



  [image: cover]






  

    

  




  Dorothy Uhnak and The Murder Room




  ››› This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.




  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the

  emerging science of detection; now we are obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters

  of second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which

  have been out of print for decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally

  ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. ›››
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  Chapter One




  CHRISTIE OPARA sat in the small seat outside the empty motorman’s cab of the nearly deserted, post-rush hour, downtown IRT local. Her

  shoulder was pressed against the warm steel wall and her long slim legs, bound by faded green dungarees, tensed against the pitch and sway of the train. Her bare feet felt moist and itchy in the

  ragged black sneakers as they pressed against the floor. Her hands rested lightly on her schoolbooks and she felt herself becoming part of the motion and monotony of the all-encasing speed which,

  unmeasured by landscape or anything else framed by the small dirty window facing her, gave no feeling of speed.




 The train jerked to an unanticipated stop and Christie’s right hand shot out to catch the shoulder bag which slid off her left arm. She caught it before it hit the floor, then biting her

  lower lip in annoyance, she leaned forward and collected the books and papers which had fallen between her feet. Although the shoulder bag hadn’t opened and there was not the slightest

  possibility that anything had fallen from it, Christie’s fingers automatically slid into the bag and identified each item: the small makeup case, the wad of tissues, sunglasses, ball-point

  pen, the rough textured butt of her .32 service revolver, the collection of keys on her rabbit’s foot chain, the small spiral notebook, then, finally, beneath everything else, the small

  leather case that held her detective shield.




  She snapped the case open within the depths of the bag and through habit, her fingers traced the embossed lettering: New York City Police Department, then sliding over the word

  “Detective,” she lightly touched the four numbers “4754” which were cut into the small rectangle at the lower edge of the shield.




  Christie dropped the leather case and pulled her hand free. Absently, she pushed the long, dark blond bangs from her forehead and her fingers wandered through the thick, short hair. It was a

  fruitless attempt to look a little less disheveled and actually, she looked exactly the way she was supposed to look for this assignment.




  At twenty-six, Christie Opara, with her slight, flat-chested, long-legged and almost hipless body and still freckled face, devoid of any makeup except for an excessive amount of white eyeshadow

  and black eyeliner, appeared to be the bored, desultory twenty-year-old college student she was impersonating. It hadn’t been too difficult for her to edge her way into the group at City

  College. Christie had a talent for picking up not only patterns of speech and gesture, but the more subtle attitudes and postures which could make her an almost faceless, yet vaguely accepted and

  unsuspected member of any particular gathering. Her presence at City College was for the purpose of identifying and arresting the source of LSD-saturated sugar cubes. This morning, in a particular

  corner of the school cafeteria, Christie and certain other students with whom she had established a casual and easy rapport, were prepared to purchase these cubes at five dollars each.




  It had been a long investigation, requiring over four weeks of careful, tedious work and she was glad it was coming to a climax. It had been even more tiresome and routine for the four other

  members of the squad working with her, for as Christie supplied them with names of the students involved, they had to check each suspect’s background from the exact moment of birth up to and

  including the present day.




  Ordinarily, this would have been a routine case for Narcotics, so the mere fact that it was being handled by the D.A.’s Special Investigations Squad meant that one of the students was

  “somebody’s” son or daughter and that meant things were to be handled tactfully. The arrest this morning was to be effected so discreetly that the prospective purchasers

  would not even be aware of what had happened to their supplier.




  Christie adjusted her body against the hard wicker seat and tried to figure out which student was “somebody’s” offspring. She gave up the attempt in irritation. Although she

  was instrumental in this investigation and was to be credited with the arrest, Supervising Assistant District Attorney Casey Reardon did not see fit to tell her exactly which student’s

  presence in the group had caused the case to be bucked to the D.A.’s Squad. After nearly a year of working for Reardon, Christie knew she should be able to accept the way he ran things: he

  asked the questions, his people supplied the answers. Period. She knew Reardon considered his selection of her as the only female detective in his squad of sixteen men a very great compliment. It

  was the only compliment he had extended to date. No matter how competently she accomplished any of her assignments his reaction was always the same: she did only what was expected of her.




  Christie hadn’t noticed the sound of the door between the connecting cars slide open or even felt the rush of air, but the door was slammed shut with a loud metallic clanging at the same

  instant that a shrill, piercing voice streaked through the car.




  “In-the-midst-of-Life-we-are-in-Death! I-am-the-Resurrection-and-the-Light! I-am-God-and-you-shall-know-me-or-you-shall-perish!”




  Startled by the sound and then by the presence before her, Christie looked up directly into the angry, somewhat glazed eyes of the small man. He was dark and the bones shone through the tightly

  stretched skin of his face. His body was covered by a huge, dirty white sandwich board which was emblazoned in jagged red and blue lettering: “Repent! His Day is at Hand! I am Life! I am

  Death!” He whirled around sharply and before her eyes was a terrible Christ-head, badly drawn and colored in furious streaks of poster paint and yet, incredibly, the face was his: the thin

  bony cheeks and dark glaring eyes.




  The man spun about again, his words now a spate of hissing Spanish. A thin brown hand, roped with blue veins, was thrust from beneath the sandwich board as though to conduct the cadence of his

  words. Christie sought his eyes but they were focused on some far-off vision of his own. The train lurched to a stop. The doors slid open. A few passengers boarded the car, warily eyeing the now

  silent and motionless little man and his sandwich board. They carefully found seats at the far end of the car and bent over their morning newspapers.




  When the doors closed, the man, as though a switch had clicked inside of him, issued forth with a terrible wailing sound. His hand rose up again and his eyes, burning with frenzy, saw no one. As

  though he did not exist, no one seemed to see him. He stopped speaking as abruptly as he had begun. A smile pulled his tan lips and his eyes narrowed over some secret which seemed to give him great

  pleasure. His right hand disappeared beneath his board, then emerged waving a small American flag with a golden tassel. He clicked his heels together smartly, nodded his head twice and marched down

  the length of the car.




  After a moment of silence, his voice ripped through the car again in his steady, high chant, “In-the-midst-of-Life-we-are-in-Death! I-am-the-Resurrection-and-the-Light!

  I-am-God-and-you-shall-know-me-or-you-shall-perish!”




  Christie Opara’s fingers tightened along the edge of her textbooks and she tried to force the insistent words from her brain. She didn’t need anyone to tell her about death. Not

  today. Not on Friday, May 6: Mike’s birthday. Thirty years old. He would have been thirty years old if he hadn’t been killed when he was twenty-five years old.




  She forced her teeth together and raised her chin so that her face was tilted toward the dim light overhead. She breathed the words into her lungs: in the midst of life. Mike was not in the

  midst of life: he had been life and now he did not exist. Christie closed her eyes tightly but that did not ease the reopened wound anymore than her resolution not to notice his birth date

  each May. She strained against the darkness of her eyelids forcing all images away, trying not to try, just to let it come to her: the fullness of him. But only a flat photographic likeness, unreal

  and untrue, engraved into her memory by hours of staring at black and white snapshots, appeared. Not the essence of him, not the feel, touch, sense, life of him. She felt a wave of panic. She could

  not remember what her dead husband looked like.




  At twenty-six, Christie was older than Mike had ever been or ever would be. She had become a member of the Police Department because of him. Together, Mike had said, they might become the

  Department’s first husband and wife team. They could make a real contribution in the area of preventive work among juvenile delinquents. Now, nearly five years after his death at the hands of

  a juvenile narcotics addict, she was a second-grade detective on her way to an assignment involving addicts. Christie shook her head; no. They’re not addicts. Reardon had explained that LSD

  users were not addicts in the true sense of the word.




  Christie inhaled sharply and opened her eyes. She was being studied by a middle-aged woman seated diagonally across from her. She was a heavy woman, obviously encased in bulky corsets beneath

  her two-piece navy-blue crepe dress. The woman regarded the torn black sneakers, the long slender legs covered by taut faded green denims, the black cotton turtleneck and finally the face of the

  young woman, with that particular expression middle-aged people reserve for the new and terrible generation. The woman’s eyes, when they met Christie’s, encountered an expression of

  such cold and unanticipated hostility that her lips twitched compulsively and her head ducked back into her Reader’s Digest.




  Christie stood up abruptly and walked into the vestibule of the train, leaning her narrow body hard against the steel panel. She stared, unseeing, through the smudged window as the tunnel wall

  raced past and by a conscious, deliberate and fierce act of will, forced herself into the reality of the moment. She glanced at her wristwatch and tried to remember whether it was running four

  minutes slow or four minutes fast. Not that it really mattered; she had plenty of time. Nine-fifteen, more or less.




  Nine-fifteen. That meant Nora and Mickey would be on their way to Mr. Stone’s house for their guitar lesson. Christie’s eyes traced the image of her small, round mother-in-law

  against the flat green panel in front of her. Nora Opara, white-haired and pink-faced and filled with as much vitality as her tireless little grandson. Christie smiled at the thought of her son,

  Mickey, biting his lip in concentration as Nora guided his small, inexperienced hands over the chords.




  Again, she looked at her watch. She was getting a little tense, which was good, because that meant she was getting involved and that was essential. She pushed her feet out along the scarred

  floor, the base of her spine supporting most of her weight. She lowered her head and stared, expressionless, into the car. She began to feel the character, build the mood, go along with it, so that

  by the time the subway train would arrive at 23rd Street, she would emerge completely transformed into the particular identity required of her. She would be ready to play it.




  


    

  




  Chapter Two




  MURRAY ROGOFF stood on the subway platform and pressed his shoulder hard against the lumpy steel rivets which protruded every six inches down the

  length of the black-green pillar, trying to concentrate with every fiber of his body and mind on just that one sensation: that one uncomfortable physical contact, because concentrating on just one

  particular sensation, he could slow down the steadily building panic which must not be allowed to control him. He visualized the impressions that were being dug into his shoulder and down the hard

  muscles of his long arm: they would be concave and white at first, the blood forced from the area and then, later, if he pressed hard enough, there would be small reddish-blue bruises at the center

  of each point of contact. He forced his shoulder cruelly against the pillar but the pain did not stop the questions: how had he come to be here on this station? How long had he been standing here?

  Why was he here?




  Why was he here? That, of course, was the question he must destroy with the strength of his body. His strength was so great, his body so powerful and so responsive to the demands he made

  on it, that Murray considered for a moment what would happen if the steel pillar could no longer resist his efforts. Shifting his body, Rogoff pressed his hip and thigh and calf and foot against

  the pillar and a small grunt escaped his lips. He could feel within himself a low growling sound, a steady rumbling sound which started at the soles of his feet and vibrated upwards through his

  body. He slowly realized that the sound was not coming from himself. A subway train was echoing far down the black tunnel and the sound changed: it grew and swelled and the long shining tracks

  reflected the light which preceded the entrance of the train into the station.




  Rogoff backed around the pillar and stood behind it, easily flattening his body so that he was part of the steel which held the station together. He pulled the plaid peaked cap down firmly over

  his forehead, feeling the leather band constrict the steady beating pulse at his temples. Hearing the subway car so close to him, emitting strange noises like some huge animal, breathing and

  gasping, Rogoff impulsively came from his hiding place and bent forward and through his thick glasses he saw a face staring blankly out of a window. It was a sleepy, vacant, dazed subway-face, but

  the eyes, confronting him, suddenly blinked rapidly and were alerted by a strange and urgent alarm. The doors of the train slid closed and the face inside the train gaping at him—it was an

  old man’s face—triggered within Rogoff an anger and he lurched toward the window and pressed his face against the sticky warm glass and the old man recoiled in terror, as though some

  missile had been hurled at him. The train, moving from the station, flung Rogoff back against the pillar and he stood, hunched now, breathing shallowly, trying to fill his lungs, to hold down the

  pounding anger within his chest.




  He yanked the cap off his head, jamming it under his armpit, and rubbed a calloused palm over his thick-skinned naked skull. His eyes ached and burned beneath the safety of his glasses. He took

  them off and, knowing he would only make the pain worse, he dug his fingers into his unprotected eyes anyway. With the edge of his dirty tan cotton-knit shirt, he scrubbed at the lenses, then at

  the special plastic sides which fitted firmly to the contours of his temples, like a welder’s eyeshields, helping to build essential moisture inside his lashless and tearless eyes.




  There was a clattering of running feet and the excited laughing voices of a young couple. Murray watched them, concealed behind the pillar. They were holding hands and gasping and pressing and

  bumping their bodies against each other. He wondered what the boy was whispering into the girl’s ear. Or was he merely nuzzling her, tasting her, getting the smell and feel and breath of her?

  She was fat and cinched in at the waist by a narrow belt and her hips were lumpy, but the boy, skinny and sharp-boned, dug his hands into her flesh eagerly.




  Murray locked his eyes within the enclosure of his glasses but he could not close out their sounds: heavy, thick obvious sounds. He jammed his cap over his ears, then pressed his hands against

  the fabric, listening only to the hollow roar within his head.




  All he had to do now was to let himself fill completely with the craving he had tried to hold down. Let it rise upwards through him from his loins with the sharp tentacles of need wrapping

  around his stomach and clenching like tight fists over his heart and lungs so that his breath came painfully hard and his heart throbbed in sharp stabbing bursts. His mind dissolved fully into his

  body as it had so many times before, bringing him into the night-quiet streets where the shadows would conceal him; into parks, where he could hunch his body behind shrubs in some lonely spot and

  watch and wait.




  And sometimes, like now, when the bright sun cleared the streets of hiding places, the terrible need would send him into the still-cool damp closeness of a deserted subway station where he would

  watch the stairways and the passageways and the passing trains. For something.




  The lust sharpened his brain with its demands, destroying all other thought. It raced through his blood, touching all parts of his body, but crystallizing into a shrewd awareness which he

  recognized and was willing to accept. It would not be satisfied now. That would come later, the complete and wonderful and joyous emptying of himself. But it could be sated and

  relieved.




  Murray Rogoff watched the flashing lights of the train approaching the station and he moved to the edge of the platform because he knew that he had to get on the train. And, without thought, he

  knew why.




  


    

  




  Chapter Three




  CHRISTIE STARED vacantly into the darkness that slid past the window of the vestibule, leaning her body into the steel corner. She didn’t realize that she had been

  aware of the large figure approaching her until the man entered the vestibule, hesitated at the door leading to the next car, then, looking at her, dropped his hand from the brass handle and moved

  into the corner of the vestibule diagonally across from her. She had seen him in an automatic, encompassing glance down the length of the car, her mind not particularly registering the tall,

  lumbering figure: neither wary nor curious. But now, the man, hovering in the semi-darkness, pressing himself into a corner, came sharply into focus.




  Christie felt herself tensing, the old familiar readiness, that peculiar sense of warning which started at the back of her throat and ran downwards into her stomach. She breathed easily and

  steadily trying to slow down the quickening senses of her body. She shifted her books to her left hand: her right hand was free now and rested lightly on the flap of her shoulder bag. Not looking

  at the man, her face averted from him, she could see his body reflected in the window of the car door directly to her right. The small vestibule was filled with his presence: by the heavy,

  deep-breathing, living sound of him and the pervasive, acid odor of him. Christie’s eyes scanned the length of the car, darting along both sides of the nearly empty, past-rush hour, downtown

  local. There were five, maybe six, passengers, each carefully avoiding contact with anyone else: faces vacantly regarding the colorful advertisements or heads bent over morning newspapers.




  Even without directly observing him, Christie knew the man was a degenerate. It was the kind of knowledge that she had absorbed day after day in the movie houses, the parks, along the side

  streets near schools, an awareness as intangible but as definite as a radar flash. There was a small, sharp, breathy sound from the corner where he stood: the man was exposing himself. With

  certain, harsh clarity, Christie acknowledged two facts: the man was a degenerate performing a degenerate act; she was on her way to an assignment where four Squad members awaited her arrival and

  she could take no official action.




  Without a sound, without another glance toward him, without any indication that she had been even slightly aware of him, Christie moved casually from the vestibule and entered the car, sitting

  halfway down the length of wicker seats, on the left side of the train so that she faced the empty portion of the vestibule. She felt a helpless anger. None of the passengers in the car was aware

  of the man in the vestibule; nor, for that matter, would they have acted any differently had they been aware of him. Christie sat stiffly, eyes averted from the end of the car, regretting her

  inability to act. The train pulled into the station and she glanced toward the vestibule. He had not exited.




  Two small girls entered the car by the center door. Dressed in crisply identical uniforms of navy-blue school jumpers, white blouses, little blue bow ties and berets, emblazoned in gold with

  school emblems, the children were chattering excitedly and clutching their schoolbooks to them.




  Sit down, sit down; oh, come on, little girls, sit down. Christie pleaded with them silently but their skinny legs couldn’t stand still. Radiantly alive in the deadness of the yellow-lit

  subway car, their bright faces overly animated compared to the sleepy dullness of the older passengers, the children seemed unable to settle down. Looking up and down the subway car, trying to

  decide in which direction they should go, they turned and headed toward the vestibule.




  Christie moved rapidly toward the subway map at the end of the car. The man had switched sides: he was leaning into the corner, facing into the car now, waiting. The two young schoolgirls,

  trying to get their footing as the car lurched into a turn, moved toward him.




  Acting swiftly now, as the small girls approached the vestibule, Christie turned from the map, confronting them, blocking their way and their view into the vestibule. Confused, the two children

  tried to walk past her, but Christie, with the graceful force of her body, spun them about so casually that no one but the children was aware of her actions. “Stay out of there,” she

  commanded in so low and harsh a whisper that the children, startled, didn’t look back at her, but took seats midway down the car.




  In a determined motion, Christie, her hand extracting her detective shield from the small pocket inside the shoulder bag, pushed the schoolbooks under her arm, transferred the shield to her left

  hand, right hand free. She moved swiftly into the vestibule, confronting the man directly.




  “Police officer,” she said quietly, the flash of shield confirming her words. “You’re under arrest.” Her right hand grasped the man’s belt, her fingers

  twisted into the leather. Her eyes searched for his face, hidden somewhere beneath the plaid cap and strange goggles. “Close your trousers. We’re getting off at the next station.”

  Standing close to the man, she was sickeningly aware of his size. Her voice wavered and she spoke lower. “I have a gun in my pocketbook. I don’t want to use it, but that will be up to

  you.”




  The man’s hands moved and he zipped his trousers. Wordlessly, he seemed to be regarding her but Christie could not see his features. She was only conscious of the massiveness of his body

  and she swallowed dryly as the station slid into place outside the door. Still grasping his belt, she tugged at him and he exited with her through the opened door.




  “Nice and easy,” she intoned. It was more of a prayer than a command, but the man, stooping forward slightly, obeyed her. No one else got off the train and the station seemed

  deserted. Christie, with a sinking sensation, heard the doors close behind her, felt the rumble as the train pulled away from the station. She looked about with an empty feeling and stepped away

  from the edge of the platform and the very real possibility of being tossed against the rapidly moving train. With her still holding his belt and him still obeying every tug and direction, they

  moved against the wall. Down the far end of the station was a tall, easy-moving figure in a blue uniform. A Transit Patrolman. The patrolman stiffened curiously, approaching them now, his chin

  raised in question. Christie directed her prisoner to place his hands against the tile wall, high over his head, feet apart and well back, his weight balanced on his fingertips. She slid her left

  foot sideways against his left toe, feeling her schoolbooks edging from beneath her arm.




  The policeman, as tall, but lighter than the prisoner, was beside them.




  “What’s this all about?” he asked warily. Christie could sense the sharpening of the policeman. She unclenched her left hand, the shield pressed against the flesh of her palm,

  aware that the officer was making a curious appraisal of her levis and sweater and sneakers.




  “I’m Detective Opara, District Attorney’s Squad. I just took this man off the train—indecent exposure.”




  The policeman was very young; his face was as pink and smooth as those of the two small schoolgirls. He whistled softly in admiration and surprise. “He’s a big one.” He

  measured himself against the height and bulk of the prisoner, then quickly, expertly, the Transit Patrolman ran his hands down the length of Murray Rogoff, shaking his head. “He’s

  clean. Turn around, fella, let’s see what you look like.”




  Rogoff obediently turned and faced the two police officers, his hands dangling at his sides. His face was still obscured by the cap which rested on the edge of his glasses. The young policeman

  squinted, peering for a better look, then asked Christie, “He give you any trouble?”




  Christie glanced at her watch and moved back a few steps. She signaled the cop nearer to her and spoke quickly and quietly. The policeman’s eyes remained riveted on the prisoner. “He

  hasn’t caused me any trouble yet, but he’s going to. Look, officer, I’m on an assignment. I’m supposed to be down at City College in about fifteen minutes. I’m on a

  set-up.” Watching the clean, intense young profile, Christie clenched her teeth, then said, “Officer, this fellow is an 1140; have you ever had an 1140?”




  “No, ma’am,” he answered, his eyes not leaving Rogoff. “In fact, this is my first collar. I mean, I’ll get an assist, won’t I?”




  Christie took a deep breath and the words came out without pause. “Look, how’d you like the collar? Your first pinch, as a gift. He’s yours.”




  The policeman’s eyes left the prisoner for just an instant; his face stiffened. “How’s that?”




  Trying to read his profile again, Christie said, “I’m on an assignment. Something very important, for the D.A. We have four men staked out, waiting for me to make a connection, in

  just about fifteen minutes. We’ve been on this case for nearly a month and today’s the day.” She realized her voice was getting a little shaky. There was an intelligent

  awareness about the young patrolman that unnerved her. Not stopping to measure his reaction, she continued, “When he got off the train he was exposed—you saw that when you approached

  us, right?”




  The cop’s bright face was a frozen mask; the eyes, like two points of ice, stayed on hers now. “I didn’t see him exposed. I can’t make the collar. You’re the

  arresting officer. I have no complainant and I can’t take him on observation because I didn’t see him exposed: you did. He’s your prisoner. I’m

  assisting.”




  Christie’s breath exploded into an irritated whistle between her teeth. She could hear a train approaching from the tunnel. All she wanted was to get on that train and ride one more stop

  to where she was supposed to be: to where the Squad men were waiting for her.




  “All right, officer, my mistake. I thought you had observed him. So you didn’t. Look, I’ll tell you what. He’s been a nice, quiet fellow. He isn’t going to give me

  any trouble. You go on with your patrol. There might be a mugger or something down the south end of the station. Why don’t you just go about your job and I’ll take care of this,

  okay?”




  “No good,” he said in a voice so familiar to her: the voice of every cop who knew he was being conned. “He’s a prisoner. You placed him under arrest. His next stop is the

  precinct, which you know better than I do, officer. If he was to dump you or something, that would be my responsibility.”




  With a feeling close to despair, Christie watched a train pull into the station, saw the doors slide open and then shut; watched it leave the station heading toward 23rd Street . . . without

  her.




  The Transit Patrolman had a firm grasp on Rogoff’s arm now, then his face broke into a grin. “Hey, Sarge,” he called, waving to a stocky blue-clad figure who had just gotten

  off the train. His voice lower, he said to Christie, “This guy’s a corker; he gives us a look every hour on the hour.” Then, to the sergeant, who came toward them, “Look

  what we got here!”




  The Transit Sergeant, a compact man of about fifty, with the springy bounce of a light heavyweight, professionally narrowed his eyes which raced from Rogoff to Christie, trying to size up the

  situation. “What’s this?” he asked sharply, his chin pushing in her direction. “Couple of beatniks acting up?”




  The patrolman grinned. “She’s a detective, Sarge. D.A.’s Squad. Took this guy off the train all by herself. An 1140,” he added.




  “Yeah?” the sergeant growled, unconvinced.




  Christie held up her shield; then, regarding the shrewd, weary, wise face hopefully, she moved away, motioning him toward her. “Sergeant, can I talk to you for a minute?” She looked

  at her watch, groaning. “Oh God, I’m going to get murdered.” The sergeant regarded her without expression. “Sergeant, I’m supposed to be down at City College right

  now. We’re on a big case. Confidential, involving some students and LSD; some big people are pushing this investigation and today is wrap-it-up day. My squad is down there, waiting for me.

  Casey Reardon is my boss and . . .”




  The sergeant’s face collapsed now into a different face altogether: the human, warm, pleasant face of someone who has just recognized a friend. “Casey Reardon?” The smile

  recalled some private memories. “Hey, he still a regular hell-shooter? Geez, I could tell you stories about him.”




  Clutching at a sudden, unexpected, possible hope, Christie’s voice became conspiratorial: the sergeant knew Reardon. “Well I’m the one who is going to get shot right straight

  to the devil if I don’t get myself to where I’m supposed to be. It’s not just a case, Sarge, you understand that.” He nodded sympathetically and she began to feel a little

  better. “Someone very high up is waiting on this, Sarge, and putting real pressure on all of us.”




  The sergeant’s face had its professional look again. “Why this then?” His thumb jerked over his shoulder, toward Rogoff and the young officer.




  Christie explained about the schoolgirls, watching the sergeant’s face relax again. “I wouldn’t have touched him with a ten-foot pole otherwise. Believe me, Sarge, I

  don’t want him. I would have called your headquarters and I’m sure your teams would have picked him up in the act another day. I was just afraid he’d expose himself to the

  kids—or maybe worse—after I detrained at 23rd Street.” Then, not hiding her bitterness, “I didn’t expect to run into your bright, efficient and very helpful young

  patrolman. Sergeant, I’m in a jam.”




  The sergeant thoughtfully rubbed the back of his neck, His face was sympathetic. “I understand the situation. Casey Reardon!” His soft whistle did not help Christie. “You

  see”—his eyes flashed over to the young cop—“we just turned these kids out. Two weeks on the line; bright-eyed, bushy-tailed young turks, most of them. This one is a good

  kid; going to make a real good cop out of him. Book smart and head smart.”




  Christie felt the subway platform being pulled from under her and it was a long, long way down.




  “If it was me had been on the station, well, I might have seen him exposed, you know? But these new kids—it’s a big deal. First collar. And these are good

  kids, know what I mean?”




  Christie nodded with heavy resignation. “I know what you mean, Sarge. And thanks for the ear, anyway.” More to herself, she said, “Reardon might bounce me all the way back to

  the Woman’s Bureau.”




  Without conviction, the sergeant tried to comfort her. “Aw, maybe it won’t be that bad, kid. Under the circumstances, what the hell could you do?”




  The agent in the change booth, a wiry man with a thin leather face, pushed the telephone on the little steel revolving platform from his booth so that the Transit Patrolman could call his

  Headquarters. The agent continued counting his tokens, his fingers automatically pushing them two at a time from one part of the smooth wooden board to the other, not missing count but also not

  missing a word being said into the telephone.




  “That’s right, Lieutenant, 1140, Indecent Exposure. On southbound IRT local en route between 33rd and 28th Street. Arresting Officer, Detective Christie Opara (he spelled it

  phonetically into the phone “O-per-uh” and Christie didn’t correct him, because then he would call her, as everyone did, O’Para); shield number 4754, D.A.’s

  Squad—Investigations.” The patrolman listened for a moment, then, “Oh, all right, I didn’t know you wanted the prisoner’s pedigree now, just a minute.” Carefully

  cradling the telephone against his shoulder, he turned the pages of his notebook. “Here we go: Murray Rogoff—two f’s—male—white—36 years—born U.S.; height,

  6’1”, weight, approximately 185.” Then turning to Rogoff, “Hey, fella, what color are your eyes?”




  The sergeant peered at Rogoff. “Take off your cap, mister.”




  Rogoff reached up and removed his cap. The sergeant whistled in blunt surprise at the stony skull. “You wouldn’t miss this guy a mile away. Those special glasses, buddy? What have

  you got, trouble with your eyes?”




  Rogoff removed his glasses without being told and his lashless eyes blinked rapidly, unprotected now. His face was browless and as smooth as his head with no stubble or indication of any beard

  growth. The sergeant called out, “Eyes, light brown. Go ahead, buddy, put the glasses back on if it hurts your eyes.” Then, to Christie, who at the moment couldn’t care less,

  “Those are special moisture glasses; I’ve seen them before. Guy I know got burned in a forest fire once—pal of mine, used to be a ranger. Holds the moisture in, right,

  Rogoff?” The sergeant wasn’t annoyed by the unanswered question. He whispered to Christie, “This guy’s in a fog; acts like a robot; gotta watch them when they’re like

  that.”




  Christie looked around the station again: no telephone. The sergeant, catching her distress, hurried the patrolman off the phone. “Come on, come on, you can give them more details from the

  precinct; hell, you can tell them what color shorts he’s wearing if you want to.”




  Christie took a deep breath, inserted her index finger in the dial, spinning it completely for an outside line. She heard the steady buzzing of the dial tone, then dialed her office number.




  The first ring was interrupted by the slurred words: “District-Attorney’s-Squad-Detective-Martin.”




  “Stoney? This is Christie.”




  There was a silence lasting approximately two seconds. “Is it now?”




  “Yes. Stoney, listen . . .”




  “Christie, where the hell are you? It’s after ten. Marty called twice; Ferranti called once; O’Hanlon’s been ringing steady and Mr. Reardon is getting what you might call

  a little tense, only that’s not what you really might call it.”




  “Well, Stoney, a funny thing happened to me on my way to City College.” Her voice fell as she realized he wasn’t responding. “I’m at the 28th Street station of the

  IRT subway.”




  Another voice blared into her ear, harsh, cold and deliberate. “And exactly what the hell are you doing at the 28th Street station of the IRT subway?” Casey Reardon demanded.




  Christie caught her breath. The sergeant, standing next to her, was pointing at himself. Would it help if he spoke? She shook her head. “Well, sir, it’s a long story.”




  Irritably, she was ordered to tell it fast. “Well, I got this 1140.” She hoped the sergeant hadn’t heard the words that were blasted into her ear. He probably had, for he was

  strolling discreetly toward the prisoner. Christie’s mind went blank and she felt the words struggling inside her mouth, not forming first carefully inside her brain. She wondered if Mr.

  Reardon even heard her: it seemed as though his steady, furious cursing continued as she spoke, trying to tell him the facts. “And this Transit cop gave me an assist, and . . .” This

  triggered another barrage of words and then the voice receded and Stoney’s voice spoke to her again.




  “Christie,” he said carefully, “Mr. Reardon says as soon as you get your prisoner arraigned you get yourself into the office. Hold it a minute.” She heard an angry

  consultation, then Stoney again. ‘When you get to court, see Tommy Kalman, you know him, the blond court attendant. Have him get you in and out fast—tell him Mr. Reardon’s orders,

  then you come in, right?”




  “Right. What about the other fellas?”




  “Yeah, how ’bout them?” Stoney asked her. “I’ll probably be hearing from them in the immediate future and I’ll call them in.” She heard Reardon’s

  voice moving further away, then cut off completely by the explosive sound of a slamming door. Stoney sighed and his voice was softer now. “Christie, you better wear a suit of armor; Mr.

  Reardon is what you might say ‘unhappy.’”




  “Thanks a lot.” Christie hung up the phone and pushed it back into the booth. Mr. Reardon’s unhappy.




  Regretfully, Christie waved to the sergeant as he stood looking out the window of the subway train which was picking up speed, hurtling toward 23rd Street.




  

    “Good God,” the desk lieutenant at the precinct said, “look what Transit is sending us now: a twelve-year-old cop and a beatnik female detective. What’s your prisoner,

    a circus strong man? Look at the build on this guy!”


  




  The uniformed clerical man lifted his head from the large sheet of paper he was charting, nodded without comment, and continued his work.




  Christie held up her shield. “I’m P.D., Lieutenant. D.A.’s Squad. Prisoner is an 1140. I took him off a train and this officer from Transit is assisting me.”




  “An 1140? Off a subway train? And you’re D.A.’s Squad?” The lieutenant’s voice was loud in contrast to her own.




  “Yes sir,” Christie said shortly. “I was heading for an assignment and came across this man. Can we bring him up to Detectives now?”




  The lieutenant waved in the direction of the iron staircase and Christie signaled for the young officer to follow her with the prisoner.




  Transit Patrolman Alexander looked a little upset. He was seeing for the first time the translation of the crisp, cold official words of police procedure into reality and he was groping.

  “He gets printed, doesn’t he?” he asked Christie.




  She nodded, then stopped in the dampish, musty hallway. Ptl. Alexander was trying very hard. “Look,” she explained, “remember Section 552 of the Code of Criminal

  Procedure?”




  Ptl. Alexander tried to remember. “Code of Criminal Procedure . . . 552 covers certain misdemeanors and offenses.”




  “Section 552 of the Code of Criminal Procedure is probably one of the most important sections you’re going to deal with.” She tried to keep the impatience from her voice.

  “It covers various misdemeanors and offenses that require the fingerprinting and photographing of a prisoner, remember?”




  Ptl. Alexander brightened. “Yes. Included are jostling, certain forms of disorderly conduct, possession of certain drugs not covered by narcotics laws, indecent exposure and . .

  .”




  “I know what’s included,” Christie said. “The main point for you to remember is that although 1140 of the Penal Law is an offense, the prisoner is processed

  exactly as though it were a felony. He is printed, photoed and arraigned in Felony Court.”




  The young officer nodded. He remembered now.




  The detective from the squad neatly and expertly rolled Rogoff’s fingers on the ink pad, then carefully transferred them to the official Criminal Identification form. “You know how

  to back them up, don’t you, Transit?”




  The patrolman nodded uncertainly and Christie took the sheets of fingerprints to the typewriter, while the detective led Rogoff to the men’s room, to wash his hands. Filling in the

  required information; name, description, address, scars, characteristics, Christie was unaware of the sensation Rogoff was creating among a newly arrived group of detectives from the precinct.

  Unrolling the pedigree sheet from the machine, she looked up curiously, getting a good look at her prisoner for the first time. He was rubbing his wet fingers along the seams of his trousers.




  His face was large and expressionless, the broad bony structure clearly outlined beneath the taut stretch of yellow skin. His eyes blinked incessantly beneath the unusual glasses, appearing to

  see no further than the smudged limits of the lenses themselves. Though he responded to the orders and requests of the detectives who were studying him, he did not speak or seem to be aware of his

  surroundings. As he turned toward her, she noticed a bulge of heavy bone at the top of his forehead, then as his head moved toward the sound of his name, Christie observed that the mass of bone

  flattened out at the base of his skull. His head was like a piece of sculpture roughly shaped by an artist who had abandoned his work without polishing it into a finished symmetry.




  “Jesus, not a hair on him,” one detective said. “Any hair on your body, mister?”




  The naked head swung back and forth. Rogoff removed his glasses, letting them examine his lashless eyes, then, wiping the lenses against his dirty shirt, he wedged them on again and jammed his

  cap over his skull. His ears were bent by the pressure.




  “You’re entitled to a phone call, buddy. Who do you want to call? You just tell me, and I’ll make the call for you.”




  Rogoff shrugged, his long, powerful arms falling on either side of the wooden chair where he sat, slumped to one side. The detective pulled up a chair beside him, his voice patient, and he began

  moving his hands, as though speaking to one who didn’t understand English. “Here’s a piece of paper and a pencil. You write down who you want to be notified and the phone number.

  That’s right.” Then, examining the words on the paper, the detective asked, “David Rogoff, huh? That your father? No? Your brother, huh? Okay, Murray, I’ll give him a call

  and tell him you’ll be arraigned in Felony Court.”




  The detective stopped beside Christie. “He’s a real beaut. He give you any trouble?”




  “Not a sound out of him. As you see him, that’s how he’s been.”




  The detective turned and regarded Rogoff across the room. “You’re pretty lucky, kid. That’s some powerful guy.” Then, pulling at his mouth, “You were crazy to take

  him alone.”




  “Crazier than you know,” Christie said. Rogoff’s arms, hanging limply, were long and hard and tautly muscled, the fingers long and thick, the wrists powerful. It was the

  complete hairlessness that made his body look so dangerous: like some indestructible living stone. If there was anything to be grateful for in all of this, it was that Rogoff had been so

  submissive. For an instant, it flashed through Christie that it might have been better if he had resisted. At least, if she had a bloody nose or a black eye, she might get some sympathy from

  Reardon and the men in the Squad. But looking again at those powerful hands and arms and wide shoulders and strange, hoodlike head, Christie dismissed the thought.
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