his third nickname.

“So, Lucky Jim,” said White later that day, as he drove them across the Williamsburg Bridge to Brooklyn, “is our ass in a sling now or what?”

“Partially,” admitted Raney. “On the up side, I don’t think we’re dealing with a big international mastermind here. Carlos the Jackal is probably not a player.”

“They were sloppy, you mean? The tracks, the cigarettes…”

“Yeah. On the other hand, they didn’t just walk down Fourteenth and go, ‘Hey, look, Jews, let’s waste them.’”

“Why not?”

“Because the thing was cased. The Shilkeses opened the store at seven every Sunday carrying fresh bagels, like clockwork. The perps knew that and they were waiting. Then they disappear. How? I doubt they just strolled away. They either had to have a car, or they took the subway, and if they took the subway, they had to know what the train schedule was going to be early on Sunday, because they sure as shit didn’t want to be hanging around on a platform with maybe blood on their clothes for twenty minutes. So, planning.”

White thought about that for a while, and it did not amuse him. “What do you think? Is Brooklyn going to do us any good?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Raney, leaning back and watching the gray tenements of Williamsburg rush by. “It could be we’ll catch a break.”

Their first stop was the Eighty-fourth Precinct, on Gold Street, in the shadow of the Manhattan Bridge. The Eighty-fourth is a squat little precinct that has the misfortune to include both the gentrified brownstones of Brooklyn Heights and the ungentrified brownstones of South Brooklyn, a once decent working-class neighborhood ruined by freeway construction, gone slummy, and full of people wishing to prey on the conveniently nearby gentry. It logs a lot of robbery, a lot of burglary, and somewhat under a hundred killings a year, all of which argued against the cops there having much time to spare for accumulating deep knowledge of Arab fringe organizations.

The detective squad room there was a near duplicate of the many in which Raney had spent the past decade, the banged-up furniture, the green paint, the brown tile underfoot, the pervasive reek of tobacco, the continual din of ringing phones. Two cops were at desks, one phoning, one typing slowly. A thin brown man, obviously a skell from the tank downstairs, was pushing a broom desultorily across the floor for cigarette money.

“Arabs, huh?” said McIlvey, the day-shift detective sergeant. “Yeah, we got Arabs up the ying-yang, but they don’t usually give us much trouble. Peaceful bastards, and a lot of them are illegals; they don’t want to see us much.” He creaked back in his chair, to demonstrate peacefulness. McIlvey was a white-haired, heavy set Irishman of the booze-blossom-nosed type, nearing retirement and not apt to get exercised over a Manhattan case, no matter what the bosses said.

They showed him the pictures of the graffiti from the crime scene.

“We think those initials down at the bottom are an organization,” said Raney. “You recall seeing anything like that sprayed on walls or on tattoos?”

“Nah. But I don’t get out as much as I did. What I’ll do for you is post it in the squad room, maybe somebody saw something. Like I say, we got ’em, but we don’t got  ’em. Not like the spics, you know?”

They knew, and if White had not been there it would have been the niggers too. Raney sensed his partner’s intense desire to get away from this useless man. He was just thinking that they would have to come back and talk to the night-shift people, maybe get a live one, when McIlvey said, “You know, it’s funny, we had one of them in here last night. Yo, Harris,” he called to the man at the typewriter, “what was the name of that crazy fucker last night?”

“The fuck I know, Sarge,” answered Harris, and went tap. Tap. “Ask his roomie there.” Tap.

“Oh, yeah,” said McIlvey, and turned to the broom. “Skeeter, what was your pal’s name there, that AY-rab?”

“Not my pal, Sarge.”

“Well, fuck it, anyway. Fuckin’ thing too,” said McIlvey. “Couple of our guys brought him in last night, late in the graveyard. Driving like a bat out of hell down Fulton Street in a fuckin’ bakery truck, no taillights, so our guys, Pendergrass and Newton … hey, Harris, it was Pendergrass, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah, right,” said Harris. Tap.

“Yeah, so they give chase, like they say, going seventy, eighty down Fulton Street, got a couple more RPCs in on it, and they finally got the mutt in a box and he gave it up. Guy had a knife on him as long as your arm. Didn’t have a license, no registration. Insurance? Lots of luck! I don’t know, the fuckin’ people this country lets in nowadays. …”

Raney had been looking for a graceful way to pull away, but the mention of the knife sparked a flicker of interest. “You say they picked this guy up late last night?”

“Morning, actually. Maybe four.”

“So he was in custody at like around seven this morning?”

“Oh, yeah. He must have gone out with the van to central booking at eight or around there. But like I say, that’s unusual. Most of ’em are pretty peaceful. Although, now that I think of it, a couple months ago we had a guy beat up his wife pretty bad, an Arab—”

“Yeah, well, look, Sarge, we got to get going right now—” Raney began, and then the broom said, “He was gonna kill him some Jews, that boy. Boy had a mother-fuckin’ thing about the Jews. Him and his friends. Said he had some damn organization. Damn sumbitch didn’t have no more sense than a chicken. I said to him, hey, man—”

“Say, Skeeter?” Raney interrupted, vibrating now, feeling the luck flow and the sweat pop up on his scalp. “This kid say exactly which Jews he was planning to kill?”

“Nah. He just running his mouth, you know? Like, he said his organization was gonna do one this morning, and he was real pissed he wasn’t gonna be there, on account of his ass being in jail, you know? He was hot to go. He kept asking me, when we get out, when we get out? Like I the fuckin judge, you know?” The man laughed, a phlegmy, unpleasant rattle that turned into a cough.

Raney said, “Sarge, I think we’re gonna need to borrow Skeeter for a while.” McIlvey grunted and looked at the floor, and for an instant Raney actually thought he was going to refuse until Skeeter finished a sweep and a damp-mop.

The Arab misdemeanant, whose name was Walid Daoud, had a job and a father who owned a business, and so had been released on his own recognizance by the time they got to the Brooklyn jail. They drove the short hop to Atlantic Avenue, where the bakery was at which Daoud supposedly worked. Raney looked around him with greater interest. This neighborhood had expanded a good deal in the last decade. Once a relatively small community of Syrian and other Mideastern Christians, it had burgeoned down Atlantic Avenue east of its former boundary at Court Street and become more exotic, more Muslim. Women with shawls and shapeless dresses whose hems touched their shoes pulled shopping carts and hand-held strings of olive-skinned children down the street and in and out of small shops. There were even some women wearing the full traditional robes, with veil, and there were old bearded men wearing checkered headdresses. Sunday was clearly a big shopping day among the Brooklyn Arabs. There were a lot of kids. The day had turned warm, a herald of spring, and the storekeepers had moved the merchandise out on the sidewalk on homemade flats, and the clothing merchants had hung garments up on poles, giving the street the air of a souk, as did also the odors, burnt coffee, baking bread, and something spicy that Raney did not recognize, but which, he thought, was probably as familiar to these people as … what was a typical Irish fragrance? Cabbage? Whiskey? This had been an Irish neighborhood once, eighty years back, then Italian, now Arab.

Raney reflected on this transition to White, who was unimpressed. “Mutts are mutts, it don’t matter a fuck where they come from.”

“No? You don’t think there’s a difference? A Jew mutt and a black mutt?”

“What, you think the Jew mutt is smarter?”

“No, I didn’t mean that. Just… different people put a different curve on the ball. It changes, but it’s always the same. Twenty-five years the houses and stores’ll still be here, but the cops’ll be Arabs and the people, the mutts’ll be, I don’t know, Eskimos, Tibetans, whatever.”

The interested tone in Raney’s voice did not spark any enthusiasm in White, who was a sports-and-pussy rather than a sociological-speculation kind of guy, nor in Skeeter, who was snoring liquidly in the backseat. They drove in relative silence therefore until Gallatin Street, where White said, “There it is. Want me to go around the back?”

“No, I don’t think so. This guy’s not going to run.”

Nor did he. Walid Daoud was summoned from the back of the shop by the pretty, sullen teenage girl minding the counter and came out trailing his father and clouds of white dust. The detectives made the usual explanation about wanting to ask a few more questions, the father berated the boy strenuously in Arabic, swatted him on the head a few, and they left without resistance. If Walid was surprised to see Skeeter in the car, he made no show of it, riding in silence during the twenty-five-minute trip to Midtown South.

They got Walid in the little room, and White, of course, was the bad cop. Raney thought he did a good job, no rough stuff, but a lot of shouting, and banging of chairs and throwing of telephone books, and impugning the manhood of the interviewee. You and your friends planned this, and then you chickened out, didn’t you? You little coward! What are you, some kind of faggot, you don’t have the guts to knife an old Jew? And so on, which got the expected rise out of Walid and an excuse—I was going, I was hurrying, I got arrested. What were their names? Your friends? Silence. Rage from White, threats, a final chair kicking, and then Raney stopped it and hustled White out of the room.

Offer of coffee, offer of cigarettes, apologies for White, a little racist remark, just to solidify the bond, we’re white men, you and I, he’s … well, you know what they’re like. Then the schtick.

“Look, Walid, you know, if it was a political crime, that’s one thing, we respect that. I mean, a man’s got to stand up for his rights, am I right?”

Walid nodded at this. A good-looking kid, Raney thought: big eyes, clear skin, good little body. Those eyelashes—little shit probably gets more pussy than Warren Beatty.

“We are fighters for free Palestine, fedayin,” said Walid with feeling.

“I appreciate that, Walid, but I got to say, you’re in a lot of trouble over this. I don’t like to see that, a kid your age.

“But … I was not there!”

“Yeah, we know that. But you’re what we call an accessory. You helped your friends plan this crime. You can be charged with conspiracy. You could go to jail for a long time.”

“I do not care!” said Walid. “The Zionists put hundreds in jail, hundreds, hundreds, so I join them. I do not care.”

“Right, I see that, but Walid, for you it wouldn’t be like that. You see … I’m not supposed to tell you this, but…” Raney looked over his shoulder and leaned forward conspiratorially. “The thing is, your friends robbed the people they attacked. They took the money from the store, so this won’t be treated as a political crime at all. It’s just gonna go down as another store robbery and murder. It’s not gonna help your cause one little bit.”

Walid stared, his mouth slightly open.

“Yeah, see, they screwed up, and the shame of it is, you’re gonna have to take the fall, for nothing.” He let that sink in for a moment and then resumed. “Now, this place where you planned the thing, the attack, that’s your organization headquarters, right?”

“Yes. Duhd el Dar al-Harb. This is us.”

“Uh-huh. What does that mean exactly?”

“It means, Against the House of War. It is the struggle. The Dar ul-Islam fights against the Zionists, the imperialists. These we call the Dar al-Harb, the House of War.” He banged his fists together violently to mime the intensity of the thing.

“I see. Now in this headquarters you probably have posters, pamphlets, all about what you’re doing, political stuff, right?”

“Yes, of course. We have this. And cassettes, from Palestine.”

“Well, that’s great, Walid. So, if we went there and found that stuff, see, it would be political then. You’d be in a whole different situation. You’d be a hero.”

Walid frowned. “You want … just the place, the garage. Not the names. I don’t give the names.”

“Hey, right, just the place. You’re a stand-up guy, Walid. We respect that. No, just the address. So we can get the political stuff.”

Raney left the room elated, with an address. An hour later, armed with a search warrant and backed up by a dozen heavily armed and flak-jacketed uniforms from the Eighty-fourth, Raney and White burst through the back door of a garage on Adams Street, Brooklyn, where they found posters of Yassir Arafat, pamphlets justifying the destruction of Israel, cassettes urging the same, a pair of field jackets spotted with a reddish-brown substance, one with a big green magic marker (similarly stained) in a pocket, and the other with eight packs of Salems in a pocket, two eight-inch hunting knives, stained with a reddish-brown substance, and two surprised young men. The young men did not speak much English, but sometime later they were identified (with the aid of a Syrian-American patrolman from the Eighty-fourth) as Yussuf Naijer and Mahmoud Hamshari, both late of Gaza, in the occupied territories of Palestine, and illegally in the United States. They were both taken to Midtown South, where they were put into a lineup and videotaped, which tape was then brought to Beth Israel, where it was shown to Mr. Shilkes. He had no trouble picking Naijer and Hamshari out as the men who had killed his wife. Raney went back to Midtown South and booked the two men for murder and Walid for conspiracy to commit murder.

As he sat down at his desk to complete the paperwork, he looked at his watch. It was a little over twelve hours since the crime. The suits would be pleased.

Ali al-Qabbani watched the police take away his two comrades and seal the room behind the garage. He doubted that Abdel, the garage’s owner, would wish to re-employ him after this, which meant that he had no money, no job, no clothes or possessions other than what he stood in now, and no place to sleep. He had, however, one place to go, and so he went there.

It was a long walk in the waning light, up Atlantic Avenue and south down Sixth Avenue into the more genteel, tree-shaded precincts of Park Slope. There he walked through a wrought-iron gate up to a nicely groomed brownstone and rang the bell. The man who answered it was well-fleshed and short, with a beautiful head of dark hair swept back from his forehead. He was wearing red leather slippers, blue jeans, and a white shirt buttoned at the collar. And he was sleek in the way that some men were where Ali came from, the men with the big cars and the bodyguards. You went to men like that when you were in trouble, and they helped you or they did not. The expression on this man’s face when he saw Ali standing there did not promise well.

“What are you doing here, you idiot?” he said in Arabic. “You were told never, ever to come here.”

Ali looked down from his height and said, “Please, Khalid-effendi, the police have been to Abdel’s. I have no place to go and no money.”

Chouza Khalid’s angry look was replaced by one of calculation and then one of beneficence, which, had Ali any brains at all, would have made him flee as from wild dogs. Instead, he followed the man’s gesturing arm into the tiled entranceway and then through another door into a carpeted hallway lit with sconces and furnished with a gold-framed mirror, a shining wooden table holding a vase of flowers, and a carved red velvet chair. There Khalid bade him wait and he did, standing, of course, because it would never have occurred to him to take the liberty of sitting in the velvet chair.

Khalid left the hallway and went through a large, modern kitchen to a door, which he unlocked, and then descended to the basement. He then unlocked another door and entered a small darkened room, where a man sat on a couch, smoking and watching television. The man had a short gray-black beard, deeply socketed dark eyes, visible now only as pits lit by the flickering TV, and long, tapering, elegant fingers. He was wearing a white djelaba and a white, knitted skullcap. He did not take his eyes from the TV as Khalid spoke.

“It is Ali.”

“Inevitably,” said the bearded man. “The poor lad has nowhere else to go. Tell me, he is our only contact?”

“Yes. I ordered him not to tell, and he is an obedient boy. Dull like the rest, but reliable. I don’t think he would have spoken of it to Naijer or Mahmoud. He didn’t like them. He was most friendly with Walid, but, of course, Walid did not participate, and will not be much bothered by the police, if God wills. So … a long journey?”

“Yes, by water,” said the bearded man. For the first time he looked up at Khalid. “And the other enterprise?”

“They arrive tomorrow, men and supplies. It is all arranged. If God wills, it will all go as we have planned.”

“If God wills,” echoed the bearded man and then returned his full attention to the screen, where a drama depicting the lives of the police was in progress. Apparently the American police spent much of their time seducing women, which was interesting if true. The bearded man watched television almost all the time. He felt it was the best way for him to understand this truly amazing nation.

Dismissed, Chouza Khalid went up the stairs, locking both doors behind him.



TWO

The office of the District Attorney for the County of New York (that is, the island of Manhattan) has for years, and with some reason, considered itself the best prosecutorial organization in the nation. Within this office the Homicide Bureau is the elite corps. The chief of this unit, therefore, has every right to consider himself at the very top of his profession, and the current chief had no trouble doing so. He had worked hard for the job, and he felt he deserved it. His name was Roland Hrcany, and he did deserve it. He was an excellent homicide prosecutor, tough-minded, skilled in the law and its stratagems, on excellent terms with the NYPD, and possessed of both a bullish determination and a keen political sense. As for his vices, he was, in the office, perhaps too fond of throwing his weight around, too quick to judgment, too slow to admit error, and in the personal sphere too fond of women way too young for him (he was thirty-seven), of whom he had a prodigious skein.

Had Roland been at all capable of self-examination, he might have found an explanation for both virtues and vices in his own sad history. Aged eleven, he had walked out of the Hungarian forests across the Austrian border, holding his father’s hand. His mother had fallen to one of the innumerable bullets fired during the confused days of the 1956 rebellion. Settled at last in New York, the elder Hrcany (once a high school teacher) had found work as a superintendent of a building in the rough Brooklyn neighborhood known as East New York, also moonlighting as a truck driver. Roland, then a spindly, nervous kid, had been sent to public school, where his fate was what might be expected for a smallish boy speaking broken English, with a funny name and studious to boot, among what was then a rough Irish and Italian crowd. He was tortured, with no one to tell about it. His father was working like an ox in the good old immigrant way, and Roland could not bear to bother him. Instead, inspired by an ad in the subway, and without telling anyone, Roland joined the Boys’ Club, where there was a weight room. By the time he was fourteen, Roland, though still short, had a seventeen-inch neck and could bench 220. Nobody bothered him in school anymore. He also joined the Police Athletic League, where he began his lifelong love affair with the NYPD, and also excelled at football.

Meanwhile, his father had taken to capitalism as one too long deprived of its healing magic. Saving every conceivable penny from both his jobs, he managed to buy the building he worked in, and then immediately used his equity in this as collateral to buy a shabby brownstone in Brooklyn Heights. Working nights, with Roland at his side, he renovated it, sold it, bought another. He had a good eye for gentrifying neighborhoods, in an era when it was hard to lose money in New York real estate. By 1968 he was a millionaire, and when the stock market went sour that year, he bought everything he could at distress prices. Now he was a multimillionaire, semi-retired, living in a duplex penthouse on Sutton Place with his third wife, who was three years older than his son.

In whom he was disappointed. He could not understand why a boy so bright would want to labor for a pittance in the bureaucracy, like the despised apparatchiki of the Soviets, when there was so much money to be made in America. Nevertheless, the old man was generous. Roland lived rent-free in the first floor of one of his father’s buildings, a brownstone in the east Seventies, had substantial trust income, and could use his pittance salary for fun.

An odd history, then, and Roland cultivated an appearance to match. He looked like a professional wrestler, or what professional wrestlers would look like if they wore beautiful hand-tailored, European-cut suits. He wore his white-blond hair swept back and long enough to reach his collar, and kept his face tan and his body rippling with layers of stony muscle.

In contrast, the man sitting across from him this morning, two weeks or so after the Shilkes killing, was a native of the City, and had been reasonably well off since birth, although he was not ordinary in appearance either. He had been the previous incumbent of the position Roland now held, before being kicked upstairs to a vague and (Roland believed) meaningless sinecure: Deputy District Attorney for Special Projects. His name was Roger Karp, answering still to the name “Butch,” although this was a faintly absurd name for an enormous, serious man in his late thirties, which he well knew, but still, he stubbornly kept it. In fact, he was the same age as Hrcany and had started at the D.A. in the same week, back in sixty-eight. Since they were the two standouts in their class, they had maintained a friendly rivalry during the intervening years, sometimes not so friendly. Roland, it must be said, had difficulty being friends with men whom he could not dominate at some level, and he could not do this with Karp. First, the physical thing: Roland was five-eight, and although he could now bench nearly four hundred pounds, this did not compensate for Karp being nine inches taller. Roland had been a varsity football player at Penn State, making up in sheer strength and will what he lacked in height, but Karp had been an all-state basketball star, and an all-conference player at Berkeley, and had played part of one season in the NBA. Second, at work too Karp had been always half a step ahead, his win record not much better than Roland’s, but undeniably better. He had lost but one murder case in his career, a politicized monster that was what had gotten him kicked upstairs, leaving the job to Roland. This rankled, but what rankled most of all was that Karp did not, by word or action, recognize, nor had he ever recognized, that any competition was going on at all.

They were talking now, sports and light shop talk, Roland waiting with growing irritation for Karp to spit out what it was he had come down from the D.A.’s office to learn or tell. Yet another rankle: Karp should have been castrated by his promotion-demotion. In the D.A., trying and winning cases was the way you weighed the testicles, especially in Homicide, and Karp did not try or supervise the trying of cases anymore. He was really just an overpaid office boy for Jack Keegan, the D.A. He should have been diminished. He was not. He seemed, on the contrary, more relaxed and happy than he had in the past. Roland yearned for Karp to tell him to do something he didn’t want to do, so that Roland could get angry and rush upstairs to Keegan and get Karp reversed, thus demonstrating the difference between an essential bureau chief and an exiguous staff drone. But Karp never did.

Roland now reached for the needle. “So, Butch, keeping busy? All those important meetings? Saving office supplies? Who gets their place painted first? Affirmative action?”

Karp smiled. “Oh, yeah, there are a lot of meetings.”

“You better watch it, you don’t become a lard-ass. A lard-ass your size would be a terrible thing. They’d have to upgrade the elevators.”

Karp kept the smile. “You know, Roland, now that you bring it up, Jack asked me to mention affirmative action to you.”

“You have to be kidding.”

“Nope. You have one black man and two women as attorneys here. Felony has six and twelve. There are rumblings.”

“Fuck the rumblings!” snapped Roland, his face starting to flush. “Not to mention who I inherited this staff from.”

“Good point,” said Karp equably. “You can profit from my mistakes. But the point is, it’s your staff now and you need to make an effort.”

“Okay, fine! Give me the fucking quotas and I’ll go down the hall and hire the first ones I spot. Do I get to use two-fers?”

“Just make an effort, Roland. Build a record. Interview from the entire spangled rainbow that is our great city. Keep records. I’m sure you can do it.” This was said in an even, almost tired tone. Roland realized that Karp was treating him like just another recalcitrant bureaucrat. He found himself grinding his jaw.

“Oh, and another thing …” Karp continued. “Jack wants to know who’s going to handle the Shilkes trial. I said you’d probably go with Ray Guma or Tony Harris.”

“No,” said Roland instantly, off the top of his head. “I’m going to do it myself.”

A pause. Karp said, “Uh-huh.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It doesn’t mean anything, Roland,” Karp replied. “ ‘Uh-huh’ is an acknowledgment that I’ve understood your statement and have no opinion about it. Why are you, by the way?”

“Taking the case? Why not?” He rolled his shoulders and flexed his biceps, a habit of his when under tension; the cloth in the arms of his shirt made a small but audible creak. “What, you don’t think I can win it?” Roland said this with a challenging scowl.

“Not at all. It seems like a straightforward case.” Karp answered the scowl with a benign look. “Anything else doing? How are the Mexican brothers?”

“Ah, the Mexican brothers! Jesus and José are fine, Butch. I’ll tell them you asked after them. It’ll brighten their day.”

Karp’s smile grew a little strained, as it does when we spend time among people for whom sarcasm is the natural mode of discourse. “I assume they’re still denying.”

“You assume right. Somebody else killed that cop. Somebody else fired the shot that killed the cop from José’s gun and dropped the gun in their apartment. And ripped them off. The usual horseshit, we din do nothin’. They’ll go down for the murder one.” Then, suspicious again, “Why? Jack doesn’t think I can handle this either?”

“I didn’t even imply that, Roland,” said Karp, starting to lose patience. “A cop killing’s always on the top of his to-do list until the trial’s over. There’s no chance they’re telling the truth, then?”

“None.” He grinned. “You want to hear the cherry on top? They tried to bribe me.”

“Yeah? How much?”

“A hundred K. They call me over to Rikers, me and Frank Czermak, I figure, great! Finally they’re going to give it up, so I get there and Jesus says, okay, you get us out, fifty K, cash. I look at Czermak, like I can’t believe I’m hearing this, and they whisper for a minute, and then the offer goes up to a hundred. I tell them it’s a crime to bribe a public official, and they kind of smile, like, oh, yeah, right. I mean, these guys think they’re still in Mexico. A cop gets in your way, bang, bang, and then you fix it with the judge, with the prosecutor, and it’s back to business.”

“That’s quite a story. It’s just my luck to get canned from the job before the real money starts getting passed around. I’d feel a lot better, though, if we had a witness, or some evidence besides the gun. Also, I noticed the forensic report on the gun says there are nice prints on the bullets that don’t belong to either of the two Obregon boys.”

Roland was surprised that Karp knew this; it meant that Karp was following the case details at least as closely as Roland himself was. Roland didn’t like this at all. He put on a cajoling expression and said, “So they used a gun loaded by persons unknown. Who gives a shit? It’s the gun that killed Morilla, and José’s prints are all over it.”

Karp gave Roland a long, uncomfortably searching look. “So that’s still the case, a gun and zip else?”

“Come on, Butch! They’re dope dealers. They got a Mexican sheet as long as your arm. They come up here with a suitcase of brown smack, they try to sell it to Morilla, they find out he’s a cop somehow, and they waste him.”

“So where’s the smack, Roland?”

“The fuck I know!” replied Roland, flushing again. “They moved it. Shit, maybe they shot it up. It’s not germane to the case, and anyway…”

Roland was about to get seriously angry, because Karp had put his finger on the flaw in the Mexican brothers case, which Roland knew all too well, and on which every cop that could be spared in Manhattan was working: who were these scumbags, how did they get connected with Morilla, who was working undercover on something entirely different, where was the dope that Morilla was supposedly going to buy from them, where was the marked money that Morilla had for the buy? Roland changed the subject to one where he felt an undoubted superiority to Karp, which was sex. Karp was chained to a wife and three kids, the wife seriously over the hill now, must be thirty-five, and one-eyed, and with a screw loose.

“So, how’s the family?” he asked, slyly smiling. “How’s Marlene?”

“All fine,” said Karp. “Marlene’s doing okay. Business is booming.”

“So to speak. She hasn’t shot anybody else recently?”

“Not that I know of,” said Karp uncomfortably, after which Roland regaled him with a detailed accounting of his own recent date with a model whose image, clad only in designer undies, was plastered over nearly every vertical surface in the City. Having gotten back on top, as he imagined, Roland made a show of checking his watch, a Le Coultre made from a twenty-dollar gold piece, and said, “Well, Butch, I’d love to chat, but unless you have any more little messages from upstairs, I got a bureau to run. Don’t you have another meeting?”

Karp rose. “Always a pleasure, Roland,” he said, and left.

He nodded to some of his former bureau colleagues as he left the office. They seemed not to miss him very much, he observed; not one of them clutched his knees and tearfully pleaded for him to return. Karp had to admit that Roland, despite being a male chauvinist, demi-racist son of a bitch, was much more popular around the bureau and the D.A.’s generally than Karp was. Roland was extremely charming when he wanted to be, a quality Karp lacked. He flirted with the secretaries and clerks, and was lavish in his distributions of birthday flowers and candy and purchases of pastries for the coffee room. The cops and the younger assistant D.A.’s seemed to prefer Roland’s hearty obscenity to Karp’s graver demeanor, and his histrionic rages to Karp’s icy contempt. A cold fish, was the book on Karp.

These thoughts did not much engage Karp as he ascended on the elevator to the D.A.’s suite on the eighth floor of the Criminal Courts Building. His life had moved into a quiet harbor after a decade and a half of the most extreme combat his society offered for professionals not actually carrying firearms, and he was content to let the weed and barnacles accumulate on his hull. He liked his boss well enough, and the job itself, though tedious, was, as his wife often remarked, indoor work with no heavy lifting.

He gestured inquiringly at Marcie O’Malley, Keegan’s iron-faced, iron-haired guard dog, who looked up from her typing and waved in the direction of the door. Karp knocked perfunctorily and went in.

The district attorney was on the phone. Karp sat on a leather couch, selected a Sports Illustrated from among the publications lying on the coffee table in front of him, and leafed through it until the call was over.

“That was John Haddad,” said the D.A. He rose from his desk and walked over to sit in a club chair near the couch. Keegan was a big man with white hair and a broad pink Irish face. He still moved, at sixty, like the fullback he had once been at Fordham.

“You know who he is?” Keegan asked. Karp did not. “He’s a city councilman from Brooklyn. A leader of our fine Arab community. He doesn’t want a lynching. I assured him that the suspects in Shilkes would be treated precisely according to law, and that I would encourage the judge in the case to be tyrannical with the press, and that absolutely, positively we would not attempt to denigrate the Arabs during our presentation, and that there would be no damaging leaks to the press from this office. The usual. What did Roland have to say?”

“What he always says. Everything’s okay, the case is a lock, and would I not bother him. He’s taking it himself, by the way.”

This last was received as Karp knew it would be: reddening face, flashing of blue eye-sparks, muttering of curses. “Why in hell is he going to do that?” Keegan demanded.

“Oh, I think that’s pretty clear. Last year I took a big political case, which I shouldn’t have as bureau chief, and lost it. He’s going to take a big political case, which he shouldn’t as bureau chief, and win it. It’s important to Roland to show me up.”

“Of all the asinine things …”

“Hey, boss, that’s part of the package with Roland. God bless him, he’s a hell of a prosecutor, but he does carry a ruler along when he goes to the John, make sure he’s still got the longest dick.”

Keegan grumbled some more, but Karp understood that he would make no changes in Roland’s plan. One of Keegan’s great virtues as a boss was his policy of giving his subordinates complete autonomy and demanding absolute accountability if they screwed up. It worked too. Karp did not think that Roland would screw this one up, and he reflected sourly, that Roland’s case—where the culprits were a suspect minority with literal blood on their hands—compared hardly at all to his own signal failure, which was a complex insanity plea labyrinth with the greatest defense lawyer in the galaxy on the other side.

As if reading his thoughts, Keegan said, “Well, it’d be hard for him to lose this one, all the physical evidence we’ve got. Meanwhile, I also heard today from representatives of our fine Jewish community, Rabbi Lowenstein foremost among them. I told him you were representing the office for all matters connected with the Shilkes case. I told the same to Haddad.”

“This is now a special project?”

Keegan smiled. This was something of a joke between them. Karp’s absurd title meant that the D.A. could dump upon him anything the D.A. did not want to handle for any of a variety of reasons. Things, for example, that had to be done but which were not politically expedient for the D.A. to do himself—distasteful things, like firing old crocks whom Keegan knew personally, or things for which the D.A. had to maintain a modicum of deniability. Karp did not object to this, particularly. He was learning a good deal about how politics worked in the big city, and while he understood that he would never make a politician himself—he lacked that essential agreeableness necessary to the political life—he made (somewhat to his own surprise) an excellent politician’s assistant. He had an infallible memory for detail. He had, unlike most staffers, an exhaustive knowledge of the actual workings of a prosecutorial organization. He was devoid of sympathy for the incompetent. He was dead loyal and as close-mouthed as an elderly Mafioso. And he could unholster, when required, a terrifying presence.

“Right,” said Keegan. “So you’ll see Haddad. And Lowenstein. You should get on well with the rabbi.”

Karp brought out a leather-bound notebook and made a note. “Yeah, we can compare circumcisions. Haddad won’t object to dealing with the yiddim on this?”

“Fuck ‘im if he does. This is New York. Now, what about Morilla, my other hemorrhoid?”

“Well. Roland’s confident on it. Frank Czermak’s the lead.”

“Roland’s always confident. I don’t like your face. What do you think?”

“They have the murder weapon with José Obregon’s prints on it in the brothers’ apartment, and he’s got a heavy sheet for drugs and violence in Mexico. They’re clean here, though. That’s about it. Something else still could turn up. …”

“That’s pretty thin. The cops really like these guys, huh?”

“They love them, as does Roland. I’d guess it’s a strong probable for conviction on the top count at trial.”

“Not good enough. A cop killing—what I don’t need is the police commissioner, bless his heart, in my office playing ‘Flowers of the Forest’ on his bagpipes. Look, sniff around this, would you? Make sure there aren’t any nasty surprises.”

Karp was surprised. “What, in Roland’s face? He’ll go ballistic.”

“No. I mean privately. Don’t mess with Czermak or anything, but keep me up to speed.” He stood up abruptly and walked to the closet where he kept his suit jacket. “I got a banquet to go to. Anything else?”

There was not. Karp went to his own office, next door, and started to make calls.

In the mess hall at one of the ten jails of Rikers Island, Jesus Obregon, called Jodón, wrinkled his nose in disgust and pushed away his plastic tray. “I can’t eat this garbage,” he said to his brother José. José looked up at his brother from his own tray, where he had been concentrating on shoveling the watery stew, potatoes, and canned corn into his mouth, and said in tones indicating surprise, “It’s good, Jodón. It’s much better than the food in Zaca.” José had spent four years in the maximum-security wing at Zacapoaxtla, the legendary penitentiary where the federal government of Mexico keeps its incorrigible criminals. Jesus Obregon, in contrast, had never spent a day in jail until this recent fiasco.

“Yes, for you,” Jodón said, “for you it is fine, but you know I have always had delicate health, a sensitive stomach.” He looked around the noisy, cavernous hall. “This place is going to kill me, José. I will die here, far from home.”

José looked down at his brother, wiped the grease from his chin, and said, “If we increased the mordida for the Ape … ? “The Ape” was their uncharitable epithet for Roland Hrcany. “Or it might be that one of the guards could become reasonable.”

Jodón shot a disapproving look at the other man. It disturbed him when José tried to generate ideas, or, in fact, when his little brother did anything at all without first being told to do so. He was trying to construct in his mind some way of blaming José for this disaster, but could find none, which made him even more disconsolate. Coming to New York had, after all, been his idea. He had left his profitable business as one of the links in one tributary of the vast braided river of heroin routes that led from the south to the great drug markets of North America. He could have spent his life running product from the western ports of Mexico or from rural airstrips, up from Hermosillo to Nogales and the border, and grown rich and respected. But the thought of being forever a medium-sized fish in a small pond irked him. He felt capable of larger things. So, as he sat in his comfortable house with the new refrigerator and color TV and stereo system, with the shiny Buick in the dusty street outside, he considered his career choices. The first step was to take over the Escondido organization in Nogales. To do that he needed money, huge quantities of money, money to bribe the people Escondido had protecting him on both sides of the law (and this would be particularly expensive because, naturally the local and federal police were already extracting from the regnant cartel all that they thought the traffic would bear) and when bribery was not possible money to pay chuteros for the requisite murders. Where to get the money? Going into business on his own, locally or in California, Arizona, or Texas, would be simple suicide. Not Denver or Chicago either: the Mexican gangs were well established there. But New York … that was different, a virgin field. Jodón had seen all three parts of The Godfather several times each, and so he was reasonably familiar with how things were done in that great city. If the Mob was fat and arthritic, as seemed the case, then the only other competition would come from los negros and los puertorriqueños, which Jodón considered no competition at all.

So the plan was put into action. Slowly, so as not to arouse suspicion, Jodón started buying heroin on his own. In six months he had accumulated two hundred kilograms of the pale brown powder, which he kept secreted in the walls of his bedroom. Six weeks ago he had packed the thick plastic bags containing the drug into the rocker panels of the Buick and rewelded them. Or rather José did. José was also the one who drove the loaded car across the border, while Jodón waited in the Ramada Inn in Tucson. This was the way they divided the work of their enterprise: Jodón made the plans, and José took the risks and performed the necessary actions, which was only fair considering their respective physical endowments. The brothers were the result of a mating between a small, elegant pimp from Nogales and a very large Hermosillo prostitute. Jodón had taken after his father, José after his mother. People in their Hermosillo barrio looking at the boys standing beside each other were reminded of a rooster keeping company with an ox; these were their earliest nicknames, and provided a source of local amusement until Jodón decided he didn’t like it and told his brother to make it stop. Which he did. Still, people had to call him something besides Jesus, a name many Latino youths bear, and which, out of respect, is always converted into a nickname for daily use, usually Chucho or Chui, but in this case the choice was Jodón, which means ruthless, opportunistic, deceptive. Jodón did not mind this.

The brothers had driven together in the Buick from Arizona to New York, obtained an apartment on Avenue C, and, somewhat later, a woman for Jodón, a Dominican-American named Connie Erbes. José did not want a woman, as he was married with five children. He used whores instead. Business, once they put samples on the street, was not slow in arriving, because their merchandise was very pure. Jodón expected word to filter up the lines of dealers until it reached someone who could move weight, and so it did.

The man was extremely plausible, although, since they had no business contacts in New York and naturally could not ask their own cartelistas for advice, they had to make him as right with only their own instincts. He called himself Lucky. He had the sharp clothes, the large white car with the smoked windows, the retinue of sullen dark men that marked a legit big-timer dealer. But Jodón was careful. He sniffed around. He found that yes, Lucky was a dealer on a substantial scale. He bought large and sold large. Jodón set up a moderate buy: five kilos of ninety percent pure product, two hundred grand. The deal went off like clockwork. Lucky was friendly, delighted to have found so good, so economical, a supplier. Immediately after the deal the Obregons moved out of their apartment to a place in Washington Heights, taking Connie, their money, and the bulk of their dope. There they lay low and waited. José ventured out and made a few buys in various parts of the City. Sure enough, their dope was moving through the usual channels, chopped to bits but still recognizable. The usual bulk suppliers were malignantly interested in the new source. Lucky was moving the dope on the street, ergo was definitely not a cop.

Jodón set up another deal, a much bigger deal: fifty kilos, two million dollars. He rented an apartment in East Harlem for the transaction. He hired a half dozen guards for the transport. He had a local man watch the meeting site for a week beforehand, to make sure no one was casing the venue. On the day of, Jodón was trembling with nerves. He snapped meaningless and contradictory orders to José in the driver’s seat, snarled at Connie as she tried to calm him.

Right on schedule, however, there came Lucky, with two men, one hauling a large blue Samsonite case. Handshakes all around. The case opened, the neatly wrapped hundreds in stacks of $10,000, two hundred of them, in lovely green rows. The two tin trunks unlocked, the bags sampled, tested, smiles all around.

Then chaos. The door smashing inward, the room full of uniformed men and detectives. Lucky and his guards beaten down, handcuffed. A gun in Jodón’s face, cuffs on his wrists, dragged down the stairs. Where were his guards? Fled, the bitches! Then the ride in the van with José and Connie, his mind frozen, refusing to believe the disaster, the beautiful money gone, his merchandise gone and then … nothing. The van stopped. They heard laughter, slamming doors, cars pulling away.

They waited in silence, then escaped from their cuffs, which is easy if there are at least two of you and no one is watching. They emerged from the van to find themselves in a waste area, strewn with trash, under an expressway.

Back in the Washington Heights apartment, Jodón got drunk and beat Connie until his hands ached, but neither action relieved his profound depression. Because he was drunk, he did not respond when José emerged from his room, a bemused expression on his moon face and expressed puzzlement that the pistol he had brought to the meeting, and which he had thought confiscated by the police, was back in his room, and, by the smell, had been fired recently. Then the real cops showed up.

Jodón had to admit, although only to himself, that he had been greedy and stupid. He should have made a few small deals and gone away. Made a few small deals and gone away again, moving slowly, spreading the risk among a number of buyers. He should have arranged the buy at an out-of-town site, in the open, at a place with many roads. That was how it was done among the big men. Poco á poco se va lejos. Next time he would do it that way, little by little. But first he had to get out of the present situation.

Obviously, a bribe was not going to work. He still felt embarrassment when he thought of how the Blond Ape had spurned his offer. He recalled the gold watch on the man’s wrist—he had never seen anything so marvelous, a watch made out of a gold coin! And his suit, his shoes! He should have realized that a man who collected the sort of bribes available to a prosecutor in New York City would have been insulted with his petty hundred thousand, although that sum would have easily purchased a brace of federal judges in Mexico.

Another way, then, one that would combine revenge with escape.

“Hijo de la chingada madre!” he said between his teeth. José, standing next to him in the exercise yard, started and said, “Who?”

“Who do you think? That one who cheated us, who set us up with the police. I tell you what we have to do, my brother. We must have him found, this Lucky, the pato! We must have him go to the police with the evidence necessary to expose what he did, how he killed the policeman Morilla and blamed it on us. He must be in jail, where I am now. Only then will I have his throat cut.”

José nodded appreciatively. It was an excellent plan. José did not mind jail as much as Jodón, but he would have preferred to be elsewhere. Slowly, as he considered it, a small flaw in the plan dripped through his muddy brain to the centers of comprehension.

“But, Jodón—why would he do that? He is safe and we are in here, no?”

Jodón rolled his eyes and rapped his brother sharply on the crown of his head, as he had done for as long as either of them could remember. “Pendejo! We will have to call someone, who will find him and convince him to do this.”

José started to laugh. He had a hearty, bubbling laugh, and he gave it full play as he thought of some person trying to convince Lucky to confess to a murder of a policeman in order to free the Obregons. “Who … who … who, could do that, Jodón?” he sputtered. “God Almighty? The Virgin Mary? The Devil?”

“No,” said his brother, maintaining his dignity. “I will send for El Chivato, from Nogales.”

José stopped laughing. “Oh, El Chivato,” he said, “yes, then of course. If he will come.”

After speaking on the phone with John Haddad and Rabbi Lowenstein, Karp called his wife at her office, and got instead her receptionist and general factotum, Sym McCabe. Sym was one of the waifs Mrs. Karp used to staff her complex life.

“Whom shall I say is calling?” said Sym.

“Sym, you only ask that if you don’t know who it is,” explained Karp. “You know who I am. Where’s Marlene?”

“Ms. Ciampi is with a client.”

Karp bit back a sharp comment. The kid was bright and trying hard, but for reasons Karp could never quite grasp, she always gave him a hard time. “Could you buzz her, please?” he asked. “I need to talk to her.”

The line went dead, and for a moment Karp thought the girl had accidentally-on-purpose cut him off. Then Marlene’s voice came on the line.

“Sorry,” he said, “you’re with a client.”

“I’m with Tran. What’s up?”

“I have to do something later this evening, and I was supposed to pick Lucy up at Chinese school.”

“Oh? What do you have to do?”

“I have to go to Williamsburg and get yelled at by Rabbi Lowenstein. He won’t come to the office because the streets are teeming with Arab terrorists and his life would be in danger. Will there be a problem with Lucy?”

“No, Tran can do it, but you owe me one. Are you going in your deputy D.A. capacity or your Jewish capacity?”

“Both, I think,” said Karp after a moment’s thought. “Although by the rabbi I’m probably not much of a Jew.”

“He should talk to my grandmother. Are you going to tell him you’re married to a shiksa?”

“If it comes up,” Karp replied.

After he got off the phone, he had forty minutes before his appointment with John Haddad. He reviewed a copy of the Shilkes case file, gleaning nothing that he did not already know. Two half-educated illegal Palestinians had killed a Jewish shopkeeper to make a point about the international Zionist conspiracy. The organization they claimed to represent seemed to be nothing more than a figment of their imaginations. The evidence was damning, and Karp reckoned that for the next quarter of a century they would fight Zionism from behind the walls of Attica.

Haddad, who showed at the appointed time, proved to be a small, well-dressed, fussy-looking man with round spectacles and a head the color and approximate shape of a brown egg. After the usual pleasantries, Haddad cleared his throat and said, “Mr. Karp, my major concern is with the impact that this trial may have on the Arab-American community in New York. In terms of defamation, I mean.”

“Yes, the D.A. told me you were concerned that we would somehow use whatever prejudice against Arabs that exists locally to inflame the jury against the defendants. Mr. Keegan wanted me to reiterate his position that this is absolutely not going to happen. On the other hand, one of the counts on the indictment is conspiracy, so it’s going to be necessary to show that the defendants were part of an organization dedicated to harming Israeli interests and Jews in general. That’s not going to add to their popularity, not in New York.”

“No,” said Haddad grimly. “The Jewish dominance of the local media is quite complete.” There did not seem to be much Karp could add to this sentiment, so he waited, and Haddad added, “What I’m concerned about is that there’s going to be open season on Arab organizations. Every neighborhood club is going to be suspect. Our kids are already getting harassed in school. And the damned thing is, there is no organization.”

“Isn’t there?”

“No! What you have here is three undereducated Palestinian kids who decide that they’re going to play guerrillas in the big city, and they get plenty of encouragement from maniacs. It’s pathetic, really. The Hamshari boy is only eighteen.”

“Right, but they’re old enough to have butchered an old lady and half killed her husband.”

“The Shilkes family has my every sympathy,” Haddad responded quickly. “It was a horrendous act. That the Israelis do worse than that every day in the occupied territories still doesn’t excuse it.”

“Right. But to move back to the point you were raising, Mr. Haddad, the prosecution in this case is not going to rest on the ethnicity of the defendants, but on the evidence, which is overwhelming. We don’t need anti-Arab diatribes in the courtroom.”

“What about outside the courtroom? What about this continual inflammatory rhetoric about a terrorist conspiracy?”

“Well, there’s not much we can do about that, Mr. Haddad,” said Karp. “People can say what they like in this country.”

“What about this?” the man asked, and from his briefcase he brought out a sheaf of clippings and tossed them on the table. Some of them were columns from the downmarket local dailies, but the bulk were from The Guardian, the Williamsburg sheet that Mendel Lowenstein put out. Karp glanced through them as Haddad railed on. Karp was content to listen passively and make occasional sympathetic noises. He had found, over time, that a good deal of the anger that citizens wished to express against the D.A.’s office could be dissipated through nothing more than courteous listening. He had spent many years listening to the complaints of the relatives of murder victims, and this was nothing in comparison with that. But something was tugging at his mind, something Haddad had said. When the man had run down somewhat, Karp asked, “You said there were three men involved. But there’re only two defendants. Who was the third man? Or do you mean the Daoud boy?”

“No, my information is that there were four boys involved, Daoud, the two defendants, and one named Ali al-Qabbani, who served as a lookout. That’s another thing, Mr. Karp. Ali al-Qabbani hasn’t been seen since the morning of the alleged crime.”

“Aren’t the police looking for him?” asked Karp, carefully avoiding the question of how Haddad knew so much about the conspirators.

“No. They don’t believe he exists. They think the other two are making him up so they can put off the blame on him. Ali planned it, we didn’t know what we were getting into, and so on. And Ali was an illegal. No records, few possessions—he lived in a corner of the room where they met, he did odd jobs, spoke hardly any English. Where could he run to? But he’s vanished.”

“Maybe he’s back in Palestine. Maybe the terrorist network got him out.”

“Oh, please! I told you, there is no network. This organization—Against the House of War—it doesn’t exist. It’s a fantasy that’s shared by those idiot boys and Lowenstein. I certainly hope that the D.A.’s office doesn’t buy into it.”

“Well, personally, I have no opinion either way, and I doubt Mr. Keegan does either. As I say, it’ll only touch on the prosecution as it affects the conspiracy case. What do you think happened to this Ali?”

“Isn’t it obvious? The Jews got him. Lowenstein and his gang of thugs. But you know very well that the police will never follow up on that angle.”

“I wouldn’t be too sure of that, Mr. Haddad. Unlike our mayor, the district attorney doesn’t run his own foreign policy. We have a deal with the secretary of state—we don’t negotiate with foreign nations and he doesn’t prosecute murders. I promise I’ll look into it and get back to you. As a matter of fact, I’m meeting with Rabbi Lowenstein later this evening. I’ll ask him about it.”

Haddad snorted. “What do you expect him to do, admit it?”

“No, but his denial will be informative. Thanks for coming by, sir. We’ll stay in touch.”

At Battery Park, the Statue of Liberty ferry was pulling out for its last run of the day. Aboard were a group of seventh-graders from Hyattsville, Maryland, on their class trip. A cluster of boys were at the stern, laughing under a teacher’s watchful eye as they tossed bits of snack food into the air for the miraculously hovering gulls.

“Hey, look,” shouted one, above the wind and the engines, “there’s a guy swimming!” They all clustered at the rail and looked.

“Jeez!” said another, “he’s buck naked! You can see his ass!”

More laughter, shoving to look. The teacher frowned and moved toward them. Then the bow wave of the ferry tossed the man and he rolled slowly over, and they saw that he was not swimming at all.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/image1.jpg





OEBPS/images/image3.jpg





OEBPS/images/image2.jpg





OEBPS/images/image5.jpg





OEBPS/images/image4.jpg
BOB TANENBAUM
Co-C ain






OEBPS/images/image7.jpg





OEBPS/images/image6.jpg
ROBERT TANENBAUM  “Bob”
“He that loveth pleasure.”
School Activities: Basketball Capt. 12,
Baseball (11, 12). Honors: Scholarship

Club.

Outside Interests: Coach of High Society
Team: Sports: Reading

Future: College.






OEBPS/images/image9.jpg
v
-





OEBPS/images/image8.jpg





OEBPS/images/last.jpg
New from New York Times Bestselling Author

ROBERT K, TANENBAUM

NEW YORK TINES BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF BETRATED

ROBERT K.
TANENBAUM

o

Some crimes can never be forgiven...

“Tanenbaum is the master of the legal thriller,
the best in America.”
—Mark Lane, New Yo Times 1 bestselling author





OEBPS/images/logo1.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
OPENmROAD

INTEGRATED MEDIA

NEW YORK





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

RECKLESS
ENIIIHGEIHEIIT






OEBPS/images/image10.jpg





OEBPS/images/image12.jpg





OEBPS/images/image11.jpg





