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When I was a kid, my father took me up on the roof of a freshly burned building.

He’d been giving me a tour of the firehouse when the call came in, and I got to ride beside him in the front seat of the fire engine, thrill to the feel of it turning corners as its back half buckled and the sirens rang and the smoke poured blue and black and thick ahead of us.

An hour after they’d doused the flames, once my hair had been ruffled by his fellow firemen a dozen times, and I’d been fed my limit of street vendor hot dogs as I sat on the curb and watched them work, my father came and took my hand and led me up the fire escape.

Oily wisps of smoke curled into our hair and caressed the brick as we climbed, and through broken windows I could see charred, gutted floors. Gaps in the ceilings rained dirty water.

I was terrified of that building, and my father had to pick me up when he stepped out on the roof.

‘Patrick,’ he whispered as we walked across the tar paper, ‘it’s okay. Don’t you see?’

I looked out and saw the city rising steel blue and yellow beyond the stretch of neighborhood. I could smell the heat and damage below me.

‘Don’t you see?’ my father repeated. ‘It’s safe here. We stopped the fire in the low floors. It can’t reach us up here. If you stop it at its base, it can’t rise.’

He smoothed my hair and kissed my cheek.

And I trembled.




 Prologue

Christmas Eve 6.15 p.m.

Three days ago, on the first official night of winter, a guy I grew up with, Eddie Brewer, was one of four people shot in a convenience store. Robbery was not a motive. The shooter, James Fahey, had recently broken up with his girlfriend, Laura Stiles, who was a cashier on the four-to-twelve shift. At eleven fifteen, as Eddie Brewer filled a styrofoam cup with ice and Sprite, James Fahey walked through the door and shot Laura Stiles once in the face and twice in the heart.

Then he shot Eddie Brewer once in the head and walked down the frozen food aisle and found an elderly Vietnamese couple huddling in the dairy section. Two bullets each for them, and James Fahey decided his work was complete.

He walked out to his car, sat behind the wheel, and taped the restraining order Laura Stiles and her family had successfully filed against him to the rearview mirror. Then he tied one of Laura’s bras around his head, took a pull from a bottle of Jack Daniel’s, and fired a bullet into his mouth.

James Fahey and Laura Stiles were pronounced dead at the scene. The elderly Vietnamese man died en route to Carney Hospital, his wife a few hours later. Eddie Brewer, however, lies in a coma, and while doctors say his prognosis isn’t good, they also admit his continued existence is all but miraculous.

The press have been giving that description a lot of play lately, because Eddie Brewer, never anything close to a saint when we were growing up, is a priest. He’d been out jogging the night he was shot, dressed in thermals and sweats, so Fahey didn’t know his vocation, though I doubt it would have mattered much. But the press, sensing both a nostalgia for religion so close to the holidays, and a fresh spin on an old story, played his priesthood for all it was worth.

TV commentators and print editorialists have likened Eddie Brewer’s random shooting to a sign of the apocalypse, and around-the-clock vigils have been held at his parish in Lower Mills and outside the Carney. Eddie Brewer, an obscure cleric and a completely unassuming man, is heading for martyrdom, whether he lives or not.

None of this has anything to do with the nightmare that descended on my life and that of several others in the city two months ago, a nightmare that left me with wounds the doctors say have healed as well as can be expected, even though my right hand has yet to regain most of its feeling, and the scars on my face sometimes burn under the beard I’ve  grown. No, a priest getting shot and the serial killer who entered my life and the latest ‘ethnic cleansing’ being wrought in a former Soviet republic or the man who shot up an abortion clinic not far from here or another serial killer who’s killed ten in Utah and has yet to be caught - none of it is connected.

But sometimes it feels like it is, as if somewhere there’s a thread to all these events, all these random, arbitrary violences, and that if we can just figure out where that thread begins, we can pull on it, unravel everything, make sense of it.

Since Thanksgiving, I’ve grown the beard, the first one of my life, and while I keep it trimmed, it continues to surprise me in the mirror every morning, as if I spend my nights dreaming of a face that is smooth and unruptured by scars, flesh that is clean the way only a baby’s is, skin untouched by anything but sweet air and a mother’s tender caresses.

The office - Kenzie/Gennaro Investigations - is closed, gathering dust I assume, maybe the first stray cobweb in a corner behind my desk, maybe one behind Angie’s too. Angie’s been gone since the end of November, and I try not to think about her. Or Grace Cole. Or Grace’s daughter, Mae. Or anything at all.

Mass has just ended across the street, and with the unseasonably warm weather - still in the low forties, though the sun’s been down for ninety minutes - most of the parishioners mill about  outside, and their voices are sharp in the night air as they wish each other good cheer and happy holidays. They remark on the strangeness of the weather, how erratic it’s been all year, how summer was cold and autumn warm and then just as suddenly bitter and icy, how no one should be surprised if Christmas morning were to bring a Santa Ana and a mercury reading in the seventies.

Someone mentions Eddie Brewer, and they speak about it for a moment, but a brief one, and I sense they don’t want it to spoil their festive mood. But, oh, they say, what a sick, crazy world. Crazy is the word, they say, crazy, crazy, crazy.

I spend most of my time sitting out here lately. From the porch, I can see people, and even though it’s often cool out here, their voices keep me here as my bad hand stiffens with cold and my teeth begin to chatter.

In the mornings, I carry my coffee out, sit in the brisk air and look across the avenue to the schoolyard and watch the small boys in their blue ties and matching blue pants and the small girls with their plaid skirts and glinting barrettes run around the yard. Their sudden shrieks and darting movements, their seemingly bottomless supply of frenetic energy, can be wearying or invigorating depending on my mood. When it’s a bad day, those shrieks ride my spinal column like chips of broken glass. On good days, though, I get a flush of something that may be a memory of what it was like to feel  whole, when the simple act of breathing didn’t ache.

The issue, he wrote, is pain. How much I feel, how much I parcel out.

He came during the warmest, most erratic autumn on record, when the weather seemed to have flipped completely off its usual course, when everything seemed upside down, as if you’d look at a hole in the ground and see stars and constellations floating at the bottom, turn your head to the sky and see dirt and trees hanging suspended. As if he had his fingers on the globe, and he slapped it, and the world - or at least my portion of it - spun.

Sometimes Bubba or Richie or Devin and Oscar drop by, sit out here with me and we talk about the NFL playoffs or the college bowls or the latest movies in town. We don’t talk about this past autumn or Grace and Mae. We don’t talk about Angie. And we never talk about him. He’s done his damage, and there’s nothing left to say.

The issue, he wrote, is pain.

Those words - written on a piece of white, 8 × 11 copy paper - haunt me. Those words, so simple, sometimes seem as if they were written in stone.






 Chapter 1


Angie and I were up in our belfry office trying to fix the air conditioner when Eric Gault called.


Usually in the middle of a New England October, a broken air conditioner wouldn’t be a problem. A broken heater would. But it wasn’t turning out to be a normal autumn. At two in the afternoon, the temperature hung in the mid-seventies and the window screens still carried the damp, baked odor of summer.


‘Maybe we should call someone,’ Angie said.


I thumped the window unit on the side with my palm, turned it on again. Nothing.


‘I bet it’s the belt,’ I said.


‘That’s what you say when the car breaks down, too.’


‘Hmm.’ I glared at the air conditioner for about twenty seconds and it remained silent.


‘Call it foul names,’ Angie said. ‘Maybe that’ll help.’


I turned my glare on her, got about as much reaction as I got from the air conditioner. Maybe I needed to work on my glare.


The phone rang and I picked it up, hoping the  caller knew something about mechanics, but I got Eric Gault instead.


Eric taught criminology at Bryce University. We met when he was still teaching at U/Mass and I took a couple of his classes.


‘You know anything about fixing air conditioners? ’


‘You try turning it on and off and then back on?’ he said.


‘Yes.’


‘And nothing happened?’


‘Nope.’


‘Hit it a couple of times.’


‘I did.’


‘Call a repairman then.’


‘You’re a lot of help.’


‘Is your office still in a belfry, Patrick?’


‘Yes. Why?’


‘Well, I have a prospective client for you.’


‘And?’


‘I’d like her to hire you.’


‘Fine. Bring her by.’


‘The belfry?’


‘Sure.’


‘I said I’d like her to hire you.’


I looked around the tiny office. ‘That’s cold, Eric.’


‘Can you stop by Lewis Wharf, say about nine in the morning?’


‘I think so. What’s your friend’s name?’


‘Diandra Warren.’


‘What’s her problem?’


‘I’d prefer it if she told you face to face.’


‘Okay.’


‘I’ll meet you there tomorrow.’


‘See you then.’


I started to hang up.


‘Patrick.’


‘Yeah?’


‘Do you have a little sister named Moira?’


‘No. I have an older sister named Erin.’


‘Oh.’


‘Why?’


‘Nothing. We’ll talk tomorrow.’


‘See you then.’


I hung up, looked at the air conditioner, then at Angie, back at the air conditioner, and then I dialed a repairman.


 



Diandra Warren lived in a fifth-story loft on Lewis Wharf. She had a panoramic view of the harbor, enormous bay windows that bathed the east end of the loft with soft morning sunlight, and she looked like the kind of woman who’d never wanted for a single thing her whole life.


Hair the color of a peach hung in a graceful, sweeping curve over her forehead and tapered into a page boy on the sides. Her dark silk shirt and light blue jeans looked as if they’d never been worn, and the bones in her face seemed chiseled under skin so  unblemished and golden it reminded me of water in a chalice.


She opened the door and said, ‘Mr Kenzie, Ms Gennaro,’ in a soft, confident whisper, a whisper that knew a listener would lean in to hear it if necessary. ‘Please, come in.’


The loft was precisely furnished. The couch and armchairs in the living area were a cream color that complemented the blond Scandinavian wood of the kitchen furniture and the muted reds and browns of the Persian and Native American rugs placed strategically over the hardwood floor. The sense of color gave the place an air of warmth, but the almost Spartan functionalism suggested an owner who wasn’t given to the unplanned gesture or the sentimentality of clutter.


By the bay windows, the exposed brick wall was taken up by a brass bed, walnut dresser, three birch file cabinets, and a Governor Winthrop desk. In the whole place, I couldn’t see a closet or any hanging clothes. Maybe she just wished a fresh wardrobe out of the air every morning, and it was waiting for her, fully pressed, by the time she came out of the shower.


She led us into the living area, and we sat in the armchairs as she moved onto the couch with a slight hesitation. Between us was a smoked-glass coffee table with a manila envelope in the center and a heavy ashtray and antique lighter to its left.


Diandra Warren smiled at us.


We smiled back. Have to be quick to improvise in this business.


Her eyes widened slightly and the smile stayed where it was. Maybe she was waiting for us to list our qualifications, show her our guns and tell her how many dastardly foes we’d vanquished since sunup.


Angie’s smile faded, but I kept mine in place for a few seconds longer. Picture of the happy-go-lucky detective, putting his prospective client at ease. Patrick ‘Sparky’ Kenzie. At your service.


Diandra Warren said, ‘I’m not sure how to start.’


Angie said, ‘Eric said you may be in some trouble we could help you with.’


She nodded, and her hazel irises seemed to fragment for a moment, as if something had come loose behind them. She pursed her lips, looked at her slim hands, and as she began to raise her head, the front door opened and Eric entered. His salt-and-pepper hair was tied back in a ponytail and balding on top, but he looked ten years younger than the forty-six or -seven I knew he was. He wore khakis and a denim shirt under a charcoal sport coat with the lower button clasped. The sport coat looked a bit strange on him, as if the tailor hadn’t counted on a gun sticking to Eric’s hip.


‘Hey, Eric.’ I held out my hand.


He shook it. ‘Glad you could make it, Patrick.’


‘Hi, Eric.’ Angie extended her hand.


As he leaned over to shake it, he realized he’d  exposed the gun. He closed his eyes for a moment and blushed.


Angie said, ‘I would feel a lot better if you placed that gun on the coffee table until we leave, Eric.’


‘I feel like a fool,’ he said, trying to crack a smile.


‘Please,’ Diandra said, ‘just put it on the table, Eric.’


He unsnapped the holster as if it might bite and put a Ruger .38 on top of the manila envelope.


I met his eyes, confused. Eric Gault and a gun went together like caviar and hot dogs.


He sat beside Diandra. ‘We’ve been a little on edge lately.’


‘Why?’


Diandra sighed. ‘I’m a psychiatrist, Mr Kenzie, Ms Gennaro. I teach at Bryce twice a week and provide counseling for staff and students in addition to maintaining my practice off campus. You expect a lot of things in my line of work - dangerous clients, patients who have full psychotic episodes in a tiny office with you alone, paranoid dissociative schizophrenics who find out your address. You live with those fears. I guess you expect them to be realized one day. But this ...’ She looked at the envelope on the table between us. ‘This is ...’


I said, ‘Try telling us how “this” started.’


She sat back on the couch and closed her eyes for a moment. Eric placed a hand lightly on her shoulder, and she shook her head, eyes still closed,  and he removed it, placed it on his knee and looked at it as if he wasn’t sure how it had gotten there.


‘A student came to see me one morning when I was at Bryce. At least she said she was a student.’


‘Any reason to think otherwise?’ Angie said.


‘Not at the time. She had a student ID.’ Diandra opened her eyes. ‘But once I did some checking I found there was no record of her.’


‘What was this person’s name?’ I said.


‘Moira Kenzie.’


I looked at Angie and she raised an eyebrow.


‘You see, Mr Kenzie, when Eric said your name I jumped on it, hoping you’re related to this girl.’


I thought about it. Kenzie isn’t a terribly common name. Even back in Ireland, there’s only a few of us around Dublin and a few more scattered up near Ulster. Given the cruelty and violence that festered in the hearts of my father and his brothers, it wasn’t necessarily a bad thing that the bloodline looked to be close to its end.


‘You said this Moira Kenzie was a girl?’


‘Yes?’


‘So she was young?’


‘Nineteen, maybe twenty.’


I shook my head. ‘Then, no, I don’t know her, Doctor Warren. The only Moira Kenzie I know is a cousin of my late father. She’s in her mid-sixties and she hasn’t left Vancouver in twenty years.’


Diandra nodded, a curt, bitter one, and her pupils seemed to dim. ‘Well, then ...’


‘Doctor Warren,’ I said, ‘what happened when you met this Moira Kenzie?’


She pursed her lips and looked at Eric, then up at a heavy ceiling fan above her. She exhaled slowly through her mouth and I knew she’d decided to trust us.


‘Moira said she was the girlfriend of a man named Hurlihy.’


‘Kevin Hurlihy?’ Angie said.


Diandra Warren’s golden skin had paled to eggshell in the last minute. She nodded.


Angie looked at me and again raised her eyebrows.


Eric said, ‘You know him?’


‘Unfortunately,’ I said, ‘we’ve met Kevin.’


Kevin Hurlihy grew up with us. He’s pretty silly-looking—a gangly, tall guy with hips like doorknobs and unruly, brittle hair that looks like he styles it by sticking his head in a toilet bowl and flushing. When he was twelve years old, a cancerous growth was successfully removed from his larynx. The scar tissue from the surgery, however, left him with a cracked, high-pitched mess of a voice that sounds like the perpetual angry whine of a teenage girl. He wears Coke-bottle glasses that make his eyes bulge like a frog’s, and he has the fashion sense of an accordionist in a polka band. He’s Jack Rouse’s right-hand man and Jack Rouse runs the Irish Mafia in this city, and if Kevin looks and sounds comical, he isn’t even close.


‘What happened?’ Angie said.


Diandra looked up at the ceiling and the skin over her throat trembled. ‘Moira told me Kevin scared her. She told me he had her followed constantly, forced her to watch him have sex with other women, forced her to have sex with associates, how he beats men who even look at her casually, and how ...’ She swallowed, and Eric placed a tentative hand on top of her own. ‘Then she told me how she’d had an affair with a man and Kevin found out and how he ... killed the man and buried him in Somerville. She begged me to help her. She ...’


‘Who contacted you?’ I said.


She wiped her left eye, then lit a long white cigarette with the antique lighter. As afraid as she was, her hand only betrayed the slightest tremor. ‘Kevin,’ she said, the word popping out of her mouth like it was sour. ‘He called me at four in the morning. When the phone rings at four in the morning, do you know how you feel?’


Disoriented, confused, alone, and terrified. Just the way a guy like Kevin Hurlihy wants you to feel.


‘He said all these foul things. He said, and I quote, “How’s it feel to be living your last week on earth, you useless cunt?”’


Sounded like Kevin. Class all the way.


She inhaled with a hiss.


I said, ‘When did you receive this call?’


‘Three weeks ago.’


‘Three weeks?’ Angie said.


‘Yes. I tried to ignore it. I called the police, but they said there was nothing they could do since I had no proof it was Kevin who called.’ She ran a hand through her hair, curled into herself a bit more on the sofa, looked at us.


‘When you talked to the police,’ I said, ‘did you mention anything about this body buried in Somerville? ’


‘No.’


‘Good,’ Angie said.


‘Why have you waited so long before seeking some help?’


She reached over and slid Eric’s gun off the manila envelope. She handed the envelope to Angie, who opened it and pulled out a black-and-white photograph. She looked at it, then handed it to me.


The young man in the photo looked to be about twenty - handsome, with long, sandy brown hair and two days’ beard stubble. He wore jeans with rips in the knees, a T-shirt under an unbuttoned flannel shirt, and a black leather jacket. The college grunge uniform. He had a notebook under his arm and was walking past a brick wall. He seemed unaware his picture was being taken.


‘My son, Jason,’ Diandra said. ‘He’s a sophomore at Bryce. That building is the corner of the Bryce Library. The photograph arrived yesterday by regular mail.’


‘Any note?’


She shook her head.


Eric said, ‘Her name and address are typed on the front of that envelope, nothing else.’


‘Two days ago,’ Diandra said, ‘when Jason was home for the weekend, I overheard him telling a friend on the phone that he couldn’t shake the feeling someone was stalking him. Stalking. That’s the word he used.’ She pointed at the photo with her cigarette and the tremor in her hand was more noticeable. ‘The next day, that arrived.’


I looked at the photo again. Classic Mafia warning—you may think you know something about us, but we know everything about you.


‘I haven’t seen Moira Kenzie since that first day. She isn’t enrolled at Bryce, the phone number she gave me is for a Chinese restaurant, and she’s not listed in any local phone directories. But yet she came to me. And now I have this in my life. And I don’t know, why. Christ.’ She slapped both palms down into her thighs and closed her eyes. When she opened them, all the courage she’d presumably been sucking out of the thin air for the last three weeks was gone. She looked terrified and suddenly aware of how weak the walls we erect around our lives truly are.


I looked at Eric, his hand on Diandra’s, and tried to gauge their relationship. I’d never known him to date a woman and always assumed he was gay. Whether true or not, I’d known him for ten years and he’d never mentioned a son.


‘Who’s Jason’s father?’ I said.


‘What? Why?’


‘When a child’s involved in a threat,’ Angie said, ‘we have to consider custody issues.’


Diandra and Eric shook their heads simultaneously.


‘Diandra’s been divorced almost twenty years,’ Eric said. ‘Her ex-husband is friendly but distant with Jason.’


‘I need his name,’ I said.


‘Stanley Timpson,‘ Diandra said.


‘Suffolk County District Attorney Stan Timpson? ’


She nodded.


‘Doctor Warren,’ Angie said, ‘since your ex-husband is the most powerful law enforcement officer in the Commonwealth, we’d have to assume that—’


‘No.’ Diandra shook her head. ‘Most people don’t even know we were married. He has a second wife, three other children, and his contact with Jason and me is minimal. Believe me, this has nothing to do with Stan.’


I looked at Eric.


‘I’d have to agree,’ he said. ‘Jason has taken Diandra’s name, not Stan’s, and he has almost no contact with his father outside of a birthday phone call or Christmas card.’


‘Will you help me?’ Diandra said.


Angie and I looked at each other. Hanging out in  the same zip code as people like Kevin Hurlihy and his boss, Jack Rouse, isn’t something either Angie or I consider healthy. Now we were being asked to cruise right up to their dinner tables and ask them to stop bothering our client. What fun. If we took Diandra Warren’s case, it would go down as one of the more patently suicidal decisions we’d ever made.


Angie read my mind. ‘What,’ she said, ‘you want to live forever?’





 Chapter 2

As we left Lewis Wharf and walked up Commercial, the schizophrenic New England autumn had turned an ugly morning into a glorious afternoon. When I woke up, a breeze so chilly and mean it seemed the exhalation of a Puritan god was hissing through the cracks under my windows. The sky was hard and pale as baseball leather, and people walking to their cars on the avenue were hunched into thick jackets and oversized sweaters, breath streaming around their faces.

By the time I left my apartment, the temperature had risen into the high forties, and the muted sun, trying to push through the sheet of hard sky, looked like an orange trapped just beneath the surface of a frozen pond.

Walking up Lewis Wharf toward Diandra Warren’s apartment, I’d removed my jacket as the sun finally broke through, and now as we drove back to the neighborhood, the mercury hovered in the high sixties.

We drove past Copp’s Hill, and the warm breeze sweeping off the harbor rustled the trees overlooking the hill and several handfuls of burnished red  leaves crested the slate headstones and fluttered down onto the grass. On our right, the stretch of wharfs and docks glinted under the sun, and to our left the brown, red, and off-white brick of the North End hinted of tile floors and old open doorways and the smells of thick sauces and garlic and freshly baked bread.

‘Can’t hate the city on a day like this,’ Angie said.

‘Impossible.’

She grasped the back of her thick hair with one hand and twisted it into a makeshift ponytail, tilting her head toward the open window to catch the sun on her face and neck. Watching her with her eyes closed and a small grin on her face, I was almost prepared to believe that she was completely healthy.

But she wasn’t. After she left her husband, Phil, left him in a bloody heap retching off her front porch, payment for having tried to batter her body one time too many, Angie passed the winter in the midst of an increasingly short attention span and a dating ritual which left a succession of males scratching their heads as she abandoned them without notice and moved on to the next.

Since I’ve never been a paragon of moral virtue, I couldn’t say much to her without sounding like a hypocrite, and by early spring she seemed to have bottomed out. She quit bringing warm bodies home and started to participate fully in case work again, even fixed up her apartment a bit, which for Angie  meant she cleaned the oven and bought a broom. But she wasn’t whole, not like she used to be.

She was quieter, less cocky. She’d call or drop by my apartment at the oddest hours to talk about the day we just shared. She also claimed she hadn’t seen Phil in months, but for some reason I couldn’t fully explain, I didn’t believe her.

This was all compounded by the fact that for only the second time in all the years we’ve known each other, I couldn’t always be there for her at a moment’s notice. Since July, when I met Grace Cole, I’d been spending whole days and nights, sometimes full weekends, with her whenever we could get time together. Occasionally I’m also enlisted into babysitting duty for Grace’s daughter, Mae, and so I’m often beyond the reach of my partner except in the case of an absolute emergency. It wasn’t something either of us ever really prepared for, since as Angie once put it: ‘There’s a better chance of seeing a black guy in a Woody Allen movie than seeing Patrick in a serious relationship.’

She caught me watching her at a light, opened her eyes fully and looked at me with a tiny smile playing on her lips. ‘Worrying about me again, Kenzie?’

My partner the psychic.

‘Just checking you out, Gennaro. Purely sexist, nothing more.’

‘I know you, Patrick.’ She leaned back from the window. ‘You’re still playing big brother.’

‘And?’

‘And,’ she said, running the backs of her fingers along my cheek, ‘it’s time for you to stop.’

I lifted a strand of hair out of her eye, just before the light turned green. ‘No,’ I said.

 



We stopped inside her house long enough for her to change into a pair of cut-off denim shorts and for me to take two bottles of Rolling Rock from her fridge. Then we sat out on her back porch listening to her neighbor’s overstarched shirts crack and snap in the breeze and enjoyed the day.

She leaned back on her elbows, stretched her legs out in front of her. ‘So, we have a case suddenly.’

‘We do,’ I said, glancing at her smooth olive legs and faded denim cut-offs. There might not be much good in this world, but show me anyone who has a bad thing to say about denim cut-offs and I’ll show you a lunatic.

‘Any ideas how to play it?’ she said. Then, ‘Stop looking at my legs, you pervert. You’re practically a married man now.’

I shrugged, leaned back myself, looked up at the bright marble sky. ‘Not sure. Know what bothers me?’

‘Besides Muzac, infomercials, and New Jersey accents?’

‘About this case.’

‘Pray tell.’

‘Why the name Moira Kenzie? I mean, if it’s a  fake, which we can probably assume, why my last name?’

‘There’s something known as coincidence. Maybe you’ve heard of it. It’s when the—’

‘Okay. Something else.’

‘Yes.’

‘Kevin Hurlihy seem like the type of guy who’d have a girlfriend to you?’

‘Well, no. But it’s been years, really, since we’ve known him.’

‘Still...’

‘Who knows?’ she said. ‘I’ve seen a lot of weird, ugly guys with beautiful women and vice versa.’

‘Kevin’s not just weird, though. He’s a sadist.’

‘So are a lot of professional boxers. You always see them with women.’

I shrugged. ‘I guess. Okay. So how do we deal with Kevin?’

‘And Jack Rouse,’ she said.

‘Dangerous guys,’ I said.

‘Very,’ she said.

‘And who deals with dangerous people on a daily basis?’

‘Certainly not us,’ she said.

‘No,’ I said, ‘we’re wusses.’

‘And proud of it,’ she said. ‘Which leaves ...’ She turned her head, squinted into the sun to look at me. ‘You don’t mean—’ she said.

‘I do.’

‘Oh, Patrick.’

‘We must visit Bubba,’ I said.

‘Really?’

I sighed, not real happy about it myself. ‘Really.’

‘Damn,’ Angie said.




 Chapter 3

‘Left,’ Bubba said. Then, ‘About eight inches to your right. Good. Almost there.’

He was walking backward a few feet ahead of us, his hands held up near his chest, his fingers wiggling like he was backing in a truck. ‘Okay,’ he said. ‘Left foot about nine inches to your left. That’s it.’

Visiting Bubba in the old warehouse where he lives is a lot like playing Twistor on the edge of a cliff. Bubba’s got the first forty feet of the second floor wired with enough explosives to vaporize the eastern seaboard, so you have to follow his directions to the letter if you want to breathe without artificial assistance for the rest of your life. Both Angie and I have been through the process countless times before, but we’ve never trusted our memories enough to cross those forty feet without Bubba’s help. Call us overly cautious.

‘Patrick,’ he said, looking at me gravely as my right foot hovered a quarter inch off the ground, ‘I said six inches to the right. Not five.’

I took a deep breath and moved my foot another inch.

He smiled and nodded.

I set my foot down. I didn’t blow up. I was glad.

Behind me, Angie said, ‘Bubba, why don’t you just invest in a security system?’

Bubba frowned. ‘This is my security system.’

‘This is a minefield, Bubba.’

‘You say tomato,’ Bubba said. ‘Four inches left, Patrick.’

Angie exhaled loudly behind me.

‘You’re clear, Patrick,’ he said as I stepped onto a patch of floor about ten feet away from him. He narrowed his eyes at Angie. ‘Don’t be such a sissy, Ange.’

Angie was standing with one knee raised looking a lot like a stork. A very put-out stork, actually. She said, ‘When I get there, I’m shooting you, Bubba Rogowski.’

‘Oooh,’ Bubba said. ‘She used my full name. Just like my mom used to.’

‘You never knew your mother,’ I reminded him.

‘Psychically, Patrick,’ he said and touched his protruding frontal lobe. ‘Psychically.’

Booby traps aside, sometimes I worry about him.

Angie stepped onto the patch of floor I’d just vacated.

‘You’re clear,’ Bubba said and she punched his shoulder.

‘Anything else we should worry about?’ I said. ‘Spears falling from the ceiling, razor blades in the chairs?’

‘Not unless I activate them.’ He walked back toward an old fridge which sat beside two worn brown sofas, an orange office chair, and a stereo system so old it had an eight-track deck. In front of the office chair was a wooden crate, and its several cousins were stacked on the other side of a mattress thrown down just beyond the couches. A couple of the crates were open and I could see the ugly butts of oiled black firearms sticking up through yellow straw. Bubba’s daily bread.

He opened the fridge, pulled a bottle of vodka from the freezer. He produced three shot glasses from the trench coat I’ve never seen him without. Dead of summer or heart of winter, it doesn’t matter. Bubba and his trench coat do not part. Like Harpo Marx with a really bad attitude and homicidal tendencies. He poured the vodka and handed us each a glass. ‘I hear it steadies the nerves.’ He tossed his back.

It steadied mine. By the way Angie closed her eyes for a moment, I think it steadied hers. Bubba showed no reaction, but then Bubba doesn’t have nerves or, as far as I know, most other things humans need to function.

He plopped his two hundred and thirty-plus pounds down into one of the sofas. ‘So, why you need a meet with Jack Rouse?’

We told him.

‘Doesn’t sound like him. That picture shit, I mean, maybe it’s effective, but it’s far too subtle for Jack.’

‘What about Kevin Hurlihy?’ Angie said.

‘If it’s too subtle for Jack,’ he said, ‘then it’s completely beyond Kevin.’ He drank from the bottle. ‘Come to think of it, most things are beyond Kev. Addition and subtraction, the alphabet, shit like that. Hell, you guys must remember that from the old days.’

‘We’d wondered if he’d changed.’

Bubba laughed. ‘Nope. Gotten worse.’

‘So he’s dangerous,’ I said.

‘Oh, yeah,’ Bubba said. ‘Like a junkyard dog. Knows how to rape and fight and scare hell out of people and that’s about it, but he does those things well.’ He handed me the bottle and I poured another shot.

I said, ‘So two people who knowingly took a case that pitted them against him and his boss ...’

‘Would be morons, yeah.’ He took the bottle back.

I glared at Angie and she stuck her tongue out at me.

Bubba said, ‘Want me to kill him for you?’ and stretched out on the couch.

I blinked. ‘Ahm ...’

Bubba yawned. ‘It’s not a problem.’

Angie touched his knee. ‘Not at the moment.’

‘Really,’ he said, sitting up, ‘no sweat. I built this new thing, and what you do is clamp it around the guy’s skull, right here, and—’

‘We’ll let you know,’ I said.

‘Cool.’ He lay back on the couch, looked at us for a moment. ‘I didn’t figure a freak like Kevin for having a girlfriend, though. He seems like a guy either pays for it or takes it by force.’

‘That bothered me too,’ I said.

‘Anyway,’ Bubba said, ‘you don’t want to meet Jack Rouse and Kevin alone.’

‘We don’t?’

He shook his head. ‘You go up to them, and say, “Back off our client,” they’ll kill you. They’d have to. They ain’t real stable.’

A guy who used a minefield for home protection was telling us Jack and Kevin weren’t stable. This was good news. Now that I knew just how dangerous they really were, I considered walking back into that minefield, doing a jig, getting it over with quick.

‘We’ll go through Fat Freddy,’ Bubba said.

‘Are you serious?’ Angie said.

Fat Freddy Constantine was the godfather of the Boston Mafia, the man who’d wrested control from the once preeminent Providence outfit and consolidated his power. Jack Rouse, Kevin Hurlihy, anyone who so much as sold a nickel bag in this city answered to Fat Freddy.

‘It’s the only way,’ Bubba said. ‘You go through Fat Freddy, you’re showing him respect, and if I set up the meet, they know you’re friends, they won’t whack you.’

‘Bonus,’ I said.

‘When you want the meet?’

‘Soon as possible,’ Angie said.

He shrugged and picked up a cordless phone off the floor. He dialed and took another swig from the bottle as he waited. ‘Lou,’ he said, ‘tell the man I called.’ He hung up.

‘“The man?”’ I said.

He held out his hands. ‘They all watch Scorsese movies and cop shows, think it’s the way they’re supposed to talk. I humor them.’ He reached across his whale’s-hump chest and poured another shot into Angie’s glass. ‘You officially divorced yet, Gennaro?’

She smiled and downed the shot. ‘Not officially.’

‘When?’ He raised his eyebrows.

She propped her feet up on an open crate of AK-47s and leaned back in her chair. ‘The wheels of justice turn slowly, Bubba, and divorce is complicated.’

Bubba grimaced. ‘Smuggling surface-to-air missiles from Libya is complicated. But divorce?’

Angie ran both hands through the hair along her temples, looked up at the peeling heating pipes stretched across Bubba’s ceiling. ‘A relationship in your hands, Bubba, lasts about as long as a six-pack. So what do you know about divorce? Really?’

He sighed. ‘I know people seem to go out of their way to fuck up things usually should be snapped off clean.’ He swiveled his legs off the couch, dropped the soles of his combat boots to the floor. ‘How about you, homeboy?’


‘Moi?’ I said.


‘Si,’ he said. ‘How was your divorce experience?’

‘Piece of cake,’ I said. ‘Like ordering Chinese - one phone call, and everything’s taken care of.’

He looked at Angie. ‘See?’

She waved a dismissive hand in my general direction. ‘You’d take his word for it? Mr Introspection? ’

‘I doth protest,’ I said.

‘You doth full of shit,’ Angie said.

Bubba rolled his eyes. ‘Would you guys just bang each other and get it over with?’

There was one of those awkward pauses that comes up every time someone suggests there’s a lot more than friendship between me and my partner. Bubba smiled, getting a charge out of it, and then, thankfully, his phone rang.

‘Yeah.’ He nodded at us. ‘Mr Constantine, how you doing?’ He rolled his eyes as Mr Constantine elaborated on just how he was. ‘Glad to hear it,’ Bubba said. ‘Listen, Mr C., I got a couple friends need to speak with you. Take a couple minutes.’

I mouthed, ‘Mr C.?’ and he shot me the bird.

‘Yes, sir, they’re good folks. Civilians, but they may have stumbled onto something could maybe interest you. Has to do with Jack and Kevin.’ Fat Freddy began talking again and Bubba made the universal masturbatory gesture with his fist. ‘Yes, sir,’ he said eventually. ‘Patrick Kenzie and Angela Gennaro.’ He listened, then blinked and looked at  Angie. He put his hand over the mouthpiece and said, ‘You related to the Patriso Family?’

She lit a cigarette. “Fraid so.’

‘Yes, sir,’ Bubba said into the phone. ‘The very same Angela Gennaro.’ He raised his left eyebrow at her. ‘Ten tonight. Thanks, Mr Constantine.’ He paused, looked at the wooden crate Angie was using as a footstool. ‘What? Oh, yeah, Lou knows where. Six cases. Tomorrow night. You bet. As a whistle, Mr Constantine. Yes, sir. Take care.’ He hung up and sighed loudly, shoved the antenna back into the phone with the heel of his hand. ‘Fucking wops,’ he said. ‘Everything’s “Yes, sir. No, sir. How’s the wife?” Least the Harp mobs, they’re too mean to give a fuck how the wife is.’

Coming from Bubba, this was high praise for my ethnicity. I said, ‘Where do we meet him?’

He was looking at Angie with something akin to awe on his rubbery face. ‘At his coffee shop on Prince Street. Ten tonight. How come you never told me you were connected?’

She flicked her cigarette ash on his floor. It wasn’t disrespectful; it was Bubba’s ashtray. ‘I’m not connected.’

‘According to Freddy, you are.’

‘Well,’ she said, ‘He’s mistaken. An accident of blood, that’s all.’

He looked at me. ‘You know she was related to the Patriso mob?’

‘Yup.’

‘And?’

‘And she never seemed like she cared, so I didn’t either.’

‘Bubba,’ she said, ‘it’s not something I’m proud of.’

He whistled. ‘All these years, all the scrapes you two been in, and you never called on them for backup?’

Angie looked at him through the long bangs that had fallen in her face. ‘Never even considered it.’

‘Why?’ He was genuinely confused.

“Cause you’re all the Mafia we need, handsome.’

He blushed, something only Angie can get him to do, something that’s always worth the effort. His huge face swelled like an overripe grape and for a moment he looked almost harmless. Almost.

‘Stop,’ he said, ‘you’re embarrassing me.’

 



Back at the office, I brewed some coffee to counteract the vodka buzz and Angie played back the messages on our answering machine.

The first was from a recent client, Bobo Gedmenson, owner of Bobo’s Yo-Yo chain of under-twenty-one dance clubs and a few strip joints out in Saugus and Peabody with names like Dripping Vanilla and The Honey Dip. Now that we’d located Bobo’s ex-partner and returned most of the money he’d embezzled from Bobo, Bobo was suddenly questioning our rates and crying poor-mouth.

‘People,’ I said, shaking my head.

‘Suck,’ Angie agreed as Bobo beeped off.

I made a mental reminder to toss the collection job to Bubba, and then the second message played:

‘Hallo. Just thought I’d wish you jolly good luck on your new case and all that rubbish. I gather it’s a splendid one. Yes? Well, I’ll be in touch. Cheerio.’

I looked at Angie. ‘Who the hell was that?’

‘I thought you knew. I don’t know anyone British.’

‘Me either.’ I shrugged. ‘Wrong number?’

‘“Good luck on your new case”? Sounds like he knew what he was talking about.’

‘Accent sound fake to you?’

She nodded. ‘Like someone who’s watched a lot of Python.’


‘Who do we know who does accents?’

‘Beats me.’

The next voice was Grace Cole’s. In the background I could hear the assaultive human noise and babble of the emergency room where she worked.

‘I actually got ten minutes for a coffee break so I tried to catch you. I’m here till at least early tomorrow morning, but call me at my place tomorrow night. Miss you.’

She beeped off and Angie said, ‘So, when’s the wedding?’

‘Tomorrow. Didn’t you know?’

She smiled. ‘You’re whipped, Patrick. You do know that, don’t you?’

‘According to who?’

‘According to me and all your friends.’ Her smile faded a bit. ‘I’ve never seen you look at a woman the way you look at Grace.’

‘And if I am?’

She looked out her window at the avenue. ‘Then I say more power to you,‘ she said softly. She tried to get the smile back but it cracked weakly and disappeared. ‘I wish you both all the best.’






 Chapter 4


By ten that night, Angie and I were sitting in a small coffee shop on Prince Street, learning more than we ever wanted to know about prostates from Fat Freddy Constantine.


Freddy Constantine’s coffee shop on Prince Street was a narrow shop on a narrow street. Prince Street cuts across the North End from Commercial to Moon Street, and like most of the streets in that neighborhood, it’s barely wide enough to squeeze a bicycle through. The temperature had dropped into the mid-fifties by the time we arrived, but up and down Prince Street, men sat in front of shops and restaurants wearing only T-shirts or tank tops under open short-sleeves, leaning back in lawn chairs and smoking cigars or playing cards and laughing suddenly and violently as people do in neighborhoods they’re sure they own.


Freddie’s coffee shop was nothing but a dark room with two small tables out front and four inside on a white-and-black-tile floor. A ceiling fan rotated sluggishly and flipped the pages of a newspaper back and forth on the counter as Dean Martin warbled from somewhere behind a heavy black  curtain drawn across the back doorway.


We were met at the front door by two young guys with dark hair and bodies by Bally and matching pink-champagne V-necks and gold chains.


I said, ‘Is there like a catalog all you guys shop from?’


One of them found this so witty that he patted me down extra hard, the heels of his hands chopping between my rib cage and hips like they expected to meet in the middle. We’d left our guns in the car, so they took our wallets. We didn’t like it, they didn’t care, and soon they led us to a table across from Don Frederico Constantine himself.


Fat Freddy looked like a walrus without the mustache. He was immense and smoke gray and he wore several layers of dark clothing, so that his square chopping-block head on top of all that darkness looked like something that had erupted from the folds of the collar and spilled toward the shoulders. His almond eyes were warm and liquid, paternal, and he smiled a lot. Smiled at strangers on the street, at reporters as he came down courtroom steps, presumably at his victims before his men kneecapped them.


He said, ‘Please, sit down.’


Except for Freddy and ourselves, there was only one other person in the coffee shop. He sat about twenty feet back at a table beside a support beam, one hand on the table, legs crossed at the ankles. He wore light khakis and a white shirt and gray scarf  under an amber canvas jacket with a leather collar. He didn’t quite look at us, but I couldn’t swear he was looking away either. His name was Pine, no first name that I ever heard, and he was a legend in his circles, the man who’d survived four different bosses, three family wars, and whose enemies had a habit of disappearing so completely people soon forgot they’d ever lived. Sitting at the table, he seemed a perfectly normal, almost bland guy: handsome, possibly, but not in any way that stuck in the memory ; he was probably five eleven or six feet with dirty blond hair and green eyes and an average build.


Just being in the same room with him made my skull tingle.


Angie and I sat down and Fat Freddy said, ‘Prostates.’


‘Excuse me?’ Angie said.


‘Prostates,’ Freddy repeated. He poured coffee from a pewter pot into a cup, handed it to Angie. ‘Not something your gender has to worry about half as much as ours.’ He nodded at me as he handed me my cup, then nudged the cream and sugar in our direction. ‘I’ll tell you,’ he said, ‘I’ve reached the height of my profession, my daughter just got accepted to Harvard, and financially, I want for little.’ He shifted in his chair, grimaced enough so that his huge jowls rolled in toward the center of his face and completely obscured his lips for a moment. ‘But, I swear, I’d trade it all in tomorrow for a healthy prostate.’ He sighed. ‘You?’


‘What?’ I said.


‘Have a healthy prostate?’


‘Last time I checked, Mr Constantine.’


He leaned forward. ‘Count your blessings, my young friend. Count them twice. A man without a healthy prostate is ...’ He spread his hands on the table. ‘Well, he’s a man without secrets, a man without dignity. Those doctors, Jesus, they flop you down on your stomach and they go in there with their evil little tools and they poke and they prod, they tear and they—’


‘Sounds terrible,’ Angie said.


It slowed him down, thank God.


He nodded. ‘Terrible isn’t quite the word.’ He looked at her suddenly as if he’d just noticed her. ‘And you, my dear, are far too exquisite to be subjected to such talk.’ He kissed her hand and I tried not to roll my eyes. ‘I know your grandfather quite well, Angela. Quite well.’


Angie smiled. ‘He’s proud of the association, Mr Constantine.’


‘I’ll be sure to tell him I had the pleasure of meeting his lovely granddaughter.’ He looked at me and his twinkling eyes faded a bit. ‘And you, Mr Kenzie, you’re keeping a careful eye on this woman, making sure she keeps out of harm’s way?’


‘This woman does a pretty good job of that herself, Mr Constantine,’ Angie said.


Fat Freddy’s eyes stayed on me, growing darker by the second, like he wasn’t too keen on what he  saw. He said, ‘Our friends will join us in just a minute.’


As Freddy leaned back to pour himself another cup of coffee, I heard one of the bodyguards out front say, ‘Go right on in, Mr Rouse,’ and Angie’s eyes widened slightly as Jack Rouse and Kevin Hurlihy came through the door.


Jack Rouse controlled Southie, Charlestown, and everything between Savin Hill and the Neponset River in Dorchester. He was thin, hard, and his eyes matched the gunmetal of his close-cropped hair. He didn’t look particularly threatening, but he didn’t have to - he had Kevin for that.


I’ve known Kevin since we were six, and nothing that lives in his brain or his bloodstream has ever been stained by a humane impulse. He walked through the door, avoided looking at Pine or even acknowledging him, and I knew Pine was who Kevin aspired to be. But Pine was all stillness and economy, while Kevin was a walking exposed nerve, his pupils lit with a battery charge, the kind of guy who might shoot everyone in the place simply because the idea occurred to him. Pine was scary because killing was a job to him, no different than a thousand others. Kevin was scary because killing was the only job he wanted, and he’d do it for free.


The first thing he did after shaking Freddy’s hand was sit down beside me and put his cigarette out in my coffee cup. Then he ran a hand through  his coarse, thick hair and stared at me.


Freddy said, ‘Jack, Kevin, you know Mr Kenzie and Ms Gennaro, don’t you?’


‘Old friends, sure,’ Jack said as he took the seat beside Angie. ‘Neighborhood kids like Kevin.’ Rouse shrugged off an old blue Members’ Only jacket and hung it behind him on his chair. ‘Ain’t that the God’s truth, Kev?’


Kevin was too busy staring at me to comment.


Fat Freddy said, ‘I like everything to be above board. Rogowski says you two are okay, and maybe you got a problem I can help you with - so be it. But you two come from Jack’s neighborhood, so I ask Jack if he’d like to sit in. You see what I’m saying?’


We nodded.


Kevin lit another cigarette, blew the smoke into my hair.


Freddy turned his palms up on the table. ‘We’re all agreed, then. So, tell me what you need, Mr Kenzie.’


‘We’ve been hired by a client,’ I said, ‘who—’


‘How’s your coffee, Jack?’ Freddy said. ‘Enough cream?’


‘It’s fine, Mr Constantine. Very good.’


‘Who,’ I repeated, ‘is under the impression she annoyed one of Jack’s men.’


‘Men?’ Freddy said and raised his eyebrows, looked at Jack, then back at me. ‘We’re small businessmen, Mr Kenzie. We have employees, but their loyalties stop with their paychecks.’ He looked  at Jack again. ‘Men?’ he said and they both chuckled.


Angie sighed.


Kevin blew some more smoke into my hair.


I was tired, and the last vestiges of Bubba’s vodka were chewing at the base of my brain, so I really wasn’t in the mood to play cute with a bunch of cut-rate psychopaths who’d seen The Godfather too many times and thought they were respectable. But I reminded myself that Freddy, at least, was a very powerful psychopath who could be dining on my spleen tomorrow night if he wanted to.


‘Mr Constantine, one of Mr Rouse’s ... associates, then, has expressed anger at our client, made certain threats—’


‘Threats?’ Freddy said. ‘Threats?’


‘Threats?’ Jack said, smiled at Freddy.


‘Threats,’ Angie said. ‘Seems our client had the misfortune of speaking with your associate’s girlfriend, who claimed to know of her boyfriend’s criminal activities, including the - how can I put it?’ She met Freddy’s eyes. ‘The waste management of some formerly animate tissue?’


It took him a minute to get it, but then his small eyes narrowed and he threw back his massive head and laughed, booming it up into the ceiling, sending it halfway down Prince Street. Jack looked confused. Kevin looked pissed off, but that’s the only way Kevin’s ever looked.


‘Pine,’ Freddy said. ‘You hear that?’


Pine made no indication he’d heard anything. He made no indication he was breathing. He sat there, immobile, simultaneously looking and not looking in our direction.


‘“Waste management of formerly animate tissue,”’ Freddy repeated, gasping. He looked at Jack, realized he hadn’t gotten the joke yet. ‘Fuck, Jack, go out and pick up a brain, huh?’


Jack blinked and Kevin leaned forward on the table, and Pine’s head turned slightly to look at him, and Freddy acted like he hadn’t noticed any of it.


He wiped the corners of his mouth with a linen napkin, shook his head slowly at Angie. ‘Wait’ll I tell the guys at the club that one. I swear. You might have taken your father’s name, Angela, but you’re a Patriso. No question.’


Jack said, ‘Patriso?’


‘Yeah,’ Freddy said. ‘This is Mr Patriso’s granddaughter. You didn’t know?’


Jack hadn’t known. It seemed to annoy him. He said, ‘Give me a cigarette, Kev.’


Kevin leaned across the table, lit the cigarette for him, his elbow about a quarter inch from my eye.


‘Mr Constantine,’ Angie said, ‘our client doesn’t wish to make the list of what your associate considers disposable.’


Freddy held up a meaty hand. ‘We’re talking about what here exactly?’


‘Our client believes she may have angered Mr Hurlihy.’


‘What?’ Jack said.


‘Explain,’ Freddy said. ‘Quickly.’


Without using Diandra’s name, we did.


‘So, what,’ Freddy said, ‘some cooze Kevin’s bumping tells this psychiatrist some bullshit about —I got this? - a body or something, and Kevin gets a little hot and calls her and makes some noise.’ He shook his head. ‘Kevin, you want to tell me about this?’


Kevin looked at Jack.


‘Kevin,’ Freddy said.


Kevin’s head turned.


‘You got a girlfriend?’


Kevin’s voice sounded like ground glass running through a car engine. ‘No, Mr Constantine.’


Freddy looked at Jack and they both laughed.


Kevin looked like he’d been caught buying pornography by a nun.


Freddy turned toward us. ‘You kidding me with this?’ He laughed harder. ‘With all due respect to Kevin, he ain’t exactly a ladies’ man, if you understand me.’


Angie said, ‘Mr Constantine, please see our position - this isn’t something we made up.’


He leaned in, patted her hand. ‘Angela, I’m not saying you did. But you’ve been duped. Some broad claims she was threatened by Kevin because of his girlfriend ? Come now.’


‘This,’ Jack said, ‘is what I left a card game for? This shit?’ He snorted and started to stand up.


‘Sit down, Jack,’ Freddy said.


Jack froze half in, half out of his chair.


Freddy looked at Kevin. ‘Sit, Jack.’


Jack sat.


Freddy smiled at us. ‘Have we cleared up your problem?’


I reached into the inside pocket of my jacket for the photo of Jason Warren, and Kevin’s hand dove into his jacket and Jack leaned back in his chair and Pine shifted slightly in his seat. Freddy’s eyes never left my hand. Very slowly, I withdrew the photo and placed it on the table.


‘Our client received this in the mail the other day.’


One of the mustaches above Freddy’s eyes arched. ‘So?’


‘So,’ Angie said, ‘we’d thought it might be a message from Kevin letting our client know that he knew her weaknesses. Now, we assume it isn’t, but we’re confused.’


Jack nodded at Kevin and Kevin’s hand came out of his jacket.


If Freddy noticed, he gave no indication. He looked down at the photo of Jason Warren and sipped his coffee. ‘This kid, he your client’s son?’


‘He’s not mine,’ I said.


Freddy raised his huge head slowly, looked at me. ‘Someone know you, asshole?’ Those once warm eyes of his seemed about as comforting as ice picks. ‘Don’t you ever talk to me like that. Understood?’


My mouth suddenly felt like I’d swallowed a wool sweater.


Kevin chuckled softly under his breath.


Freddy reached into the folds of his jacket, his eyes never leaving my face as he produced a leather-bound notepad. He opened it, leafed through a few pages, found the one he was looking for.


‘Patrick Kenzie,’ he read. ‘Age, thirty-three. Mother and father deceased. One sibling, Erin Margolis, aged thirty-six, lives in Seattle, Washington. Last year you grossed forty-eight thousand dollars as part of your partnership with Miss Gennaro here. Divorced seven years. Ex-wife currently resides in parts unknown.’ He smiled at me. ‘But we’re working on it, believe me.’ He turned a page, pursed his fat lips. ‘Last year, you shot a pimp in cold blood under an expressway overpass.’ He winked, reached out and patted my hand. ‘Yes, Kenzie, we know about that. You kill someone again, here’s simple advice: Don’t leave a witness.’ He looked back at the notebook. ‘Where were we? Oh, right. Favorite color is blue. Favorite beer is St Pauli Girl, favorite food is Mexican.’ He turned another page, glanced up at us. ‘How’m I doing so far?’
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