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“In our top five for best of 2012 is J.L. Abramo’s
Gravesend. The discovery of a boy’s body on the roof of an
apartment building sets off a chain of events that will tie
together a group of people in profound ways. Homicide Detectives
Samson, Vota and Murphy of Brooklyn’s 61st Precinct link the body
to that of another boy; with no solid clues. As each detective
works the case, each is also torn by other cases and other traumas;
some very close to home. This is a remarkable book that will tie
you in knots as you wait to see how it all plays out. A truly
exceptional novel.” — Crimespree Magazine

 


“J.L. Abramo’s new novel Gravesend is a
blurb-writer’s dream: compelling, electrifying, believable. It has
scary action but is filled with likeable and well-drawn characters.
The parts that are grim are leavened by comic relief which is never
heavy-handed. It’s probably a lot like how a real-life homicide
squad would banter in order to cope. Abramo wishes to explore how
people react to adversity and succeeds admirably.” — John Dantzler,
oo-author of Hiking South Carolina.

 


“If you are looking for a solid straight-up police
procedural, Gravesend fits the bill like a favorite t-shirt
… or more accurately … like a pair of bloody examination gloves. No
punches pulled in this one.” — Kenneth Wishnia, Author of The
Fifth Servant.

 


“Written by a son of Brooklyn, Gravesend is a
novel filled to the brim with characters with heart, humor,
compassion, excitement, pain, hate, love, revenge, fear, and
courage. It is a page turner that moves with the pace and power of
some of the best crime novels you will ever read.” — Stageplay,
Denver

 


“J.L. Abramo’s Gravesend raises the bar for
gritty police procedurals in this fast paced thriller. The action
never stops as Brooklyn Detective Lieutenant Samson juggles mob
wars, murders and mayhem during a search for a biblically obsessed
killer.” — Bill Moody, author of Czechmate: The Spy Who Played
Jazz.
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To Brooklyn

 


We shall not cease from exploration

and the end of all our exploring

will be to arrive where we started

and know the place for the first time.

 


—T. S. Eliot
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PROLOGUE

 


THE TRANSGRESSIONS

 


And they went off the road there with the purpose of
stopping for the night in Gibeah and he went into the town, seating
himself in the street, for no one took him into his house for the
night.

 


—Judges, 19:15
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Mid-January. Well past midnight.

He moans in his sleep.

His wife tries to wake him gently; using soft,
steady pressure to his shoulder.

Her efforts interrupt a bad dream.

Another terrible dream.

The dreams have been recurring more frequently as
more time passes since the day he lost his job.

Bad dreams.

Nightmares, manifesting the fear, have crowded his
waking hours as well; the terror of not being able to provide for
and protect his family.

He wakes gasping for breath, for words.

“What’s wrong?” he asks, choking on the
question.

“It’s Derek. He’s been vomiting all night and he’s
burning up with fever,” his wife answers. “I called the doctor. He
said we should rush Derek to the emergency room. He said that he
would meet us there.”

“Get the boy ready. I’ll take him over myself,” he
says, throwing off the bed sheet and blanket. “You need to stay
here with the baby.”
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Coney Island Hospital is a fifteen-minute drive;
there will be little traffic on the Belt Parkway at this hour.

His wife straps the five-year-old boy into the child
seat in back as he climbs behind the steering wheel of the relic
they call an automobile.

“Call me.”

“I will,” he promises, and pulls away from the curb
toward the parkway entrance at 65th Street. He gazes
across the underside of the Verrazano Bridge as he races past the
Fourth Avenue exit. The boy has cleverly managed to free himself
from the restraining belt of the child carrier.

The other car comes from out of nowhere, barreling
into the right lane from the Bay Parkway entrance, smashing into
his right quarter-panel. His car spins a hard ninety degrees. He
desperately tries to brake, but he is unable to avoid crashing
head-on into the chain-link fence separating the parkway from the
service road. The impact bounces his forehead off the steering
wheel.

The boy lies on the seat beside him after hitting
the dashboard on the passenger side.

The boy is bleeding from a wide gash above the
eye.

The small body looks terribly broken.

He tries to start the car with no success. He tries
to locate the other vehicle. The other driver has stepped out of
the second car and is slowly walking toward them. The man suddenly
stops and quickly turns away. He watches in stunned silence as the
other driver climbs back into the second car, rolls slowly past
them and then speeds off.

The license plate on the BMW reads
TITAN1.

He is terrified at the thought of leaving the boy
there alone, but he is afraid to move the battered body. He removes
his own coat and uses it to cover and protect the boy from the
bitter cold.

He viciously tears a sleeve from his own shirt and
wraps it around the boy’s head, trying to slow the bleeding. He
jumps from the car, runs to the exit and up to the service road.
The area is dark and isolated. There are only retail businesses
here, shut down for the night. He turns onto 26th Avenue
and runs under the parkway toward the nearest house.

It is nearly three in the morning; he has not shaved
for two days. His shirt is roughly torn. He beats on a door for
help, crying that his son is hurt badly, and he needs to use a
telephone. The woman on the other side of the door will not let him
in. She is alone she says, her husband out of town. He pleads until
he can hear footsteps moving her back into the depths of the house.
He cries out after her, begging her to call for an ambulance to the
scene of the accident. He looks at the house address and then turns
from the door not knowing what to do, where to go.

A yellow taxicab approaches, heading in the
direction of the parkway. He waves his arms wildly, like a madman.
He is becoming a madman. An off-duty sign quickly lights on the
roof of the taxi as the cab speeds past him.

The number on the rear of the cab is 4354.

His head is filling with numbers.

He runs back to the car. The boy is still breathing.
He finds an old blanket in the trunk. He carefully wraps the boy,
lifts the body out of the car and begins walking blindly in the
direction of the hospital.

A panel truck approaches from behind, slows briefly
and then drives on. The lettering on the side of the truck reads
Addams Dairy. There is a white bumper sticker on the rear
with two words in bold black lettering.

Got Milk?

His head is filling with words.

He turns to the sound of another approaching
vehicle. A tow truck has stopped at his abandoned car. He reverses
direction and hurries back, the boy limp in his arms.
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The tow truck driver drops him and the boy at the
emergency room entrance off Ocean Parkway.

A nurse rushes up and grabs the boy from his arms as
she shouts for a room and a doctor.

He tries to follow, but he is held back by another
nurse.

He asks for the boy’s physician, insisting that the
pediatrician was to meet them there.

He is told that the boy’s doctor never arrived.

Ten minutes later he is informed that his son is
gone. His firstborn has died.

“We did all that we could do,” says a nurse. “The
boy lost so much blood. It was too late.”

His legs go out from under him; he is helped to his
feet by the nurse and a security guard. They sit him in a chair, a
glass of water appears and a young doctor quickly checks his blood
pressure.

“Just sit for a few minutes,” the doctor says.
“You’re going to be alright.”

“Never,” he replies.

Everything, everyone, every thought is blurred.

“Is there someone we can phone?” asks the nurse.

He looks up at the woman, trying to regain
focus.

“My wife,” he says weakly. “I need a telephone. I
promised her I would call.”

 


 



PART ONE

 


UNFORTUNATE PEDESTRIANS

 


Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul to counsel me
to make my peace with God, and art thou yet to thy own soul so
blind, that thou wilt war with God by murdering me? Ah, consider,
that he who set you on to do this deed will hate you for the
deed.

 


—William Shakespeare

 


 



 


 


ONE

 


It is a cold and cloudy afternoon, the first Friday
in February.

The wind chill factor races across the rooftop.

Joe Campo turns away from Detectives Vota and Samson
and the small body lying on the tar surface behind them. Campo
gazes down at the street corner, directly across the avenue, where
his wife stands at the door of their family-owned and operated food
market. A pair of teenage boys take turns slapping a rubber ball
against the west brick wall of the grocery.

Campo’s Food Market is the only grocery,
delicatessen, newsstand and produce shop remaining in the
neighborhood that is not owned and operated twenty-four hours a day
by Korean immigrants or owned by Boston or Canadian entrepreneurs
and operated by Indian or Pakistani clerks. Not necessarily a bad
thing. Just not the way things used to be.

Little was as it used to be in Gravesend.

Lieutenant Samson stares at Joe Campo’s back and
waits patiently.

Only Detective Vota looks down at the body, and then
only for a moment before looking away again. He nervously works at
the buttons of his coat.

“I could use my jacket,” Vota says, “to cover the
body. He looks so cold laying there.”

“We’ll wait for the medical examiner,” Samson says
softly, “and Landis will be back with a blanket.”

Lou Vota moves over to the northwest corner of the
roof and looks down to the street entrance of the building. The
small crowd they had encountered at their arrival is steadily
growing.

Officer Mendez is down in the street, energetically
trying to keep people back.

Joe Campo remains at the ledge, silently.

“Mr. Campo,” says Samson, just above a whisper.

“When we were his age,” Campo says, referring to the
boy on the roof, “we would sneak up here to fly a kite; my friends
Eddie and Carlo and me. The kite set us back ten cents at old man
Baker’s Candy Store across the avenue. We would pick up a bag of
penny candies while we were there, when penny candies actually cost
a penny, or two for a penny. Tiny wax Coca-Cola bottles filled with
brown-colored sugar water. Giant fireballs. Pink and white sugar
tabs stuck on strips of waxed paper. Chocolate-covered marshmallow
twists. And then we’d pick up hero sandwiches at Nick’s salumeria,
before it was Angelo’s and then Vito’s and then ours. Ham, hard
salami, Swiss cheese and gobs of yellow mustard on half a loaf of
seeded Italian bread still warm from Sabatino’s Bakery on Avenue S.
Twenty-five cents each.”

Vota is about to interrupt; Samson stops him with a
hand gesture.

Joe Campo looks out toward Coney Island, at the
250-foot tall steel framed Parachute Jump ride that had been moved
from the 1939 World’s Fair to Steeplechase Park in the forties. The
landmark attraction has not carried a passenger for more than
thirty years.

“This apartment house was one of the tallest
buildings in the neighborhood. Still is at that,” Campo goes on.
“We thought if we started up here we’d be closer to the sky. One of
us would have to run down to Baker’s every ten minutes or so for
another ball of string, 250 more feet for a nickel. We would watch
the paper kite sail toward the ocean, followed by a long tail we
had made out of strips torn from one my father’s old handkerchiefs.
We were sure we could fly the thing all the way to Europe, wherever
we thought that was. When the long pieced-together string
inevitably snapped we were positive that the kite would eventually
come down to land somewhere in France or Germany.”

Detective Vota catches sight of Officer Landis
waving him over.

“The street is getting very crowded. Mendez is
having a time keeping everyone out,” Landis says as Vota reaches
him.

Landis hands Lou Vota a blanket.

Landis stands just inside the metal door that gives
access to the roof from the stairwell. The four-story apartment
building has no elevator.

“Get down and give Mendez a hand,” says Vota. “When
help arrives, move everyone back at least fifty feet from the
entrance. No one comes up until after Dr. Wayne gets here.”

Landis heads back down the stairs and Vota carries
the blanket back to where Samson is silently letting Campo say
whatever the man needs to say. Vota glances out toward the Narrows,
looks up further to where the Statue of Liberty sits in the harbor
and over to where the Twin Towers once stood.

“I grew up in the last tall stucco house,” Campo
says, pointing up West 10th Street across Avenue S. “My
uncle and aunt still live there. My uncle is ninety-five and walks
two miles every day. It was the last house on that side of the
street for a number of years after my grandfather had it built. It
was all farmlands from there on. Across the road there was a large
lumber mill. Eddie lived next door. He plowed his Chevrolet Impala
into a telephone pole on Stillwell Avenue on the night we graduated
from Lafayette High School. Died instantly they said. Carlo lived
across the street; he was an All-City sprinting champion. He came
back from Vietnam with no feeling from his waist down and now
spends most of his time in some tribal casino up in
Connecticut.”

Campo pulls a package of Camel nonfiltered
cigarettes from his coat pocket and holds it out to Detectives
Samson and Vota.

Both decline.

Vota is looking for somewhere to place the blanket,
not ready to use it for its intended purpose. He strays back to the
west ledge and looks down. Reinforcements have arrived to assist in
keeping the curious neighbors at a distance.

Campo lights a cigarette. He takes a deep pull and
finally comes back to the matter at hand.

“When I was this boy’s age, the Brooklyn Dodgers
finally beat the Yankees in the World Series and this whole
neighborhood was like a carnival.”

Campo stops and at last looks back to the small body
lying near Samson’s feet on the roof.

Samson takes it as a cue to begin work.

“How did you discover the boy’s body, Mr. Campo?”
Detective Lieutenant Samson asks.

 


 


Thirty minutes earlier, a woman, who Campo could
only identify as Irina since her last name was unpronounceable to
him, had rushed out of the apartment building and had miraculously
negotiated her way across Avenue S with merely one close call. That
being with a Pontiac Firebird shouting rap music so loudly into the
street that the driver would have never heard the contact had he
knocked the woman all the way to West 13th Street.

She ran into the grocery store crying out in
Russian, the only language she knew. Joe Campo was no linguist, but
changes in demographics over the past ten years had necessitated
the recognition of basic words relating to food and credit. In this
instance, the woman’s body language alone was enough to convince
Campo he was being urged to follow her back to the apartment
building across the avenue.

Campo had left his wife behind the counter and
rushed off to follow the Russian woman.

She had led him up to the roof.

 


Vota pulls out his cellular phone and calls
Detective Murphy at the Precinct.

“Anything on a missing eight-year-old boy, Tommy?”
asks Vota, after the desk sergeant transfers the call to Murphy up
in Homicide.

“Not yet. Missing Persons is going through their
log,” says Murphy. “Batman just called in. He was at a meeting in
Manhattan and he got stuck crawling in traffic on the Gowanus. He’s
just now coming off the Belt at Bay Parkway. He should be over to
you in five minutes.”

“Do we have anyone handy who speaks and understands
Russian?” Vota asks.

“I’ll check around. Need me down there?”

“No, we need you where you are.”

“I’ll be here,” says Murphy and rings off.

Detective Vota looks down again to the street. The
uniforms seem to have the crowd under control. An ambulance has
pulled up in front of the building; Officer Rey Mendez is
exchanging words with the driver. The attendants will sit tight
until the medical examiner arrives and then they will wait until he
releases the body.

Vota calls down to Landis and signals for him and
Mendez to come up.

Campo has fallen silent again. Lieutenant Samson
waits a few moments before gently nudging him on.

“And?” Samson says as Detective Vota joins them
again.

“And after seeing the body, I followed Irina back
down to her apartment and called it in. Your men were out here in
less than ten minutes.”

“You obviously didn’t call 911,” says Vota.

Campo nearly allows himself a smile.

“I called Stan,” he says.

Vota and Samson exchange looks.

“Stan?” says Samson.

“Stan Trenton, your chief. Stan and I played
football together at Lafayette High. Stan dropped what would have
been a game-winning touchdown toss in the final seconds of a
contest against Erasmus and decided on a change in career plans.
Stan went to Queens College and eventually into the law school
there. I broke my ankle in the season closer at Lincoln, took a job
working for Vito in the grocery after graduation, and ten years
later, I had enough saved to buy the place from his wife when these
things killed him.”

Campo takes out his package of Camel straights and
lights another.

“Recognize the boy?” Samson asks.

“No. Irina said he didn’t live in the building. At
least that’s what I think she was saying. My son lives in the house
where I grew up,” Joe Campo says, gazing back up West
10th Street. “My grandson is the same age as this boy
was. If he was from the neighborhood, I’d have known him.”

Officers Landis and Mendez have come onto the
roof.

Detective Vota walks over to meet them.

“Dr. Wayne just pulled up,” says Landis.

“Canvas the apartments,” says Vota, “top to bottom.
Maybe we’ll get lucky for a change. Skip 3-B, that’s the woman who
found the boy. Sam and I will see her. Murphy is scouting out a
Russian translator. Make note of where else we may need one.”

“Might need someone who knows Mandarin or Hindi,”
says Mendez.

“We can only hope,” says Vota. “Dr. Wayne have
anyone with him?”

“He’s alone,” says Landis. “The city still has him
waiting for a new assistant.”

“Okay, go,” says Vota.

Officers Mendez and Landis head down, squeezing past
the medical examiner, Dr. Bruce Wayne a.k.a. Batman, as the doctor
walks up the narrow stairway.

Wayne moves briskly over to where Samson and Campo
stand near the body, Vota tagging along.

“Sam,” says Wayne.

“Bruce,” says Samson.

“Why don’t you guys give me ten minutes alone up
here, go do what you guys do,” says Batman.

Wayne immediately directs his attention to the boy
on the ground. Vota places the blanket down near the body.

“Can I go back to my wife?” asks Joe Campo.

“Sure,” says Samson, leading the man away from the
examiner. “I may want to talk with you again, later on. Thanks for
your help.”

“I’ll be at the store until seven. I’ll buy you a
Coca-Cola,” Campo says.

“Ten minutes, Sam,” Wayne calls as Campo and the two
detectives reach the doorway to the stairs, “then send up the
stretcher.”

Samson and Vota follow Campo down, catching sight of
Landis and Mendez rapping on doors on the third floor. Campo goes
on. Vota and Samson stop for a quick report from the uniforms
before continuing down to check the situation on the street.

When Vota and Samson exit the building, they see
Campo enter his grocery across the avenue.

“What do you think of him?” asks Vota.

“Just another hardworking guy who would prefer not
knowing that these things happen, but can’t stay out of the
way.”

An unmarked car rolls up. It stops on the avenue
just past the southeast corner, unable to turn onto 10th
Street, which is blocked by three marked police vehicles. A young
woman, smartly dressed in pleated slacks and a gray blazer, slides
out from behind the wheel. She wears her long black hair in a
ponytail.

She quickly crosses to Samson and Vota.

“Lieutenant Samson?” she asks.

“That would be me.”

She looks up at the huge black man, who stands at
least a foot taller and outweighs her by a hundred pounds.

“Nickname?” she asks.

“Not exactly, and you?”

“Marina Ivanov, 60th Precinct Detective
Squad. We got word that you were looking for someone who speaks
Russian.”

“This is Sergeant Vota, Detective. Let’s go up,”
says Samson, turning back to enter the building. Vota follows.
Detective Ivanov hesitates at the bank of mailboxes.

“Which apartment?” she asks.

“3-B,” answers Lou Vota, turning back to Detective
Ivanov.

Ivanov reads the name on the box.

“Kyznetsov,” she says. The t is soft.”

“That helps,” says Detective Vota. “Is that a rare
moniker?”

“I would guess it’s something like Johnson or
Williams over here, two million or so. Ivanov, on the other hand,
is twice as prevalent as Smith.”

“And there are eighty-eight million Wangs,” says
Samson from halfway up the first flight. “Let’s move.”

They run into Landis and Mendez between the second
and third floors. The two uniformed officers are coming down.

“Nada,” says Mendez before Samson can ask.

The lieutenant glances at his wristwatch.

“Start hitting the second floor,” Samson says. “Rey,
run down and tell the ambulance guys that they can come up.”

Officers Stan Landis and Rey Mendez continue down,
Landis stopping on two and Mendez hurrying down to the street.
Vota, Samson and Ivanov come off the stairway onto the third floor
and find the door to apartment 3-B. Ivanov taps on the door and a
few seconds later it is opened by a woman in her early thirties. A
girl, four years old, hangs on to the woman’s dress. The woman
looks from face to face at the three detectives, finally stopping
at Samson’s.

One glance into the woman’s eyes made it an easy
call for the lieutenant.

“Maybe you should speak with her alone, Detective
Ivanov,” he suggests. “We’ll meet you back out front.”

Marina says a few words to Mrs. Kyznetsov in Russian
and the two women disappear into the apartment. Samson and Vota
hear steps coming down from above and wait at the landing to be
joined by Batman. At the same time, the two ambulance men arrive at
the landing with a folded gurney, followed by a two-man forensics
evidence team, causing a serious traffic jam on the stairway. The
detectives and the medical examiner make way by stepping into the
third-floor corridor while the others pass.

“The boy was killed somewhere else and then brought
up here,” says the M.E. “There was physical trauma to the head
involved, but there may be more. I didn’t see signs of anything
sexual. That’s all I can tell you until we get him down to the lab,
so don’t bother asking.”

“Can you tell me anything about the marks on his
face, Bruce?” asks Samson, unable to resist.

Samson has resisted asking about the boy’s
hand; he is unprepared to accept even the most clinical hypothesis
as to how that could have happened. And Dr. Wayne is on the same
page.

“I’m not sure. Looks like the cuts on his face were
made with an X-Acto knife, maybe a box cutter, but very precise. If
it’s what I think it is,” says Wayne, “well, I’d rather not think
about it.”

“Having a bad day, Doc?” asks Vota.

“Did you happen to look into that boy’s eyes?”

“I did,” says Samson.

“There’s your answer,” says Batman, and the medical
examiner moves quickly down the stairway without another word.

 


 


“What is it, Joseph?” asks Roseanna Campo, seeing
the expression on her husband’s face as he joins her behind the
counter of the grocery.

It is an expression of disillusionment.

The two teens who had been playing handball against
the building are rifling through the cooler, seeking out the
coldest root beers.

“A dead boy, around little Frankie’s age,” says
Campo solemnly.

“My God, Joe.”

“Yes.”

Reluctantly, Roseanna Campo asks the question. “Is
it someone we know?”

“I didn’t recognize him.”

The boy’s own mother won’t recognize him, Joe
Campo sadly thinks.

 


 


Detective Ivanov has joined Vota and Samson in front
of the apartment building.

“Her husband is the building superintendent,” Ivanov
says, filling them in on her talk with Irina Kyznetsov. “He’s out
working a second job. He had called asking her to check the roof
antenna; they were getting complaints about TV reception. She went
up and found the body. She says that she didn’t know the boy. Says
that she didn’t see or hear anything.”

“Why am I not surprised,” says Vota.

“We may need you again, Ivanov,” says Samson, “if
you wouldn’t mind.”

“I’d love it. It’s been a little slow at the
60th.”

“Consider yourself fortunate,” says Samson. “Thanks
for your help.”

Detective Ivanov returns to her car as Officers
Landis and Mendez come out of the building.

The steeple bell at Most Precious Blood Church peals
four times.

“No luck, Lieutenant,” says Officer Landis. “Not
many people are back home from work yet. The few we found at home
had nothing to contribute. A few apartments had kids back from
school waiting for their parents and smart enough not to open the
door to us. We’ll have to return later to do the rest.”

“Okay, let’s leave four officers here to clear the
street. Why don’t you guys get some dinner and start up again in an
hour or so.”

“The body is on the way down,” says Rey Mendez. “The
forensic team is going to stay up there and get whatever they can
while there’s still daylight.”

“Good. Lou and I are going back to the Precinct to
see if Murphy has come up with any missing kids,” says Samson.
“Call me after you canvas and feel free to call me at home.”

Officers Landis and Mendez walk off to instruct the
other uniforms, still struggling with the crowd, as the ambulance
men come out with the gurney. They hurry the small body into the
vehicle and drive quickly away from the scene. The uniformed
officers are trying to dodge questions and get the people on the
street to return to their homes.

“What do you think, Sam?” asks Lou Vota.

“My daughter Kayla is that boy’s age. What am I
supposed to think? And when we learn who the child was, we have
notifying his parents to look forward to. What do you think?”

All Vota can think about is the finger.

 


 



 


 


TWO

 


Lorraine DiMarco sits restlessly at the defense
table of Courtroom D in the Kings County Criminal Courthouse on
Court Street in downtown Brooklyn. It is late in the day on the
first Friday in February and there is no one in the large, cold
room who would not prefer being almost anywhere else. Except the
prosecutor, perhaps, who has a visit to his dentist scheduled for
later that evening.

To Lorraine’s right, her assistant Victoria Anderson
is staring at the large clock behind and above the judge’s podium,
rapping a Krupa beat on an 8½-by-14 inch yellow legal pad with a
No. 2 lead pencil. Anderson is a third-year law student attending
New York University, working the summer in the Law Office of
DiMarco and McWayne on Remson Street in Brooklyn Heights. Lorraine
slaps Anderson’s knee under the table, and Victoria drops the
pencil and clasps her hands in front of her like a kid in Sunday
school.

On Lorraine’s left sits the defendant, Bobby Hoyle.
Lorraine would not allow a pencil anywhere near Bobby. The kid is
so nervous he would probably stab himself to death with one. Hoyle
is charged with first-degree murder and is, of course,
innocent.

The defense is self-defense.

 


 


According to Hoyle, he had run out of the house in
the wee hours to grab a pack of cigarettes from an all-night deli
at Bay Parkway and 85th Street. Bobby had borrowed his
brother’s 1965 Mustang convertible, without permission. Hoyle left
the car idling in front of the small deli and started toward the
entrance. Before entering, Bobby saw a stranger at the passenger
door of the Ford, ready to climb behind the wheel. More concerned
about having to face his brother with news of a stolen vehicle than
about his own safety, Bobby accosted the intruder. A struggle
ensued, a gun appeared, a gunshot was discharged and Bobby jumped
into the Mustang and sped away. Discovering that the gun had found
its way into his hand, Bobby dropped it to the floor. Hoyle was
stopped by a police cruiser after running a red light at
20th Avenue. Bobby insisted he was rushing to the
62nd Precinct on Bath Avenue to report the shooting. An
officer found the weapon at Bobby’s feet and Bobby found himself
cuffed in the back seat of the police car.

Back at the scene of the shooting, a second patrol
car had responded to a 911 call. The victim was DOA. The shop
clerk, who had been stocking canned goods in the rear of the store,
could not verify that Bobby had left the vehicle before the
shooting occurred. When he ran to the door to investigate, the
clerk saw the Mustang speeding away and the body of the victim in
the street. He went back to the telephone to call the police. A
second witness looked out the window of her apartment across the
avenue after hearing a gunshot and also saw the Mustang speed off
and the body on the ground. She left her vantage point to call
911.

The accounts of both witnesses sounded very much
like the description of a drive-by shooting.

The victim was later identified as Johnny Colletti.
The store clerk was able to aid in the identification, recognizing
Colletti as a local troublemaker, which was helpful since no wallet
or other ID was found on the body.

To compound Bobby Hoyle’s dilemma, the only prints
found on the weapon were his own. The defense contended that
sometime while the witnesses were making their phone calls to the
police, someone had come along and grabbed Colletti’s wallet and
the pair of gloves he must certainly have been wearing during the
attempted carjacking.

Lorraine DiMarco had three motions before the judge
for this late Friday afternoon hearing. First, she moved that all
charges be dropped since the victim had a criminal record, Bobby
had no such record, and he was pointed in the general direction of
the 62nd Precinct when he was stopped. Everyone
involved, Lorraine included, saw the chances of the judge granting
the motion as slim at best.

Everyone was correct. The motion was quickly
denied.

The second motion was for a reduction in bail, which
was currently set at $200,000. Hoyle’s brother was having
difficulty raising the ten percent needed for a bondsman. The fact
that Ron Hoyle was trying so diligently was almost surprising,
since he wanted to strangle his kid brother for running off with
the Mustang in the first place. The kid had been behind bars for
three days already and Bobby Hoyle wasn’t well equipped for the
experience. The judge agreed to a bail reduction to $100,000; but
it would still take some doing for Ron Hoyle to scrape up the ten
grand.

Lastly, Lorraine asked for a delay to the start of
the trial. She argued that the defense needed sufficient time to
try locating the person who had lifted Johnny Colletti’s wallet and
gloves. The thief may have been witness to the actual shooting. The
prosecution argued there was nothing to substantiate that Colletti
had gloves on his person, or even a wallet for that matter, at the
time of the shooting. Since the start of the trial was more than
four weeks away, the judge ruled to let the date stand and invited
Defense Attorney DiMarco to resubmit the motion if more time was
necessary as the date became imminent.

All in all it was not a great day for Bobby
Hoyle.

Lorraine had known Ron and Bobby Hoyle their entire
lives. She had babysat Bobby when she was a teen. Hoyle’s father,
who lost a battle with lung cancer the previous summer, had played
pinochle with Lorraine’s father every Friday night for many years.
Hoyle senior, who also played the horses at Aqueduct, Belmont and
OTB without restraint, left little for his sons beyond a heavily
mortgaged house on West 12th Street, a few doors from
Lorraine’s parents.

Coming up with $10,000 to free Bobby on bail was
going to be tricky.

 


 


Bobby Hoyle rises to join his escort back to
Rikers.

“How did we do?” he timidly asks Lorraine.

“I guess it could have been worse,” she answers, not
too convincingly. “Stay away from the other inmates. Get through
the weekend; I’ll get you out by Monday.”

“Promise?”

“Hang in there, kid,” Ron Hoyle says, coming up from
his seat in the gallery. “I promise you’ll be home
Monday.”

The bailiff walks Bobby Hoyle out of the courtroom;
Lorraine turns to his older brother.

“Will you be able to swing it?”

“I hope so. I think I have someone interested in
going ten thousand for the Mustang,” Ron says. “Perfect irony.”

He thanks Lorraine and heads out of the
courtroom.

“Is everything alright, Victoria?” Lorraine asks as
they collect their paperwork.

“Last time I checked, why?”

“The way you were drumming on your pad, I thought
you were late for a date.”

“The only date I have is with my bar exam study
books, and I’m totally monogamous. And you? Big Friday night
plans?”

“Detective Vota is coming over to my parents’ house
for dinner. We’ll eat lots of delicious and unhealthy food and then
I’ll look through old photo albums with Mom while Dad and Lou glue
themselves to the hockey game.”

“Bobby didn’t look very good,” says Victoria.

“Not surprising, the kid is terrified. We have to
get him out of there, and soon. Have a good weekend. I’ll see you
Monday morning.”

 


 


Vota and Samson were back at the 61st
Precinct at four-thirty. The three-story brick building sat back
off Coney Island Avenue at Avenue W.

For all appearances, the building could have been a
city public school. Only the marked police cars filling the parking
area gave away its identity.

Desk Sergeant Kelly calls down from his throne as
they head for the stairs to the third-floor Homicide detectives’
squad room, stopping Vota in his tracks.

“Got a minute, Lou?”

“I’ll go up and see if Murphy has found anything,”
says Samson.

“What are you reading now?” asks Vota, referring to
the book sitting open in front of the desk sergeant.

“One Flew over the Cuckoo’s Nest; as part of
my continuing attempt to somehow understand the nature of this
precinct. I just got a call from old man Levine at the liquor store
on 86th Street.”

“Oh?”

“He wants to talk with you, about the shooting on
Bay Parkway. The carjack incident your lovely attorney friend is
working on. Isn’t that case with the 62nd?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t want to step on their toes, Lou. That’s a
treacherous bunch over on Bath Avenue.”

“I was only asking a few questions. I’m not looking
to rain on anyone’s parade. But I do appreciate the concern. I
didn’t know you cared.”

“There’s a lot about me you don’t know,” says Kelly.
“For example, I came in second in the Brooklyn Borough Spelling Bee
finals when I was fourteen years old. I missed the word
decorum.”

“Figures. What did Levine have to say?”

“Levine said that some street guy who comes into the
store to buy a bottle of Ripple or Boone’s Farm, whenever he can
scrape together enough pennies and empty soda cans to afford one,
walked in two nights ago and purchased a bottle of expensive Irish
whiskey with a crisp new C-note and then tried to sell Levine a
pair of genuine calfskin driving gloves. Levine thought you might
be interested.”

“I am.”

“Levine said he’d be at the liquor store until
nine.”

“Okay, thanks Kelly, I’ll give him a call,” Vota
says and heads for the climb to the squad room.

 


 


“How do you like the new addition?” Detective Murphy
asks when Samson walks into the Homicide squad room.

Murphy is pointing at the photograph which had found
its place hung between pictures of Dennis Franz and Clint Eastwood
on the wall behind his desk. It was Murphy’s Wall of Fame, his
shrine to the great homicide cops of film and television.

“Is that my man Pembleton?”

“None other. Andre Braugher circa 1993.”

“Any luck with missing kids?” Samson asks.

“I don’t know if luck is quite the word for it. We
have eight girls: 6, 9, 10, 11, 13, 14 and two 16-year-olds. Three
Caucasian, three African-American, one Korean and one Hispanic. And
four boys: 3, 8, 12 and 13. What the hell is going on, Sam?”

“I wish I knew, Tommy. Or maybe I’d rather not. What
about the eight-year-old?”

“Jamaican,” says Murphy.

“Any luck?” says Vota, walking into the room. “Is
that Andre Braugher?”

“No and yes,” says Murphy.

“Do me a favor, Tommy,” Samson says. “I realize that
it is Friday night, but I could use you over at the scene to see
how Landis and Mendez are doing with the apartment canvas.
Residents should be starting to arrive home from work. I’d go
myself, but it’s Lucy’s birthday. I promised Alicia that I wouldn’t
be late and I’m having strong feelings about wanting to spend time
with my children. I’ll have Kelly forward any calls about missing
kids over to me at home.”

“Sure, Sam, no problem.”

“Call me if you need any help, Tommy,” Vota offers,
handing Murphy a telephone number. “I’ll be at Lorraine’s parents’
house watching the Islanders pummel the Rangers.”

“Fat chance,” says Murphy, wondering afterward where
the expression came from.

Vota goes over to his desk to call Levine at the
liquor store.

“What do you have in the Prince of Pizza box,
Tommy?” Samson asks.

With Thomas Edward Murphy, nothing was obvious.

“A meatball calzone for Ralph. I refuse to cook for
him on Friday nights.”

 


 


Before heading over to join Mendez and Landis at the
crime scene, Murphy goes over to his apartment to share the
meatball calzone with Ralph and run Ralph over to John Paul Jones
Park. Murphy parks his Chevrolet in front of a fire hydrant a few
hundred feet from his building. Finding a legal parking space that
was closer than a taxi ride to his place would be impossible at
that time of day. He plants a city parking permit on his
dashboard.

Murphy takes the stairs up to the fourth floor,
calling it his daily aerobics. He had missed his usual three-mile
run that morning and was feeling the worse for it. He knew that
Ralph had surely had a bad day, pacing the apartment, rearing to
sprint. Thomas Murphy struggles with his Irish-Catholic guilt over
denying Ralph his morning exercise as he takes the stairs two at a
time. The calzone is Murphy’s attempt at atoning for his sin.

Ralph’s joy at Murphy’s return is manifested by
barks and attempted embraces that have Murphy juggling the pizza
box for control. He manages to fake left, do an end run to the
kitchen and safely place the box on the kitchen table. It takes
Murphy several minutes to calm the large German shepherd. Deciding
that a trip over to the park is more critical than diving into
dinner for the moment, Murphy grabs the leash from the front door
knob, for appearances only, and leads Ralph out of the apartment
and quickly down the three flights. The two trot up Marine Avenue
toward 4th Avenue and Shore Road.

 


 


Lou Vota drives from the 61st to his
house in Red Hook via Ocean Parkway into the Gowanus and then onto
the Brooklyn-Queens Expressway. At that hour, the great majority of
traffic is headed in the opposite direction, coming from Manhattan
into Brooklyn.

Vota lives in the house he inherited from his
parents. Vota’s two sisters had long ago followed their husbands to
places west, gladly leaving the Borough of Churches behind. Lou, on
the other hand, loved Brooklyn and had lived there all of his life.
When his mother passed away, after losing a battle with leukemia,
Lou Vota moved back into the house where he grew up, to provide
companionship for his father. John Vota had spent fifty years in
the plumbing business, doing most of his work there in the
neighborhood. When a massive heart attack took John’s life at age
seventy, Lou remained in the residence.

Red Hook had been a predominantly Italian-American
stronghold for many years. A slow steady migration to Bensonhurst,
Bay Ridge and Staten Island, by families who saw such moves as
upward mobility, set the area into a progression of changes. The
neighborhood saw worse times before seeing better. In recent years,
the so-called gentrification of Brooklyn Heights, Carroll Gardens
and Cobble Hill had finally spilled further south into Red Hook.
Now Red Hook, as those other neighborhoods before it, had become
the next up-and-coming place to live.

Vota had started remodeling the house, as time and
resources allowed, after his father’s death. He had redone the
second floor and created a two-bedroom, one-and-a-half-bath
apartment which brought in a substantial monthly rent. Vota had
also built a deck on the roof of the two-story brownstone, which
offered a spectacular view of the Harbor.

Vota stops for a box of pastries from Attanasio’s
Bakery on President Street, a few doors down from where Joey Gallo
was born and raised, before continuing to his house on Verona
Street near the corner of Van Brunt.

Vota quickly checks his mail, shaves, showers and
dresses in preparation for his dinner engagement.

Checking his father’s prized grandfather clock, Vota
finds that he has some time to spare before he needs to be at the
DiMarco home. He takes the less trafficked Prospect Expressway into
Ocean Parkway toward Bensonhurst to pick up a few bottles of
Cabernet and find out what he could learn from old man Levine at
the liquor store on 86th Street.

 


 


Lorraine DiMarco goes straight from the courthouse
to her parents’home.

Lorraine has decided that she can shower and find a
change of clothing there and help her mother prepare the meal.

The DiMarcos live in a two-family house on West
12th Street between Avenues T and U in Gravesend, a few
doors down from the Hoyle residence. Lorraine finds a parking space
directly behind Ron Hoyle’s now infamous 1965 Mustang convertible.
The DiMarco house is only three short blocks from where the boy’s
body had been found on the roof.

Salvatore DiMarco is a retired Transit Authority
cop, who had always wanted to be a lawyer. He had instilled the
love of the law in his three children and was extremely proud when
Lorraine graduated Queens College Law School and passed the New
York bar exam. Lorraine’s mother, Fran, is a retired schoolteacher,
having taught third grade at P.S. 97 on West 13th Street
for more than thirty years, and Lorraine experienced both the
advantages and disadvantages of having a mom who taught at the
elementary school where Lorraine herself had attended for seven of
those years.

Lorraine’s older sister, Linda, never caught the law
bug from her father. Instead she followed her mother’s footsteps
into the admirable profession of educating young children and
taught elementary school in Denver, where her husband was a surgeon
at the Colorado Health and Sciences Center. Sal and Fran DiMarco’s
first child, Salvatore Jr., who was smart enough and talented
enough to become anything he wanted to become, was killed by a
sniper in South Vietnam when Lorraine was three years old.

After a quick shower, Lorraine throws on a T-shirt
and sweatpants and joins her mother in the kitchen.

Fran DiMarco immediately puts her daughter to work
breading the veal cutlets.

 


 


Samson stops at the Reliable Bakery on Sheepshead
Bay Road to pick up the birthday cake before heading out Avenue U
toward Flatbush. Samson has decided to avoid the rush-hour traffic
on the Belt Parkway by taking Flatlands to Pennsylvania Avenue,
hopping onto the Jackie Robinson Parkway and then to the Van Wyck
Expressway up to Northern Boulevard. The twenty-one-mile trip from
the 61st to his three-bedroom ranch house in Douglaston
is a thirty-five-minute commute under the best of circumstances. As
he passes Flushing Meadows Park and the ball field, Samson gives
thanks that the start of the baseball season is less than seven
weeks away.

Douglaston is located in that hazy area that was
either Queens or Long Island depending on a resident’s disposition.
For those who had migrated from Woodside, Astoria, Elmhurst and
Flushing, it was called Long Island, with all of the prestige the
title could muster. But for Samson, who was born and raised in
Bedford-Stuyvesant in Brooklyn, it was Queens. For Samson it was
important to be living in one of the five boroughs.

The move to the suburbs had great advantages. A
private residence with front and back yards and safe streets for
the kids. Alicia’s family nearby. Peace of mind. But it came at a
price. A long, nerve-wracking commute. A sense of isolation from
his fellow detectives. And a feeling of having abandoned a
neighborhood in need of help. It provided Samson with enough guilt
to have him working after-school athletic programs in Bushwick and
Bed-Sty at least two evenings every month.

Samson comes off Douglaston Parkway onto
235th Street and drives toward 41st Avenue
and Alley Pond Park. When he pulls into the driveway, his
five-year-old birthday girl runs out to meet him at the door.

 


 



 


 


THREE

 


Vota places the two bottles of Cabernet on the
liquor store counter and reaches for his wallet.

“Please tell me about the man who came in with the
calfskin gloves, Mr. Levine,” Vota says.

“He comes in quite often, but I can’t tell you his
name. He’s known on the street as Sully. I haven’t seen him since
he was in with the gloves and the hundred-dollar bill. That was
Wednesday night.”

“Any idea where this Sully lives?”

“As I told the desk sergeant, I’m sure he lives on
the streets. In the warmer weather I’ve seen him a few times
sleeping in vestibules along 86th Street,” says Levine.
“At this time of year, I imagine that he has found a place more
protected. It’s my understanding that some of the homeless use the
train station at 25th Avenue, but they wouldn’t show up
until the clerk at the token booth goes off at ten.”

“Thanks for your help,” says Vota, taking his change
and lifting the bagged wine bottles from the counter. “If Sully
comes in again, please call the Precinct. See if you can keep him
here, or persuade him to talk to us. Tell him there’s a reward
involved.”

 


 


Murphy arrives at the apartment building on Avenue S
after polishing off the entire meatball calzone with Ralph and
regretting the accomplishment. There is more activity than he had
expected. A uniformed officer at the building entrance directs
Murphy to apartment 2-D.

Officers Landis and Mendez are there, along with the
forensic team called down from the roof. The apartment is void of
furniture and looks freshly painted. A small, wood step stool sits
in the middle of the front room.

“What’s going on?” asks Murphy.

“Looks like this is where the boy was killed,” says
Mendez. “Looks like the killer carried him in through the
window.”

“From the fire escape in broad daylight?”

“Seems so. From the back of the building,” says
Landis, “and no one we’ve spoken with saw a thing.”

“Has this place been rented?” asks Murphy.

“Not yet,” says a woman coming out of one of the
bedrooms, “but a few people have come to look at it.”

Murphy looks to Officer Landis for a clue.

“Detective Marina Ivanov from the 60th,” Landis says
as she walks over to them. “Ivanov, meet Detective Murphy. Ivanov
was here earlier with Sam and Vota to talk with the woman who
discovered the body, and we called her back.”

“I tried to get descriptions of the three people who
came to look at the place,” says Ivanov, “but they’re all pretty
sketchy. The woman is still very upset.”

“Did she get any names? Anyone fill out papers?
Don’t you need a credit check to rent an apartment?”

“This is Gravesend, Murphy,” says Landis. “Credit
here is what you owe at the grocery across the street.”

“So, the boy is brought in here, maybe killed here
and then carried up to the roof. Is that the going theory?” asks
Murphy.

“At the moment,” says Landis.

“Why take the chance of being seen carrying the
body?”

“Couldn’t say,” says Landis, “unless he wanted the
body to be found sooner.”

“Or later,” says Mendez.

“So, what do we have here?” asks Murphy.

“We have a hypodermic needle for starters,” says
Mendez.

“This guy shot up while he was here with the
kid?”

No one had an answer.

“Then there was this,” says Mendez, leading Murphy
into the kitchen.

The numbers were written on the wall opposite the
open refrigerator in what appeared to be red crayon. One of the
forensic investigators was scraping a sample from the top of the
large five.

“71915? What the fuck is that supposed to be, a
date? A zip code? A fucking lottery number? What?”

Landis follows as Murphy storms back out into the
front room. A second investigator is dusting the door for
fingerprints. The calzone is hurling itself against the walls of
Murphy’s stomach. He wants to sit. He walks over to the wooden step
stool and sees the blood.

“And this?” asks Murphy.

“Has to be where he cut the boy,” says Mendez.

“Did what?”

“Didn’t Samson or Vota tell you about the boy’s
finger?”

“What finger?”

“The small finger of the right hand. The missing
finger,” says Landis.

 


 


Lucy Samson has just blown out the five candles on
her birthday cake and Samson is ready to cut into it when the
telephone rings. He hands the knife to his wife Alicia, and walks
over to take the call.

“Sorry to bother you at home, Lieutenant,” says
Kelly.

“No problem, Kelly, what have you got?”

“We got a call on a missing kid, a boy, eight years
old,” says the desk sergeant. “It sounds like it might be the one
you’re looking for.”

“Who called it in and when?”

“The mother, ten minutes ago.”

Samson looks at the kitchen wall clock.

“What took her so long?” he asks.

“She says she had to work late. She has another kid,
four-year-old girl, who stays with a neighbor. The boy was supposed
to go over there after school, but never showed up. There was some
cross-up in communication and the neighbor wasn’t expecting him.
When the mother arrived to pick up her children and discovered that
the boy wasn’t there, she called it in.”

“Does she know about the kid on the roof?”

“No.”

“What about the father?”

“He doesn’t live with them. They’re separated. We
got an address on him from the mother.”

“Damn it, I was hoping I’d know more from the
medical examiner about what happened up there before I had to deal
with parents,” says Samson.

“There is more. Murphy just got back. I’ll let him
fill you in.”

Kelly transfers the call and Murphy tells Samson
about the empty apartment and what was found there.

“What are you doing now?” asks Samson.

“I’m writing it up.”

“I mean, do you have plans?”

“I know better than to make plans on a Friday night,
Sam. What do you need?”

“Can you try to locate the father of the boy?”

“Sure.”

“I’m coming back in. I’ll see the mother. Check in
with Batman to find out if he has anything from the medical exam
and ask him to get the boy ready for a possible ID. Call me on my
cell phone after you speak to him.”

“Copy that.”

“Thanks, Tommy.”

“Like I have a choice,” says Murphy.

“Of course you have a choice,” says Samson.

 


 


“A fine dinner, Mrs. DiMarco, thank you.”

“You’re very welcome, Lou, it’s my pleasure.”

“We heard about the boy they found over on
10th Street, Lou,” says Sal DiMarco. “Were you
there?”

“Unfortunately, yes, but I can’t say much about it
yet.”

“How about coffee?” says Fran DiMarco, changing the
subject.

“Sounds great,” says Vota, and changing the subject
again he turns to Lorraine. “I may have a lead on the man who
lifted Johnny Colletti’s wallet the night your client Bobby Hoyle
was picked up.”

Vota tells her about his talk with Levine at the
liquor store.

“Can we go look for the homeless man tonight?” asks
Lorraine. “We have to get Bobby Hoyle out of Rikers before things
get worse for him. The kid is a mess.”

“Sure, we can go over to the train station after
ten, see who’s camping out.”

“What a terrible thought,” says Fran DiMarco,
bringing the espresso pot and pastries to the table.

No one disagrees.

 


 


Samson is using the Belt Parkway for the trip back
into Brooklyn. The evening is cold and damp; the traffic heading
toward Manhattan is mild. As he speeds past the Flatbush Avenue
exit his cell phone chirps. He would rather not answer the
call.

Samson is expecting Murphy on the other end of the
line, but is not entirely surprised to find Batman there.

“I’ll make it quick, I have two more to do tonight,”
says the medical examiner. “The boy was struck severely on the back
of the head. If it didn’t kill him, it definitely would have left
him unconscious. The hypodermic needle that was sent to me from the
scene contained pancuronium bromide. It’s a serious muscle
relaxant; you may have heard it referred to as Pavulon. It’s often
employed in hospitals to facilitate the use of artificial
respiratory devices during surgery. It shuts down the patient’s
normal breathing mechanisms. In this case, administered in large
dose by injection, it would make it impossible for the victim to
breathe.”

“The boy suffocated?”

“By all appearances. You saw his eyes.”

“Was it painful?”

“It would be something close to drowning; the trauma
would be more mental than physical.”

“How accessible is the drug?”

“Today, Sam, there is nothing you can’t get if you
look for it. This Pavulon, by the way, is used in lethal injections
in most prisons for capital offense executions. It’s what makes the
victims appear so calm and remain silent while they are strapped
onto the gurney. The drug renders the victim literally
speechless.”

“Tell me about his hand.”

“The boy’s finger was removed postmortem, if it’s
any consolation. I’m guessing a pair of shears. Something was used
to cauterize the wound, to stop the bleeding.”

Samson has heard more than enough, but he needs
more.

“What about the boy’s cheek?” he asks.

“The cuts were deliberate. As I said earlier at the
scene, I’m guessing a sharp razor knife, the kind used for layout
and design. Maybe a scalpel, but less likely.”

Samson waits for the bad news, though he suspects
that he knows already.

“It’s a message of some kind. Two letters, J and
G.”

Samson feels a chill run through his entire body; he
recalls the disappointment in the eyes of his two young daughters
as he left the birthday celebration to attend to this thankless
business.

“I’m on my way to see a woman who may be this boy’s
mother and may be bringing her over for identification,” says
Samson. “Somehow, we miraculously avoided the press this afternoon.
I don’t want anyone getting wind of the missing finger or the cuts
on the face. I hate the idea, but we need to hide it from the
mother.”

“I’ll take care of it,” says Wayne.

 


 


Joe Campo has decided to treat his wife to a movie.
It is a damp, chilly evening, but they agree to walk the five
blocks to the Marlboro Theater on Bay Parkway from their home on
West 9th Street.

Holding hands.

As they walk, Joe Campo thinks back to his
childhood. When he and Carlo and Eddie walked West 10th
Street to the same movie theater for Saturday matinees. When there
was only one screen, not four. When the boys went equipped with
hot, homemade hero sandwiches of veal and eggplant parmigiana. When
the price of admission was twenty-five cents. When they watched the
now classic Universal horror films like Creature from the Black
Lagoon and an audience packed with preteens screamed in unison
every time the Creature raised his huge claw from the dark
depths.

The films today were far more terrifying, telling
unfathomable tales of current-day creatures who committed
unthinkable atrocities. And still more horrifying were the
creatures of the real world that these contemporary movies
attempted to represent and failed to explain. Tonight, the Campos
have chosen a romantic comedy. Lighter fare. But even modern comedy
had an uneasy edge that has Joe Campo pining for Tracy and
Hepburn.

 


 


Tony Territo pulls up in front of the Velvet Lounge
on New Utrecht Avenue in Borough Park. Sammy Leone moves toward the
Jeep Cherokee from his post in front of the busy nightclub. Territo
climbs out of the car and meets Sammy halfway.

“Where’s the Beemer?”

“In the shop. I’m already very late,” says Territo,
“and my wife is waiting to serve dinner. What do you need?”

“The old man is inside. He wants to talk.”

“About what?”

“About how you managed to get his nephew
killed.”

“I had nothing to do with what happened to
Johnny.”

“The kid was trying to pinch a vintage Mustang; the
old man seems to think the kid was working for you.”

“I don’t deal with antiques. And Colletti knows it.
And no disrespect, but I wouldn’t let that kid wash a car for me,
let alone steal one.”

“Tell it to the old man,” says Leone. “Wait
here.”

Leone walks over to the entrance and opens the door.
As he goes in, the deafening sound of a band covering an old
Rolling Stones song spills out into the street.

Territo lights a cigarette and looks at his watch.
He knows he’s going to catch hell from his wife. After a few
minutes, Dominic Colletti walks out of the lounge. The old man
tells Territo what he expects and how much he would hate to be
disappointed.

Territo knows enough to hold his tongue.

Ten minutes later, Tony Territo is tearing up
65th Street. Racing home to placate his wife and to call
his father.

 


 


Murphy has located the apartment building on Ocean
Parkway where Paul Ventura is said to reside. He parks at a fire
hydrant in front and enters the lobby. He finds the buzzer for
apartment 6-R and pushes twice. He listens for a sound from the
intercom speaker, wondering how he is going to tell the man that a
dead boy on a roof may have been his son. After thirty seconds,
Murphy presses the buzzer again, three times. He returns to his car
and calls Samson.

 


 


Samson takes the Bay Parkway exit and finds the
house on 81st Street, just across Stillwell Avenue from
the public school. He pulls into a parking space a few doors down
and switches on the dome light. Samson looks down at the notes he
took from Sergeant Kelly on Mary Ventura, whose missing son may
have been the boy on the roof.

Twenty-seven years old. Two children. William,
eight. Wendy, four. Separated from her husband, three months. Mary
sells and rents co-op apartments out of a real estate office on
Third Avenue in Bay Ridge.

She answers the door holding the young girl in her
arms. Her face is streaked with tears.

“Mrs. Ventura,” he says, softly. “I’m Detective
Samson from the 61st Precinct.”

“Have they found Billy?” she asks.

“May I come in?”

He follows her into the house and then into the
kitchen.

She offers him a seat at the table. She offers
coffee. He accepts both. She places the girl down; the child hangs
on to her dress. She pours two cups and sits across from Samson,
taking the child into her lap.

“May I ask you a few questions?”

“You haven’t answered mine,” she says.

She reaches to a wallet on the table, opens it and
removes a photograph. She hands it across to Samson.

“Billy,” she says.

He glances at the photograph and somehow manages to
look back up into her eyes.

“I’m deeply sorry.”

 


 


Murphy has been sitting in his car, the engine
running to fuel the heater, Cat Stevens on the stereo. He calls
Samson’s cell number.

“Nothing yet, Sam, want me to hang?”

“I’ll send a couple of uniforms over. Wait for them
and then go home.”

“Was it the Ventura kid?”

“Yes. The mother insisted she drive herself. She’s
following me now to Coney Island Hospital. She doesn’t believe that
her husband would harm the child, but we need to find out where
he’s been.”

“I don’t mind staying,” says Murphy.

“That’s okay, just wait there for the uniforms, I
know it’s your weekend off, but I’ll probably need you tomorrow
morning. Sorry.”

“Sure. Just call me.”

 


 


The Territos finally sit down to dinner. Barbara
Territo is complaining about the roast drying up in the oven.
Thirteen-year-old Anthony Jr. is complaining about how hungry he
is. Brenda, sixteen, would rather skip the whole thing altogether
and get over to the party at her friend Diane’s house. All Tony
Territo can think about is what old man Colletti had the fucking
balls to say to him outside the Velvet Lounge. And about how his
father, Vincent Territo, was making Tony wait until morning to
discuss the situation.

 


 


Mary Ventura looks at the body of her son from the
other side of a large glass pane. It is very much like the one she
looked through when he was a newborn infant in the nursery in this
same hospital.

Batman has done a fine job. He has covered the
facial cuts with makeup and turned the carved side of the face away
from the window. Dr. Wayne has covered the boy’s body with a stark,
white sheet to hide the small hands.

She begs to be allowed into the room to hold her
boy. Samson has to choke out the refusal.

Finally he manages to tear her away from the window,
reminding her that her little girl is waiting for her at the
nurses’ station above.

As he drives back to Douglaston, Samson realizes
that he is very angry.

 


 


Vota and Lorraine arrive at the 25th
Avenue train station shortly after ten and climb the stairs to the
platform. A woman sits on a bench, positioning a small cloth bag
she will use as a pillow. There is a large suitcase tied with a
short piece of clothesline to her wrist. She wears a pair of work
boots, at least two sizes too big for her feet, the laces wrapped
around the legs of her pants at least three times and tied in
front.

She is about to lie down when they walk up to
her.

“Don’t hurt me,” she says.

“We’re looking for Sully,” Vota says.

“Are you his brother?”

“No.”

“He’s always talking about his brother, you know,
how his brother is going to come for him and take him home.”

Lorraine cannot help staring at this woman. The
woman is very close to Lorraine’s own age.

“Can you tell us where Sully is?” asks Vota.

“Are you buying?”

Lorraine reaches into her purse and removes a
twenty-dollar bill. She hands it to the woman.

“Wow, you must want him bad. What’s he done?”

“Nothing,” says Detective Vota. “We just need to
talk with him.”

“He should be back Sunday night. He went up to the
Bronx to visit a friend for the weekend.”

“Do you know the address?”

“Sure. The Kingsbridge Road train station near the
end of the D Line.”

“Okay, thanks for your help,” says Vota, as he takes
Lorraine’s arm to turn and leave.

Lorraine pulls up short and turns to the woman.

“What’s your name?” Lorraine asks.

“Annie. Annie from Bay 38th.”

Back down on the street, Vota starts the car and
then turns to Lorraine beside him.

“I’ll just be a minute,” he says.

He goes to the trunk and pulls out a heavy green
wool blanket and walks back up the stairs of the train station.

When he drapes the blanket over the woman’s body,
she is already asleep.

 


 


When he had left the roof that afternoon, after he
had carried the dead boy’s body up to the top of the building, he
had walked calmly down the four flights of stairs and out of the
front door of the apartment house. He had been in the building for
close to forty-five minutes and had seen no one.

No one, it seems, had seen him.

He crossed West 10th Street and walked
the one block to West 11th, where his car was parked at
the end of the street facing Avenue S. He pulled away from the
curb, turned right onto S and headed east. He slowed the car
briefly to take a last look up at the apartment building as he
passed.

As he turned onto the street where he lived, he saw
a car up ahead crossing the avenue. It was the skis on the roof
rack of the vehicle that caught his eye. He continued past his
house to the corner at 6th Avenue.

He stopped at the intersection and watched the other
car double-park in front of a small house. A male driver left the
vehicle running and walked up to the door. A moment later, a woman
came out carrying a suitcase and a pair of ski boots. He drove
across the avenue and passed the double-parked car as the man
loaded the luggage into the trunk. The woman climbed into the
passenger seat.

He drove back around to his house and pulled into
the driveway. He took a cloth tool satchel from the car seat and
entered his house. He removed a small plastic bag from the satchel
and placed it into the refrigerator’s freezer compartment.

He poured himself a tall glass of Scotch and set to
work at the kitchen sink, washing the small pruning shears and
dropping the empty drug vial and what was left of the red crayon
into the garbage disposal.

He took his drink and went to his son’s room.

 


 


Later that night, he walks to the house on the next
street where he had seen the couple leave earlier for what he felt
confident was a weekend on a ski slope upstate or in Vermont. It
was exactly what he needed, a place that would be empty until at
least Sunday morning.

He carries the tool satchel and hides a long pry bar
under his coat.

The night is damp and foggy, creating eerie haloes
around the lamps of the light poles on both sides of
69th Street.

Tall trees also line the street. Oak. Maple. Apple.
Cherry. Elm. Nearly every kind of hardwood tree grows in Brooklyn.
Aside from a few lonely evergreens, the trees are bare, leafless.
Through the fog, the branches appear to be long, menacing arms and
tentacles, reminding him of creatures in the picture books
scattered across the floor of his son’s room. He wonders about the
fascination that children have with monsters, about the strange
attraction adults have to fear.

He walks silently up the dark alley between Bay
Ridge Avenue and 68th Street to the rear of the empty
house. He passes through the gate of a tall cedar fence, crosses
the small back yard and reaches the door that comes off the
kitchen. He quickly pries open the lock and finds the door held by
a short chain. He uses the pry bar to break the chain, closes the
unlocked door, leaves the satchel behind a small hedgerow under the
window and walks back home.

He walks into his son’s room and sets the alarm
clock.

He sits on the floor and reaches for a coloring
book.

A tree branch taps against the window.

 


 


Detective Murphy sits in his three-room apartment on
Marine Avenue in Bay Ridge, not far from the Fort Hamilton Army
Base at the Brooklyn foot of the Verrazano Bridge. The fort was
built to protect the Narrows, the long waterway connecting the
Atlantic Ocean to the New York City Harbor.

Murphy swallows the last of his fourth bottle of
Samuel Adams lager while the beat-up sofa tries to swallow him. He
is half-watching Jay Leno interviewing someone Murphy can’t quite
place.

It is past two in the morning.

Murphy wonders what kind of losers are up at this
hour watching the repeat of a TV program that wasn’t worth the time
or effort when it aired three hours earlier the same evening.
Realizing that he is doing just that, Murphy turns his attention to
Ralph.

“I should be out with a redhead on my arm,” Murphy
says, “painting the town the color of her hair. Instead, I’m
sucking down beer that tastes as if it was in and out of the cooler
at Maury’s Deli at least three times, being slowly devoured by this
fucking sorry excuse for a piece of furniture and complaining to
you.”

Ralph has no comment.

 


 


Three weeks earlier, Murphy had spent his birthday
in much the same way.

On that mid-January evening he had made it to Joe’s
Bar and Grill on Avenue U just in time to be on hand when Augie
Sena dropped a full keg of beer on his own leg, breaking Augie’s
limb in two places.

At just about this time on his thirty-fourth
birthday, Murphy had been sitting in a hospital emergency room
while doctors worked on Augie’s leg.

Looking into the vacant eyes of a man who had just
lost his child.

Hell of a way to celebrate.

 


 


Murphy extracts himself from the spongy sofa with
the intention of collecting another bottle of the ruined beer from
his refrigerator.

One look at Ralph lets him know that his best friend
needs a walk in the park.

Murphy and his dog walk past John Paul Jones Park
toward the Shore Road promenade. A heavy fog engulfs the ancient
cannon and the stack of cannonballs left over from another
revolution.

They walk down to the water’s edge.

Murphy can hear the scurrying of small animals in
the dense bushes.

Ralph is all ears.

Murphy stands at the railing, gazing out at the
bridge while Ralph chases shadows.

The massive, concrete piling is the tomb of a
luckless construction worker who fell and disappeared into a molten
grave. Another immigrant who came to build a new world.

Murphy looks out across to Staten Island, once only
accessible by ferry. Beyond the island, New Jersey and California
and all of those unknown places in between.

And beyond, the Pacific and all of those unknowable
places that Murphy has only read about.

Murphy takes an unsung pride in the fact that people
from nearly every foreign land beyond both seas have come here,
have carried their children, their hopes and their dreams to
Brooklyn.

The Narrows beats up against the rocky shoreline
below.

 


 


The alarm wakes him at two-thirty in the morning. He
finds himself on the floor of his son’s room. Surrounded by
toys.

He tries not to think about the other boy, the boy
he had to kill and leave up on the cold roof.

He washes his face with cool water from the kitchen
sink and goes out to his car.

He reaches the dairy on Ralph Avenue as the young
man is leaving to begin his route. He follows, always staying at
least a block behind and waiting out of sight each time the truck
makes a stop for deliveries.

He knows this route very well by now.

He wants to be sure he has chosen the best spot to
do what he needs to do the following night.

 


 



 


 


FOUR

 


The following day. Break of dawn. Detective Murphy
is coordinating a house-to-house canvas that will cover West
10th Street between Avenue T and Highlawn Avenue and
Avenue S between West 9th and West 11th.
Landis and Mendez are there in addition to four uniforms borrowed
from traffic control. Fewer parking tickets will be issued this
morning. Fewer residents will sleep as late as they planned to
sleep on a Saturday morning.
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