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One


Dooley took the news better than most; he had always prided
himself on being a realist. By the time he got to Flanigan’s after his shift it
was the only topic of conversation.


“He caved,” said Anderson with a shrug. “The son of a bitch
caved.”


It looked like a funeral at this end of the bar, everybody
staring gloomily up at the TV or into their drinks. Most coppers were pretty
good at acknowledging facts, but this was a kick in the teeth.


“That’s it,” said McManus with disgust in his voice. “Open
the doors and let ’em all out. Just dump the fuckers on the streets.” He flung
the newspaper back on the bar, the headline shouting up at them: Ryan to commute Death Row sentences.


Dooley took delivery of his draft and said, “Only four of
them are actually walking out. The rest just get to change cells.”


Nobody seemed to appreciate the clarification. Outside was
the cold hard world, Chicago on a winter afternoon with the sun going down to
an early grave and a lethal wind shearing in off the lake. Inside was comfort,
a warm place to drink and hide for a while from people who had never had to
count stab wounds in a woman’s chest or coax a cocked revolver out of a drunk’s
hand.


“I want to see that son of a bitch look a victim’s family in
the eye,” said McManus. “I want to be there when he explains to Deanna’s
parents how mean it is to kill somebody. Oh Christ, would I pay to watch that.”


Dooley remembered how Bill McManus and his partner had
worked themselves to exhaustion six years before to put the man who had
sodomized and then butchered little Deanna Hawkins on Death Row. “I’d be very
surprised if the governor got within shouting distance of any victims’ families
after this,” Dooley said, raising his glass. “But nobody will remember all
those bogus truckers’ licenses now.”


There were a couple of grunts of laughter, just for form’s
sake. Cynicism ran very deep in coppers and the suggestion that a concern for
justice might not have been the governor’s sole motive was not an original one.
“Well, shit,” said McManus. “It’s nice to know people respect your work, isn’t
it?”


“Don’t take it personally,” said Anderson. “Have another
drink and think about that condo in Florida.”


Dooley had never put anyone on Death Row, but he had
arrested a few who ought to be there and a few he thought had gotten more than
they deserved. Dooley had no illusions about the workings of the criminal
justice system. “Look on the bright side,” he said. “He’ll have a tougher time
out in the general population. Cons can be rough on child-killers.”


McManus snorted. “There’s something to hang onto.”


Anderson said, “Hey, Kevin. The four guys he pardoned. You
know what’s going to happen next, don’t you?”


“What?”


“They’ll all be declared open cases again and you’ll catch
’em.”


Now they laughed; a cop getting dumped on was an
oldie-but-goodie. Dooley smiled at the joke. He drank and set his glass back on
the bar with great deliberation. “Well, they’re about as cold as a case can
get.”


McManus slapped him on the shoulder and said, “You lucky
bastard.”


“Let’s hope so,” said Dooley.
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Is this the one? thought Washington, stepping carefully over
a crimson rivulet snaking across the battered linoleum of the kitchen floor. Is
this the one that breaks the camel’s back?


The house was a shabby shingle-sided bungalow on Hermitage
south of 63rd, in the heart of Englewood, on a block where people were still
trying to make things work. A hand-lettered sign at the head of the block said
DRUG DEALERS AND GANG-BANGERS STAY OUT. It was a block of single-family houses,
a block for the working poor and the almost middle-class, for people who had
made it enough to buy a house but not quite enough to buy a house someplace
safe. They were trying, though; the houses and yards looked decent and there
were no junked cars at the curb. Washington couldn’t remember anything
happening on this block before.


Today something happened, she thought, looking at the woman
on the kitchen floor, staying detached, keeping the lid on. The patrolman
leaning on the squad in front of the house when Washington and Briggs pulled up
had turned a bad shade of gray; he had just shaken his head and poked a thumb
toward the house. There were a few gawkers already, standing silent and still,
shivering in the wind, knowing this was more than somebody hitting his wife. Inside
they had found the patrolman’s partner, a middle-aged white officer, leaning on
the doorframe looking into the dining room and saying, “Holy Jesus,” over and
over again.


The blood had made it easy to find all the bodies, in the
sense that you couldn’t possibly miss the trail; but in another sense following
the bright red splotches, dollops, splashes, smears and handprints through the
house had been harder than wading through molasses. Brace yourself and turn the
corner; here’s another one.


The little boy had been the crowning glory, the light green
rug soaking up what had spilled out of his opened throat in the very short
while it took him to die. Unlike the women, there were no cuts on his hands and
arms. At four or five years old you don’t put up much of a fight. Washington
had looked at the kid for a while, dead in his Mickey Mouse T-shirt, and
started wondering if this was the one.


Briggs was on the porch talking into his radio. Secure the
damn crime scene, Washington told herself savagely. The patrolman had stopped
swearing and was scowling at the floor now, taking aimless teetering steps
while trying not to get blood on his shoes. “Go out and help your partner keep
the sightseers in line,” Washington said gently. The cop gave her a blazing
look that Washington thought was hostile until she realized it was just the
outward aspect of horror.


Alone in the living room for a moment, Washington looked at
the cheap furniture, the clean carpet remnant on the floor, somebody’s
graduation pictures on the mantel, smiling black faces in blue robes, the only
untouched room in the house, clean and tidy. A home that looked decent, people
struggling maybe but keeping their heads above water, and then the beast in the
water just reaches up and grabs them, pulls them down.


“Cavalry’s coming,” said Briggs, coming in from the porch. Briggs
was in work mode, locked in, black brows clamped tight with the single vertical
furrow between, stepping carefully, scanning. “We found ’em all?” he said.


Washington nodded. “Think so. Knife’s in the bathroom.”


It was a big sharp kitchen knife with a wooden handle, made
for hacking vegetables. It lay in the sink; the blade had been rinsed but the
handle was smeared with blood going brown and sticky. A pile of clothing and a
pair of Reeboks with blood in the grooves of the soles lay on the floor next to
the bathtub and there were pinkish smears in the tub. “He hasn’t been gone
long,” said Briggs.


“Nope. And his change of clothes probably came out of the
dresser in the back bedroom.”


Briggs nodded. “Check the garage?”


“Worth a look.”


The back yard was overhung by a fair-sized maple that would
provide a lot of shade in the summer; now it was just bare branches jerking
wickedly in the cold. Washington led the way over the hard dry dirt; the maple
would insure that not much grass ever grew here. The garage was sagging,
needing a paint job and some emergency structural work. Washington pushed open
the door, standing to one side, and saw the big Olds sitting there in the
gloom. She put her hand on the grip of the automatic at her hip and felt inside
for a light switch. She failed to find one, but her eyes were adjusting, and
she stepped inside, watching the man behind the wheel of the Olds.


Only the man’s eyes, white in the darkness, moved as
Washington walked around to the driver’s side. The man had put on a gray hooded
sweatshirt; he was a big man gone to fat, and his head was lolling back against
the headrest. The window was down and Washington could hear the man breathing,
a faint whistling. Washington had eased the automatic out of the holster and it
hung at her side. “I’m going to ask you to put your hands up on the wheel where
I can see them,” she said.


“I fucked up,” said the man, not moving.


“I want to see your hands.”


Slowly the man put his hands on the wheel. “I just kind of
snapped,” he said.


Washington put her hand on the door handle. “You have the
right to remain silent. You understand that?”


The man turned to look at Washington, an unnaturally slow
movement. “Those bitches had it coming,” he said. “But I’m real sorry about the
boy.”


“I am too,” said Washington.






Two


“So does this mean you get them?” Mary said, rising from the
table and clearing the plates.


Dooley muted the TV. The anchorman went on moving his lips,
with a picture of the governor floating in the background. “Why the hell would
I get them?”


Mary dumped the dishes in the sink. She looks good, Dooley
thought, watching his wife move. She’s a good-looking woman for forty-seven. Mary
Dooley, née McNeely, was a slender five-six who could
still make a pair of jeans something to watch; she had kept the weight off, and
her face had only gained character from the fine lines etched in the pale
smooth skin. If she cheated a little at keeping her hair a rich auburn, nobody
gave a damn. She looked good. Over her shoulder she said, “Well, aren’t they
open cases again now?”


“Nope. They’ve been cleared and the offenders tried and
convicted.”


“But Ryan just pardoned them all.”


“Yes, he did.”


“Well, didn’t he have a good reason to?”


“I’m not going to go there.”


“Oh come on, Kevin. Don’t close ranks on me here. You
telling me you don’t think those guys were tortured?”


“I’m not telling you anything. I don’t know what the hell
happened or didn’t happen down there in that station. What I’m telling you is
that the cases were brought to trial and closed. As far as the police
department is concerned, it’s over.”


Mary blinked at him for a while, standing at the sink. “I
thought he pardoned these four guys because there was good reason to think, in
these cases, that they were innocent. That’s why he didn’t just commute their
sentences, like he did with everybody else. Right?”


“Maybe he has good reason to think they’re innocent. I don’t
know. I didn’t work the cases.”


Now she turned and folded her arms. “Look. I can see why
cops are defensive about this. But level with me here. From what I’ve heard and
read, there’s evidence to exculpate these guys.”


“Maybe there is. I haven’t seen it. And I’m not being
defensive. I’m being precise.”


“OK, but if there’s evidence they didn’t do it, then you
have to re-open the cases, don’t you? I mean, if they didn’t do it, somebody
else did, right? So don’t you have to go after them?”


Dooley sighed and reached for his beer. He thought Mary had
been a cop’s wife long enough to understand the way the world worked. “There’s
only two reasons I would ever have to go after anybody. One, a crime occurs,
the police are called in, and I am the officer assigned to work it. Two, in my
capacity as head of the cold case squad, I decide that a particular open case
still has a chance of being solved. But I repeat—an open case. These cases have
been closed.”


Mary had a skeptical look on her face. “What would it take
to re-open them?”


“Somebody would have to bring forth exculpatory evidence of
a compelling nature.”


“And whose responsibility is that?”


“You tell me. I have enough work to do as it is.”


She nodded slowly, then shrugged. “It just seems
unsatisfying to me, to leave it like that. It means somebody got away with
murder.”


“So what else is new?” Dooley drank beer and set his glass
down. “Always assuming, of course, that the governor knows what the hell he’s
talking about.”


“Boy. He really pissed all the coppers off, didn’t he?”


“Let’s just say we find it a little high-handed.”


“Even if these guys were tortured into confessing?”


“Show me the evidence. I believe in evidence.”


Mary shook her head and turned back to the sink. “That’s
what we’ll chisel on your gravestone. Kevin Dooley: He
believed in evidence.”


Dooley had to laugh. “There are worse things to have on your
gravestone.”


The telephone rang. Dooley reached across the table and
answered with a hello.


“Kevin Dooley?”


“Yeah. Speaking.”


“Kevin, this is Pete Stankovich.”


“Hey, how you doing?” Mellowed by dinner and the beer,
Dooley was caught off guard; that was not the best way to address the First
Deputy Superintendent, even if you did go back a few years with him.


“I’m OK, Kevin. I got work for you, though.”


Dooley sat up straighter; it was an involuntary reaction. “That’s
what I’m here for.”


“Aren’t we all. Listen, the superintendent wants to see you
first thing Monday morning. Oh eight hundred, in his office.”


“I’ll be there.” Dooley took two seconds to think and said. “Am
I supposed to know what it’s about?”


There was a brief silence and Stankovich said, “I think it’s
about the guys Ryan pardoned.”


Dooley froze for a moment and then laughed softly into the
phone. “You’re kidding me.”


“I wish I was,” said Stankovich. “I wish to God I was.”
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Washington swung her legs to the floor and sat there on the
side of the bed rubbing her face. She didn’t want to look at the clock but she
couldn’t help it. It was past two. The radiator hissed gently in the corner. The
street was fairly quiet tonight, but a couple of blocks away on 79th
street a siren keened through the cold night air and died away as a squad went
west, in a hurry. She sighed and reached for her robe.


In the kitchen she poured milk into a pan on the stove and
dumped some instant hot chocolate into a mug. It helped to have the lights on,
to have something to look at besides the eyes of the little dead boy on the
floor, wide open with surprise at what his aunt’s boyfriend had done to his
thin little neck with mama’s big kitchen knife. Washington picked up a sponge
and wet it and busied herself in small ways while the milk heated, making a
clean kitchen cleaner.


Night time was the bad time. Washington had long since
stopped being bothered by crime scenes as long as there was work to be done;
she’d kept a tally for a while of all the homicide scenes she’d been at as a
beat officer and then a detective but lost count somewhere past a hundred. After
a while a deceased person was just a technical problem.


But they all came back at night. Ambushed gang-bangers and
butchered whores, widows cornered in bedrooms and athletes run down in alleys;
some with peaceful looks on their faces above their violated bodies, others
with rage or terror frozen forever in their features. Some with no faces left
at all. In the dark they were all still there. Especially the children.


Washington went up to the front room and took her Bible from
the end table and brought it back to the kitchen. She sat at the table with her
hot chocolate and clasped her hands and prayed for a moment, give me peace tonight, please Lord. She opened the Bible
and turned pages of the New Testament, just scanning, looking for comfort. Blessed are they that mourn: for they shall be comforted. Washington
turned the page. She wasn’t mourning, exactly, except maybe for a much younger
Linda Washington who had yet to see a multiple homicide. She was weary, that
was what it was: weary to desperation of watching the self-slaughter of the
black race. She needed to hear what Jesus had to say to the weary tonight. Matthew
11, was it? She licked her finger and turned pages. Come
unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.


Washington closed her eyes and waited: waited to feel God
reaching for her, waited for the little dead boy’s eyes to fade away, waited
for rest. After a while she opened her eyes, closed her Bible, and drank some
chocolate. She thought of Donna, her own little girl so far away in so many
ways, and sent up a little prayer for her. She finished her chocolate and put
the mug in the sink. It was a good night to put on the TV and fall asleep to
something stupid on the couch up front.


Tomorrow was a work day, and there was never any shortage of
work.






Three


Headquarters had meant Eleventh and State for as long as
Dooley could remember; he couldn’t believe it was gone. Headquarters now was a
spanking new building across the expressway from Sox Park, mid-South Side in a
zone the city was reclaiming for civilization as it tore down the projects. The
neighborhood was looking better, but it would take another whole generation of
cops before Thirty-fifth and Michigan had the same ring to it as Eleventh and
State.


The superintendent was named Marshall; he was a tall black
man with gray hair and moustache and a cool assessing gaze in a mahogany face.
Dooley had met him a few times but never worked with him; he had heard mostly
good things about him. Like Dooley he was an ex-marine with Vietnam on his
resume; the department was full of them. That was a well-trodden career path
for a certain type of blue-collar Chicago kid: serve a hitch in the Corps and
go on the department.


Marshall stood up and reached across the desk to shake hands
with Dooley and wave him to a chair. “Kevin, how you doing?” The grip was firm
and the friendly look sincere, or maybe just practiced.


“Can’t complain.” Dooley sat.


“Or don’t, anyway.” The superintendent put his elbows on the
desk and clasped his hands. “Not always the same thing.”


“No.” Dooley smiled. “Not always.”


“I’m hearing good things about the cold case squad.”


“We aim to please.”


“You made it a unit.”


“It was time.”


“Sure. But nobody wanted the job. You took it.”


“My old man always told me, ‘When in doubt, get to work’.”


“I remember your old man. He was a supervisor up in old Area
Six when I was coming up. He had a hell of a good reputation.”


“He did.”


Marshall smiled and then the smile evaporated; the buttering
up was over. “So. Did Pete tell you what I want?”


“Not really. He mentioned the four pardons.”


“Yeah. The four cans of worms.” The look on the
superintendent’s face was inscrutable and Dooley wondered for an instant what
the man would say if he could let his hair down. His guess was that even among
coppers there would be a hint of a racial fault line, but he knew he wasn’t
about to be treated to anyone’s private opinion. There was a rap on the open
door behind Dooley and Marshall beckoned and said, “Here’s Mike.”


The man who came in was a whippet, lean and mean, gray at
the temples but still black on top, slit-eyed and granite-jawed. He grinned as
he grabbed Dooley’s hand. “Hey, Kevin. Long time no see. Sorry to keep you
waiting.” He dragged another chair over in front of the desk and sat down. Mike
Francona was the Chief of Detectives, the boss of bosses and hence Dooley’s
immediate superior, and a famously severe taskmaster. Dooley had seen him chew
holes in detectives with fifteen years’ experience for minor crime scene
lapses. He and Dooley had crossed paths any number of times out on the West
Side, where they had both spent their formative years.


“You’re just in time to fill Kevin in,” the superintendent
said. “We got as far as the governor’s four little presents.”


“OK.” Francona nodded and turned to Dooley. “You familiar
with the cases?”


Dooley had gone back and looked at the newspaper reports
again but that was about it. “Superficially.”


“You know who Larry Corcoran was, then.”


“Sure.” That one was easy; Dooley remembered when it
happened. “The officer who got shot back in 1986. Allegedly by Tiny Brown.”


“That’s right. Allegedly is the word. That’s why Tiny
Brown’s walking out of Pontiac today.”


Dooley waited a second or two and said, “It’s the governor’s
call, I guess.”


“Well, in this case at least, he seems to have made the
right call. Of the four, Brown’s is the only case where there’s evidence that,
apparently, actually exculpates.”


Dooley had to think for a second. “The jail records?”


“That’s correct. The ones those law students dug up.”


Dooley shrugged. “Well, if the evidence is good, then that’s
it.”


Francona shot a look at the superintendent. “That’s what I
say.” He frowned and crossed one leg over the other. “I got a phone call
yesterday from a woman named Theresa Lloyd.”


Dooley thought for a second. “Doesn’t mean anything to me.”


“Her name used to be Theresa Corcoran.”


“Larry Corcoran’s wife?”


“Yeah. She’s remarried. She called me because Larry and I
worked together for a while way back when.”


Dooley thought he knew, but he asked anyway. “Why did she
call?”


“She said she wanted to know who really killed her husband.”


There was a brief silence and Dooley said, “I see.”


“Also to warn me that she had talked to a reporter from the Sun-Times.”


“Uh-oh.”


“Yeah. She claims he sought her out, she didn’t initiate it.
But the guy got her talking and she said something like, if Tiny Brown is the
wrong guy, we should go out and get the right guy. Which is actually perfectly
reasonable. But she said she was afraid the Sun-Times
guy was going to make her sound hysterical, try and make hay from it. Use it
against the department.”


Marshall cleared his throat and said, “The same man called
me. Caught me by surprise, I’m afraid. I told him as far as we were concerned
it was a cleared case, and then he sprang Mrs. Lloyd on me.”


And that was why he was sitting here, Dooley thought. “I
haven’t seen anything about it.”


Francona said, “It hasn’t hit the front page yet. But it
will, soon. ‘Victim’s wife wants justice.’ Or however they choose to put it. Anyway,
she wanted to give me a heads-up, which I appreciated. But she also said if the
guy that did it is still out there, she really would like to see him caught.”


Dooley nodded slowly. “OK, we’ll try and catch him.”


“I’m not sure she understands how cold a trail can get in
seventeen years. I told her all that but it didn’t seem to make much
difference.”


There was a pause. Dooley said, “So how good is the
evidence, really?”


It was the superintendent who answered. “Well, that’s what
you’re going to find out. I’m asking you officially to re-open the case.”


“OK.” Dooley nodded, thinking a simple phone call from
Francona would have done the trick but now the superintendent could tell the
reporter he’d done it.


Marshall sat up a little straighter and said, “I don’t know
what you think of what the governor did, but at least in this instance he seems
to have made the right call. Unfortunately he neglected to give us any evidence
pointing to anyone else. It’s wide open. And stone cold. You’re starting from
scratch, all over again, seventeen years later. And, just to make things
harder, this is the case that’s got all the coppers steamed.”


Dooley was starting to see what he was in for. “You may not
need the cold case squad. You may need the psychic squad.”


The superintendent smiled, just barely, for a half second or
so. “Some people will never believe Tiny Brown didn’t do it.”


“Until I give them somebody else.”


“I’d say that’s about it.”


The silence went past a couple of seconds and Dooley saw it
was his move. He looked at Francona and said, “I don’t know the South Side that
well. I’d like a good dick with experience down here and I don’t really have
anyone on the squad like that. Can you get me one?”


“I can send word down to let you have anybody you want.”


“The thing is, I don’t really know anybody down here. I’m
willing to rely on your recommendation.”


“All right, let me make a couple of calls. Give me a day or
two and I’ll give you some choices.” Francona shot the superintendent a
questioning look.


“Thanks, Mike.” The superintendent nodded and Francona stood
up, shook Dooley’s hand, and left. When he was gone Marshall said, “This is
your case, Kevin. Get a good dick to help you and give it as much time as you
can spare from your administrative responsibilities. I’m giving it to you
because Mike tells me even behind a desk you’re the best man on the squad.”


“OK.” Dooley rose. “I report direct to you?”


“You report to Mike. He’s the Chief of Detectives. I just
wanted to talk to you in person because it’s a tough assignment and I believe a
supervisor ought to look a man in the eye when he gives him a tough
assignment.”


“I appreciate it.”


Marshall’s eyes narrowed and his lips stretched just
perceptibly into what might have been a smile. “I just gave you the ultimate
shit job, Kevin. But everybody I talked to says you’re the man to do it.” He
stood up and walked around his desk to stand face to face with Dooley. “You got
shut out of exempt rank and took on this cold case thing and treated it like
your life’s work instead of a consolation prize. And you didn’t open your mouth
once to complain. You’ve done just about every job on this department and done
them all well. You’re not going to end your career on cold cases if I have
anything to say about it. The politics were against you last time, but politics
shift all the time. I won’t be here forever, and I’m going to have something to
say about how things shake out when I leave. I just want you to know that.”


“I’m not asking for favors.”


“They told me you’d say that.” The superintendent stuck out
his hand. “Good luck.”
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“He’ll be back,” said Briggs. “Here’s where the pussy is. All
we do is wait.”


Washington sat looking out at a bleak stretch of South
Halsted Street, hoping Darius Jackson surrendered to his urges before too long.
Sitting in the passenger seat of an unmarked Chevy Caprice sipping bad coffee
while Chris Briggs talked about pussy was way down there on her list of good
ways to pass the time on a freezing Monday morning in January. “OK,” she said. “He’ll
be back. But we don’t know when. We could spend our whole shift sitting here. We’d
be better off doing something active. We’ve got other leads.”


“No, no. This is exactly what we should be doing. We got
everything we need here. We got free coffee and a place to pee.” Briggs raised
his cup to his lips and drank. They were parked in front of a grocery store
with boarded-up windows and a lottery logo over the door, the closest thing to
a supermarket the people in this neighborhood had. The owner of the store, a
mustachioed Palestinian who had thrown his establishment open to them at the
sight of Briggs’s star, kept peeking out of the door of the shop at them. From
the condition of the premises Washington gave the Arab no more than three
months before he torched the place and took the insurance money back to
Ramallah or Amman.


Their parking spot gave them a clear view of a doorway half
a block south that gave onto a stairway leading to the apartment of the mother
of Darius Jackson’s latest illegitimate child, according to what the mother of
one of Jackson’s previous illegitimate children had told them. A
sixteen-year-old prostitute had told them that Darius Jackson had put a gun to
the head of a fourteen-year-old cocaine runner on Thursday night and pulled the
trigger because the kid had called him a punk-ass bitch.


“Everything we need,” Briggs said, “to spend some quality
time together.”


Here we go, thought Washington. She closed her eyes for a
second. Help me God, to make it through my shift. Just make it through one more
day.


“You know,” Briggs said, “people might get suspicious if
they see us sitting here. We might have to engage in some camouflage-type
activity.”


“Chris, just quit it right now, will you?”


“Seriously. They see us just sitting here, they know exactly
who we are and what we’re doin’. But if they see two people gettin’ close,
nobody will think twice. Man, that’s the best camouflage we could have.”


“I’m telling you Chris, cut it out. You keep on like this, I
will start with hot coffee in your face and finish up with a sexual harassment
complaint.”


Briggs chuckled, a big jovial black man rumbling with
laughter. “Linda, Linda, Linda. My, my. You have got
to learn to loosen up a little bit. Can’t you tell when a man’s joking?”


“I’m through with your joking, Chris. It’s not funny.”


Briggs sighed, a disappointed man. “You know, Linda, it
would do you a lot of good. It really would. How long has it been since you had
a man?”


“My private life is none of your business.”


“We could have a good time, we really could.”


Washington sat perfectly still, watching the street and
thinking about the choices she’d made and the choices she had coming up. A
green Sentra pulled to the curb, half a block ahead. “There he is,” she said. “Nissan
Sentra, HBE 397.”


“What’d I tell you?” Briggs opened his door and poured the
rest of his coffee onto the street. “This is where the pussy is.”






Four


Normally Dooley would have hopped on the Ryan for the quick
trip south to the Second District station at 51st and Wentworth, the
legendary Deuce, but they were finally remodeling the old place and everything
had been hauled up to Pershing Road till the makeover was done. Dooley dropped
down Michigan and pushed west on Pershing. Second District was also Area One
headquarters, and that was where the files would be. A couple of miles west on
Pershing he came to a vast multi-story, multi-block red-brick pile on the south
side of the street that had belonged to the army and still had the US eagle
tacked on the front at intervals. Now it was all Streets and San offices, the
old school board HQ, and dislocated coppers. Dooley parked in back and found
his way inside to the temporary Deuce.


Inside it all had an improvised look, but there was a desk
with a sergeant just like in any cop shop in the city, and Dooley spent a
couple of minutes just bullshitting with the coppers at the desk, paying the
necessary courtesies. Then he went upstairs and tracked down the detective
supervisor, somebody named Shanahan. Dooley didn’t know him; it was a big
department and he’d spent most of his career on the North and West Sides. Shanahan
was a white-haired martinet with a no-nonsense manner; when Dooley explained
what he was after, Shanahan grunted once and said, “I was afraid of something
like this. They’re letting the governor run the department now, are they?”


Dooley just stared back at him for a second. “Not that I’m
aware of. All I can tell you is, the superintendent is satisfied that the wrong
man was convicted. Which means the guy that shot Larry Corcoran is still out
there.”


Shanahan glared at him. “The superintendent’s satisfied, is
he? Well, I’m glad somebody is.”


“I didn’t make the call,” Dooley said. “I just need to see
the files.” Dooley knew he was treading on toes here; this was the Area where a
couple of dozen suspects claimed they had been tortured by detectives into
giving up bogus confessions, fifteen to twenty years earlier. The suspects were
black and the dicks they said had done it were all white; people had been using
it to beat the department silly ever since.


“I knew Don Berry,” Shanahan said, still glaring. “He was a
tough copper but a hell of a good man. And they ran him out of the department
on the word of a bunch of scumbags like Tiny Brown.”


Dooley nodded. “I didn’t know him. I don’t have to know him.
All I need to see is the evidence.”


Shanahan shrugged and waved a hand. “Be my guest. One of
those rooms down the hall. Good luck finding anything.”


Dooley thanked him and went to look for the files. Moving a
whole Area was a hell of a job, and he figured seventeen-year old case files
would not be at the top of the pile in the temporary disposition of things. He
finally found them in the third room he tried, in ranks of gray filing
cabinets, filed by the sacred RD number, the Records Division ID that tracked a
case from complaint to closing. Dooley took a minute to orient himself; he
needed the homicide status sheet for June 1986, when Corcoran had been shot. He
scanned till he found the right cabinet, fished till he had the right sheet. The
sheet listed homicides by victim’s name; that gave him the RD number and that
led him across the room to the file. He pulled out a manila folder and took it
to an empty desk out in the squad room.


This was what he had come for: the original case file. There
would be a copy at the Records Division, but this one would have all the GPR’s
and Supplementaries, the meat and potatoes of the investigation. Dooley wanted
to see as much as he could of how Tiny Brown had wound up in an interrogation
room at the Deuce.


The first thing that surprised him was how thin the file
was. Dooley had looked at a few hundred case files in his time, and with all
the paper dicks were expected to produce and all the blind alleys a normal case
could take them up, they tended to fill out fast. This one was a lightweight. Dooley
leafed through it quickly.


Here was the official footprint of the case Dooley
remembered from the papers and the scuttlebutt: Original Case Report, cause of
death, protocol from the M.E.’s Office, evidence reports, scene diagram and
photographs. Dooley didn’t linger over the flashlit photos of an officer
slumped behind the wheel of a squad with his head canted over sideways, eyes
closed and blood tracks down his cheek; he hadn’t known Larry Corcoran but even
after hundreds of homicides it was always a shock to see a dead copper, the uniform
spattered with blood. It hurt to look at it.


It was all there, up through the arrest report, the felony
minutes, Tiny Brown’s arrest sheet and mug shot. Dooley had seen him on TV,
celebrating, but here he was, seventeen years earlier, younger, leaner, full of
attitude, glaring into the camera. Melvin Leotis Brown, called Tiny, of course,
because he was six-three and upwards of two-forty, linebacker-sized. A
bad-looking sullen young black man, trouble to a street cop’s eye; Dooley had
seen a million of them.


It all told a story. Larry Corcoran had been shot twice in
the head sitting in the driver’s seat of his squad in Ogden Park, just inside
the entrance off Marquette Road, around ten at night. Corcoran had been a
patrol supervisor in the Seventh District, Englewood, a rough-and-tumble
neighborhood across the Ryan and to the south of the Deuce, part of the same
Area. After failing to respond to radio calls he was found by a cruising tac
unit within a half hour of being shot, and the usual alarms went up into the
night.


Dooley could picture it: when a copper got killed,
everything else went on the back burner for a while. Everybody in the district
and some from outside it hit the street and started knocking on doors and
rattling locks, working informants. Nerves got jangled, blood pressure went up,
people got mad. Dooley had had a friend killed out on the West Side back in the
seventies and had put in a couple of very long days himself beating the bushes
for the shooter.


The detectives who had caught Corcoran’s shooting were named
Dustin and Kelly, and according to their sole Supplementary Report, after a
night of fruitless canvassing they had caught a break: an anonymous tipster had
called the district the following morning with a name. That was why the file
was so thin: by nine in the morning they had had Tiny Brown in an interrogation
room at the Deuce.


What happened after that was a matter of some dispute. According
to the file, Brown had signed a confession approximately twenty-four hours
after he had shot Larry Corcoran. The statement had been taken by an Assistant
State’s Attorney named Neal Macy, who had charged Brown with the murder of
Larry Corcoran. According to Brown, he had signed the confession in a desperate
attempt to put an end to twelve hours of beatings, mock executions and
suffocation at the hands of detectives whose faces he had never seen because of
the plastic typewriter cover tied over his head. Donald Berry, the detective
supervisor on duty that day, had denied all the allegations.


There was one other piece of evidence, detailed in a search
warrant with supporting affidavit, an inventory sheet and accompanying
ballistics report. The gun that had killed Larry Corcoran had been found in the
trunk of Tiny Brown’s car.


Dooley looked up from the file. This part of it he
remembered from the news reports: Brown had maintained the gun was planted, but
Dustin and Kelly had said it was there when they opened the car up, armed with
the warrant; it was in their Supplementary.


The informant had never been identified. The report
described her as female and that was it; she had given them Tiny Brown’s name
and claimed he had told her he had the gun in his car. At his trial Brown had
denied everything, retracting his confession and insisting he had been framed. The
police had pointed to the confession and the evidence of the gun.


The jury had chosen to believe the police.


Dooley sat scowling at the file. He knew of cases that had
been righteously solved in just this way, and he also knew that it was easy to
set somebody up and take them down just like this if you had no scruples and a
couple of people in on it.


He went back through the file. What wasn’t there was what
made most files a couple of inches thick: General Progress Reports, the
Supplementary Reports that detectives were expected to file every time they
spent a shift or part of a shift working a case and that piled up fast as a
case went on. This one had been solved in a heartbeat. Witness statements--
there were no witness statements. Dooley flipped pages, looking again; he
didn’t see any witness statements. That surprised him; a lot of times there
were no eyewitnesses, but there had to have been a canvass of some kind. He
frowned and went back to the inventory sheet that listed the types of reports
and when they had been entered. Here they were, witness interview reports,
entered on the morning after the shooting. But the reports weren’t there;
Dooley looked again.


He sat there for a while, just thinking. Detectives were not
perfect and the paperwork could get away from them; he had had to crack down on
sloppy record-keepers in just about every supervisory job he’d had in the
department. But it wasn’t often that inventoried records just went missing


He didn’t like it. There was a whole lot not to like, any
way you looked at it.
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Washington left Briggs in the interview room with Darius
Jackson chained to the wall. Jackson was playing dumb, but it was over; he’d
had the gun in his waistband when they’d put him on the car hood, and
Washington was fairly sure the ballistics were going to send him downstate. Briggs
would take the first shot at breaking him down; when Jackson asked for a
lawyer, it would mean even he knew it was over.


Washington crossed the squad room; a couple of dicks were
busy with their paper and someone she didn’t recognize, a tall gray-haired
white man she’d never seen, was sifting through a case file at a desk in the
corner. Washington rapped on the doorframe of the sergeant’s office and
Shanahan looked up from the desk over his reading glasses. “Got a minute?”
Washington said.


“Sure. What do you need?” Shanahan took off the glasses and
leaned back in his chair.


Washington wanted to close the door, but that would be a
signal something was going on, and she wanted to avoid making waves as long as
possible. She pulled a chair over to the desk and sat down. “I need a new
partner,” she said softly. Behind her, out in the squad room, it was quiet, and
she imagined every dick in the place straining to listen to her.


Shanahan just stared at her. “What’s wrong?” He made no
attempt to keep his voice low.


Washington knew she needed to get the words exactly right.
“What’s wrong is, my partner is allowing personal feelings to interfere with
his professional conduct.”


After a moment Shanahan said, “Could you be a little more
specific?” His face had taken on the guarded look of the man entrusted with a
ticking package.


“He has established a pattern of inappropriate remarks.”


“What do you mean, inappropriate?” Shanahan’s weary look
said he had a pretty good idea what she meant.


“He has made repeated sexual advances to me. I mean
repeated, constant. During working hours. To the detriment of our working
relationship. That’s what I mean.” She allowed a little steel to creep into her
voice.


Shanahan sighed. “I thought you two got along OK. How long
you been working together, six months, something like that?”


“We get along, if you can call it that, but only because I’m
a patient woman. Sarge, I have kept my mouth shut and tried to make it work,
but I’m through. It’s over.”


Shanahan closed his eyes and kneaded a weary brow. “Has he
ever touched you?”


“Once. He put his hand on my ass and I told him if he did it
again I’d break his arm.”


“I’ll talk to him.”


“Spencer already did. It didn’t do any good.”


Shanahan nodded a couple of times. “You gonna file a
grievance?”


Washington vented a little breath of laughter. “And
effectively end my career as a working detective? Are you kidding? I will not
do that. But I’m asking for a new partner. I’m not getting in a car with that
creep again.”


Shanahan’s look hardened. “You will if I tell you to. I make
the assignments.”


Washington nodded; she knew he had to say it. “Sure I will. But
I’m asking you for a break. Give me a new partner, let me work alone for a
while, I don’t care. But don’t make me get back in a car with Chris Briggs.”


Shanahan scowled at her for a few seconds, put his glasses
back on, and picked up a file. “It’s not that easy to shuffle assignments. You
know that.”


“I know that. But I also know it happens all the time. Sergeant,
can I ask you a question?”


“What?”


“Have I done good work for you? Have I pulled my weight?”


Shanahan blinked over the rim of his glasses for a while
like a schoolboy decoding a trick question. He said, “Sure. You’re a good dick.
But so’s Briggs.”


“I know he is. But he’s an asshole, pardon the language. You
know I’m not a whiner. I’m asking you to take a weight off me so I can go on
doing my job like it should be done.”


Shanahan looked at her for a time and said finally, “I’ll
see what I can do, Linda. But it’s a pain in the ass.”


“Tell me about it,” Washington said, rising.






Five


The cold case squad, Central Homicide to use the official
name, had been stuck in a makeshift facility in an old Sears warehouse at Homan
and Fillmore, a department version of nowhere. Driving to work every day took
Dooley through the ghost-ridden landscape of the West Side. His father had
grown up near Madison and Crawford, before they re-named it Pulaski; in his
earliest memories Dooley could recall going to visit his grandparents in the
old three-flat on Karlov, before white flight and the ’68 riots had turned the
West Side into the Chicago equivalent of the South Bronx. Dooley tried
different routes on different days, looking for traces of his father’s world
but seeing mainly the same things that had drawn his attention when he was
earning his spurs on a patrol beat in the seventies.


The fact that Dooley had been handed a rush job didn’t mean
he could drop all the other things he had to do. Getting a formal cold case
squad up and running with federal grant money had involved staggering amounts
of paper-pushing, bean-counting and arm-twisting, and it showed no signs of
letting up. He was at his desk at seven-thirty looking at phone messages,
reports, rosters, schedules, complaints, directives, memos from on high, pleas,
rants, bullshit. Dooley hated the paperwork; he was a street cop. But the
higher you went the more paper there was; it made him yearn to be back in a
squad car some days.


“Excuse me?”


Dooley looked up to see a woman standing in front of him,
briefcase in hand. She was black and tall and just in out of the cold in her
parka, and he had never seen her in his life.


“Yeah?” Dooley wondered who was pestering him now; petty
distractions increased in proportion to the quantity of work you had.


“I’m Detective Washington, from Area One.” Her look was
neutral and her tone was cool.


Dooley blinked at her. “Sorry. Why are you here?”


“I was told to report to you. By Sergeant Shanahan. He said
he was told you needed a detective.”


“Oh, yeah.” So much for Francona’s list of choices, Dooley
thought. This was the way bureaucracies operated. He had shown just enough
surprise that he knew he had some making up to do; he could see it in her eyes.
She was already thinking that he was going to have a problem working with her. Here
we go, thought Dooley. He stood up and stuck out his hand. “Kevin Dooley. Sorry.
I didn’t know you were coming.”


“They told me you were expecting me.”


“I figured I’d get a phone call first. But I was expecting
somebody.”


“Just not me.” She had enough of a lift at the corner of her
mouth that Dooley couldn’t assume it was a challenge.


Dooley had worked with black officers and he had worked with
women; he had never had a particular problem with either one. A couple of the
blacks and one of the women had been dogs, but there were enough white male
dogs on the department that Dooley knew incompetence wasn’t race or gender
specific. They’d never matched him up with a black woman, though, and that had
been the reason for the little hitch in his swing. He tried to keep his face
totally blank. “I asked for a good dick and I assume that’s what they sent me.”
He waved her to a chair.


With that faint smile on her face she said, “I’ll try to
live up to that.” She set down her briefcase and took off her coat and hung it
over the back of the chair. “I saw you down at our place yesterday.”


Dooley blinked at her. “Oh. Yeah, I was looking at the
file.”


She sat down. “Sorry, I’ve got some catching up to do. All
they told me was to report to you. I gather I’m here to work on cold cases.” The
smile was gone and Washington was all business now, sitting with her hands
clasped on the case on her lap. If Dooley had heard her in the next room he
would have said she was white; he had heard black people pick up or drop the
accent at will and he wondered if she would sound the same at home.


“One very cold case in particular. You know who Tiny Brown
is?”


It only took her a second; she frowned a little and said,
“One of the ones the governor pardoned the other day. Ran with the GD’s on 63rd
Street way back when. Accused of killing a cop in 1986.”


Dooley stared for a second and then nodded. “You got it. Sounds
like they sent me the right person.”


If she was pleased she didn’t show it; she just said, “That
was before I was on the department but I remember it. He was one of Don Berry’s
. . . cases.”


“Yeah.” Dooley shoved the copy he’d made of the case file
across the desk. “Have a look.”


Dooley sat and watched her scan the file. It was hard to
judge how old she was; well into her thirties for sure and maybe as old as the
early forties if she was one of these women that really worked at keeping in
shape. She was the color of dark chocolate and her hair was straightened and
styled to flow back from her forehead; she had dark watchful eyes. Her features
were classic African, full-lipped and broad-nosed; Dooley had never been
attracted to black women but there was a certain type he could recognize as
good-looking in an abstract way. She looked up from the file. “It looks like
they didn’t interview anybody.”


“You noticed that too, huh? You wonder what they did all
night.”


She shrugged very slightly. “Be nice to know who dropped the
dime on Tiny.”


“Yeah, it sure would.”


She closed the file. “So. What’s the program?”


“The program is, we got a shitload of work ahead of us.”


“All right.”


Dooley liked the way she said it, quiet but firm. “I want to
start with the evidence that exculpates Brown. Before we go any farther, I want
to be sure he really didn’t do it.”


“You’re not taking the governor’s word for it?”


She said it deadpan, fixing her big dark eyes on him, and
Dooley thought she was serious for a second until that tiny hint of a smile
appeared again. “Sure,” he said. “I’ll take his word for it when I’m convinced
he did the legwork.”


“I think he has people to do that for him,” Washington said,
laying the file on the desk.


“Yeah. Well, we don’t. As far as the legwork goes, we’re
elected.”


“Good thing I got my sensible shoes on,” said Washington.


Dooley was starting to like her.
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“It never came out at trial because his lawyer checked and
it wasn’t on his sheet. So the lawyer thought he was lying about it.” Dooley
explained as he drove, Douglas Park opening out on their right, bare trees and
the frozen lagoon. “Pretty good alibi, if it’s true.”


“About as good as it gets,” said Washington. “What happened
to the record?”


Dooley grimaced, a compression of the lips. “It wasn’t on
his sheet because the jail never admitted him.”


It took her a second but she got it. “Because of injuries.”


“That’s right. They sent him down the block to the hospital.
And instead of checking him in for treatment, the arresting officers cut him
loose. They didn’t want to deal with a brutality complaint.” Dooley had heard
of it happening; any copper under his command that tried something like that
would have a major problem, but things happened.


“So where’s the alibi?”


“He was on the intake sheet at the hospital. Or so they say.
Those law students dug it up. Supposedly it shows that Brown was there being
examined from about nine in the evening to ten-thirty or so. Which covers the
time when Corcoran got shot.”


She worked on that for a moment and said, “But if he got as
far as the jail there must be an arrest record somewhere. How could they get
away with just cutting him loose?”


“These were Robbins cops. I think their command structure
and accountability are a little looser down there.”


“Robbins? He got around, didn’t he?” Robbins was a
hard-scrabble southern suburb with a big black population. “What was it, a drug
bust?”


“You’d have to ask Tiny. Knowing his record, that would be a
good first guess.”


After a moment she said, “So one set of cops beat him up in
the evening, and another bunch had a go at him the next morning.”


“So they say.”


“Sounds like he had himself a pretty rough twenty-four
hours.”


What leapt to Dooley’s mind was that it sounded like Tiny
Brown had a talent for pissing people off, but he didn’t say it. Instead he
said, “Pretty rough seventeen years, for that matter.”


“There is that,” Washington said.


Cermak Hospital was just south of the jail on California
Avenue and was the place where prisoners went when they had medical problems,
whatever their origin. Dooley knew they had a records office, but he wasn’t
sure how long they kept the files. Paper piled up and agencies ran out of
storage space and had to truck boxes full of it out to distant warehouses. What
Dooley needed could have been moved just about anywhere at this point. He was
prepared to spend the morning chasing the paper if he had to; if a bunch of
crusading law students had done it he could do it. He was hoping the trail
would still be fresh.


As it happened, it was fresher than he’d had a right to
expect. “I’m telling you,” an overweight female clerk in the records office
said, “Everybody’s asking for these things.” She went to a desk and pulled out
a file folder. “I made extra copies so I’d have some on hand.”


“I’ll want to see the originals,” said Dooley.


“I’ve got them here, too. It took me half a day to track
them down and once was enough. With those kids from Northwestern, and the
reporters and all, I’ve had more people asking for these pieces of paper than
I’ve had for anything else in the thirteen years I’ve been here.” Her eyes were
wide with the thrill of it; Dooley figured excitement was in short supply in
this woman’s job. She handed him three sheets of paper. “Those are the
originals. Copies in this folder.”


Dooley laid them on the counter so Washington could read
them at the same time. They were labeled Cermak Health
Services of Cook County and bore the county seal at the top of the page.
One was a Medical Intake Record which showed that Melvin Brown had been
questioned about his medical history on June 9th, 1986. Another was
a Mental Health form which showed that at 8:28 PM on that date Melvin Brown had
been interviewed without showing any evidence of suicidal feeling, homicidal
ideation, or inappropriate behavior. The third was labeled Physical Examination
and showed that at 10:05 PM on June 9th, 1986 Melvin Brown had been
examined by a physician who found bruises and swelling in the places indicated
on the schematic of a human body depicted at the top of the form.


Dooley reached for the copies and compared them with the
original, just making sure. He checked the date of birth, address and phone
number given by Melvin Brown and saw that they checked with the ones he’d seen
on Tiny Brown’s sheet.


He looked up at the clerk. “I’ll take the copies with me.”


“Help yourself. That’s why I made ’em. You from Internal
Affairs?”


“No.” Dooley slid the sheets over to Washington, who slipped
them into her case. “We’re from the Psychic Squad.”


“The Psychic Squad?” She almost bought it, but after a
second her eyebrows dropped; she’d worked around cops too long. “Yeah, right. You
trying to contact the dead?”


“You know a better way to clear a homicide?” said Dooley.






Six


“Seems solid,” Dooley said. “If he was sitting down there at
10:05, he didn’t shoot Corcoran.” He and Washington cleared the press around
the metal detectors and turned right to head into the old Criminal Courts
building. “It’s on paper.”


Washington waited a few seconds and said, “If it’s on paper
it must be true.”


It took Dooley a second to decide that had been a touch of
irony he had heard in her voice. “Most of the time. But as long as we’re here
we might as well talk to the man who signed off on the charges.” They cut
across the endless stream of cops, attorneys, witnesses, survivors, mothers,
girlfriends, idlers and voyeurs to the court call sheets posted on the wall. Dooley
scanned, tracking down with a finger. “Five-oh-four,” he said. They made for
the elevators.


Dooley had made a phone call from his office before leaving
and talked to a secretary who had told him what case Neal Macy was dealing with
this morning. They got off a crowded elevator on five and Dooley turned toward
Courtroom 504 without hesitating; after thirty years he could find his way
around the building in his sleep. “If we’re lucky we’ll catch him before things
get rolling,” he said.


“I never knew he’d been an ASA ,” said Washington. “I’ve
always seen him on defense. He beat a case of mine once.” She shook her head. “Solid
case, too. He broke down my witness on the stand, got her to waver just a
little on the ID. I wanted to kill him.”


“He’s no slouch. I’ve gone up against him a time or two.” Dooley
pulled open a door and they slipped into the leisurely hubbub of a working
courtroom. Up at the front, the judge on his high bench was laying down the law
to a defendant in a DOC jumpsuit standing next to his lawyer. There were
other lawyers lounging on benches here and there, waiting for their cases to be
called. Dooley spotted Macy sitting alone and moved up the aisle. He put a hand
on Macy’s arm. “Got a minute, Counselor?” he whispered.


Macy looked around at him and frowned. “Don’t tell me,” he
muttered.


“Don’t tell you what?”


“What did the dumb son of a bitch do now?”


Dooley smiled. “It’s not about your client, Counselor. You
have a minute?”


Macy stared at him for a moment, then looked at the judge
and his watch in quick succession. Scowling, he nodded once and got up.


Outside in the hall, Macy’s eyes flicked from Dooley to
Washington and back. “Donovan, right?”


“Dooley. This is Detective Washington.”


“Dooley, sorry. I thought you were here to tell me why my
client isn’t here yet. He blows it today, there’s no way I can stop the judge
from issuing a warrant.” Macy was in his early fifties, like Dooley, but he
hadn’t aged as well. He was fighting a losing battle with a sloppy comb-over,
long strands of his fading sandy hair refusing to stay in place across his bald
pate. He had piercing blue eyes in a face that had started to give in to poor
diet, alcohol and gravity.


“I don’t care about your client,” said Dooley. “I’m hoping
you can tell me something about the case you made seventeen years ago against
Tiny Brown.”


“Oh, Christ.” Macy sagged a little, his eyes darting past
Dooley, looking for help maybe. “I’ve taken so much shit about this already. When
do I get a break?”


“We’re not here to give you shit,” Dooley said. “We’re here
to find out what happened.”


Macy rallied a little and got a couple of inches taller
somehow. “What happened was, they had a suspect with the murder gun in his car.
That’s what I saw. I didn’t see any torture. You think I’d have signed off on
it if I had?”


“I just need to know how it went.”


“What for? He’s out of jail now. It’s history.”


“It’s an open case again. I’ve got the file.”


Macy’s eyes widened. “You’re shitting me. They’re actually
going to re-investigate it?”


“That’s why we’re here, Counselor.”


Macy looked back and forth between them a few times, and his
face settled into a guarded look. He cleared his throat and said, “How it went
was as follows. I was on Felony Review, and it was a busy district. On a busy
day. I had already ruled on two cases by the time they got me in to talk to
Brown. And by that time they’d done whatever they did. He was all softened up.
They showed me the gun, they showed me the ballistics report. They’d already
run the tests, for Christ’s sake. They put everything else on hold because it
was a cop killing. So here was their suspect, here was the gun, they told me he
was ready to confess. So we walked him through the statement.”


“You and the detectives?”


“Yeah. Sam Dustin and Tom Kelly. And yeah, Don Berry was
there. But he didn’t have his Torquemada robes on when I got there.”


“You didn’t see any signs of abuse?”


Macy sighed, his shoulders slumping. “What’s abuse? He
wasn’t bleeding. He didn’t have any burn marks that I could see. Of course I
knew they’d put him through it. Jesus Christ, he’d shot a cop. You tell me how
the other cops react to that. But did they hold his feet to the fire to make
him confess to something he didn’t do? You couldn’t prove it by me. He was
whipped, that’s for sure. They’d taken the fight out of him. But they do that
all the time, without touching people. You’ve probably done it yourself, am I
right? I’ve seen dicks wear a guy down just by keeping him in that room for
sixteen hours and not letting him go to the bathroom. I didn’t see anything but
a suspect who had cracked and was ready to give it all up. And they had the
fucking gun. That did it for me.”


“Did they tell you how they came by the gun?”


“They found it in Brown’s car. In the trunk.”


“Who did? Dustin and Kelly?”


“Yeah. According to them, the informant said Tiny told her
he had the gun in his car. They got a warrant, in like record time, and went
after the car. This was after Brown was in custody.”


“They got the warrant on the basis of an anonymous tip?”


“They persuaded a judge it was solid. It was a cop killing. I
think everyone turns it up a notch.”


“How about the statement? How much did they have to coach
him?”


“Well, shit, they led him through it, yeah. ‘And then you
shot him, right?’ That kind of thing. But they do that all the time, too. I’m
sure you know. Look, you want me to level with you?”


“Please.”


Macy’s voice dropped to a low growl and he moved in close to
Dooley. “I was young and gung-ho and I wanted to put bad guys away. And that
district was chock full of ’em. Day and night, we were always busy. Busy with
homicides, assaults, rapes. Drive-bys, beatings, slashings. Child abductions,
gang-rapes. It was a fucking massacre down there. There’s always more work
waiting for you. You’re overworked, you get angry, you get sloppy maybe. You
shouldn’t but you do. You just want to get the scum off the streets. So you
identify with the cops maybe a little more than you should, you get too
obliging. Especially if you’re inexperienced. Those old-timer cops could be
very intimidating. You didn’t want to let the side down. We knew Berry and his
guys were a little rough sometimes. Of course we knew it. Me personally, I
didn’t know the extent of it, and I’d like to think I’d have protested if I’d
known. But I can’t guarantee that. Rough got results. It was a rough fucking
district and we’re not talking about choirboys, these victims. And ninety-nine
percent of the time they got the right guy. Nobody’s ever proven anything
different.” Macy was rigid now, his face a foot from Dooley’s. He shot a glance
at Washington and eased off a little, leaning back. “Anyway. That’s how it
happened, and I put in my time and then I got out and ever since then I’ve been
trying to make sure people get a fair shake.” Macy slumped again, exhaled and
said, “OK?”


Dooley shrugged. “I’m not here to get in your face. I’m just
here to do two things. Number one, give you a last chance to say something. If
you have good reason to believe that the case you made against Tiny Brown was
solid, I need to hear it now. Unless you can convince me that there’s something
wrong with the exculpatory evidence, it’s a whole new ball game.”


Macy shook his head and said briskly, quietly, “I’m sure as
hell not going to do that. If there’s evidence that gets Tiny Brown off the
hook, then as far as I’m concerned he’s off the hook. And no, at this point I
have no good reason to believe that the case was solid. What’s number two?”


“Number two, if you have any information that might steer us
in the right direction, I need to hear that, too. How did Tiny Brown wind up in
that interview room?”


“That’s a damn good question, isn’t it? I can only tell you
one thing. If the case was bad, it wasn’t because of mistakes. It had to be a
set-up. Somebody engineered it. But that was done before I ever came on the
scene. If I were you I’d find those detectives. Excuse me, I think my client
has decided to favor us with his presence after all.” Macy nodded at
Washington, gave Dooley a tight-lipped smile, and made for the milling crowd by
the elevators.
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Outside, a light dusting of snow failed to make the razor
wire along the wall of the jail any prettier. Dooley sat in the car waiting for
it to warm up, the wind whipping exhaust past the window.


Washington let him muse for a few seconds and said, “So now
what?”


“Now we start tracking people down.”


“Dustin and Kelly?”


“Sure. But they’re retired and God knows where they are. While
we’re down this way we might as well start with Tiny.”


She cocked a thumb at the jail. “I thought all this meant we
were finished with Tiny.”


Dooley put the car in gear and pulled out onto California
Avenue, heading south. “Tiny was set up, right?”


“Seems like it.”


“There’s a reason somebody picked him. And he’s had
seventeen years to think about who it was.”






Seven


Dooley had gone back and looked at the papers and seen a
picture of a liberated Tiny Brown with his sister on the porch of her home in
Englewood. The accompanying article gave her name, and Dooley had looked her up
in the phone book. Pushing along 63rd Street, Dooley was conscious
of Washington scanning the street; this was her territory. Forty years before,
there had been a Wieboldt’s and a Sears and some big movie palaces here. Now
there were a lot of liquor stores, currency exchanges and plywood windows. Late
on a January morning with wind whipping snow and garbage along the sidewalks
and across the vacant lots, it looked like hell.


Englewood had fallen on hard times. The Irish, Swedes and
Germans had built up the neighborhood a hundred years before, moving south away
from the stockyards as they got richer; the two world wars had brought the
blacks in, with predictable results. Dooley had cousins on his mother’s side
who had hung on in the neighborhood until the early sixties before they joined
the stampede to the southwest. He could remember a visit when he was about
twelve, his cousins Jack and Denny taking him out to Ogden Park to play ball,
warning him to watch out for the nigger kids. Dooley had been a little shocked
at the language; his dad had moved them up to the Northwest Side early enough
that Dooley had no personal memory of the bad blood as the West Side
neighborhoods went black.


Now Englewood was the perennial city champ in homicides. It
had hit bottom in the eighties as the crack epidemic boosted the returns on
investment in cocaine and weaponry and put the gang-banger at the top of the
social register. Body counts went up as everything else went down: numbers of
functioning businesses, occupied dwellings, livable blocks. Landlords cut and
ran; board-up companies did good business, parks became free-fire zones.


“This is the boundary, more or less, between the GD’s and
the BD’s,” Washington said. “That’s what most of the shooting around here is
about, frontier skirmishes. Although some people don’t need an excuse. There’s a lot of the random stuff you get in any poor
neighborhood. Just unruly people with no conflict resolution skills and a gun
in their pants. That big high-rise you see down there, 64th and
Lowe, gives the district guys a lot of trouble. It’s just a problem population.
You know Englewood has more halfway houses than anyplace else in the city? The
ex-con population is enormous. So anything and everything goes on.”


“Sounds a lot like the West Side.”


“I’m sure. The big drug areas are around 57th and
Marshfield and oh, say 66th to 68th on Winchester. Just
your basic supermarket. The main whore strolls are up ahead here, 63rd
and the viaduct, and then 59th or so up to 63rd on
Ashland. And Halsted, south of here, 74th down to 76th. Lots
of action. It’s a busy, busy district. And yet you find little pockets, blocks
where people are trying to live decently. The sad thing is where the dealers
have bought them off. You know, Mama and Daddy who raised four kids, kept them
out of trouble, always called the cops, and then crack hit the neighborhood. The
dealers know they need the population, so they come over and sweet-talk them,
have somebody paint the garage, bring them a turkey at Thanksgiving, take all
the little ones on a bus to Great America once or twice a year. And Mama and
Daddy don’t call the cops any more.”


Lucretia Turner lived in a frame house on Loomis. The block
looked decent enough; there were some ugly-looking cars parked along the curb
and a couple of the houses could have used a little paint, but it looked like
hundreds of other blocks in the city where people didn’t have a lot of money
but hadn’t given up yet. Dooley had worked plenty of streets like this out on
the West Side, and he knew that a little probing would turn up the gang
graffiti, the hot cars, the Last Known Addresses, the back doors hastily
patched after the last burglary, that made this block different from a block in
Oak Lawn or Melrose Park.


Dooley parked across the street from the address he wanted. The
cold was keeping people indoors, which was a good thing; on a summer day the
word would go up and down the block in seconds that the police were calling on
Lucretia Turner. Today a curtain or two might have stirred, but Dooley and
Washington made it up onto the porch without having to meet any steely glares. Dooley
rang the bell.


The woman who answered looked as if she were carrying close
to Tiny Brown’s two hundred and forty pounds, but she fell a few inches short
of his six-three. She filled the doorway effortlessly. Dooley said, “Ms.
Turner?”


“Yes?” She gave Dooley a look he had seen a thousand times,
defiance masking anxiety. “What can I do for you?”


Dooley showed her his star and introduced himself and
Washington. “We’re looking for your brother, Melvin Brown. We understand he’s
staying with you.”


“What you want with him?” Dooley figured the brusque tone
was a reflex; he seldom got anything different.


“We’d like to ask him some questions. Is he here?”


Lucretia Turner didn’t answer for a moment, and Dooley
became aware that the house behind her was not empty. He could hear voices in a
distant room, the scraping of a chair on an uncarpeted floor. Somebody called
out something Dooley didn’t catch and Lucretia Turner turned and shouted, “It’s
the po-lice.” She had a good set of lungs.


The noises stopped. Tiny Brown’s sister turned back to
Dooley and said, “The governor done pardoned Melvin. He didn’t do it.” She was
doing her best, but Dooley could already see in her eyes the look that almost
always followed the defiance: resignation.


“We’re aware of that,” he said. “If he didn’t do it,
somebody else did. That’s what we’re interested in.”


Lucretia Turner just stared for a few seconds as they stood
there in the cold, her eyes going back and forth between Dooley and Washington,
looking like a woman who has just been offered the Brooklyn Bridge at
half-price. Finally she said, “Y’all better come in,” and moved out of their
way.


The living room was filling up fast as they stepped into it,
people arriving from the back of the house, coming up from the kitchen where
the party was, Dooley guessed. The posse consisted of two black males, another
black woman, a couple of little girls, and to Dooley’s surprise a white kid who
looked about twenty years old. They all looked to be on high alert. Dooley
scanned faces and decided that neither of the males was Tiny Brown.


“What’s the police want here?” the lead male said. They grew
them big in these parts; this one was close to six-five in his cornrows. He
looked like a couple of dozen people Dooley had arrested.
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