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THE NIGHT BEFORE

 


Bill Heller could not shake the feeling he was
being followed.

Heller was driving up 18th Avenue
toward Ocean Parkway to pick up the Prospect Expressway.

When he stopped at a red traffic light on
77th Street, he noticed the OPEN sign in the window of
Il Colosseo.

He decided to go in and have something to eat
and try at the same time to determine if he was being
tailed.

 


 


The restaurant was nearly empty at nine-forty
on a Tuesday night.

They had stopped seating at eight-thirty. The
sign on the front door had been flipped over to the side that read
CLOSED.

A young couple rose from their chairs at the
back of the dining room. The young man placed a tip on the table
and escorted his girl to the front door.

Three twenty-something females were
putting money together to cover their bill.

A man in his late-thirties sat alone at a
table near the front window.

The bus boy had already started clearing
vacant tables.

A waitress was refilling salt and pepper
shakers.

The restaurant manager stood at the cash
register.

The diner at the window spotted a big man in a
jogging suit out on the street, straining to look
inside.

He had paid cash. His waitress brought his
change and his receipt—a carbon duplicate of the three-by-five inch
guest check.

He asked her for a pen and a rubber
band.

 


 


The large man in the jogging suit made his way
back to a car parked on the opposite side of 18th
Avenue. A second man was seated behind the wheel.

“Well?”

“He’s still there. He’s sitting alone in
front.”

They watched the young couple leave the
restaurant.

“How many others inside?”

“Looks like three more customers. There are at
least three others working the floor, and maybe one or two in the
kitchen. They’re shutting the place down.”

“Let’s wait,” the man in the vehicle
said.

 


 


A few minutes later the two men across the
avenue watched as the three young women came out of the
restaurant.

“Those are the last customers other than him,”
the big man said.

“Do you think he spotted you?”

“No, and what if he did. I’m just a guy on the
street glancing into the place as I passed.”

Just a big ape in a goombah outfit, the
second man was thinking.

“Take the car, go around to the back and watch
the rear exit. If he isn’t out in five minutes, I’m going in,” the
man in the car said.

He climbed out of the vehicle and handed over
the keys.

 


 


The man at the table near the front window
scribbled a note on the back of the guest check.

He called the bus boy over.

“Where is the rest room?” he asked the
kid.

“Down at the end of the hall in
back.”

“Can you hold this for me?”

He placed something into the bus boy’s hand
and without waiting for an answer he walked toward the
rear.

It was a small solid item.

It was wrapped in a paper guest check receipt
held by a rubber band.

 


 


“Go back there and see what’s taking him so
long,” the manager said. “We need to lock up and get finished
here.”

The bus boy walked back to the men’s
room.

He had slipped the small package into his
apron pocket.

He returned a moment later.

“He’s gone. He went out the rear door,” he
said, just as a well-dressed man opened the front door.

“We’re closed,” the manager said.

“I’m looking for a friend who said he would be
here.”

“All of the customers are gone. The last seems
to have used the rear exit for some reason. Maybe he was parked
back there.”

“Can I go out that way?”

“Go ahead. I need to lock the doors before
someone else wanders in.”

The well-dressed man exited through the back
door and saw the ape in the jogging suit getting into the
car.

“Did you see him come out?”

“I was about to drive around front to pick you
up. I sandbagged him when he came out the door. He’s in the back
seat, gagged and tied.”

“Did he have it?”

“I thought it might be a better idea to get
away from here and find a more private place to pat him
down.”

 


 


Thirty minutes later, only the bus boy and the
restaurant manager were left in the restaurant.

The young man had forgotten the small package
until he removed his apron.

He placed it into his jacket
pocket.

“Are you all done?” the manager
asked.

“Yes.”

“Then go, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

The bus boy stepped out onto 18th
Avenue to wait for Alison, who was on her way to pick him up. Her
roommate was out-of-town and he was looking forward to being alone
with her in her apartment.

Alison was a very playful girl. Maybe she
would let him spend the night again.

While he waited, he pulled the small package
from his pocket. He removed the rubber band and the paper guest
check, revealing a small tape recorder and a fifty-dollar
bill.

He noticed there was writing on the back side
of the check.

Keep this safe. I’ll make contact.
There’s another hundred in it for you.

He stuffed it all back into his pocket as
Alison’s Chevy Impala pulled up to the curb.

 


 



Part One

 


THE SIX-ONE

 


How do you know love is
gone?

If you said you would be there at
seven

and you get there at
nine,

and he or she has not called the
police yet,

it's gone.

 


—Marlene Dietrich

 


 



 


 


ONE

 


The face in the mirror returned a dazzling
smile.

The lips, complete with a fresh coat of
Covergirl Fairytale 405 lipstick, mouthed three words. I feel
pretty.

It was her twenty-fourth birthday, Eddie had
made dinner reservations at New Corners Restaurant and Angela
Salerno knew that Eddie Cicero was going to pop the
question.

Eddie would be arriving soon to pick her up,
with a fistful of flowers and a ring hidden in a jacket pocket.
Angela turned from the mirror and redirected her attention to the
new dress neatly laid out on the bed. It was a little black number,
short black satin with spaghetti strings. When Angela had tried the
dress on at Cue Boutique in Fort Hamilton her best friend Barb had
assured her: You look so hot you are going to burn New Corners
down.

It was Barbara who had confirmed Eddie had a
ring. It was Barbara’s boyfriend Albert, Eddie’s best friend, who
let Barbara in on the secret. Barb had not been able to keep
it to herself.

Angela didn’t mind, she could act surprised.
She was thrilled knowing Eddie had finally decided to take the big
step.

Angela was about to pull the new dress over a
short black silk slip when there was a knock on the apartment door.
Eddie was early. Better than late.

She danced over to the door and she looked
through the peephole.

It was her brother Vincent.

She reluctantly opened the door. Vincent
rushed in, moved her back into the living room and quickly pushed
the door shut.

Vinnie was carrying a large green gym bag and
he was visibly upset.

“I need money, Angie,” he said.

“Hi, sis, it’s been awhile, you look great,
happy birthday,” Angela said.

“Hi, sis, happy birthday, you look great,”
Vinnie said. “I need money.”

 


 


“I have an address for his parents’ place and
one for his sister. I want both watched until he shows
up.”

“Give me the addresses, I’ll call Gallo,” Mr.
Smith said.

 


 


Thomas Murphy took possession of a stool at
the bar.

Augie Sena, from the opposite side of the bar,
set a bottle of Samuel Adams Boston Lager within Murphy’s reach a
moment later.

“I haven’t seen you move that fast since the
last visit from the Health Department,” Murphy said. “How did you
know I wanted a beer?”

“Wild guess. It’s on me.”

“My birthday is not for another five
months.”

“I might not live that long,” Augie said. “The
beer, my friend, is meant in way of congratulations.”

“You heard I won two bucks on a ten dollar
lottery ticket?”

“I heard you’re up for lieutenant.”

“Bad news travels fast,” said Murphy. “Thanks
for the beer anyway.”

“I’ll bet you the two bucks you would love the
fried calamari over linguini for dinner.”

“Wild guess?”

“Just call me Sena the Psychic, but the
calamari is not on the house.”

“That, my clairvoyant friend, even I could
have guessed. I’ll take it with the hot sauce.”

 


 


Angie Salerno gave her brother Vincent all of
the cash she had on hand.

Seventy-seven dollars.

Vinnie thanked her with a bear hug.

“Okay, Vincent. You’ll ruin my makeup. And
what’s with the gym bag? Did Mom’s washing machine break down or
are you planning a trip to Monte Carlo?”

“Cute. I have to run. By the way, you
do look great.”

“Thanks. Go, before Eddie gets here and I beg
him to slap some sense into you,” Angie said. “Be
careful.”

Vinnie ran down the two flights of stairs and
was about to exit through the front door when he suddenly decided
against it.

He continued down to the basement instead,
opened the metal door at the rear of the house, skipped up the
concrete steps and slipped out to the back alley.

He headed down the alley toward Avenue U,
turned east on the avenue, and hurried over to the elevated train
station on McDonald Avenue.

He rushed up the stairs and anxiously waited
for an F Train.

 


 


A man in a gray suit slipped into the front
passenger seat of a black Lincoln sedan on the opposite side of the
street from the house entrance.

“Are you sure he’s in there?” he asked the man
behind the wheel.

“I watched him go in and I called you, I
haven’t seen him come out. I checked the mailboxes. His sister
lives on the top floor.”

“I would rather deal with him out
here.”

“We can wait.”

“Fuck.”

“What?”

“Who is that?”

They watched a young man walk into the
building.

“How the fuck should I know?”

“On second thought, let’s not
wait.”

 


 


“There’s a kid in a hurry,” Augie Sena said,
seeing a young man with a green gym bag race past the front window
of Joe’s Bar and Grill. “Maybe you should go after the kid. He may
have knocked off the Jerusalem Pizzeria.”

“He’d deserve a medal. The pizza there tastes
like soaked cardboard.”

“How is the linguini?”

“Not bad,” Murphy said. “How did you get it
delivered here so fast?”

“Anyone ever tell you you’re a laugh a minute,
Tommy?”

“I hear it every sixty seconds,” Murphy said,
slipping a forkful of calamari past his smile.

“My sister’s boy is popping the
question.”

“What question is that? Why is the eggplant
always greasy?”

“He bought a ring for his
girlfriend.”

“Jesus, Augie, what kind of uncle are you?
Couldn’t you talk him out of it?”

“You’re a hopeless cynic, Tommy. I haven’t met
her, but my sister says she seems likes a very nice
girl.”

“They all seem like nice girls, and then they
grow into their mothers. Which sister?”

“Rosie.”

“The sister who married Cicero? I’m not too
sure about her judgment.”

Murphy shook his head and let out a deep
sigh.

“What?” asked Augie Sena.

“The cynic and the psychic,” Murphy said.
“We’re quite a pair.”

 


 


It was all Eddie Cicero could manage to say
when Angie opened the apartment door wearing the short black
spaghetti string dress.

“Wow.”

“Not bad, right?”

“How am I supposed to give the osso buco at
New Corners the attention it deserves with you sitting across the
table in that thing?”

“Chew slowly,” Angie said, beaming.

Eddie handed her a dozen red roses.

Then there was a rapping at the
door.

“Expecting your other boyfriend?” Eddie
said.

“Everyone is a comedian. It’s probably my
worthless brother. He was just here for another
handout.”

Angie opened the door half way.

The two men in the doorway did not look
friendly.

“We’re looking for Vincent Salerno,” said the
shorter man.

He was well groomed and he wore a gray
business suit. An expensive suit. He could have passed for a
banker.

His companion wore a blue jogging suit and
looked like something she might have seen in a zoo.

“Vincent is not here,” Angie said, Eddie close
at her side.

“We saw him come in.”

“He was here, he left. I don’t know where he
ran off to.”

“Mind if we take a look?”

“Yes. I do mind.”

The ape violently shoved the door open,
knocking Angie and the flowers to the floor. Eddie reacted and went
after the big man. The gorilla laid Eddie out cold with a
roundhouse punch. The two men walked into the apartment. The
well-dressed man shut the door while the big man kept an eye on
Angie.

“We can do this the easy way or the hard way,”
the banker said.

“Very original. God, you really hurt him,”
Angie said, looking over at Eddie.

The big man kicked her in the side.

“Where is Vincent?”

“I told you I have no idea where my brother
went,” Angela screamed from the floor. “Keep that animal away from
us.”

The big man kicked her again. Then he pulled a
gun out of his jacket and pointed it down at Eddie. Eddie was still
unconscious.

“Please, don’t,” Angie said, terrified. “Take
whatever you want. I swear, I won’t say anything to
anyone.”

“Where is your brother?” the man in the
business suit said.

“I don’t know.”

“I am not going to ask you again.”

“Please, I don’t know.”

“Fine. I believe you.”

Suddenly the big man made it official and then
Mr. Smith made it absolutely final.

 


 


Vincent Salerno hopped off the F Train at
42nd Street and he walked the two blocks to the Port
Authority Bus Terminal. Vinnie used most of the money he had scored
from his sister, his girlfriend and the man in the restaurant for a
one-way bus ticket to Chicago. The bus was scheduled to leave in
less than an hour. He walked into Casa Java, located an empty chair
at a small table near the rear exit, placed the gym bag under his
seat and held it between his feet.

Vinnie nearly jumped out of his skin when he
finally noticed the waitress standing beside him.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“I doubt it.”

“Excuse me?”

“Coffee,” Vincent said. “Light. Lots of
sugar.”

 


 


Mary Valenti had been attending evening Mass
at Sts. Simon and Jude every Wednesday since losing her husband to
a massive heart attack fourteen months earlier. As Mary crossed
Avenue T on her way home from the church she could hear her dog
barking.

“Hold your horses,” she mumbled as she picked
up her pace. When Mary reached the house she found the front door
wide open. Unusual.

She rushed to her apartment door to let the
pooch out before he put a new design on her living room rug. The
dog raced right past Mary when she opened the door and headed
straight up the stairs.

Mary followed.

“What in God’s name has gotten into you,
Prince?” she said as she reached the third floor landing. The door
to the top floor apartment was opened. Prince had disappeared
inside and continued to bark wildly.

Mary called out her tenant’s name. When she
received no answer she entered the apartment. She found the dog and
saw what he was yapping about.

Mary held back a scream, quickly made the sign
of the cross, scooped up the animal and ran down the stairs to call
9-1-1.

 


 


“I have to say, Augie, the garlic bread was
particularly good this evening,” Murphy said after polishing off
the last morsel.

“Tell your friends at the
precinct.”

“Unless I swallow an entire bottle of
Listerine before I head back, I won’t need to tell anyone
anything.”

The siren turned both their heads toward the
front window.

The patrol car raced up Avenue U and turned
sharply onto Lake Street.

“One of yours?” Augie asked.

“Yes.”

“Are you going to check it out?”

“Not unless I have to.”

The siren went silent.

“It’s close,” Murphy said.

“Are you going to check it out?”

“Not unless I have to.”

 


 


Vincent Salerno stepped up onto the
bus.

He showed his ticket to the bus driver, made
his way to the back of the coach and put the bag under his
seat.

He would be arriving in Chicago the following
day, late in the afternoon. Carmine Brigati would be meeting him at
the end of the trip and then he and Carmine could argue about how
Vinnie was going to get out from under the mountain of trouble he
found himself in.

Vinnie thought about his big sister. As often
as he had disappointed Angie, she had always come through for him.
He wondered when he would see her again.

Vinnie was determined to stay awake. To
protect the bag. To guard the tape recording that was causing all
the turmoil.

When the bus pulled out of the Port Authority
Terminal ten minutes later and entered the Lincoln Tunnel, Vinnie
was asleep.

 


 


Officers Landis and Mendez were first on the
scene. They were greeted by a woman who was nearly hysterical.
Trembling, sobbing, babbling. She clutched a small, wiry-haired dog
tightly to her chest like it was a life raft.

Landis gently eased her into a chair at the
kitchen table. Mendez scared up a glass and filled it with water
from the kitchen sink. When he placed the glass on the table the
woman reacted to it as if it had eight legs.

Landis finally managed to calm her down
somewhat by assuring her she would not have to accompany them to
the third floor. Landis asked her to wait and the two officers
headed up.

When they reached the second floor landing
they both pulled out their weapons.

At the third floor landing, they found the
door to the apartment opened wide. Landis entered first, slowly,
holding his weapon out in front of him with both hands. Mendez
followed suit.

“Jesus,” Mendez said.

“Check if either victim is alive, nothing
more,” Landis said, fairly certain about the answer. “I’ll make
sure there is no one else in the rooms.”

A few moments later Landis was
back.

“Clear,” he said.

“Both dead,” Mendez said. “Should we check for
identification?”

“We call it in and leave it to the guys making
the big bucks. But I can tell you who the boy is. That’s John
Cicero’s kid.”

“Detective Cicero from the
Sixty-eighth?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck,” said Mendez.

“Pretty dress,” Landis said.

 


 



 


 


TWO

 


Sandra Rosen sat at her desk, alone in the
large squad room.

Detective’s Squad. Second floor.
61st Precinct. Coney Island Avenue. Brooklyn. New
York.

Rosen looked around the room. Six desks.
Ivanov and Richards out trying to track down two teens who had
robbed a coin-operated laundromat wielding metal softball bats.
Senderowitz completing a seminar at John Jay College of Criminal
Justice called New Directions in Evidence Collection for the
21st Century. Murphy taking a
dinner break.

The last desk, once occupied by Lou Vota,
remained unassigned.

Samson was in his small private office in
back, door closed, window shades drawn, not to be disturbed. Buried
under a mountain of thankless paperwork.

It was unusually quiet in the precinct and
abnormally calm out in the street. Particularly for this time of
year, during the dog days of August, when breaking the law in the
Borough of Churches was a popular pastime rivaled only by
baseball.

The call was transferred up to the detectives’
squad by Sergeant Kelly down at the front desk. Rosen answered on
the third ring and she kept the conversation short.

She grabbed her jacket, her shield, and her
holstered .38.

Moments later she was tapping on Samson’s
door.

“Come in, Rosen.”

Rosen opened the door and entered the
captain’s office.

“How did you know it was me?”

“I can identify all of you by the way you
knock. Although you are becoming less and less tentative as you
settle in here. I almost mistook you for Senderowitz.”

“Think you will ever mistake me for Murphy?”
Rosen asked.

“Not unless you start using a battering ram.
What’s up?”

“I just took a call from Landis. I’m on my way
out.”

“What?”

“Two dead. That’s all I got. I asked Landis to
hold the gory details, work at locating the medical examiner and a
crime scene investigation team instead. Want to ride
along?”

“Do you need me to?”

“No.”

“Where is Tommy?”

“Out to dinner. I know where to find him. I’ll
call him on my way.”

“I’m glad you came over to us,
Sandra.”

“So you’ve said.”

“And you?”

“Glad I came over? The jury is still
out.”

“Because of you and Murphy?”

“It’s tricky.”

“Call me from the scene. Let me know what you
think happened there and yell if you need more
uniforms.”

“I will,” Rosen said, turning to
leave.

“And, Sandra,” Samson said, briefly stopping
her in her tracks.

“Yes?”

“It’s only tricky when you’re not sure what
you want.”

 


 


Ivanov and Richards used their legs, leaving
their vehicle parked out in front of the laundromat and moving east
along Avenue S.

The first confirmed sighting was reported by a
Pakistani grocery store manager.

“Two boys walked in and tried to buy
cigarettes and beer. I told them it was not possible. They insisted
they were old enough. I asked for ID and told one of them if he
didn’t stop waving his bat, I was going to wrap it around his neck.
They left.”

The two detectives walked into a pizzeria
further down the avenue.

“Two boys, ordered three large pizzas. One was
on his cell phone the whole time they waited for the pies, inviting
friends to a party at the school yard. David A. Boody Middle
School, two blocks down on the right.”

“Did they have softball bats?” Ivanov
asked.

“One blue, one gray. One of them paid for the
pies, pulled forty-six dollars from a fistful of small
bills.”

“Thanks for your help,” Ivanov
said.

“In my day, they called them Junior High
Schools,” the man said.

“Junior High Schools?” Richards
said.

“Things change,” Ivanov said.

She dragged Richards back out to the
street.

“What was the rush? That kind of thing
interests me.”

“Let’s go back for the car and find these
delinquents while there is still daylight. You can come back here
for a history lesson later.”

“You’re no fun,” Richards said.

“You may change your tune when we get to the
school yard.”

Like Sandra Rosen, Marina Ivanov and Marty
Richards were new recruits to the Six-one. Ivanov had come over
from the 60th Precinct, Coney Island, four months
earlier after working as a member of a joint task force that
included Samson, Vota and Murphy from the 61st and
Rosen, at that time with the 63rd Precinct, Flatlands.
Marty Richards had come over less than two months earlier after
finally realizing he was not cut out for the Internal Affairs
Bureau.

They found eight teens, five boys and three
girls, sitting on the ground under a basketball net. Gathered
around three open pizza boxes. Someone had scored beer.

Two of the boys were holding court, side by
side with two softball bats resting between them, likely bragging
about their daring adventures.

A boom box was pounding out a rap tune Ivanov
did not recognize and Richards could not stomach.

“How would you like to approach this?” Ivanov
asked.

“By the book.”

“What? Police, you’re under arrest?
Have you taken a good look at that sorry bunch? By the book
is seldom effective when dealing with comic book characters.
And with that suit you’re wearing, they’ll make you from a mile
away and scatter before you say a word.”

“Do you have a better idea?”

“The Russian-American junkie prostitute
approach. Wait here. Pay attention.”

Ivanov handed him her jacket, let down and
mussed her hair, opened the top three buttons of her blouse, and
strutted toward the pizza party.

 


 


Murphy was draining his second bottle of beer
when the bar phone rang.

“Joe’s Bar and Grill.”

“Augie, this is Sandra Rosen.”

“Hello, Detective Rosen. Nice to hear your
voice.”

The salutation captured Murphy’s
attention.

“Likewise. Is Tommy there?”

“Right beside me, trying to get the marinara
off his necktie. Hold on.”

Augie handed the telephone to
Murphy.

“Rosen?”

“We have what appears to be a double homicide,
just up the street from where you are. Lake Street, between Avenues
U and T, east side of the street, the only three-story house, brick
façade. I’ll be on the top floor.”

“I’m on my way,” Murphy said.

“How is that going,” Augie asked, as Murphy
threw on his jacket and placed a twenty-dollar bill on the
bar.

“How is what going?”

“You and Rosen stationed at the same
precinct.”

“I’d love to stay and chat, Augie, but I have
a crime scene to get to.”

“It’s a simple question.”

“There is nothing simple about it. Thanks for
the beer.”

“Can’t you tell me if you think it is going to
work out?”

“You want to know what I
think.”

“Yes.”

“Read my mind,” Murphy said, and he was out
the door.

 


 


Rosen stepped out of her car and crossed Lake
Street.

As she approached the building entrance, she
spotted Mendez coming toward her from the north.

“I moved the patrol car up to Avenue U,” he
said. “Attract less attention here, at least until the CSU rig and
the ambulance come screaming in.”

“Good call. When are they
expected?”

“Any time now,” Rey said, “and the M.E. is on
his way over from Brooklyn Hospital.”

“Let’s get inside.”

Mendez led her into the ground floor apartment
and back to the kitchen.

Officer Stan Landis and Mary Valenti sat at
the table silently, which was very unusual for Landis and a good
indication he had finally managed to calm the woman
down.

“We’re going to need at least four more
uniforms, to canvass neighbors and for crowd control,” Rosen
said.

“I’ll call it in,” said Mendez.

“I would like to go up alone. Watch for the
forensic team and Dr. Wayne. No one else gets in. Except Murphy, he
should be here any minute.”

Rosen climbed the stairs to the third floor.
She walked through the open door into the apartment. She looked
down at the bodies, had to quickly look away for a moment, and then
she got down to business.

 


 


Ivanov strolled right through the circle and
stopped in front of the two alleged laundromat burglars.

“I need a cigarette,” she said.

“And I need a blow job,” said the older of the
two.

“In front of all of these boys and
girls?”

“That’s up to them.”

“I prefer a little more privacy.”

“How much?”

“Fifty.”

“I don’t have fifty. The pizza cost a
fortune.”

“Twenty?”

“That might be doable. Why don’t you show me a
little more of what you have under the shirt.”

Ivanov reached into her blouse and pulled out
her detective shield.

“Police,” she said. “You’re under
arrest.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” the kid
said.

Everyone else in the group was suddenly very
quiet.

“Do you want to see my gun also?” Ivanov asked
and then added, after a palpable silence, “I’ll take that as a
no. I want the two of you face down on the ground, hands
behind your backs. The rest of you beat it.”

Richards saw the group breaking up and he
hurried over. Ivanov already had the older boy handcuffed, the
second boy wasn’t moving a muscle, and the other six kids were
running out of the school yard at breakneck speed.

“Thank God they took the boom box,” Richards
said as he pulled out his own cuffs. “Do we have to clean up the
food and drink?”

“I’m sure there’s a night janitor around here
who will appreciate the beer, let’s get these tough characters out
of here,” Ivanov said, pulling the older boy up to his
feet.

“Want a slice?” Richards asked, standing the
second boy up.

“I’ll pass.”

The detectives ushered the boys across the
school yard and to the unmarked car. They roughly deposited the
boys in the back seat of the vehicle.

Richards climbed into the driver’s
seat.

Ivanov climbed in beside him.

“Ivanov.”

“Yes, Richards?”

“Your blouse is open.”

 


 


The promotion was not all it was cracked up to
be.

There was much about being in the lower ranks
that Samson missed.

After recovering from a gunshot wound that
nearly demolished his elbow, he had been itching to get back to the
trenches. Fortunately it was his left arm so he could still throw a
baseball with his son, still corral his two young girls in his
right arm, and still draw his service revolver.

Then, on the eve of his return to the Six-one,
Chief of Detectives Stanley Trenton had visited Samson at
home.

The news was Lieutenant Samson would be
rejoining the troops at the 61st Precinct as Captain
Samson.

The news was not a huge surprise.

The position had been vacant since before
Christmas, when Captain Pulaski had lost his battle with lung
cancer. Samson had been running the squad by default since. And
Stan Trenton had threatened Samson with the permanent assignment a
number of times.

The captain sat at his desk in the small
office behind the deserted squad room staring distastefully at a
pile of paperwork. Samson often felt isolated in the small space
even when the larger room was bustling with activity. He took
consolation in the thought that, so far, he had been doing a good
job.

Samson had succeeded in pulling together a
strong detectives’ squad.

He had recruited Sandra Rosen and Marina
Ivanov, spiriting them away from neighboring precincts, after
witnessing their diligence and good instincts while they worked the
Joint Task Force in the Gabriel Caine case.

Samson first ran across Marty Richards when
Richards was the junior member of a two-man team sent by the
Internal Affairs Bureau to interrogate Murphy. Samson saw something
in the young man that inspired him to try rescuing Richards from a
dreadful fate, a despised life with IAB. It took some convincing,
but Richards was eventually persuaded to come over to the
61st.

And then there was Bernard
Senderowitz.

Bernie and Samson had once worked as a team,
longer ago than either cared to remember. Senderowitz was on the
verge of an early out, being fed up and dismayed about how things
were being run at his precinct in Staten Island. Not to mention it
was in Staten Island. When Senderowitz told his old friend
about his decision, Sam offered Bernie the option of sticking it
out at the Six-one and getting in his time for full retirement.
Bernie took the offer.

Senderowitz was a clever, seasoned detective,
a priceless source of wisdom for the younger members of the
squad.

Samson’s greatest challenge was finding
someone to fill Lou Vota’s spot at the Six-one.

Lou had been shot and killed in
February.

For Samson, Vota could not be truly
replaced. Samson had sincerely admired and cared for the
slain detective.

But Samson had finally made a choice, deciding
on someone who he believed would complete the landscape at the
Gravesend precinct.

Samson still missed being out in the streets
regularly, like the theatre director who on opening night wants
nothing more than to be down on the stage. But at the moment,
gazing at the load of paper on his desk, Samson wanted nothing more
than to get the hell out of the precinct house. Get home to
Douglaston to be with his wife and children.

He cherished his family time. Sitting down to
dinner with Alicia and the three kids. Putting Lucy and Kayla to
sleep with a bedtime story. Picking up from his teenage son all the
knowledge that had not been offered, or was not paid very much
attention to, when Samson was at school in
Bedford-Stuyvesant.

As badly as he wanted to get out, Samson felt
obliged to wait until he heard from Detective Rosen.

After quick deliberation he decided, rather
than waiting for a call, he would visit the crime scene at Lake
Street on his way home.

 


 


When Murphy reached the landing he found Rosen
sitting on the floor, her back against the wall beside the opened
door.

“That bad?” he asked.

“That bad.”

Murphy took a quick glance into the front
room.

“What a fucking mess,” he said, sitting down
next to Rosen.

She was holding a small black velvet covered
box in her hands.

There was a pair of driver’s licenses on the
carpet at her side.

“Horrible,” she said.

“What do you have there?”

“Looks like an engagement ring to me. I found
it in the boy’s pocket. I also found close to two hundred dollars
cash in his wallet.”

“I guess we can rule out robbery. Are those
their ID’s?”

“Yes.”

Murphy picked up one of the
licenses.

“Please tell me that wasn’t John Cicero’s
kid.”

“I can’t.”

“Jesus fucking Christ.”

“Worried about how Cicero is going to
react?”

“I know exactly how he will react,” Murphy
said. “He’s going to go to war. What I don’t know is how I am going
to break this to Augie Sena.”

“Augie?”

“The kid was also Augie’s nephew. His sister
Rosie’s son.”

“Oh, Tommy, I’m so sorry.”

“Sometimes I really hate this fucking
job.”

“It gets more tragic,” Rosen said, handing
Murphy the other driver’s license.

“Angela Salerno? I didn’t know
her.”

“Take another look.”

“Am I missing something?”

“It was the girl’s birthday,” Rosen said,
placing the small black velvet box down on the carpet between
them.

 


 



 


 


THREE

 


When Samson arrived on the scene all the
wheels were in motion.

Both ends of Lake Street, at Avenue U and
Avenue T, were blocked off by patrol cars manned with uniformed
officers. Samson parked his car on Avenue T and walked up to the
house.

The CSU van and an ambulance sat in the middle
of the street out front. The area between the north and south walls
of the house and out to the curb was taped off. A uniformed officer
was posted there to control entry.

Samson spotted Mendez and another officer
canvassing door-to-door on the east side of the street. Two other
uniforms were working the opposite side.

“Officer Landis is in the ground floor
apartment with the landlady,” the patrolman out front told Samson
as he let the captain through the barrier.

He found Landis standing near the kitchen
table. The woman was at the stove lighting up a gas burner
underneath an old-fashioned coffee percolator.

Landis made the introductions.

“Mrs. Valenti, we are very sorry you had to
experience this tragedy,” Samson began. “We greatly appreciate your
help and patience. We will do all we can to complete our business
here as soon as possible. We realize you will have much to deal
with in the following days and we have people who can assist you.
For the moment, if you would please excuse us, I need a word with
Officer Landis.”

“There will be fresh coffee in ten minutes,”
was all she said.

“I may take you up on the offer.”

Samson moved out of the kitchen toward the
apartment exit with Landis on his heels.

“She discovered the bodies when she returned
home from church. The second floor tenant has been out-of-town
since Sunday. We found a door in the basement, leading up to the
back alley, wide opened. It is always locked from the outside, but
can be opened from inside. One of the CSU techs took prints from
the door. Detectives Rosen and Murphy, the M.E. and CSU are up on
the top floor.”

“Do you think she’ll be alright alone in
there?” asked Samson. “I could use you out on the
street.”

“I’ll go back in and feel it out.”

“Thanks, Stan,” Samson said, and he started up
the stairs.

At the second floor landing he ran into
Detectives Murphy and Rosen coming down.

“Did Batman kick you out?” Samson
asked.

“We didn’t give him the
opportunity.”

“So, where are you headed?”

“I need to make the long walk back over to
Avenue U to tell Augie Sena his nephew was shot to death before
having the opportunity to propose marriage to his girl.”

“Rosie’s son?”

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry you have to break the news, Tommy.
Will you go with Augie to see his sister?”

“If he wants me to,” Murphy said.

“How about you?” Samson said, turning to
Rosen.

“Off to see the girl’s family. Want to ride
along?”

“Do you need me to?”

“No.”

“Then I guess I’ll stay awhile and get in the
way up there,” Samson said. “Let me know if you need
anything.”

“What I need is a fucking desk job,” Murphy
said, starting down.

Samson and Rosen made brief eye contact and
broke off in opposite directions.

 


 


Samson looked into the apartment on the top
floor.

The CSU team, Derek Fielder and Joan Michaels,
were moving through the front room armed with latex gloves and
metal tweezers.

The medical examiner, Dr. Bruce Wayne, a.k.a.
Batman, was down on his knees at the girl’s body.

Before going in, Samson made a quick phone
call.

 


 


Veteran detective Bernie Senderowitz exited
the classroom following the final panel discussion of the three-day
seminar at John Jay. A young woman in uniform came up to his
side.

“What did you think?” she asked.

“About what?”

“The presentations. All of the remarkable new
tools for investigating a crime scene.”

“Very interesting.”

“But?”

“But I think I will continue to rely on my
most effective tool,” Bernie said.

“Which is?”

Senderowitz simply touched his nose. Then his
cell phone rang. After a very short conversation he told the young
officer he had to run.

“A double homicide in Brooklyn,” he explained.
“My captain wants me to get over there and sniff
around.”

 


 


“Good evening, doctor,” Samson said when he
finally walked into the front room.

“Nothing much good about it,” the medical
examiner said looking up from the girl’s body. “Good to see you out
in the field, though. It’s been a while. Do you still remember how
to stay out from under my feet?”

“I do. What can you tell me?”

“The girl was kicked in the side. Twice.
Brutally. She was shot two times in the chest. Large caliber by the
look of the entrance wounds. The ballistics report will tell more.
The shooter would have been standing very close to where you are
standing now. Which, by the way, is too close.”

Samson moved back a few steps.

Wayne stood up off his knees before
continuing.

“I believe the girl was already down on the
floor when she was killed,” he said. “The boy was shot once in the
forehead. Close range. I’m fairly certain it was a smaller caliber
gun. His jaw is broken. I’d say he took a nasty punch. He may have
been unconscious when he was shot.”

“Two shooters?”

“Or one with two guns,” Wayne said. “But don’t
quote me on any of this. Nothing is official until I get
them down to the lab, which I am ready to do. As soon as you tell
me they can go.”

“Give me a little time, Bruce,” Samson said.
“I promise I will watch my step.”

“I could use a cup of coffee,” the M.E.
said.

“There is a fresh pot waiting for you down at
the ground floor apartment. I’m sure Mrs. Valenti would appreciate
the company.”

“How long?”

“Just until Bernie Senderowitz gets here and
has time to take a quick look.”

“Do you think Senderowitz is going to see
something CSU won’t find?”

“Maybe. He has a good nose.”

“He has a large nose. I hope the coffee is
strong.”

“I have no doubts,” Samson said. “If you run
into the ambulance guys, ask them to sit tight.”

“Sure.”

“And, Bruce.”

“Yes?”

“Thanks for being patient. I know it’s not
easy for you.”

“Nothing about this job is easy for me,
Sam.”

 


 


Murphy stood on the opposite side of Avenue U
staring at the door of Joe’s Bar and Grill for nearly five minutes
before working up the courage to cross over.

“Back for seconds?” Augie said, gazing up from
the bar when Murphy walked in. “Jesus, Murphy, you look like
hell.”

“It’s not good, Augie. It’s your nephew,
Edward, he was shot.”

“What are you talking about?”

“At his girlfriend’s place, less than a block
away on Lake Street. I’m very sorry. I really don’t know what else
to say or how else to say it. They were both killed.”

“My God, Tommy. Why?”

“We don’t know what it was about, but I
promise we’re going to find out.”

Murphy neglected to tell his good friend the
young couple had been executed.

“Rosie?”

“She hasn’t been told. I thought it best if
she heard it from her big brother. But I can do it, or at least go
with you to see her.”

“No. I need to do this alone,” Augie said.
Sena looked so much smaller than he had before Murphy walked in.
Like a deflated balloon. “You can do something for
me.”

“Anything.”

“Can you track down the boy’s father? He’s on
duty tonight, out of the Sixty-eighth. I don’t want him to hear
about it from somewhere else.”

“I’m on it, Augie,” Murphy said, thinking it
was absolutely the last thing he wanted to do. “What about this
place? It’s almost a full house.”

“I’ll get my day manager down here, he’s five
minutes away. I’ll tell him to stop serving and to shut down when
these people are done. We won’t open again until sometime after the
funeral.”

“Are you sure you don’t want me to come with
you?” Murphy asked.

“Find John Cicero, Tommy,” Augie
said.

 


 


After dropping the two delinquents off at the
Crossroads Juvenile Center on Bristol Street, Richards and Ivanov
took East New York Avenue out to Kings Highway and headed toward
Gravesend. Richards behind the wheel.

The detectives agreed they were both
hungry.

“How about L and B?” Richards
suggested.

“Pizza? If I wanted pizza I would have dined
at the school yard,” Marina said.

“They serve more than pizza.”

“For instance?”

“Outstanding hero sandwiches. Veal parmesan,
meatball, sausage and peppers, peppers and eggs.”

“Multi-grain bread?”

“What?”

“Think they know how to throw together a
vegetable salad?”

“I’m sure they can,” Richards said. “Pretty
sure.”

“Fine. Columbus took a chance.”

“Were your parents from Russia?”

“Interesting non-sequitur.”

“You mentioned Columbus, it brought
transcontinental travel to mind.”

“My paternal grandparents. They both came to
America when they were small children, in the late-twenties, after
Lenin died and Stalin came to power. They met at a clothing factory
on the Lower East Side in Manhattan. She was a seamstress and he
was a presser,” Ivanov said. “My dad was the first of seven
children.”

“And your mother?”

“All-American girl. Brooklyn born and raised.
And her parents before her. My great-grandfather helped
build the Manhattan Bridge. How about your people, did they come
over on the Mayflower?”

Before Richards could answer, Ivanov’s cell
phone buzzed.

“This is Kelly. Did you crack the laundromat
case?”

“Wide open.”

“Where are you?”

“Kings Highway. Crossing Ocean Parkway,”
Detective Ivanov reported. “Did someone break the law or is this a
social call?”

“There’s a guy holed up in his house on West
Twelfth. Between S and T. He’s threatening to kill himself. His
wife called it in.”

“Called it in from where?”

“From inside the house. They had just finished
dinner with their two kids. He rises from the table, takes a gun
from a high cabinet in the kitchen, gives them all a warm farewell
and locks himself in the bathroom.”

“The wife and children are still
inside?”

“She said she wouldn’t leave him there
alone.”

“Very romantic. Do you think they are in
danger?”

“I don’t know. There are two uniforms outside.
They’re both as green as spinach. Everyone else is out. I’ve been
trying to hunt down a negotiator.”

“Give me the address,” Ivanov said.

“Sounds like we’re not going to make it to L
and B,” Richards said when the call was through.

“No. But we will be landing very
close.”

 


 


When Senderowitz walked in, the first thing he
noticed was the victims.

Then he turned to Samson, who stood
nearby.

“Not a pleasant picture.”

“You don’t know the half of it,” Samson
said.

“What can I do, Sam?”

“Do what you do. Use your senses. First
impressions. Gut feelings. I want to know what you think happened
here, without intellectualizing. But make it quick, Wayne is in a
yank to get out of here.”

“Batman left,” Bernie said. “He told Landis
he’d be down at the morgue waiting for the bodies, but wouldn’t
wait all night. I don’t see clear indications of self-defense. That
door will automatically lock when it is shut. There are no signs of
forced entry. Whoever killed these kids came into the room. Someone
opened the door for them from the inside.”

“Someone they knew?”

“Not necessarily, it could have been
carelessness.”

“Go on.”

“I am going to assume there were two
shooters,” Senderowitz said. “Don’t ask me why. I’m not sure what
it is, but I am going to proceed using that assumption.”

The medical examiner had already suggested
that possibility, based on the appearance of the gunshot
wounds.

Senderowitz had looked down at the bodies for
only a moment when he first walked in.

“Go on,” Samson repeated.

Now, Senderowitz took a closer look at the two
victims. He circled the bodies, closed his eyes, opened them,
looked over to the front door and back and finally walked around
the bodies once more.

After a minute or so he was back beside
Samson.

“I don’t believe this was a crime of passion.
It was an execution, cold and business-like. By the look of the
nasty bruise on the boy’s face, he may have done something that
made someone angry enough to pound him. Or, the boy may have been
withholding information. The more I look at it, the more it feels
as if they came for information, not for bounty or to settle a
score. Look at the young man’s body, both arms at his side, like
someone who was asleep when he was shot, maybe unconscious. Not
like someone who was staring up at a weapon pointed at his
head.”

“According to Wayne, the girl had been kicked
in the side, twice. She may have also been down on the floor when
killed,” Samson said.

“I think the boy was killed first.”

“Why is that?”

“The position of the girl’s body. It looks as
if she was moving toward the boy, trying to reach him, just before
she was shot.”

“Do you think they got the information they
were after?”

“I don’t think so. If the boy was out cold,
they were interrogating the girl. If she had the information, I
think she would have tried to save the boy’s life.”

“So, why kill these kids?”

“To avoid being identified maybe. It was done
without conscience. They killed the couple, probably walked out of
the house cool and calm, and are now off trying to find whatever it
was they failed to discover here,” Senderowitz said. “These
children were innocents. After all these years, it still breaks my
fucking heart. Have you notified the parents?”

“Murphy and Rosen are on it,” Samson said. “By
the way, as if it isn’t bad enough, the boy’s father is John
Cicero.”

“Terrific.”

“Yes.”

“Can we get out of here?”

“Sure,” said Samson. “I’ll let the EMS team
know they can take the bodies. I’ll leave Landis with the landlady
and Rey Mendez to handle the canvassing.”

“I could use a drink,” Senderowitz
said.

“I’ll call my wife and tell her I’ll be late.
The drink is on me.”

 


 



 


 


FOUR

 


The 68th Precinct sits on
65th Street, between 3rd and 4th
Avenues, in the shadow of the Gowanus Expressway where it meets the
Belt Parkway.

Murphy knew he should not waste any time
getting word to John Cicero about his son’s death, as unpleasant as
the task would be.

But Murphy had another duty that would not
wait, at his three-room flat on Marine Avenue.

And it was not out of the way.

Murphy double-parked in front of the building.
Before leaving the car he slapped an eight-by-ten inch laminated
card reading OFFICIAL POLICE BUSINESS on the dashboard and he
turned on the emergency flasher. He rushed through the lobby and up
the short flight of stairs to Apartment B9.

“It’s me,” Murphy announced from the hall
outside the door, the customary method of identifying himself, and
he let himself in.

Ralph sat just inside the threshold motionless
as a statue, looking as if he had been staring at the door for
hours. Murphy was certain Ralph was relieved to see him, but the
message in Ralph’s large brown eyes was anything but understanding
or forgiving.

“Sorry, pal,” Murphy said. “Let’s
go.”

Ralph jumped to his feet, ran past Murphy, and
hurried down the stairs. Murphy locked the door and quickly
followed. Two short blocks to John Paul Jones Park, two quick
circles around the perimeter and a side-by-side sprint back to the
car.

Murphy decided to take Ralph along for the
trip. He would treat Ralph to a few hotdogs after their mission was
accomplished.

“Want to go for a ride?”

Ralph wagged his tail wildly. Murphy opened
the back door of the car and the dog jumped in. Murphy slipped
behind the wheel, started the car, drove to the end of Marine
Avenue, and turned onto Shore Road in the direction of the
Six-eight.

 


 


Rosen rang the doorbell. The woman who
answered opened the door only as far as the safety chain would
allow.

“Mrs. Salerno?”

“May I help you?”

“Detective Rosen. Sixty-first
Precinct.”

The woman unlatched the chain and opened the
door. She was wearing a muumuu—a loose fitting flowered
housedress.

“My God. I knew it. I have never seen him so
upset. I begged him not to go out. What has Vincent done? Is he
alright?”

“Vincent?”

“Aren’t you here about my son?”

“Mrs. Salerno,” Rosen said, “may I come
inside.”

 


 


The police car was in front of the house on
West 12th Street when Ivanov and Richards pulled up.
Marina saw two children in the back seat of the car, a boy and
girl, both pre-teen. The detectives climbed out of their own
vehicle and Marina approached one of the uniformed
officers.

“I talked the woman into allowing the kids
leave the house,” he said. “She’s still inside, trying to talk her
husband out of the bathroom.”

Suddenly there was an older man standing
beside them.

“I’m sorry, sir,” the uniform said. “You need
to move away from here.”

“Detective Ivanov?” the man said.

“Do I know you?”

“Frank Sullivan. Sully. The last time we met I
was on the ground with a bullet in my side.”

“Of course, Mr. Sullivan,” Ivanov said as
Richards joined them. “It’s good to see you up and
about.”

“I live just a few doors down,” Sully said.
“What happened here?”

“Do you know the people who live in this
house?”

“I know them well, Robert and Maggie Marconi,
they have two young children.”

Ivanov pointed over to the patrol car. Sully
spotted the children, clearly frightened, and he walked over to the
vehicle. He said a few words to the boy and girl and they seemed to
relax a bit. Then he came back to the detectives.

“Mr. Sullivan, can you think of a reason why
Mr. Marconi would want to harm himself?” Marina asked.

“He ran an auto parts business on Avenue U.
The business went under and he has been out of work for half a
year. Did you say harm himself?”

“He is threatening to take his own
life.”

Sullivan shook his head and sighed
deeply.

“I can understand his desperation, if not what
he is considering as a solution,” Frank said. “I’ve been there. And
please, call me Sully.”

“Sully, his wife is still inside,” Ivanov
said. “She refuses to leave him in there alone. Do you think she is
in danger?”

“I don’t believe he would harm Maggie,”
Sullivan said. “But then, I never imagined he would be thinking
about suicide. If you would permit me, maybe Maggie will listen to
someone she knows.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea, Mr.
Sullivan,” Richards said.

“It might be, Marty,” Ivanov suggested. “Mr.
Sullivan has a much better chance of gaining her trust. Go ahead,
Sully. Please be careful.”

Frank Sullivan moved toward the front
door.

 


 


When Murphy and Ralph walked into the lobby of
the 68th Precinct the desk sergeant looked down from his
elevated post.

“No pets allowed,” the sergeant
said.

“I’m Detective Murphy, from the
Six-one.”

“I know who you are, Murphy. I was talking to
the canine. How can we be of service?”

Murphy gave Ralph a moment to answer before
speaking himself.

“I’m looking for Detective Cicero.”

“Up the stairs to the right.”

“Can I leave Ralph down here with
you?”

“Does he bite?”

“Only if you tried taking a roast beef
sandwich away from him.”

“If there was a roast beef sandwich in this
damn place, I might take my chances. Leave the dog with me, maybe
he and I will order in. Up the stairs, to the right.”

Murphy entered the squad room and spotted
Cicero immediately. He took a deep breath, let it out, and walked
over.

“Hello, John.”

“Hello, Tommy. What brings you to our neck of
the woods?”

“Is there somewhere we can talk?” Murphy
asked, looking around the room. There were two other detectives
working at their desks.

“What do you mean?”

“Somewhere private.”

“This place isn’t exactly Grand Central
Station.”

“Somewhere else,” Murphy said.

Cicero stood up from his desk. He was a big
man, at least a head taller than Murphy. He looked as if he was
about to say something argumentative, but had changed his mind at
the last second.

“The captain is out. We can use his office,”
Cicero said, leading the way.

 


 


Richards and Ivanov watched as Maggie Marconi
opened the door to Sullivan.

The two exchanged a few words and then Sully
stepped inside.

And the door was closed again.

“That’s not good,” Richards said. “I thought
the idea was to get the woman out.”

“I’ll admit this was not exactly what I had in
mind,” Ivanov said.

“What do we do now?”

“Think positive.”

A few minutes later the woman came
out.

She shut the door behind her and walked away
from the house.

“Unbelievable,” Richards said.

Richards and Ivanov moved to meet
her.

“Are you all right?” Ivanov asked.

“Not really. But I’m not hurt if that’s what
you’re asking,” Maggie said. “Where are the children?”

“Sitting in the back seat of the patrol car,”
Richards said.

“May I sit with them?”

“Of course you can.”

As she moved to her children, Richards looked
over to the front door of the house and then back at the
woman.

“Mrs. Marconi?”

“Yes?” she said, turning to the two
detectives.

“What about Mr. Sullivan?” Richards
asked.

“Frank is a wonderful man.”

“We’re sure he is.”

“Sully said he would stay with Robert, so I
could come out and see the children.”

She climbed into the back of the patrol car
and took the children into her arms.

Richards and Ivanov turned back to the front
door.

Richards broke the silence.

“How are we doing so far?”

 


 


Marie Salerno had been trembling, on and off,
for nearly thirty minutes—since learning Detective Rosen had not
come about her son, but about her daughter. She spoke occasionally,
incoherently.

Vincent was in some kind of
trouble.

It was Angela’s birthday.

Rosen sat quietly by Marie’s side until the
woman’s husband arrived. He had been working late at his office
when he got the call from his wife. He took Marie into his arms and
the woman finally broke down, breathless sobs, cries of lament.
Rosen watched uncomfortably as Fred Salerno slowly managed to calm
his wife. The detective knew it was time to leave.

She told the Salernos they would be called in
to identify Angela’s body. No matter how many times she had been
required to say those words they always felt cold and cruel. She
told them how sorry she was. She told them to call the
61st if they needed help with anything.

Rosen said goodbye and walked out to the
street.

Back in her car, she called Kelly at the
precinct.

“I needed an APB out on Vincent Salerno. White
male. Twenty-two years old. Five-ten. Approximately one hundred
sixty pounds. Brown hair. Brown eyes. Wanted for
questioning.”

“Done,” Kelly said.

“Thanks,” Rosen said, and then she headed back
to the crime scene on Lake Street to check for any
progress.

 


 


“So, what is this about?” Cicero asked, once
they were inside the office.

There was no easy way to say it so Murphy
simply said it.

“It’s about your son, John, he was
shot.”

“What the fuck are you saying?” Cicero said,
loud enough to turn heads in the squad room.

“In Gravesend. At his girlfriend’s apartment.
They were both killed.”

The look in Cicero’s eyes could have shattered
glass. He picked up a letter opener and imbedded it in the
captain’s desk. He grabbed a desk phone and was about to hurl it
against the wall, but he stopped himself. He sat at the desk and
placed his hands over his face. He sat that way without making a
sound for nearly five minutes. Then he uncovered his face, placed
his hands palms down on the desk and looked up at
Murphy.

Murphy had been standing by quietly hating
every minute.

“Tell me everything you know about what
happened,” Cicero said.

Murphy didn’t have much to tell.

There had been little in the way of solid
evidence when he left the scene and he hadn’t heard anything new.
All he could relate was what he saw when he walked into the
apartment and it was no less ugly and tragic in the
telling.

“Rosie?” Cicero asked when Murphy was
done.

“Augie is with her,” Murphy said. “We’ll find
out who did this, John.”

“We?”

“Everyone at the Six-one will be on this
around the clock.”

“You do what you have to do, Murphy, and I’ll
do what I have to do.”

“Look, John, I understand what you are
feeling. When Lou Vota was killed we were ready to tear up the
entire borough. But the case belonged to the Seventy-sixth Precinct
and Trenton warned us all to stand down.”

“Stan Trenton’s warnings don’t scare me. I
have been ignoring them for years. And the scum who shot Lou Vota,
if I remember correctly you ran him down with your car.”

“I was lucky to be in the right place at the
right time.”

“I hope to be as lucky.”

“Just don’t forget it’s our case,
John.”

“Just don’t fucking forget it was my
son, Murphy. Thanks for coming to see me, I know it wasn’t easy.
Now, if there’s nothing else, I need to get home to my
wife.”

“Sure. Do you need a ride?”

“Thanks, I can take care of it myself. All of
it.”

Murphy watched Cicero leave and waited a few
minutes before going back down for Ralph. Murphy could only hope he
and his team would wrap this case up in record time. There was no
chance in hell Detective John Cicero was going to stay out of their
way for long.

 


 


“How about, while we’re waiting, I run over to
L and B and grab a sandwich and a salad?”

Ivanov gave her partner an unfriendly
glance.

“I’m kidding,” Richards said. “We have to do
something. We have no idea about what’s going on in
there.”

Before Ivanov could respond Frank Sullivan led
Robert Marconi out of the house, his hand on Marconi’s
shoulder.

“The weapon is on the kitchen table,” Sully
said when they reached the detectives.

One of the uniformed officers was moving to
take Marconi into custody.

“Hold on,” Ivanov said.

Marconi’s wife jumped out of the patrol car
and ran over to embrace her husband.

Ivanov gave them a minute before
speaking.

“You will have to go to the hospital,” she
said, “for evaluation.”

“I made a huge mistake,” Marconi said. “It
won’t happen again.”

“I’m glad to hear that, but I’m afraid it is
standard procedure.”

“I understand. I’ll do whatever is necessary
to get this behind us.”

“Can I ride with my husband?” Mrs. Marconi
asked.

“Of course,” Ivanov said. “What about the
children?”

“I can watch the children,” Sully said. “I’ll
take them over to visit with Sal and Fran DiMarco. I am sure Fran
has some homemade cookies or cake handy.”

“Thank you, Frank,” Maggie said. “For
everything.”

“Just take good care of Robert,” Sully said,
“there are many people who care about your family. You will get
through this.”

“Do we need to cuff him?” one of the uniforms
asked.

“No,” said Richards. “Just drive them to Coney
Island Hospital. They may have to keep you overnight, Mr. Marconi,
in which case the officers will bring your wife home.”

The children had stepped out of the patrol car
and they stood quietly at the curb.

Their parents hurried over to them and Robert
Marconi took the children into his arms.

“Thank you, Sully,” Ivanov said. “Mind if I
ask what you said to him in there?”

“I told him his children were very frightened
and his wife needed his help. Robert is a good man, a hard-working
man. Bob will find work. In fact, I have been checking on
several leads. Is he under arrest?”

“Yes and no,” Ivanov said. “Attempted suicide
is not against the law, but he is being brought in for suspicion of
endangering the safety of others. It’s a formality, for mental
evaluation purposes. If he has a permit for the gun he’ll be
released once it is determined he is not a threat to himself or his
family.”

“And if he doesn’t have a permit for the
weapon?”

“Then it could get a lot stickier,” Richards
said. “Recent changes in the law could mean a jail sentence. If
that’s the case, I’d recommend finding a lawyer right
away.”

“Let’s pray it doesn’t come to that,” Frank
Sullivan said.

They watched the patrol car drive off, the
children stood patiently.

Sully waved them over.

“Are you guys okay?” Sully asked the boy, the
older of the two.

“Yes,” the boy said bravely.

“Would you like to visit with the DiMarco’s
while we wait for your mother to come home? I’m sure there will be
cookies.”

“Yes,” the boy said.

“Me, too,” said the girl.

Sully took them both by the hand.

“Good seeing you, Detective Ivanov,” he said,
“and meeting you, Detective Richards.”

Marina and Marty watched them move up the
street.

“I could use a cookie,” Richards
said.

 


 


Vincent Salerno opened his eyes when the
Greyhound bus came to an abrupt halt.

Vinnie looked out of the window at a large
sign in front of the building.

 


WELCOME TO THE BLUE MOUNTAIN SERVICE
PLAZA

 


He waited while the other passengers left the
coach, grabbed the gym bag from under his seat and walked to the
front.

“Where are we?” he asked the
driver.

“On the Pennsylvania Turnpike in the beautiful
Poconos. You can leave the bag onboard.”

“I’d rather carry it with me. How
long?”

“You have exactly sixteen minutes. If you’re
late, you miss the bus.”

“Story of my life,” Vinnie said.

“Give me a break, kid. What are you all of
twenty-five-years old?”

“Twenty-two.”

“Better yet. You have your whole life ahead of
you.”

“I hope you’re right,” Vinnie said before
stepping down to the pavement.

 


 


When Detective Rosen arrived at the house on
Lake Street everyone had left, except Landis who was eagerly
waiting to be cut loose.

Landis gave her a quick update.

“Samson said to call it a night. The bodies
are gone. The landlady was picked up by her son. She will be
spending a few days with his family,” Landis reported. “It was
getting a little too late to bother neighbors, so we shut down the
canvassing until morning. Nothing major so far. Well, next to
nothing. One neighbor saw two adult males standing at a car that
had been parked in front of his house across the street. One got
into the car and drove off. The other walked up the street. He said
he didn’t see where they had come from.”

“Descriptions?”

“One well-dressed, in a gray business suit.
The one who got into the car was in a blue jogging suit and was
built like an NFL defensive lineman.”

“The vehicle?”

“Big and black.”

“Great.”

“I was hoping to get out of here, unless you
need something else.”

“No, you can go,” Rosen said. “I’m sorry we
kept you waiting. We’ll hit it hard in the morning. Has Murphy been
back?”

“I haven’t seen him.”

“Okay then. Good night, Landis.”

“Good night, Detective.”

Rosen went back to her car and called
Murphy.

“Where are you?” she asked.

“I just left the Six-eight. No fun. Ralph is
with me. I’m going to grab a few hotdogs for him on Eighty-Sixth
Street and drop him at home before heading back to Lake
Street.”

“I’m at Lake Street. There’s nothing happening
here, Samson closed up shop for the night.”

“So what are you doing now?” Murphy
asked.

“I was hoping I could meet you at your place.
I would rather not be alone tonight.”

“Absolutely, come on. Do you want a
hotdog?”

“No thanks, but I could use a hug.”

“I’ll have one waiting,” Murphy said, “with
all the fixings.”

 


 



 


 


FIVE

 


Samson called in all 61st Precinct
detectives and uniformed officers for a mandatory meeting at eight
o’clock on Thursday morning.

The call was not well received by those who
had been looking forward to a scheduled day off, but Samson wanted
the entire precinct to be made aware of any solid progress in what
was being called the Lake Street Homicides. If in fact there was
any progress to report. The captain also called in Derek Fielder
from CSU, Matt Beck from Ballistics and Robin Harding, Dr. Wayne’s
assistant in the Medical Examiner’s Office.

When the troop was fully assembled Samson
asked Officers Landis and Mendez, first on the scene, to kick off
the proceedings.

“The victims were discovered in the top floor
apartment of a detached three-family brick house at one-twelve Lake
Street by the house owner, Mrs. Mary Valenti, at approximately ten
past seven last evening. Valenti, a widow, lives alone in the
ground floor rooms. She had just arrived home when she found the
victims. The only other occupant of the building, who rents the
second floor apartment, was reportedly out-of-town,” Landis
began.
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