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CHAPTER ONE

 

1956

For Barbara and Patricia Grimes

 

 

Jake Parisi had never caught one like this before. Carla Carmen, fourteen, and Jean Carmen, seventeen, lay atop the snow in a ditch near Willow Springs, an unincorporated area near Chicago. Chicago Homicide was called since the two girls had gone missing for two weeks before they were found naked in the snow. 

The medical examiner, Dr. Mark Brandt, told Jake, who was working without a partner, that the circumstances were strange, seeing that neither body had a mark on it.

Brandt was tall, just over six-two, and he’d been a medic in the Second World War serving in Europe, as Parisi had. He was bulky, the ME, but it wasn’t fat. He’d also been a cruiser weight Golden Gloves champ in his youth and a football star at St. Leo’s on the southside.

There were coppers weeping on scene. The victims looked almost pristine, lying there in the snow. After Brandt examined them and after Jake took a look at the corpses, the ME had the girls covered up with blankets from one of the squad cars.

“Jesus Christ,” Brandt muttered. “I thought the war was over a decade ago. Who does this vile shit?”

Jake thought his statement strange after the ME’s being a veteran of a particularly vile war in which Parisi helped liberate the concentration camps camps in Germany.

“Yeah, I know,” the doctor grinned sadly. “We both deal in death.”

 

The case dragged on for months afterward, and Jake interviewed several suspects, but he couldn’t tie any of them to the slayings of the two young girls. The Carmens’ mother pleaded with the public to come forth with information, but no one came out with anything Parisi could bring to the Prosecuting Attorney.

He had one man he particularly liked, but the guy was one of those gut suspects. There was no evidence to tie him to the murders, and Jake had to let him walk. His name was William Teller, and he ran a boarding outfit for horses near Willow Springs. Teller was a little too slick in his replies to Jake’s questions at Headquarters, but there was nothing solid that Parisi could hand over to the PA. The Homicide liked the horse guy, but he had to let him slide.

The newspapers ripped the County and CPD detectives for their incompetence, but they didn’t dare name Jake Parisi in their newsprint complaints. They were aware of Parisi’s arrest record. He’d made Homicide after only five years of street work as a uniform and a Robbery-Auto theft detective, and his clearance rate on the Murder Police was remarkable—so far only two other cases and now the Carmen girls remained on his white board. 

Captain Flaherty, Jake’s boss, tried to find a partner for the Homicide, but Parisi preferred to work solo. Since he was showing unusual success working alone, Flaherty let it be.

Jake had the short straw and had to inform Mrs. Roberta Carmen that her daughters were expired. The CPD didn’t like to use the word ‘dead’ or ‘murdered’ in front of the victims’ families. It was SOP to use the more medical term, ‘expired’. Parisi drove the widow down to the morgue to view the girls’ bodies for identification, and Mrs. Carmen wobbled, but she never did collapse. Jake thought she might be in shock because she never wept, but Roberta told Jake:

“You have to catch this son of a bitch.”

Then she erupted into copious tears.

 

1981

“Ma, when are you gonna get rid of all these cardboard boxes?” Jimmy Parisi asked his mother, Eleanor.

He’d been cleaning the junk out of her attic, his childhood home before Jimmy married Erin, the mother of his two children, Michael and Mary.

He had just come down from the attic, and he was covered in a film of dust.

His father Jake had died several years earlier, but Eleanor insisted on living in the old house. Jimmy offered to move her in with him and Erin, but Eleanor was stubborn. She said she’d become a burden to her son and his wife. Eleanor did babysit the kids at Jimmy’s house, however, and the old woman was still alert and vital.

“You and Erin need your own space. Young couples don’t need old widows in the way of their marriages.”

“Erin was the one who suggested you move in with us, and I’m with her a hundred percent, and the kids love their grandma and want to see her more often.”

“Case closed, James. I’m staying here.”

Jimmy was carrying a large cardboard carton.

Eleanor sat at the kitchen table. Being a child of the Depression, all of the furniture in her home was circa the ‘30s. The Greatest Generation, as they were called, bought those items to last a lifetime, but none of the tables or chairs or the sofa and the love seat in the living room showed signs of disrepair.

Jimmy placed the carton on the kitchen table’s Formica top. He opened it.

“You’re all dirty,” Eleanor told him. “You better take a shower before you go to work.”

Parisi was on afternoons’ and started his tour at 4:00 PM.

He looked into the box and withdrew a folder. He browsed through it quickly.

“Christ,” Jimmy said, surprised. “These are case files.”

Eleanor crossed herself when he mentioned her Savior’s name.

Parisi read the top sheet. Then he looked over at his mother.

“These are cold case files, Ma…He ever say anything about two murdered girls named Carla and Jean Carmen?”

Eleanor blanched noticeably. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Jake never got over those two.”

“Why? What happened?” Jimmy asked her.

“They found those two poor girls in the snow out by Willow Springs. They had no clothes on, both of them, but the papers said no one could figure out how they’d been killed. Your father investigated their murders, but he was never able to solve them. Neither did the FBI or the County or the State Police. The poor mother. She went on the radio and the TV and begged for someone to help find the killers, but no one ever did.

“Your dad was literally eaten up inside about it. He was one of the best Homicides in the city and everyone knew it, and he said he thought he might know who the killer was, but he clammed up on me and wouldn’t say another word. You know how he was--‘don’t bring work home with you’. Erin says you’re just like him that way.”

“She has enough to worry about at that school where she works.”

“You can have those files, Jimmy. I think your father would’ve liked you to have them.”

“Some guy who writes for the Tribune Sunday Magazine wrote a story about the Carmen girls. I remember reading it, but he didn’t mention Pa’s name. Three young boys were found dead around the same time, in the snow and naked, like the Carmens.”

“Your dad wasn’t on the boys’ cases, but they were never solved, either.”

“Pa used to always quote Shakespeare: ‘murder will out’, or something like that.”

“Whoever killed those kids was most certainly evil…That was twenty-five years ago, Jimmy. The man who killed them might very well be dead.”

“Or, he stopped killing, for some reason…I’m going to take the box home, if that’s all right.”

“Of course…And go take a shower. You look like a rag picker. Give me your clothes and I’ll wash them.”

“I’ll leave them outside the bathroom door. Do I have enough time before I go to work?”

“It’s only 11:45. There’s plenty of time. I’ll give you your father’s robe to wear until the clothes are done.”

She suddenly reached out and took her son’s hand.

“It isn’t right if this man gets away with it, Jimmy. Your father suffered over those two girls.”

Parisi squeezed her hand.

“If he’s alive, he’ll never see me coming.”

 

Parisi read the file repeatedly in his cubicle at HQ. Whenever he wasn’t on a case with his partner Harold ‘Doc’ Gibron, he read and re-read his father’s notes on the Carmen murders.

“What’re you reading?” Doc asked as he entered Jimmy’s office that overlooked Michigan Avenue.

“Cold case file.”

“Can I have a look?”

Jimmy handed the file to him. Gibron rested against the doorway and perused the sheet.

“I remember this case. I got out of the Army, and I just joined the force. Every copper I knew talked about it. Unsolved, right?”

“It was like a plague on my old man.”

“Jake was the primary?” Doc asked.

“He was working solo at the time. There was another case that involved three young boys, but that one was handled by other detectives. Also unresolved. My dad mentioned it in another file. He seemed to think the boys’ murders were related to the Carmen killings. Couldn’t prove it, and no one hung for it.”

“You thinking of taking a look back into ancient history?” Doc smiled.

“Want to come along for the ride?”

 

Three weeks later, Parisi and Gibron stood near a snow-covered ditch where two nude teenaged girls lay.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Doc muttered softly.

“Well, you don’t see a resemblance?”

“How can I not? I have a rotten feeling the motherfucker is back in business.”

“Not again. Goddam it, not again!”

The uniforms looked over at the Homicides.

“Sorry,” Jimmy apologized.

Fred Franklin was the ME on scene.

“Déjà vu?” the doctor asked.

“The Carmens?” Jimmy replied.

“Everyone on CPD heard of it. Bad business,” Franklin said.

“So, there are no marks on the bodies?” Doc asked.

“Yep. Spooksville, no?”

The Homicides remained on scene for ninety minutes. The photographs were taken and the crime scene techs finished work, and the bodies were taken to the Morgue.

 

And to make it scarier, the girls were identified after Jack Tracy, father of Shirley Tracy, fifteen, and Margaret Tracy, sixteen, identified his daughters who had gone missing eighteen days earlier. They were positively IDed by Mr. Tracy.

Jimmy didn’t mention the murders of the Carmen girls. He figured Jack Tracy was distraught enough.

Parisi and Gibron went to the Captain and told him their fears of a rerun double murder. 

The new Homicide Captain’s name was Tom Kelly. Captains seemed to come and go, Parisi thought. They moved up or they left the CPD for consulting work all the time. It was like musical chairs. So far, Kelly came off as a decent guy. Like Gibron, he was a Korean vet, and since he became a police officer in the ‘50s, he knew all about the Carmen slayings.

Kelly was just under six feet tall with the usual male balding pattern on his red-headed dome. He had the slightly scarlet nose that a lot of Irish coppers seemed to sport.

“You think, then, it’s the same guy?” Captain Kelly asked the detectives as they stood before him in the boss’s lair.

“Unless we have a copycat,” Doc replied.

“Why would they wait two and a half decades to do a repeat?” Kelly asked them both.

The Homicides didn’t answer.

“I have to admit, it looks eerily the same as the ‘50s thing.”

They remained mute.

“Didn’t your old man, Jake Parisi, have the original case?” he asked Jimmy.

Parisi nodded.

“Well shit. I mean really. You think it’s a curse or something?” the Captain grinned.

“I just found the old file at my family house. I was reading about the Carmen girls, the past few weeks.”

“It’s pretty frigid, those girls, no?” Kelly asked.

“Maybe this guy thinks he’s invincible,” Jimmy said. “Got away with it once, figures he’d go for an encore.”

“He could very well be dead, and this new guy read something about the Carmen kids. There’s been a lot of print about them. In fact, I just read a review of a book about the ‘50s case. Written by some fucking ghost aficionado who moonlights on unsolved murders. It’s not like our boy couldn’t have read up on the original and decided he’d do a sequel.”

“I think it’s the original killer, Captain,” Jimmy replied.

“You know our beloved journalists are gonna be thinking the same damn thing, boys. The shit is about to splatter from the fan.”

“I’d like to request a few more detectives onto this thing,” Parisi asked.

“No problem. As I recall, the Department took a massive hit from the public, back in the day. We don’t need a second coming on that shitstorm,” Kelly offered.

“I’m not worried about the guys in print,” Jimmy responded. “This is personal, for me, as you probably already figured out.”

“I figured…But I think it’s more of a motivator than a drawback. You talked to the father of the Tracys?” Kelly asked.

“We did,” Doc interjected.

“You willing to become Sancho Panza for your partner, Doc?”

“Do you see a jackass under me?” Doc grinned.

Kelly laughed heartily.

“All right, then. Get some.”

 

William Teller was Jake Parisi’s prime suspect, Jimmy had read. Gibron agreed that they might as well begin with the original cast of potential bad guys.

Teller was still alive and still living near Willow Springs, which was now incorporated with a blooming population in the area. But the hundred acres Teller owned was still set off from the new suburbs in the locality.

Parisi drove the Crown Victoria onto the dirt road that led to Teller’s modest home. There were white fences to keep the horses from wandering past their allotted confines.

“Looks like the usual stable,” Doc observed.

They pulled the Crown Vic in front of Teller’s door.

It was lunch time, so they caught William Teller at home. When he opened his front door and caught sight of Parisi, Teller’s eyes shot wide open.

“William Teller?” Jimmy asked.

The Homicides displayed their badges.

“You’re Homicide detectives,” the now-aged horseman said.

“Do you know me?” Jimmy asked.

“Why…Why would you ask?” Teller came back.

“I thought I saw recognition in your eyes, but I must be mistaken…Could we have a word, Mr. Teller?” Parisi smiled.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

Teller stood about five-eleven, and he wasn’t much for grooming himself. His hair grew to his shoulders in wild strands of brown and silver, and he sported an untended mustache and a five o’clock shadow for a beard. And Parisi and Gibron noticed when they drove him down to Michigan Avenue that he was ripe, as if bathing wasn’t one of his daily habits. Teller had protested coming to HQ, but Parisi insisted.

The detectives sat opposite him at the metal, rectangular table inside the once-called interrogation room and now-called interview room. The ‘word police’ had invaded the CPD. Out went physical abuse on the detectives’ part, also. No softening anyone up with sandbags or telephone books. No hands-on abuse of any kind.

“You remembered me, didn’t you? I mean you recognized me,” Jimmy smiled.

His smile was more like a wolfen snarl.

“I never saw you before today,” Teller smirked.

“Not me. My father. He had you in here when the Carmen girls were murdered back in ’56. You remember Jake Parisi, no?”

Teller shook his unruly mane.

“You don’t want to start off by lying to us, do you, cheesedick?” Gibron laughed.

Jimmy opened the old file and placed it in front of him.

“Help your memory?” Parisi asked, stony-faced.

“They let me go because I was innocent.”

“They let you go because they couldn’t prove you killed those girls…No marks on their bodies. They figure the Tracy kids were probably killed by suffocation and exposure or a combination of both,” Jimmy offered.

“I bet you used a plastic bag on the Carmens. Maybe you gave them a drug the ME couldn’t identify then,” Doc added.

“I never saw those girls. The Carmen girls, I mean.”

“There were witnesses who said you were at the same movie house when the Carmens were there. The Highland, on 79th and Ashland, right?” Jimmy prodded.

“And I told them I was there. Some western thing with Randolph Scott or something. But I never saw either one of those kids. And no one else saw me with them either.”

His smirk had returned, and Parisi snatched back the file.

He asked Teller where he’d been on the night the Tracy girls had disappeared. Teller couldn’t seem to remember.

“Innocent until proven guilty, just like the last time your old man dragged me in for something I didn’t do.”

“We have some people who saw you at the Highland Theater on 79th and Ashland the night the Tracys disappeared. You seem to show up when missing girls vanish. How is that?” Jimmy asked.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about…Do I need a lawyer?”

“You need a fucking haircut and a shower using real soap,” Doc told him.

“Is this an interrogation or an insult-fest?”

“You’re a clever piece of shit, aren’t you,” Doc grinned.

“I asked about a lawyer,” Teller groaned.

“Can you afford one?” Jimmy asked. “Seems like you used a PD to keep the wolves at bay when they brought you in the first time.”

“The wolves meaning your old man?”

“You know, we can’t use physical force to get shit-birds like you to tell the truth. But if you refer to my father as ‘the old man’ one more time, you might fall into some bad luck.”

Teller smirked at Parisi again.

Doc sent the flat of his palm into Teller’s forehead, and the stringy-haired man went flying backward onto the floor.

“You need some help getting up?” Gibron asked.

Doc stood and went around to the flat-on-his back William Teller. 

Gibron reached out to the prone man, but when Teller attempted to grasp the detective’s hand, Doc popped him again in the forehead and knocked him back where he’d been.

“You insult my partner again, I still have a rubber hose, asshole. The beauty of them is they leave no marks, and I think we forgot to turn on the video tape machine to record our little get-together.”

Teller reached up for help but Gibron grandly ignored him and went back to his own chair. Teller managed to right himself back onto the folding chair.

“This is police harassment,” he whined. 

Doc hadn’t left a mark on his upper face.

“You haven’t lived,” Gibron informed Teller.

“Are you going to charge me?”

“What charges would you prefer? Scum of the earth? Walking pustule? That you’re the dribble that ran down the crack of your momma’s ass?” Doc grinned.

“How’s the horse business?” Jimmy interjected. “Does it offer you a solid living?”

Teller remained mute. Then he looked at Parisi.

“You’ve violated my civil rights, and I will sue.”

“Yeah? I know some crackerjack lawyers. Crackerjack,” Doc laughed.

“Don’t plan on leaving home,” Jimmy warned. “You might just have a visit from the ASPCA. I really like horses. Never rode one, and I don’t know why those beautiful creatures allow scrawny-assed human beings to jump on their backs. If I were they, I’d kick mamalukes like you right onto the ground, and then I’d stomp the shit out of them. But they’re also good-natured, most of them, and gentle. Which makes me wonder why they tolerate the likes of you.

“Get the fuck out of here. We’ll be seeing each other again.”

Teller got up with a sneer on his face.

“You’ll be hearing from my attorney.”

Doc sprang up from his seat, and Teller bolted for the door of the interview room and didn’t look back as he scurried down the hall.

 

“I don’t like this waitress thinking we’re regulars in here,” Doc pronounced.

“But we are most certainly regulars in here,” Jimmy laughed.

They sat for the innumerable time in the White Castle on 79th and Loomis. When they were sent on a call farther south in the city, they frequented The Castle on 95th and Cicero.

“This shit is deadly, and we both know it,” Jimmy protested.

“Don’t diss the sliders,” Doc shot back.

“Anything that tastes good is lethal,” Parisi observed.

“That’s a rule, yeah…Is Teller our guy or not?” Doc asked.

White Castle was almost deserted at 4:10 AM, the middle of their midnights’ shift.

The middle-aged waitress was called Denise, her nametag read. She wore a bouffant, more fashionable in the middle ‘60s. Maybe she liked the look, Jimmy figured.

“It’s early days, as our Brit brethren like to call it,” Jimmy answered. “But I’m hoping it’s him.”

“You can’t let prejudice sway your evaluation, Detective Parisi.”

Denise plopped two plates bearing six cheese sliders each. She placed large Cokes down for each of them as well.

“Don’t you love the dead man’s shift?” Denise said with what passed for a smile.

“You don’t get tips here, do you?” Doc asked.

“Tips? What are tips?” she fired back.

“Sorry I asked,” Doc smiled.

She’d likely been a pretty girl before her arches collapsed doing this job, Gibron figured.

“Any dead bodies show up tonight?” she asked.

She lingered because the detectives were the only customers in the place other than the nodding drunk who was inches from banging his head on the bar over to their right. The Homicides always took a booth at the back.

“Slow night,” Jimmy smiled.

“You heard about those poor young girls they found out in the snow in the boonies?” she asked. “Wasn’t that awful?”

They didn’t discuss cases with civilians, as a rule, but Denise seemed like a confidante to the two of them. They never got into specific detail, however.

“Bad business,” Jimmy said.

“Are you two working it?”

“Huh?” Jimmy laughed. “Been watching cop shows on TV—working it?”

“I do like Kojak.”

“Is it his bald head?” Doc smiled. “Some babes think a chrome-dome is a phallic symbol.”

“A what?”

“Don’t mind him. Yeah, we’re working it,” Jimmy told Denise.

“I know you can’t discuss cases.”

“That’s right,” Doc said. “But you have no idea how badly I want to share with you, Denise.”

“What a bunch of blarney!”

But Jimmy could see she felt flattered, and midnights seemed to last longer than eight hours.

A new face popped into the Castle, and Denise took off.

“Is Teller our guy?” Doc repeated.

“Ask me when we have evidence against the cocksucker.”

 

They were working afternoons when they interviewed the Carmen girls’ mother a second time. Roberta Carmen lived on 44th and Garland Street, near the McKinley Park area. She was retired after working forty-eight years at GE on the west side. She worked the line there, screwing one part into another. Day after day, eight hours a day, five days a week.

Roberta was in her mid-seventies, widowed, and haggard from the manual labor and the loss of her girls. She had an adult daughter who had moved out of state twenty years ago. The constant badgering from newspaper vultures and from a constant barrage of questions from state and county and Chicago police drove her away from a constant spotlight that was inescapable in the city.

The detectives and Roberta Carmen sat in the living room inside her brick bungalow. She’d paid off the house only ten years before. The couch the detectives were perched on wasn’t new, but it was clean and unscathed by time.

“You’re here because of those Tracy girls,” she said.

Roberta was topped by steel-gray hair. She smoked Winstons, chain smoked them as if she were sucking the life out of the tobacco.

Neither Homicide smoked. Parisi never developed the habit, and Gibron stopped cold turkey after the Korean War. He felt lucky to be alive after that conflict, and in the ‘60s he’d read the Surgeon General’s report about the odds of developing cancer from carcinogens, and so he didn’t want to press his luck about staying alive.

“And about your daughters, as well,” Jimmy told her.

“My girls? Hell, that was twenty-five years ago, and brothers, I’m all cried out.”

Parisi didn’t believe her.

“You guys never caught the animal who killed my kids. You think you’ll do better finding the piece of shit who did those Tracy girls?”

“We have a feeling it’s the same perpetrator,” Doc said.

“Perpetrator? That’s a nice word for that murdering mutt!”

Her eyes were beginning to water.

“How do you suppose it’s the same guy?”

“We can’t give out details,” Jimmy explained. “But there were similarities…Your girls went to the movies the night they disappeared, right?” Jimmy continued.

“That’s right.”

Roberta couldn’t hold back the waterworks.

“I told you I was all cried out and here I go…”

“It’s all right,” Doc told her. 

He picked two pieces of Kleenex from the box on the coffee table in front of the couch on which they sat. He walked over to her and handed Roberta the tissues. Suddenly, she stood and gripped Gibron in a furious embrace. Doc held onto her until the storm passed. Then he sat back down, as did she, on her leather chair across from the detectives.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be acting like this. I want to help you, but I’m still angry about what happened all those years ago. Carla and Jean never got to go to prom or graduate high school. They were robbed, Detectives. Robbed. And this…this beast is still running around free. I used to believe in justice, but I didn’t and I can’t, anymore.”

“My father investigated your daughters’ deaths,” Jimmy said abruptly.

“Your father was Jake Parisi?” Roberta asked, shocked. “I thought I saw a resemblance…I know he did all he could. I’m not blaming him.”

“It’s all right, Mrs. Carmen. Really. My father kept the file on your girls after he retired and until the day he died. I know he was still looking for their killer the rest of his life. But sometimes there really are cold cases. It happens to all Homicides, but most of us refuse to let them go. I know I never will. Your girls or the Tracys. I’m never going to stop.”

“I’m with him,” Doc murmured softly.

“I know your dad and the police were looking at three men. Someone named Teller. And somebody named Sammy Jacks and another named Marvin Sargent. The reason I know is because your dad asked me if my girls knew any of them.”

“Did they know any of them?” Doc asked.

“They never used those names around me, that’s for sure. And they wound up being way older than Carla or Jean, so I couldn’t see them having anything to do with the three of them.”

“Did your girls ever go horseback riding?” Parisi inquired.

“Are you kidding? Who could afford that?”

“Okay. I understand,” Jimmy replied.

“Why’d you ask about horseback riding?” she wanted to know.

“Just another extraneous detail. We’re exploring anything that might have tied the girls to the killer,” Doc explained.

“When they died, I stopped going to Mass. No loving, caring God could allow that bastard to do what he did…Are you a Catholic, Detective Parisi?”

“Fallen away, I’m afraid.”

“You, Detective Gibron?”

“If I walked into any church, I’d burst into flames.”

For the first time, Roberta Carmen smiled.

“No, you wouldn’t. Both of you are good men. I want to believe you’ll finally catch this man, if he killed all those poor kids.”

“I told you. I won’t let go. Not now, not ever,” Jimmy told her. “And neither will my partner.”

 

When Parisi saw Mary and Michael at dinner, the next evening before heading out for another midnights’, he took hold of them and squeezed.

“What’s wrong?” Erin asked. “You’re gonna suffocate them,” she laughed.

“No chance. Not a chance in heaven or hell.”

Then he smiled and hugged them once more until they began giggling.

He went over to where Erin sat at the table, and he kissed her firmly on the lips.

“What is wrong with you, Jimmy?” she giggled.

“Not a thing. Not a thing in this world.”

Then he sat down and they ate dinner quietly.

Together.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

 

Sammy Jacks was at the Highland Theater when the Carmens were present. The Homicides found him living in a trailer camp just outside Oak Lawn, on its western periphery. 

He was even more slovenly than the ragged William Teller. Jacks had a quasi-Afro that puffed above his head like a hairy halo. He was wearing bib overalls that gave him what Parisi thought was the ‘farmer look’. His facial hair was long and ungroomed. Jacks appeared like one of the Smith Brothers of the cough syrup fame, except for the back-to-the-Seventies Afro.

Doc banged on the door of the RV before he would finally open it and they showed him the IDs.

“I ain’t done shit. Why can’t you guys leave me alone.”

Doc grabbed him by one of the bib’s straps and yanked him down the four steps to the ground.

“Hey! You can’t—”

“Shut the fuck up until we ask you a question,” Gibron warned Jacks.

There were a dozen or more RVs in a lot that was snow-covered from the second snowfall since the Tracy girls were found. Parisi imagined that the white served to cover the overgrown grass and weeds on the piece of property. The RVs didn’t appear as if they were owned by anyone prosperous, and Jimmy had been told Oak Lawn wanted to get rid of the tenants who lived here.

“They cleared me twenty—”

Gibron shook the thin, sickly-looking man again.

“You know you’re not black, right?” Doc laughed as he grabbed a clump of Sammy Jacks’ hairdo. 

“Hey! C’mon, now!”

Jimmy asked Jacks his whereabouts on the night the Tracy kids disappeared.

“Listen, I didn’t have nothin’ to do with them girls.”

“So, where were you on that night those girls vanished?” Parisi demanded.

“Shit, I can’t remember yesterday.”

“Maybe you’d like a ride downtown,” Gibron asked, nose-to-nose with Sammy.

“I didn’t do those Carmen kids and they let me go, and now you want to pin this shit on me. And hey, it’s fuckin’ cold out here.”

“Maybe it’d be warmer on Michigan Avenue. We could do an interview by the Lake. I hear The Hawk is back in business,” Doc smiled.

The Hawk was the northeast wind off Lake Michigan.

“No fuckin’ thank you. We can go into my trailer.”

“Like you said, no fuckin’ thank you,” Parisi shot back. “You going to tell us where you were or not?”

“I was right here. Lost my pickup, so I can’t travel until I can find work and buy another’n.”

“How do you pay for vittles?” Doc cracked.

“I got disability, thank you.”

“Disabled from the neck up, you mean?” Gibron chortled.

“That was mean of you, Detective.”

“We can wait until the ice forms on your fucking nose, Sammy,” Jimmy said.

“I told you I don’t recall where I was on that date.”

“You heard about the Tracys?” Doc insists.

“Sure, I heard. I’m not illiterate, you know.”

“So, you read about them in the newspapers,” Jimmy continued.

“Yeah. I walk to the liquor store ‘bout half mile down the road and buy a paper ever’ mornin’. Ain’t got anything else to do ‘til I find a job.”

“You read the want ads, huh?” Gibron grinned. “Lots of notices for derelicts wanted, right?”

“I ain’t no derelict, and I never touched them Carmen girls…or them Tracy kids. I swear to God!”

“Then come up with a story for the night the Tracys disappeared,” Parisi said doggedly. “Something with a witness attached to it.”

Jacks scratched the top of his Afro.

“Hey, I got it. I was at the Last Ditch Tap, ‘bout two miles down from the liquor store.”

“What’s the address?” Doc asked.

“Hell, I don’t know the number, but it’s on Courtland Road, past that liquor store, like I said. I always shoot the shit with one of the whores that hangs there.”

“Her name?” Jimmy asked.

“Maddie…Don’t know her last monicker.”

Jimmy grabbed Jacks by the chin.

“Don’t go anywhere, Sammy. We’re going to check up on you. If you’re lying, it’s going to get a lot fucking colder for you, strunz.”

“I know that Eye-talian word, Detective.”

“Then you be careful we don’t flush your ass, you piece of shit.”

“You got any raccoons living in that shit-box with you, Sammy?” Doc grinned savagely.

“I ain’t no hillbilly.”

“No, they’re a few rungs above you, dirtbag. Your girlfriend at the bar doesn’t vouch for you, you can run but you can’t hide, as a famous pugilist once said,” Doc told him.

“What the fuck’s a pugilat?”

“Pugilist, bitch,” Doc laughed.

“I take offense at that.”

“Dog’s the one who’d take offense at being compared to you, motherfucker,” Gibron chuckled.

“You stay put, now. We’ll be back,” Jimmy promised Sammy Jacks.

 

The Last Ditch Tap was located approximately where Jacks had told the Homicides. The place looked like an oversized trailer because that was what it was.

“We’re going to need sandblasting if we go in this hovel, Jimmy.”

“I forgot to bring a can of Raid, but it’s too cold for fleas, I think.”

They walked up the snow-covered half-dozen steps and entered the bar.

The air was non-existent, but the fumes of stale beer, piss, and body odor were omni-present.

“Jesus Harold Christ!” Doc exclaimed.

The bartender looked up from the white pine slab that served as a bar. The stools appeared rickety and ready to collapse, so the detectives stood.

“You got a Maddie in here somewhere?” Parisi asked.

It was only two hours into their afternoons’ shift, six o’clock, but the barman, a hulk of six-five, Jimmy made it, nodded toward a dark corner to his left. There was a female form sitting with her back to the Homicides. She sat in a booth.

They walked back towards her. Jimmy noticed the tap was half-full, and he figured the patrons were here after their shifts at some factory in the vicinity. They sat at the white pine slab, mostly. The woman was the only occupant of the half-dozen booths. Parisi noticed the seaters in the booths had torn ass-pads.

“You Maddie?” Jimmy asked.

She was heavily made up, as if she’d spray-painted her face white and red. If it was rouge she used on her cheeks, it was slopped on with a trowel.

“Who the fuck are you?” she replied.

She sounded heavily gassed. The detectives could smell the reek of Jim Beam emanating from her instead of perfume.

“We’re the fucking po-lice, my sweet,” Doc answered.

They flashed the badges.

“Home-a-cide? The fuck you want with me? I only converse with Vice, on occasion.”

“You kiss yo mama with that mouth?” Gibron laughed.

“I’ll kiss your johnson for twenty bucks.”

“Are you propositioning a police officer, darlin’?” Doc asked, straight-faced.

“You know Sammy Jacks?” Jimmy asked her.

She blinked.

“What if I do?” she answered boozily.

Jimmy asked if she saw Jacks on the date the Tracys were lost.

“I don’t talk to cops.”

“Thought you talked to Vice,” Doc responded.

“You ain’t Vice,” she snarled blearily.

“You know what obstruction means, Maddie?” Jimmy asked softly.

“Why are you hassling me, man?”

“Just answer my question,” Parisi said louder.

Maddie turned in the booth and faced the Homicides.

“Fuck the both of you and the horses you rode in on.”

Doc grabbed her by the upper arm and hoisted her erect.

“Drunk and disorderly, madam,” Gibron told her.

“All right, all right! Don’t get your dick in an uproar.”

Gibron released her, and Maddie all but collapsed back onto the torn booth.

“Yeah, he was here that night.”

“What time?” Jimmy asked.

“Christ, that was weeks ago!”

“What time?” said Doc as he squeezed her upper left arm again.

“Like eight ‘til two in the morning. He was here until closing. He bought me drinks because there were no customers, and I don’t have a ride to hang elsewhere.”

“You sure, Maddie?” Jimmy asked again.

“Go ask Butch, behind the bar. He lets me hang here and I give him a jump after closing.”

“He better back you up, hon,” Doc told her.

“Fuck you, big boy.”

“I wouldn’t give you a poke with someone else’s dick, my sweet.”

The Homicides walked over to the mountain named Butch. They flashed ID for him, and Butch groaned audibly.

“No one got shot or stabbed in this joint for four months.”

“Now there’s an outstanding record,” Doc leered at him.

“Maddie says Sammy Jacks was in this bar with her,” Parisi said.

He told Butch the date in question.

Butch hesitated and mulled it over.

“Shit, she’s here every fucking night. Bitch can’t get lucky anywhere else.”

“Was Jacks with her on that date until closing?” Jimmy insisted.

Butch appeared as if he were trying to remember.

“You know what? That was the night one of the shitters backed up and flowed all over the head’s floor. I remember because I had to call an emergency plumber who worked twenty-four seven if he was needed…Yeah that scroungy old bastard was here all night. She was mooching drinks off him, and Sammy without a pot to piss in.”

“You’re certain?” Parisi asked.

“Yeah, like I said, the crapper blew up. The plumber showed so the john didn’t drive the customers outta here.”

Butch gave them a quizzical look.

“Why’re you guys interested in that old derelict? They let him go, all those years back, on a homicide rap. It was those two girls.”

“The Carmens,” Doc answered.

“Yeah! They found them out in the snow by Willow Springs, I think it was.”

“We’re investigating two more dead girls named Tracy,” Jimmy said.

“No shit,” Butch said, almost sadly.

“No shit,” Doc tossed back. “Don’t the County Vice guys frown on your girlfriend plying her trade in here?”

“She honks them off twice a week. They’re happy…You wouldn’t give us a hard time over her, would you?” Butch pleaded.

“And cost you a honk every night after work?” Doc teased. “We’re the murder police, Butch. We have better things to do.”

The barman breathed out in relief.

“But aren’t you worried about getting a social disease from yonder princess of the night?” Gibron smiled.

“I clean myself with badass disinfectant after every close encounter,” Butch replied with a wry smile.

Jimmy shook his head, hopelessly.

“I hope you catch the fuck who did all those kids,” the bartender said.

Damned if he didn’t sound sincere, Parisi mused.

 

Another early morning at the 79th and Loomis White Castle. Another lonely night for Denise. It felt like Denise was becoming their den mother, Jimmy told himself.

“You like Sammy?” Doc asked.

“Like him? You mean for the murders?”

“I wouldn’t think it was because of his outstanding personality, Jimmy.”

Parisi laughed. Denise brought their sliders and Cokes, but she didn’t appear up for any repartee. Parisi was too tired for a back and forth with anyone anyway. All he wanted to do was go home and crash and burn. He didn’t enjoy whodunnits. He preferred slam dunks. Stupid killers easily apprehended, jailed, and the fuck out of his and Doc’s lives.

“He has an alibi, apparently,” Parisi said as he chomped into a cheese slider.

“If you believe the flyingest bimbo in the northern hemisphere.”

“She any more credible than Mountain Man Butch?”

“I’ll have to check for mites and creeping crud after that dump. The stench adheres to me like Crazy Glue. But yeah, I guess he has backup. I’d like to pop him anyway, just for chuckles, grins, and shits,” Gibron admitted.

“This ain’t The Oxbow Incident, Partner.”

“I really liked Henry Fonda in that flick. A genuine moral and honest man. Too bad the real world’s more like that lynch mob.”

“There it is,” Jimmy conceded.

Parisi looked over his right shoulder as he sat in the booth looking out at traffic on Loomis. There wasn’t any—traffic, that was. It was 4:37 AM. It was January, the second week, and winter hadn’t even really kicked in full blast, yet. It was snowing again. And every time it snowed, Parisi thought of the James Joyce story “The Dead” that one of the Jesuits taught his World Literature class at St. Rita High School.

The last line or so talked about, in the character’s mind, that he thought it must be snowing all over the world.

“Why do we distinguish the brutality of a homicide by the age of the victim?” Jimmy wondered aloud.

“Kids dying is worse. They got screwed out of a full life.”

“I can’t bear to think of one of mine coming down with cancer, let alone getting killed out on the street somewhere.”

“Trust me,” Doc soothed. “It ain’t going to happen. They’re both going to check out after living a century. You Eye-ties are too tough to die young.”

“But they’re both…They’re too goddam sweet, too goddam good for this world,” Parisi objected.

“The good dying young is bullshit, Jimmy. It’s all the luck of the draw. People just think that bastards like our guy, the kids’ killer, live long lives. I’ve never seen a scientific study on all that.”

“Jesus was thirty-three.”

“Relatively ancient, back then.”

“How did His Loving Father let them get away with that shit, Doc?”

“Maybe He didn’t, Partner. Maybe he didn’t.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

 

The detectives interviewed the employees of the Highland Theater where the Tracy girls went to see a movie before they went off the radar. They showed photographs of William Teller, Sammy Jacks, and the still-to-be-interviewed Marvin Sargent. No one could recollect seeing any of the three, but Parisi figured that the ticket-taker, all of sixteen, and most of the other workers who were in the sixteen-seventeen range weren’t in the business of paying much attention to the patrons. But one of the ushers, a young man named Ben Bentley, recognized the pictures of Shirley and Margaret Tracy. 

Ben was tall and pimply, but he seemed cooperative to the two Homicides. 

“I couldn’t believe it,” Bentley told them in the lobby of the theater.

It was midway through the feature film, and the movie house was virtually empty, it being a Wednesday night.

“They were both real cute,” the boy said. “Especially Margaret. I knew her back in grade school. Kinda makes you wonder.”

“But you didn’t see any of these three men,” Jimmy persisted.

“They coulda been here, but I notice the ladies more, if you know what I mean.”

He scratched one of the pimples on his chin. It bled.

“Shit,” he said, and wiped it with his handkerchief.

“Gotta lay off the chocolate and the greasy or fried foods,” Doc told him. “I been there, too.”

After the theater visit, they took off to the far southwest side to check on Marvin Sargent.

He lived in a basement flat on 103rd and Moyne Avenue. Jimmy rang the doorbell inside the entry, the one with ‘Sargent’ taped beneath the buzzer. It was 8:47 PM, and the Homicides figured he’d be home if he worked days or if he didn’t work at all, like Jacks.

“Who is it?” the voice said over the intercom.

“Chicago Police. We’d like to have a word,” Doc answered.

There was a lull, and then Sargent buzzed them in.

Marvin opened the door and asked for their credentials. They showed them their IDs.

“What?”

“We want a word, like I said,” Doc told him.

Sargent was bald, and Jimmy thought he was the whitest white man he’d ever seen. His skin almost glowed. His eyes were set far apart on his face, and the left eye appeared to be looking in a different direction from the right one.

“How about you ask us in?” Jimmy inquired.

The basement apartment was a dozen steps down from the first floor. It felt like descending into some pit, Parisi thought.

The door widened and he let them in.

There was no couch in the living room, just two gigantic beanbag chairs. There was a kitchenette adjacent with a stool and a small table. The room off to the right, down the hall, must have been the bedroom, Parisi figured.

“You’re here about them girls.”

“Which girls?” Gibron grinned.

“Them two girls that were missing and who got found dead a few days back. I read about them.”

“You mean the Tracys,” Jimmy offered.

“Yeah, them. And you’re here because they thought I killed those other two, a long time back.”

“You mean the Carmens,” Doc suggested.

“Why you wanna pick on me for all this shit?”

“Because you killed all four of them?” Doc asked.

“I didn’t kill nobody. They figured that out with them Carmen kids.”

“You remember their names,” Parisi interjected.

“They dragged me downtown, and some wop Homicide slapped me around trying to get me to confess.”

“Some wop Homicide?” Jimmy grinned.

It seemed that Sargent had suddenly remembered Parisi’s name on the ID card.

“That couldn’t-a been your—”

“My father, Jake Parisi.”

“I didn’t mean nothin’.”

“He slapped you around?” Jimmy repeated.

“I didn’t mean nothin’.”

“You know the police are not allowed to use physical force on suspects, right?” Doc asked.

“That was years ago.”

“Couldn’t have been my father who slapped you around,” Parisi said.

“Why?” Sargent queried.

“Because you look too goddam good, even though it was ‘years ago’.”

Parisi asked where Marvin had been on the night the Tracys vanished.

“That was a long time ago.”

“You remembered what happened twenty-five years ago pretty well, asshole,” Jimmy countered.

“Hey, look—”

“Where were you, douchebag?” Doc smiled.

“I gotta think.”

“Maybe we should ride down to Michigan Avenue. The cold air might help your memory,” Gibron suggested.

“I was working the afternoon shift at Tasty Bakery. It’s where I work, over on the west side. In the middle of nigger land,” he smiled.

“Next time I see one of the black Homicides, I’ll tell him what you said. You got a sheet with eyeholes in your closet, Marvin?” Doc chided.

“I ain’t no racist.”

“Who’s your supervisor at Tasty Bakery? I’ll have to give him a call tomorrow,” Jimmy said.

“Don’t do that! You’ll get me canned. My foreman’s a colored guy!”

“What’s his name, fuck-tard?” Doc demanded.

“Willie Bates.”

“And he’ll vouch for you,” Parisi asserted.

“Yeah. I told you. I was working the afternoons.”

“Doing?” Jimmy asked.

“I…I hang the hangers on top of each other on the assembly line.”

“You expecting to rise to the top at the bakery soon?” Gibron grinned.

Marvin blushed scarlet, to the point his white face appeared to be ready to burst its capillaries.

“Don’t get me fired. I just got the job.”

“I don’t think they’ll shit-can you if you were hanging those hangers when you said you were. I recall you had a nice alibi for the Carmen girls,” Jimmy said.

“It wasn’t no alibi. It was the truth.”

“By the way, if you ever use ‘wop’ in front of me again, I’ll turn your face into a doormat,” Parisi glared at him.

“I didn’t mean—”

“Nothin’. Yeah,” Jimmy smiled.

“We’ll be around. Don’t go off on a tour of Europe, Marv,” Doc grinned again.

They turned and let themselves out.

 

“How can you be comfortable in one of those beanbag things?” Doc wondered as Jimmy drove them to their dinner break, around 9:30 PM.

“I think he might like to give each of them a poke, now and again. He doesn’t seem like the ladies’ man type.”

“Maybe he likes them young. Maybe he’s our guy, and he thinks he’s going to scoot for a second time.”

They pulled into the lot at Benny’s Pizza on 88th and Kedzie. They had the finest thin-crust Neapolitan pizza on the southside. Parisi had gone to St. Rita’s with Manny, Benny’s heir to the pizza kingdom. It was a weeknight, but the lot was still full. They also sported a full bar with six different brews on tap, including Old Style, naturally. But the Homicides didn’t imbibe when on tour.

Benny saw them as soon as the detectives walked in.

He reserved a booth for them near the rear of the restaurant-saloon. Neither Homicide would accept comps from Benny or any other proprietor, and Benny Campari got tired of making the same futile offer to them. The booth at the back was the detectives’ only ‘comp’ in the pizzeria.

“Late dinner break?” Benny asked over the shriek of the jukebox. 

It was playing ‘70s tunes, currently the Stones’ “Gimme Shelter”. Parisi loved listening to Jagger’s black backup babe belting out her solo.

“No rest for the wicked,” Doc cracked.

Benny gave them the unnecessary menus and left them to sit at the back. There was a small dance floor in front of the juker, midway in the joint, and two middle-agers were embarrassing themselves on the floor with some big-time spastic moves.

“Epileptics?” Doc asked.

“Be nice. You’re their age.”

“But I try not to expose my weaknesses like that.”

“You never dance with Barbara?” Jimmy smiled.

Barbara was Doc’s current live-in girlfriend. They’d both been married, and both liked what Doc called the fuck-buddy setup.

Jimmy thought Gibron would ultimately propose to Barbara, but he never asked his partner about his future plans.

“So, who is it among the terrible trio, Teller, Jacks, or Sargent?” Doc asked after the good-looking senior citizen waitress took their usual order. A meat-lovers with a pitcher of Coke.

“Maybe we haven’t met the bad guy, as yet.”

“I thought Teller was the most obvious ‘likely-to-murder-a-virgin teenager’.” 

Jimmy had to laugh.

“Who says those girls were virgins?”

“I forgot. One of the Carmens, the older one, had had recent sex before her demise,” Doc remembered.

“Doesn’t mean she had sex with her killer. No signs of forced entry. Neither of the Tracys appeared to have been sexually active, but it’s hard to tell. Like the old adage about how you know your wife is a virgin on your wedding night.”

“How, pray tell?”

“Believe her.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Doc guffawed.

“I’m serious. Girls lose the magic filament in all kinds of ways before they engage in bumping uglies. It’s a fact.”

Doc laughed loudly, full-throated.

“When did you become a gynee?” Gibron cracked.

“It’s just true. In the old days, the guineas used to hang a bloody sheet over the balcony after the marriage was consummated. Guys went through a lot of marinara sauce to convince the neighbors that the old lady was a ‘woman of virtue’. No shit,” Jimmy smiled.

“No, no shit. Bullshit.”

“Ye of little faith.”

“I like Teller, so far. He seems to be the slimiest of these three worms. But you never can really tell. Appearance versus reality, James. People suppose the villain comes out looking like some Simon fucking Legree. Looks don’t mean squat. It’s always the normal-looking fuckers that do the ugly deeds. People think perps have to come off like Anthony Perkins in Psycho. Gotta have a crazed look in their eyes, like Tony in the flick when he tells the audience at the end, ‘I wouldn’t hurt a fly’ or sumshit.”

“I know. The idea that you have to be nuts is bogus. We see too many ‘normal’ people doing heinous shit, all right. But it could very well be that the guy who did the Carmens has been dead and in the ground for a long time, and that the killer of the Tracys hasn’t entered the stage, yet.”

“Jimmy, I like how you think, but it’d make our lives a lot easier if it were one of those three mooks we talked to.”

The waitress brought the pie and the drinks.

“Where’ve you been all my life?” Doc flirted.

“Far away from the likes of you,” the silver-haired babe shot back at Gibron.

She peered over at Parisi.

“Now I could go for a guy like you,” she smiled at Jimmy.

“Because you’re an Italian, right?” Doc protested.

“I’m Benny’s sister, dummy. Patty, if you must know. And I’m happily married.”

“He’s taken, anyway,” Jimmy explained.

“Gimme five bucks beyond the tip and I won’t rat you out to your better half,” Patty laughed.

“Just making conversation,” Doc told her.

“You’re damn-tootin’,” she said as she fled their booth.

“Somebody’s going to take you seriously, one of these days,” Parisi warned.

“Hey, I’m armed, ain’t I?”

They tore into their thin-crust and hurriedly finished. They had a couple of hours left on their tour, and you never knew when a brand-new slaughter might occur.

 

Special Agent Fred McAlister stood in Jimmy’s office doorway.

He flashed his FBI ID at Parisi.

“Come on in and have a seat.”

McAlister occupied the aluminum folding chair opposite Parisi’s desk. 

It was the first day of Jimmy and Doc’s days’ shift, a Saturday in the third week of a frigid, snowy January.

“What can I do you for?” Jimmy smiled.

“Captain Kelly tells me you and your partner are working the Tracys.”

“Captain Kelly never lies. Especially to our Federal brethren.”

McAlister was a lanky six-two, with a full mop of auburn hair. He wore the compulsory black suit with white shirt and black tie. His black overcoat hung on his right arm.

“I hear your dad worked the Carmen case, back in the day.”

The Special Agent appeared to be in his mid-thirties, so he wasn’t available when Jake’s case went down.

“Yes. My father worked that one.”

“Cold cases are a bitch, right?” McAlister grinned.

Jimmy didn’t reply. He was trying to figure out if the Agent was trying to be a subtle asshole or not.

“What can I do for you, Special Agent McAlister?”

Parisi tried to inject a bit of venom into his question.

McAlister reddened.

“This is simply a courtesy call.”

“In other words, you want to pump me for where we are on the Tracys, no?”

“More like I’m offering to share information with you.”

“Yeah, my father said the Bureau was big on sharing the wealth.”

“So, it’s gonna be that way, huh?”

“Whenever we receive, around here, we’ll be happy to reciprocate.”

McAlister twitched, slightly. Then he stood.

“You have a blessed day, Detective Parisi.”

“Right back at you, J. Edgar.”

The FBI man turned and bolted out of Parisi’s office.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

 

The autopsy revealed that there were tiny puncture marks under the chins of both Tracy girls. The doctor’s name at the autopsy was Bernie Johns. Jimmy and Doc had dealt with Johns several times before in murder cases.

“What made the punctures?” Jimmy asked.

The room was washed in white. All things surgical. Dr. Johns didn’t wear a mask because there was no one to infect except the detectives, and the Homicides weren’t inclined to wear the surgical masks because they didn’t block the stench of cut-open bodies. They might dab some Vicks VapoRub in their nostrils, however, if they were feeling queasy, but it made Jimmy Parisi a bit uneasy to remember that the stink of corpses didn’t bother him as much as it had in Vietnam. He figured it was because it had become all too familiar to him.

“Hard to say,” the doc told the two detectives. “Might even have been a hypodermic needle.”

“You think they might have been poisoned?” Gibron queried.

“It’s a possibility, but toxicology didn’t turn up anything. That doesn’t mean it wasn’t poison. We just don’t have a label for anything we found in either’s blood.”

“What’s the official cause of death?” Gibron asked.

“Exposure. But we know damn well those two girls didn’t run naked in those woods just to kill themselves in the cold.”

“Not very likely. The Carmens’ cause of death was the same thing, exposure. I don’t remember reading that there were punctures on either of them,” Jimmy said.

“Maybe the ME missed it. Those murders were back in the Neanderthal Era, comparatively speaking,” Johns admitted. “Science marches on, and doctors do fuck up, hence the malpractice factory in this country.”

“I hear you,” Gibron agreed.

“Poison, huh?” Jimmy posed.

“My best guess. I don’t see this as a suicide by hypothermia.”

The girls had been sewn up by the time the Homicides got to the mortuary. Jimmy looked at the surgical stitches that closed both of them back together.

Johns put the sheets back over the girls.

“I feel obscene, looking at two young girls on my tables. They were barely past puberty,” the doctor said ruefully.

 

Jimmy got out his father’s file on the Carmen kids. He sat in the living room at home in his recliner chair, one of his few concessions to self-comfort. It was an expensive, name-brand seater that cost nearly a week’s salary. But Erin had surprised him with it, last Christmas.

He had just returned home from a four-to-twelve afternoons’ tour. Erin had crashed before he got home, and he didn’t want to wake her. If there was going to be any romance for them, it would have to be early morning sex, which Jimmy was rather fond of.

Nothing in Jake’s file said anything about puncture wounds or about possible poisoning. Jimmy had heard that potassium chloride left no trace in a victim. It sort of blended in with other elements in the human body. A wiseguy’s poison. 

Or a doctor’s MO for getting away with murder. But it didn’t take an MD to know about the potassium chloride. Someone familiar with toxins might know.

Teller dealt with horses, but he wasn’t even a veterinarian. Jimmy wondered if the prick were literate at all. But if he could read…Jimmy figured a blurb on potassium chloride or any other untraceable poison ought to come with a caution: don’t try this at home.

Tales were universal back in the shit about the Black Mamba. You had seconds if you were bitten to kiss your ass goodbye. But Parisi had never known of any GI in Vietnam who’d succumbed to a Black Mamba. There was literature on deaths caused by the reptile, but Jimmy didn’t think their venom was untraceable.

Sammy Jacks struck Parisi as too ignorant to know about a toxin that disappeared in the bloodstream, and perhaps Marvin Sargent was equally stupid. But you could never tell about killers, about what they knew or didn’t know. The fact that some of them were murderers suggested they were plotters, and the idea was not to be caught. The three suspects or the actual killer had scooted away free for twenty-five years until the Tracy homicides. That was an entire generation. They were either clever or lucky, or a combination of both.

Murder will out.

Parisi had extraordinarily well-versed teachers with the priests at St. Rita High School. They were Jesuits, most of them, and Jesuits were known as the intellectuals of the Church, as well as being labeled ‘liberal’, which didn’t sit well with some of the blue-collar parents who sent their kids to Rita’s.

It reminded Parisi that one Jesuit, Fr. Charles, told Jimmy’s class that ‘murder will out’ came from Chaucer and that Shakespeare stole the quote from the author of Canterbury Tales. Milton Berle always joked that he stole from the best.

Murder will out.

It had been a quarter of a century since the demise of Carla Carmen and Jean Carmen. Parisi had located some files about their mother. Their biological father had left his wife after eight children. The mother worked a line job at a factory to support all of them, with a small child support from the old man. Sometimes there was no money for electricity or heat, and the Carmen clan suffered through it just as the children of the Great Depression survived the 1930s. And World War II. She had pleaded with the public to give the police any information that might lead to the girls’ killer, but here it was, a generation later, and the murderer had not been ‘outed’. 

Parisi’s eyes grew weary from the reading, and he put the files back in his satchel and headed for the bedroom.

“Jimmy?” a voice in the darkened bedroom asked.

“Go back to sleep.”

“Sleep? I heard rustling papers out in the living room.”

“Sorry, baby, I didn’t mean to wake you.”

“I was hoping for a doubleheader.”

“What?” Jimmy laughed.

“You know, a nightcap, and then a follow-up in the morning before I go to work.”

Parisi laughed.

“Shhhh. You’ll wake up the kids.”

“Were you planning on wearing a gag for this nightcap?”

“I’m not that loud, Jimmy.”

“I’ll see what I can do about that.”

“Shut the bedroom door. They won’t hear me purring.”

Parisi quickly undressed. Erin had anticipated his entry and was nude beneath the covers which she flung back dramatically to the floor.

He was ready to go within seconds.

He had his arm under her head, and she draped her top half atop his chest. They were sweating profusely in spite of the outside chill. Their furnace was struggling to keep up.

“You’re getting nuts about these girls, Jimmy, my love.”

“You weren’t at the morgue with Doc and me, today.”

“I know. I don’t see things you see.”

“Thank God for tender mercies,” he replied.

“Do you intend to be a lifer in Homicide?” Erin asked.

“Do you see me doing anything else?”

“No, I guess not, but I was thinking about the toll this is taking on you.”

“Do you think it’s affecting you, baby?” he asked.

“You’re very good about not taking work home, so no. It’s not me or the kids I worry about.”

“My old man survived the Second World War, the concentration camps liberated, and all those years as a murder police.”

“You had your war, too.”

Jimmy had no comeback.

“I suppose,” he said, instead.

“I don’t want this case or any case to make you sick, Jimmy.”

“I’m all right. I’d tell you if I weren’t.”

“I’m holding you to that, Detective,” Erin warned her husband.

 

They talked to the schoolmates of the Tracy girls. They asked if they thought anyone had a beef with either of the Carmens, but the answers were universally negative. They were well-liked, had no enemies. They made friends easily or were considered down-to-earth, practical young women.

Their teachers gave both high marks in their studies and in their deportment.

All-American teens. Jean, the older, had made the varsity cheer squad for the school’s boys’ basketball team. She didn’t date too often because when she wasn’t cheering, Jean had to help out at home with the laundry and with meals and so on. She told her mom that she wanted to go to college, but there was no money for tuition. Jean told her mother that she was perfectly willing to work her way through school. The mother’s name was June. June Tracy. Single mother in none-too-prosperous times. A single woman whose husband had walked out on the nine of them.

They retraced their steps back to Teller and Jacks and Sargent. Nothing doing. Their alibis seemed ironclad. At least the Homicides couldn’t prove their whereabouts on the night of the disappearances were fictional, bogus.

 

Then the news people gathered in an angry ink-splattered mob at the incompetence of the Chicago Police in solving this second double slaying with the earmarks of the case back in the ‘50s.

The feces flowed downhill, and Captain Kelly was the recipient. He wholeheartedly defended his detectives, especially Parisi and Gibron, and assured the Mayor, Jane Byrne, and all of her underlings back to the Superintendent of Police, that everything possible was being done to capture this copycat or original perpetrator. 

The TV reporters were camped out at the reception desk at HQ every day to try and get the latest from Parisi and Gibron who headed the new ‘task force’ to locate and apprehend this murderer of young women.

Jimmy and Doc threw out their ‘no comment’ as they left the building to investigate the Tracys or to look into the other list of killers they were called to pinch. The Tracys weren’t the only names on the Homicides’ whiteboard.

The detectives contacted every snitch on Parisi and Gibron’s list of confidential informers, but none of them knew anything. Parisi and Doc talked to a few Outfit guys they knew, but the Outfit players were reluctant to aid the po-lice, quite understandably.

All the wells were dry on intelligence.

Then the deluge of wannabe mass murderers. They had to weed through dozens of loons looking for attention. The loons were sent to Cook County Psychiatric for evaluation. None of them panned out.

On a Tuesday in February, a distinguished-looking man stood in Parisi’s office doorway. He was wearing expensive threads, a three-piece number not available on the rack at Monkey Wards or Sears or Venture.

Doc was a witness at another homicide trial, at which Parisi had already given evidence.
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