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One





Detroit, Michigan. 1971.


11:30 in the morning, Harry Levin was on Orleans Street, cutting through Eastern Market on his way back to the scrap yard. He’d just withdrawn fifty thousand dollars from the National Bank of Detroit. Now he was driving past turn-of-the-century brick buildings, seeing signs for Embassy Foods, and F&S Packing, another one for Market Seafood, brick bleeding through faded blue paint. There were delivery trucks parallel parked on the street, and Hi-Los carrying pallets of food, zigzagging through the loading areas of wholesale food emporiums.


The sun had risen over the buildings and he could feel its warmth through the open windows of the Mercedes. It was a perfect blue-sky day, one of about fifteen a year you got living in the Motor City. The Chevy Nova in front of him was slowing down and Harry hit his brakes. Beyond the Nova, a semi with a forty-foot trailer, a heavy‚ was blocking the road, trying to back down a narrow street to a loading dock, blue cab at a severe angle, looking like it had jackknifed. But it kept moving, the driver angling for position.


Harry sat against the leather seat and waited, sitting there awhile, getting impatient, had a meeting at his office in twenty minutes. He glanced in the rearview mirror and saw a black guy approaching the car from behind, watching his cool economical strut, man wearing white bellbottoms and a maroon shirt with collar points that reached his shoulders.


He looked straight ahead, saw the semi backing down the alley almost out of view when an arm came through the side window to his left, holding a carving knife with a long blade under his jaw, pressing it against his neck.


“Stay where you at, motherfucker,” the black guy said.


His eyes were bloodshot. He had a sparse mustache and a scraggly goatee and a high Afro with a putty-colored comb stuck in it at an odd angle. Man was a junkie and Harry knew he’d cut his throat without thinking about it. He heard a door open, glanced in the rearview mirror, saw the guy that was coming up behind him getting in the backseat, closing the door. This one was clean-shaven and more alert than the junkie, with shiny hair that looked like it had motor oil on it, combed back.


“Motherfucker, see where I’m at? See what I got, you don’t do what you tole?”


He had a pocketknife with a six-inch blade in his hand, leaned forward, put it against Harry’s jugular, pulling him back against the headrest, Harry smelling aftershave and sweat. Afro’s hand moved out of the window, and he went around the front of the car and got in next to him.


“What in the case?” guy in back said.


“Transaction reports.”


“Yeah? The fuck’s that?”


“I buy and sell scrap.”


“Know what we do? Take your money.” Afro gave him a sleepy-eyed grin. “Like this. Gimme your wallet, motherfucker,” he said, pointing the carving knife at Harry.


Guy in back said, “Let see what else in there you got?”


Harry saw him in the rearview mirror, watched him sit back and put the briefcase in his lap, fooling with the clasp, trying to open it with the tip of his knife blade. Tried for a while, gave up and looked at Harry.


“Where the key at?”


“In my pocket,” Harry said. He reached behind his back, felt the grip of the Colt Python, pulled his wallet out of the back left pocket of his khakis and threw it on the floor mat in front of Afro. Keep him busy.


Afro bent forward, reaching with his long arms, and now Harry drew the Colt, turned in his seat, back against the door as Afro sat up with the wallet, spread it open, looking at $750, grinning till he saw the gun.


“Easy,” Afro said. “Be cool.” He handed Harry his wallet back. “See? It all there. No harm done, nobody lose nothin’.”


Harry turned, two hands on the revolver, aimed at the guy in back, the guy preoccupied, still fooling with the briefcase. Harry pulled the hammer back and now he looked up. “Drop the knives out the window or I’ll blow your head off.” He said it calm and measured. They tossed the blades out and Harry heard them hit the street. “Give me your wallets.”


Afro took his out and put it on the edge of Harry’s seat. Guy in back slid his between the seats on the console.


“Now get the hell out of here.”


They did, and Harry left them standing on Orleans Street, wondering what had just happened. He looked straight, the Nova was halfway down the block, put the Mercedes in gear and took off.




*





In addition to junkies trying to rob him the IRS was trying to take his money in a more legitimate way. First he’d gotten a letter that said:




Dear Recycler:


As part of our review of tax compliance, the Internal Revenue Service has determined records maintained by S&H Recycling Metals may be insufficient to verify the accuracy of purchases of recyclable materials. It is the responsibility of taxpayers to maintain adequate records to substantiate items on their tax returns, including purchases of recyclable materials. Failure to maintain such records could result in the assessment of additional tax due to the disallowance of deductions. We appreciate your cooperation and willingness to work with us on this matter. If you have any questions, please contact the examiner named at the heading of this letter.


Sincerely,


Chief Examination Division





Harry was thinking, come on. What is this? Now they were preparing to audit his company. Harry had asked his secretary, Phyllis, to pull all the records‚ back up that supported his tax returns, everything from 1969 and ’70. He had no clue why they were coming after him. He’d maintained accurate, up-to-date records. The examiner named at the top of the letter was William Decker.


He was in the waiting room when Harry arrived, stood up and introduced himself as Bill. Looked like a former athlete, six three, a couple inches taller than Harry, but about his age, early forties, hair going gray, cut to the top of his ears, big hands, firm handshake.


Decker told him the audit was random, not personal, but Harry had trouble believing it. He paid cash for scrap, and a business like his was an easy target. Harry and his scale operator‚ Jerry Dubuque‚ loaded a dozen banker boxes in the back of Decker’s Fairlane station wagon, three years’ worth of shippers, cash slips, weight tickets, metal settlement reports, bids and contracts. The IRS would match it all up with what Harry said on his returns or Decker would give him a call.


Harry owned twelve acres on Mt Elliot near Luce just east of Hamtramck. He’d bought the business from his uncle, in ’62. Worked there since he was seventeen. Harry had six million pounds of scrap, a mountain of auto parts, refrigerators, bed frames, steel beams, railroad tracks and farm equipment that rose up five stories and extended five hundred feet from end to end. To move the mountain he had two hydraulic crawler cranes, one outfitted with a magnet, the other a grapple. He also had three scales, a baling press, alligator shears, guillotine shears and four loaders to haul scrap to the mills.


When Decker left, Harry took the black guys’ wallets out and looked at them. Afro was Ray Jones, eyes closed in the license photo, six one, 180, six dollars and a piece of paper with a name on it: Yolanda, and a phone number in the scuffed-up brown wallet with a ninja in black illustration on it. Guy in the backseat was Darnell Terry, five eleven, 170. He was the high roller, had twenty-seven dollars and two credit cards, a Visa and a MasterCard with different names on them.




*





Harry owned a three-bedroom Tudor on Hendrie, a tree-lined street in Huntington Woods. He’d lived alone since his daughter had gone away to college in Washington DC a year earlier. She’d decided to stay there for the summer after her freshman year, work part-time and take a couple classes. Harry couldn’t blame her, living in DC sounded exciting, and beat the hell out of Detroit.


Harry had a thing going with a neighbor named Galina, a big-breasted thirty-seven-year-old Latvian Jew whose breath smelled like sauerkraut, and privates like wild geese. She lived on the street behind him and over a couple houses. Her husband worked for Ford and had taken a job in London. She didn’t want to go to a place where it rained all the time, so they were in the process of divorce  – although there had to be more to it than that. She’d call once a week, usually in the evening, say she was horny and available, drive around the block, and park in his garage so the neighbors wouldn’t see what was going on. They’d go up to his bedroom, take off their clothes and spend a couple hours in bed. She’d run down to the kitchen, naked, bring up snacks and drinks to satisfy some appetites and replenish others. This had been going on for several months until one day she told Harry she’d met someone and thought it was serious. Harry liked her but it didn’t go much deeper than that. He wished her luck.


He’d also had a recent fling with a girl he’d met at an Allman Brothers concert at Pine Knob. He noticed this petite good-looking girl, long hair parted down the middle, skinny arms and big jugs hanging free in an Allman Brothers tee-shirt, sitting next to him, smoking pot. He looked at her, she handed him the joint. He had never smoked marijuana, but thought, what the hell. Took a hit and started coughing and she looked at him and grinned.


“First time?”


Harry nodded.


After the band did “Statesboro Blues‚” she stood up and screamed, and it was so loud his eardrums hurt. When the noise had died down he leaned over and said, “You’re the best screamer I’ve ever heard in my life. You should be in horror films.”


She smiled and said, “You haven’t heard anything yet.”


And she was right. After “Whipping Post” she let one out that was even louder.


Harry said, “What’s your name?”


“Janice Jones.”


“You a Playboy Playmate?”


“No,” she said, “a bartender.”


“Janice, you have any other hidden talents?”


“Call me,” Janice said, “and find out.”


She wrote her number on his palm with a blue ballpoint, and he woke up the next morning looking at it. They met for lunch a couple days later at the Stage Deli in Oak Park. He had chicken soup and the South Pacific club. She had a King and I with extra Russian. Janice was from Bottineau, North Dakota, a town thirteen miles from the Canadian border.


“How do you get there?” Harry’d said.


“Fly to Minot and have someone pick you up.”


Her parents were farmers. Janice said she looked at the future and saw an old, broken-down version of herself by the time she was forty – like her mother – and wanted better. She’d run away when she was seventeen. Went to San Francisco, met some people and lived in a house in the Haight. She was in Detroit for a couple of weeks visiting friends.


After lunch they went back to Harry’s house. She put her purse on the kitchen table and looked at him. “Want to get high?”


“Sure,” Harry said, feeling adventurous. He watched her take a plastic sandwich bag of marijuana out of her purse, sprinkle some into a rolling paper, and roll a joint that looked like a cigarette with one hand. They smoked it and he gave her the grand tour, and when they got to his bedroom she sat on the bed and took off her tee-shirt, sitting there bare-breasted, patting the comforter next to her leg.


“Want to fuck?”


She said it casually like she was asking him what time it was.


Harry walked over, seduced by this North Dakota farm girl with perky tits, sat next to her and they started making out. Next thing he knew they were naked between the sheets and he was between her legs, Janice on top, body erect, breasts bouncing, hands on his chest, riding him. After a few minutes her eyes rolled back and she came, and let out a scream. It was summer and the windows were open. Harry couldn’t believe it. “What’re you doing?”


“Getting off,” she said.


“My neighbors are going to call the police.”


Harry grinned thinking about it, and made himself a vodka and tonic, went outside and sat on the patio. He read the Free Press and cooked a two-inch-thick Delmonico steak on the grill, watched the Tigers beat the Angels 3–0. Joe Coleman struck out ten. Stanley and McAuliffe both homered. He was in bed at eleven.
















Two





Hess found out the woman lived on P Street in Georgetown, not far from the consulate. He told the ambassador he was having dinner with potential clients, and wanted to drive himself. It was unorthodox, but plausible. He had been issued one of the embassy’s Mercedes sedans. He stopped at a bookstore and bought a map of the area, and located P Street. He drove there and saw the Goldman residence, a federal-style brick townhouse.


Hess went to a restaurant and had dinner and a couple drinks. At ten o’clock he drove back, parked around the corner on 32nd Street between two other vehicles so the license plate was not visible to anyone driving by. He walked to the Goldmans’, stood next to a tree in front of the three-storey townhouse. There were lights on the first floor. He walked to the front door and rang the buzzer. He could hear footsteps and voices inside. A light over the door went on. Hess stood in the open so whoever it was would see he was well dressed. The door opened, a man standing there, assumed he was Dr Mitchell Goldman, dark hair, big nose, mid-forties, top of the shirt unbuttoned, exposing a gold chain and a five-pointed star. Hess smiled. “My car is on the fritz. May I use your phone to call a tow truck?”


Dr Goldman stared at him with concern.


“I am staying just down the street at the consulate,” Hess said, smiling. Now the door opened and he stepped into the elegant foyer, chandelier overhead, marble floor.


“Mitch, who is it?” a woman said from a big open room to his right.


Dr Goldman looked in her direction. “Guy’s having car trouble, wants to use the phone.”


“It’s ten o’clock at night.”


“He’ll just be a minute,” the dentist said.


Hess could see the woman sitting on a couch, watching television.


“The phone’s in here.” The dentist started to move.


Hess drew the Luger from the pocket of his suit jacket, and aimed it at Goldman.


The dentist put his hands up. “Whoa. Easy.”


“Who is in the house?”


“Just the two of us.”


“Are you expecting anyone?”


He shook his head.


“Tell her to come in here,” Hess said.


“What do you want? You want money?” He took his wallet out and handed it to him. “There’s eight hundred dollars in there.”


“Call her,” Hess said.


“Hon, come here, will you?”


“I’m watching All in the Family. Can you wait till the commercial?”


Hess could hear people laughing on the television.


“Just for a minute,” the dentist said.


Hess saw her stand up and step around a low table in front of the couch, moving across the room, still looking back at the television. She turned her head as she entered the foyer and saw him holding the gun. Her hair looked darker in the dim light but he had only seen her briefly that day.


“Oh-my-god,” she said, hands going up to her face.


“We’re reasonable people,” the dentist said. “Tell us what you want.”


“The pleasure of your company,” Hess said. “Where is the cellar?”




*





Coco thought he looked familiar, would’ve sworn she’d seen him in the club before. She usually worked days, was sure he’d been in for lunch. Was a foreigner like a lot of them. This one kinda cute with a goatee and funny accent sound like that Colonel Klink on Hogan’s Heroes. He was stocky, broad shoulders, dressed nice, suit and tie, big roll he took out, flashed around. She thought of him as Fritz.


Other side of the booth, Extasy, skinny blonde with little biddy tits, was giving Fritz a personal dance, going through the motions, strain on her face like whatever she was on had worn off and she needed more. Coco had just come out the dressing room, smelled like hairspray and periods, slid in next to Fritz, wearing gauntlets, a G-string and stiletto heels. “Ex gotta go on stage, mind I join you, sugar?” Doubted he could hear with the music pounding. But he looked at her and grinned.


Music stop, he reached in his pocket pulled out the roll, peeled off a twenty handed it to Ex, she slid out the booth and disappeared.


Coco touched his arm. “Where you from, baby?”


“Bavaria.”


“Where Bavaria at?” And took a guess. “Like in Germany?”


Fritz smiled. “Very good.”


“Let me make you more comfortable.” She loosened his tie, pulled the knot down a few inches and unbuttoned his top button.


“There,” she smiled. “That better?”


Man finished his drink, look like whisky in a lowball glass, throwing it down. Put his arm around her, pulled her closer.


“Need another one, sugar?” She saw Donna, one of the waitresses. “Yo, D, bring Fritz one, and a 7&7.” She glanced at him, smiled. “You don’t mind, do you, baby?” Slipped a pack of matches in his jacket pocket. Fritz wasn’t listening. He nibbled her ear and she flinched.  Traced a line around her bare titty with his index finger, and brought his hand down her flat smooth stomach to the band of her G-string, trying to see how far he could go before she stopped him, and he was right there. She grabbed his hand and held it.


“Can’t be doing that, honey. No touchin’. They goin’ to kick you out. Want privacy? Got to go up to the VIP room.” Placed her hand on his thigh, rubbing it. “Got some big, strong legs,” Coco said. “Bet you got something else that’s big, huh?”


He kissed her neck and she pushed him away, trying to smile, flashing her perfect teeth. “Don’t want to ruin the mood, got to talk business. See, got to tell what you can do and what you can’t. What you get for how much and such. We take out little Fritz with his German helmet, cost you hundred dollars, plus tip. Tell me what you want, I tell you what it cost, see we can give you a quantity discount.”


She ran her hand down all the way to his knee, pretending she was interested in him, attracted to him. Felt something wet on his pants. Rubbed it between her thumb and index finger, brought her hand up, looked like blood. “Baby, you all right? Looks like you cut yourself.”


Donna put their cocktails on the table. Fritz took the roll out, slid two twenties off, handed them to her. Coco grabbed her 7&7 and took a sip, looking over the edge of the glass at her Bavarian prize. But something was wrong. Fritz’s mood had changed. Man was edgy now. Wasn’t interested in her no more. Picked up his whisky, drank it, slid out the booth.


“Yo, baby, what’s up?” Coco said.


But he was moving, walked out the club and never looked back.




*





Sara cashed out her last table, tipped Kenny the bartender, and the busers, and walked outside. It was just past midnight, still hot and muggy. It felt good after being in an air-conditioned restaurant for six hours. It had been a great night. She had made $180 in tips alone. Life was good. She’d been lucky enough to get the job at Bistro 675, a trendy new restaurant on 15th Street, not far from the White House. But it had been a lucky year. She was on the Dean’s List at George Washington, and a month before the semester ended, her English professor, Dr Lund, had asked if she’d be interested in house-sitting for the summer. Two months, anyway. He’d rented a country home in the south of France, three kilometers from Aix-en-Provence, and needed someone to water the plants and bring in the mail.


A chance to stay in Washington for the summer, she’d said to herself. Are you kidding? How cool was that? She’d called her father and told him the good news.


He said, “That’s great. I want your life. Things always seem to fall into place.”


She hadn’t told him about Richard yet, this cute boy in her psych class. They had been hanging out for a few months and Sara liked him a lot, maybe even loved him. Next time her dad came to DC she was going to introduce them.


She found her car in the lot, a baby blue ’68 Ford Falcon her father had bought for her, cruising north on 15th, windows down, listening to Joni Mitchell do “Blue”. Passed the statue of Alexander Hamilton and the Treasury building and New York Avenue, approaching Pennsylvania, green light, heading into the intersection, singing with Joni, really belting it out: Hey blue, here is a song for you . . .




*





Hess had no idea where he was. He had been driving west on Pennsylvania Avenue, and now was somehow on K Street. He regretted stopping at the gentlemen’s club but he’d needed several drinks to calm him down, he had been so charged up, so high on adrenalin.


To the right was a sign for Lafayette Park, and he realized he was traveling in the wrong direction. The White House was somewhere south through the trees. He tapped a cigarette out of his pack and lighted it with a match, steering the big Mercedes-Benz with his knees. He was drunk, the white line dividing the road, blurring into two. He closed one eye to correct his vision.


Hess brought the cigarette to his mouth, but it slipped through his fingers. He fumbled, tried to catch it with dulled reflexes, cigarette dropping in his lap, falling to the floor. He glanced down, saw it and reached to pick it up, but it rolled toward the accelerator pedal. He looked up now, approaching an intersection, red traffic light sending an alarm to his brain, foot going for the brake pedal, but too late.


He slammed into an automobile, hitting it broadside with serious impact, crushing it, pushing it through the intersection. Hess was conscious of his head striking the steering wheel, the Mercedes spinning, crashing into a storefront. He heard voices and the high-pitched whine of a radiator under pressure, the sound of a siren some distance away, and saw faces staring at him through the windows.




*





Harry was in his office at the scrap yard, writing a check to the IRS, he couldn’t see the amount, but it was enough to put him out of business. He was signing his name when he heard the phone ring, sounding like it was far away. He woke up, opened his eyes, the phone on the table next to his bed, ringing. Slid over, glanced at the clock. 3:17 a.m. Answered it, barely awake. “Hello.”


“Mr Levin, this is the Huntington Woods Police Department.”


“Yeah? You know what time it is?” Harry said.


“Sir, your daughter has been in an automobile accident. There is a police officer at your house. Will you please answer the door.”


No way it was Sara. “My daughter’s in Washington DC. What’s going on?” He heard the doorbell.


“The officer will tell you.”


He hung up the phone. It had to be a misunderstanding. Heard the doorbell ring again as he was putting on his robe. He went downstairs, opened the front door. A Huntington Woods cop in a blue uniform was standing on the porch.


“Mr Levin, may I come in?”


Harry swung the door open further. The cop stepped into the foyer and took off his hat. He looked young, thirty maybe. Blond hair parted on the side, creased where the hat rested, ruddy complexion. Seemed nervous.


“Mr Levin, your daughter, Sara, was killed in a car accident this morning in Washington DC.”


Harry felt like he’d been punched in the chest. Stepped back and tried to take a breath. It couldn’t be. He’d talked to her just before she went to work.


But the cop assured him it wasn’t a mistake. His department had been contacted by the DC police. Sara was at Washington Hospital. He gave Harry the name and number of a Washington DC detective named Taggart and a woman named Judy Katz at the hospital. The cop told him how sorry he was, and let himself out and closed the door.


Harry went back upstairs, sat on the bed, holding it in, and called Eastern Airlines, booked a seat on the 6:31 a.m. flight to National Airport.
















Three





Harry took a cab from the airport to Washington Hospital Center, a big white building complex on Irving Street. He arrived at 8:37, went to the reception desk and asked where his daughter, Sara Levin, was. A black woman with a well-trimmed Afro, reminded him of Angela Davis, told Harry to have a seat, pointing at couches and chairs arranged in front of a picture window with a view of a courtyard, someone would be out to talk to him.


There was no one else in the waiting area. Harry scanned the magazine rack, picked up TIME. The headline said:




The Occult Revival





with an illustration of a guy wearing a black hood, and in smaller type: Satan Returns. Harry sat and flipped through the magazine, but he couldn’t concentrate. He was in a daze, nerves on edge, sick to his stomach.


A few minutes later a woman with frizzy shoulder-length dark-hair came across the lobby and stood in front of him. She was cute, early thirties, wearing a sleeveless paisley dress and running shoes, a hippie dressed up for work.


“Mr Levin, I’m Judy Katz.”


She sat next to Harry, body angled toward him.


“Sara was brought to ER this morning at 1:34 a.m. She had been in a terrible car accident. She was dead. There was nothing we could do. I’m very sorry.”


Judy Katz put her hand on his and squeezed it. Harry let out a breath as if he had been subconsciously holding it in. He sat there for a couple seconds, trying to process what he’d just heard. “You’re sure it’s Sara?”


“We have her driver’s license and school ID.”


He rubbed his eyes.


“How’d she die?” He rolled the magazine up and squeezed it.


“Internal injuries, Mr Levin.” Judy Katz said. “Sara died instantly. She wasn’t in any pain.”


“Who else was involved?”


“A man was driving the other car. I don’t know anything about him or his condition. He was taken to Georgetown. Another hospital.”


“Where is she?” Harry said. “I want to see her.”


Judy Katz escorted him downstairs to the morgue. They walked along the spotless hallway that smelled like cleaning fluid, sterile, antiseptic, neither one talking, Harry aware of the sound of their shoes on the tile floor. Hers squeaking, his clicking.


Judy stopped and said, “Sara’s in here. This is a viewing room.”


There was a body on a stainless steel table, covered by a white sheet. Her feet were sticking out the bottom, Sara’s pretty feet with pink manicured toenails, toe tag hanging from her right foot, name and Social Security number and Huntington Woods address in black marker.


Judy pulled the sheet back and Harry saw the lifeless face of someone, a girl with dark brown hair, but unrecognizable, the left side crushed.


“Is this your daughter, Mr Levin?”


Harry nodded, picturing her the last time he’d seen her, the day she moved into the teacher’s townhouse. “You’ve got the best luck of anyone I know,” he’d said.


“The world’s my oyster, Pops.”




*





Harry took a cab to the Washington DC Police Department on Shepherd Street, met with Detective Taggart in a room with a long table, two ashtrays on it, pink walls and a clock. Taggart looked about forty, dark curly hair, sideburns, light green dress shirt, brown tie pulled down, slightly askew, revolver in a black shoulder holster under his left arm.


“Mr Levin, I’m sorry about your daughter,” he said, southern accent. “Can I get you coffee, a soft drink, cigarette?”


Taggart took a pack of Lucky Strikes out of his shirt pocket, tapped one out and tilted it toward him.


Harry shook his head. “Tell me what happened.”


“Your daughter was traveling north on 15th Street. According to the restaurant manager she had just gotten off work. It was around twelve twenty. The car that hit her was traveling east on K Street, ran the red light at 15th, slammed into your daughter’s car broadside in the intersection.”


“Who was driving the other car?” Harry said.


Taggart glanced away and back at Harry. “I’m not at liberty to give you that information.” He looked uncomfortable, squirmed a little in his seat.


“What’re you talking about?”


“I don’t blame you,” Taggart said. “But there’s nothing I can do. He’s a foreign diplomat.”


“I thought I was at the police station.”


“It’s out of our hands,” Taggart said.


“You didn’t arrest him?” Harry said, shaking his head. “What the hell’s going on?”


“I shouldn’t be telling you this––” He paused. “We held him till this morning, and I heard he was still drunk when we let him go.”


“You mean he’s out on bail?”


“There was no bail. Guy from the Chief of Protocol’s Office and a lawyer from the Office of the Legal Adviser got here at six thirty this morning and we had no choice but to let him go. This guy’s connected, somebody important.”


Taggart slid a business card across the table to him. Harry picked it up and looked at it: James Vander Schaaf, State Department of the United States, Office of the Chief of Protocol.


“You want to know what’s going on? Talk to him. But I doubt you’ll get a straight answer. This is Washington.”




*





Harry took a cab to 320 21st Street, got out in front of the sand-colored Department of State building. Vander Schaaf had a nice office with a view of the Potomac. He wore a seersucker suit and a bowtie. He was tall and thin and personable. Harry sat facing him behind a mahogany desk the size of a Volkswagen, framed photos on it and a coffee mug that said World’s Best Dad in a big cartoon typeface, and wall-to-wall bookshelves behind him.


“Mr Levin, on behalf of everyone here at the State Department, I want to offer you our sincere condolences for your loss. Unfortunate, tragic, you have our deepest sympathy,” he said.


It sounded like practiced sincerity. Bereavement 101.


“I can definitely relate. I have children of my own.”


“I don’t want your sympathy,” Harry said. “I want to know what you’re going to do about it.”


Vander Schaaf put his palms together like he was praying, gave Harry a solemn nod. “Mr Levin, I just want you to know that I’m here for you. We all are.”


Whatever that meant.


“But what we have here is a very difficult situation. Are you familiar with diplomatic immunity?”


Harry had an idea, but let him keep going.


“It’s a tradition that dates back to the ancient Greeks: Sophocles, Aristotle.” He picked up a pen like he was going to start writing, using it as a prop, giving him something to do with his hands. “They believed foreign emissaries traveled under the protection of Zeus.” He paused. “Today it’s designed to protect diplomats who travel abroad. Mr Levin, we can’t in good conscience send our ambassadors to places where an unfriendly government might try to bring false charges against them. Sir, it’s a safeguard. It was all codified at the Vienna Convention in 1961. A complete framework was established for diplomatic relations on the basis of consent between independent sovereign states. It set out special rules, privileges and immunities – which allow diplomatic missions to act without fear of coercion or harassment of local laws. Is any of this making sense, Mr Levin? If not I can have John Brennan, an attorney from ‘L,’ what we call the State Department’s Office of the Legal Adviser, come by and explain it further.”


He put the pen on the desktop, picked up the coffee mug and took a sip.


“A foreign diplomat kills an American citizen and there’s nothing you can do about it. Is that what you’re telling me?”


“Unfortunately, yes,” Vander Schaaf said. He picked up a piece of paper and started reading. “Article 29 provides inviolability for diplomats, and Article 31 established their immunity from civil and criminal jurisdictions.”


“Don’t read anything else, okay.”


“Mr Levin, I understand how you feel.”


“You don’t have a clue,” Harry said. “Where is he?”


“Who, sir?”


“The guy that killed my daughter.”


“I have no idea.”


Vander Schaaf looked worried.


“Who’s your boss?” Harry said.


“The Chief of Protocol, Mr Emil Mosbacher Jr.”


“Get him on the phone, tell him I want to talk to him.”


“Mr Levin, that’s impossible.”


“I thought you were all here for me.”


“Mr Mosbacher is with the president.”


“Then call the White House, let’s get Nixon himself involved.”


Vander Schaaf was flustered, didn’t know what to do. Harry got up and started for the door.


“By way of reparation, Mr Levin, I have a letter of apology from the diplomat himself.”


Harry moved across the room.


“He’s very concerned about the matter,” Vander Schaaf said, on his feet now, coming around the desk. “And has offered to pay funeral expenses.”


Harry was at the door, he turned and said, “Funeral expenses? You think that’s why I’m here?”


“Mr Levin,” Vander Schaaf said, crossing the room, trying to catch him, but Harry had already gone.




*





He phoned Detective Taggart from a payphone in the lobby, got him on the line and asked where Sara’s car had been taken.


“What are you going to do with it?”


“Look at it,” Harry said.


“It’s in a lot on North Pearl Street. Got a pen?”


Taggart gave him the address and Harry wrote it on the back of Vander Schaaf’s business card.


“I’ll call and tell them you’re coming. Get anywhere with the State Department?”


“They should call it the Anti-state Department.”


“I tried to find out who the diplomat is,” Taggart said, “but they’ve covered this thing up, buried it deep. All I know, the guy’s a German. Good luck.”


Taggart was a standup guy. Harry thanked him and hung up. He went outside and hailed a cab and took it to the DC police impound lot, rows of cars behind chainlink fence topped with razor wire. There was a single-storey cinderblock building just inside the fence. Harry went in the office and showed his driver’s license to a clerk behind the wood and Formica counter. He wore a police uniform shirt but looked like a mechanic, long greasy hair combed straight back over his collar, a few days of reddish-brown stubble on his face.


Harry told him about the accident and said he wanted to see the car, a 1968 Ford Falcon registered in his name with Michigan plates. The clerk flipped through a stack of papers that had a staple through the top left corner.


“Here ’tis, ’68 Falcon.” He looked up now. “In fact, they’re both out there side by each. Your car, what’s left of it, next to the one that hit it. 1972 Mercedes-Benz 450 SEL, costs more ’n I make in a year, probably two. Tow trucks brought them in within a few minutes of each other, explaining their close proximity. Row A, spaces seventeen and eighteen. Walk out that door‚ take a right, can’t miss it.”


Harry approached the Falcon from behind, and even from this angle he could see the damage. He walked up to it, stood next to it, looking inside the car. Everything on the left side from the front fender to the trunk was crushed, pushed halfway through the interior. Roof peeled back like a sardine can. Steering wheel bent out of position. Driver’s seat angled sideways against the front passenger seat. There were spots of dried blood on the seats and dash and passenger-side window.


Now he glanced at the black Mercedes parked next to it, twice the size of the Falcon, had to be two tons. Stepped over and looked at the front end crushed all the way to the dash, left wheel and tire trapped in the wreckage.


He opened the driver’s door. Except for blood on the sill and the bottom of the window the interior was untouched, intact. Harry could understand now how the diplomat had walked away. He looked on the floor and saw a cigarette next to the accelerator pedal. He reached and picked it up, a Marlboro burned about halfway. Ran his hand under the driver’s seat, felt a pack of matches. It had a black background with the red silhouette of a naked girl. He opened the cover and saw ‘Archibald’s Entertainment for Gentlemen’ with an address on Q Street. Under it, a note in blue ink said: You want it, baby‚ I got it, Coco XOXO and a phone number.


Harry walked around to the other side of the Mercedes, opened the front passenger door, sat on the black leather seat, and scanned the interior. Reached over and checked behind the visor on the driver’s side. Nothing. Checked behind the visor in front of him. There was a vanity mirror. Stared at the close-up of his face. He looked tired and needed a shave. There was a console between the seats and a compartment under the center armrest. He opened it and looked in. Empty. Checked the back seat. Spotless. Checked the glove box, took out a black leather folder, opened it. Car was registered to the Embassy of the Federal Republic of Germany, 4645 Reservoir Road NW, Washington DC, 20007.




*





Harry took a cab to Archibald’s, walked into the dark room, loud pulsing music, beams of light crisscrossing the interior like air-raid strobes. There was a naked girl on stage, spinning upside down on a silver pole. Other girls in various stages of undress were dancing tableside. Harry asked the bouncer if Coco was working and he pointed to a petite, light-skinned black girl giving a lap dance to a customer at a corner table.


The hostess, a fortyish brunette with fading looks, escorted him to a booth.


“I’ll have a vodka tonic, and will you send Coco over when she’s free?”


“Sure‚ hon,” she smiled. “No problem.”


His drink came, and when the song ended so did Coco.


“How you today, baby?” she said, sliding in the booth in a G-string, full of energy and personality. Afro accentuating high cheekbones and caramel skin, petite body making her seem younger than she was, girlish.


“My German friend told me to ask for you.”


“What German friend you talkin’ about?”


“He was in last night.”


She gave him a big friendly smile. “My man, Fritz.” Gave his arm a light squeeze. “What I call him. What’s his real name?”


“I can’t tell you,” Harry said. “It’s sensitive due to his––” He led her and she picked right up.


“Don’t have to say no more.” Coco touched his arm again. “Fritz okay?”


Harry said, “Yeah, I think so.” No idea what she was talking about.


“Thought he was hurt.”


“Why’s that?”


“Had blood all down his pants.”


“You saw it?”


“Felt it. Was all wet.”


“What happened?”


“Dint say. But when he leave I went to the ladies, washed my hands. Was red blood come off in the sink.”


 
















Four





Harry took a cab to the Four Seasons, checked in and called his office. It was 3:38 in the afternoon.


“Harry, where are you? People have been calling for you all day, including some detective from the Washington DC police,” Phyllis said. “Is everything all right?”


“I’ll tell you later,” Harry said. He didn’t want to get into it right now. “How about the guy from the IRS?”


“Haven’t heard a thing. Harry, you coming in today?”


“I’m not feeling well.” Which was not far from the truth.


“Can I do anything for you? Pick up some medicine?”


“I’ll be okay,” Harry said and hung up. Phyllis Wampler had worked for him for ten years. She was forty-two, never been married, lived in Ferndale with her dog, a little shorthaired, two-toned thing named Lily. Harry had stopped over one time to drop something off. He rang the bell, Phyllis opened the door with the dog in her arms.


 “Lily, this is Harry, the man I work for,” she’d said in a baby-talk voice. “Look at her‚ Harry, she just had a baffer. That’s a pretty girl. She’s a good girl getting her baffer, all pretty girl now. Aren’t you?” The dog barked and she grinned. “Yes her is.”


Phyllis had dates periodically, but if the guy didn’t like Lily it was all over. Some people liked dogs more than people and Phyllis was one of them.


He took Detective Taggart’s card out of his shirt pocket and dialed the number, heard him identify himself.


“It’s Harry Levin.”


“I’ve got something for you. But I’d rather not say it over the phone.”


“I’ve got something for you, too.”


They agreed to meet in the Four Seasons bar in thirty minutes.




*





“I was investigating a double murder in Georgetown‚” Taggart said. “Didn’t get to the station till seven. By then, as I told you, the diplomat had been released.”


He drank Budweiser from the bottle, fingers wrapped around the neck, looking out of place in the swank mahogany-paneled room in his light green shirt, brown tie at half mast, brown plaid sport coat, and brown hat on the seat next to him. Just the two of them sitting at the empty bar, bartender working, mixing drinks and serving customers at tables.


“What I didn’t know, he’d been read his rights. Printed and photographed before anyone knew about his diplomatic status. He’d caused an accident and he was drunk. Looking at involuntary manslaughter at the very least.”


Harry picked up his vodka tonic and took a sip. The glass was sweating, so he wrapped a cocktail napkin around the bottom. Taggart reached in his jacket pocket, took out a folded piece of paper, and handed it to him. Harry opened it, studied the face in the photo. Drunk eyes staring at him, mustache and goatee, dark hair flecked with gray, early fifties. Something familiar about him.


“Name’s Ernst Hess,” Taggart said.


“Who is he?”


“German diplomat. That’s all I know.”


“Was he hurt?”


“I don’t think so. Why?”


“There was blood in the car and blood on his pants.”


“How do you know that?”


“I’ve got my sources.” Harry sipped his drink.


“What do you mean you’ve got your sources?”


Harry told him about Coco.


“You investigating this on your own now?”


“I’m trying to find out what happened.”


Taggart looked offended, like Harry was stepping on his toes.


“Look, I appreciate everything you’re doing,” Harry said. “I’m not trying to get in your way. But I’ve got to find out who he is and where he is.”


“My guess, on a plane back to Germany. Get out of town, avoid any further embarrassment. What do you think?”


“I don’t know,” Harry said. Taggart’s conclusion made sense but he wasn’t so sure. Taggart picked up the beer bottle and drained it.


“Another one?” Harry said.


Taggart shook his head. “Got to get back to the office. What about you?”


“I have to go to the hospital get the medical examiner’s report, official cause of death, and have Sara’s body shipped home.”


“Take care of yourself.” Taggart slid off the bar stool and they shook hands.




*





Harry went back up to his room. Found a phonebook in the drawer of the bedside table. He looked up the German Embassy, got the phone number and made a call.


“German Embassy, how may I direct your call?” a woman said, Berlin accent.


“Will you connect me with Herr Ernst Hess, please,” Harry said in German.


“I am sorry, Herr Hess is out of the building. May I take a message?”


“I’ll call him back,” Harry said.




*





Harry dialed the front desk and asked where the nearest car rental place was, and found out there was an Avis office right down the street. He rented a black Mustang with tan interior. He studied a map of DC that came with the car, and found Reservoir Road. It ran east and west just north of Georgetown University.


He stopped at a sporting goods in West Village and bought binoculars. Then he drove to the embassy and parked across the street in a metered space in front of a redbrick colonial. The embassy was nothing like he expected. It was a modern six-storey steel and glass building inside a gated complex. There was a guard shack with a security gate, and a wide sweeping driveway that extended from the street to the building. Harry watched visitors drive in, have their ID checked by a security guard, then drive up to the entrance and park.


He unfolded the Xerox shot of Hess that Taggart had given him and waited.


At 6:15, a black Mercedes-Benz, twin of the one that had hit Sara, drove in the gate and pulled up to the front door. Harry zoomed in with the binoculars, turned the dial, adjusting the distance, and saw a man in a dark suit, white shirt and tie get out the left rear door and walk around the car, talking to a silver-haired guy getting out on the opposite side. Harry had gotten a good look at him, comparing what he saw to the mug shot of Hess, and was sure it was him. The Mercedes pulled away. Hess and the other guy went in the embassy.


At 7:55, the black Mercedes returned, stopped at the guard shack and pulled up in front of the building. He looked through the binoculars, saw Hess and two other men come out and get in the car.


Harry followed the Mercedes down Pennsylvania Avenue to Wisconsin, took a right and then a left on M Street, and a right on Pennsylvania Avenue past George Washington University to 17th Street, catching glimpses of the White House, Richard Nixon probably in there somewhere, shaving. He’d read an article that said, on occasion, Nixon had to shave five times a day.


On his right was the Washington Monument, and in the distance the arched dome of the Capitol. The Mercedes pulled over in front of a restaurant, Les Halles. Harry knew it, had taken Sara there at the start of the school year. The three men got out of the car and went inside. Harry waited till the Mercedes pulled away and valet parked.


The restaurant was one big room, bar in front, with maybe a dozen stools, the dining room behind it, crowded, bustling. Harry found an empty stool, sat on the side of the bar and ordered a Canadian Club and soda. He could see the Germans twenty feet away, three men at a table for four, speaking German, their voices rising above the din like smoke from their cigarettes. Harry unfolded the Xerox mug shot, positioned it next to his drink, studying the face of Hess in the photograph.


The same man was sitting at the table, no mistake about it, same mustache-goatee, same sturdy jaw. Harry sipped his drink and watched Hess. Hess telling a story maybe, or a joke, having a good time. Harry reached for his wallet, took out a ten and put it on the bar top. Folded the Xerox page and put it in his shirt pocket.


Harry picked up his drink, slid off the bar stool, walked to the table where the Germans were sitting. “Gentlemen, good evening, I heard your Bavarian accent,” he said in German, looking at Hess, “and for a moment I thought I was back in Munich. May I join you?”


The silver-haired guy was about to object until Hess raised an arm to stop him.


“It is all right. He is one of us.”


Hess nodded at Harry, and he sat in the empty seat. “So you are from Munich?” Hess said.


“I was born there,” Harry said. “In 1927. I remember Hitler driving around the neighborhood in his open car, giving speeches.” He threw that out and had their attention now. The third man was big and solid, built like a linebacker, looked about fifty, quiet, didn’t say a word.


“That was an unprecedented time in our history. Unparalleled,” Hess said. Looking like he wanted to relive the past, pumped all of a sudden, grinning, recalling the good old days. “What part of Munich are you from?”


“We lived on Sendlinger Strasse,” Harry said.


“Altstadt,” Hess said, smiling. “I know this street.” He paused. “And where do you live now?”


“Detroit.”


“You must work in the automobile industry?” Hess sipped his drink.


“I sell scrap metal,” Harry said, still in German.


Hess said, “What brings you to Washington?”


“I came to see my daughter,” Harry said, holding him in his gaze. “I had to identify her body.”


Hess looked nervous now, face turning serious.


“You killed her last night, and you’re out having a good time,” he said.


“It was an accident,” Hess said. “I am truly sorry for your loss.”


“Yeah? Doesn’t look like you’re sorry. Doesn’t look like you care one way or the other.”


Hess was flustered‚ got up and started moving across the dining room. Harry went after him, reached out, grabbed the collar of his suit jacket, aware of diners at other tables looking over now. Hess stopped and turned but the big man was on Harry, holding him from behind. He could feel his strength. He went along without resistance for a few steps and then turned his body quickly, slipping out his grasp. The big man came at him again and Harry threw him over his hip on top of a long table, and watched him slide across taking plates and glasses with him onto the floor.
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