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CHAPTER 1

MONDAY, APRIL 6, 1998

7:25 A.M.

THE SINS OF EDDIE DUNNE’S PAST returned on a cold morning in April, more than four years after he’d turned his life around. The fifty-four-year-old ex-boxer and former cop was walking his granddaughter to school when he spotted a black BMW moving slowly behind them. Every few yards, it swung in behind parked cars and waited while Eddie and Grace strolled a few steps farther down the steep incline of Roberts Avenue. But the driver was far too anxious, twice creeping to within a block of them. Close enough for Eddie to hear the engine tick. Eddie Dunne knew an amateur tail job when he saw one.

“Knock, knock,” Grace said. His granddaughter was in the middle of her favorite joke, a long, strung-out knock-knock joke. The longer she could string it out, the funnier it became. Everything is hilarious to a six-year-old.

“Who’s there?” Eddie said.

“Banana,” she said.

Eddie stared straight ahead, following the car’s reflection in store windows. The BMW wasn’t a total surprise. Lately, he’d spotted other strange cars skulking through the shadows of his neighborhood. It could be anybody in that car, he thought: jilted lovers, vengeful bartenders, screwed bookmakers, Russian thugs, or cops. It didn’t matter. They’d all be looking for someone he used to be.

“Granpop,” Grace yelled, her eyes teary with laughter. “I said ‘Banana.’ ”

“Banana who?”

“Knock, knock.”

“Who’s there?”

“Banana,” she said for the fifth time in a row.

Eddie turned up North Broadway toward Christ the King elementary school, climbing another Yonkers hill in a city of hills, where nothing was on the level. He held on tight to Grace’s hand. He knew that by the end of this joke she’d be laughing so hard, he’d have to hold her or she’d fall to the ground.

“Banana who?” he said.

“Knock, knock,” she said, trailing off in a fit of giggling.

All his instincts told him a cop, someone new to the art of tailing, was driving the BMW. Eddie knew how cops worked. Before the bottom fell out of his life, he’d spent eighteen years in some of the best detective squads in the NYPD. After that came a blur of alcohol-drenched years as courier, chauffeur, and bodyguard for a Russian businessman, whom the FBI considered a crime lord. Lately, he’d heard rumors that the Justice Department had declared war on the Russian mob. The odds said this was about the Russians.

Grace squeezed his hand, prompting him to say his line.

“Who’s there?” he said.

“Banana,” she said as they cut across the wet grass of the school yard.

He hoped it wasn’t the FBI. Feds were the worst. They started working you on the word of a paid informant, some skell who’d been selling them a line of shit about you just to stay on the government gravy train. The agents then fed the story to their supervisor, some guy from Horseshit, Nebraska, who thought he was sitting on the next French Connection. They’d wind up spending too many man-hours on you, and they’d get nervous. They needed to show results. Feds only knew one result: your name on an indictment. And they always found something. The trick was to stop them before they got their claws into you. No matter who was driving the BMW, he had to put an immediate kibosh on their grand plan.

“Say your part, Granpop,” Grace said as she skipped up the steps to the school’s blacktopped playground. Eddie took one last glance back. The car hadn’t followed them onto North Broadway, but he knew it wasn’t gone.

“Okay, here we are, babe,” he said. “All your pals are waiting for you.”

“First say, ‘Banana who?’ ”

“Banana who?”

“Knock, knock,” she said, now laughing so hard, her nose began to run.

“Who’s there?” he said.

“Orange.”

“Orange who?” he said, knowing the punch line had finally arrived.

“Orange you glad I didn’t say banana?” she said, bending over and laughing so hard, she went limp and her backpack slipped down her shoulders. She let it fall to the ground, because that seemed to make the joke funnier than it had been yesterday or the day before. Eddie picked up the heavy backpack.

“I laughed my backpack off, Granpop,” she said.

“What have you got in here, a case of beer?” he said, but it was a mistake, because that ignited the laughing again. Eddie didn’t understand why this little girl thought he was so funny, or why she loved him so unconditionally. God knows, he didn’t deserve it. He knelt down, took a tissue from his pocket, and attacked her runny nose. He’d learned he should always carry a pack of tissues. His face inches from hers, Eddie saw himself in those liquid blue eyes.

“Mommy says I gave my cold to her,” Grace said.

“No, you didn’t. Your mom works in a hospital. She catches all her colds there.”

“Will you take her to the doctor today?”

“Are you kidding?” he said, thinking that Grace’s mom, his stubborn daughter, Kate, like every nurse he’d ever known, thought she could diagnose and treat herself better than any doctor. “She’ll get some sleep and be better by the time you get home.”

Grace kissed him, then ran to join a cluster of girls in burgundy jumpers. The school uniform had changed since the years when Kate attended. Twenty-five years ago, the girls wore dark green tartan, a color that accentuated the striking red hair of his tall, rawboned daughter. Twenty-five years ago, Sister Mary Elizabeth would clang a handbell and Kate and her friends would freeze on the spot, the class clowns twisting into exaggerated poses. On the second bell, they’d line up with their respective classes, two by two. On the third, they’d march to their rooms. All this was accomplished in thirty seconds, in total silence.

Silence had fallen out of style long before the tartan jumpers. These days, the noise level actually rose after the final bell. Eddie waited until his granddaughter and the rest of the first grade meandered into the building; then he turned, planted his foot on the handrail, and tightened the laces on his running shoes. He couldn’t see the black BMW. Either it was hidden by the bushes to the south of the school or waiting back on Roberts Avenue.

Eddie leaned against the fence, stretching his hamstrings, taking the extra few seconds to look for heads in the cars parked along the street, making sure there wasn’t a backup. The wind off the Hudson carried a hint of a late-season snow, and all he’d worn was a light sweatshirt and a pair of nylon running pants. Normally, he’d start his morning run now, but he needed to get this over with. He needed to confront his trackers, blow whatever fantasy they were concocting.

If the trackers had done their homework, they’d expect to see him running back down the hill. They’d figure he’d stay on North Broadway, straight ahead for three miles north, then come back to Roberts Avenue. Six miles in under fifty minutes. But that wasn’t going to happen today. He blew warm breath into his fist, then reached around, pretending to scratch the small of his back. His knuckles brushed the Sig Sauer P228, which rested snugly in the pocket of the elastic bellyband holster.

The number 2 bus, spewing gray smoke, crawled up steep, curving North Broadway, making its return trip from this outpost of aging Yonkers Irishmen. Eddie waited until it passed; then he crossed to the other side of the street to run against traffic. He always ran on the blacktopped road rather than on the concrete sidewalk. Concrete guaranteed knee problems. He began running slowly, giving his body a chance to heat up. The movement felt good, crisp air filling his lungs, his blood flowing. Even in his heavy-drinking days, Eddie had stayed in great shape, working out at least three days a week in the homemade gym below his brother’s bar. He could still do sit-ups and push-ups until he got bored.

Eddie coasted down North Broadway, his feet slapping softly on the blacktop. He didn’t spot the BMW until he was almost through the intersection. It was halfway down Roberts Avenue, partially hidden by a parked delivery truck. Eddie made a swooping turn through moving traffic, picking up speed as horns blared. His adrenaline kicked in as he hit the corner of Roberts in a full sprint. God help me, he thought, I love a brawl.

A coffee cup flew out of the driver’s-side window of the BMW, its contents splashing onto the street. Eddie came on hard, thirty yards back. The driver made a screeching U-turn. Eddie focused on the rear license plates, a New York registration, but he couldn’t make out the number. The car lurched forward, its transmission grinding. He was within twenty yards when the engine roared and the driver jumped the light at Palisade Avenue. Sparks flew as the back end bottomed out on the base of the hill when the driver floored it, and the car ate the hill alive, ascending Roberts Avenue as if it had been launched into space. A clean, incredibly quick getaway. Eddie slowed. Nothing he could do without the plate number. Besides, in less than a minute, it would be on the Saw Mill River Parkway.

Then the driver fooled him.

Four blocks ahead, at the crest of the hill, the BMW turned into Bellevue Avenue, Eddie’s narrow and curvy little street. It was a move that could only slow down their escape. A move that didn’t make sense. Purely stupid. A seasoned wheelman should know the escape route cold and never get trapped on clunky little back roads.

Then a rush of bile flooded the back of Eddie’s throat as he realized that it was way too stupid. The driver had turned down the street for a reason. Someone needed to be warned or picked up. Another player was in the game. The BMW wasn’t a tail—it was a lookout.

Focusing only on the next few steps ahead, Eddie pumped his legs in short, quick strides. It has to be cops, he thought. Probably feds, the bastards. Best guess was that they were going back to pick up some technician who was attaching a tracking device to his Olds. Standard FBI operating procedure—they used all the toys in the box. The BMW had merely been keeping tabs on him until the tech man had the thing installed. Now they were hustling back to pick him up. They wanted Eddie to lead them to the Russians, to Anatoly Lukin, and they knew they couldn’t tail him without electronic help. He put his head down and leaned into the hill.

Eddie’s mind clicked through all the possibilities. It wasn’t a burglar; burglars wouldn’t go to all this trouble. Maybe the tech man was planting a bug in his house. They’d need to break in for that. Most likely, they’d put it in the kitchen, the room with the most conversations. No reason even to look in the bedroom. Kate would sleep through it all. He dug deeper, his lungs burning. He knew damn well she wouldn’t sleep through it. A deep, racking wheeze escaped his chest.

Let it be cops, he prayed. Even feds; feds would be fine. They played by the rules. They weren’t the worst. He knew the worst. Knew them all too well. The men who populated the dark side of his past were the nightmare scenario. They didn’t acknowledge anyone’s rules, and they didn’t like surprises. Finding his daughter would be a huge surprise.

His pulse thumped in the back of his neck as he reached the crest of the hill. The old neighborhood was filled with huge trees and overgrown hedges. Eddie wouldn’t be able to see his own house until he was standing directly in front of it. As he ran toward his house, he heard tires squealing. He pulled his gun from the bellyband holster as the black BMW flew out of his driveway and bounced over the curb. The driver started left, then swerved wide right, away from Eddie. This time, he was close enough to read the plate number. He said it aloud, his voice a hoarse rattle. The car fishtailed on the sharp curve and slid around the corner.

Eddie kept running, no longer aware of pain. His voice became a singsong chant as he repeated the number on the license plate over and over, memorizing a set of digits he knew were the most important numbers of his life. He ran until the car was out of sight and he could no longer see the struggle in the backseat. Until all he could think about was the green flannel shirt his only daughter was wearing, and how it set off her wild red hair, as once did the green of her grammar school tartan.



CHAPTER 2

MONDAY

9:20 A.M.

AN HOUR AND A HALF had passed since Eddie Dunne heard his daughter scream his name from the backseat of the BMW. Not a hint of her since then. Eddie paced the faded tiles of his kitchen floor in the same clothes he’d worn all morning. Detective Barbara Panko of the Yonkers Police Department sat at the table. She’d traced the BMW’s registration to an upscale address in Scarsdale. A team of YPD detectives was en route.

“Why don’t you jump in the shower,” Detective Panko said. “Get some fresh clothes on. I’ll hold down the fort.”

“Soon as we hear from Scarsdale,” Eddie said.

Detective Panko, whom Eddie had called Babsie all her life, flipped through a box filled with Dunne family pictures, looking for a current photo of Kate. It was for the case file. Babsie, from one of the old families of the tight blue-collar community, already knew what Kate looked like.

“When I was a kid,” she said, “I wanted red hair in the worst way. Even dyed it once. Remember that disaster? Drove my poor parents crazy.”

“You were one hell of an Irish step dancer even without it.”

“Yeah, and the only Polack in Mrs. McCrudden’s class. God, I hated those short pleated skirts. They made my legs look like tree trunks.”

Eddie had grown up with the Pankos. He’d been in their cramped childhood apartment above Panko’s Butcher Shop hundreds of times. He’d fought two of her older brothers when the Yonkers CYO still held Wednesday-night smokers. They both were now retired from the Yonkers PD. Babsie, every bit a tough Panko offspring, had spent ten seasons as the star pitcher for the Yonkers PD in the city’s fast-pitch softball league. Six months away from retirement, she now watched from the bleachers.

“Your mom doing okay?” Babsie asked, trying to make small talk to keep Eddie calm. She’d given up asking him to sit down. “She’s glad she went back to Ireland and all?”

“I guess. Never hear any different.”

Uniformed officers from the YPD had scoured the area of Palisade and Roberts, unable to find the coffee cup thrown from the window of the BMW. In Eddie’s living room, a tech man installed a tape recorder; the phone trap was already set. Except for Kate’s nurse buddies, the phone had been silent. Eddie glanced up at the kitchen clock, which seemed to be standing as still as the world around him. The clock had a farm-scene background—three white chickens in front of a rusted plow. His late wife, Eileen, had collected farm scenes that reminded her of her birthplace in County Kerry. If she were alive, Eileen would be blaming him for this, cursing him, as only the deeply religious can. He looked again at the clock. It occurred to him that little gets accomplished in the time it takes a clock’s hands to sweep across three white chickens.

“It takes ten minutes to get to Scarsdale,” he said, slamming his hand down on the kitchen counter. “They stop for coffee or what?”

“These guys wouldn’t screw around with this, Eddie. They’ll call any minute. Come on, let’s go through the time line once more. Maybe we missed something.”

The detective flipped through the pages of her notebook, then began reading aloud. Earlier that morning, at 0715, Eddie had left home to walk Grace to school. Approximately ten minutes later, Eddie’s older brother Kevin, who lived next door, spotted a man in a dark blue jumpsuit and watch cap walking up Eddie’s driveway. Eddie’s house sat well back off the road, built into the hill. Every house in the old neighborhood sat at its own angle, at the pleasure of the hills. A long driveway wrapped around to the rear of the house. From his kitchen window, Kevin Dunne could see the trunk of his brother’s beat-up 1990 Oldsmobile, which was parked behind the house, under the basketball hoop.

“We’re talking about only two perps here,” Babsie said. “The driver and the guy who broke in. You said you didn’t get a decent look at either of them.”

“A glance at the driver, only for a split second. Mostly profile. Not good enough to go on record. Male, white, thin . . . I think. He definitely wasn’t big. Wearing a watch cap pulled down, dark glasses. Young . . . twenties maybe. Don’t put that down; he might turn out to be fifty. The other guy, all I saw was his back. And I saw Kate . . . fighting.”

“The guy in the jumpsuit is the guy who broke into the house,” Babsie said. “That’s the guy in the backseat, the one holding Kate. Kevin gave me a fair description. I’m hoping he does better with the sketch artist.”

The man Kevin saw carried a long black toolbox. Given the jumpsuit and toolbox, Kevin figured the guy was a mechanic coming to work on Eddie’s Olds. Normally, Eddie left the Olds out on the street because it bled oil. But Kevin’d had no way of knowing that Kate had used the Olds yesterday because her Toyota was in the shop. She’d parked it behind the house. From his window, Kevin could see part of the Olds, but not Eddie’s back door. He couldn’t see the guy in the watch cap using a sharp-edged tool to separate the dead bolt from the wooden door frame.

“Tell me again about the BMW,” Babsie said. “Anything unusual to identify it—dents, dings, bumper stickers?”

“It looked like a police or government car.”

“You’re kidding me, Eddie. A BMW cop car? What the hell makes you think that? Antennas, emergency lights, what?”

“It was filthy. Looked like it hadn’t been washed in months.”

“I have a Crown Vic like that outside, but you can’t be serious. That’s not a reason to assume it’s government.”

“It looked like the kind of car they seize from drug dealers. You know, the ones that sit in some impound lot while the paperwork is going through. They get this film on them. A grimy film.”

“Okay, so going along with that leap in logic, why would law enforcement want you bad enough to break into your house and snatch your daughter?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “But don’t kid yourself, Babsie. People get caught wrong, they panic. Cops or not, they panic. Cops make bad decisions.”

That much he knew for sure. He was the king of bad decisions. Including this morning, when he’d spent too much time trying to catch the BMW that contained his daughter. Then instead of calling the police immediately, he’d spent another ten minutes running back to Christ the King to get Grace. Only after he’d had his granddaughter in his arms did he call the Yonkers PD and give them the plate number. A smart man would have stopped, called the police immediately, then called the school. Instead, Eddie gave his daughter’s kidnappers a fifteen-minute head start. This would not have surprised Eileen. She always said he tried to solve all his problems physically, and used his head only for butting against a tavern wall.

“Let’s talk about what you heard,” Babsie said.

“Heard?” he said, feeling the blood drain from his face. He hadn’t mentioned hearing anything.

“Like sounds. Anything unusual from the car? Loose muffler, loud music? Country, rap, or some odd ethnic music?”

“No music. Kate yelled something, but I couldn’t understand it,” Eddie said, lying. He knew exactly what his daughter had said.

“Tell me again what she was wearing,” Babsie said.

“A green-plaid flannel shirt, and she had her hair pulled back. You know, held back by an elastic thing, in like a ponytail, but thicker, wilder.”

“What are the chances Kate was the intended target?”

“This wasn’t a planned kidnapping, Babsie. No one knew she’d be here. She only decided to stay home from work a few hours ago.”

“What about the ex-husband?”

“Asshole.”

“That’s what I heard. I think he took lessons from my ex. You have a name and address?”

“Scott D’Arcy. Half-assed chef of some kind. Lives in Seattle now, and he could give a shit less about Kate. His address is probably in her book, if you want it.”

“No recent contact, no custody battle?”

“He hasn’t even sent Grace a birthday card in three years.”

“Okay, then, whatta we got?” Babsie said, slapping her notebook on the table. “It’s not a custody case, or a jealous husband. It’s not a law-enforcement screwup; I’m not buying that. We’re left with the obvious, Eddie: These were bad guys looking for something in here. Only possibility. You gotta give us some direction, pal. What’s going on here?”

The house had been thoroughly searched. They’d tossed all the closets, emptied dresser drawers. Shelves had been cleared off, pictures taken down, the Dunne family possessions strewn across the floors. Even the basement had been searched with the same focus. Not vandalism—nothing was destroyed. But a manic hunt for something.

“They were looking for something,” he said.

“Ya think? Eddie, come on. We’re wasting time here. What were they looking for?”

“If I knew that, I’d give it to them. Take every goddamn thing.”

Babsie’s cell phone rang. She stood and answered it as she walked into the living room. Eddie checked the clock. White chickens stared back. What the hell’s the sense? he thought. Just when I get my life together, all hell breaks loose. Guys like me never get off the hook. I was a jerk for thinking I could. At least Grace is safe, next door with Aunt Martha, baking cookies for the cops.

“Scarsdale,” Babsie said, slipping the phone back into her pocket. “They say the BMW was stolen. Owners don’t even know it’s gone.”

“How could they not know it’s gone?”

“It was taken from a storage facility in Elmsford. The owners have been in Europe for three weeks. Their phone messages were being call-forwarded to the husband’s law office in White Plains.”

“I’ll lay odds the storage place has no idea how long the car’s been missing.”

“Probably not,” she said. “But three weeks of sitting in an auto-storage facility accounts for the car being so grimy.”

“Who’re the owners?”

“Didn’t get their names.”

Eddie knew she did, but that she wasn’t about to tell him.

“It’s time for some deep thinking on your part,” Babsie said. “What’s your gut telling you? I know your gut is telling you something.”

Eddie Dunne believed it was better to think the worst, get ahead of the tragedy. Right now . . . this moment . . . envision something terrible, before it happens, he thought. God doesn’t like this, because if He sees you’re toughening up, getting ready for the worst, then no way does He let it happen. God is a surprise guy. He rips your heart out with the things you don’t anticipate.

“You know I worked for the Russians?” he said.

“I heard you were doing something in Brighton Beach.”

“I quit almost four years ago, but for the ten years prior, I worked for a man named Anatoly Lukin. The FBI and NYPD intelligence have linked him to Russian organized crime.”

He spelled Lukin’s full name, then told her what she would hear from the FBI.

“You think Lukin is behind this?” she said.

“No. He’s just an old man, very sick.”

“Then who?”

“Enemies,” he said, the idea of it squeezing at the pit of his stomach. “We made a lot of enemies.”

“Names, Eddie, names.”

“Yuri Borodenko,” he said. “Start with that one.”

Babsie wrote furiously; it was a name she’d heard. Then she excused herself. Her back to Eddie, she walked into the living room again, talking quietly into her cell phone. He could have told her more, but what good would it do? He took a deep breath and composed himself. He couldn’t let emotions interfere now.

Babsie had almost gotten to him with her question about sounds. The last sound he’d heard was Kate’s voice. He knew that the sound of her voice at that moment would play in his mind for all the nights of his life. The flickering picture would fade, but her voice, hoarse and desperate, would always be there. She’d screamed one word, and all the failures of his life came out in that word. It was a word he hadn’t heard her use since she was a child. He’d been “Dad” since her early teens. But this morning, his tough-minded thirty-four-year-old daughter had called for him. “Daddy,” she’d screamed. Just “Daddy.”



CHAPTER 3

MONDAY

3:45 P.M.

IT WAS LATE AFTERNOON when Eddie Dunne’s Olds swerved around the corner of West Tenth Street in Coney Island. The trip down from Yonkers was a blur in his mind. Eddie couldn’t bear sitting in that house any longer. He’d annoyed everyone with his muttering and pacing. He’d kept raising his arms, fists cocked, dying to hit something. Over the objections of Babsie Panko and the FBI, he’d left his brother Kevin to wait by the phone. He needed to get moving. He’d borrowed Kevin’s cell phone and, on the way to Brooklyn, called his ex-boss. Not a direct call—Anatoly Lukin never spoke on the phone.

Eddie parked in the shadow of the rickety old roller coaster, the Cyclone. He turned the engine off and waited, studying the cars moving behind him on Surf Avenue. Waves pounded against the shore as he stared at the rearview mirror. After three full minutes, he slammed the car door and walked toward the boardwalk. He was still wearing the frayed sweatshirt and nylon running pants he’d put on that morning.

Anatoly Lukin, like many of his fellow Russian émigrés, loved to spend his afternoons by the ocean. Even on the most frigid days, the boardwalk was packed with beefy men and women in fur hats, reminiscing about Odessa and the icy wind off the Black Sea. Lukin claimed that the Black Sea was much darker than the Atlantic; during severe storms, it churned as black as ink, because there was no animal life, no oxygen below two hundred feet. Eddie turned left on the boardwalk and walked toward Brighton Beach, a half mile to the east. A seagull swooped down to snatch a pizza crust off the splintery planks.

Eddie spotted Lukin’s entourage near the Aquarium, walking slowly back toward Brighton. The old man dragged his right leg, the result of a stroke. A pair of bodyguards strolled a few steps behind him. Down on the beach, a white-haired gent in an air force parka scanned the sand with a metal detector. Too old for undercover, Eddie thought, but you never know. The Gotti-fueled decline of the Italian mob in New York had freed investigative resources to work on the nouveau Mafias.

Anatoly Lukin didn’t qualify as a member of the new breed. He’d landed in Brooklyn in the mid-1970s, part of the huge influx of Russian Jews allowed to leave the Soviet Union during détente. Many of the new émigrés settled in Brighton Beach, Brooklyn, then turned it into a miniature replica of the motherland with Russian-language movie houses, restaurants, and bathhouses. Most were decent, hardworking people, but Premier Leonid Brezhnev, like Castro with the Mariel boat lift, had opened the prison doors. Anatoly Lukin, forty-two years old at the time, was considered a vor by Russian police. The full title was vor y zakone, which meant thief-in-law, a title bestowed by fellow thieves on the most feared and respected of outlaws. According to the FBI, Lukin was one of only four vors living in the United States.

The wind blew salty spray as Eddie came up behind the bodyguards. He knew they’d spotted him coming, then looked away quickly. He hoped they weren’t in the mood for showing off. Today was the wrong day for macho games. But when he was a step behind Lukin, a meaty hand grabbed the collar of his sweatshirt and yanked him back. Eddie spun and slammed a left hook into the bodyguard’s ribs. The hook was Eddie’s best punch. He kept his balance and rotated his body, bringing the force of his rage behind the blow, like a heavy gate swinging around a hinged post, the whole barn pivoting behind it. The burly Russian coughed out a blast of air and staggered back. Eddie stepped in and snapped a straight right, which landed on the guy’s cheekbone. The second punch was half-strength—he didn’t want to break his hand—but the guy went down hard, flat on his ass, his leather heels clattering on the wood. The other bodyguard went straight to the hardware. A Beretta M9 pointed at Eddie’s face.

Lukin moved between them, murmuring, “No, no, don’t let them see this.” Lukin assumed he was always being watched. He ordered the bodyguard to put the gun away but kept his huge hand on Eddie’s chest until the gun was holstered. A smudge of ink, a Russian prison mark, stained the web of his hand.

“Why you do that bullshit, Eddie?” the standing bodyguard said. “Pavel’s just doing his job.”

“No, he wasn’t,” Eddie said. “I know what he was doing.”

Pavel’s face was ashen. His left eye had already begun to puff up. He pointed up at Eddie and growled something that was clearly a threat in any language. Lukin ordered him to shut his mouth. Still sucking air, Pavel grabbed the wooden rail and pulled himself to his feet.

The goons who surrounded Lukin had always made it clear they didn’t like the non-Russian in the organization. But Lukin knew that Russian criminals changed alliances more often than their underwear. It was one of the reasons he’d hired Eddie. He knew that it was loyalty, no matter how misguided, that had forced Eddie out of the NYPD.

Lukin motioned for Eddie to walk with him. They turned around quickly, heading back toward Coney Island. Lukin liked to stay in between Coney and Brighton to cut down on surveillance possibilities. Eddie flexed his right hand, examining the small, brittle bones. He could smell Pavel’s cheap cologne on his knuckles.

“No word on your daughter?” the old man asked.

“Nothing,” Eddie said.

“And now you’ve come to find out who you should kill.”

Eddie didn’t know what to expect from his former boss. The old man didn’t owe him anything. Lukin had hired him after his forced resignation from the NYPD and Eileen’s cancer diagnosis. These events, and other sins, had become nightmares Eddie could no longer drink away. Becoming Lukin’s overpaid courier had given him a solid place to stand.

“First, I’ll get my daughter back,” Eddie said.

The bodyguards were behind them now, talking angrily in Russian. Eddie checked the back of his neck for blood. Pavel’s fingernails had dug into his skin.

“I have no one left to help you fight this animal,” said the old man. “These two idiots behind us, maybe six others. He’s taken everything else.”

“Then it is Borodenko,” Eddie said.

“Borodenko is in Moscow, but that means nothing. My sources tell me certain things today. He runs this show one hundred percent.”

“You still have sources inside his operation?”

“For what I pay, they should kiss my feet.”

Yuri Borodenko was a flashy thug who loved to cruise the Brighton Beach nightclubs, showing off his stunning young wife, a former Russian model. Although in the United States only five years, he’d amassed a fortune through extortion and brutality. He was known to walk into local businesses wielding a cattle prod, announcing he was the new partner. An ethnic Russian, Borodenko got rich by terrorizing his own people.

“Why kidnap my daughter?”

“Snafu,” the old man said. “My source is having breakfast with this braggart Lexy, who’s telling him Borodenko calls him this morning from Russia. Very pissed off, Mr. Borodenko. This snafu made him cancel this important shipment due to leave today. A woman is involved in this snafu. Lexy says that Borodenko gives him strict orders to find Sergei, his man to fix this special problem. Lexy is an errand boy, but he’s bragging. Big man. As if Borodenko is asking him to fix this problem.”

“This woman is my daughter?”

“This is what I think.”

“I know Lexy Petrov, the bartender,” Eddie said. “But is he talking about Sergei the Macedonian?”

“No. Sergei Zhukov, a Russian. One of Borodenko’s new lunatics. He surrounds himself with people without brains. But how much brains are needed to hit people over the head and say ‘Give me your money’?”

“Why would Borodenko’s men be searching my house in the first place?”

“Money. What else? There’s an old Russian saying, Eddie. In English, it means ‘The clock is ticking and the house is burning.’ The Russians think you should be making money every second of the day and night.”

Lukin offered Eddie a handful of the sunflower seeds that filled his coat pockets.

“Why would Borodenko think I have money?” Eddie said.

“Because you worked for me. Last few months, he’s been going after my old friends, some with me from the beginning. In case he finds a loose dollar I’m holding out on him. My fellow Russkie wants everything I have, if I have it or not.”

Borodenko made no secret of his ambition to be the most important vor in the United States, then the richest man in the world. A former Soviet army officer, he flaunted his solid connections in the Russian black market, particularly those in the military establishment. Soviet weapons of all types were his advertised specialty.

“I read about Ukraine Nicky and Seidler,” Eddie said. “The papers said they were robberies. Cash and jewelry stolen both times.”

“Robberies, yes. But torture also. Ukraine Nicky . . . big thoughts, but harmless, am I right? Yet someone tortures Ukraine Nicky. Then Seidler, the jeweler. Two old men. Tell me, why torture? Because he is looking for my money is why. He believes I am King Midas.”

The old man didn’t seem to notice the raw breeze off the ocean. Spring was the worst season at the shore. The ocean took all summer to warm up; then September and October registered the warmest water temperatures. The water stayed warmer than the air until mid-December. But once it got cold, forget about it until July.

“Put a cash offer on the street, Anatoly.”

“First, I have already sent word that if your daughter should suddenly appear safe and sound, the situation will end there. No retaliation. It won’t work, but we’ll try this.”

“Whatever it costs,” Eddie said. “Ten, twenty grand, fifty grand. I’ll get it, whatever it costs.”

“A life is what it will cost. Our friend learned from his KGB friends. He kills the weak links, those who talk; this is automatic, no exceptions. Dead men can’t enjoy your money. No takers will call.”

“Make it worth the chance. Promise more, a million, two million.”

“Inhale some ocean air,” Lukin said. “Take deep breaths. Calm yourself, or you’ll be no good to anyone.”

Lukin wore a threadbare cardigan sweater and a dark fur hat he claimed was Russian sable. Whatever he’d done in Russia, Lukin didn’t function through violence in America. He was a scam artist, a paper-pusher who preyed on big government and big business. In Eddie’s opinion, Lukin was no worse than the Armani-clad conspirators on Wall Street, or the thieves in the ivory towers of most corporations.

“Where should I look for the BMW?” Eddie asked.

“Don’t waste the time,” Lukin said. “This morning, Mr. Borodenko planned to send a ship with stolen luxury automobiles to Latvia from a dock in New Jersey. Very lucrative operation. They steal automobiles and hide them. When the ship is ready to sail, they put the automobiles inside containers labeled machinery. Customs pays no attention to what is shipped out of the country. He collects two, three times their value.”

“The BMW was supposed to be on this ship?”

“Of course. BMW is an expensive automobile. Space on a ship is limited. Expensive automobiles take up the same space as cheap automobiles. Just as easy to steal expensive. Everything is profit margin.”

“Do you know what pier, or the ship’s name?”

“No, no, no. Don’t go running off without your head. Everything was canceled because of this snafu. The car you saw is not on this ship, I am quite sure. That one is probably in the crusher.”

“Then who was driving it?”

“My source swears they do not keep such records at his end. All financial arrangements for car thieves are made in Brooklyn. What he tells me is that they were working the last three nights, moving automobiles to the pier. Four BMWs were expected to be delivered to the dock this morning. Only three arrived. The missing automobile was black in color.”

Most of the businesses in Coney Island were still closed. Summer businesses were a tough gig. You needed sixteen good weeks to break even, and bad weather killed you. Here and there, a few doors were wedged open, the owners blowing out the musty stink of a seaside winter. One hardy soul slapped mustard-colored paint on his hot dog stand. Only the optimistic entrepreneur who ran the Cockroach Circus had opened for business. The ringmaster stood out front, hawking the attractions inside. Eddie wondered what he was really selling. A precinct cop on a bicycle rumbled over the boards, a female voice squawking in his radio’s static.

“See over there,” Lukin said, pointing to a clapboard shack with plywood nailed over the windows. “First place I worked in America. Minimum wages.” Eddie knew the story, but he believed you should always listen to the stories of old people, no matter how many times they told them. “Sweating my brains out over an outside grill,” Lukin said. “Cooking sausage and peppers for sandwiches. Onions, everything smelled like onion. My clothes, my hair. Keep the grill perfect, move the food evenly, that is my secret to grill cooking. Like this, I learned. . . .” The old man demonstrated his grill technique, sliding an imaginary spatula under imaginary food and moving it four times, a quarter turn each. The setting sun spread orange onto the slate blue Atlantic.

“Car thieves are creatures of habit,” Eddie said. “They return to places where they’re comfortable working. This car was stolen from a gated storage facility in Elmsford. Not every street junkie has the skills to pull that off.”

“More than you think,” Lukin said. “But I will ask my source to narrow the list. We will find your baby girl safe and sound. Very soon. I have three more days to shake the bushes.”

“Three more days?”

“In three days, I am going home,” the old man said, the shell of a sunflower seed clinging to his thick lower lip. “I want to be buried in the dirt where I was born.”

“Odessa?”

“Not so loud, please. Only you and I can know. Not even my idiot nephew behind us.”

“Are you well enough for this?” Eddie asked.

“What is well enough? All I do these days is go to my doctor. Every Tuesday, he says the same thing. ‘Eat well, exercise, stop smoking, see you next week, pay cashier, thank you.’ It’s this Medicare; they keep you going around the revolving door. We should have been doctors. They are the real moschenniki.”

“The swindlers,” Eddie said.

“Doctors swindle the swindlers.”

Eddie offered to drive him to the airport, but Lukin said he’d call a taxi. It would be the first time he’d ever ridden in a taxi. The old man stopped and leaned against the wooden rail. A V squadron of geese flew high above the water, following the coastline north.

“If you were me,” Eddie said, “what would you be doing now?”

Lukin spit sunflower seeds, which he claimed were the only luxury of his Odessa youth. “You know why they call this Coney Island?”

“Because of ice-cream cones,” Eddie said, although he knew the real answer. Lukin had told him this story many times.

The old man kicked feebly at a seagull who swooped down to pick the seeds that had just landed on the boardwalk. “Coney Island used to be a real island,” he said, “until a storm joined it to the rest of Brooklyn. Nineteenth century this happened. Sand filled in the channels. Before that, the Dutch took boats out to the island to hunt rabbits. The island was full of rabbits. The Dutch word for rabbit is konijn. ‘Konijn Island,’ they called it. ‘Coney’ it became in the American tongue. Coney Island is Rabbit Island.”

“You have a moral here?”

“Simple lesson, Eddie. You are smart like Russian. This is time to think like Russian. The Russian survived because he put his faith in himself, not the police, not the government. My lesson is this: Be the hunter, Eddie, not the rabbit. The rabbit never wins.”



CHAPTER 4

MONDAY

5:00 P.M.

AFTER LEAVING LUKIN, Eddie Dunne drove the five minutes to Brighton Beach Avenue. The street was a carbon copy of the Moscow of his imagination. The darkness under the el gave the shopping district a drab, dreary quality. All the signs were written in the Cyrillic alphabet. Women in heavy coats prowled the outdoor markets, speaking in Russian and slinging net shopping bags. Shoving and jostling, these women hunted for each evening’s meal as if it were all-out war. Old habits ruled the Brooklyn sidewalks. Hip-to-hip, they fought for position around the fruit and vegetable stands, forcing passersby into the street.

Eddie parked in front of the Sea Lanes of Odessa Bakery. Above the bakery, on the second floor, was the home and business location of Madame Caranina, the Gypsy fortune-teller. Eddie first met her during an investigation of a case where a woman had come to Caranina complaining of stomachaches. The fortune-teller said she had a tumor in her stomach. Caranina told the woman to rub seven thousand dollars in cash over her stomach to draw out the evil, then bring the cash back to her so she could bury it in a grave.

The D train clattered overhead as Eddie called home. Kevin answered on the first ring. Eddie could hear the tension in his brother’s voice when he said they had not yet been contacted.

Eddie said, “If they call—I mean, as soon as they call, notify me immediately. If they want to talk to me, give them the number for the cell phone.”

“Babsie’s shaking her head no,” Kevin said.

“Yeah, well. You know what to do, Kev.”

Eddie slammed the door as he got out of the Olds, angry at himself for saying “if.” He knew that word would be on tape, and what the feds would read into it. He glanced up at the second-floor window. It looked like Madame Caranina was still in business.

Eddie didn’t need psychic services. He was looking for Caranina’s husband, Parrot. Parrot was a tiny man who wore Hawaiian shirts both winter and summer. He had a huge mane of dyed red hair, swept back in a tidal wave of a greasy pompadour. Eddie didn’t remember Parrot’s real name. He used so many different names, not even he could keep them straight. The cops in Auto Crime had named him Parrot so there would be no doubt they were referring to the best car thief in New York. His first arrest was for the theft of Reggie Jackson’s Bentley from the well-guarded New York Yankees lot. The engineers in Detroit couldn’t even imagine a device to stop him. Eddie opened the door and a bell tinkled.

Since fortune-telling was illegal in New York, Caranina described herself as dealing in everything but. Painted on the glass window of her street-level door was a list of services, in descending order: ASTROLOGY, HOROSCOPE, TAROT CARDS, ESP, CRYSTAL, TAROT STONES, RUNES, PALMISTRY, TEA LEAVES, PAST LIFE, READINGS.

The narrow, creaking stairway to the second floor smelled of a combination of rotting wood, spoiled food, and dank carpet. Caranina’s door was open. Eddie stepped into the front room of the ofisa, the Romany word for a fortune-telling parlor. A vinyl-covered card table and three folding chairs took up the center of the floor. The large windows that overlooked Brighton Beach Avenue and stared directly into the passing el trains were hidden by thick gold drapery lifted from a defunct catering hall. Against the longest wall, an old woman in a flowered babushka sat on a greasy sofa, watching The Montel Williams Show. A pair of jumper cables was coiled under the sofa. Eddie asked for Parrot. Without looking up, the old woman rattled something in Romany, that strange Gypsy language that sounds like Greek only because it sounds like nothing else.

The beaded curtain to the back room parted. A dark-eyed young girl in a long velvety skirt and ski sweater appeared. Eddie remembered that her name was Tropicalia, one of the seven daughters of Caranina and Parrot. Tropicalia was twelve, or twenty. Her only education had been in her mother’s craft, but lying ran through her blood. She denied knowing anyone named Parrot.

“Your father and I are old friends,” Eddie said.

“My father has no gadje friends,” she said.

Fifty dollars jogged her memory. Tropicalia reached under her sweater, shoved the bill inside the waistband of her skirt, then remembered that her father was away on business with the baro, the gypsy patriarch. Eddie remembered an old Russian saying that “Gypsy truth is worse than an Orthodox lie.” He told her he needed to see him, that he had a huge business opportunity. He waited a beat, thinking that if Parrot was listening in the back room he’d appear at the hint of big money. Eddie gave Tropicalia a slip of paper with the number of Kevin’s cell phone.

“Tell him not to call my home number,” he said, then handed her another fifty. For the right price, the Parrot would deliver. Again, he told her how profitable it would be; then he let two more fifties drop to the floor. The bills barely hit the carpet. With the others, they disappeared under the ski sweater and inside the waistband of the long velvety skirt. He wished he’d brought more money.

Back down on the street, Eddie realized he hadn’t eaten all day. He stopped at Mrs. Stahl’s and bought a potato knish that felt like it weighed five pounds. He took a bottle of springwater from the cooler, then walked back to his car. Sparks from the clackety train above drifted through the permanent half-light under the el. A note was stuck on his windshield. At first, he thought it might be from Parrot, but it was a flyer from a cut-rate travel agency. Budapest—round-trip, eight hundred dollars.

The wise choice would be to go home. Just get in the car and drive to Yonkers. No doubt he should go back and relieve the pressure he’d dumped on his older brother. He should take Grace to Christ the King to light a candle, and on to McDonald’s for a Happy Meal. It would be the wise choice. But the wise choice was rarely an option for Eddie Dunne.

Here he was in Brooklyn, eating a knish, while his daughter suffered. There was no reason for her to suffer. The more he thought about it, the angrier he became. People around him were laughing, enjoying themselves, while he suffocated within. Why should these people be happy? The thought of Yuri Borodenko being comfortable, on vacation, gnawed at him, sent his pulse racing.

People like Borodenko lived the good life because they hired people to inflict pain for them. They paid ordinary thugs for acts of cruelty at their direction. Then it was those thugs who took the weight of revenge. The hirelings bled, while the power brokers, like minstrel-show darkies, flashed immaculate white-gloved hands. But the responsibility was theirs. No matter who had actually been driving the car that stole his daughter from him, Yuri Borodenko’s white gloves were on the wheel.

Eddie pulled the gun from his bellyband holster and slid it under the car seat. The anger in him beat faster, in his pulse, in his fingers tapping the steering wheel. His fight manager had always told him, “Use the anger; don’t let it use you.” With the bottle of springwater between his legs, he ate the hot, mushy knish and drove toward Manhattan Beach. He’d be the hunter, not the rabbit.

Borodenko’s Brooklyn neighborhood was an upscale enclave immediately east of Brighton Beach. Manhattan Beach was isolated from the city’s bustle, wedged between Sheepshead Bay on the north and the Atlantic Ocean on the south and east. It was mostly a community of single-family homes on twenty-three tree-lined streets, arranged in alphabetical order and named after places and people in England.

Eddie was struck by the amount of new construction, incredibly recent construction. Every street had two or three brand-new homes and another two in the framing stage. Smaller houses were being torn down and replaced by huge brick or stucco structures with columns, corbeled arches, and onion domes. Mother Russia had arrived in the night with hammer and nail.

Yuri Borodenko lived right on the ocean, on a dead-end street named for a famous poet. The only thing separating his house from the beach was a narrow concrete esplanade, badly in need of repair. Austere and windowless, except for the side that faced the ocean, the house was a series of rounded bare concrete walls. From the street, it looked like it could house a military regiment. The only breaks in the white background were a handful of metal boxes for security cameras. Getting in without being noticed would be a challenge. Eddie drove halfway down the block and pulled to the curb.

At the ocean end of the block, an older man in a white T-shirt sprayed Borodenko’s beloved Rolls-Royce with a hose. The man had parked the Rolls a good distance from the driveway, not quite under a dogwood tree in full bloom. The tree blocked Eddie’s position from Borodenko’s cameras, but there was no way to get closer to the house without being on-camera. Even if he could get close, the house looked sealed. Breaking in without being seen seemed a complicated task at best. Keep it simple for now, he reminded himself. The answer will come to you. Eddie made a U-turn and drove away.

On the way back to Brighton Beach, Eddie finished the knish, then dumped the remaining water out the window. At the Amoco on Neptune and Coney Island Avenue, he stopped for gas. Twenty-two dollars and fifty cents filled the Olds. He put another three bucks’ worth in the red gas can in his trunk. Lawn-mower season—everyone was gassing up. He paid cash.

One more stop before going home: a weedy, debris-strewn dead end in Coney Island. Gulls screeched overhead as Eddie pissed against the fence protecting the entrance to the abandoned Parachute Drop. He’d heard rumors that the Parachute Drop was going to reopen; it had been closed for years. The structure was visible from the Belt Parkway. People dropping through the air in parachutes might draw customers in. Eddie rummaged through his trunk until he found two old towels he’d used for waxing his car. He tossed them in the backseat, along with a faded Yankees hat. Then he filled his water bottle three quarters full with gasoline and stuffed a dampened oily rag into the neck.

With the smell of gas on his hands, Eddie returned to Manhattan Beach. All the tree-lined blocks were quiet, peaceful, bucolic. Manhattan Beach seemed a great place to live, the kind of neighborhood people never associated with Brooklyn. He adjusted the rearview mirror, then glanced down Yuri Borodenko’s dead-end street. He jammed the Yankees hat down tight on his head, then got out and quickly wrapped the old towels over his front and rear license plates.

Back behind the wheel, Eddie took one last look in all directions. Borodenko’s block was empty—no drivers, no pedestrians. The guy who’d been washing Borodenko’s Rolls-Royce was gone, the green hose no longer on the sidewalk. Eddie put the Olds in reverse and backed down the block at thirty miles an hour, stopping hard at the dogwood tree. Pretty pink petals blocked him from Borodenko’s cameras. He opened the door and lit the oily rag. He held the bottle until the flame was fully engaged. Then he leaned down and rolled it under Borodenko’s beloved Rolls-Royce.

Two blocks away, Eddie heard the first explosion. A second explosion, this one louder, occurred seconds after the first blast. Black smoke rose high above the trees. He stopped by an empty lot to take the towels off his license plates. It was a start.



CHAPTER 5

MONDAY

8:00 P.M.

TWELVE HOURS AFTER his daughter had disappeared, Eddie Dunne sat at his kitchen table, trying to decipher a recipe for angel food cake. He’d taken refuge in the kitchen, far away from the overly reassuring young detectives hovering over the phone in the living room. The cake was his granddaughter’s idea. Grace had called it “angel foot cake” when she was a baby, and it always made them laugh. She wanted to have a happy surprise for her mother when she got home.

“The recipe says a tube pan,” Eddie said.

“I know which pan.”

Grace stood inside the closet-sized pantry, on the kitchen chair she’d dragged in. She was searching the shelves for the pan she’d watched her mother use. Eddie ran his fingers through his hair and read the card again. The steps were complicated, with words like volume and decompression.

“Do we have a dozen eggs?” he asked.

“Eggs are in the refrigerator, right under your nose.”

At that moment, she sounded so much like her mother, it made his heart pound. Grace hadn’t inherited the red hair, but her voice and mannerisms were eerily similar. He remembered when Kate was about Grace’s age, sitting on the kitchen floor, sliding little cakes into her Easy-Bake Oven, and somehow getting perfect little pastries out of a forty-watt lightbulb. Eileen had tried to help her, but she wouldn’t have any of it. That bossy confidence Eileen always called a Dunne trait would help Kate survive.

“The refrigerator’s this big white thing, right?” Eddie said.

The refrigerator held two dozen eggs, neatly stacked in special trays from the Williams-Sonoma catalog. The swanky trays, one of Kate’s many kitchen toys, replaced the paper egg cartons in the Dunne fridge. When Kate married Scott D’Arcy, a graduate of the New England Culinary Institute, she threw herself fully into cooking. She took classes, inhaled cookbooks, and ordered pastry brushes and soufflé pans from overpriced catalogs. All they’d ever talked about were things like presentation and “erbs.” After Scott landed a job as a sous-chef at the Grand Hyatt in Manhattan, they began stockpiling money for a restaurant of their own. Kate worked double shifts at the hospital until the night Grace was born. But less than two years after that event, Scott took their dreams, and a twenty-two-year-old waitress, to Seattle, where he opened his own bistro.

“Mommy only bakes late at night,” Grace said. “When she can’t sleep.”

“Well, that’s when the real bakers work. The union bakers work late at night.”

“They can’t sleep because they’re worried, right? So they bake stuff.”

“Right. Union workers are always worried. It’s good, though, because they make fresh rolls and cakes and doughnuts for the stores to have in the morning.”

“Is nighttime when the union says you’re supposed to bake?”

“In this house, you can bake anytime you want.”

“The union won’t get mad?”

“I know people,” Eddie said.

After Scott took off, Kate and Grace moved in with Eddie. But none of her other plans changed. For months, she’d been calling Realtors and scanning the classifieds, trying to get an idea of the total cash required to become a minor restaurateur. Eddie closed the refrigerator door and walked over to the open pantry in time to stop a falling cookie sheet from beaning his granddaughter.

“Hey, chef,” he said. “Do you know how to separate the whites of the egg from the yolk?”

“Is the yolt the same as the shell?”

“No, the ‘yolt’ is the yellow.”

“Okay, you just put the yolts on a dish, and the other stuff just goes in a bowl.”

Eddie returned to the sink for one more close read. Elbows on the sink, he held the smudged recipe card under the fluorescent light. He’d put the fluorescent light in at the same time he’d installed the bay window over the sink. Installing the bay window had been easier than baking this cake. He’d put the window in for his wife, who had seen all the world she cared to through those panes. In the last years of her life, Eileen went to Mass every morning, stopped at the superette, came home, and that was her day. The more Eddie’s life revolved around things outside the house, the more Eileen became its prisoner.

The window needed work. They all probably did. With his finger, he scraped the molding around the window frame. Dried-out caulking chipped off in his hand. He brushed the flakes into the trash as he watched a light-colored Chevy Impala move slowly down the street. The driver had the interior light on, reading something from a notepad. Not to worry. A marked YPD car sat idling across the street. With another two detectives in the living room, there was nothing they couldn’t handle.

“This sounds like a lot of eggs,” Eddie said. “Are you sure it’s not a restaurant recipe?”

“Restaurants don’t have recipes, Granpop,” Grace said, setting the pan on the counter. “If the cake is too big, I’ll just take some next door. Mom says that whenever you make a cake, you’re supposed to give a piece to someone. So I’ll take a big piece over to Uncle Kev and Aunt Martha.”

“That reminds me. You didn’t answer my question before. How come you don’t want to stay with Uncle Kevin and Aunt Martha?”

“She watches Oprah.”

“That’s a good reason,” he said. “Why don’t you just go in and watch Uncle Kev’s TV?”

“’Cause Uncle Kev only has a little tiny black-and-white TV. Like the kind the baby Jesus had.”

Grace had not asked him a single question about Kate. Eddie figured that Aunt Martha, the wife of his brother Kevin, had already told her more than she wanted to know. Aunt Martha didn’t believe in coddling. But when Eddie tried to reassure Grace by saying, “Your mom is going to be fine,” she simply looked at him and said, “I know.”

The white Impala circled the block again. They should grab him, Eddie thought. But the guy was too obvious to be bad. He was just searching in the dark for a street address on a block where the houses were too old to bother with numbers. He floated past.

Eddie’s house, one of the newer ones, had been built in 1927. The nine-room brick Tudor with its odd gables and arched doorways was a handyman’s special when they bought it with his biggest fight purse. Those first few years, he did most of the work himself, but he lost interest in the house long before Eileen died. The three most dire needs were a new slate roof, new plumbing, and a new heating system.

Eddie’s bank account didn’t show nearly enough money to handle all three. His checking account held just enough money to cover a few regular bills: insurance, phone, and electric. Eddie Dunne hated banks, credit cards, and other paper trails. He paid cash every chance he got. At present, his only income came from working nights in his brother’s bar, but Eddie lived frugally. He fixed things himself, bought old cars, and dressed as if he were applying for welfare. Since he’d stopped drinking, his only vice was gambling: sports betting with a local bookie, lottery tickets, and a once-a-week trip to Yonkers Raceway.

Grace dragged the chair from the pantry toward the kitchen sink. She wore Kate’s old apron, a green one with shamrocks. It said, KISS THE COOK. SHE’S IRISH. It came down to her ankles. She’d found a clear glass cake plate and a yellow-and-green tin cover painted with Pennsylvania Dutch symbols. Eileen had bought it on a trip to the Amish country thirty years ago and then used it for every cake after that.
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