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One

Harlem,  New York ,  July, 1990 - Tuesday

Harlem.

He thought is would be a fun place to visit in his two weeks off.  He thought it would interesting to see the Stature of Liberty,  The Empire State Building,  Times Square,  Central Park,  take in some New York cousine.  

Forty year old Black Detective Nicholas Morrow of the Los Angeles Police Department always wanted to visit there,  to intermingle with the locals,  to have a look around.  But he only wanted to visit,  not to work;  to:  'stay out of the way.'  It was to be a getaway from the hussle and bussle of the streets of L.A.,  Watts division.  But in the end,  he realized that the police was the police no matter where he was:  duty called.  

***

[image: ]


IT RAISED HIS EYEBROWS when he happened to pick up the New York Times    from a street vender.  It reported the homicides of two young Black women along the  W 127th Street section in Harlem:  the section with little city lights.  He thought that was only about three or four miles west from where he was staying.

He never thought he'd have anything to do with the case,  being an outsider.  He thought NYPD could handle it and he would 'monitor' the situation from a distance.  He thought,  he was 'well out of his jurisdiction.'  His vacation was interrupted by a phone call from  Police Chief (Harlem Division)  Norman Casey  who had heard he was in town.  The chief had heard of him,  Nicholas Morrow,  the detective that had solved the mysterious 'robotic'  case in L.A.  Watts,  and was taking some time to himself in the city.  NYPD Harlem wanted him to assist in the solving of the baffeling case of young Black women being taken down in the streets of Harlem,  normally quiet, but that had had made so much publicity.  Detective Morrow  never thought he would be involved in the case.  He thought he was there for relaxation,  after all.  But before he knew it,  he had signed on to  become a temporary member of NYPD Harlem.  He is added to the case,  to find out what the city wanted to know most:  'who was doing the crimes,  and why?'
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Two

NYPD Harlem,  where the crimes were committed,  was very ablidging.  He was given his own office at the  4th  Precinct Police Station,  their headquarters on West 123rd Street in Harlem.  He had his own desk,  his own phone and his own set of pencils and paper.  Leads that forwarded the case,  he knew was up to himself.  He knew he had been there before,  tracing leads,  and it would not be easy.  It was a busy time in Harlem,  it was hot and it was in the middle of the summer.  That time of the year brought out many from the insides of their dwellings to the outside.  Nicholas Morrow knew those were also the times that seemed to bring out the 'worst;'  the irritability in a lot of people,  impatience,  and their intolorence of others.  Crime rates,  he knew,  during those times were high and spiked unlike any other times of the year when temperatures were cooler and most people were inside.  

He was married,  but his wife Jeanette worked at a regular teacher's job and had decided to teach summer school.  The original consensus was that he'd be gone for only a week.  They thought the week would up before they knew it:  he'd be back in L.A.  before they knew it.

She began crying when he called her and he told her she he had signed onto a case and he'd be gone perhaps longer than a week.  

***
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HE WAS STAYING IN AN upscale hotel on E 141st Street,  considered a rather nice  section of the city.  Yet, in the back of his mind,  he knew it was only a few miles away from where the two crimes had been committed on the west side of town.  He felt a sense of territorial responsibility,  even though he was an 'out of towner.'

His 4th Precinct office was small,  mostly in a corner of the room shared by other officers,  who dropped in,  were pleasant,  did what they had to do and then dropped out.  He could see out of the glass office to the inner workings of the police department.  He thought it was similiar to the situation he saw back in L.A.  Beyond his office,  there were eight to ten desks lined up evenly against each other and they were occupied by uniformed officers,  both men and women,  going about their way.  It was made clear he was virtually on his own.  He had access to Harlem Police Chief Norman Casey if he needed contact within the force but basically,  he had long known he was a free spirit, to come and go as he pleased.  As he had met  Chief Casey,  he found him  tall,  balding and greying,  but personable.  He thought that this was the kind of man he wanted to answer to:  the kind of man he wanted to work for.  He felt the chief was always the  kind of man that;  'got their man.'  

Detective Nicholas Morrow found himself a part of NYPD,  and needing a start,  a push,  to find what he thought was  a crazy man who was doing the crimes.  He thought:  he didn't mind being 'thrown to the wolves.'  He knew that from the moment he had heard about the case and the chief had called him to request his services,  he was all 'in'.  His natural,  curious,  instincts took over from there.

He thought that there was a crazy man out there: and he wanted to find him.

***
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CHIEF NORMAN CASEY of Harlem NYPD telephoned Chief Marlow Anderson of LAPD,  6th Precinct Watts Division,  where Morrow was a detective.  He explained the situation.  Chief Anderson made it clear that Detective Nicholas Morrow was a valued member of the Watts Division of the LAPD.  

"I'll give you one week,"  Chief Anderson stated.

Chief Casey covered the sender on the telephone with his hand.

"He says he'll give you one week,  Morrow,"  he said.

Detective Morrow took the telephone.

"Chief,  this is me.  You know,  Sir,  that these things usually take more time than expected,"  Detective Morrow said.

"Yes,  I know.  But you know how it is around here.  One minute it's quiet,  the next half of our units have to respond to an incident somewhere.  But I guess one man isn't going to make that much of a difference.  Okay,  take all the time you need,  Morrow.  As long as it's not more than. . . two weeks.  I guess NYPD  would have done the same for us under the same circumstances.  We'll moniter your progress from here.  Tell Norman Casey 'you're welcome.'  See  you when you get back into town.  Be careful.  And good luck!"

"Thanks,  Chief.  From what I can see,  that should be enough time.  And I'll need that luck,"  Detective Morrow said.

He put down the phone.  He looked across the desk at Chief Casey.  "Two weeks.  I don't know if it's possible with all the police force in the world.  All I can do is roll up my sleeves and help in any way I can."

"You'll be compensated,  Morrow.  We'll pick the tab for your hotel room during your stay.  All meals will be included at our expense.  And so will every other nook and cranny.  Consider yourself on the payroll:  and then  some.  We're all in this together,"  the chief said.

"Thanks,  Chief.  For all the good it will do,  I'll do what I can,"  Detective Morrow said.

"That's all we can ask,  Son.  That's all we can ask,"  he said.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter

[image: ]




Three

11:15 a.m. - same morning - Tuesday

Detective Morrow was escorted to the scene of the first victim,  a woman,  Morrow was told to be in her thirties but was yet unidentified.  The chief drove him across town in his patrol car to the vicinity of W 127th Street and Lenox Avenue.  Detective Morrow could see it was a lengthy street  in an area with no street lights  on that lower west side.  According to Chief Ball the victim was often seen in the area,  wandering,  hanging around,  obviously intoxicated,  friendly to everyone,  mostly men.  He noted that the last time anyone claimed to have seen her was about a week ago,  in this same area.  

Detective Morrow made a written notation of the said witnesses and from the chief wanted to know their names and addresses.  For the moment,  he only wanted to study the scene,  the 'X'  that marked the spot where the woman was found,  laying face down with red choke marks on her neck.  The chief said she had a long slash down her back exposing her insides from the backside.  Detective Morrow had beforehand gathered information from a policemen before leaving the precent.  The officer had been at the spot of the crime yet saw nothing as far as clues to who the perpatrator was;  torn clothing,  loose hair.  Detective Morrow himself saw nothing as he scaled the area left to right and up and down where the 'X' was marked.  He knew the routine.  He knew he had solved many cases that way.  But in those initial fifteen to twenty minutes of being on the spot,  after the fact,  like the police,  he was at a loss.

The chief looked at the spot,  looked away and then back to him.

"And what's more,  the second scene was even more gruesome  than this,"  he said.

Detective Morrow looked away.  He looked at the 'X'  where the woman was found.  

"I can't imagine that.  But a perfect place to sell her 'wares',"  he said.

"Yes.  Too bad though.  Her timing was off.  Happened at 2:00 a.m. day before yesterday morning.  Not a soul on the street except her:  and him.    Not a good time for a young woman to be out,  alone on the street,"  the chief said.

"Or anyone,"  Detective Morrow said.

"You wonder who would do this?"  the chief asked.

"I don't know.  But two days and two victims.  You wonder if he's done or is this just the beginning?"  Detective Morrow asked. 

Detective Morrow began scraping up some of the dark spots on the side walk.

The chief looked at him curiously.

"What are you doing?"  he asked.

"Routine,  Sir.  Some of these tiny dark spots looks like dirt.  But they are actually dried blood.  It's easily missed.  I'll take a few samples.  I suppose  you have a lab?  It might give us an identity.  A lead.  Or if his blood is mixed with hers,  it might identify him as well."
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