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THEY DIDN’T FIT the profiles. That’s why they breezed through security at LaGuardia, past the two guards, the X-ray machines, and the metal detectors. The guards were looking for Arabs or Cubans, single, nervous men, or groups of nervous young people. Fanatics. Not an old guy who had to be over sixty-five. Not a couple of averages, both middle-aged and medium height. The fourth guy was young but an obvious lunkhead, muscles all over, with a big goofy smile. And not the woman, either: pale skin, blue eyes, blond, a straight little nose. A toothpaste ad.

Besides, it was a flight to Milwaukee, not one of your usual terrorist destinations, and not watched like the Miami flights and the internationals. The five of them were clean on the electronics, too; well, maybe not squeaky clean, because they could have had anything in that gift box they were carrying in the Macy’s bag. But it was the end of the shift (they thought of that too, it turned out) and the guards were bleary from deciphering dim shapes on the scope.

The five sat together in the rearmost row of the 727, the old man and the woman sitting together and the three other men across the aisle. The group had stowed their packages in the overhead compartments or under their seats, as required by federal law.

The flight attendant doing her seatbelt and oxygen mask routine in the rear section noticed nothing remarkable about the group, except that the three men sitting together were looking at her with unusual interest. Maybe they were on their first flight, she thought. Or maybe they were the kind of passenger who regarded stews as high-altitude geishas. As the plane began to roll toward its runway, the flight attendant finished her demo and walked crisply up the aisle. As she did, the old man said something in a foreign language—Russian?—to the three other men. Whatever it was, it cracked them up. Rough laughter joined the sound of the accelerating engines. Flight 501 took off on schedule and headed west. It was 10:05 on September 10, 1976.

Milo Rukovina had laughed along with the others, as he always did, although the joke was on him. “Milo,” Djordje had said, “if you want to pee, use the little bag behind the seat, not your pants.” Yes, he had wet his pants when they planted the bomb in the train station locker, but he had told Macek that he had to go before they left the shop. He was dying by the time they got to the station. When they were leaving and he saw the two cops trotting toward them from the subway entrance, he thought they had been betrayed and he had disgraced himself.

But the police had rushed right by, en route to some other emergency, and for the next few months Djordje Karavitch had added Milo’s wet pants to his store of needling remarks, along with swipes at Vlatko Raditch’s slowness of wit and Pavle Macek’s parade of women. Which Milo did not really mind, because it showed that the leader had noticed him, that he was part of the group, of the Party.

The plane was leveling off. Milo Rukovina pushed his seat all the way back, sighed, removed his thick glasses, and rubbed his face. It was a rabbity face with thin blond hair and myopic gray eyes. He replaced his glasses and glanced around at his companions. To his left, Vlatko Raditch was staring out the window, fascinated, like a child. He turned and smiled at Milo. “Ah, Milo, look, we’re high up,” he said inanely. He was a beautiful man, with glossy chestnut curls and a panther’s tight body. The noble young head was as empty as a kettle, except for soccer. Milo could not help liking the fellow, but could not see why Djordje had made him a part of the Party’s inner circle, since he was quite useless as a conspirator. Perhaps it was his name.

On the other hand, there was no question why his companion on the right was a member. Pavle Macek seemed hardly contained inside his skin. He had the look of the wolf—intense, deep-set yellowish eyes, hunter eyes that darted in all directions, and a vulpine face with a strong nose curving above a black mustache and thin red lips. His long, powerful fingers were always flexing, tapping his legs, clenching into fists. Although Milo worked with Macek every day at the electrician’s shop Macek owned, he was still not comfortable in the other man’s presence. Every political movement needed a Macek, Milo knew, at least in its early days, but when power was theirs and their nation was free again, men such as Milo Rukovina—calm, judicious, well organized—would be needed more than wolves like Macek.

A chime sounded and the seatbelt light went off. A voice came over the speaker, welcoming them to the flight and telling them that they were free to move around the cabin. Macek looked over at the old man, who nodded. Slipping out of his seatbelt, Macek rose and removed the Macy’s shopping bag from the overhead compartment. He carried it to the rear lavatory and locked himself in.

In the pantry at the center of the plane, Daphne West and Alice Springer were preparing to serve juice, coffee, and sweet rolls to the forty-four people in coach. The third flight attendant, Jerry Silver, was already pampering the first class. West had been a flight attendant for ten years, Springer for two. West’s smiling muscles were wearing out. She had just about decided to chuck the job for something with more of a future. Also, she was having trouble keeping her weight under the airline’s strict limits. She regarded Alice Springer with amusement, mixed with a little envy.

Springer was born to stewardess. Petite, golden-haired, with a naturally sunny disposition shining from her pretty blue eyes, she believed devoutly that being a waitress in an aluminum tube thirty thousand feet in the air was a nobler calling than the same job in a restaurant back home in Hibbing, Minnesota. And she ate like a horse and never gained an ounce.

Alice pulled the cart into the aisle. First row left was occupied by a mother and two children under five, a party only slightly less grueling for flight attendants than a clutch of drunken Elks. Alice beamed at them and distributed sweet rolls and juice, napkins, and Handi-wipes. She looked back at Daphne. “Aren’t they precious?” Another sunlamp grin. Later Daphne would reflect that it was the last time she saw that smile on Alice Springer’s face.

The two men were waiting for her, the old one and the one with the yellow eyes, standing in the aisle as she dragged her cart to the last row. The old man touched her shoulder and spoke in a soft, slightly accented voice. “Miss, if you would, we have an emergency.”

“Emergency?”

“Yes. Listen carefully to what I am saying and do not make a disturbance. There is a bomb on this plane—”

Alice gasped. “A bomb! That’s impossible. There are children …” She turned toward the front of the plane, toward the captain, but she was blocked by her cart. The old man moved closer to her, and she caught his odor, like old leather. His blue eyes were remarkably clear, young-seeming despite the dark bags beneath them. Once caught in their gaze she found she could not pull away.

“Listen, I said! Now. There is a bomb on this plane. It is our bomb. Pavle! Show her!”

The other man held up a six-quart white enameled cooking pot by its lid handle. The top was held on with many turns of black electrician’s tape. From a square six-volt dry cell taped to its side rose red wires that passed through a red-buttoned switch taped near the handle and then disappeared into the pot.

Djordje Karavitch observed the effect this had on the young woman. He liked what he saw; she would give them no trouble.

“You see, we are serious men,” he continued, “and we wish to strike a blow for freedom in our country. And so we must borrow your plane for a little while.”

Alice gaped like a fish and trembled. “B-b-borrow … ?” She was struggling to remember what she had been taught in flight-attendant school about such emergencies, but her brain was frozen, not so much by the thought of what a bomb could do to an aircraft full of people, but by the eyes of the two men who confronted her. The older man had a gaze as cold and pitiless as the thin air outside the jet. The other man’s yellow stare was a nasty parody of the lecherous glances she encountered every day in her job. The look said, I not only want you, I want to consume you and make you nothing.

The older man gripped her arm, hard. He had been talking and Alice had not been paying attention.

“Listen to me! Are you listening now?” She nodded meekly. “Good. We do not wish to hurt you or anyone on this plane. So you and I will take a walk up to the cockpit. You will push your wagon and do as you do always. My friend will sit back here with his finger on the detonator. If things do not go precisely as we wish, he will destroy the plane. Do you believe me?”

Alice tore her gaze away from his, struggling to control herself. She wanted the bathroom. She wanted to cry. She looked around at the other people in the last row. The handsome one was smiling meaninglessly, like a dog watching his master play checkers. The little man with the glasses was watching with neutral interest, a student at a biology demonstration. Alice looked at the woman in the aisle seat. Her face was a blank, the eyes hidden by large sunglasses.

In a small voice Alice replied, “Yes. I believe you.”

Daphne West was about to ask Alice to take over the coffee service when she saw the look on her face and took in the big man looming over her. “What’s wrong, Alice? Uh-oh—”

“Daph, this man needs to, uh, see Captain Gunn, on the flight deck,” she explained the situation in a tight whisper.

Daphne West had never been hijacked, but in ten years as air crew she had known a number of people who had. She pulled Alice’s cart into its slot and patted the younger woman on the shoulder. “OK, kid, just do what you have to do and stay cool. I’ll take care of things out here.” She looked at the big man as they advanced past her. A monster for sure, she thought, and calmly gave him her best phony smile.

The third flight attendant, Jerry Silver, was serving drinks to the first-class passengers when Alice and Karavitch strode past. He looked on in amazement as they entered the flight deck. The prosperous first-class passenger to whom he was serving a bourbon and water caught his expression. “Any trouble?” he asked calmly. Jerry cranked up his reassuring grin. “No sir. Not so far as I know.” He turned away and quickly slipped inside the curtain of the forward galley.

“Daphneee! What the hell … !” Daphne regarded her crewmate with an appraising eye. Jerry was a gorgeous blonde, like Alice. He was delighted to be a stewardess (for so he regarded himself, “flight attendant” being a term he never used), the realization of his life’s ambition, and did what he could to compensate for nature not having made him like Alice in every single particular.

“Keep it down, Jerry,” said Daphne in a low, controlled voice. “We’re being hijacked.”

“You’re putting me on. Uh-oh, I guess you’re not. Who, the big bozo with Springer?”

“Yes, and he’s no bozo.”

“What, guns, knives?”

“A bomb, they say. The party in the back row. Don’t look. We’re supposed to keep it close until they make an announcement. Look, how are you on CPR? There’s a couple of old biddies and a guy in 20C looks like a corpse already.”

“Oh, God, the kiss of life?” he asked, glancing out. “Anything for the airline, but keep the barf bag handy if I have to do 20 fucking C. My God, hijacked, and I’ve only just begun to live. Well, how do you like that! You think we’ll be on TV?”

Daphne giggled in spite of herself. Jerry would do fine, even if, as she expected, Alice Springer went to pieces. “Sure, prime time. If we survive.”

“Oh, we’ll survive, Daphne. I just had a sixty-dollar razor cut. Life couldn’t be that cruel.”

Flying a commercial jet doesn’t take much when things are going well, although from time to time a pilot will earn twelve years of pay in twelve seconds. Flight 501 was on autopilot at 28,000 feet over western Pennsylvania. The pilot, Arthur Gunn, was explaining to Bill Connelly, his copilot, how a real estate mutual fund worked when the flight deck door opened and Alice Springer appeared in the doorway.

“Hey, Alice, what’s happening?” Gunn said cheerfully. “The plane still flying back there?”

Alice took a deep breath. “Uh, Captain, there’s a man here who says he has a bomb on board.”

Gunn scowled. “Damn, Alice, that’s not funny. I thought they taught you jokes like that were off limits.”

“It’s not a joke, pilot,” said Djordje Karavitch, pushing forward. The cockpit of a 727 is not designed to hold four people, and Alice Springer was jammed up against the copilot seat as Karavitch leaned over Gunn’s upturned, startled face.

“Who the hell are you, buddy?”

Karavitch kicked the cockpit door closed with his heel.

“My name is Karavitch. What the girl says is true. My friend is holding a powerful bomb, and we will explode it if our demands are not met.”

Gunn looked over at Alice, who nodded. The pilot took in the stewardess’s face for the first time. The bright, American-girl look had collapsed into something like the pinched worry of a mother whose children are still trapped in the burning tenement. Gunn looked at Karavitch: was this the kind of man who would kill himself and sixty people to make a point? Yeah, he sure was. Gunn cleared his throat.

“OK, you’re in charge. As long as nobody gets hurt, right?”

“Very good, Captain,” said Karavitch, smiling thinly. “I require two things at once. First, I wish to make an announcement over your radio to the New York City police and the FBI. You will make sure I am connected properly. Next, you will immediately change your course. This plane is going to Montreal. There you will refuel.”

“And then … ?”

“Then we will go to Gander in Newfoundland. And then we are going to Croatia.”

Connelly, the copilot, spoke up. “Croatia? The Middle East. You’re some kind of Arabs, right?”

“No, not Arabs. Croatia is in the Balkans.”

“Yeah, Bill,” said Gunn, “it’s up by Lithuania, near Russia.”

Even after thirty years in the United States, Karavitch continued to wonder at the profound ignorance and innocence of Americans. Croatians had ten centuries of history etched into their bones with the strong acid of massacre and betrayal. To him, Americans were gaudy, cheap shadows, like the images on television. He smiled again.

“I think we will have a geography lesson soon, but for now you need only to find Gander, Newfoundland. And do what is necessary for the radio, so that I can speak.”

He gestured to Alice Springer. “You. Out! Make yourself useful. Tell the man with the bomb that all is well. And bring me a scotch whiskey and ice.”

Gunn was about to object that alcohol was not permitted on the flight deck before he realized that it wasn’t his flight deck anymore. That more than anything else started the cold chill moving up from his belly and out along his arms. “Bill, you might as well plot us up a course for Montreal,” he said to the copilot, struggling to retain the insouciant down-home twang used by all professional pilots. “I’ll get this guy patched in on the radio.”

Back in the galley Alice Springer closed her eyes, leaned against the wall, and tried to stop shuddering. Daphne West stood with her arm around the younger woman and made meaningless “there there” noises, trying to exhibit a confidence she did not in the least feel.

“Daphne, I’ve got to go back there and tell the man with the, you know, with the …”

“The bomb? Yes, what do you have to tell him?”

“That the plane, is, is hijacked, and we’re going to Montreal, so he won’t … But I can’t! There’s three of them in the last row right. Oh, and they’ve got a woman with them too. The guy on the aisle has the b-bomb. Daphne, he scares me.” She was clearly about to burst into tears. Daphne clutched Alice’s shoulder harder and guided her firmly into the forward lavatory.

“Listen. I need you in one piece on this. Lock yourself in, have a good yell, throw up, whatever. Then get your face back on and come to work. We start meal service in ten minutes.”

That done, she marched down the aisle to where Pavle Macek sat. For an instant she had to suppress a giddy impulse to laugh. Sitting with his legs primly together and the thing on his lap, he looked like one of those cartoons of men on a bench outside the patent office clutching weird devices. He tensed and glared at her. She wondered again why men of a certain type made that ridiculous jaw-clenching, eye-popping grimace to show that they were tough guys who wouldn’t take any shit off a woman.

The four terrorists leaned forward slightly, like the family of a miser about to hear the lawyer read the will. Daphne thought madly, what if I said, “Captain Gunn says, go fuck yourselves and we’ll be landing in Milwaukee at 11:50 Central”? What she did say, coolly, was, “I’m supposed to tell you that we’re going to do what you want.”

The three men broke into grins, and the little one let loose a high giggle. They began chattering in their foreign language. Daphne West turned and went forward. She was angry and trying to keep it off her face. Daphne knew men, having been around the block a few times, as she put it. Although she had never met Pavle Macek, she knew him; she had twisted away from that type over millions of air miles. A shitheel like that, thought Daphne, might beat up a woman, might rape, might kill. But she doubted very much if he would detonate a bomb that was resting on his crotch.
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“OK, LET’S HEAR it again,” Elmer Pillman said. He was a special agent in the FBI’s New York office, with responsibility for skyjacks and counterterrorism. The two other FBI agents in his office were his deputy and a junior agent named Joseph Stepanovic. The senior man was grave and solemn; Stepanovic was mainly scared.

The switch was hit on the tape recorder. Once again the voice of Djordje Karavitch filled the corner office, clear and powerful through the radio static:

“Today the Croatian people have struck the first blow in their crusade for freedom and independence. Shock troops of the Croatian National Freedom Party under the command of General Djordje Karavitch have seized control of an American airliner by means of a powerful bomb, which we have on the plane. The United States has deserved this from the support and money it has given to the terrorist communist regime in Belgrade, whose troops are even now crushing the Croatian people in their bloody grip. The worldwide offensive by the Croatian National Freedom Party will not spare any nation that supports the usurper Belgrade regime in its suppression of the legitimate national aspirations of the great Croatian people: democracy, independence and freedom to worship in their historic faith.

“We do not fear death. The freedom fighters of Croatia have never feared death, not against the Romans, the Serbs, the Turks, the Hungarians, or the communists. If our demands are not met, I warn you seriously, we will not hesitate one instant to destroy this airplane and everyone aboard it. And there are other bombs, many other bombs. There is one in locker number 139 in Grand Central Station.

“As our demands are met, we will reveal the location of the other bombs, perhaps before they explode, perhaps not. It will be unfortunate if innocent people are harmed, but this is a war we are fighting. Tens of thousands of innocent Croatians have been butchered by the communists and their jackals, and the world has ignored their cries. No longer! With this offensive we move Croatia once again into her rightful place among the nations. The world will pay attention, or blood will run in every city, in every country.

“I have given orders that this airplane fly to Montreal for refueling. It would be foolish of anyone to try to stop this. At that time, we will issue further demands.

“Long live Croatia. Victory to the Croatian National Freedom Party!”

Then there was the sound of static, followed by the hiss of blank tape. One of the agents thumbed the machine off. Pillman rolled his eyes and scowled. He was a squat, frog-faced man with a gray crew cut, and his expression made it seem as if the frog had just missed a fat bug. He said, “Ah, crap! Croatia, my ass! OK, let’s get a copy of this tape over to NYPD, or the assholes’ll claim we’re not cooperating on a matter of grave danger to the public. Offer them our bomb people, whatever, not that they’ll accept. And make sure we’re covered on the Canadian side too.” The deputy got on the phone and spoke softly, relaying the orders.

Pillman spoke in a loud voice to no one in particular, “Who the hell are these jokers?”

Joe Stepanovic coughed nervously, fiddling with the folder on his lap. He was responsible for keeping watch on the dozens of Eastern European emigré political groups active in New York, a shadowy activity that the FBI did not advertise. These groups, after all, considered themselves to be part of the great anti-communist crusade. More important, any number of conservative American political figures agreed with that assessment. Or pretended to. Thus the FBI had to exercise a certain caution in watching them. It fed them money—not enough to invade Hungary, but enough to keep them solvent—and attended (in the person of Joe Stepanovic) their numerous meetings, rallies, and parades. Stepanovic took pictures with his miniature camera and took down names in his notebook. The point of this was ostensibly to spot the occasional ringer or provocateur, or better yet, uncover some ringer with connections to the CIA. But the Bureau did not consider these groups a threat. Their members were aging, their numbers were thinning with the years, and they were, of course, safely on the right side of the political spectrum.

So ordinarily Stepanovic had an easy, low-profile task. With his fluency in several Slavic languages, farmboy looks, and ready purse, he had no difficulty in gaining entry to even clandestine councils of East European emigrés.

Now he was high-profile and not liking it.

“Joe,” said Pillman, remembering why Stepanovic was in the room, “you know this guy, Karawhatsis?”

“Yes sir, Karavitch. Yes sir, umm …” He opened his file, shuffling the papers. “Djordje Karavitch, born 1907, Zagreb, now Yugoslavia, father a minor Austrian official, mother from a small land-owning family, Jesuit education, dropped out of University of Zagreb after two years, member of Eagles, a Catholic youth organization, political involvement with Croatian Peasants Party. After the German invasion he—”

Pillman broke in, “Could you put it on fast-forward, Joe? What’s he been doing recently?”

“Oh, sure,” Stepanovic said, shuffling papers again. “Recently? I would say, recently, he’s been doing … well, nothing.”

“Nothing? What do you mean? What about this organization, this Croatian National Freedom bullshit? Where are they coming from? Are you inside there, or what?”

Stepanovic’s prominent Adam’s apple rippled as he swallowed hard. “Ah, what I mean is, sir, that as far as I can tell, there is no such organization. That tape was the first time I ever heard of it. Karavitch is not what you would call a leader in the Croatian community here. He’s not on the politically active list, I mean, so how could I …” His voice trailed off as he gestured with his sheaf of papers.

“OK, Joe, just fill us in, whatever you know,” said the deputy.

“Well, it’s not much. Entered the country in ’48, from Trieste, under the Displaced Person’s Act, got a job as a building superintendent in Brooklyn, which he still does, and also manages some buildings in Brooklyn and the Lower East Side. U.S. citizenship, 1955. In 1956, sponsored immigration of a Pavle Macek, also from Trieste. In 1964, married Cindy Wilson, American, age 23. Member of the usual Croat fraternal organizations, active in St. Gregory Catholic church. Nothing much else. Oh, yeah, last year, 1975, sponsored immigration of Milovan Rukovina and Vlatko Raditch, Yugoslav nationals. That’s it.”

Pillman lit a Tiparillo and leaned back in his leather swivel chair, regarding Stepanovic through the acrid smoke. “So tell us, Joe, this guy is such a good citizen, how come the taxpayers want you to watch him at all? What’s his angle?”

Stepanovic essayed a slight smile. “He doesn’t need an angle, sir. He was on a watch list when he came over, which is standard for people who were political on the other side.”

“Yeah, in ’48 maybe. But, hell, you know damn well we can’t keep tabs on every Eastern European who gets into the country. What I want to know is how come he’s on a watch list now?”

“Um, that I don’t know, sir.”

“You don’t know?”

“No, sir. Anyway, it’s not like he’s under surveillance. We just sort of keep tabs, where he’s living, who he hangs out with, political activity, contacts with known agents. Like that.”

Pillman brought forth a particularly hideous scowl. “Like that, huh? Well, since this son of a bitch has just hijacked an airplane and planted Christ knows how many bombs, maybe you should make it your business to find out why the FBI has been interested in him for almost thirty years. How about that? And how about getting a look at his place before the cops arrive and screw things around?”

Stepanovic sprang to his feet and made for the door. He was almost out of the room when Pillman called, “Hey, Stepanovic! Are you a Croatian?”

“No, sir. I’m a Serb,” replied the startled Stepanovic.

“Same goddamn thing, isn’t it?” growled his leader.

“You could say that,” said Stepanovic, and shut the door.

Twenty-five minutes later Elmer Pillman received a call from his boss, the assistant director in charge of the New York office, which was hardly ever a pleasant experience for Pillman. Since the FBI office in New York, which accounts for a quarter of all FBI personnel, is the only regional office that rates an assistant director on top, he resented that he even had a local boss. As far as he was concerned, the assistant director was there for public relations—giving awards to Boy Scouts and sitting on the innumerable criminal-justice coordinating committees erected to keep crime and subversion out of the New York metropolitan area. The assistant director had, however, another function, one less innocuous from Pillman’s standpoint, which was passing the word from Washington.

The conversation was a short one. The word, to Pillman’s surprise, involved the current skyjacking. This was how he learned why the FBI had remained interested in Djordje Karavitch for thirty uneventful years. It was enough to frighten him badly. And he did not frighten easily. And it was not even the real reason.

Later the same afternoon, a New York City police officer armored like a knight in thick Kevlar and a helmet was about to insert a key into locker number 139 in Grand Central Station. Terry Doyle had been out drinking until two the previous morning at a saloon on East Tremont in Throg’s Neck. There had been a retirement party for one of the officers in his division, and most of the guys had drunk a lot more than Doyle’s couple of beers. That was why the youngest member of the section of the NYPD Arson and Explosion Division, known as the bomb squad, was sweating like a pig under the bright lights trained on the locker.

Doyle was not particularly frightened. Although this was only the second time he had done a job like this, he considered himself well trained and was proud to be part of one of the best bomb-disposal organizations in the world. And the odds were right: the NYPD bomb squad had not lost a single man in over forty years.

“I’m putting the key in the lock,” Doyle said over the telephone built into his helmet. He shook his head to knock off a drop of sweat dangling from his nose. “When you dispose of a bomb,” his class instructor had said, “you tell someone else at the end of the phone line everything you’re doing before you do it.” If the thing went up, such information was useful to colleagues in dealing with similar devices. Or so it had proved in World War II, when this doctrine had been developed.

“Key in the lock, check,” Sergeant John Doheny said at the other end of the line, in the bomb squad van. Doheny had been at the same party last night and had all he could do to keep both his stomach and his brain under control. “I’m turning the key,” the voice reported. “I’m opening the door.”

“Sarge, there’s a pot in the locker. Looks like a pressure cooker. There’s a six-volt taped to the side with black friction tape, a red and a black wire going from the battery terminals to a—it looks like a black plastic box about three by two, taped to the top of the pot. There’s a blue wire and a yellow wire running from that into a hole in the lid of the pot. There’s also a manila envelope leaning against the pot.”

“Check, Terry,” Doheny said. “You going to move it out now?”

“Right. OK, I’m moving the envelope away from the pot.”

Doyle backed off from the locker and used a pole to move the envelope away from the pot. Then he carefully ran a canvas belt clamp around the middle of the pot, snugged it down, and clipped it to a pole.

“I’m moving it, Sarge.”

“Check.”

He backed away to the length of the pole and jiggled the pot. Then he lifted it clear off the floor of the locker and let it drop about two inches. It made a discordant rumble, like stage thunder.

“Looks good, Sarge. Let’s get it in the bomb carrier.”

“Check, Terry. Why don’t you wait ten? I’ll send D’Amato up.”

Doheny rubbed his eyes and staggered slightly as he walked out of the van. This was not the right day for this to have happened. He blinked in the watery autumn sunlight and looked out on a scene of near chaos. The threat of explosion had excised one of Manhattan’s principal ganglia. Vanderbilt Avenue and the side streets bordering Grand Central Terminal had been sealed off and were full of police cars, fire engines, and their associated personnel. Park Avenue, where it ran on top of the Terminal, had of course been closed, and the Pan Am Building, perched atop Grand Central, had been evacuated. Doheny could hear the honks and rumbles of stalled traffic blocks away and the mutter of displaced office workers by the thousands across the gray police barriers. In a sense, an unexploded bomb, with its burden of the catastrophic unknown, caused more disruption than a bomb that had already done its worst.

The sergeant gestured to a dark young man in bomb armor who was hanging around outside the van. “Luke, go help the kid with the carrier. I want to get out of this whorehouse before my head falls off. I’m dying!”

“Yeah, you look it, Sarge,” laughed D’Amato, though he knew he looked just as haggard. He picked up his helmet and checked his phone line, then headed through the polished brass doors and into the echoing, deserted station.

Working efficiently in the wordless cooperation of good technicians, Doyle and D’Amato placed the pot and the envelope in a large steel and Kevlar bucket. This they closed with a heavy lid and hoisted between them on a pole, like Chinese coolies carrying a water jar.

Once out in the street, they carried the bucket over to the bomb transporter, a heavy flatbed truck mounted with what looked like a diving bell. As Doheny supervised the securing of the bucket within the huge safety vessel, he reflected for the hundredth time on what would happen if a major bomb ever did explode in the glass-lined canyons of midtown Manhattan.

With the bomb thus enclosed, Doyle and D’Amato removed their helmets and had a smoke. They were both dripping sweat, and Doyle’s damp blond curls were nearly as dark as D’Amato’s thin black hair. Kevlar, despite its many virtues, such as the ability to stop bullets and flying shrapnel, does not breathe like your natural fibers.

D’Amato was a round-faced man of about thirty-five. He was puffing hard, coughing around his Kent, and his face was flushed and blotchy. “Too many damned beers last night,” he grumbled. As he began removing his armor, Doheny spotted him from the doorway of his van, where he had been making arrangements to clear the route for the bomb-transport convoy. “Hey, Luke! You gonna get out and back in again when we get to the range?” Somebody had to take the bomb out to the bunker and handle the deactivation. This would have been D’Amato’s job today.

Doyle spoke up. “I’ll do it, Sarge. Luke don’t look so hot.”

Doheny could appreciate that. “Oh, yeah? The kid’s right, D’Amato. You look like I feel. Hell of a party, hey?”

Everybody agreed that it had been a hell of a party. The phone in the van buzzed, and Doheny received word that the route clearance had been set up. He turned back to his squad. “Whaddya say, Luke? You really crapped out?”

“Yeah, well, I could still do it, but you know, I think the heat’s getting to me, or something—”

“I’ll do it, Sarge,” Doyle said cheerfully.

“Yeah?”

“Sure, let old Luke fuck the dog for a while. Old fart like him’s about worn out anyway.”

D’Amato had peeled off the armor, which lay about him in sections on the pavement like the shed carapace of an immense beetle. The air blowing against his sodden sweatsuit felt delightful, and he was not inclined to argue with Doyle for the privilege of crouching for perhaps hours in the armor.

“OK for you, Doyle,” he said with a smile. “Just wait. You’ll be old and tired someday.”

Doyle laughed. “I’ll never be as old as you, baby.”

Doheny winced at another pang from his stomach. He wanted this day to be over. “OK, people. Let’s clear up our shit and get rolling.”

The sirens screamed. Two patrol cars, lights flashing, pulled past the barriers up Vanderbilt, followed by the bomb squad van and the bomb transporter and an ambulance. At 42nd Street one of the patrol cars pulled aside and slid back in behind the ambulance. The convoy, now complete, sped toward FDR Drive, the Triboro Bridge, the Bruckner, Pelham Bay Park, and the police weapons and bomb ranges on Rodman Neck.

On Flight 501 lunch had been served. Macek and Rukovina took turns holding the bomb while they ate. Macek, Rukovina, and Raditch each had a beer, which they paid for, although if they had refused to pay, Alice Springer was not sure what she would have done.

The young one smiled at her when she brought the beers. Instinctively she smiled back. “Najlepshe hvala,” he said. The other two said, “Hvala, hvala.”

“Pardon?” she said.

“Is mean, ‘thank you,’” the young one replied. “Now you must say, ‘Nema na cemu.’ This mean, ‘you welcome.’”

Alice smiled and said the phrase. They all chuckled and the young one clapped his hands and said “Fantastichno!”

There were introductions. The young one said, in phrasebook English, “Allow me to present …” and gave the names of his two companions and himself. The woman was not introduced. She had declined the meal. Instead she drank black coffee and chain-smoked Salems.

Alice gave her own name, surprised to hear it on her lips. It sounded like the name of a stranger. They drank their beers and chatted in Croatian. Alice smiled harder and concentrated on not looking at the bomb. She kept smiling and didn’t move away, even when the one on the aisle, Macek, ran his hand up between her legs and squeezed her inner thigh gently, possessively, in the manner of an old lover.

Karavitch had moved to an empty seat in first class, which he had demanded so that he could be near the flight deck. He got first-class service too, including unlimited free drinks. He pushed his tray away and contemplated the line of Haig pinch-bottle miniatures lined up on the tray table of the empty seat to his right. There were seven of them. He arranged them in two rows of three, with one out in front, like a military parade.

He had a good head for liquor. In the war he had been famous for being able to drink anyone under the table, and the ustashi brigades had boasted some powerful drinkers. He had once drunk an entire bottle of plum brandy standing up on the hood of a truck climbing a mountain road near Bihac, while the men cheered him on. Pavle had been on that ride as well, he recalled. He also remembered that later that day Pavle had tried to imitate the trick, and had fallen off and nearly cracked his skull. Pavle had no head for drinking, which was why Karavitch had ordered him to lay off for the duration of the hijack. Karavitch stretched his cramped body and smiled. He could still drink. Even after seven scotches his head was clear.

He looked at his watch, then pressed the button for the stewardess. In a few moments Daphne West was by his side.

“We should be landing very soon. I wish the pilot to make the announcement we agreed on.”

West murmured assent and went forward to relay the message to Captain Gunn. Karavitch watched her go. Power was better than scotch, even this good scotch. Idly he flicked over the leading bottle. It tumbled against the others and all but one fell over. Karavitch watched as it wobbled in circles and then stood upright again. Always one survives, he thought.

Daphne ducked and entered the flight deck. “How’re things back there?” Gunn asked. He was flying the aircraft while his copilot exchanged cryptic bursts of letters and numerals with Montreal air-traffic control.

“All right,” she said. “A lot better than they’re going to be after you tell the folks where we’re landing. I bring orders from the chief bastard. You’re supposed to make your speech.” Her voice was tight.

Gunn caught her tone and swiveled around to look at her. “How about you? You holding up?”

Daphne shrugged and threw up her hands, the gesture of futility. “Oh, sure. You know me, the old pro. I’m just pissed off is all. If that’s a real bomb, I’m a chimpanzee.”

“Come on, Daphne, it doesn’t do any good to think like that. You know the rules. Guy flashes a teddy bear and says there’s a grenade in it and he wants to go to Cuba, it’s next stop Havana, no questions asked.”

Daphne sighed. “Yeah, I know.”

“What about the others?”

“Oh, Jerry’s fine. Alice, not so good.”

“Oh? What’s happening with her?”

“Concrete smile, but watch the eyes. This is scaring the piss out of her, poor kid. Good thing it’s not a bunch of Ay-rabs with machine guns. Getting chummy with the boys in the back, too. Hand and foot service.”

“Stockholm syndrome.”

“Looks like it.”

“You can handle it, Daphne,” said Gunn, hoping it were so.

Daphne laughed, a low throaty sound. “Hell, yes. Count on that tough nut Daphne!” She left the flight deck, closing the door behind her.

Connelly finished his conversation and turned to Gunn. “Montreal has us cleared to land. They’ve diverted traffic and have emergency and tankers standing by on D-19.”

Rodman Neck, the southernmost extension of Hunter Island, looks from the air like the head of a retriever emerging from the Bronx to sniff the waters of Eastchester Bay. Where the dog’s nose would be, the New York City Police Department has fenced off a large chunk of real estate to serve as its outdoor shooting range. Besides the half dozen firing ranges there is a mock city street where cops are taught to shoot cardboard silhouettes of armed criminals and not silhouettes of moms pushing strollers, as well as the kennels for the department’s dope- and explosive-sniffing dogs. In the approximate center of this compound is the bomb range.

It was nearly three o’clock before Terry Doyle began to work on the pot bomb. X rays of it showed a shadowy pressure cooker with what looked like a half brick at the bottom. Wires descended from the lid of the pot and disappeared under the brick. They had X-rayed the envelope too. It contained only paper: a demand by the Croatians that a manifesto listing their complaints be published in the Times, the News, and the international Herald Tribune. The manifesto was included, neatly typed.

Doyle was working now in the bottom of a well made of packed earth. A dogleg vestibule was built into the well, from which a ladder led to the surface. The vestibule was in case you were deactivating a device and it gave you some warning that it was going to blow up. Then you could run into the vestibule, or throw the device into the vestibule if it was small enough, so that you had some buffer from the blast. There was a deep sump around the floor of the well for the same purpose. Of course, you had to have lightning-fast reflexes. Or a slow fuse.

Doyle had the pot on a heavy plywood table in front of him. He was still dressed in his armor, with the helmet in place. Only his hands were bare. You can’t deactivate bombs if you’re worried about losing your hands.

“I’m going to snip the external wires,” Doyle said over his telephone. Its cable led to the bomb-range command bunker, forty yards away, and Sergeant John Doheny. Doheny said, “Cutting wires. Go ahead.”

Doyle cut the blue and yellow wires and bent them carefully out of the way. Then he cut the red and black wires, telling Doheny what he was doing before and after each cut.

“OK, I’m turning the center handle counterclockwise. The clamp is loose. I’m rotating the lid counterclockwise. The lugs are clear. I’m lifting the lid. I’m shining the flash into the pot. I see a—it looks like a regular construction brick. I’m putting the lid down on the table. I’m pulling the yellow wire out from under the brick. It’s free. I’m pulling the blue wire—it won’t come loose. OK, I see that the brick is glued to the bottom of the pot. There’s gray epoxy all over the bottom. That’s it, Sarge. It’s a pot with a brick glued into it. The city can sleep safe tonight.”

“A fake?”

“No question, Sarge. Come see for yourself.”

“You sure about this, Doyle? You want me to get Luke or somebody to suit up and take a look?”

“Hell yes, I’m sure. It’s a phony. No soup, no detonator, no batteries, no primer, zilch. It’s a pot with a brick in it.”

“OK, hold on, we’re coming over.”

In a minute or so, Doheny and D’Amato were climbing down the ladder. When they came around the vestibule wall, they found Doyle leaning against the wall, helmet off, cigarette in his mouth. “Don’t smoke on the range, Doyle” was the first thing Doheny said when he came in.

“Shit, Sarge, it’s a fuckin’ brick,” Doyle complained.

“Don’t ‘shit, Sarge’ me, sonny. You want to live a long time in this game, you follow the rules. And it’s not a brick until I say it’s a brick.”

Doheny went over to the table and looked into the pot. He picked up a pair of pliers and rapped the brick sharply. It gave out the solid, metallic clunk of metal hitting brick.

“Well, is it a brick, Sarge?”

Doheny looked at the younger man sourly. “Yeah, Doyle, it is a goddamn brick. Jesus, what a fucking waste of time! OK, you bring that thing along, Doyle. It’s evidence. Luke, help him clean up all his crap. I gotta get a handful of aspirin. What a pain in the ass!”

Doyle picked up the pot and put the lid back on loosely as Doheny started to enter the vestibule. Luke knelt down and began to close up the tool kit.

Doyle said, “Well, there’s one thing you don’t have to worry about, Sarge—”

But Sergeant Doheny never found out what that one thing was. At that instant he felt a terrible heat and a crushing force. Luke D’Amato felt it too. Terry Doyle did not, in all probability, feel anything, since his head had disintegrated in the first instant of the blast.
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THE SEATBELT LIGHT shone its little cartoon and the people on Flight 501 heard the whisper of static. It was nearly one o’clock; the plane should have landed in Milwaukee by now and the passengers were glancing at their watches and buzzing for the flight attendants.

“This is Captain Gunn here on the flight deck,” said the voice in the static. “We have a—a little difficulty here, folks. We will not be landing in Milwaukee at this time. I have been ordered to read the following message to you. ‘This plane has been appropriated by the forces of Croatian national liberation. The plane is being diverted to Canada for refueling, after which it will continue to European points to continue the mission of the Croatian national forces. No one aboard the plane will be harmed in any way, but all passengers are warned that efforts to interfere with the mission of the Croatian national forces will be severely punished. There is a powerful bomb aboard this airplane. The Croatian national forces will not fear to detonate this bomb should their mission be opposed in any way.’”

There was a moment of stunned silence into which a woman’s voice said clearly, “Oh my God.” Then screams, babies crying, shouts of outrage and fear, the familiar chorale of the late twentieth century. Hearing it in the cockpit, Gunn went on, trying to keep the edge of desperation out of his folksy drawl.

“Folks, we, ah, have obtained clearance from Montreal to land the aircraft, and we will be landing shortly. We’ll have to see what happens then, but these people have told us that they don’t want to hurt anyone on the plane, so let’s all try to stay calm and cooperate.” He snapped off the cabin intercom switch and said sourly to his copilot, “And next time your plans include flying, we hope you’ll think of us.” Then he switched his headset to Montreal tower as much to drown out the sounds coming from behind him as to hear directions from the airport.

Daphne West took a deep breath and waded into the chaos. Her pockets were stuffed with tissues. A middle-aged woman was weeping hysterically in 14B, and the two small children in row 12 had burst into sympathetic tears. A man was shouting about suing the airlines. Hands clutched at her jacket.

“Miss, does this mean we get our money back?”

“Please, can I call my brother? He’s waiting at the airport …”

“I’m sorry, I absolutely have to be in Milwaukee for a three o’clock meeting.”

Daphne shook these off and made a beeline for a heavyset man who was thrashing and writhing in an aisle seat, his face turning the purple-red of fresh hamburger. He was struggling to get something out of his pocket.

People were out of their seats now, pressing in on her from all sides. A hard finger poked her shoulder. She turned her head and found Pavle Macek’s eyes four inches from hers.

“Stop this!” he commanded. “Get these people back in their seats!”

Daphne ignored him and bent over the struggling man. She searched his pockets and pulled out a brown plastic vial. As she wrenched at the child-proof cap, she heard Macek shouting:

“I will blow you up! I will blow up the plane. I will blow you all up now! Shut up!” More people began to shriek and moan.

A woman’s voice carried through the cabin, “I don’t want to die-e-e-e-e …” A man answered, “Aw, honey, honey, now …”

Daphne felt as though she was moving in slow motion. Push down the white cap and turn in the direction of the arrow. The stricken man was slipping to the floor and making noises like a tenement toilet. Push the cap down and turn. Macek was pulling her arm. The vial opened and Daphne extracted a pill and slipped it into the man’s open mouth, under his tongue.

She yanked off her shoes and jumped up on an armrest. Half the passengers were in the aisle, the instincts that told them to flee the place of danger having momentarily won out over the knowledge that there was no place to go. She took a deep breath. “Ladies and gentlemen, please, you must return to your seats. We will be landing shortly. You are in no danger at the present time. Please return to your seats, fasten your seatbelts, and return your seats and tray tables to the full upright and locked position.” There was an instant of silence at this, and then the woman in 14B took another lungful and resumed her aria.

Looking forward, Daphne saw Karavitch emerge from behind the first-class curtain. He strode purposefully to 14B, leaned over, and whacked the woman across the jaw with his open hand. Once. Twice. The sound carried through the cabin like gunshots, and the hubbub slowly died.

“Listen to me,” said Karavitch in his deep, strong voice. “The stewardess is right. We mean you no harm, if you cooperate. We are freedom fighters, not savages. All passengers will stay seated, with seat belts fastened. No one will leave their seat without permission. Those who do not obey us will be strictly disciplined. Now, do as I say! Move!”

Thoroughly cowed, the passengers shuffled to their seats. Daphne checked her heart patient. He was breathing more easily and his color was better. She spoke a few words of encouragement, then loosened his collar and belt. Next she distributed tissues and wiped noses, made faces, rocked, tickled, and otherwise helped to calm the two children.

Jerry Silver came up to her and whispered, “What a horror show! Just like the movies. First class is calmed down, but they’re yapping about lawsuits. Anything I can do here?”

“Yeah, check the lady he slugged. I want to see about our Alice.”

Jerry went over to the woman, a plump New York matron with false golden locks and a kewpie-doll mouth. She was trembling in a stupor of fear. Jerry wiped her face and brought her some ice to put on her swelling jaw. He also slipped the woman a cup with two slugs of brandy, on the airline, and added a yellow Valium tablet, on Jerry Silver. She gulped these down. Within five minutes she had rolled her eyes back into her heavily blued eyelids and passed out.

Karavitch was still standing at the head of the cabin. As Daphne went past him, their eyes met and he nodded slightly, a pro acknowledging the performance of another pro. Daphne felt herself return the nod. The others might be loonies, but this son of a bitch was the real goods, she thought. As she reached the pantry, Alice Springer emerged from the forward lavatory.

“Well, you missed quite a scene,” Daphne said with some asperity. “Are you feeling all right now?”

“Oh, yes, and I’m sorry, Daph. I mean, I just absolutely lost it. I mean, my whole insides, from both ends. I peeked out, though. You were marvelous! And Mr. Karavitch too. I mean, we could have had a riot if he hadn’t kind of taken charge.”

“True. Of course, if Mr. Karavitch had not taken this flight, we probably wouldn’t have had a riot at all, huh?”

“Oh, right,” said Alice, looking blank.

The plane banked and the engines changed pitch. “OK, kid,” Daphne said, “let’s get Mr. Karavitch and the rest of the passengers all comfy for landing.”

As Daphne strode up and down the aisles, she was thinking about Karavitch’s speech. The man knew how to take control, you had to give him that. But it seemed too practiced in a way, as if he had given the same speech dozens of times. She thought about that off and on as they flew from Montreal to Gander, and again at Gander, when they separated the men from the women, the children, and the sick. The men would stay as hostages on the flight across the Atlantic. As she observed Karavitch standing in the aisle at the head of the gangway, arms folded, watching the tearful good-byes, Daphne thought to herself, he likes this. This is his favorite part.

Roger Karp, Butch to his friends, entered his apartment to a ringing phone. It was late Friday afternoon and he was returning, sweaty and dusty, from an after-work softball game in Central Park. For the past seven years he had played first base for the team that represented the New York District Attorney’s Office.

He was in no hurry to answer the phone. He couldn’t think of anyone he wanted to talk to, except possibly his girlfriend, and he doubted that she was calling. He strolled over to the refrigerator in the apartment’s tiny kitchenette, removed a two-quart container filled with instant iced tea and drank about half of it. He returned it to the otherwise vacant fridge.

The living room of the apartment was as empty, except for the dust bunnies lurking in the corners. Karp owned no furniture except his bed. His only other domestic possessions were an old rowing machine and a small black-and-white portable TV resting at the foot of his bed. He had lived in this minimal fashion since his ex-wife had walked out on him six years before.

Karp tossed his mitt in the general direction of the hall closet and went into the bedroom. He flung himself down on the bed full-length and grabbed the phone off the floor. He still had his old-fashioned wool Yankee baseball cap on his head.

“Yeah?”

“Butch? This is Bill Denton. Where have you been? I sent a car up to the park.”

“You sent a car? What, you heard I went oh-for-three and you figured I needed a police escort? I walked home.”

Karp heard a short, hard laugh over the phone. “You walked from the Park to the Village?”

“Yeah, it helps me keep my girlish figure. What can I do for you, Bill?”

William F. Denton was the Chief of Detectives of the New York City Police Department. Karp knew him, of course, from his own work as an assistant district attorney. He liked and admired the man, but they were by no means close. New York City has five district attorney’s offices, one for each of its five counties, but only one police department. A Chief of Detectives, one of the three NYPD “superchiefs” under the Commissioner of Police, draws enormously more water than any assistant DA, who are as common as parking meters. Denton had never called Karp at home before.

“Have you heard the news? On that hijack out of LaGuardia?”

“Just in general. A guy had a radio at the game. What’s happening?”

“They left a bomb in a locker at Grand Central. It went off about an hour ago and killed a cop.”

“Shit!”

“Right. I need to talk to you about the case, outside the office and not on the phone. Can I come over to your place in, say, an hour?”

“Sure, but I don’t understand. Assuming they catch the hijackers and bring them back here for trial, it doesn’t look like anything special in terms of nailing them. From your point of view it’s a grounder. Or am I missing something?”

“A lot. And it ain’t no grounder. See you later.”

Karp dropped the phone back in its cradle. He stood up and took off his sleeveless University of California sweatshirt and gray sweatpants and kicked off his socks and sneakers. Then he sat on the bed and unbuckled a massive contraption of canvas and steel that kept his left knee from collapsing when he played ball.

He walked to the bathroom. Karp had the body of a basketball guard—tall, hard torso, long arms, muscular wrists. Karp had, in fact, been an all-state guard as a schoolboy in New York and then a star at Berkeley in the early Sixties. In his junior year, however, a pileup under the boards had produced what the California Board of Orthopedics had voted the worst non-fatal sports injury in the history of the Pacific Conference. After a brief conversation with his doctor and a glance at the X rays, Karp had decided that he probably would never start for the Knicks. He sulked briefly, switched to pre-law, and ended up as a DA in New York. It was much the same thing. If you play basketball, you want to start in the NBA; if you want to prosecute criminals, you want to work for the New York DA’s office.

Karp’s bathroom was the best thing about his apartment. It was a relic of the Twenties, when each apartment had taken up an entire floor. The renovators had left it alone: the huge ball-and-claw bathtub, the marble-topped washstand, the heavy porcelain and chrome fixtures. Adjusting the shower to the Venusian temperatures he craved, Karp mulled over the strange phone call. The Chief of Detectives was coming directly to an assistant DA, in private, with what could be a major case, heavy with publicity. Why hadn’t he gone to Sandy Bloom, the New York County DA, with this prize? The DA had, of course, the pick of any case in his jurisdiction, and it was certain that Bloom would give any case with the slightest aura of potential professional benefit to Count Dracula before he would give it to Butch Karp. Denton would have to spend many chips to control the case in this way. Why? Because he thought that Bloom would not prosecute this case? Why again? Stepping under the shower, Karp laughed out loud. Singleminded is often absent-minded: he was still wearing his Yankee hat.

Twenty minutes later, Karp opened his door to Bill Denton. Denton looked like what he was, a very smart Irish detective. He was impeccably dressed in a tan suit and had pointed, gleaming Italian shoes on his curiously un-cop-like small feet. Coming in, he looked around quizzically.

“You just move in?”

“No, I’ve been here six years. I’m not into furniture.”

Denton nodded. “I can see that. You could have a dance.”

“Right. Anyway, Chief, what can I do for you?”

Denton walked over to the window, which had a dusty set of old-fashioned wooden Venetian blinds pulled all the way up. He looked out at Sixth Avenue for a moment and then turned and leaned against the window sill.

“This case. We have one cop dead and two others seriously injured up in Jacobi. The hijacked plane has apparently taken off from Gander and is on its way to Paris. They let the women and kids and a couple of sick people off. They have forty-two men on board, plus the flight crew of five. They don’t seem to have any weapons but the bomb. And we know that they know how to make a bomb.

“After they took the plane, they contacted the FBI and told them that there was a bomb in a locker at Grand Central and that there were other bombs hidden around the city, but they didn’t say where. They’ve demanded that the papers print a manifesto on the front page tomorrow, and then they’ll tell us where the others are. In the locker with the bomb was an envelope that had the manifesto. The papers have agreed. Meanwhile, we’re opening every public locker in New York.”

“Find anything yet?”

“Plenty. We found heroin. We found cocaine. We found stolen goods up the kazoo. Ah, let’s see, we found a dead baby, couple of dogs, also dead. A machine gun—”

“But no bombs.”

“But no bombs. We’re still looking, though. Now, let’s look at this case. First of all, we have the homicide, potentially murder one, killing a cop in the line of duty. Two, we know approximately who did it.”

“One of the hijackers.”

“Right. OK, the bomb was placed in Grand Central, which is in New York County. The killing was done in Rodman Neck, which is in Bronx County. The killing was done in the course of the crime of kidnapping, which was initiated at LaGuardia Airport, which is in Queens County. And, of course, skyjacking and kidnapping are also federal crimes. So we have a case in which three district attorney’s offices and two U.S. attorney’s offices have an interest. You like it?”

Karp rolled his eyes. “I love it. Holy shit!”

“Yeah. We’re looking at a jurisdictional and procedural mess that could take years to figure out, and that’s with goodwill all around, which we might not have in some quarters.” Denton raised an eyebrow and shot Karp a curious look. “I want to see these guys nailed before I retire in eight years.”

“OK, so what’s the deal?”

“The deal is, as far as the detectives and the PD are concerned, this is your case. You get the troops and the support; nobody else gets any, not Bronx, not Queens, not the Feds. Just you.”

“And Bloom … ?”

Denton shook his head vigorously. “Believe me, Sandy Bloom is not going to go up against us on this one. A cop is dead. You’ve got one of the best conviction records in the DA’s office. Everybody knows that you’re a nailer and he’s not. So what’s he gonna do? Complain to the commissioner? To the mayor? He’s the wrong party, one, and given his attitude, Mr. Bloom is out of favors in both places. No, he’ll play along. He’ll hate it, but I guarantee, in public at least, he’ll roll.”

“OK, that makes sense. But you understand, it’s not beyond him to try to screw me on this. He hates my guts.”

Denton smiled. “Yeah, I know. That’s another reason we picked you.”

Karp smiled back. “So now what? Where’s the plane?”

“It looks like the hijackers are taking it to Paris. We’re not sure why, but the French are holding a couple of Croatians who whacked out the Yugoslav consul-general in Marseilles a couple of months ago. The hijackers may want to deal for their release.”

“Will they roll on that?”

“Who knows? The French could do anything.”

“But obviously I work with the Feds to get the hijackers back here.”

“Right. You know Pillman down at the FBI? He gives you any trouble, call me. I’ll arrest him for impersonating a police officer. Oh yeah, Pete Hanlon up at Arson and Explosion is expecting you—that’s all set up. You want any help, any extra bodies, let me know direct. I’m catching this one personally.” Denton stood up and stretched. “My poor ass. You got a real comfy place, Karp. OK, anything else you need to know?”

“Yeah. Why?”

Denton frowned. “Why what?”

“Why everything. Why is the chief of detectives handling this one personally? Why are you using chips, fuck Bloom, fuck the FBI, anything you want, steal bodies from other cases? That why.”

Denton looked uncomfortable and color started to rise on his neck. “I told you, it’s a cop. You know what that means.”

“Sure, I do, but cops have died before. Couple of years ago we had cops assassinated by radicals, and the cases didn’t get this kind of heat. So all this is—what can I say—unexpected.”

Denton was silent for a moment. Once again he looked out the window. The light was shading into nightfall, and when he turned, Karp could hardly make out his features.

“Unexpected, eh? Let me sum up thirty years of police work for you in one phrase. ‘Expect the unexpected.’ Want to hear a story? You ever hear of Kenny Moran? No? Yeah, he was way before your time. Kenny Moran. Helluva guy. From one of those old cop families, cops back to Cork. Father, grandfather, uncles, all on the job.

“We went to Academy together. I didn’t know him real well then, but we were the same age; we made detective third about the same time. Then we were partners out of the one-seven, both of us hotshots. But Kenny was rare. Big, good-looking guy, black Irish, you know? Looked like a goddamn poster in blues. And he had a … a presence, never had to raise his voice. He could walk into a bunch of assholes making trouble and all of a sudden they were dancing his tune. Nobody ever saw anything like it.

“And religious. Pillar of the church: Sodality, Holy Name, whatever they were selling he was buying. Not preachy, he just had the faith. Went to confession couple of times a week, though God knows what he had to say. Guy was straight as a ruler.”

“Sounds like he should have been a priest,” Karp said, not knowing where this was going, but content to listen to the quiet voice in the darkening room.

“Yeah, I thought that, too. But what a cop! I was the bad guy, naturally, and when he did the good guy, shit, hardass slimeballs would be snitching on their mothers.

“Anyway, he had this sister, Kathleen her name was. He lived with her in this apartment off Flatlands Avenue. Of course, she married a cop. About three weeks on the job he decides to dive into Sheepshead Bay to pull out a drunk and cracks his head on a piling, bang, lights out. Leaving her with one on the way, also of course. So Kenny has an instant family to take care of, not that he minded. The sun rose and set on Kathleen.

“So one fine day in June, it’s gotta be eighteen years ago—I remember every detail—we’re in the car, and this squeal comes in, homicide, and they give the address, and Kenny goes white. We tear ass all across Brooklyn, hitting ninety on Atlantic Avenue, and we get to his apartment on Flatlands. The neighbors called in because they heard the kid crying.

“We go in and you guessed it. Groceries all over the floor, place ripped up. There’s Kathleen, naked in the bedroom, cut to pieces, blood over everything, and there’s the kid, must have been three, in his stroller, screaming. He’s got her blood all over him.”

Denton took a deep breath. Now he was just a silhouette against the fading day.

“Did they ever catch the guy?”

“Shit, yes, we caught him. That day, as a matter of fact. He’d of gone to Russia, we would have caught him. Mutt named Hector Sales, your basic Brooklyn punk mugger, in and out of the joint for robbery, assault—the usual. We put the word out on the street and by that evening somebody snitched Hector out; he was showing off Kenny’s spare gun in a bar over in Canarsie.

“We went over and picked him up. The Lieutenant was antsy about Kenny making the collar, because of the personal involvement and all, but Kenny just looked him in the eye and told him that he was a cop and that it would be an honest collar, with no rough stuff, and the Loot believed him. And me too. You understand, Kenny was that kind of guy.

“I’m running on, but there’s not much more. We grab Hector in his room. The gun is there. The bloody clothes. Even the goddamn knife. Down to the precinct. Kenny is treating this guy like a brother, I couldn’t believe it. I do my bit, I yell, I threaten, Kenny sends me out. Twenty minutes later Kenny sticks his head out, Hector wants to make a statement.

“So there’s four of us in the room with him—me, Kenny, the Loot, and the stenographer. This is before Miranda, of course. Hector says his piece. He raped her, by the way. Then Kenny says in a quiet voice, ‘Why did you kill her?’ Just like that, like he was asking why he bought a Pontiac. And Hector just shrugs, and says, ‘I don’t know, man, she pissed me off. I mean, yelling and carrying on. What’s a piece of ass, right? I mean, she wasn’t no virgin or anything.’ Then he smiled at Kenny. He smiled, can you believe it?

“And Kenny kind of nods and reaches out to take Hector’s arm, I figure he’s going to lead him down to the cells, right? I mean, Kenny’s face is like stone. Then he pulls his gun and puts the barrel in Hector’s ear and blows his brains out.”

Denton sighed again. “That’s the story. Expect the unexpected.”

Karp’s throat was dry; his knee was aching from standing. “What happened then?” he asked the voice in the dark.

“To Kenny? Not much, except of course he was through with the cops. Walked for the homicide on a temporary insanity. Spent some time in a hospital and got a job as a bartender in Paramus. Raised his sister’s kid. Never married. Passed on two years ago, cancer.”

“Yeah. I never heard that story. But, umm, the connection with what we were talking about …”

“The connection? Oh, yeah, you wouldn’t know. The kid.”

“What kid?”

“Kenny Moran’s sister’s kid. Kathleen Doyle’s kid, Terry Doyle. He was the cop who just got his head blown off. You get the picture?”

“I got it,” Karp said. “OK, I’ll do what I can.”

“Yeah, I know,” Denton said. “One thing you ought to know, though. After the FBI got through to the Department about the bomb and the hijack, the PC called the DA’s to tell them what happened. Bloom said, ‘What have you got on this Karavitch?’ That’s the name of the leader of the hijackers.”

“So? Did you have anything?”

Denton smiled an unpleasant smile. “That’s not the point. Bloom knew the bastard’s name before we told him. How about that?”

“How about that.”

A mile to the south, Marlene Ciampi, Assistant District Attorney, beloved of Butch Karp, sat on the fire escape of her loft on Crosby Street, stroking Prudence, one of her two cats, and dabbing her one eye with a tissue. She had been crying ever since she had learned from the six o’clock news about the explosion at Rodman Neck. Marlene knew the three men fairly well, having become something of a bomb squad buff over the past two years. This had started as part of her job, prosecuting a case against a group of political bombers. Then she had been blown up by a letter bomb. Only the bomb had been meant for Karp, sent by a mass murderer up for a murder one rap. She had opened a package because Karp was married and she was having an affair with him and by some evil chance the letter had been postmarked from the city where his wife lived. The bomb had taken two fingers and an eye, and scarred the left side of her face.

She put the cat down. Lighting a cigarette, she blew a ragged cloud over Crosby Street. Now she thought about her new life, as it spread out from the bomb. The pain. The recovery. Throwing herself back into work. Getting used to the startled looks, the embarrassed, averted glances. Loving Karp.

Yes, that was the good part, or was it? Did Karp really love her, or was it guilt? She used to be suspicious of men who loved her because she was gorgeous; now she was suspicious because they might be guilty or pitying.

And of course, she felt guilty too, because underneath the sharp Barnard and Yale Law grad and tough-talking lawyer still lived the Sacred Heart girl from Queens, whose grandparents had come over from Sicily, and who wanted to get married in white in a church. Wheels within wheels. Marlene had been periodically depressed since the explosion, trying to work it out herself while slaving twelve hours a day at what arguably was the most depressing job in the greater New York area.

“I’m cracking up, folks,” Marlene said out loud to the sympathetic silence of Crosby Street. She flicked her cigarette butt out into the street, watched it explode into sparks, and went back inside.

She poured herself a glass of white wine from the jug in the refrigerator. It tasted like air conditioning. She downed it and poured another. The phone rang.

“Hi. It’s me.”

“Butch? Hi, baby.”

“What’re you up to, Champ?”

“Going crazy. Drinking. Crying. Did you hear about Terry Doyle?”

“Yeah. All about it. Denton was here earlier.”

“Denton? The Chief? At your place? Holy shit! What’d he want?”

“He gave me the case.” Karp described his conversation with his recent visitor. When he had finished Marlene said, “Butch, that’s cosmic. I’m in, right?”

“If you want.”

“If I want? I’m the best you got on bombs, baby. Besides, I know all the guys on the squad. And they’ll spill their guts to me, which could count heavy if somebody fucked up on the squad. Otherwise it’d be the blue wall. Shit, I’m jumping up and down, Karp.”

“Great, besides, I might get to see you more. For the past two weeks you’ve been avoiding me.”

“Ah, Butch, come on, cut me some slack here. You know how I—”

“Yeah, I know how you feel, you don’t like to see me when you’re depressed. But I miss you, Marlene. When are you going to hear about the compensation?”

Marlene had been trying in vain to get the state to pay compensation for her injury and the colossal hospitalization costs. She had given Karp this as the cause of her depression, a plausible fib. Karp was not one for deep psychological probing.

“Oh, who the fuck knows. A couple of weeks. When do we start this case?”

“Tomorrow morning, if you want. We could go out to the hospital and then over to Rodman. Say ten?”

Marlene agreed and they hung up. Once again love was left unsaid between them.
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“THE PLANE’S IN Paris,” said the voice on the phone. “It landed about midnight, our time.”

Karp sat up in bed and groped for his watch. Six-forty, Saturday morning. Denton was off to an early start. Karp knuckled the sleep from his eyes and said, “What’s the situation?”

“Unclear. I got this from Pillman and he wasn’t exactly forthcoming. You going to see him today?”

“I plan to. We were going to see Hanlon first and find out what happened at the bomb range.”

“We?”

“I’ve got Marlene Ciampi working with me on this.”

“The one who got blown up a couple of years back?”

“Yeah, what about her?” Karp had picked up on the dubious note in Denton’s voice.

“Ahhh … well. Are you sure she’s, ah, right for this particular job?”

“It’s my case, Bill. My players.”

“So it is. Who are you going to steal from our end?”

“I’ll work with the regular DA squad for now and keep it small to begin with. I’ll let you know if I need hands.”

“You do that,” Denton said.

Karp got up, put in his usual half hour on the rowing machine, and dressed in a tan poplin suit and cordovan loafers: his summer uniform. He had two of the tan and two navy pinstripes for the winter, bought from a Chinatown tailor he had helped out after a robbery.

Dressed, Karp called Lieutenant Fred Spicer’s office. Spicer headed the squad of NYPD detectives assigned to help the DA’s office with investigations. Spicer had a regular day off, but the duty sergeant agreed to send around a car and driver. After calling Marlene to say he’d be over in fifteen minutes, he called Chief Inspector Peter Hanlon and set up an eight-thirty appointment at police headquarters. Karp thought it unremarkable that the man who ran the Arson and Explosion Division was in his office at seven-thirty on a Saturday. Not this Saturday.

Finally, Karp called Vinson Talcott Newbury, another assistant district attorney, at home.

“Hey, Butch! Make it snappy, kid. I’m out the door.”

“Going to Annabelle’s?”

“Where else? What’s happening?”

“I need one of your well-placed cousins, V.T.”

“Butch, your belief that my family controls the Western world is flattering, but I have to be in Great Barrington by eleven. Can’t it wait?”

“Not really.” Karp gave Newbury a brief outline of the bomb and hijack case. “What I need,” he continued, “is a line into Paris, the embassy, or whatever—whoever’s handling the U.S. interest in getting these guys back.”

“Why don’t you work through the Feds here?”

“I will, but I want an edge. Denton has a feeling that the Feds are not being their usual forthcoming selves. What do you say?”

“I say it’s going to put a dent in my emotional life, such as it is. Annabelle believes there’s a time for work and a time for play. However, between my fabled charm and my monstrously overdeveloped sexual apparatus—surprising in one of such diminutive stature—I believe I can repair any resultant damage. Besides, no favor is too great for the man who bought me my first knish. Let me make some calls.”

“You have somebody?”

“Well, we have a first cousin at State: Andrew. He’s in economic affairs, probably not directly connected, but he’s pretty senior. I’m sure we have somebody in Paris, a second by marriage or a once removed. I’ll find out. I tell you what—give me a buzz at Annabelle’s around noon, I should have something.”

The black Ford pulled up two minutes later. Doug Brenner, a large, jowly detective, was at the wheel. Karp got in the front seat and Brenner pulled away.

“We’re going to the ranges, right?” asked Brenner.

“Yeah, but first we got to pick somebody up. Stop by 49 Crosby and honk.”

Marlene was wearing a yellow shirtwaist dress set off by a white sweater knotted around her shoulders and white canvas shoulder bag. As she skipped lightly down the iron stairway from her door, she looked to Karp like a college girl meeting her date for the big game. Her black hair had grown out since the explosion, and she wore it shoulder-length, parted on the right so that it fell like a pall across the bad part of her face and her left eye. She had her glassie in place this morning, Karp noticed; this was her habit during official business. Among friends she wore a pirate patch and her hair pulled back.

Marlene climbed into the back seat, greeted both men, and lit a cigarette. Brenner lit the stump of a cigar he fished out of the ashtray. Karp opened his window. He caught Marlene’s glance in the rearview mirror and winked. She smiled and stuck out the tip of her tongue for an instant. Thus their relationship proceeded in public, at Marlene’s insistence, although the DA’s office was wasting its money on any detective who did not know about it at this point. The same for their friends among the attorneys. Karp thought it childish and had said so many times, but lately he had left off arguing, resigned to playing things Marlene’s way.

Karp had never met Peter Hanlon before, but he had known many people with something to hide, and Hanlon looked like one of them. He sat behind his glass-topped oak desk and regarded the two ADAs with a carefully neutral expression. He was a medium-sized man with a black pompadour and a small, sharp nose on which perched heavy, dark-rimmed glasses. The dark rings under his eyes indicated that he hadn’t slept well.

“Mr. Karp,” he began, “you seem to have friends in all the right places. Bill Denton speaks very highly of you. What can we do to help?”

“Well, Inspector, we’re obviously going for a murder one on this for the terrorist group. Bill’s notion is that we would put together a team of detectives from across the Department to gather all the relevant evidence—one investigation, one case.”

“I see. And you would be in charge of all of it?”

“That’s right.”

“What about the Department’s own internal investigation?”

“The Department can do what it likes, naturally. But we would expect you to give us any physical evidence you turned up, and access to any reports. The usual. I know it’s early, but have you come up with anything yet?”

Hanlon shook his head and flapped his hand. “Oh, no, it’s far too early for that. It hasn’t been twenty-four hours since—since the accident.”

Karp perked up at this. “Accident? Is that what you’re calling it?”

Hanlon cleared his throat. “No, not at all. I mean the explosion, the event.”

“But you said ‘accident.’ That implies that there was some kind of error that led to the explosion. Was there?”

Hanlon’s face darkened and his jaw got tight. Karp thought, he’s going to say he doesn’t like being cross-examined. I just got started and I’m screwing this up.

“I don’t like being cross-examined, Mr. Karp.”

“Sorry,” said Karp, forcing a grin. “Habit, I guess. Look, Inspector, I think maybe we’re getting off on the wrong foot—”

“I knew Terry Doyle. He was a friend of mine,” Marlene said.

Both men stared at her. She went on. “I met him back in ’74 when I was on the Brownstone Bomb Factory case. He was new and I was new, so I guess we just gravitated toward each other. He was a funny guy. Cocky. He had this thing about booby traps. He loved to rig these little devices and leave them around. You’d go to sit down at the typewriter or pick up a phone and kablooie! White smoke, red smoke, whistles.

“But I’ll tell you one thing, he loved the Job. Loved it. And the bomb squad, too. So I want you to know that I want to nail the motherfuckers who did this as much as anyone on the Job. But I want to do it the way Terry would have wanted it. If there’s any shit flying around I’ll do my best to see it doesn’t stick to the Department.”

For a moment the only sound was the hum of the ventilation system. Then Hanlon said, “I see. Naturally, I feel the same way, Miss, ah, Ciampi, is it? A real tragedy, a great loss. The inspector’s funeral is Monday.”

In the elevator going down, Marlene leaned against Karp’s flank and sighed. He put his arm around her and squeezed gently.

“Thanks for jumping in with Hanlon,” he said.

“I had to. Jesus, Butch, you can’t get into pissing contests with police brass. In another minute you’d of had your shlongs out on his desk looking to see who’s got the biggest.”

“Mine is.”

“Of course, but the point is we can’t roll into these guys just because Denton is fronting for us. I don’t care how corrupt some cop is, if they think the Department’s going to get slimed, it’s stonewall, period. Even Denton won’t do you any good then. He’s a cop too.”

The elevator stopped and, demurely separated, they walked out onto Police Plaza.

“You’re going too fast, Marlene. Why would anybody think the Department screwed up on this one? A cop tried to defuse a bomb and it blew up. We know who did it. What’s the problem?”

“I don’t know, but Hanlon was weirded out. You saw that too, right? So what else could it be except something that might reflect on the job? He’s a secret Croatian? He doesn’t want to catch a bunch of cop killers?”

“No, but I’ll tell you something else wacky. He asked about whether we were going to get the hijackers back for trial. I told him we were sure that we would and that we had something working already?”

“Which was bullshit, of course.”

“Of course. But he believed it. And he didn’t look happy about it. Not at all.”

They got to Rodman Neck at mid-morning. Captain Frank Marino, the bomb squad detective in charge of the investigation, was expecting them. Marlene knew him from her previous work and liked him. This guy didn’t pull any punches.

Like his boss, Marino wasn’t happy either, but for more obvious reasons. And he was willing to talk about them.

“I still can’t believe it,” he said as he walked with Karp and Ciampi toward the fatal bunker. “Jack Doheny has been taking bombs apart for twenty years. He was like my best guy. Now this. You know we haven’t lost a cop since 1933?”

“I know,” Marlene said. “You got a line on what happened?”

Marino didn’t seem to hear. “The goddamnedest thing! A brick, he said, it’s just a brick. I listened to the tapes about fifty times. They pulled it perfect at Grand Central, set it up, clipped it, all by the book. Then they go and pull a damn bonehead … OK, here we are.”

They had arrived at the lip of the bunker. Several vans were parked in the area, and men were carrying equipment and bundles of plastic evidence bags to and fro, vanishing down the ladder and reappearing, like delving dwarves. A stiff wind was blowing off the bay, flipping Marlene’s dress around. Somebody whistled appreciatively.

“Can we go down?” she asked.

“Yeah, sure,” Marino answered distractedly. “Follow me.”

The bunker was as active as a stirred-up anthill; the ants were PD technicians in blue jumpsuits with a couple of white coats thrown in. Most of them appeared to be involved in an impossible task—placing every scrap of wood, metal, wire, every crumb of interestingly foreign substance into a plastic evidence bag and neatly labeling it. By the light of powerful lamps set up on poles, two men were taking photographs like they owned stock in Kodak.

Marino swung his hand to encompass the crowd and said, “Marlene, you know what we’re doing here, right?”

“Yeah, you’re trying to reconstruct the bomb from the debris.”

“Uh-huh. And we’ll probably do OK on it. It wasn’t much of a bomb, power-wise. We didn’t get much scatter, you know? I figure from what this looks like, plus what we got on the tape, that we’re talking no more than five, six ounces of high explosives, probably military.”

Marlene said, “What do you mean, ‘what we got on the tape’?”

“Oh, just Terry’s description of what he saw when he opened the pot. It was empty, he said, except for a brick. They all thought it was a dud, a hoax. Brick was probably hollowed-out, the dumb bastards.”

“I thought you X-rayed the bombs you get in here. Wouldn’t they have seen the hollowed-out part in the films?”

Marino shook his head. “Some bricks don’t X-ray worth a damn. Bricks have a lot of lead in them, and radioactives. You know that just living in a brick house could give you cancer? It’s a fact.”

Karp pointed to a group of men pouring sand through wire-mesh screens. “What are those guys doing?”

“Oh, they’re looking to see if anything’s embedded in the sandbags. We take apart and sift through the ones that got punctured by the debris.”

“Pretty thorough,” said Karp.

“Yeah,” Marino said bitterly. “I wish they’d been that thorough yesterday.”

Marlene put her hand on Marino’s arm. “Frank, we got to talk.”

Marino looked at the hand sideways. “So talk.”

“No, privately. It’s important.”

Marino smiled. “Come on, Marlene, I’m married, four kids.”

“Damn, Marlene, I can’t take you anywhere,” Karp said.

Marlene stuck out her tongue at both of them and flounced away to the ladder. As if by a signal, every man in the pit stopped work for several seconds to look up her dress, then returned to their grim dredging.

In Marino’s small office, Butch and Marlene sat in hard chairs while Marino poured three black coffees from a thermos into china mugs.

“Mmm, this is Medaglia D’Oro,” Marlene sighed.

Marino grinned at her. “Close,” he said. “I got an uncle runs a gourmet place, he sends me these beans. They cost about as much as cocaine. I got one of those little espresso pots, works pretty good.” The three of them sipped their coffee in silence. Karp thought the coffee tasted like medicine and wished he had a quart of milk and a bag of Oreos. His mug had fake Chinese characters printed on it, which when closely examined turned out to say, “Fuck you very much.” He pretended to sip from it and waited for Marlene to make her play.

At length Marino spoke. “So? What’d you want to talk about?”

Marlene leaned forward. “OK, Frank, this is strictly off the record, so no bullshit, all right? We just got started on this thing, and already we’re getting weird vibes. We don’t know if the brass is covering their ass or what. So we have to know: is there something to cover up? Or are we imagining things?”

The detective drank some more coffee and fumbled in the pockets of his coverall. He extracted a crumpled pack of Winstons and lit one with a steel Zippo. “Off the record for real?” he asked through blue smoke.

Marlene gave him her flashlight grin. “C’mon, Frank, would I lie to you except to advance my career? Is something going on?”

“OK, here it is. Yesterday was a zoo around here after the blast. Around ten last night I noticed that Hanlon showed up, along with some of his people from downtown. OK, not unusual, a cop gets aced, the chief inspector shows up to view the ashes, et cetera. But I see his people asking questions of the guys around here. They got Jim Hammer in the office there, and they’re doing a regular grill job.”

“Who’s Hammer?’ Karp asked.

“Doheny’s driver. He was at Grand Central. Anyway, I start getting a little pissed at this and I go to Hanlon. I get him alone and I ask him, you know, what the fuck is going on? He says the investigation has attracted interest at the highest level, and he will be personally involved and all that bullshit. Which is fine with me. Then he asks, was Doheny drunk?

“OK, I say, Jack Doheny has been known to take a drink, and he was at this big retirement racket the night before, so maybe there was a little hair of the dog that morning, but nobody who knew him for five minutes would believe that he was ever drunk on the job.

“So Hanlon says we have evidence that suggests that he might have been drunk and screwed up the deactivation, and that’s why Terry got killed. I couldn’t fucking believe it! Jack’s in the hospital with a fractured skull and busted ribs, and this guy is trying to get him to carry the can for it. What could I say? He’s a chief and I’m a captain, right? I always thought he was a pretty good guy—”

Karp broke in. “But Doheny did screw up, in a way. I mean, you said it was a dumb move, buying that the bomb was a hoax.”

Marino glowered at him. “Fuck yeah, I said it! But I’m saying it after. I know it was a real bomb. All right, maybe they didn’t exactly follow procedures. They should have waited longer. But I could have made the same mistake, anybody could. That’s no reason for Hanlon talking like he was going to bring charges.

“Look, I’ll be honest with you. Terry’s dead, and Jack and Luke are probably off the job permanent on three-quarters. The important thing is getting the guys that did this. I mean, they did it once, they could do it again. So what I can’t figure is where Hanlon gets off being a hardass about Jack.”

“Yeah, that’s the question,” Marlene said.

“It doesn’t make sense,” Karp added. “You would think the brass would be doing the opposite. If the explosion was due to incompetence by cops, they would be covering it up, not selling it.”

“Unless they’re covering up something worse,” Marlene said quietly.

Karp shook himself and stood up. “Or unless this is our imagination. Look, Frank, when you start getting a picture of what happened here, I’d appreciate it if you let Marlene or me know first. And be extra careful with any physical evidence. Just call one of us and we’ll send somebody over to get it.”

Marino gave a short, sharp laugh. “Great. That’s just what Hanlon said.”

“Oh, yeah? You might tell Chief Inspector Hanlon to call his boss about that. Or maybe I will.”

Marlene stood up, too, and she and Karp made to leave. At the door she turned and said, “Thanks for the help. And Frank, for sure now, it wasn’t a fuck-up, was it?”

Marino regarded her bleakly. “Marlene, whatever Jack Doheny did or didn’t do, some bastard wired that pot for one reason and one reason only—to kill whoever tried to take it apart. And it worked, the son of a bitch.”

Twenty minutes later, Brenner, Marlene, and Karp were eating lunch in a clam bar on City Island, an unlikely community more reminiscent of Nantucket than of the Bronx, of which it is a peninsula. Only a few minutes from Rodman Neck, City Island’s bars and seafood joints are usually populated with odd mixes of off-duty cops, Saturday boaters from the nearby marina, and local moms and kids in for a weekend treat. This clam bar showed the bill of fare in black stick-in letters on a white board supplied by Coca-Cola, and most of the customers were eating fried clams served in red plastic mesh baskets.

They talked for a while about the developing case, and when the waitress came over they each ordered a dozen cherrystones. Marlene and Brenner had bottles of Schaefer; Karp ordered a black-and-white malted.

“What’re you, nutso? Nobody has a malted with clams,” Marlene said indignantly.

“Yeah,” Brenner said, “it’s like pickles and milk. You get a bellyache.”

“Beer gives me a bellyache,” Karp said placidly. “You should have a malted, Champ. Or two, you’re still a rail.” It was true. Marlene had never regained the weight she had lost after her injury. Everything she ate—and she ate enormously—was turned to hot vapor by her torchlike metabolism, a biological freak for which ninety per cent of the women in New York would have committed any number of class-A felonies. Perversely, Karp had liked her better when she was curvy, and said so often, producing pouts or snarls, depending on her mood.

This time she ignored the remark and said, “Brenner, what do you think? Why is Hanlon acting like he wants to pin something on his own guys?”

Brenner looked sideways at Marlene. With his heavy-lidded eyes he appeared to be half asleep most of the time, but Marlene knew he didn’t miss much. “Somebody’s leaning on him. From the top.”

“Come on, Doug, Denton’s running this,” Karp said. “You saying somebody’s bucking Denton?”

“Don’t have to buck Denton. There’s channels and channels, my lad. There’s other superchiefs. There’s the politicals. The hell I know. But if something’s moving funny, there’s got to be a mover, no?”

“But Hanlon would have to be crazy to screw with Denton on this.”

“Why? What are you going to do? Go to Denton and say that Pete Hanlon isn’t cooperating? He is. Tell him you didn’t like the expression on his face? Give me a break. Besides, you do everything Bloom tells you?”

“He rests his case,” Marlene said after slurping her last clam. “And now gents, since this line of inquiry must await further developments, as we say in police work, I am off to the ladies’ for a whiz, after which I’d like to go to Jacobi to see if Doheny or D’Amato can talk yet. Then I think it would be a good idea for me to go back to Rodman and watch the boys poke through the ruins. How about you, Butch?”

“I guess I’ll hit the FBI after we drop you off. I got to make a phone call first.”

There was a pay phone under a canopy outside the restaurant. Karp bought a roll of quarters from the cashier and called V.T. Newbury in Great Barrington.

“V.T.? Butch. Have you got anything?”

“I made some calls, yeah. An interesting situation. Do you know anything about France?”

“Umm … they eat frogs and stinky cheese and the people talk funny.”

“You got it. I meant the way they handle things like this hijacking. Authority in France is incredibly centralized. Nobody makes a decision about something like this without an OK from the Minister of the Interior. But underneath there’s all kinds of rivalries. For a crime at an airport, you have the local prefectural cops, who everybody shits on; the gendarmerie, who are sort of a national police force; plus the police judiciaire, who investigate crimes and develop cases. Also, within the regular gendarmerie there’s a specialized anti-terrorist unit. Nobody gets along with anybody, so in the typically French way they also have this committee, CNSAC, in which all the various police groups are represented, plus the airport managers and the political types.”

“Great lecture, V.T. So what’s the bottom line? What’s happening now?”

“OK, I’m getting to the good part. According to Leland Wilkes, a second cousin at the Paris embassy, this group has been meeting continuously since they first learned the plane was heading for Paris. The hijackers are demanding the release of two Croats the French arrested in June. Apparently they aced the Yugoslav consul-general in Marseilles. Then they want the plane fueled and reprovisioned for a flight over Yugoslavia so they can drop leaflets. Then they want to land in Bulgaria. The Yugoslavs are going batshit. They’re demanding that the French arrest the Croats and return them to Yugoslavia.

“The committee seems to be deadlocked. The gendarmerie wants to storm the plane. The local cops and pols want the plane out of France, period. The thought of an airliner loaded with explosives winging around over Paris freaks them out. The Interior people, and we can assume the senior government people, don’t want to piss off the Yugos too badly. After all, they owe them one for letting the consul get wasted. Mostly they don’t want a bloodbath involving Americans. The bomb that blew up in New York seems to have impressed them that these assholes mean business.”

“What’s doing down at the airport?”

“Waiting is all, according to Leland. He’s been there, and tells me they’ve got the plane parked on a side runway. There’s a tanker and a flight crew van out there, and a friend of his in civil aviation says the crew in the van is suspiciously tough-looking and muscular for French airport workers.”

“Sounds like their SWAT team’s in place. Will they try something?”

“Hard to tell. The French have never stormed an aircraft, and they’ve got a shitty record in dealing with terrorists.”

“So what are our guys doing?”

“Ah, that’s really interesting. The Paris chargé, a guy by the name of Oscar Raiford, is getting very mixed signals from Washington. The FBI also has a guy on the spot, Jim Toomey, flew over this morning. Out of the New York office. You know him?”

“Never heard of him, but he must work for Pillman. What’s with the mixed signals?”

“Well, SOP in cases like this—hijack originating on U.S. soil, American flag carrier—is to pressure the holding nation for return of the hijackers to U.S. jurisdiction and also to resist concessions to hijackers. The drill is to talk, talk, talk, figuring time is on the side of the negotiators.

“OK, that’s the direction Raiford is getting from State, or was, through this morning. But Toomey was pushing in the opposite direction—give in, let them go, let the Bulgarians have them. Leland says Raiford seems confused, keeps cabling Washington for written orders. Also this guy Dettrick seems to be a big player, which is odd too.”

“Who’s Dettrick?”

“According to the cuz, a Deputy Public Information Officer at the embassy, but really the CIA station chief. Dettrick wants the plane stormed with no damn nonsense about saving lives.”

Karp whistled. “What does Leland think of all this?”

“Leland isn’t actually paid to think. He’s paid to speak good French and act snotty. But between cousins he vouchsafed to me that it’s a remarkable departure from normal policy-making. His view is that somebody would like these Croats either in Bulgaria or in the next world, but in any case not on trial in New York. And that’s about it, Butch.”

“Thanks, V.T. I hope it didn’t screw up your weekend.”

“Substantially. However, we WASPs are used to sexual deprivation. We had planned to perch on a settee and read aloud from The Wings of the Dove, thus whipping our etiolated libidos into white heat, but now—”

“Bye, V.T. Call me if you hear anything else.”
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