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Dedication


For my daughters, Danielle and Jillian




Epigraph


“The past is never where you think you left it.”


—Katherine Anne Porter




Prologue—December 1976, Bronx, New York


It was done, her last job. Once she got home, dead-bolted the door to her cramped little apartment behind her, and slipped out of her work clothes, she could retire Angel Dancer forever. Angel Dancer—a name nearly as ridiculous as her black lace blouse, silver satin hot pants, black fishnets, and patent leather stilettos. The blouse, one size too small so that the lace seemed almost like a fabric cage, barely able to contain her breasts. The satin hot pants, more than skintight, leaving very little about the folds and curves of her body to the imagination. The fishnets emphasizing the perfect shape of her long legs. The heels causing the muscular cut of her calves to pulsate with each step. She’d already bagged her platinum blond fright wig and tossed it in the Dumpster outside the catering hall. Good-bye, Angel.


Her body shook, teeth chattered as she rubbed her ungloved hands along her arms in a vain attempt to keep warm. The tips of her too-long, blood-red fingernails kept getting snagged in the wet rabbit fur of the jacket her old pimp Tyrone had bought for her at Alexander’s Department Store. The cheap fur smelled gamey when it got damp, like something not even the rabbits themselves would want anymore. She stood on tiptoes, stretched her neck out, and looked through the freezing rain and into the soft black blur of night for her ride. The cab was late. She had spent too many nights like this, paid too little to be used up and left standing cold and alone in the rain, while the men who stuck themselves in every part of her went home to warm houses, cold beds, frigid wives. She looked again, a gesture like a prayer. And there in the distance, a lone pair of headlights appeared. She breathed a deep sigh of relief and crossed herself because she didn’t know how much more of the weather she could take. The wet rabbit fur was useless against the claws of the bone-chilling wind.


She watched as the swaying traffic light turned green from red and the headlights advanced her way. She exhaled. In her head she went over the steps she would take to finally retire Angel Dancer. She would run a hot bubble bath, the soap beads smelling of newly mown grass and fresh cut flowers, not of sweet motel soap. For the last time, she would remove the false eyelashes like black butterfly wings and cover her face in a thick layer of cold cream. When she had wiped away the cream, taking the slut mask of blue eye shadow, glitter, black eyeliner, eyebrow pencil, foundation, blush, lipstick, lip liner, and gloss with it, she would flush the tissues down the toilet. And when she was done with her bath, done gargling the taste of her last john out of her mouth, she would look into the mirror and see plain old Angelina Reyes for the first time in five years. Good-bye, Angel.


She’d already done the two hardest things she had to do to take back her life. She had gotten the smack monkey off her back and kicked it to the curb. Thank God, she thought, she hadn’t gotten to the point where the needle track scars showed on her forearms like a Bronx subway map. She couldn’t have gotten clean if Tyrone was still in the picture, so she’d done what she’d had to do to kick him curbside as well. If hooking had taught her anything at all, it was that you do what you gotta do to make it through one more night. That’s how she’d forced herself to do one man after the next for hours at a time, to be with other women, to be with many men at once, to let herself be filmed while doing these things. She didn’t want to think about that anymore. Good-bye, Angel.


When the car was about a block away, Angel’s heart was thumping itself out of her chest. She was so excited at the prospect of finally being able to leave the life behind that it took a moment for her to realize she’d been wrong. Fuck! That gray Plymouth Fury slowing down and pulling over wasn’t from the Ponce Car Service on Alexander Avenue. As the passenger side window rolled down and she saw the figure of a man leaning over to unlatch the door, her breath caught in her throat. One thing she learned early on in the life was to sense trouble coming. You learn or you don’t live too long. She stepped back, and as she did, she slid her hand into her shoulder bag to find the straight razor she kept there just in case. Another lesson learned: If you’re going to carry a weapon, you better be ready to use it or it’ll get used on you. Angel had used the razor more than once. Most of the time, all she had to do was show it and the john would back the fuck off, but once she’d cut a john so badly she thought he was going to bleed to death right in front of her. She didn’t stick around to see. Good-bye, Angel.


She relaxed a little when she felt the distinctive, slightly arched shape of the razor in her right hand. She traced the carvings in its ivory handle with the tip of her index finger. Angel used her thumb to slowly, carefully unsheathe the razor inside the bag. But when Angel saw the face of the man that appeared in the space above the car door, her heartbeat slowed. It was a face she recognized.


“Yo,” she said, “you scared the fucking shit outta me.”


“Sorry. C’mon, honey, I’ll drop you home.”


“I’m waitin’ on a car service. If I don’t wait, they won’t ever come for me again.”


“Suit yourself, babe, but what are the chances he’s comin’ out here in this weather? You could be standing there all night. And let’s face it, you ain’t exactly dressed for the cold.”


He was right. Car service drivers made big money on nights like this, carpooling or doing illegal curbside pickups and pocketing all the money for themselves. It might be hours before they got around to collecting her.


“At least let me give you a ten spot to pay for your fare.” He held a ten-dollar bill out to her through the open window. “We were gonna arrange for a ride for you. One of the other guys is driving your friend home, but when we came to get you, you were gone.”


He was right about that, too. She had been so anxious about getting this last job over with, to say good-bye to Angel, that she hadn’t waited around to see if she could catch a ride back down to the South Bronx. He was right about a lot of things, but she still didn’t trust it. She couldn’t say what was bothering her exactly. Didn’t matter. She had stayed alive by trusting herself. When you have an itch on the bottom of your foot that you can’t quite reach, she thought, you don’t question it. All you know is that it’s there.


“I’ll wait for my ride. My boyfriend works for them, so I know they’ll come,” she lied.


“Okay, but why don’t you sit in here and wait where it’s warm and dry?”


She knew that routine. Why don’t you come in here and wait where it’s warm and dry and you can pass the time by blowing me? On any other night, she might have done it, might have made the trade. Those days were over. “Nah, that’s nice of you, really, but I’ll just wait here.”


“At least take the ten spot or I’ll feel totally guilty. Please?” He held the bill out to her once again.


Angel didn’t see that she had much of a choice, not if she wanted to get rid of Don Quixote. Her mom had once taken her to Broadway to see a play about him. It was the only time in her life she had ever been to Broadway. She loved everything about it: the lights, the live music, the stage. It wasn’t so different than what she did. No, it was very different.


“Okay,” she said, “thanks.”


Then she got careless, letting go of the blade, and reached for the money with her right hand. By the time she realized her mistake, it was already too late. He had latched onto her delicate brown wrist with steel fingers and yanked her arm toward him like a lawn mower starter cord. The force of his pull was so strong that she couldn’t even throw out an arm in time to protect herself. Her nose broke with a nauseating snap as it smashed into the car roof just above the door frame. She was blind with tears, and she could not breathe for the blood and mucus filling her mouth, throat, and nostrils. There was a second or two when the shock of what was happening to her left her numb, but the pain overwhelmed her senses soon enough. There was a shrill ringing in her ears and it felt as if her skull was on fire. Time was passing very slowly, so that each of her struggling breaths seemed to have its own tortured history.


She wasn’t completely out of it and was vaguely conscious of being facedown in a puddle of slush and blood. She was wedged against the curb and could feel the heat from the car’s undercarriage on the back of her neck. Instinctively, she thrust her right arm back into her bag, which was still slung over her shoulder, and pressed tightly between her body and the curb. Part of her mind was a jumble of panic, begging her, pleading with her to get up and run, to scream for help, but she was still choking, coughing out blood, unable to scream. She was still too stunned to get up.


There was another part of her brain working furiously, calculating her best chances. That part of her mind kept asking, “Where is he? Where is he? How much time do I have?” Then, through the panic and pain, the choking blood and shrill ringing, Angel’s world grew pin-drop silent. She could hear individual sounds as distinctly as if they were the only things to experience in an otherwise empty universe. There was the hollow ping, ping, pinging of the icy rain against the car’s hood, the metallic creaking of the traffic light as it swung in the wind on its tether, a jet’s engines whining as it passed over the Throgs Neck Bridge on the way to LaGuardia. And there was something else, another sound, one much more urgent to her chances of survival: the crunch and scrape of ice and grit caught between the soles of a man’s shoes and the pavement.


With that, time exploded, lurching full speed ahead. She once again recognized the familiar shape of the straight razor at the bottom of her bag. The footsteps were almost on her. Using all of her strength, Angel pulled the razor up out of the bag, thumbed it open, and swung it wildly. She hit something solid. His leg? His hand? She had no way of knowing.


“You fuckin’ whore bitch! You fuckin’ cut me,” he growled, but in a low, angry voice. Then he did something that caught Angel off guard as she struggled desperately to get up. He laughed. That scared her more than anything had ever scared her.


She was nearly to her knees. Suddenly, there was a fierce whooshing of air. She felt the wind of it on her cheek. There were brittle, cracking sounds. Her right hand went limp, the razor clanging to the sidewalk. It was only when the sickening pain shot up her arm and into her core that she realized the cracking sounds had been the shattering of her bones. She didn’t have time to think about it. She remembered him saying, “Thanks for the razor, whore.” He laughed again, cruelly. She pictured him standing over her, smiling. There was another whoosh, a dark shadow moving before her blurred eyes, and a thud. Her jaw went numb.


When she opened her eyes, pain and silent prayer were the only things left to her. Her mouth had been stuffed with her lace panties and layers of tape had been wound across her lips, cheeks, hair, and the back of her head. She was nude. She could feel the coarse grass biting at the gooseflesh of her back and her legs. She wasn’t tied down, but she couldn’t move. When she tried to shift her weight, the pain almost made her puke into her gag. Then he came back into view, the grass snapping under the weight of his ugly black shoes. He held the razor in his hand.


He put his face very close to hers. His breath stank of whiskey, cigarettes, stale coffee. “I’m going to take the gag outta your mouth and I’m going to let you beg. If you scream, I’m going to do bad things to you, honey, real bad things. Understand? Blink your eyes if you understand.”


Her eyelids fluttered madly.


He used the razor, carefully slicing through the tape. He pulled it back layer by layer and used his fingers to fish the panties out of her mouth. She gasped for breath. He knelt over her, her saliva-soaked, bloodied panties in one hand, the razor in the other. He was in no rush. When she seemed to have caught her breath, he said, “Are you ready now?”


She nodded.


“Beg!”


She knew men too well to ask the impossible. “Kill me quick, please. Quick.”


Blank-faced, he smiled as he shoved the panties back into her mouth. He put his lips to her ear and whispered, “No.”


Good-bye, Angel.




Chapter One—Harlem 2008


Jack drove. He usually didn’t, but the rule was the driver was captain of the ship, and he wasn’t in the mood for Carmen Romero’s bullshit about parking. So far, so good. She was too busy fussing with her new iPhone to give him the speech. Fucking iPhones, just more bullshit, more toys. Sometimes he thought he would give anything to have been born a few decades earlier, when New York had three baseball teams, a working waterfront, and people had only each other to rely on. Was the world a better place because there were thirty-one flavors, men on the moon, and computers? Not the way Jack Kenny figured it. As he recalled, folks weren’t any worse off with seven TV stations to choose from instead of seven hundred. You made do with what you had. That’s what growing up poor Bronx Irish had taught him: how to make do.


“Pad thai or jerk chicken?” Romero asked, never looking up from the iPhone screen.


“You pick, Carm.”


“Pad thai.”


He glanced over at his partner without turning his head. Carm was thirty-two with light mocha skin, deep copper eyes, and shoulder-length hair so thick and black it almost didn’t seem real. She had curves like other women, only more of them and in better places. She was, Jack was forced to admit, smoking hot. A fact which he was reminded of on a daily basis by at least half the males at the Two-Six, and some of the women, too. The thing was, he had never thought of Carm that way. Not from day one, not when they were out drinking and went a few past their limits, not ever. He supposed that was his upbringing, too. His cop upbringing, not the one he got at Visitation Catholic in Kingsbridge.


“Never shite where ya eat, lad,” he remembered his grandfather Timothy saying. “It’ll bring ya only troubles and we’ve troubles enough in this life.”


Padraig Timothy Kenny was born on the other side and never lost his lovely lilting manner of speech. Not even thirty years on the job in uniform in the worst parts of the city could wrest it from him. His dad and uncle, both thirty-year men as well, had given Jack much the same advice, if spoken more plainly and with less romance: “Don’t hump where ya dump.”


Of course it was advice easier given in their days. There were almost no women on the job back then, certainly none with names like Carmen Romero or with her looks. Even when Jack had started in the seventies, women—white, black, red, or green, smoking hot or plug ugly—were few and far between. And the concept of a college-educated, female Puerto Rican detective would have been greeted with as much skepticism as the idea of openly gay men serving in the military. Go figure!


At first, it was hard for Jack to figure Carmen. Why would anyone who looked like her and who’d graduated top of her class at John Jay College of Criminal Justice become a street cop? A prosecutor? Maybe. A defense lawyer? Sure. A fed? Definitely. Some rich guy’s trophy wife? Why not? But not ten years in uniform on the streets of Bed Stuy and the South Bronx, only to wind up as a detective-third in a concrete-block squad room that smelled like cheap pine disinfectant and old coffee, on the second floor of a precinct house in Harlem. Shit, Jack thought, she wasn’t even from the city. She’d grown up in the burbs.


On Amsterdam Avenue they drove by Jamal Jackson’s three-card monte game. Jamal was there every day, rain or shine, relieving suckers of their discretionary income. One of the things Jack and Carm liked about being out of uniform was that they didn’t have to worry about petty stuff like Jamal’s monte game.


“Jamal’s good,” Jack said to Carm, “but not nearly as good as this guy Mingas who used to work my patrol sector in the Four-O.”


“Mingas the Magnificent? Little Puerto Rican guy? Used to be a jockey?”


Jack Kenny nodded. “That’s him.”


“He was still there when I worked the Four-O.”


“I’ve seen a lot of guys run three-card monte, but Mingas was the master. One day we brought him into the station house and he put on a show for us. He did it sleeveless, in slow motion, and with only three cards and he still beat us. That was the deal: If he beat us, we had to kick him loose. We kicked him loose.”


“Even when he was old he was the king,” Romero agreed. “He’s dead, you know?”


“No, I didn’t. That’s too bad. He told me once that the secret was not in your eyes, but in your head. ‘People, they too fast to trust their eyes,’ Mingas said. ‘Smart man, he trust his head, not his eyes. Eyes is easy to fool. Head, not so easy.’”


Carm wasn’t buying. “Sounds like a load of horseshit to me.”


Jack shrugged and pulled to the curb in front of their favorite Thai restaurant, Yes Siam. That was his first mistake.


“You can’t park here, Jack,” Romero said, finally looking up from her iPhone. “You know that.”


“Not this shit again, Carm. Besides, rule is, driver is captain of the ship. Right?”


She pointed up at the rectangular red-and-white parking sign with the following written on it:


No Parking Anytime


←


“Don’t be talking to me about rules, Jack.”


“Ah, Christ, Carm. We’re cops. We have the damned parking plaque. We throw that in the window and we could park on the sidewalk by a fire hydrant and no one could say boo.”


“Didn’t your parents ever teach you the difference between could and should? Just because we can do it, doesn’t mean we should do it.”


Jack screwed up his still handsome face into a mask of false consternation. “I thought you were talking about could and should, now you’re talking can and should. I’m old and confused.”


“Fuck you, Jack. Don’t give me that confused excuse. There’s a reason the city doesn’t want cars on this block.”


“If there’s a reason, I haven’t figured it out yet. Since I been at the Two-Six, they’ve changed the parking rules on this street three times. The city just likes to screw with people so they can reap in all that ticket money. And don’t even try to tell me that’s not true.”


Carmen had to confess that it did sometimes seem as if the powers that be were far more interested in collecting parking violation funds than in keeping the public safe or the traffic flowing smoothly. Still, right was right. She bent, but didn’t break. “If we were here on a homicide, that’s one thing. But we’re here on suspicion of pad thai and chicken satay.”


“My granddad, dad, and uncle had thirty years on. My brother Pete had thirty years on. My daughter DJ’s got ten years on and Jack Jr.’s got six years on. I am almost at thirty-four and going strong. This city owes my family a lot more than letting me park where the—”


“Okay, Jack, I surrender.” Carmen held up her palms. “If I have to listen to the litany of your sainted family’s time on the job again, I’ll lose my appetite.”


Jack had finally won the argument, but he wasn’t smiling. Carmen never surrendered. That was one of the things he admired about her. Her attachment to doing stuff by the book and her unshakable belief in technology may have driven him a little nuts, but he never questioned her resolve. She had a bigger set of cojones than most men he knew. He put the car in drive and stepped on the gas.


“Is it that thing?” he asked, pulling away from the curb.


She looked out the window. “I don’t want to talk about it. We’ve talked it to death.”


She was right. They had talked it to death. Carmen had made the mistake of being human, of giving in to a spur-of-the-moment impulse and had been suffering for it since. Last St. Paddy’s Day, she’d hooked up with one of the bosses, Dominguez, a real up-and-comer from OCCB. He was the complete package: handsome, ambitious, aggressive, politic, charming, accomplished. Problem was the package also included a politically connected wife and kids. After a few months of motels and midnight meetings, Carmen had had enough. She wasn’t going to be someone’s side slice, but ambitious mothers like Dominguez didn’t sacrifice political connections for love and they didn’t like losing. Over the last several months, he’d tried every trick in the book to get Carmen to reconsider. First it was flowers and poetry. Now it was extortion. Dominguez was either going to have her back or have her badge. He’d even cornered Jack once when he was visiting his girl, DJ, at 1 Police Plaza.


“Someday soon, Detective Kenny, I am going to be a very powerful man in this department. You would do well to be my friend,” Dominguez had said. “Your girl has a big future ahead of her and your son could make detective like that.” Dominguez snapped his fingers. “On the other hand, things could get very tough on the kids.”


“And all I have to do is what, pimp my partner to you? Get the fuck outta my face before I forget our ranks and religion.”


That confused Dominguez. “Religion?”


“You didn’t hear? I’m taking circumcision lessons. You threaten my kids or my partner again and I’ll perform one on you without a scalpel.”


Jack hadn’t mentioned the encounter to Carmen, though he suspected Dominguez made sure word got back to her. Jack opened his mouth to say something to comfort his partner, but thought better of it. If she didn’t want to discuss it, it was better left alone. He found a legal spot around the corner from the eatery and pulled in. That seemed to get Carmen out of her funk. And when he stopped at a newsstand kiosk to buy the Post, she lit right back up.


“Christ, you’re old, Jack. No one reads newspapers anymore. And the Post! It’s like a paper for right-wing three-year-olds.”


He winked. “My kinda people.” Then he looked at the front page headline. That was his second mistake.





From New York Post


New Evidence in Bronx Barber Slay


By Park Kim




It’s not only on our TV screens that police dramas play out. In a stunning development, a witness has come forward with new testimony that sheds light on a notorious case that held this city’s attention for a brief while back in the Bicentennial Year of 1976. On the morning of Thursday, December 16, 13-year-old Jeffrey Talbot was out walking his family dog in an undeveloped area beneath the Bronx side of the Throgs Neck Bridge. Talbot’s dog, a beagle named Olivia, broke free of her leash and ran howling into a nearby marsh close to the water’s edge. When Talbot finally caught up to Olivia, he made a terrifying and grisly discovery. There, among the reeds and cattails, was the nude and mutilated body of a young Hispanic woman later identified as Angelina Reyes aka Angel Dancer. The medical examiner’s report indicated Miss Reyes’s death had been “… gruesome, slow, and painful,” that nearly every bone in her body was broken, some pulverized, while she was still alive, and that the pattern of some of her other wounds indicated she had been tortured with a straight razor. “This same razor was, after the victim expired, used to severely mutilate the body.” The use of the old-fashioned straight razor led the media to dub the killer “The Bronx Barber.”


Miss Reyes, who had worked as an exotic dancer and prostitute, had last been seen by one of her neighbors leaving her South Bronx apartment at 9 PM the previous evening. A livery cab driver later gave testimony that he had dropped the woman at the corner of Powell and Zerega Avenues in the Union Port section of the Bronx. Until now, nothing had been known of Miss Reyes’s movements between the time the livery cab driver reported dropping her off and the accidental discovery of her body.


Yet as shocking and bloody as the crime was, there were almost no leads in the case. Whatever trail there was quickly went cold. Then word came down to police sources late yesterday that after thirty years, a credible witness had surfaced who could and would shed light on both Miss Reyes’s whereabouts on the night in question and the identity of her killer. Although the new witness is known to be an African American woman in her late 50s, her identity is being withheld at this time.







Chapter Two


Jack could not move. He was only conscious of his mouth being wide open because a sudden gust of cold air blew in and left him slightly breathless. Carmen couldn’t believe her eyes. She’d never seen her partner so off balance.


“Holy shit, Jack. You’re white as a sheet. Are you having a fucking stroke or something?”


“Or something,” he said. “Let’s get inside. I need to sit down and eat.”


At their favorite corner table in Yes Siam, Carmen thumbed through the menu without really seeing. They always ordered the same things. She drank Diet Coke, Jack a Bud. She knew Jack would talk when Jack was ready to talk and not before. Chef Artie, a kind-faced man with a slight build, mischievous almond eyes, and a huge smile, came over to greet his two detective friends. He had their drinks in hand. Jack just sort of smiled back, some color returning to his cheeks … especially after his first gulp of Bud.


Chef Artie recited, “Beef pad thai for Detective Jack. Salad and chicken satay for beautiful Detective Carmen.”


When Chef Artie left, Jack opened up the paper and showed his partner the headlines and the story on page three. Carmen was quick and zipped through the article in a few minutes.


“These the good old seventies you’re going on about all the time?” she said. “How being a cop back then was the real deal? Doesn’t sound like the golden age to me, not unless you’re a Jack the Ripper groupie.”


“It’s not funny, Carmen.”


He never called her that. Never. “What’s got you spooked?” she wanted to know. “You were in uniform back in ’76, right? In the Four-O? They didn’t find what was left of Angel Dancer anywhere near the Four-O.”


Jack seemed not to hear her. “Do me a favor, will you? Look on your phone and see if there’s been anything new on the story since the paper came out.”


You could have knocked her down with a feather she was so surprised. Jack detested her iPhone, tablets, Kindles—anything invented after the ’64 World’s Fair. In their almost two years together, this was the first time he had asked her to do anything like this. And if he hadn’t looked about to stroke out before, she would have busted his balls mercilessly for asking. Instead, she did as he asked. As she worked, Chef Artie served the food.


“There’s gonna to be a press conference in a little while, but nothing other than that,” Carmen said. “So, you wanna tell me what’s going on here or what?”


Jack finished slurping in a mouthful of noodles, chewed. “Well, I suppose the shit’s gonna hit the fan now, so I might as well tell you.”


“Might as well,” she agreed. “Tell me what?”


“That article there about the girl … it’s wrong. The reporting’s not wrong, not as far as it goes.”


“Look, partner, you gonna make me extract this from you like a wisdom tooth? Just fucking tell me. I’m a big girl. I cut my own meat, tie my own shoes, and wipe my own—”


“I get the picture, Carm. I’m eating here, for chrissakes!”


Carmen blew an impatient breath through her full lips. “So what part of the article is wrong?”


He leaned forward and whispered, “The part where it talks about no one knowing anything about her movements between the time she got dropped off by the livery driver and when the kid found her body. A lot of people knew where she was, at least part of the time.”


“A lot of people like who, for instance?”


“Like me, for instance,” he answered, looking over both shoulders, “and every other cop, boss, and detective at the Four-O.”


She was confused. “Unless the NYPD switched precinct locales and switched them back again while I wasn’t paying attention, neither the place where the livery guy dropped Angel off or where they found her body is even close to the Four-O.”


“We were at a party, Carm.”


She was skeptical. “A party. All of you?”


“Every guy who was off-duty and who wasn’t sick, yeah.”


“Whatever, but that doesn’t explain about the girl, about Angel Dancer.”


“She was at the party with us,” he said.


Then it clicked. “Holy shit, Jack! Angel Dancer was—”


“—servicing some of the guys. Her and another hooker … a black chick.”


“And you think the other hooker is the new witness,” Carmen said.


“Who else? It fits.” Jack stood, took two twenties out of his wallet, and tossed them on the table. “Come on.”


She was curious. “Where we going?”


“A place called the Castle Harbour.”


“I’ve heard of it, but where’s it at?”


“In the past, Carm. In the past.”




Chapter Three


It hadn’t taken as long as he’d anticipated for their Chevy Impala to make it from Harlem to here, nor had stripping away thirty years of history taken a time machine. This part of the Bronx was like fifty other neighborhoods in the five boroughs—a working class area with its charms and warts, tidy two-family houses, and prewar apartment buildings. At night you could hear the rumble from the local elevated subway line, and bored kids could go up on their roofs and watch a constant stream of jets coming from or headed to LaGuardia. Jack drove down Havemeyer Avenue and pulled over at the corner of Haviland. Carmen Romero hadn’t said a word since they’d gotten in the car, and Jack had been quiet as well. He put the car in park and pointed across the street like the ghost of Christmas yet to come.


An unremarkable building, the Castle Harbour Casino wasn’t much to write home about when it was a thriving business. It was even less to look at now—desolate and covered in graffiti. Its brick façade was like the skin of an unimaginative chameleon, because depending upon your point of view and the time of day, it could seem to be any color in the narrow range from pale gray to dark beige. It was sort of a dull gray at the moment. The only exterior feature that gave the place any character at all was the rounded brick corner where the side walls met at Havemeyer and Haviland. On his previous visits, Jack Kenny had never wasted much energy contemplating the appearance of the place. Then again, he didn’t recall ever seeing it in the light. All his prior trips had come under cover of dusk or at the fall of night.


“I’ve heard about this place.” Carmen repeated what she’d said when they left the restaurant. “Some old-timer would mention its name in front of me and some other guy would laugh, but that was it. They would never talk about it. It was like an inside joke.”


Jack shook his head. “They wouldn’t talk about it, not in front of you. I guess partially because remembering the old days is like being in a club.”


“Boys and their clubs.”


“I said that was only part of the reason.”


“What’s the other part, Jack?”


“Maybe they were a little embarrassed by what used to go on here.”


“And what was that?” she asked. “Draw me a picture.”


He didn’t hesitate. “Back in the day, we used to have our Christmas parties here. Hell, all the Bronx precincts and half the Queens precincts did, too. Except in those days, they were stag parties, strictly for the boys.”


“I know what stag means, partner. I went to college and everything. You’re the one who barely made it through DeWitt Clinton High School.”


“Point taken.” Jack continued. “The few women who were on the job back then either didn’t want to come or knew to curry favor with the bosses by not making waves by complaining about it. So there was booze, music, dinner, and we’d give out stupid awards. You know, a roll of toilet paper to the guy who was always in the head when you needed him. A box of condoms to the precinct stud. An apron to the most henpecked husband. Shit like that. Then we’d drink a little more and gamble. Some guys would play poker, some blackjack, some would shoot craps .... Then the girls would show up.”


“Girls like Angel Dancer, you mean.”


“Yeah, and they’d entertain us.”


Carmen raised her eyebrows. “Entertain you how?”


“Usually they’d do a little strip show together, maybe a little girl-on-girl stuff. It wasn’t like today. Girl-on-girl action wasn’t as commonplace. That really fired the guys up. They’d be throwing tips up at the girls. After that, they’d bring the shyest guy in the precinct up, tie him to a chair, and have a little fun with him.”


“Enough,” Carmen said. “I just ate lunch. Let me guess the rest. After the girls were done with the show, they got entrepreneurial, offering their services for a few extra bucks to anyone who was willing. And given that they were in a room full of drunk cops flush with gambling money who’d just watched their little show, they didn’t lack for customers.”


His smile was a wistful one. “You sure you weren’t there, Carm?”


“Thank God, I wasn’t. I’d still be throwing up. So I get these sorts of parties weren’t the department’s proudest moments, but a woman was murdered, Jack. She was butchered and left to rot in a swamp.”


“Don’t you think I know that!” he barked back. “I’ve been on the job for a long time. I’ve done some things I’m damned proud of and some others that maybe weren’t strictly kosher, but in my whole career there’s only ever been one thing I’ve been ashamed of. This. What was I supposed to do? I was on the job for less than two years when it happened. I’m not making excuses, Carm, but we were ordered to keep our mouths shut.”


“Ordered? You mean the brass stymied a homicide investigation. That doesn’t make any sense.”


“Maybe not by today’s standards it doesn’t, but it was a different world back then. The city was on the verge of financial collapse. I mean President Ford basically told Mayor Beame to go fuck himself when he asked for loan guarantees. The roads and bridges were collapsing. The subways were filthy and dangerous. And there were war zones safer than some of the neighborhoods in this city. People would light fires in the housing projects just so they could throw TVs, piss-filled balloons, bricks, shit-filled plastic bags down at the responding cops and firemen. We used to call it air mail. Son of Sam had already started killing, though he didn’t have that name yet. The department had just gotten over the fallout from the Knapp Commission. The last thing the city needed was some scandal involving a dead hooker and a whole police precinct. I didn’t like it. None of us liked it, but no one asked us for our opinions.”


Romero wasn’t buying it. “And what, for thirty years all you guys have just lived with it?”


“That’s what people do, Carm. They live with bad things. You stay on this job long enough and you’ll be living with some yourself. Look, this thing you’re going through with Dominguez, it’s not right, but because he’s a powerful man with juice and ambition … Sometimes you just eat the crap that’s on your plate and move on. Time passes. Memories dim. Days, months, years go by and you don’t even think about it. Eventually it’s like it never happened.”


“But it did happen, Jack, and all the years that passed won’t change or undo it.”


“I know that. I guess I thought this was in the past.” His eyes remained fixed on the Castle Harbour.


“No such thing as the past. Have you ever heard of William Faulkner?”


“He was an author, right?” Jack said. “Why?”


“I’m impressed. Well, I had to read him and write a paper on him in college. He once said that the past is never dead. That it isn’t even past.”


Jack nodded in agreement. “Smart man.”


They just sat there for a few more minutes in silence. There wasn’t anything else to say, really. They both knew how things would go from here. Although the shit would hit the fan, there probably wouldn’t be much blowback. It would be a story without legs. Most of the guys who were at the Castle Harbour that night were retired or dead. The ones who were still reachable would either say they didn’t know anything about it or would claim not to even remember it ever happened. Others would say that word had come down from the bosses not to talk, but orders like that are never put in writing. They’re like smoke. That kind of order gets whispered and passed on by go-betweens. Besides, Angel Dancer wasn’t killed at the Castle Harbour or anywhere near it. So it would go down as a thirty-year-old tragedy that was made worse by an alleged bureaucratic fuckup. Still, Jack didn’t like it. Carmen liked it even less.


Jack Kenny stepped on the brake, put the car in drive, spun the wheel hard left to pull out, and hit the gas.


“Hold it!” Carmen shouted.


He slammed on the brake and put the Impala back into park. “For chrissakes, Carm. You trying to give me a coronary? What is it?”


“I just got an update on the press conference. The Chief says the new witness in the Angel Dancer homicide has identified a suspect.”


“Who is it?”


Carmen turned the phone toward Jack. There on the small screen was a clear photo of a cop. It was a head shot. You could see the top of his dark blue tunic, the badge on his chest, and his hat. Beneath the visor of the hat, his salt-and-pepper hair was shaggy and long. His less-than-trim sideburns and still-black mustache were from another era. He was about thirty-five, but looked forty. A smoker, no doubt. A drinker, too. His cheeks gaunt, bloodless. His dark brown eyes distant and full of potential … the wrong kind of potential. It had once been a handsome face, but the good looks had receded, and now trouble was writ large in every crag and at the corners of his cruel smile.


Jack was gut-punched at the sight of this face. The face belonged to Tony Gee, Tony Giambello, his first partner. Suddenly, Jack Kenny wished he’d never heard of the Castle Harbour or William fucking Faulkner.




Chapter Four—August 1975, Bronx, New York


Blast furnace didn’t begin to describe it and that wasn’t only about the weather. The South Bronx in August was hell on earth for the people who lived there and for the cops who navigated its broad avenues, side streets, and dead ends. Jack Kenny was a handsome, fresh-faced kid who’d grown up in Kingsbridge, not five miles from the neighborhood he now patrolled. Kingsbridge, working class and so Irish the streets would run green with the blood of martyrs. They had different kinds of martyrs in the South Bronx. Here, the blood in the streets ran red, especially in August.


“You’re the enemy, kid,” said Tony Gee to Jack. “Don’t forget that. And don’t forget they’re your enemies.”


Jack didn’t say a word. He was doing what rookies do, what he had been told to do by his cop elders. Keep your trap shut, and your eyes open, boyo. So Jack had kept his thoughts to himself when he was partnered up with Tony Giambello, despite the fact that Tony Gee was no one’s idea of a good cop. Giambello was, as other guys in the precinct were only too eager to tell Jack, a real piece of shit. And Tony Gee did nothing to convince Jack otherwise. He drank constantly, unashamedly. Cops drank on the clock, not exactly a revelation. Jack drank, too: a beer here and there. But Tony Gee was a brazen son of a bitch, keeping a bottle of Southern Comfort between his legs as he drove their blue Plymouth Fury around their sector of the Four-O. Giambello didn’t even have the courtesy to pay for his booze. He would just walk into a local liquor store, grab a bottle off the shelf, and walk out again. He didn’t pay for his cigarettes either. He didn’t pay for his food. That was the thing about Tony Gee, he never paid for his bullshit. Everybody else did.


Jack might have been able to better stomach his partner if Tony Gee had drawn the line at free food, booze, and butts. Nope. Tony Gee drew only one line, the line between us and them. Most days, “them” included everyone who wasn’t white and Catholic and a cop. Some days the club was so exclusive it included only himself. Not the best way to be in a city described as a melting pot or patch quilt. It was certainly not the best attitude to have in a precinct that was probably 90 percent Puerto Rican. No wonder he sees everything in terms of us and them, Jack thought; the guy makes enemies like wet, rotting trees make mushrooms.


“Fuckin’ rice and bean eatin’ PR motherfuckers,” Tony would spout off after he’d had a few slugs at the Southern Comfort. “They’re worse than the goddamn blacks.”


But regardless of his ornery disposition and endless list of foibles, Tony Gee knew every inch of the precinct, every burned-out tenement building, every vacant lot, every drug corner. He knew the area in ways that not even the people who lived within its confines knew it. He could also sense trouble coming the way cattle and horses sense an earthquake’s at hand. He had a remarkable instinct for survival, so although no one in the precinct liked him, some of the older guys had a kind of grudging, adversarial respect for Tony Gee.


“He’ll have your back, kid,” one of the old guys said. “He may be a prick, but he’ll have your back.”


It was a Saturday night. Someone had put extra coals in the blast furnace and turned it on high. The air had been so hot over the last few days that the tires of their patrol car seemed to stick to the blacktop. The streets smelled of sweat-soaked clothing, and a wet sheen seemed to cover every inch of exposed skin. And if the weather wasn’t enough, the gangs were warring over what gangs always warred over: turf. Only now turf meant drug corners and shooting galleries, not schoolyards. It didn’t help that some of the warring gangs weren’t Puerto Rican. Racism wasn’t Tony Gee’s alone. He had a lot of company in that club.


The major players in the drug war that summer were the Skulls and the Spades. The Skulls were Puerto Rican top to bottom. The Spades were African-American. But their battles weren’t some quaint Jets-and-Sharks scuffles: When these guys fought, it wasn’t with zip guns and bicycle chains. They didn’t dance the mambo together, and they didn’t meet in schoolyards for rumbles. They tended to favor street-corner assassination and massacres. Most of the gun violence early that summer had been done with the pistol du jour, the Saturday Night Special. But by August the Spades, undergunned and undermanned, had upped the stakes by introducing two M-16s into the mix. The Skulls answered with sawed-offs and Uzis, a lot of them. That’s when things got ugly, because with those kinds of weapons you get collateral damage in the form of dead civilians.


The Skulls were particularly arrogant and acted as if they owned the streets that August. Who was to say they didn’t? They were sure as shit better armed than the cops or the Spades and they outnumbered both. But they flaunted their status a little too much for anybody’s liking. They had taken to dressing in full gang colors and, in groups of fifty or more, marching past the Four-O precinct house, then across the street past McSherry’s, the local cop bar. They did it once too often and on a night too hot for people to feel human. That’s when the blast furnace exploded.


Tony Gee and Jack were coming off a four-to-midnight and had changed into their civilian clothes. They were standing on the corner of Alexander Avenue and 139th Street.


“Where you headed, kid?” Tony Gee asked.


“McSherry’s for a few. You?”


“Not to Mc-fuckin’-Sherry’s,” Tony said, spitting on the sidewalk before turning down 139th.


Jack knew Tony Gee wasn’t exactly a welcome presence at McSherry’s, but that’s not why Jack was going there. Jack needed a drink, bad. It had been a particularly ugly tour, especially for a rookie. Almost immediately after rolling out, they had responded to a report of shots fired. Shots fired, they realized when they got there, didn’t quite describe it. In a brick- and bottle-covered empty lot in the shadows of two abandoned buildings, they found three bodies. The victims, all black males, displaying Spades’ colors, hands tied behind their backs, had been executed with shotgun blasts. There wasn’t much left of their heads, at least not in their original forms. Nothing prepares you for the sight of that. Nothing.


As Jack stepped off the curb, he heard a commotion behind him and peeked back over his shoulder. It was the fucking Skulls on one of their parades. He just shook his head and kept going across the street. Then, out of the corner of his eye, he saw something that made him stop in his tracks. There was a car, a black Lincoln, coming past McSherry’s toward the precinct. It was driving more slowly than the rest of the traffic, too slowly. There, sticking out of the rear passenger window, was the long barrel of a rifle. Jack reached down for the off-duty .38 strapped to his ankle. As he did so, he screamed, “Get down! Get down!” But the rifle muzzle was already flashing, bullets flying out of its barrel so rapidly that the sound of one shot blended into the next. The few people crossing 139th ahead of Jack went down before he’d even gotten his pant leg up over his ankle holster. He was a dead man.


Then something hit him on his left side, the side opposite the black Lincoln. Even as Jack toppled over and spread flat out against the still-hot blacktop, he was at a loss. Then something landed on top of him.
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