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CHAPTER
 1







Cassie, for Gods sake! What the hells the body doing out there already? I didnt call for the body. Were not set up yet.


Speaking through a megaphone from his perch on a raised boom, movie director Sam The Movie Man Goldfarbs voice echoed through the wooden maze of Lake Union Drydock like God himself speaking from the mount.


Cassie was Cassie Young, a punk-looking young woman who served as Goldfarbs right and left hands. She scurried toward the base of the directors boom as she raised a hand-held radio to her lips.


Because Im a homicide cop, my ears pricked up when I heard the word body. For the past two weeks Id been trailing around Seattle, dutifully mother-henning a Hollywood film crew. Officially, I was on special assignment for Mayor Dawsons office, acting as technical advisor to His Honors old Stanford roommate and buddy, Samuel Goldfarb. Unofficially, I was doing less than nothing and felt as useless as tits on a boar.


My short venture into the moviemaking business had certainly stripped away the glamour. As far as I can tell, movies are made by crowds of people who mill around endlessly without actually doing anything. I mean nothing happens. They take hours to set up for a scene that takes less than a minute to shoot, or else spend hours shooting a scene that amounts to two seconds of film footage. The whole process was absolutely stultifying. I hated it.


My initial spurt of body-fueled adrenaline disappeared quickly. After all, movies are totally make-believe. On a film set, nothing is really what it seems. I naturally assumed that this was more of the same. Leaning back against a workbench in the pipe shop, I shifted my weight to one foot as I attempted to ease the throbbing complaints of the recently reactivated bone spur on my other heel.


I had been whiling away the time by chatting with a garrulous old duffer named Woody Carroll. Woody was a retired Lake Union Drydock employee on tap that day to keep a watchful eye on the cast and crew of Death in Drydock. His job was to make sure we didnt do any damage to company property in the course of our Saturday shoot.


Woody told me that he had worked as a carpenter for Lake Union Drydock both before and after World War II. He had been there steadily from the time he got home from a Japanese POW camp in the Philippines until he retired in 1980. He was full of countless stories, and his tales had kept my mind off the bone spur for most of the day. Hiding out from a blazing sun, we had retreated into the gloomy shade of the pipe shop. Seattle was sweltering through an unusually hot, dry August. People who live in the Northwest arent accustomed to heat.


I dont know what to think of these young uns today, Woody Carroll drawled, picking up his train of thought and resuming our conversation as though nothing had happened. He had been complaining bitterly about the quality of some of the younger employees around the drydock. Theyd rather buy and sell stuff to put up their noses than do an honest days work. It just beats all.


Outside I could see Cassie Young returning her radio to her pocket. Now, shading her eyes with one hand, she called up to Goldfarb where he remained enthroned on the boom.


The shop says theyre still working on the body. It isnt ready yet.


Well, what the hell do you call that? Its right in the way of the next shot. Get it out of there, for Gods sake! What do you think I pay you for? And wheres Derricks stuntman? I need him. Now!


Goldfarb had pointed toward a spot in the water near where steep wooden steps led up the wingwall of the drydock. They had been using the boom to shoot a fight scene on the narrow steps with the navy minesweeper Pledge looming in the background. Two of the movies name-brand stars, Derrick Parker and Hannah Boyer, still clung to two-by-four handrails some twenty feet above the solid planking of the pier.


As the entire crew jumped in response to Goldfarbs barked commands, Cassie Young carefully picked her way across a snarled tangle of electrical cords toward the place Goldfarb had indicated.


I didnt much like Cassie. She was a scrawny, red-haired, postadolescent who went in big for the spiked, new-wave look. She wore a thick layer of white pancake makeup. Her eyelashes dripped with heavy, black mascara. She could easily have been mistaken for a refugee from a school for mimes. Looking at her made me grateful she wasnt my daughter, although she and Kelly were probably much the same age.


Cassie and I had crossed swords on numerous occasions during the course of my two-week stint of involuntary servitude on the set of Death in Drydock. I had a tough time taking her seriously. The feeling was mutual.


According to Captain Powell, my main assignment as technical advisor was to make sure Goldfarb didnt portray the Seattle Police Department as a bunch of stupid jerks. I had quickly learned, however, that trying to tell Sam Goldfarb anything he didnt want to hear was like talking to a brick wall. Every time he had his pretend cops doing something unbelievably stupid, I squawked bloody murder. For all the good it did me. Cassie Young didnt mince any words in letting me know that I was to keep those opinions to myself. I was a technical advisor all right. In name only.


For the past week, I had called Captain Powell every morning at eight oclock, begging him to let me off the hook and pull me from the assignment. No such luck. He kept telling me that the mayor wanted me on the set, and on the set Id stay.


Still mildly interested in whatever had plucked Goldfarbs nerves, I watched as Cassie reached the edge of the dock and knelt down to peer over the side. Her knees had barely touched the wood when she sprang back as though shed been burned. She covered her mouth with one hand, but still the muffled sound that escaped her lips was as bloodcurdling a scream as Id heard in years. The wrenching sound echoed back and forth through the otherwise eerily silent wooden buildings.


For days I had lurked in the background of the process, staying out of the way of cameras and equipment. Now, the sound of Cassies scream galvanized me to action. No matter what, Im first and foremost a cop. In emergencies, were trained to react. Its a conditioned response as natural as breathing. Without giving it a second thought, I started toward Cassie on a dead run, ignoring the quick stab of pain in my injured heel.


Quiet on the set, someone boomed through a megaphone, but Cassie kept on screaming, pointing hysterically toward the water. I reached her and grabbed her by the shoulders just as the megaphone boomed again. For Gods sake, somebody catch Hannah! Shes going to fall.


Cassie barfed then. I managed to swing her away from me just in time, then I held her by the waist while she heaved her guts out on the dock.


Between barfing and screaming, I prefer the latter.


At last Cassie straightened up and leaned heavily against me while her whole body quivered with terrible shudders. I held her, patting her gently on the back, soothing her as best I could, while I attempted to peer over her shoulder and see into the water, but we were too far from the edge of the dock. The angle was wrong.


What is it? I demanded finally, holding her at arms length. Whats down there?


Shaking her head from side to side, she seemed totally incapable of speech, but as soon as I took a step toward the edge of the dock, she came to life and fought me tooth and nail. Her ability to speak returned as well.


No, no! she protested, twisting her wrists to escape my grip. I cant look again. Please dont make me look again, please.


By then, one of the electricians was standing beside us. I handed Cassie off to him, then went to the edge of the pier to see for myself.


As soon as I did, I understood why Cassie Young had fought my attempt to drag her back.


A corpse floated there in the water, or rather, what was left of a corpse. Although Lake Union has no natural currents to speak of, heavy boat traffic on the lake creates a lot of water movement. This movement, mimicking current, had left the body with its legs straddling a wooden piling.


I could tell the corpse was that of a man, but I could make out little else. The bloated body floated low in the water. What was visible could hardly be called a face. His features were distorted and out of focus where skin slippage and feeding fish had done their ugly work. His hair, slicked down against his scalp, was dark and shiny, matted with oil from the lake.


Horror movies manufacture phony death masks all the time. Cassie Young was in the movie business. I found it surprising that she took it so hard, that she was so shocked and shaken, but of course horror-movie masks are done in the name of good clean fun. This wasnt fun or make-believe.


This was realall too real.


I turned around to assess the situation. It was as though everyone on the set was frozen in place. Nobody moved. Nobody said a word. On the top surface of the wingwall stood a cluster of men, grouped in a tight circle around what I assumed to be a stricken Hannah Boyer. I was grateful someone had managed to catch her and drag her to safety. If a twenty-foot fall doesnt kill you, it cripples you up real good.


The first person to move was Woody Carroll, who hurried toward me as fast as his seventy-year-old legs would carry him. He stopped beside me and looked into the water.


Call 911, I ordered. Have em send an ambulance for Hannah and a squad car for him. Without a word of protest, Woody nodded, turned, and hurried away toward a phone which was visible near the base of the wingwall.


Lake Union Drydock consists of some 500,000-odd square feet, all of it sitting over thirty-five feet of water. Walking or driving, you have to cross a city-owned moat to get there. The various shops and docks are thrown together in a crazy-quilt, hodgepodge pattern. The company has been in continuous existence and use since 1919. Buildings and docks have been added whenever and wherever the spirit moved, giving the whole place a haphazard, thrown-together appearance.


Looking now at the maze of buildings and docks, I wondered how emergency vehicles would ever manage to find us. We were clear out near the base of the largest drydock.


Woody picked up the receiver of the phone. No sooner had he spoken into it than a shrill whistle sounded, sending five short sharp blasts into the air. Woody put the phone down and hurried back to me.


Youd better go meet them and direct them here to us, I told him. Otherwise theyll never be able to find us.


Woody laughed. Those other guys I told you about are already on their way. Thats what the whistles for. Dont worry. Theyll find us.


Woody had informed me earlier that a skeleton safety crew was playing cards upstairs in an employee locker room. I hadnt thought wed need them. Now I was more than happy they were there.


Goldfarb, down from his overhead perch, stormed up behind me. Whats going on, Beaumont? he demanded. Weve got a movie to shoot. Were losing the light.


In the days I had been on the set I had found Goldfarb to be an altogether disagreeable little man who put his bad temper on a pedestal and called it Artistic License. I had watched over and over as the whole crew leaped to satisfy his slightest whim. But that was movie business. This was police business, my businessmaybe homicide.


The crew suddenly came unstuck. They edged forward, trying to catch sight of whatever was under the dock. I shooed the nearest ones away.


Get your people out of here, Mr. Goldfarb. Weve got emergency vehicles on the way. Even as I spoke, I heard the thin wail of an approaching siren.


Cops? Goldfarb screeched, his voice becoming shrill. You mean somebodys called the cops?


Thats exactly what I mean, Mr. Goldfarb, I returned.


Goldfarb wasnt my boss, and I had developed a certain immunity to the directors ravings. He was a chronic complainer, always bitching and moaning, always at the top of his lungs.


You cant do that, Detective Beaumont, he roared back. You cant bring cops in here and order me to clear out my people.


Watch me, I said. I turned to Woody. Do it.


He did, quickly and effectively, leaving Sam The Movie Man Goldfarb hopping from foot to foot in total frustration.


Cassie, cant you stop this? he wailed. From bellowing one minute, Goldfarb was reduced to whining the next. Robert Dawsons going to hear about this, he continued to me. Ill see you fired before the days over.


Hizzoner can stick it in his ear, I thought. I said, Be my guest. You do that.


Seattles Medic One has some of the best response times in the country. An aid car was the first emergency vehicle to appear on the scene. It rattled noisily over the wooden planks and jerked to a stop. I hurried to meet it and directed the medics to the stairs. The womans up there, I said, pointing. On the wingwall.


Great, the driver replied, shading his eyes and evaluating the perpendicular wall with its steep wooden staircase. Whats wrong with her?


Fainted probably.


He drove the aid car as close as he could to the bottom of the steps. He and his partner leaped from their vehicle just as a Seattle P.D. squad car pulled up on the dock behind me. Two uniformed officers got out, a man and a woman.


The man was a guy named Phil Baxter. I had seen him around the department before, although I had to check his name tag before I could remember his name. The woman was a young black with the name Jackson pinned to the breast pocket of her blue uniform. She was new to me.


Whats going on here? Baxter demanded of no one in particular. Whos in charge?


Looks like he is, Goldfarb said disgustedly, pointing at me.


I answered with no further prompting. A body, I told Phil. Over there. In the water.


Baxter walked to the edge of the dock and looked down. Sheer force of habit made me follow. It was still there, slapping against the wooden piling as the wake of a landing float plane rippled across the lake.


As the body rose and fell, a large decorative brass belt buckle glinted briefly in the sun, just under the waters surface. There was a design on it of some kind, and some printing as well. I squinted my best middle-aged squint. Try as I might I couldnt make out the letters.


Can you read what it says on that buckle? I asked Baxter.


He too squinted. Not from here, he answered.


I hadnt noticed, but his partner, Officer Jackson, had followed us. It says Ironworker, she remarked quietly.


I glanced back at her in some surprise. She was several feet farther away than I was, and she was able to read it when neither Baxter nor I could. My visions twenty-ten, she explained with a smile that made me feel ancient.


For the first time Officer Baxter looked me full in the face. Why, excuse me, Detective Beaumont. I didnt recognize you. Howd homicide get here so fast? I was just getting ready to call you guys.


Go ahead and call, I told him. Im not here representing homicide.


Youre not?


I didnt want to go into all the gory details of why I was there. Trust me on this one, I said. Call Harbor Patrol and have them send somebody out.


Baxter turned to his partner. Do that, would you, Merrilee?


With a nod, Officer Jackson headed back toward the patrol car.


I felt a tap on my shoulder. When I turned, there was Derrick Parker. Hey, Beau. Whats going on? he asked tentatively. Hannah really got an eyeful. She fainted dead away.


How is she?


Hyperventilating. She was coming around, but she had a relapse as soon as the medics showed up. Hannahs got the hots for guys in uniform.


Derrick Parker wasnt the least bit fond of his female costar. He and I had chummed around together some while he had been in Seattle. We shared similar tastes, although his ran to Glenlivet rather than MacNaughtons. He seemed to enjoy slumming in some of my favorite watering holes. The waitresses at the Doghouse still hadnt tumbled to the fact that he was a genuine celebrity. Parker said he wanted to keep it that way.


Who was he? Parker asked, nodding toward the water.


The dead man? I shrugged. Thats up to the medical examiner and the detectives on the case.


But youre a detective, arent you? Parker objected.


This isnt my case. Im doing a movie, remember?


Officer Jackson came back to where we were standing. She gave Derrick Parker a small, tentative smile. Im sure she recognized him, but when she spoke, Merrilee Jackson was strictly business. Theyre all on their way.


All? I asked.


Someones coming from the medical examiners office. So are two detectives. Davis and Kramer.


It wasnt exactly by the book, but Officer Jackson had taken a little initiative, and calling everybody at once would probably save time.


I nodded. Good, I said. By the way, we havent been introduced. Im Detective J. P. Beaumont, and this is Derrick Parker.


She held out her hand. Merrilee Jackson, she said, shaking my hand, but flashing Parker a wide grin. Im glad to meet you.


Merrilee Jackson didnt comment aloud on Derrick Parkers star status, and neither did Baxter. They had other things to worry about. A crowd of movie crew members was edging closer. Wed better get these people moved back out of the way, Baxter said. The M. E.s van will need to pull up close to the water.


They had barely turned their attention to crowd control when another car with lights flashing and siren blaring pulled onto the dock. Detective Manny Davis got out on the riders side and strode over to me while Detective Paul Kramer stopped to talk with Officers Jackson and Baxter.


Hows it going, Beau? Manny asked with a chuckle. How soon are we going to see your name in lights?


Cut the comedy, Manny.


But I heard you were enjoying the movie business.


I glowered at him.


Okay, okay, he said. No big. What have we got, fish bait?


Thats right. A floater.


Manny sauntered over to the edge of the dock and looked into the water. Hes been in the water awhile, Manny observed. As if to confirm his words, the wind shifted just then and the pungent odor of putrid flesh wafted over us like an ill-smelling cloud. Fortunately, Goldfarb had led Cassie away by then. Had she been within range, Im sure she would have barfed again.


One whiff and Derrick Parkers engaging smile vanished completely.


Jesus, he said with a grimace. Thats awful. He started to back away, but Manny stopped him.


Hey, wait a minute. Arent you Manny paused, searching for the name, then broke off, embarrassed.


Derrick Parker? Parker finished for him. He sighed. Yes, thats me, he said, and held out his hand.


Manny shook it wonderingly. You know, my wifes crazy about you, your pictures, I mean, he said. She was pissed as hell that Beau got this assignment and I didnt. Manny groped in his pocket for the small notebook he carried there. He found it at last and tore out a page which he handed to Derrick. Could I have your autograph? For my wife, I mean. Shed be thrilled.


Obligingly, Derrick took the paper. Using the back of Mannys notebook as a writing surface, he scrawled his name. He was just giving the autographed sheet of paper back to Manny when Paul Kramer showed up.


Manny Davis has been around the department for years. The last time I had worked with him had been several years earlier on a bum-bashing case. Paul Kramer was the new kid on the block, and I use the word kid advisedly. He was thirty years old and had just moved up to homicide from robbery. His rise to detective had been meteoric, but word was out around the squad that working with Kramer was a royal pain in the ass.


Kramer arrived just in time to see Manny taking the piece of paper from Derrick and stuffing it in his pocket. He looked from Derrick to Manny and back again.


Witness? Kramer asked.


Manny glanced in my direction then shook his head. Its nothing, he said. I was just lining Beau and his friend here up for a friendly game of golf.


Partnerships, like some marriages, arent always made in heaven. Manny and Kramers working relationship was evidently an uneasy one.


I understood the situation. So did Derrick. We both had sense enough to keep our mouths shut.











CHAPTER
 2







Crime-scene investigation is an exact science, complicated by the countervailing demands of accepted protocol and a need for swift, definitive action. What may seem absolutely straightforward in an artificial laboratory situation or in a case study at the police academy becomes less clear-cut in the real world. At crime scenes, hard-and-fast rules of evidentiary procedure often fall victim to jurisdictional disputes and personality conflicts. After all, cops are people too.


In this particular instance, the infighting started immediately after the arrival of an investigator from the Medical Examiners office. Her name was Audrey Cummings, and she turned up almost on the heels of Detectives Kramer and Davis. As soon as Paul Kramer noticed her, he took offense and attacked.


Who called you in? he demanded. The question and the way he asked it were both only one step under rude.


Officer Merrilee Jackson had followed Kramer down the dock. Now she stepped forward, ready to accept full responsibility. I did, Detective Kramer. It seemed like a good idea.


That decision is supposed to be left up to the detectives, Kramer snapped, irritation sharp in his tone.


Sorry, she answered.


Dont worry about it, Manny put in quickly to Officer Jackson. You were right. We do need her, and its a good thing shes here. Itll save time. He turned to Kramer. Dont get your bowels in an uproar, Paul, he said.


The admonition came too late. Detective Kramer is one of those intense, territorial individuals who cant stand having other people set foot on his private turf. As far as Im concerned, hes in the wrong business. Murders seldom come posted with No Trespassing signs. In fact, at that very moment, Seattles media clan, alerted by the sudden surge of mid-afternoon activity, was beginning to gather in a disorderly knot just outside Kramers line of vision. Woody Carroll was doing his best to keep them herded together behind a blockade of police vehicles.


The lady from the medical examiners office, a mid-fifties dame who had been around more than the barn, remained cool and collected in the face of all the wrangling. Audrey Cummings studied disinterest made it clear that professional squabbles were old hat to her.


Waiting until the fireworks died down, she finally tapped one foot impatiently. Well, do I get a look or not? she asked.


Manny grinned and made a low bow, stepping aside with a gallant sweep of his arm. Please be our guest, milady, he declared.


Smiling at Mannys courtly gesture, Audrey Cummings marched past us in a suitably regal manner. In the world of homicide, where death and disaster are daily companions, we tend to take our laughs wherever we can find them.


Audrey good-naturedly joined in Mannys joke, but only up to a point. The fun ended the moment she reached the edge of the dock. There she knelt down on one knee and took a long, careful look at the body in the water below her. At last she stood up and walked back to where we waited.


Ill have to have one of the assistant medical examiners come take a look at this, she said. I think Mike Wilson is on call.


Any obvious wounds? I asked, as she started to walk away.


She shrugged. Possible homicidal violence.


The words homicidal violence constitute a catchall phrase that can mean anything or nothing.


Paul Kramer frowned, jerking his head in my direction. Wait just a damn minute here. How come hes asking questions, Manny? I thought this was our case.


Manny made little effort to conceal his growing annoyance. Professional courtesy, he answered curtly. Beau was here when they found the body.


Oh, Kramer replied. He didnt sound convinced.


I tried my best to give Detective Kramer the benefit of the doubt. After all, being a novice on the fifth floor of Seattles Public Safety Building isnt any bed of roses. I thought maybe having a seasoned homicide veteran like me peering over his shoulder was making him nervous. Whatever was bugging him, Paul Kramer was creating a bad first impression as far as I was concerned.


Not wanting to escalate the situation further, I changed the subject. Thats one good thing about being called out on a Saturday, I said jokingly. At least you wont be stuck with Doc Baker.


Manny snorted. You got that right, Beaumont. Compared to Baker, Mike Wilsons a piece of cake.


On several different occasions in the past it had been my personal misfortune to summon Dr. Howard Baker, King Countys chief medical examiner, away from a social engagement of one kind or another. Irascible under the best of circumstances, Baker could be a real pisser late at night or on weekends. Around homicide, a place where consensus on anything is virtually impossible, there seemed to be almost total agreement that Mike Wilson, Bakers newly appointed assistant, was a big improvement.


Wilson had a pleasant, easygoing way about him that was a breath of fresh air compared to his hard-assed boss. A recent transplant to Seattle, Wilson was an energetic man in his mid-thirties. Rumor has it that one of his undergraduate degrees is in philosophy, although thats probably something he wouldnt want advertised around in the law-enforcement community.


Mike Wilson arrived at Lake Union Drydock a few minutes later, still dressed in casual tennis togs. He went straight to Audrey Cummings. The two of them conferred briefly before going over to view the body, squatting together side by side on the edge of the dock. How long do you think hes been in the water? I heard Wilson ask.


Audrey cocked her head to one side as if giving the matter serious consideration. A week, maybe?


Wilson glanced up at the metallic blue sky above us and nodded in agreement. Pretty good guess. Maybe longer than that, but in this kind of heat, a week is probably right on the money. Thats about how long it would take for him to float to the surface.


Getting up, Wilson helped Audrey to her feet then ambled back to where the bunch of us still stood in a quiet circleManny Davis and Paul Kramer, Officers Baxter and Jackson, Derrick Parker and I. Mike glanced around the group, trying to figure who was in charge.


Well need a boat, he said finally to the whole group in general. A boat and a body basket. Has anyone called Harbor Patrol?


Theyre supposedly on the way, Manny told him. He turned to Officer Jackson. See whats holding them up, will you? Merrilee Jackson nodded and left, slipping quickly through the assembled group of reporters, a few of whom had, despite Woody Carrolls best efforts, managed to work their way inside the perimeter of vehicles.


Meanwhile, Derrick Parker slipped away from us long enough to edge his way to the side of the dock and steal a curious glance at the body. He turned away, groaning. I think Ill go check on Hannah and Cassie, he said, hurrying off without another word to anybody.


Manny watched him go. Some hero, huh? he said, shaking his head. But my wife thinks hes the greatest thing since sliced bread.


Come on, Manny, Kramer said shortly. Quit stalling. Lets get this place cordoned off for a crime-scene search.


I couldnt believe what I was hearing. Crime scene? When a floater has been in the water as long as that one had, theres no way it would come to the surface the same place it went down. Not even someone as new to homicide as Kramer could be that stupid. It was a grandstand play, pure and simple, but I was in no position to call him on it. Mike Wilson did.


Are you sure you want to bother, Detective Kramer? It looks to me as though the bodys at least a week old. My guess is he died somewhere else and got carried here by the water. Not only that, we have no way of knowing whether or not its homicide.


But you cant say for sure one way or the other, can you? Kramer insisted.


Wilson shrugged. No, he agreed mildly. I suppose not, but even if he went in the water on this very spot, look around. Theres been a whole lot of activity on this dock. How can you expect to find any useful physical evidence in a place like this after that long a time?


What Wilson was saying should have been clear to the most casual observer. Lake Union Drydock, already working overtime to get a series of naval minesweepers back in working order for duty in the Persian Gulf, was one busy place even before you factored in Goldfarbs moviemaking army. In fact, the naval repair contract schedule was so overloaded, they had been forced to cut back our on-site shooting from two weekends to one. During the previous week when I had stopped by the drydock with the location manager, the place where we were now standing had been a beehive of activity cloaked in a cloud of sandblasting dust.


Wilson was right, of course. No physical evidence could possibly have survived a week in that kind of turmoil, but Detective Paul Kramer wasnt buying any of it, and he was the one calling the shots.


Were still going to look, he said shortly. He motioned to Officer Baxter. Go get some tape, he ordered.


Baxter left, reluctantly, with Kramer right behind him.


I turned to Manny. Thats one arrogant asshole, I told him. What Mike said made all kinds of sense.


Manny gave a long-suffering sigh. Just because something makes sense to the rest of the world doesnt mean it will to Paul Kramer. He marches to a different drummer.


But Goldfarb and his crew are going to need to go back to work here. Theyve only got today and tomorrow to finish filming this sequence.


Manny shrugged. Youre welcome to try to talk some sense into him, Beau, but dont hold your breath. Once Kramer gets a wild hair up his butt, you cant change his mind for nothing.


I started after Detective Kramer. Sam Goldfarb and Cassie Young intercepted me before I could catch up.


Whats happening? Goldfarb wanted to know. When are they going to clear out of here so we can get back to work?


Im checking on that right now, I told them.


Kramer was removing a roll of Day-Glo crime-scene tape from the trunk of his unmarked patrol car when I caught up to him. He handed the tape to Baxter. You and that partner of yours start roping off the area, Kramer directed. He pointed toward the minesweeper towering in the drydock. Start from that boat over there and go all the way to the end of the dock.


Come on, Kramer, I said. Isnt this a little premature? Why rope off half of Lake Union when you still dont know whether or not youve got a homicide? You know as well as I do that youre not going to find anything. Thereve been dozens of people all over that dock today. Thereve been dozens of people on it all week long, and nobody saw anything.


I was stepping on toes, but Kramer needed to be taken down a notch.


Its my case, Beaumont, and as far as Im concerned, this is a crime scene, he insisted stubbornly. If I say we do a search, we do a search. He slammed the trunk lid closed for emphasis.


Are you aware theyre trying to shoot a movie here this afternoon?


What of it? he asked. Im a police officer.


So am I, Detective Kramer. Like it or not, my current assignment is to help these folks get their movie finished.


He stared at me, his long look critical and appraising before he finally replied. And my assignment is to find out how this dead bastard in the water got that way. Thats just what Im going to do. Get off my back, Beaumont. Im not in the habit of taking advice from playboy cops.


With that, he stalked away. I stood there in a fury after he left, with explosions of light blurring my vision and blood pounding in my temples.


Playboy cop my ass! I was aware that there had been some idle comment around the department about my change in lifestyle. The red Porsche 928 and my penthouse condo in Belltown Terrace had been the subject of mostly congenial ribbing, especially on the fifth floor where some of the guys regularly asked me if I was still on the take. There may have been more serious gritching going on behind my back, but Kramer was the first one ever to tackle me about it head-on.


I wanted to wring his neck. Unfortunately, Kramer is built like a Marine, with a thick neck that goes straight from his chin to his broad shoulders with barely an indentation. Ripped as I was, though, I think I could have handled him.


Officer Jackson got out of the patrol car and came over to me while I was still fuming. Ive called Harbor Patrol, she said. They say itll be awhile. Theres been an accident in the locks.


My legs still quivered as misdirected adrenaline burned off through my system. I had to really concentrate before Merrilee Jacksons spoken words penetrated the fog of anger and made any sense.


The Hiram Chittenden Locks form a narrow bottleneck between Lake Union and Shilshole Bay. The lake is freshwater and the bay is salt, a part of Puget Sound. The locks raise and lower boats to allow access between the two bodies of water. On sunny summer days, mobs of amateur water-jockeys and serious drinkers simultaneously attempt to maneuver their boats through the locks. It can be tricky under the best of circumstances, because currents in the locks behave far more like those in rivers than they do those in lakes. Which is how Seattle ends up with weekend watercraft traffic jams that can rival any freeway.


If that was what this was, we could be in for a long wait. Great, I muttered. Thats just great.


As Officer Jackson headed toward the dock once more, Cassie Young came up to me in a blind panic. Whys that guy fastening tape to our boom? she asked. Whats going on?


Weve got a hotshot detective here who thinks the sun rises and sets in his ass.


Whats that supposed to mean? Cassie demanded.


That he needs to be taken down a peg or two. I left her standing there fuming and went looking for Woody Carroll. I found him in the midst of the bunch of milling reporters.


Wheres the nearest phone? I asked.


That one I used, down on the wingwall. He pointed, but that phone was already well inside Paul Kramers barricade of Day-Glo tape.


That one wont work. Are they any others?


Woody shrugged. Go on into the administration building. The girl in there will let you use one.


As I walked toward the office I remembered Ralph Ames, my attorney in Arizona, complaining that what I really needed was a car telephone in the 928. Ames is a gadget nut, especially when it comes to telephones. For the first time, I thought maybe he might be right about a car phone.


The girl in the Lake Union Drydock office was probably pushing sixty-five. Its not long distance, is it? she asked in response to my request for a phone.


I shook my head and she pointed me toward a conference room where a high-tech pushbutton phone sat on a battered wooden desk. I went so far as to pick up the receiver and punch the first three digits of Sergeant Watkins home phone number. Then, stopping in mid-dial, I stood there holding the phone.


The socialization of little boys includes very strong interdictions against carrying tales. My first lesson came when I was five. Ive never forgotten it. My mothers alteration shop in Ballard was next door to a bakery owned by a friendly old man. One afternoon I overheard several older boys bragging about how a whole group of them would go into the store at once. One or two would occupy the bakers attention while others smuggled doughnuts out from under his nose.


Offended by their blatant dishonesty, I told my mother who in turn told the baker. He caught them in the act the very next day. Two days later, the older kids waylaid me in the alley behind the shops. I dont know how they found out, but they accused me of being a tattletale and a sissy. They dumped me out of my Radio Flyer wagon and proceeded to beat the holy crap out of me. When it was over, my shirt was so badly torn it had to be thrown away before my mother saw it. I cleaned myself up as best I could, and when my mother asked what happened, I told her I tipped over in the wagon.


But I had learned my lesson. Permanently. And some forty years later, that lesson was still there, its taste as strong and bitter in my mouth as the dirt and blood from that long-ago alley.


I put down the phone without ever finishing dialing Wattys number. Id take care of Paul Kramer myself, one way or the other.


Nobody home? the receptionist asked as I came back past her desk.


I shook my head. Nope. Ill try again later, I said.


The aid car was just leaving as I walked back outside. I waved them down. The ladys all right? I asked.


The driver nodded. Like you said, she just fainted. No big deal.


His partner leaned forward and grinned. Yeah, well be happy to come back and administer first aid to her anytime.


Maybe Derrick Parker didnt like her much, but Hannah Boyer was obviously a hit with Seattles Medic One.


By the time I collared Manny, my temper was fairly well back under control. If that asshole Kramer wants a search, lets give him one, but lets get it over with now while we wait for Harbor Patrol to show up.


So for the next forty-five minutes, while we waited the arrival of the police boat, we diligently combed every inch of the area Kramer had cordoned off. It didnt take long, and it wasnt tough, either. The creosoted wooden planks yielded nothing useful. The whole dock was clean as a whistle. By the time Harbor Patrol got there, even Kramer was ready to admit defeat.


Harbor Patrol Three arrived along with two Seattle P.D. old-timers, Jim Harrison and Ken Lee, both of whom are contemporaries of mine. They brought their thirty-eight-foot Modu-Tech alongside the dock and gently eased in close enough to reach the corpse with a body hook.


That particular piece of police equipment is very much like a ten-foot-long question mark. The long handle has foam floats to help keep it on the surface of the water. Despite its name, the implement is neither pointed nor sharp. The curve at the end, formed by one continuous U-shaped piece of tubing, is about the size of a basketball hoop.


Harrison gently maneuvered the metal half-circle around the midsection of the corpse and pulled it toward the boat while Ken Lee untied the body basket from where it was stowed on top of the cabin. The basket, a man-sized frame of galvanized tubing lined with small-mesh chicken wire, was dropped into the water and positioned under the corpse. Once the body was tied in place, they hefted it into the boat.


All this was done with absolutely no discussion. Lee and Harrison worked together quickly and efficiently, the way good partners are supposed to.


Only when they were finished and had covered the body with a disposable paper blanket did Harrison look up. Sorry it took so long for us to get here, Manny, he said. We were stuck in the locks. Do you want him here on the dock, or should we take him back to Harbor Station?


Kramer answered before Manny had a chance. Here, he said.


Thats when I hit the end of my rope and bounced into the fray. Wait a minute, I said, turning to Wilson. Is it going to make any difference to you if you look at him here or there?


None whatsoever, Wilson replied. Either place is fine with me, although I think the dock over at Harbor Station is a little easier to work from.


Then how about doing it there? I suggested. That way these people can get back to work.


Kramer started to object, but for a change Manny beat him to the punch and backed me up. Good deal, he said to Harrison. Take him down to Harbor Station and off-load him onto your dock. Well meet you there in a couple of minutes.


Okay. Harrison nodded. Youre the boss.


Kramers face turned beet-red. With a little help from his friends, J. P. Beaumont had won that round fair and square. I motioned for Officer Jackson. Do you see those two people standing there with Derrick Parker? Derrick was standing in a tight little threesome with Sam Goldfarb and Cassie Young.


Officer Jackson looked where I pointed and nodded. I see them, she said.


Go tell them to start getting their people lined up. Now that the bodys leaving, well be able to get back to work.


Merrilee Jackson flashed me a smile. Ill be more than happy to do that, she said.


Jim Harrison finished securing the body to the deck and straightened up. Catching sight of me, he gave me a half-assed salute. Naturally, he was wearing surgical gloves.


In the good old days at homicide, we wore gloves only when dealing with bloated and decaying flesh, bodies like this one. We wear them more often now. Theyre considered essential equipment, right along with our badges and our guns.


I wondered suddenly if the good old days really had been that good, or if I was just an antique.


The real answer was probably a little of both.
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