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‘An ambitious and gripping novel . . . shot through with a fierce and informed political anger.’

Morning Star

 



‘As always with Ellory, the canvas is vast and ambitious, with the various human emotions at the centre of the narrative writ large.’
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‘Dramas are gratifyingly evoked by Ellory’s perfect portrayal of a city held captive by a serial killer. So skilful is his use of dialogue and the Washington location, in a thriller that propels the reader along and offers shocks and suspense in equal measure, that one never doubts the authenticity of his American credentials.’ Waterstone’s Books Quarterly
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‘A mesmerizing tale. R.J. Ellory’s remarkable talent for probing the unknown establishes him as the master of the mystery game.’

Clive Cussler


 


‘A Quiet Belief in Angels is a beautiful and haunting book. This is a tour de force from R.J. Ellory.’

Michael Connelly
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Alan Furst


 


‘There aren’t nearly enough beautifully written novels, that are also great mysteries . . . A Quiet Belief in Angels is one of them.’

James Patterson


 


‘A riveting mystery; as compelling as it’s moving. Beautifully written, with a bleak poetry that makes you yearn to read aloud. Think Salinger meets Chandler.’
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‘Original and complex; the book will stay with you long after you’ve closed the pages and stared into the darkness beyond your own bedroom window.’

David Stone


 


‘What a discovery! Combining a poetic literary style with a stunning mystery story, R.J. Ellory will quickly rank with the best crime writers working today.’

Otto Penzler


 


‘Ellory is a class act. If you like James Lee Burke or James Sallis, he’s a writer who speaks your language.’

Val McDermid


 



‘A Quiet Belief in Angels is a rich, powerful, evocative novel of great psychological depth.’

Jonathan Kellerman

 



‘This is compelling, unputdownable thriller writing of the very highest order.’

Guardian

 



‘Ellory is a powerful talent . . . [A Quiet Belief in Angels] seems set to launch him into the stratosphere of crime writers.’
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ONE

MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 1, 2008

 




Three Vicodin, half a bottle of Pepto-Bismol, early on a bitterly cold morning. Frank Parrish stands in the narrow bathroom doorway of a derelict apartment, his shirt unbuttoned to the waist, his earpiece switched off, and inside his shoes he has no socks. He cannot recall where his socks are. He knows they are covered in someone else’s puke.

There is a lot of blood in the bath tub ahead of him, and amidst the blood are two people. Thomas Franklin Scott, sitting there, legs outstretched, out of his mind on something harsh, and his crazy bitch of a  girlfriend, name of Heather, leaning against him, her back to his chest. Parrish was told her surname, but he can’t now recall it. There’s a wide gash in her thigh, cut with a straight razor. Her blood has been flicked around the place like this is some kind of performance art thing, and now Tommy Scott has gotten it into his head that they are going to end it all here and now. Is everybody in? he asks. The ceremony is about to begin. Acidheads and fuck-ups. Just what’s needed at eight o’clock on a Monday morning.

Tommy, Frank Parrish says. Tommy boy. For fuck’s sake. This is bullshit.

Is it? Tommy says. Bullshit you say? He laughs coarsely.  B-U-L-L-S-H-I-T.

I can spell, Tommy.

It’s all a scam, Frank.

Tommy laughs again, forced and unnatural. He’s scared, he’s hot-wired.

I know it’s a scam, Tommy, but you’re young. How old are you, for Christ’s sake?

Twenty-four last count. He laughs again, and then he starts to gag like there’s something stuck in his windpipe.

Twenty-four? Jesus, man, that’s young as anything, you got time, Tommy. Look at me. Forty-something years old and I’m in a fucked-up state most of the time. You don’t want to wind up like me—

I already did, Frank. I already wound up no good. There ain’t nothing happening here for people like us. Right, Heather, sweetheart?

But Heather is bleeding out. Her eyes are half-closed and her head is lolling back and forth like a string puppet. Nuuuggghhh, she slurs, and Frank Parrish knows that she has maybe an hour, probably less. She looks terrible. Pale, real fucked up, thin and weak, her body ravaged by whatever the hell she’s been chucking into it. Skag. H. Hardball. Sugarblock. All of it cut with baby laxative, Drano, talcum powder. She isn’t gonna last long. No fight in her. Not anymore.

Tommy! For Christ’s sake! How long we known each other?

You put me in juvy.

Frank smiles. Hell, you’re right, man. I forgot about that. Shee-it, that’s gotta count for something hasn’t it? I put you in juvy. You lost your cherry with me. Fuck it, Tommy. Get out the fucking tub, get yourself cleaned up and we’ll take your girl down the emergency room and go get some breakfast. You had any breakfast?

Nope.

So let’s go get some. Bacon, some home fries maybe? You want some steak an’ eggs? My treat.

Fuck it, Tommy says. He has the straight razor in his hand.

Nu-nu-nu-nuuuuggghhh, Heather slurs.

Tommy, man, come on.

Fuck it, Tommy says.

Frank can hear the earpiece crackling at the end of the wire. Don’t use negatives, they’ll be telling him. Don’t tell him what he can’t have, what he can’t do. Tell him what he can have and do. Positive influence. Make him feel that the world wants him. Use first names. Eye contact. Find his level.

Fuckers. What do they know? Come live here for a week and tell me about positive influence, tell me how the world wants you so bad it’s got a hard-on.

Tommy. Seriously now. Heather don’t look so good, man. We gotta get her down to ER. They gotta put some stitches in her leg.

As if in response to Parrish’s words Heather turns towards the wall and the scarlet mouth of a wound that gapes in her thigh oozes another quart of blood into the tub. Must have hit the femoral artery.

And Tommy is having a hard time sitting upright now. He’s skidding,  can’t get purchase. He’s got the straight razor in his hand and it’s all going to hell in a hand basket.

He starts crying. Like a little kid. Like he bust a window with a football and he’s been grounded and he’s sorry, and there’s no allowance for a month. He didn’t mean to do it. Isn’t there such a thing as an accident? It was an accident for God’s sake, and now all this shit is coming down on him, hot and heavy, all this b-u-l-l-s-h-i-t . . .

Hey there, Frank says, his voice calm, soothing, comforting, paternal almost. Frank has kids. He says kids, but they’re all grown up now. Caitlin and Robert. He’s twenty-two, she’s two years younger. They  made it into college, they’re doing good. At least when he last heard. Their mother is a nightmare in high heels and lip gloss. No, he shouldn’t say that. He should be more tolerant. He should be more forgiving. Ah fuck it, she’s a bitch.

So he says hey there, Tommy, his voice gentle and certain. Hey there, son. We can make it out the other side. It’s gonna be okay, I promise.

You can’t promise squat, Tommy says, and Frank notices how the razor catches the dull light through the window. The day is dull. A gray faceless nothing of a day. Not a good day to die.

You can’t promise me anything, Frank. Whatever you say here means nothing. You’re just gonna say whatever they’ve told you to say so I don’t stick her, right?

Frank wishes he had his gun. Left it back there at the door. There were terms and conditions for getting this far. Leave the gun behind. Undo your shirt to the waist. Take that piece-of-shit listening thing out of your goddam ear. I don’t want you having conversations with anyone but me. You get that, Frank? You get me on this one?


I get you, Frank had said, and he left his gun at the door, unhooked his earpiece, removed his jacket, unbuttoned his shirt . . . and out in the hallway there are maybe eight or ten other guys, negotiators, bullshit-artists of all descriptions, and they’re all a hell of a lot more qualified to deal with this, and all of them are straight-up sober, whereas Frank is slugging his way through the shadow of three days of drinking. Enough Bushmills and he’s sick like a baby. He doesn’t have enough Irish blood in him to stand up against the onslaught.

But Tommy Scott has been arrested half a dozen times by Frank Parrish. Tommy knows Frank’s name. So when there’s a call about some asshole with a straight razor cutting up his girlfriend in a  bathtub, when a uniform gets down here and calls it in, it’s Tommy who says Get me Parrish. Get me Frank fucking Parrish or I’ll stick her in the fucking throat right fucking now!

So here he is. Shoes without socks. Puke stains down the front of his pants. No gun. No earpiece. Early Monday morning after three days of Bushmills, and he feels like the Devil raked him a new asshole and turned his guts inside out.

Okay, so we’re done playing games now, he says. He’s beginning to fray at the edges. He wants out. He wants to go home. He wants to take a shower, find some clean socks, get a cup of coffee and a smoke. He’s had enough of Tommy Scott and his dumb cooze of a girlfriend, and he wishes they’d get the fucking thing over with one way or the other.

And that’s what Tommy does.

Fuck it baby one more time, he sings, and he pulls that straight razor right up against the side of her face, and then he jerks it round like he’s pulling the whipcord on a chainsaw.


Blood - what little of it she has left - jettisons up the wall to Tommy’s left, and sprays back against the shower curtain.

NO-O-O! Frank hears himself holler, but there’s something so magnetic about what he’s seeing, something so horrifyingly compelling, that he’s rooted to the spot, right there in his puke-spattered brogues, and it’s all he can do to lunge forward when Tommy Scott takes that straight razor and cuts his own throat.

Takes some fucking balls to do that, Frank will say later. Takes some stainless steel fucking balls to cut your own throat, and cut it deep like he did.

Tommy didn’t bleed out earlier. Tommy ain’t no sapling. He’s gotta be five eleven, maybe one hundred and seventy-five pounds, and when he opens up his jugular it comes rushing out of there like a street-corner fire hydrant in the height of summer.

Frank gets a mouthful. It’s in his eyes, his hair, all over his tee-shirt. Even as he’s struggling to get a grip of the kid, even as he’s trying to pull him up out of the bathtub and lay him on the floor so he can push some fingers into the wound and stop the blood . . . Even as he’s doing this he’s wondering whether Tommy Scott is HIV Positive, or if he’s got AIDS or hepatitis or something.

Two minutes, maybe three tops, and Heather something-or-other will be as dead as it gets.


Frank Parrish manages to haul them out of the tub. Later he won’t  even remember how he did it. Where the strength came from. It’s all a mess of twisted arms and legs. Blood everywhere. More blood than he’s ever seen. He’s kneeling over Tommy Scott, who’s now on the bathroom rug twitching and gibbering like he’s got his fingers in a socket, and the blood won’t stop coming. Frank is holding the guy’s neck hard enough to choke the poor bastard, but there’s some horsepower back of this thing, and it keeps on coming, keeps on coming, keeps on coming . . .

Heather is gone. She’s deadweight. Not a prayer.

Fuck it, Frank, is the last thing that Tommy Scott says. The words are choked through a throatful of blood, but Frank hears him good and clear.

He dies with a smile on his face, like he believes whatever is waiting for him is one hell of a lot better than whatever he’s leaving behind.

Frank sits back against the side of the tub. He has blood all over him and it’s starting to dry. The negotiator comes back to the bathroom, wastes no time telling him how he fucked it up, how he could have saved their lives.

Saved their lives? Frank asks him. For what, exactly?

And the negotiator looks right back at him with that expression they all do. Heard about you, that expression says. Heard all about you, Frank Parrish.

And Frank says Fuck you.

 



Once upon a time - he can’t remember when - someone asked Frank Parrish why he chose the job.

Frank remembers how he smiled. How he said, You ever get the feeling that maybe the job chose me?

He pulls himself to his feet and goes in search of a smoke.




TWO


Frank Parrish makes a call from the corner of Nevins Street near Wyckoff Gardens.

‘You in?’ he asks.

Sure, sweetheart, I’m home.

‘I’m coming over. Need a bath, a change of clothes.’

Where are you?

‘On Nevins, maybe half a dozen blocks or so.’

I’ll see you soon.

He pockets his cell, heads for the Bergen Street subway station and Flatbush Avenue.

 



‘Jesus, what the hell happened to you?’ she asks when she opens the door. As he passes her she wrinkles her nose.

He stops, turns, stands there with his hands down by his sides, his palms outward as if there is nothing she does not know about him, nothing he could ever hide from her.

‘Kid killed his girl, then himself. Cut his own throat.’ He feels the tension of dried blood in his hair, in his nostrils, his ears, between his fingers.

‘I ran the bath,’ she says.

He steps towards her, and smiles. ‘Eve, my sweet . . . were it not for you, my life would be as nothing.’

She shakes her head. ‘You are so full of shit, Frank. Now go take a bath for God’s sake.’

He turns and walks down the hallway. There is music playing somewhere - ‘The Only Living Boy In New York’.

 



He lies in the pink water, his hair wet, his eyes smarting with some jojoba extract shampoo that she buys for him. Shadows are just shadows, he thinks. They can’t hurt you until you start believing  that they are something more than that. Once your mind goes that way . . . well, you’ll give them teeth and claws, and then they’ll get you—

‘Frank . . .’

‘Come on in.’

Eve opens the door a fraction and steps sideways into the bathroom. She sits on the edge of the tub. She has on only her underwear and her robe. She reaches down and swirls her fingers through the water.

‘Tell me what happened with this boy and his girlfriend.’

Frank shakes his head. ‘Not now. Another story for another day.’

‘You wanna drink?’

He shakes his head again.

‘You wanna get high?’

Frank smiles. ‘I grew out of that in my twenties. Besides, you shouldn’t smoke that shit. Ain’t good for the soul.’

Eve disregards the comment.

Frank draws himself up until his back is against the side of the tub. Now he’s sitting just like Thomas Franklin Scott.

Eve passes him a towel. He rubs it through his hair, and then hands it back to her so he can get out of the tub.

He stands before her, naked and wet.

She takes hold of his dick, starts to massage it, even dips her head and puts her mouth around it.

Nothing’s happening.

‘You want something?’ she asks.

‘What? Like one o’ them pills? Jesus, Eve, no. Day I start taking that shit to get it up I’ll know my time is over.’

‘You still love me, right?’

Frank smiles. He reaches out his hands, she takes them, and he pulls her to her feet. He holds her close, feels the warmth of her body against his damp skin. He shudders.

‘You okay?’

He nods his head but doesn’t speak.

He wants to say, No, Eve, I’m not okay. Not exactly. Sometimes I have conversations with the ones that didn’t make it. The ones I didn’t find in time. The ones that slipped through my hands and wound up dead. That wouldn’t be so bad if they didn’t talk back, but they do.

They tell me how pissed at me they are. How I fucked up. How I didn’t figure out whatever the hell it was that happened to them, and now they’re in limbo . . .

‘Frank?’

He leans back, looks right at her, and he smiles like its Christmas. ‘I’m fine,’ he says. ‘Better than fine.’

‘You gonna stay and have some breakfast?’

‘No, I gotta go,’ he replies. ‘I have an appointment.’

‘What?’

‘Just a work thing.’

‘Coffee?’

‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Strong. Half and half.’

She leaves the bathroom.

Frank leans towards the mirror, tilts his head back and looks up his nostrils. He presses the ball of his thumb against the right, blows blood out the left at sixty miles an hour.

Looks down at the narrow spray of Tommy Franklin on the white porcelain.

Hindsight: the stark and obvious illumination of history.

He says the prayer, the one they all say in such moments: If nothing else, Lord, grant me just one more day.

 



Frank Parrish leaves a hundred bucks on the bureau near the front door of Eve Challoner’s apartment. Three years he’s been coming here, ever since he turned over a solicitation bust on her. Lost the paperwork, made it go away. Not because he figured he could fuck her for free, but because he felt something else for her. Sympathy? No, not sympathy. Empathy.

We’re all fucking someone for money.

He closes the door quietly behind him and makes his way down the stairwell to the ground floor. It’s ten after nine. He has a report to write about the Franklin fiasco, and then, if he’s lucky, he can be late for his appointment. Half an hour late, maybe even forty minutes.

En route to the subway station he steps to the edge of the sidewalk and is sick into the gutter. He feels that burning in his stomach, his trachea, his throat. He figures he’s got to get a check-up. Tomorrow. Maybe Wednesday.




THREE


‘You’re late.’

‘I am.’

‘I think you should try and be on time.’

‘I did try.’

‘Could you try harder?’

‘Sure I could.’

‘So take a seat, Frank . . . tell me what happened this morning?’

‘You can read my report.’

‘I want to hear it in your own words.’

‘I wrote the report. Those are my own words.’

‘You know what I mean, Frank. I want to hear you tell me what happened.’

‘He cut his girlfriend’s throat. He cut his own throat. There was so much fucking blood it was like a water slide at Tomahawk Lake or something. How’s that for you?’

‘Tell me from the beginning, Frank. From the point you got the call about how he was holding the girl hostage.’

‘No.’

‘Why not?’

‘Because I can’t be bothered, that’s why. Jesus, what the fuck is this?’

‘This is therapeutic counselling, designed to help you deal with the stress of your job and make you feel better. You know that.’

‘You want to make me feel better?’

‘Sure. That’s what I’m here for.’

‘Then come over here and take care of me.’

‘No, Frank, I am not going to come over there and take care of you.’

‘You married?’

‘Is that important? ’

‘Maybe . . . I’m just thinking . . . you got no wedding band, but maybe you just don’t wear it ’cause you kinda like burned-out alcoholic cops hitting on you.’

‘No, Frank. I don’t wear one because I’m not married.’

‘Well, how ’bout that! I ain’t married neither. So what say I come down here to your cozy little office, we draw the blinds . . . you know how it is. That’s the kinda stress counselling I could really use right now.’

‘Is that what you feel?’

‘Damn right it’s what I feel. And I bet you do too, Doctor. If only it wasn’t for professional ethics, eh?’

‘Whatever you say, Frank.’

‘Now we’re talking.’

‘No, Frank, I don’t think we’re talking at all. You’re trying to offend me, and I’m humoring you.’

‘Is that what you think I’m doing? Saying shit that will offend you?’

‘I do think that. You’re trying to shock me. That stuff about coming over to take care of you, for example.’

‘No, Ma’m, that’s how I go about courting someone.’

‘Well, if that’s true, then I figure we’re all pretty much safe from the charms of Frank Parrish.’

‘That’s funny. Now you’re trying to make me laugh.’

‘No, I’m not. But I am trying to give you an opportunity to release some of the stress and trauma that goes with your particular line of work.’

‘Oh, shee-it. Save it for the rookies and the faggots and the female officers.’

‘That’s a very slanted viewpoint.’

‘Hey, lady, it’s a very fucking slanted world.’

‘So you don’t want to talk about Tommy Scott and Heather Wallace.’

‘That a question or a statement?’

‘Whichever.’

‘No, I don’t want to talk about Tommy Scott and Heather Wallace. What the fuck use would that be?’

‘Sometimes people need to talk.’

‘Sometimes people need to have other people urinate all over them. Don’t mean it does ’em any good.’

‘Why do you think you’re doing this, Frank?’

‘What?’

‘Trying to offend me.’

‘Lordy, lordy, little girl, you have led a sheltered life. You think that’s so offensive? Hell, you should hear what I say to members of the general public.’

‘I’ve heard about some of those things.’

‘Well, this is me being polite, okay? On my best behavior.’

‘Well, your best behavior has gotten you eleven verbal cautions, two written warnings, your driver’s license suspended, and a one-third pay hold until Christmas. Oh yes - and a recommendation that you see me on a regular basis until your attitude improves.’

‘And you think it’ll do me some good? Coming on down here and talking to you?’

‘I hope so.’

‘Why?’

‘Because it’s what I do, Frank. It’s my job, my purpose.’

‘And you’re a shrink, right?’

‘I am a psychotherapist.’

‘Psycho-the-rapist.’

‘No, Frank, a psychotherapist.’

‘I’ve met a few rapist psychos in my time.’

‘I know.’

‘You know?’

‘Yes, Frank, I know some of the people you’ve had to deal with. I know about some of the things that you’ve seen.’

‘And what does that tell you?’

‘It tells me that you’re a troubled man. That you might need someone to talk to.’

‘Am I that obvious?’

‘Well, yes, I think you are, Frank. I think you are that obvious.’

‘You wanna know something we were taught in Keystone Cop School?’

‘Sure.’

‘Sometimes the obvious occludes the truth. And sometimes things are exactly as they appear.’

‘Meaning what?’

‘Well, it’s real simple. I appear to be an aggressive, fucked-up, alcoholic loser with some twenty years on the career clock . . .  and you can throw into that incendiary mix my dangerously low self-esteem and a taste for cheap women and expensive whiskey, and you wind up with someone that you really don’t want to get involved with. And like I said, even though that is only who I appear to be, I think you’re gonna find out it’s exactly who I am.’

‘Well, it looks like we’re going to be spending a few really interesting weeks together.’

‘You’re worried I’m gonna go crazy, aren’t you?’

‘I don’t like to use that term.’

‘Oh for God’s sake, when did everyone start getting so goddamn scared of words? It’s just a word, okay? Just a fucking word. Crazy. Crazy. Crazy.’

‘Okay, so I’m worried that you might go crazy.’

‘Some people never go crazy. What truly horrible lives they must lead.’

‘You think that?’

‘Bukowsky said it. You know Charles Bukowsky?’

‘He was a drunk, I believe.’

‘He was a writer. A writer. Like I am a cop, like you are psycho-the-rapist. The booze doesn’t define us lady, it augments the already rich fullness of our lives.’

‘You are so full of shit, Frank Parrish.’

‘Are you actually allowed to say that to me? Doesn’t your professional ethical code prevent you from telling me that I am full of shit?’

‘Go home and get some sleep, Frank. Come back and talk to me when you’re in a better mood.’

‘Hey, that might just be never, Doctor Griffin.’




FOUR


Somewhere on his desk - somewhere beneath the first officers’ reports, the supplementals, the evidence submission slips, the body custody forms, the fingerprint dockets and the interview notes - was a cell phone. It rang now, with a harsh sound, almost bitter, as if accusing Frank Parrish of something.

There were few phone calls that did not have a dead body at the other end. Before the cell phone age those who attended to such matters could have been elsewhere, unreachable. Now the dead bodies found them wherever they were: no hiding and no heroics for the detectives of Homicide Unit Two, Nineteenth Precinct, South Brooklyn. We get there when the killing’s done, they say. They will also tell you that most murders are brief, brutal and uninteresting. Nine times out of ten they are also pointless.

Like the old saying Tutte é Mafia in Italia, everything - just  everything - is dead in Homicide.

Parrish located the phone, answered it.

‘Frank, it’s Hayes here.’

‘Hey there. What’s up?’

‘You know a guy called Danny Lange?’

‘Sure I do. Mid-twenties, weaselly-faced kid, did a three-to-five for robbing a drugstore.’

‘Yeah. Well, he’s dead. Someone put a .22 in his head. You wanna come down here and sort it out?’

Parrish glanced at his watch: it was quarter after five. ‘Can do. Where are you?’

Parrish scribbled down the directions, then grabbed one of the uniforms to give him a ride in a squad car. The traffic was bad, jammed up and tight along Adams. They took a right after the Polytechnic University, made better time along Jay, and came out opposite Cathedral Place. Parrish could already see the red flicker  from the black-and-whites. They pulled over sharply and Parrish got out, telling the uniform to head on back. To Parrish’s left was an empty lot, a derelict coupe hunched like a sad dog, a handful of federal yellow flowers escaping from beneath the hood.

Back of the tapes Danny Lange was spread-eagled on the ground, head at an awkward angle, the expression on his face something akin to mild surprise. He was looking back towards the church at the end of the street. There was a neon sign up there, the light from its tubes subdued by smog and dirt, that Parrish knew well. Sin Will Find You Out. No shit, Sherlock, he had thought the first time he saw it.

‘You turned him yet?’ Parrish asked Paul Hayes.

‘Ain’t done a thing,’ Hayes said.

‘No change there then,’ Parrish quipped.

‘Go fuck yourself, Parrish,’ Hayes replied, but he was half-smiling. ‘There’s a deli half a block down. You want anything?’

‘See if you can get me some Vicodin. If not, aspirin. And a cup of coffee. Black and strong.’

Hayes disappeared.

Down on his haunches, Frank Parrish surveyed the body silently for some minutes, aware that darkness was dropping fast. He sensed the uniforms watching him from the black-and-whites.

Danny had leaked, just a little. That was not unusual for such a small caliber. It would be up to the ME to make a call on this as the primary or secondary crime scene. This was the drop, nothing more. Parrish put on latex gloves, went through Danny’s pockets, found the better part of a hundred bucks which he tucked discreetly into his shoe. No ID, no driver’s license, no billfold, no watch. Still, despite such missing artifacts, this was no robbery. Danny Lange was not a man to wear a watch or carry a billfold, or even a man who washed, for that matter. Dying had not tempered his characteristically rank odor.

The hole in his throat was the only wound. Entry, no exit. Looked like the .22 had actually been pointed upwards at a steep angle, leaving the bullet still inside his head. Those little slugs had insufficient power to make it a through-and-through; they would just ricochet around like a fairground ride and mush the brain. Number of times they collided with the internal wall of the cranium just pancaked the shit out of them. Difficult to pull any  lands, grooves, striations. Parrish used his little finger to push up into the entry wound. It was still moist an inch or so in, telling him Danny had been dead no more than a couple of hours. Danny Lange was small time. No money, no future, little of anything at all. He would have pissed someone off, short-changed them, cut a deal with something obvious like baby laxative or baking soda, and that was that. It was all the same, and it was all war. Parrish knew his Cormac McCarthy. The old judge in Blood Meridian said, “It makes no difference what men think of war. War endures. As well ask men what they think of stone. War was always here. Before Man was, war waited for him . . . That is the way it was and will be.”

The war had reached Danny Lange, and he was now one of its countless casualties.

Frank Parrish called one of the uniforms over, gave him some gloves, told him to help him roll the vic. They did. Danny had crapped himself.

‘You call the DC?’ Frank asked.

‘Yes, sir, I did.’

‘Good man. You wait here and keep an eye on him. Make sure he don’t do a runner. I’m gonna go drink some coffee with my friend, and I’ll speak to the deputy coroner when he comes down, okay?’

‘Yes, sir.’

Hayes had made it as far as Starbucks. No Vicodin, only aspirin, but at least the coffee was passable. Parrish chewed a couple of tablets and washed them down.

‘Anything?’ Hayes asked.

Parrish shook his head. ‘Usual shit. He must’ve upset someone. Someone said something. Like the Sicilians say, a word in the right ear can make or murder a man.’

‘How many you got on?’

‘Three,’ Parrish replied.

‘I already got five open. Can you take this one?’

Parrish hesitated.

‘You take this one and I’ll give you a credit on my next bust.’

Parrish nodded. ‘Deal.’

‘You got your partner yet?’ Hayes asked.

‘Tomorrow,’ Parrish said. ‘Some nineteen-year-old out of detective school.’

‘Hope that works out for you.’

‘Me I ain’t worried about. It’s whatever dumb schmuck they give me’ll have the problem. He better be able to look round corners.’

‘So, we’re good? I’m away. Leave you to deal with the DC.’

Hayes walked back two steps, turned and disappeared. Parrish heard his car start around the corner and pull away sharply.

He drank half the coffee, tipped the rest into the road, dropped the cup into a basket at the corner, and walked back to Danny Lange.




FIVE


The Deputy Coroner came and went. Parrish watched the wagon take Danny away, and then walked to the nearest subway station.

Danny Lange’s place was a flea-bitten rat-hole of a shithouse up on the ninth floor of some project building. Even as Parrish approached the entrance, he remembered an earlier time he’d been there. Two years ago, maybe three. He’d come away feeling the need to wash his hair and dry-clean his clothes. It was a sad day when a man lost his reason, sadder when he lost his respect. Danny Lange had lost both a long time ago.

The inner hallway smelled of piss and puke. A scattering of used hypodermics crunched underfoot as Parrish skirted the elevators and headed for the stairwell. The elevators were notoriously unreliable, the very worst kind of place to get trapped.

He reached the third and was already out of breath. He was alone. Shouldn’t have been, but partners wore out quicker than they used to - last one took a permanent rain check. Parrish had done his first three years as a detective in Vice, the next six in Robbery-Homicide, and when they split the units he stayed with the dead people. Robbery was bullshit. Penny-ante liquor store hold-ups, some Korean guy dead for the sake of twenty-nine dollars and change. Junkies working for enough money to score pep-pills, trying to stave off the heebie-jeebies. Heebie-jeebies gonna getcha no matter how many stores you rob. That was just the way of things.

Fifth floor and Parrish took a break. He would have smoked a cigarette but he couldn’t breathe. He stopped, tried not to think of Caitlin, his daughter, but she came at him every which way. Get more exercise, Dad. Smoke less cigarettes. And don’t even get me started on the drinking. He wasn’t winning. She was almost done  with her training, and he wanted her close - Brooklyn Hospital, Cumberland, even Holy Family down on Dean Street, but Caitlin wanted to go to Manhattan. St. Vincent’s perhaps. She had gone for nursing; something her mother had always supported. And Caitlin’s mother was Frank’s ex-wife. Clare Parrish. Except now she’d reverted to her maiden name of Baxter. Fuck it. How did that ever go so wrong? Sure, they were married young, but it had been good. December ’85 they’d gotten hitched. Robert was born just four months later in April of ’86, Caitlin in June of ’88. Good kids. Better than their parents. Such a great start. Difficulties, yes of course, but nothing major, nothing serious. How that deteriorated into a barrage of vitriolic accusations - unfounded for the most part - he would never know. Silent grievances saved up like bad pennies. He was aggressive, bull-headed, ignorant, forgetful. She was shallow, cynical, untrusting, dismissive of his friends. Friends . . . What friends?

And then it turned really bitter. He failed to understand even the most rudimentary requirements for social interaction. She could not cook, clean, she had no culture, no passion. Afterwards, the argument spent, they would get drunk and fuck like rampant teenagers, but it was never the same and they both knew it. Each had uttered sharp words, and between them - neither more guilty than the other - they had pricked the matrimonial bubble. Tolerance deflated. He had rented a three-room apartment on South Portland, started an affair with a twenty-seven-year-old paralegal named Holly. Clare started screwing her hairstylist - half-Italian with a ponytail - who called her bambino and left fingernail crescents on her ass.

Hindsight, ever and again the cruelest and most astute advisor, gave him harsh lessons in responsibility. He should have had a better attitude. He should have appreciated that his wife - despite the fact that she did not work in Homicide - nevertheless had an important job raising a family. All well and good now, after it had blown itself skywards. Most guys, she used to say, you have to wait for them to fuck up. You? With you there ain’t no waiting. You’re a fuck-up before you arrive.

Divorce had gone through in November 2001, when Caitlin was thirteen, Robert two years older. Clare got them weekdays, Frank had them weekends. They got their diplomas, went to  college, started to take their own bold steps in the world. They were undoubtedly the best thing that came out of it. They were the very best part of him.

Parrish reached the ninth and was ready to fold. He stayed for a while, leaning against the wall, heart thudding. A black woman opened the door of one of the apartments, looked him up and down like he’d gotten his dick out and shook it at her. She asked nothing, said nothing, closed the door again.

He tried a deep breath, headed down the hallway, and let himself into Danny Lange’s apartment with the key he’d taken from Danny’s pocket. Everything else he’d signed over to Evidence Control and left for Crime Scene to pick up.

The lights were on, and the place smelled ripe.

 



She wasn’t yet old enough to show any wear on her face, not even in her eyes - eyes that looked back at him with the quiet and hopeful surprise so evident in all unexpected deaths. She was naked but for her underwear, her skin the color of alabaster; white, with that faint shadow of blue that comes a little while after the breathing stops. The thing that really surprised Frank Parrish was that he was not surprised at all. A dead girl on Danny Lange’s bed. Just like that. Later, he even remembered he’d said something to her, though he could not recall what it was.

He pulled up a chair and sat for a while in silence. He guessed she was sixteen, perhaps seventeen. These days it was so hard to tell. Her hair was cut shoulder length and hung down around her face. She was beautiful, no question, and the care and precision with which she had applied red polish to her fingernails and toenails was something to behold. She was almost perfect in every sense, save for the livid bruising around the base of her throat. Confirmation of strangulation came when Parrish knelt on the floor and looked directly into her eyes with his flashlight. The tiny red spots of petechial hemorrhaging were there - present on her eyelids, and also behind her ears.

He had not seen Danny Lange for a couple of years. Then, the guy had been a junkie and a thief, not a killer. But hell, times had changed. It wasn’t that people did worse things than they had fifteen or twenty years before, it was simply that more people did them.

Parrish called it in. Dispatch said they’d inform the Coroner’s Office and Crime Scene Unit. Parrish went around the apartment - the front room, the kitchen, the narrow bathroom, then back to the girl on the bed. There was something strangely familiar about her, and then he realized what it was. She looked like Danny.

Fifteen minutes later Parrish’s suspicions were confirmed. He found a small bundle of pictures - Mom, Danny, the dead girl on the bed. A hundred-to-one she was Danny’s baby sister. In the pictures she was no more than ten or eleven, bright like a fire-work, all smiles and freckles. Danny looked real, like he had yet to hit the dope. Mom and the two kids-a regular snapshot from the family album. Was there such a thing as a regular family, or did shadows lurk behind the front door of every home?

He pulled a clip-top evidence bag from his jacket pocket and dropped the photos into it. Then he went and sat back in the chair near the bed. He wanted to stay with the girl until everyone else arrived.

 



An hour and a half later Parrish was in a window booth in a diner on Joralemon Street near St. Francis College, a plate of food in front of him. He’d managed just a few mouthfuls, but that acid burning was back, somewhere low in the base of his gut. An ulcer perhaps. If he saw a doctor he would be told it was the booze. Cut back on the booze, the guy would say. Man your age should remember that the body hurts faster, heals slower.

Parrish perused the half-dozen pages of notes he’d taken in Danny Lange’s place. There was nothing much of anything. Deputy Coroner had shipped the girl out, tied and tagged, and she would be autopsied tonight or, more likely, tomorrow. Coroner’s initial findings at the scene accorded with his own.

‘Thumb prints here and here,’ he told Parrish. ‘Fingers here and here and here. Marks are darker on the left side of her neck, which means whoever choked her was more than likely a rightie. You can’t be absolute on that, but it’s a strong possibility.’

The DC had checked beneath her fingernails for skin, combed her hair and her pubes for foreigns, checked inside her mouth, looked for cuts, bruises, abrasions, bite marks, needle punctures, indications of tape adhesive on the ankles and wrists, rope-burns,  signs of restraint, subcutaneous hemorrhaging, external residues of toxic elements, semen, saliva and blood. She was pretty clean.

‘I can do a rape kit, confirm COD, and get word back to you within twenty-four, maybe forty-eight hours,’ the DC had said. ‘Might be able to get a tox done, but that’ll take a little longer. At a guess, she’s been dead . . . I dunno . . . about eight hours, I’d say. Laking indicates that this is the primary. I don’t think she was moved.’

They pressed latex and Parrish left.

So Parrish went to a diner and had tuna casserole, a bagel, some coffee. The casserole was good but the appetite was gone. He kept thinking back to Eve, to the fact that he couldn’t get it up that morning. Seemed he was losing everything by inches. He was on the way out. He needed to take some exercise, cut back on the smokes, the drinks, the hydrogenated fats, the carbs, the shakes and chips and Oreos. He needed a vacation, but he knew he wouldn’t take one.

His father used to say something: What do you want most? And what would you do to get it?

To this he could now add his own variation: What do you fear most? And what would you do to avoid it?

Right now, what he most wanted to avoid was another session with the psychotherapist.
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‘Why did you become a cop, Frank?’

‘Why did you become a shrink?’

‘I’m not comfortable with that term.’

‘Like I’m comfortable with being called a cop?’

‘Okay . . . why did you become a police officer?’

‘Why did you become a headpeeper?’

‘Very good, Frank. You seriously want to spend the next month playing games every day?’

‘No, not really. I want to spend the next month solving murders.’

‘Well, be that as it may, Frank, the fact is that unless you continue to see me on a regular basis then you’re going to be suspended. That means either you can see me and continue to work, or you can refuse to see me and stay home. Which is it going to be?’

‘The first one.’

‘Good. So - I’m going to put my cards on the table. The particular aspect of therapy that I focus on relates, in the main, to parental relationships. We all know who your father was. We know his record and his achievements, and we know that he was a significant figure in your early life. This is something I want particularly to address with you.’

‘You want me to talk about my father?’

‘I do.’

‘What if I want to talk about my mother?’

‘Then there will be an opportunity to do so but, in the first instance, I will acknowledge you politely and ask you to talk about your father.’

‘Seriously?’

‘Seriously.’

‘You don’t want to know about my father.’

‘Yes I do, Frank, I want to know everything you remember about him.’

‘And you think this will have some value to me?’

‘I do.’

‘Well I can tell you it won’t.’

‘Naturally, I can’t force you to talk about him, but I must stress that progress along that line will be my main interest.’

‘And I will acknowledge you politely, and then tell you to go fuck yourself.’

‘Okay, let’s start somewhere else. Tell me why you became a police officer?’

‘So I could find out all the things that my father never told me.’

‘Go on.’

‘Okay, Doctor Griffin . . . Marie . . . you don’t mind if I call you Marie . . . You really want to know about him?’

‘Yes.’

‘Well, my old man was a ballbreaker. He was OCCB.’

‘OCCB?’

‘Organized Crime Control Bureau. He was there when they got The Cigar in 1979.’

‘The Cigar?’

‘A nickname. That’s what they called Carmine Galante, ’cause he always had a cigar in his mouth. Even when he was shot dead he had a fucking cigar in his mouth.’

‘Did your father tell you about this?’

‘Sure. He told me all sorts of things.’

‘About the work he did against organized crime?’

‘Yes.’

‘You want to tell me about that? Tell me about The Cigar?’

‘What’s to tell?’

‘Whatever you like.’

‘I’ll tell you something about the famous John Parrish. How about that? How about we go straight to the jugular if that’s what you really, really want.’

‘Yes.’

‘My father was a badass, through and through—’

‘To you?’

‘To pretty much everyone.’

‘He’s dead now, right? When did he die?’

‘Sixteen years ago. End of September 1992.’

‘And your mother?’

‘She died in January of ’93.’

‘How was their marriage?’

‘He treated her like a princess. He worshipped her.’

‘You have brothers and sisters?’

‘No.’

‘So did he want you to be a police officer?’

‘He wanted me to stay quiet and keep out of the way.’

‘You don’t think he loved you?’

‘He loved me the way all Irish-American fathers love their kids. When I did good he didn’t say a word, when I fucked up he gave me a good thrashing.’

‘And if he were alive now, sitting right here, what would you say to him?’

‘I’d tell him to go fuck himself.’

‘Even though he was a decorated officer?’

‘You checked up on him.’

‘Briefly.’

‘Then why give me the impression you don’t know who the hell I’m talking about?’

‘I need you to talk, Frank, that’s what this is all about.’

‘Oh yeah? If you’re gonna put your cards face-up, then put them face-up. Don’t bullshit me. Say, “Hey, Frank, your father was some big dick on campus wasn’t he? He got Christ-only-knows how many citations, and by the time he was gunned down in the fucking street the Mayor of New York was all set to give him the Congressional Medal of Honor.” Tell me that. Tell me what you know, and then I can fill in the gaps. If we’re gonna get up close and personal here, Doctor Griffin - Marie - then we might as well be playing in the same freakin’ ballpark.’

‘Sure.’

‘Good. So let’s start over.’

‘Your father was a decorated cop. He was involved in the Organized Crime Control Bureau and the New York State Organized Crime Task Force. I understand that he was instrumental in  some of the most effective investigations into corruption in the construction industry, waste haulage, JFK, and the fish and garment businesses—’

‘You sound like you read an obituary on Google.’

‘I did.’

‘Well, whatever you might have read didn’t include all the truth. He was a good cop, at least for the most part, and yes, he did all those things they write about. But he did a lot of things that they didn’t write about, and maybe they never will. And those things went with him to his grave.’

‘And are they things that you think people need to know?’

‘God no! Let ’em believe what they want to believe. People have got to have faith in something. You can’t take it all away otherwise we’d all be neck-high in shit.’

‘Do you want to tell me about some of these things?’

‘Why? You wanna hear old war stories from the day? You wanna hear how my father and his buddies kicked the Mafia out of New York in the Eighties? Or do you wanna hear the truth?’

‘The truth?’

‘Sure, the truth. What you read isn’t so much as the tip of the iceberg as a handful of snowflakes.’

‘He wasn’t what they said he was?’

‘My father? Jesus, no. He was anything but.’

‘Do you want to talk about it?’

‘Not today.’

‘Why is that?’

‘’Cause I got to go see the Coroner and get an ID on a dead girl I found, and then I gotta figure out what the fuck Danny Lange was doing in an alleyway with a bullet in his throat.’

‘Well, I’m glad you kept the appointment, Frank.’

‘Hell, Doctor Marie, if I gave up on every girl after the first date I’d never get laid.’




SEVEN


‘Rebecca Lange is the name we’ve got,’ Deputy Coroner Stanley Duggan said. ‘Crime Scene found her purse in another room, with a video rental store card in it. We traced her on the Child Services system. Picture they had confirmed ID. As best as I can determine, she was killed somewhere between eight and twelve hours before you found her. No secondary laking, so I think she died in that apartment, right there on the bed.’

They stood on either side of the steel table. Frank Parrish breathed slowly and silently, conscious of such a sense of sadness engendered by this dead girl. By the futility of a wasted life. There was something utterly desperate about her. About the red nails. Her hair. The fact that she seemed perfect and unblemished, except for the neck bruising. Unblemished except for that.

‘Sixteen years old,’ Duggan went on. ‘Date of birth, March sixth, 1992, COD strangulation. Good possibility he was right-handed, like I said, and he had big hands. There was nothing under her nails, no foreign hairs in her pubic region.’

‘Rape kit?’ Parrish asked.

‘She wasn’t raped, but she’d had sexual intercourse recently. Found lubricant, spermicide, no semen. Hard to tell precisely when, but there’s minimal bruising and no internal abrasions.’

‘Drugs?’

‘Some alcohol. Not a great deal.’ Duggan reached in back of the shelves behind him and withdrew a half-gallon glass jar. Three or four inches of brownish, viscous liquid swirled in the bottom. ‘This, and a bunch of fries, some hamburger and pickles.’

Parrish looked back at the girl. He could imagine her alive, her  eyes bright, her cheeks flushed with color, the wind through that hair.

Hey, Frank.

Hey, Rebecca.

Frank . . . didn’t want to mention it, but you don’t look so good.

I’m okay, sweetheart. Now you - you’re one to talk.

I don’t have to look good, Frank. I’m dead.

You wanna tell me about that?

Shit, you’re starting to sound like Doctor Marie.

You’re a funny girl.

I was, Frank, I was.

So we’re not gonna talk about what happened to you?

Can’t help you, Frank. It’s the rules. The dead don’t talk to the living. At least not to divulge the secrets.

‘Detective Parrish?’

Parrish snapped to.

‘Anything else you need me for? I got a half dozen bodies backed up.’

Parrish smiled. He reached out and touched Rebecca’s hand. Red nails. Redder than blood.

‘No,’ he said. ‘We’re all done.’

‘Good enough. I’ll zip her up and put her on ice. You got maybe a week, and if there’s nothing going on we’ll turn her over to State Mortuary. Far as I can see there’s no parents, no next of kin.’

‘Aside from the brother, and he’s dead too,’ Parrish said, and then recalled the woman in the picture. Probably the mother. Where was she while her daughter was lying dead? ‘The brother got done yesterday as well. GSW up through the throat into the brain?’

Duggan nodded in recognition. ‘Yeah, yeah, I know the one. Their deaths are connected?’

‘Hard to avoid the coincidence, but right now there’s nothing that puts the scenes or the killings together. He died about three o’clock in the afternoon, she died somewhere between eight a.m. and noon on the same day.’

‘You know what they say,’ Duggan interjected. ‘Sometimes the obvious—’

‘—occludes the truth, and sometimes things are exactly as they appear.’

‘Well, we’ll do tox next, but any other tests you need, you have about a week.’

‘Appreciated,’ Parrish said.

He looked back one last time through the porthole in the door. Such a beautiful girl. Such a painful and tragic waste.

 



Walking away from the mortuary, Frank Parrish thought of Doctor Marie Griffin. She was a looker, no question. A little hardness around the eyes, maybe, like she’d seen - or heard - too much that upset her. A Police Department counsellor. Maybe he shouldn’t have been so tough on her. All the psycho-the-rapist shit. He was an asshole sometimes. He knew that.

He remembered the last counsellor, fellow by the name of Harry something-or-other. He asked the question they all asked.

What do you see when the lights go down, Frank?

Darkness.

But inside the darkness. What do you see there?

I see your wife, Harry, and she’s got my dick in her mouth.

Always the bravado. Always the wide swing that missed. Truth was, these counsellors had no fucking idea. Hell, he had no idea. Sometimes it took a fifth of Bushmills to put him down. Honestly, it didn’t matter whether it was darkness or daybreak, he still saw the dead ones. Sometimes the women. And the teenagers, girls like Rebecca. All gone, smashed to fuck. But mostly it was the children. For the children there was no reason, no rationale, no excuse. And his father was always back of it - drunk-ass son-of-a-bitch that he was. No-one knew the truth about John Parrish. What he did, how he did it, how he covered up all that garbage with a clean white layer of virginal snow. Dead for sixteen years and Frank Parrish still couldn’t exorcise the motherfucker. He didn’t become a cop because of his father; he became a cop despite him.

Maybe he would share the stories with Doctor Marie: JFK Airport, the McClellan Committee report, Local 295 and The Teamsters. Jimmy fucking Hoffa and the New York State Investigation Committee. The Gambinos, the Luccheses, the Gottis, the Lufthansa heist in ’78, the Kennedy Rackets Investigation, Henry  Davidoff, Frank Manzo and the Lucchese capo regime, Paul Vario. It was all there - United States vs. International Brotherhood of  Teamsters - and Detective John Parrish was right in there with them, his citations for bravery and exemplary conduct falling out of his ass by the handful. Motherfucker.

Parrish got off the subway at Hoyt Street and walked to the precinct.

 



Homicide Division at the 126th was a blunt and brutal fuck of a thing. Working here, someone once said, is like watching a slow-motion car crash. You know what’s gonna happen but you can’t stop it, and you sure as shit can’t look away.

It had been said too many times to be anything but true, but cop life was not a movie. The phone goes. There’s a dead person somewhere. You find your car keys, you drive out there. Get there, no-one saw anything. No-one wants to see anything. The black-and-whites have rigged a perimeter, contained the scene. The Deputy Coroner is late. You stand for a while in the bitter cold or the aching heat. You need to piss but you can’t leave. You smoke too many cigarettes. Eventually you give up waiting and walk over there with a flashlight and a pair of latex gloves. You take a look up close, you see the obvious, you look for the unobvious. You go through the guy’s pockets, or the girl’s purse, or maybe if it’s one of the transvestites downtown you go through his purse. You find gum, keys, a cell phone, bills, change, smokes, condoms, pens, subway tickets, bus tickets, candy wrappers, a watch. Sometimes a whistle or a can of mace, string, scraps of paper with scrawls of indelible handwriting, receipts, photos of kids, photos of husbands, wives, lovers, girlfriends, parents and friends. There is only so much to be found in the pockets of the dead.

When the Deputy Coroner shows up you help him roll the body, note any obvious signs of wounding from bullets, knives, chains, pipes, baseball bats, boots, fists; every once in a while something melodramatic like a nail gun, a non-recoiling ball-peen hammer or a heavyweight wrench - the kind that screws up the bolts on car tires so they won’t come loose on the freeway.

Then you walk the edges. You look for beer cans, wrappers, spent casings, blood spatter, brain matter, skid marks, tire treads, escape routes, vantage points for eyewitnesses, the impact of stray gun-fire in concrete walls and wooden doors. You make copious notes. You start to feel the enervating tide of disillusionment as you add another name to the dead-file.

Under the direct aegis of the Crime Lab Director there are Supervisors, Criminalists, Scene Analysts, Firearms Specialists, Forensic Techs and Latent Print Examiners. In the Coroner’s Office there are Deputy Coroners, Forensic Pathologists, Anthropologists, Toxicologists, Duplicate Testing Supervisors and the Peer Review Unit. The Firearms unit alone could determine make, model, caliber, serial number, indications of carriage and concealment, land and groove marks, striations, rifling, types of ammunition, marks from the firing pin and the breech-block face, weapon distance, the size and shape of powder particles around the entry wounds. All these things. Necessary things, important things - and futile if there was no weapon recovered, no bullet located. Futile if the deceased had been decimated with shells from a sawn-off Magnum at a range of four feet. Futile if funding cutbacks put the network out of reach.

This was not the movies. This was real. Here the bad guy got away. Nine times out of ten you didn’t even know who the bad guy was and, even when you did, he walked on a technicality. It was always a day late and a dollar short.

Parrish was neither pessimistic nor cynical. He was pragmatic, methodical, realistic. He was not disillusioned, he was reconciled and resigned.

Homicide was simply about the dead, and more often than not there was little justice where the dead were concerned.

Now his concern was Rebecca, Danny Lange’s sister, and why Danny would be dead in an alleyway when his kid sister had been choked to death in his rat-hole apartment. He remembered the money he’d taken from Danny’s body. He dropped it into a cigar box in the lower drawer of his desk.

First thing was the parents. Secondly, go chase up some of Danny’s contacts - Lenny Hunter, Garth whatever, the other one  with the bad skin who looked like someone had dragged his face through a grater and put it back all wrong.

Parrish picked up the phone and dialed numbers he knew by heart. A stony heart - perhaps somewhat cold and unyielding - but a heart all the same.




EIGHT


Five o’clock he got a call to go up and see the Captain.

Jack Haversaw was ugly as sin. What was that old saying? Face like a bulldog sucking a wasp? Jack Haversaw made that boy look pretty.

‘Sit down,’ Haversaw said. ‘How’re you doing?’

‘I’m okay,’ Parrish said.

‘How’s things working out with the shrink?’

‘Only got going yesterday. She seems fine . . . easy on the eye. I think I can do some time with her.’

‘You don’t have a choice, Detective. It’s do or die this time. You don’t wanna know how long it took me to convince Valderas not to deep-six you. And then Valderas had to convince Lieutenant Myerson. I invoked rank in the end. Enough said. Listen up, Frank. I want you here. I need you here, but the bullshit theatrics I can do without.’

Parrish didn’t respond. He and Haversaw went back far too many years to do foreplay.

‘So what’s on your desk?’

‘Got five. Latest is this Danny Lange killing, then his sister choked to death in his apartment.’

‘And besides that?’

‘The hooker from last Tuesday, the black kid from the Tech College, and the Transit Museum guy who got pushed under the subway train.’

‘Right, right . . . I forgot about him. How you doin’ on this stuff?’

‘Same old, same old. The Lange murders interest me—’

Haversaw smiled. ‘No problem, Frank, just ditch the tedious ones and handle the ones that give you a hard-on.’

‘You know what I mean.’

Haversaw rose from his chair and walked to the window. He was silent for a little while, and then he turned, put his hands in his pockets and sat against the sill. ‘Got you a partner.’

Parrish raised his eyebrows.

‘Name is Jimmy Radick.’

‘I know him. He was down in Narcotics for a while.’

‘Well, he’s in Homicide as of now, and I’m assigning him to you. He knows he’s with you and he’s okay with it.’

‘Good for him.’

‘Don’t be an asshole, Frank. Treat the guy decent, okay? Don’t fuck him up for everyone else. He’s got the makings of a good detective.’

‘I’ll do my best,’ Parrish said.

‘Your best hasn’t been good enough, pal. Squad Sergeant Valderas heard that even the Divisional Commander wanted to know what the deal was with you. You know what he called you?’

‘Enlighten me?’

‘An internal enquiry just waiting to happen.’

‘I’m seeing the doctor woman, okay?’

‘And I don’t wanna hear that you went and screwed her and it’s all a godawful mess, huh?’

‘I ain’t gonna screw her, Captain. Jesus, who the hell d’you think I am?’

‘Frank Parrish, that’s who. Son of John Parrish, one of the most decorated officers this Precinct ever saw, is ever likely to see.’

‘We done, Jack?’

‘We’re done, Frank. Time are you finished with the shrink tomorrow?’

‘Ten, ten-thirty.’

‘Okay. Here, eleven o’clock tomorrow morning. You, me and Jimmy Radick.’

‘You got a date.’

Frank Parrish got up and started for the door.

‘You take care now, Frank, and take care of your new partner, you hear me?’

Parrish raised his hand in acknowledgement and was gone.

 



He still didn’t have a lead on the parents. He went after Danny’s known associates, found - inevitably - that numbers had been  disconnected. He chased Verizon to get updates and changes. It was a ball-breaking, heartbreaking thing.

‘Have a number here for Leonard Hunter, one-three-five, that’s one-three-five Grant Street. Number’s no longer connected. I wanted the new one.’

‘I’m sorry, sir, that number was disconnected due to non-payment of charges. There is no secondary number.’

Same thing over again for Garth Fauser, and for the life of him Frank could not recall the name of the kid with the bad skin who used to hang out with Danny Lange.

Around him the Homicide Unit was busying up. Paul Hayes, who’d handed him the Danny Lange crime scene, Bob Wheland, Mike Rhodes, Stephen Pagliaro, Stan West and Tom Engel. All Homicide dicks. Good people. And then there was Squad Sergeant Antony Valderas, hard like a hammer, ample bark, more than sufficient bite to back it up. It was a tight crew, and they gave Parrish space for maneuver, space that he needed in order to stay sane in this fucked-up job. Brooklyn 126th handled the better part of twenty homicides a month, and up on the board at the far end of the room the opens were marked in red, the closeds in black. Those names stayed black for twenty-four hours just to keep everyone up on the fact that they did finish a case every once in a while, and then the slate was wiped and another red went up.

From where Frank Parrish sat he could see Daniel Kenneth Lange 09/01/08 FP*, and Rebecca Emily Lange 09/01/08 FP*. The asterisk beside his initials indicated that he was flying solo. As of tomorrow it would read FP/JR. Jimmy Radick. Frank remembered him. Remembered that he had liked him, the first impression at least. Jimmy was police family too - his father, his father before him - but they were never part of OCCB or the Brooklyn Organized Crime Task Force. He didn’t have that part of the history to contend with. Reminded of his father again, Frank believed that it would do no harm to share a few of the war stories with Doctor Marie Griffin. Maybe it would exorcise a few demons, some ghosts, some memories. Maybe not. No harm in trying. Tomorrow . . .

Back on the phones, trying with all he possessed to remember the kid with the bad skin . . . Lucas, Leo, Lester . . . something  beginning with ‘L’. Louis. That was it. Louis Bryan. Frank went through his Rolodex and found the number. It worked but it rang out.

Frank decided to make a trip down there; he spoke to the Squad Sergeant.

‘You getting anyplace on these others?’ Valderas asked him.

‘The subway guy. I think that was a random. Some crackhead decided to push him for kicks. I figure he was wrong place, wrong time.’

Valderas shook his head. ‘Transit Authority are all over me like herpes. You know how many we got last quarter just across Nevis, DeKalb, Hoyt and Lawrence Street?’

‘Too fucking many, like always,’ Parrish replied.

‘Motherfuckers.’

‘I’m out to see someone on the alleyway shooting.’

‘Wasn’t a suicide maybe?’

Parrish shook his head. ‘ME says his crime scene was a secondary, and who the fuck shoots themselves in an alleyway?’ He took out his gun, upside-downed it, held the butt in his hand with his thumb on the trigger. He put the muzzle of the gun to the uppermost part of his throat and tilted his head backwards. ‘And like this? Angle’s all wrong. Right side up you couldn’t get your finger to the trigger.’

‘Okay, go. Call in and let Dispatch know if you’re not gonna be back tonight.’

Parrish went back to his desk and took a twenty from the cigar box.

 



A little after eight Frank Parrish found Louis Bryan. His skin was even worse than he remembered it, and he was still living with his bedridden mother. Every once in a while Mother would bang on the floor upstairs and Louis would have to hurry up and tend to her needs.

‘She’s bad man, real bad. Don’t think she’s gonna last much longer.’

‘I’m sorry, Louis.’

‘Hey man, it goes this way, you know?’

‘You heard about Danny.’

‘Sure I did.’

‘You don’t seem so upset.’

Louis smiled. His teeth, those that he still possessed, were junkie-yellow. ‘I don’t know what to tell you. Goes with the territory. If I kept count of the ones that went down I’d lose count in a month.’

‘ODs I get,’ Parrish said, ‘but Danny got shot in the head.’

‘So? You think some of these motherfuckers don’t carry guns? Some of these assholes would pop you for a ten-bag. You know the score, man. You been around the block.’

‘But Danny wasn’t in with those kind of people, Louis, not when I last saw him.’

‘And when the fuck was that?’ Louis was scratching bad. Just watching him made Parrish feel like his skin didn’t fit.

‘I don’t know, a year ago, eighteen months maybe.’

‘Well, nothing changes faster than things, man. Six months you can go from bad to worse to worser.’

‘What’s the deal with his folks?’

‘They’re dead. Been dead forever.’

‘What happened?’

‘Car crash. Both killed.’

‘How long ago?’

Louis shook his head, turned his mouth down at the corners. ‘I don’t know - four, five years maybe.’

‘And his sister?’

‘What about her?’

‘You know her?’

‘Know of her, sure. Seen her coupla times. Cute looking. She don’t do no skag though. Hardest thing she done is Pepsi-Cola. ’

‘Not anymore.’

Louis looked worried. ‘She got done too?’

‘Yeah, she got done.’

‘Same way as Danny?’

‘Nope. She got herself strangled in Danny’s apartment.’

‘Shee-it!’ Louis seemed genuinely surprised. ‘She was a sweet kid, real sweet. Pretty an’ everything. Who the fuck woulda wanted to off her? They do her as well? Like they raped her or what?’

‘I don’t think so. Just killed her.’

‘That’s them all gone then, ain’t it? All the whole family gone. Mom, Dad, Danny and the kid sister. Shee-it, that’s gotta fuckin’ hurt when the whole family’s gone.’

‘You know who looked after the sister?’

‘Some chick up in Williamsburg, as far as I remember. Don’t know her name. Danny never really talked about it.’

‘Any idea where she went to school?’

Louis shook his head.

‘And you think Danny would have—’

Louis’ eyes widened. ‘Danny? No fuckin’ way man. He loved that girl. Far as he was concerned she’s walkin’ on water. Said she was gonna be a model, you know? Me, I figure you gotta be five eight, five nine minimum to do that catwalk shit, but Danny wouldn’t have it. She’s gonna be a catwalk model and she gonna get herself all Calvin Kleined up an’ earn some serious money. He’s shootin’ for the high-life, the penthouse suite, you know? He’s a fuckin’ dreamer man, but I don’t say nothin’. You take away someone’s dream, even if they’s real foolish, and you take away their hope.’

‘When did you last see him?’

Louis thought for a moment. ‘What day we got? Tuesday . . . ? I seen him Sunday afternoon, maybe four, five o’clock.’

‘Where?’

‘His place. We did a smoke or two together. I didn’t stay long, had some business to attend to.’

‘And his sister?’

‘She wasn’t there, man. Didn’t see her.’

‘Did he say where she was?’

‘Nope. He didn’t say nothin’ and I didn’t ask.’

‘And you haven’t heard word around of what happened? Anything at all. Someone shooting their mouth off? Someone bringing it up in conversation?’

Louis shook his head. ‘I don’t make these things my business, man. You don’t go lookin’ for it then it ain’t gonna find you, know what I mean?’

‘Okay, Louis, okay. You keep an ear and an eye out for me,  okay? You hear anything you give me a call.’ Parrish took the twenty and gave it to Louis.

Louis took it. ‘An ear and an eye I can do.’

Louis showed Parrish to the door just as Momma started banging on the floor again.




NINE

WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 3, 2008

 




‘Frank, I need you here on time. Twenty minutes and I have another appointment.’

‘That’ll work fine, ’cause I have an appointment in fifteen.’

‘Seriously, I need you here on time. We can’t get anywhere in fifteen minutes.’

‘So what do you want? You want me to stay or go?’

‘Stay. Sit down. We’ll make a start. You were going to think about discussing your father.’

‘I did think about it.’

‘So are you willing to talk about him?’

‘Where are you from, Doctor Marie?’

‘I can’t see what that has to do with anything.’

‘Humor me.’

‘Originally I’m from Chicago.’

‘Another good gangster town, eh? So how long have you been in New York?’

‘Three years this Christmas.’

‘You know a lot about it?’

‘Why?’

‘Well, New York is a union town. Always has been, always will be. Democrats generally. Only exception was when they brought in Giuliani, who turned Republican in the Eighties. He served his time with the US Attorney’s Office for the Southern District, became US Attorney himself, the big boss of the hot sauce, and then he was Mayor from January 1994 to December 2001.’

‘I remember him from the 9/11 attacks.’

‘Right. And you remember when he ran for the Senate, and  then the White House? He was a tough guy, big heart, but up against more internal shit than he ever bargained for.’

‘In what way?’

‘Hell, Marie, you have to understand the nature of the city, some of its history, to really appreciate what happened. What’s still happening.’

‘I’ve got time.’

‘You really wanna hear this shit?’

‘I want to hear about your father. That’s really what I want to hear about, Frank.’

‘Well, if you want to hear about John Parrish then you have to hear all about the Saints of New York.’

‘The who?’

‘The Saints of New York. That’s what they called themselves, bunch of egotistical assholes.’

‘So who were they? The only thing I hear about your father is how many decorations he got, how he and his colleagues helped break the back of Mafia control in the city.’

‘The truth and what you hear are never the same thing in this business, believe me. The Fulton Fish Market, the Javits Convention Center, waste haulage, the garment industry, the construction business . . . hell, they were into everything. Organized crime was so much a part of this city that no-one thought they could ever be separated. But that’s what the OCCB and the Strike Forces and the Feds tried to do, and to a degree they succeeded. But even in their finest hour there was still so much internal corruption, so much money passing hands, that no-one ever really knew who was clean and who wasn’t.’

‘And your father?’

‘You really want to know about him, then we’ll have to begin at the beginning.’

‘Then do that, Frank.’

‘Well, okay, here we go. New York City. You got the five boroughs, okay? Manhattan, the Bronx, Queens, Brooklyn and Staten Island. We have one New York Police Department, but each borough has its own DA. Then there’s the Department of Justice, and they have US Attorney’s Offices in every federal judicial district in the country. There are two districts in New York, the Southern in Manhattan and the East in Brooklyn. The  DOJ also has the FBI, and they operate independently of the US Attorney network. The FBI is responsible for investigating cases, the US Attorney for prosecuting them. It’s supposed to be that simple. There are three FBI offices in New York City - or were back then - Manhattan, Queens and New Rochelle. Each one worked independently until the action against organized crime stepped up in the Eighties and these boys started getting smart, working together. So you got this system going on, right? The Feds raise the cases, the Attorney’s Office prosecutes. You with me?’

‘Yes, go on.’

‘Okay. Then comes RICO. That’s the federal act against racketeering and corruption, and it gave the Feds the authority to investigate anything - and I mean anything - that they felt might relate to organized crime. So the Feds started getting cases together and bringing them to the relevant US Attorney’s Office, and then the US Attorney would bring them to federal court in the Southern or Eastern district. You follow me so far?’

‘Sure, yes.’

‘Well, the federal courts have judges who are appointed by the President of the United States, with advice and consent from the Senate. These boys, these judges, once they’re in, they’re in for life. They got life tenure. Now we go back down and look at the five District Attorneys. These guys get elected to four-year terms by the citizens of their boroughs, and they operate entirely independent from the Mayor’s Office and the State Attorney General. They are not obligated to co-operate with one another, and they don’t take orders from higher federal or state authorities. Co-operation has only ever occurred on a case-by-case basis.’

‘The point being?’

‘I’m getting to that. So you have the NYPD, the FBI, the DA’s Office, the New York State Attorney General, the Organized Crime Control Bureau, the Brooklyn Organized Crime Strike Force, and the original remnants of the New York Task Force which had its headquarters in White Plains and field offices in Buffalo and Albany.

‘Each of these groups is independent, and they all got their own snitches and CIs - confidential informants - and their own cases. And you wanna get this shit arranged in such a way as to bring about effective co-operation and the precise application of the  law? Hell, we have enough trouble getting a bust for parking violations. These guys were fighting a losing battle even before they started. The degree to which organized crime had infiltrated the police and the courts was staggering. There are forty thousand officers in the NYPD alone, and they react to crime, they don’t proactively investigate potential crime. That’s the job of the Feds, but the Feds are limited to handling espionage, sabotage, kidnapping, bank robbery, drug trafficking, terrorism, and civil rights violations. You get a murder or two thrown in there, and unless the acting NYPD Homicide detectives can deliver probative evidence that the homicide was in some way related to one of those federal categories, they ain’t got a hope in hell of getting FBI support.

‘Well, the Mafia knew all this, and the bits they didn’t know they could find out easily enough. They knew that the borough DAs didn’t work together, so they dumped bodies along the borough divisional lines. Bullshit paperwork on which DA was responsible for that piece of territory could keep the case running for months, and then they get a judge who’s on their payroll to dismiss it, based on the fact that the NYPD and the DA’s Office were hounding and harassing the defendant unnecessarily . . . Some of the things that happened way back when you wouldn’t believe. Anyway, in the Nineteen-Eighties all these legal organizations got wise, they started to get their shit together. Rudy Giuliani went into the US Attorney’s Office Southern District in 1970. Three years later he was chief of the Narcotics Unit, and in 1975 he became an Independent and went to work for Gerald Ford. After that he went into private practice, and when Reagan was elected in 1980 he decided he was now a Republican. Reagan made him Associate Attorney General, and from that position he supervised all of the federal law enforcement agencies of the US Attorney’s Office, the Department of Corrections, the DEA and the US Marshals Service. In 1983 he came into his own with indictments and prosecution of organized crime figures and he indicted eleven people through ’85 and ’86. That sorry bunch of motherfuckers included the heads of the Five Families, and Rudy got convictions and hundreds of years of prison time for eight of them. He was the hero of the fucking century.
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