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  For my family.




  Writing about characters who go through the world alone makes me appreciate my own family even more.




  





  PROLOGUE




  1966




  Winter came to New Hampshire early. By Thanksgiving the ground was dusted with an inch of loose, dry snow, the kind easily whipped into funnel clouds as the wind howled

  across the open fields leading to the Connecticut River.




  The hospital stood at the edge of the river, looming out, its great gothic turrets defiant against the elements. It was an enormous stone structure, ill-suited to its purpose: impossible to

  keep warm and unlikely to provide comfort. And yet they came. In an endless stream, sent by dishonored families and desperate lovers, young and frightened and alone; it seemed nothing could stop

  them.




  Emily heard the first scream shortly after midnight. A shriek of terror and agony echoing off the stone floors. She waited, eyes closed. One minute. Two. Three.




  The scream came again, louder this time, panicked and desperate. ‘Please! Somebody help me! Oh God, I’m bleeding! Somebody please help me!’




  Emily opened her eyes and rolled to her side. She switched on the light next to the bed, checked the clock, shook the sleep from her head. Rising, she retrieved the dress from the chair next

  to her bed, pulled it over her head and looped a white smock around her neck, tying it to her waist. She could hear the pitiful sobs coming from down the hallway. ‘For goodness sake,

  I’m coming,’ she muttered as she walked out of the room.




  Emily knew who it was. She’d watched the one called Lizzie at dinner. Her movements were slow and deliberate, and she was shifting uncomfortably in her chair, her eyes downcast and

  worried. Her belly had descended. Emily recognized the signs.




  She walked into the room and flipped the light switch next to the door. Each tiny dorm room had two beds, which were always full. Lizzie was sitting up, her back against two pillows, her

  knees pulled up under her armpits. Her sobs were now silent, rhythmic gasps, and tears streamed down her cheeks. ‘Oh God, please help me,’ she whispered.




  ‘You’ll be fine,’ Emily said. Her tone was cold, and she felt a pang of guilt; after midnight her bedside manner suffered.




  She walked over and lifted up the bottom of the girl’s nightgown. It was pink with a silk hemline. Embroidered into the silk, white rabbits chased each other in an endless circle.

  Lizzie was no older than fifteen. Even in agony, though, she was beautiful. Most of them were. That was what got them into trouble.




  ‘It’s time,’ Emily said. She looked at the girl in the other bed, who was watching with fascination. Her belly, too, was low, and Emily’s intuition told her that she

  would be the next to go, perhaps even later in the day. She couldn’t remember the second girl’s name, not that it mattered; the names were fake. All the girls were given fake names when

  they arrived. That was the point, after all.




  Lizzie screamed again. ‘Oh, God, it hurts! Why does it hurt so much?’




  ‘God punishes evil,’ Emily said. It was cruel, but it was what she believed, and it was after midnight. ‘It will be all right.’ She didn’t bother to infuse her

  voice with sympathy she didn’t feel. ‘I have to get the doctor.’ She looked over at the second girl, and was tempted to tell her to hold Lizzie’s hand. The second girl

  didn’t seem the type to give sympathy easily, though. Emily supposed she had problems of her own. ‘I’ll be back shortly,’ Emily said. ‘Keep her calm; everything will

  be fine.’




  As Emily walked away down the hallway, Lizzie screamed again, this time louder. Emily quickened her pace.




  Lizzie opened her eyes. It took a moment for her to remember where she was; then it came flooding back, drowning her. She tried to turn so she could see the tiny window in

  between the beds, but her body shrieked in pain, and she lay still. Judging from the shadows on the far wall, the sun was almost down. It was late afternoon.




  Out of the corner of her eye she could see that the girl in the bed next to hers was gone. She was glad of that; the two of them didn’t get along well. Looking down, her feet were

  visible for the first time in months. Her belly had popped; the huge, round, heavy balloon she’d carried for so long deflating, leaving her empty. She tried to speak, but her throat was dry

  and the effort was agony. She swallowed twice and tried again.




  ‘Is anyone there?’ It came out as a croak.




  She sensed movement at the doorway. Whispering shadows. One of them said, ‘Go fetch Sister Emily.’




  ‘Please, is anyone there?’ Lizzie called again. There was no answer, and the shadows pulled away from the threshold.




  A moment later, Emily came into the room, a whirlwind of German efficiency and Irish judgment. She walked over to Lizzie and picked a glass of water off the bedside table. There was a straw

  in the glass and she fed it into Lizzie’s mouth. Lizzie drank, in spite of the pain, and realized how thirsty she was as the water spread through her. After half a glass, she let the straw

  fall from her lips. ‘What happened?’ she asked.




  ‘It was a breach,’ Emily said. ‘That makes it much more difficult.’ She put the glass down on the table. ‘You had the doctor worried. You lost a lot of

  blood.’




  Lizzie tried to turn again, but it felt as though her neck were held in a vise. ‘My head hurts,’ she said.




  ‘That’s normal,’ Emily said. ‘They had to use the ether to knock you out. It takes a while to wear off. You’ll have a headache for a couple of days.’ She

  looked down at the rest of Lizzie’s body, a frown tugging at her lips, and Lizzie felt violated. ‘You’ll feel uncomfortable in other ways, too.’ She picked up the glass

  again and offered it, but Lizzie shook her head.




  Lizzie’s lips trembled. ‘What happened to my baby?’




  Emily put the water back down on the table and stood. She flattened her smock with her hands against her thighs, straightening her back. ‘That’s none of your concern, now, is

  it?’




  Lizzie felt the tears running down her cheeks. ‘It is my concern,’ she said quietly.




  ‘Not anymore. The baby is better off with a family that can take care of it. With a real mother, who isn’t wicked. That’s what everyone agreed.’




  ‘I never agreed.’




  ‘You didn’t have to.’




  ‘Is my baby okay?’




  ‘The baby’s fine. But it isn’t yours.’




  Lizzie’s head pounded. She worked to catch her thoughts, but they slipped just out of her grasp. ‘Please,’ she begged. ‘Is it a boy or a girl?’




  Emily folded her arms across her chest. ‘Why do you want to know? You can never be a part of its life, you understand. You signed the papers. You agreed.’




  ‘I know,’ Lizzie said. ‘It’s just that . . .’




  ‘It’s easier this way, child. You don’t understand how lucky you are. It will be as if this never happened at all. You can go back to your life. You can make something of

  yourself. You can be a good girl now. You should be thankful; not everyone in your situation gets to wipe the slate clean.’




  ‘Please!’ Lizzie cried. It felt as though her head had shattered, but she didn’t care anymore. ‘Is it a boy or a girl?’




  Emily uncrossed her arms, then crossed them again. Lizzie could read the indecision on her face. ‘It was a boy,’ Emily said after a moment.




  ‘A boy,’ Lizzie repeated. She pushed herself up on her elbows, fighting the pain, until she was able to lean back on the pillow, inclined slightly. ‘I want to see

  him.’




  ‘No.’ Emily shook her head; there was no hesitation this time. ‘You can’t.’




  ‘I want to see my baby!’ Lizzie screamed. Her anguish reverberated off the stone walls, echoing down the corridors until it was lost. ‘Let me see my baby!’




  ‘You can scream,’ Emily said coldly. ‘We are used to it here.’




  Lizzie was racked, her body convulsing in pain as she cried out. ‘I want to see my baby! Let me see him! Please, let me see my boy!’




  Emily towered over her, her expression hardening, lips pursing angrily. ‘I’ll be back later, when you’re feeling better and you can be civil. You’ll see eventually.

  This is for the best.’ She started walking out of the room.




  ‘ Wait! Please!’ Lizzie called. Emily stopped at the door, keeping her back to Lizzie. ‘What will happen to him?’




  Emily turned and fixed Lizzie with a stare colder than the New England wind. ‘He’ll be happy,’ she said. ‘If you let him go, I promise you, he’ll be

  happy.’




  





  CHAPTER ONE




  2010




  Scott Finn was not happy. Sitting in his brownstone office in Charlestown, he looked across his desk at Eamonn McDougal. Despite the expensive fabric and expert tailoring,

  McDougal’s suit refused to sit comfortably on his working-class shoulders. The collar of his custom shirt cut into the fat of his neck; his Italian shoes looked painfully tight. He took a

  silk handkerchief out of his pocket and blew his round nose, rubbing vigorously before slipping it back into his jacket.




  ‘I can’t do it, Eamonn,’ Finn said. He was taking a risk; McDougal was a dangerous man.




  ‘Yes, you fuckin’ can, Finn,’ McDougal said. He still had the accent from the old country; the word came out as fooken. ‘What’s more, you will do it. I

  don’t send you enough fuckin’ business?’




  ‘You send me business because I win,’ Finn said. He was in his mid-forties and had established a courtroom record that justified the confidence. Tall and thin, with black hair and a

  face too lined to be called traditionally handsome, he had an ease and charm that juries trusted. All the charm in the world couldn’t help him with McDougal, though. ‘And when you send

  me a case that can’t be won, I tell your boys to plead it out, or get another lawyer – take their chances with a jury and get ready for sentencing. I play straight; you know

  that.’




  ‘That’s all I’m askin’ for here,’ Eamonn said. He spread his hands in a gesture of assurance that was comically inappropriate.




  ‘No, it’s not. You and I both know it. This is your son we’re talking about. You want a guarantee; I don’t give guarantees. If I start cheating the system, I lose my

  credibility, and I won’t be any good to you anymore.’




  McDougal stood up and paced. The office had recently been redecorated, a sign of Finn’s success and growing reputation. The walls had gone from scuffed-gray to eggshell-white. The prints

  hanging on the walls had been replaced with actual paintings purchased at some overpriced studio down the Cape. The wood floors were refinished and covered with rich, sound-killing Persian rugs.

  Nearly everything in the office had recently been upgraded, from the computers to the draperies to the chairs. The only thing that remained from the office’s previous incarnation was

  Finn’s desk, a beaten, blond-wood remnant he’d found years before at a second-hand office furniture shop. The decorator, a chain-smoking divorcee from Newton, had begged him to let her

  get an appropriate ‘piece’ for him. She argued he needed something to proclaim his authority – something huge and dark and masculine. He told her he needed something functional

  – something comfortable. The desk stayed.




  The chain-smoker also wanted to put walls up in the open first-floor workspace to create separate offices for Finn and his associate, Lissa Krantz. He and Lissa preferred the shared office,

  though. They liked to yell at each other; walls would have interfered.




  Given the opportunity, Lissa hadn’t hesitated to pick out a new desk for herself. She’d chosen an antique Chippendale, with polished cherry wood and brass trimmings. She’d

  always had expensive taste; she was raised with money, and had plenty of her own. Finn didn’t mind. The firm was doing well, and she was a big part of its success.




  At the moment, Lissa was sitting behind her expensive desk on the other side of the room, watching McDougal rail at her boss with his chopped Irish accent and his tailored English suit as his

  tight Italian shoes sank into the thick Persian rug. She kept her mouth shut; a struggle for her.




  ‘You sayin’ no?’ McDougal demanded from Finn. His eyes had gone dark; not a good sign.




  ‘I’m saying your son won’t take my advice. And the fact that he’s your son doesn’t change what my advice is gonna be.’




  ‘You don’t know nothin’ about the case, and already you know what your advice is gonna be?’




  ‘I know what I’ve read,’ Finn said.




  ‘Papers always get shit wrong,’ McDougal said.




  ‘And I know what you’ve told me.’




  ‘I get shit wrong, too. You know that. Just talk to him. I don’t want him fuckin’ things up any more than he already has.’




  ‘Ironic coming from you, Eamonn.’ Finn knew he’d crossed a line as the words died on his tongue.




  ‘You watch your fuckin’ mouth, boyo.’ McDougal wagged a finger at Finn. His face blossomed red, and he raised his voice. ‘I do what I do. I make no apologies. And I make

  a lot of people a whole bundle of fuckin’ money – including you. You wanna play Mr Clean, I let you play. But don’t ever think that deep down you’re anythin’ different

  than me or my people, ’cause you’re not.’ He paced angrily for another moment, took a deep breath and sat down in front of Finn’s desk again. He leaned forward, and regarded

  Finn with a menacing expression. ‘We go back a ways, Finn. Not like family or nothin’, but I remember you when you was a kid on the street. I remember when you got out of the life.

  I’ve done right by you ever since. Don’t turn it wrong now. Talk to the kid for me.’




  Finn looked at McDougal for a long moment before he answered. What McDougal was saying was true; he was one of the first who regularly sent Finn business, and was still a significant source of

  clients. The little firm could survive now without McDougal’s support, but it might not flourish in quite the way it had. Finn wondered whether it was worth it. He didn’t relish the

  idea of feeling indebted to a man like McDougal. ‘I’m not cheating,’ he said. ‘You understand that?’




  ‘Yeah, ’course,’ McDougal said. ‘Goes without saying. You lose your license, my boys lose the best goddamned defense lawyer in Boston. I want that?’




  Finn watched the man’s eyes. They didn’t blink. ‘Okay. I’ll talk to him.’




  McDougal stood. ‘You’re a good shit, Finn.’




  ‘High praise.’




  McDougal grunted. Turning around, he nodded to Lissa. She made a face. ‘I’ll see you, counselors,’ he said. ‘Keep up the good work.’ He opened the front door and

  walked out into the crisp October air, to the Caddy double-parked on Warren Street. Two heavy-set men leaning on the fender stood when they saw him. One opened the back door for him; the other

  climbed into the driver’s seat. Finn stood at the window, watching the car pull away.




  ‘Way to be strong, Boss,’ Lissa said. ‘You set him straight.’




  ‘What did you want me to do?’




  ‘It’s a bad idea, that’s all I’m saying.’




  ‘Yeah,’ Finn agreed. ‘It’s a bad idea.’




  A breeze blew withered leaves into piles in front of the three-story brownstone on Massachusetts Avenue near Melnea Cass Boulevard as Detective Zachary Long pulled up to the

  curb. He looked down at the address he’d jotted on his pad to make sure he had it right. Six-Seventy-Nine. He had it right. He leaned down below the dashboard for a moment, pulling a flask

  bottle from under the seat, tipping it to his lips, then putting it back.




  Looking up, he could see that the stoops on either side of the building were crowded with faces of varying shades of brown. They regarded him warily as he stepped out of his car. Only one person

  was on the stoop of the building itself. Officer Ray Washington stood like a uniformed sentry at the front door, protecting the entrance, mirroring the uneasy resentment directed toward him from

  those hovering nearby.




  Long looked up at the building. Removed from its surroundings and transported ten blocks north to the fashionable Back Bay section of town, it would have been a gem. It stood solid, with tall,

  arched windows in the four-story front bay, conveying a sense of sullen pride. Two doors down, a similar building stood vacant, boarded up and derelict. Ambulances crawled through the inner-city

  traffic, sirens screaming, carrying the unfortunate to the nearby Metropolitan Hospital. An argument was breaking out at the bodega across the street, anger shot through in heavy accents. Horns

  could be heard blaring from the nearby Southeast Expressway.




  Long pulled a stick of gum from his pocket and popped it into his mouth, crumpled the wrapper and put it back in his pocket. It was habit more than anything else; he was almost at the point

  where he didn’t care who knew about his drinking.




  He walked deliberately, taking in the scene as he approached. As he got to the front steps, he paused and looked at those gathered near the entrance of the building next door, isolated the face

  of the biggest man there, and nodded to him. Those standing with the man on the stoop looked at their companion, eyes curious. The man seemed reluctant for a moment, his eyes darting to the ground,

  but eventually he nodded back. It was a good start; Long would need cooperation from the neighbors, and it was important to establish authority and acceptance as quickly as possible.




  As he turned back toward the front door, Long caught a face in the crowd out of the corner of his eye. The face registered. He didn’t quite recognize it, but it was familiar to him; like a

  phantom fading from a dream in the early moments of morning, hazy and distant. It was one of the few Caucasian faces in the crowd, framed by steel gray hair that matched the sky. A light pink scar

  in the shape of a ‘v’ marred the forehead. But what truly made the man stand out was the fact that he was looking directly at Long. While the others only looked toward him, the man with

  the scar was regarding him directly without the slightest hint of reservation. The image sounded an alarm in the back of Long’s head. It was such a subtle thing that it took a moment for him

  to recognize the intuition, and he spun back to the crowd, his own eyes burning as they sought out the face again.




  The man was gone.




  Long gripped the stoop’s rusting handrail, as he considered giving chase. But then he wondered: Chase what? Chase who? What had the man done to be chased? It was no crime, after

  all, to look out of place.




  He took one last long look through the crowd before continuing his ascent.




  Officer Washington looked nervously at Long. A light sweat had broken out on his forehead underneath his policeman’s cap despite the cool of the October weather. Long understood why.

  ‘Detective,’ Washington said. ‘You got here quick.’




  ‘I was on the way in when I got the call,’ Long replied. ‘Just pulled off the highway.’




  Washington looked at his watch and smiled uneasily. Long knew it was after eleven. ‘You’re just coming in? I gotta get myself into plain-clothes.’




  ‘I was at a funeral.’




  ‘Sorry. Anyone close to you?’




  Long shook his head. ‘My father.’




  ‘Shit. I didn’t mean to . . . I’m sorry.’




  ‘So’s he. What’ve we got in here?’ Washington hesitated. Long could sense the man was gauging whether his apology had been sufficient. ‘Don’t worry about it.

  Just tell me what we’re dealing with.’




  ‘Neighbor called it in an hour ago. Name’s Elizabeth Connor, apartment 2C in back. Fifty-nine years old. Lived here for the last fifteen years. No one’s seen her for a few

  days. They noticed the smell yesterday. Super showed up with a key this morning. Other than him, no one’s been inside. I took a look, just to secure the place, but I didn’t touch

  nothing. I told people in the other apartments to stay put until we get to them. Told ’em we might need to talk to them.’




  Long nodded. ‘What’s it look like?’




  ‘Looks messy. Lots of blood. Nothing you haven’t seen before. Some sign of a struggle, but not much. Looks like it was on and over pretty quick.’




  ‘Okay. Crime scene and backup should be here in a minute. Other than them, no one comes up, got it?’




  ‘Yeah, all right.’




  Long looked at the crowd on the nearby stoops. ‘Once they get here, start gathering statements from these people out here. Doers sometimes like to hang out and observe the scene. If they

  don’t have anything to say, at least get their names and contacts. Get a look at their licenses where possible, just to make sure you’re not getting fake information. Tell them we may

  need to come back to them. Someone might’a seen something.’




  ‘You think so?’




  ‘In this neighborhood? No. Not really.’




  ‘Okay. You going in?’




  Long nodded. ‘Might as well. I’m here, and I got nothing better to do.’




  Reggie Hill arrived on time for the baby’s noon feeding. Finn had no idea what qualified Reggie to take care of Lissa’s son, but he seemed to do a good job, and

  Lissa depended on him. Outfitted like a sherpa to the armies of Hannibal, he blew through the door with three bags slung across his shoulder, an infant car seat hanging from the crook in his other

  arm. Finn marveled at his balance.




  Lissa stood and took the baby in the car seat from him. ‘How was he this morning?’ she asked. She’d taken two weeks off after giving birth; there was never any question that

  she would come back to work. She was a caring parent, but not the stay-at-home type. Finn suspected that she and the baby would bond better with her at the office much of the day. She set the car

  seat down, and pulled the baby out. He was sleeping, and she put him over her shoulder, rubbing his back.




  ‘He was a doll,’ Reggie replied, setting the bags down on the floor. ‘Always is. I swear, you could pull teeth if he had any and he wouldn’t complain.’




  ‘He takes after his father,’ Lissa said.




  ‘God forbid,’ Reggie said. He shuddered. ‘Let’s aim higher than that, shall we?’




  ‘Koz hears you talking like that, he’ll fire you, Reggie,’ Finn said.




  ‘He wouldn’t,’ Reggie said. He sat in one of the leather chairs against the wall and crossed his legs above the knees. ‘He secretly wants me. Most men do.’




  Finn shook his head. ‘He hears you talking like that, he won’t fire you, he’ll shoot you.’




  Lissa chuckled.




  Reggie said, clucking his tongue, ‘Anyone that repressed is hiding something.’




  ‘Trust me,’ Lissa said, ‘he’s not repressed.’




  ‘Maybe he’s hiding his hatred of stereotypes,’ Finn said.




  ‘No, you di’ent!’ Reggie falsettoed. ‘I know you did not just call me a cliché.’




  Finn smiled amiably. ‘I think I did.’




  Reggie reached down to a mahogany magazine rack and pulled out a newspaper, shaking it open with a loud flap. ‘Lissa Krantz, I love this child, but if you think I’m going to take

  this sort of abuse for the pittance you pay me, you are sadly mistaken. I demand that you defend me.’




  The baby was stirring. ‘Apologize to Reggie, Finn,’ Lissa said. ‘Or I’ll cut your balls off.’




  ‘You wouldn’t. I’d sue.’




  ‘Fine, then I’ll quit, and you can run this place on your own.’




  Even in jest the thought made Finn’s heart rate double. ‘I’m sorry, Reggie,’ he said. ‘You are a beacon of masculinity in an insecure world.’




  ‘Like you’d know.’ Reggie folded the newspaper and put it back into the magazine rack. ‘I’m going to Starbucks to get something to soothe my wounded pride. Anyone

  want anything?’




  ‘I’ll have a venti-non-fat-decaf-latte-skim-three-Equals,’ Lissa said.




  ‘Finn?’ Reggie asked.




  ‘Do they have coffee?’




  ‘Heathen.’




  ‘Skip it.’




  Reggie opened the door and stepped out.




  ‘Don’t start,’ Lissa said to Finn once the door had closed behind Reggie. ‘He’s got his quirks, but he takes fantastic care of Andrew. I’d be lost without

  him.’




  ‘What? I didn’t say anything, did I? I like the guy. And I’m pretty sure he’s right; Koz has got a huge crush on him.’




  ‘Funny.’ The baby was fully awake now, and he started to grump hungrily. Lissa maneuvered him around so that his feet were on her knees, his nose to hers. ‘Uncle Finn likes to

  take his life into his own hands, doesn’t he, Andrew?’ she cooed. ‘Yes, he does.’ She put him into his car seat and began rummaging through the array of baby bags, looking

  for a bottle. ‘Speaking of taking your life into your own hands, are we really gonna represent the McDougal kid?’




  ‘We’ll talk to him.’




  ‘There’s a difference?’




  ‘Maybe he won’t like what we have to say, and we’ll get out of it that way. You never know.’




  ‘Yes, I do. And so do you.’




  The door opened and both of them turned. The man standing there looked like something out of the imagination of Stephen King. He was in his fifties, with a thick head of grayish-brown,

  disheveled hair. His clothes were rumpled and stained. His face was dirty, though not enough to obscure the long, deep, jagged scar running from the corner of his eye down to just below his ear. He

  was solid and stocky, and he held a piece of grease-stained computer printout above his head. ‘I got it!’




  ‘Hi, hon, how was your evening?’ Finn said.




  ‘Fuck off.’




  ‘Koz!’ Lissa said sharply. She tilted her head. ‘The baby!’




  ‘Sorry, I didn’t know he was here.’




  She walked over and kissed him on the cheek. ‘It’s okay.’ She crinkled her nose. ‘You smell.’




  ‘That’s because I’ve been crawling around in garbage.’




  ‘Everyone needs a hobby,’ Finn said.




  ‘Yeah, everyone does,’ Tom Kozlowski replied. ‘Mine is saving your ass. I spent the night watching Spencer’s apartment, waiting to see how he would react to his

  partner’s arrest.’ Finn’s interest was piqued. Will Spencer was the business partner of Carlo Manelli, a client who had been arrested for dealing drugs out of the restaurant the

  two of them owned. The case against Manelli looked solid.




  ‘And?’ Finn said. ‘How’d he take it?’




  ‘Not so well. First thing this morning, he comes out of his apartment with a cardboard box, and climbs into his car. He heads out to the restaurant, pulls around the back and tosses the

  box into the dumpster.’




  ‘You climbed into a dumpster?’ Finn said.




  Kozlowski frowned. ‘Don’t be stupid. You think he wouldn’t notice someone digging around in the dumpster out back of his restaurant?’




  ‘Fair point.’




  ‘I was gonna wait till late tonight, but it turns out today’s trash day at the place; while I’m sitting there a big Waste Management truck pulls up and cleans out the dumpster.

  So I followed. At the next stop, I gave the guy a fifty to let me in the back of the truck.’




  ‘Good thinking,’ Finn said. He looked at Lissa. ‘I can see why you love the man.’




  ‘He’s hard to resist.’




  ‘So’s the Ebola virus.’




  ‘Keep it up,’ Kozlowski said. ‘I won’t tell you what I found.’




  ‘Sorry,’ Finn said. ‘Continue.’




  ‘It’s all here. Dates. Amounts. Customers. A whole second set of books. It all matches the drug buys the FBI is charging Carlo Manelli with. We got the guy nailed. It wasn’t

  our client, it was his partner, Spencer, at the restaurant.’




  ‘Weird,’ Finn said, winking at Lissa. ‘My money was on Colonel Mustard in the study with the candlestick.’




  ‘You don’t think this gets Manelli off?’ Kozlowski demanded.




  ‘How do we know they weren’t in this together?’ Finn pointed out. ‘They’re partners in the restaurant, why not in drug dealing, too? Why didn’t Manelli notice

  the restaurant had a cash surplus every week? We go to the feds with this, they’re just gonna indict Spencer and charge the two of them as co-conspirators, and they’ll probably make it

  stick whether it’s right or not.’




  ‘So don’t go to the feds with it,’ Kozlowski said. ‘Let them push the case against Manelli alone. When the trial goes forward, you pull this out on cross. It’ll

  mess with the entire theory of the case the prosecutors have laid out for the jury, and voilà, you’ve got reasonable doubt.’




  Finn considered this for a moment. ‘It might work,’ he admitted skeptically. ‘It’s better than anything else we’ve got to work with.’




  ‘See?’ Kozlowski said. ‘Worth a night’s work, fifty bucks and some new clothes. All of which I’m billing you for.’




  ‘Fine,’ Finn said. ‘I’ll charge it back to Manelli as trial preparation expenses.’




  Kozlowski took off his jacket, rubbing a finger against a dark stain on the lapel. ‘As long as I get paid.’




  ‘What’s a new sport coat go for at Wal-Mart these days, anyway?’




  ‘Laugh if you want, but the people I deal with don’t trust a man in a thousand-dollar suit. You want people to talk to you, you gotta look like one of them.’ He rolled the

  jacket into a ball and tossed it into the garbage. ‘Anything happen while I was out?’




  ‘Finn agreed to represent Eamonn McDougal’s son,’ Lissa said.




  ‘I did not,’ Finn protested. ‘I agreed to talk to him.’




  ‘ To give him legal advice?’ Kozlowski asked.




  ‘Yeah.’




  ‘Isn’t that representing him?’




  ‘Technically,’ Finn admitted. ‘But it’s not like I agreed to take the case to trial. And I told Eamonn that I’m not crossing the line. I’m treating his kid

  like anyone else. He accepted that.’




  ‘You’re a moron. You know that, right?’




  ‘Your wife already pointed that out, thanks.’




  ‘She knows what she’s talking about. McDougal doesn’t want you to treat his son like anyone else. He wants you to get his son off. No matter what. And if you don’t,

  he’s gonna be pissed.’




  ‘I know,’ Finn said.




  ‘He’s gonna be a real pain in the ass if he gets pissed. He’s dangerous and unstable.’




  ‘I know that, too.’




  ‘So, why’d you agree to represent him?’




  Finn shrugged. ‘I guess I just believe that everyone is entitled to the best representation they can afford.’




  ‘Bullshit. You agreed to represent him because it’s a challenge.’




  The door opened behind Kozlowski and Reggie walked in. ‘I’ve got lattes!’ he said. As soon as he stepped through the door, his face screwed itself into a frown. ‘Ugh!

  Jesus Christ on a popsicle stick, what reeks in here?’




  Finn and Lissa pointed to Kozlowski. ‘Him,’ they said in unison.




  Reggie regarded Kozlowski with revulsion. ‘What happened? Did you go swimming in garbage?’




  ‘Yeah,’ Kozlowski replied. He looked uncomfortable. ‘Sorta.’ Reggie rolled his eyes and looked at Lissa. ‘I swear, sweetheart, you don’t have to live like

  this. Just say the word, and my people can have you and that child in a safe house in Provincetown within two hours.




  He’d never find you, I promise.’




  Lissa smiled. ‘Yes, he would,’ she said. She looked over at her husband, still covered in a film of waste, his features rough and hard set, and her smile broadened. ‘I’d

  die if he didn’t.’




  





  CHAPTER TWO




  Zachary Long climbed the stairs to the second floor of the Massachusetts Avenue brownstone slowly, evaluating everything as he went. Judging from the edges, the carpeting on

  the staircase had once been beige, but that was a long time ago. Now it was mottled and brown and stained. The wooden railing was beaten and sagging, and the stairs themselves listed from the wall.

  Even at noon on a sunny fall day, the place was dark. A lamp hung from the wall on the second floor, dislodged and dangling from its wire. There was no bulb, not that a bulb would have been of much

  use.




  As he approached the landing, he caught the stench from the back apartment. It became more pronounced as he reached the top, and he put his arm up to his nose. He wondered how no one had called

  it in before that morning. As he looked around, the door closest to the stairway, marked 2B, cracked open and a man stuck his head out. His eyes were too big for his face, he was gaunt and he had

  fringes of white hair around a bald, dark brown head. He was wearing a dress shirt buttoned to the top and a cardigan. Long judged him to be in his eighties.




  The man nodded to Long. ‘Safe to come out yet?’ ‘Safe, yeah,’ Long said. ‘But we need you to stay in your apartment for a little while longer.’




  The man looked around the hallway, stuck his head out further and glanced down the stairway, frowning. ‘We?’




  Long pulled his shield out of his pocket, held it up. ‘BPD,’ he said. ‘I’m Detective Long.’ He tucked it into the breast pocket of his coat so it would be

  visible.




  ‘I see,’ the man said. He made a face. ‘Bad smell.’




  Long nodded. ‘How long’s it smelled like that?’




  The man shrugged. ‘Don’t know. Don’t go out much. I cook; my place always smells good. You wanna get the ladies, you gots to keep your crib fresh.’




  ‘That work? With the ladies?’




  ‘Hell yes, fool. Been workin’ for me since before your daddy was born.’




  ‘I’ll remember that,’ Long said. ‘Someone will be back to talk to you in a little while, okay?’




  ‘I got nothing to say.’




  ‘Maybe you’ll think of something. Till then, just stay in your apartment.’




  The old man scowled and closed the door.




  Long looked around the floor. There were three apartments. One in the front, one in the middle, one in the rear. The back and the middle were accounted for with the deceased and the old man. The

  third apartment, according to the mailbox in the entryway, was occupied by an individual or a family with the last name Wolfe. It was an open question in a place as run-down as this whether the

  mailbox was accurate and up to date.




  He glanced around the stairway one last time. Seeing nothing of note, he walked toward 2C. He stopped before he entered and pulled out a flashlight, flipping it on and leaning down to take a

  close look at the doorknob. There were marks; fresh scratches on ancient copper. Moving up, he could see similar scratches at the keyhole for the deadbolt.




  He pulled on gloves and turned the doorknob, being careful not to smudge any prints. It was unlikely that they’d get anything useful, but you never knew. The knob turned with little

  resistance and he pushed the door in. It swung free and easy on the hinges, and Long stepped into the apartment.




  The stench was overpowering. The blinds were pulled and the place was dark; slashes of light cutting through at the sides of the window did little to aid his vision. The shelves along the walls

  of the living room had been cleared, the books and pictures were spilled on the floor. The coffee table was overturned, and a desk in the corner had been stripped, its drawers heaped nearby along

  with bills and papers and letters. A purse lay on the floor just in front of the front door, turned inside out, its contents in a loose pile. Elizabeth Connor’s body lay in the middle of it

  all, splayed face down on the faded carpet.




  Long stepped carefully around the debris and moved toward her. She was thin, with dark hair and fair skin. She was wearing blue slacks and a yellow blouse. A zebra-print shoe was still on one

  foot; the other had been knocked off and lay nearby. A long dark stain spread out on the rug from her head, and a fire poker lay to the left of the body. The fireplace was on the far wall, and Long

  could see the set to which the poker belonged.




  He squatted and looked at the woman’s face. Her eyes were still open, staring at the carpet, and he had to resist a natural impulse to close them. It wasn’t his job, and he

  didn’t want to touch anything until the coroner and the crime lab boys had been over everything. ‘Sorry,’ he mumbled to the body.




  Long heard footsteps on the stairway. ‘Doc’s here,’ Officer Washington called. He came up the stairs, breathing heavily, coughing from the smell. ‘Truck’s on the

  way, but Doc’s coming up.’ He was standing in the doorway, and Long could feel him looking around. ‘You see anything interesting?’




  Long stood and shook his head. ‘No,’ he said. ‘Probably a junkie looking for enough cash to score his next high.’




  ‘You think?’




  Long shrugged. ‘No way to know for sure until we do some more poking around, but it fits. Locks were picked. Place was tossed, but tossed quickly. Looks like he just hit the places where

  he’d likely find basic valuables.’ He looked around at the mess and the furnishings. ‘Probably didn’t find much. Maybe enough to get high once or twice. Maybe not even that

  much. Most likely she was either already here, back in the bedroom, or she came home when it was going down. Perp grabs the easiest thing he can find – the fire poker – and gives her a

  whack. Then he’s gone.’




  ‘That’s it?’ Washington said. ‘You think someone kills that easily?’




  ‘Trust me,’ Long said. ‘People kill a lot easier than that.’




  Finn and Kozlowski walked into Murphy’s Law, a bar at the edge of the commercial district in South Boston. It was a long cement building with a bright red awning and dark

  tinted windows. At night the place served a decent cross-section of the community, from older locals and blue-collar stalwarts to some of the urban pioneers homesteading on office salaries from

  downtown in the business district. When Finn and Kozlowski walked in, though, it was still only two in the afternoon. At two in the afternoon, the only people in the place were those who had

  nowhere else to go.




  Kevin McDougal was sitting in a booth at the far end of the bar with two others keeping him company. His companions were bigger than Kevin, which wasn’t saying that much. Eamonn McDougal

  was over six feet tall, but his wife was tiny; no taller than five feet and no heavier than ninety pounds. Their son inherited her build. What he lacked in physical presence, though, he made up for

  in attitude. He worked out incessantly, and his muscles bulged under tight clothing. His arms, legs and neck were covered in tattoos that seemed to spread like vines, engulfing him further and

  further every month. He had a quick temper and a reputation for fighting dirty.




  Finn and Kozlowski walked the length of the bar, Finn in front, toward the trio in the booth. Kozlowski nodded to the bartender as they made their way; the bartender nodded back.




  The three in the booth noticed Finn and Kozlowski coming – in the quiet of the afternoon drinking crowd, they were hard to miss – and McDougal’s two companions stood up,

  guarding the booth.




  ‘Fuck you want?’ one of them barked at Finn.




  ‘I want to talk to your boy, there,’ Finn replied. ‘Kevin, right?’ He extended his hand.




  McDougal looked up at him. ‘I don’t know you, mutherfucka,’ he said. He had a watch cap pulled low over his brow, and his street accent was exaggerated, as if to convince

  people he was tough.




  ‘No, you don’t.’ Finn said. ‘My name’s Finn. We need to talk.’




  ‘You cops?’ the friend standing closest to Finn asked.




  ‘No,’ Finn said. ‘We’re not cops.’




  ‘Then my boy don’t need to fuckin’ talk to you.’




  ‘Yeah, he does.’




  ‘Says who?’




  ‘Says his father,’ Finn said. That made all three of them pause. The two standing looked at McDougal, seeking direction.




  McDougal looked down at the table. ‘My father don’t fuckin’ run me,’ he mumbled.




  After a beat, the young man standing closest to Finn said, ‘Yeah, his father don’t fuckin’ run him.’ He took a step into Finn’s face. He wasn’t tall, but he

  was meaty, with thick shoulders and a layer of fat across a prominent brow that jutted out beneath a shaved head. A tattoo spread out from his neck up to his ear, reading, Don’t Mess.

  ‘He don’t wanna fuckin’ talk, he don’t fuckin’ talk. Get the fuck outta here.’




  Finn looked the young man in the eyes. ‘You kiss your boyfriend with that mouth?’ he said, nodding toward the other man standing by the booth. The tattooed man moved closer, until

  his face was only inches away. ‘You don’t want to act tough,’ Finn said. ‘You want to sit down.’




  ‘You wanna make me siddown, asshole?’




  ‘Me? No.’




  The young man reached up and grabbed Finn by the collar. He pulled back his other hand in a fist, sneering confidently. The look lasted only a split second, though. Before he could throw the

  punch, Kozlowski moved forward and grabbed him by the elbow. In one swift move, he twisted the young man’s arm around far enough that the back of his hand was above his shoulder blade. The

  move forced the young man to let go of Finn’s collar and double over as he gave a high-pitched squeal. Kozlowski used the momentum to drive the man’s forehead down hard into the top of

  a nearby table, splitting the skin just above the nose. Leaning over him, Kozlowski used all of his weight to keep him immobilized. ‘Man asked you to sit,’ Kozlowski said.




  ‘Fuck you!’




  Kozlowski pulled the man’s head off the table and slammed it down again. Then he pushed the man’s arm up even further, drawing a fresh scream. ‘Any more, and it breaks,’

  Kozlowski said. ‘You wanna sit yet?’




  People at the bar were watching, as were McDougal and his other friend, both of whom remained still. The bartender called over, ‘Koz! Fuck’s goin’ on over there?’




  ‘Young man here slipped,’ Kozlowski said. ‘I’m trying to make sure he’s all right. Make sure he doesn’t slip again.’




  ‘Did he slip hard enough to need an ambulance?’ the bartender asked.




  ‘Not yet.’ Kozlowski leaned down and spoke into the side of the man’s face. ‘What do you think, kid? You gonna sit, or are you gonna slip hard enough to need an

  ambulance?’




  The young man was wheezing through the pain. ‘Ahhh!’ he yelled as Kozlowski applied additional pressure to the arm. ‘Okay, I’ll sit!’




  Kozlowski eased up on his arm and spun him around into a chair at the table. He pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket. ‘Wipe the blood off your face.’ The young man sat there

  fuming, but remained in the chair. He took the handkerchief and put it to the top of his nose to stop the bleeding.




  Finn looked at the other young man. ‘You want to sit, too.’ The young man didn’t hesitate, and slid into a chair at the same table as his friend. ‘Not there,’ Finn

  said. ‘Both of you, over there.’ He pointed over toward the other side of the bar. The two of them hesitated. ‘I’m Kevin’s lawyer,’ Finn explained. ‘At

  least for now. That means whatever I say to him is privileged, as long as I say it to him in confidence. If you’re close enough to hear what I say, the privilege dies.’ The two of them

  looked at him, still not comprehending.




  ‘Just move, morons,’ Kozlowski said.




  The two of them looked at McDougal. He didn’t look up from the table, and after a moment they stood up and moved to the other side of the bar.




  Finn stood at the opening of the booth, looking down at Kevin McDougal. ‘Mind if we sit?’




  





  CHAPTER THREE




  Long stayed at the apartment while the coroner and the lab boys did their work. He didn’t need to be there; he’d get a report when they were done, and he suspected

  he’d learn little from it. The case was likely to be over quickly one way or another. Either they would find a fingerprint that could easily be matched with someone already in the system and

  they would make an arrest in a day, or there would be nothing to point in any particular direction and the case would die on the vine in a week.




  He’d work the case no matter the direction it took; he believed in working cases even when they looked hopeless. And there was always a chance that there was something more to the case

  than appeared on the surface. It was unlikely, though, and Long was resigned to the notion that there would be little to go on.




  He sat on the chair in front of the woman’s desk, watching the activity in the room. Pictures were being snapped from all angles; surfaces were being dusted with dark gray fingerprint

  powder; items were being catalogued for the evidence locker. In the middle of the room, Doc Murphy, the coroner, was performing his initial examination of Elizabeth Connor’s remains. He

  leaned over her with a clinical precision that approached indifference, his tall, thin frame curled into a Dickensian stoop as he slid around the body, instructing his assistant where to snap

  images.




  ‘What do you think, Doc?’ Long asked as Murphy worked.




  ‘Well, she’s dead.’




  ‘You’re good. I can see why you’re in charge. Any thoughts about how long?’




  ‘Have to run some tests. At least forty-eight hours. That takes us back to Tuesday morning. Could’ve been Monday night. Probably was.’




  ‘Cause of death as obvious as it seems?’ Long asked.




  Murphy shrugged. ‘I assume. Looks like the lethal blow was a single whack to the head. I’ve been doing this for too long to put my reputation on the line until I’ve done the

  full exam. There are too many things her body may want to tell us.’ He shifted position, examining her fingers. ‘From the way her head bled out I can tell you that she was alive when

  she was hit. Poker’s lying there with blood stains on it; looks like the head wound is consistent with the shape and heft of the poker. You draw your own conclusions. What’s interesting

  are the other wounds.’




  ‘Other wounds?’ Long said.




  Murphy lifted up the back of the woman’s shirt so that Long could see the dead woman’s back. It was covered with cuts and marks. ‘You see these?’




  ‘Yeah.’




  ‘They look like they were made after she went down from the blow to the head. I count thirty in all, and from the look of them, some were made after she had bled out enough that she had to

  be dead. Look here.’ He pointed to a few long cuts. ‘No blood came out. Deep, violent slashes, but no blood. Whoever did this was still hitting the body in a rage minutes after she was

  already dead.’




  Long frowned. ‘Drug rage, you figure?’ Long asked.




  ‘Could be,’ Murphy said. ‘It’s some sort of psychosis, that’s for sure. No other reason to keep hitting the body that way.’




  ‘When she was hit in the head, the first blow, was she facing her killer, or was she hit from behind?’ Long asked.




  ‘No way to tell at this point. Probably no way to tell ever.’




  ‘You kidding? They figure out stuff like that on television all the time.’




  ‘Yeah, I know,’ Murphy conceded with a sigh. ‘Those TV coroners are good. Maybe we should call one of them in, see if they’d be any help here. Unfortunately, she was

  struck on the side of the head. I may be able to tell a little more from the angle once I measure it, but it’s not going to be conclusive. She could’ve been turning, she could’ve

  been ducking; there’s really no way to tell. Does it matter?’




  Long shook his head. ‘No, probably not. Just curious.’




  Murphy stood up and looked at his assistant. ‘Bag her,’ he said. ‘We’ll do the rest back at the morgue.’ He looked at Long carefully. Long reached into his pocket

  without thinking, drew out a piece of gum and put it in his mouth. ‘I’ll let you know if we find anything else,’ the coroner said. ‘But I wouldn’t hold my breath if I

  was you. It’s probably exactly what it looks like.’




  ‘Yeah,’ Long said.




  ‘She got any family?’




  ‘Not that we’ve identified yet. Neighbors don’t know of any.’ He gestured to the mess on the floor. ‘I still gotta go through her mail; maybe we’ll learn

  something from that.’




  ‘I hope she didn’t have family,’ Murphy said. ‘Something this random . . .’ he shook his head. ‘Tough for a family to take. How are you doing?’




  ‘I didn’t know her.’




  ‘No, not about her; everything else. You doing okay?’ Long hated the question. He got it often these days, and he wasn’t sure how he was supposed to answer it honestly. He

  didn’t try anymore.




  ‘I’m good.’




  ‘You sure?’




  ‘Yeah. Thanks.’




  Murphy looked Long in the eyes, and Long looked away. ‘If you ever want to talk, I know some pretty good guys. Department’ll pay for it, too, y’know?’




  ‘Yeah,’ Long said. ‘I know. Thanks, I’m good.’




  ‘You change your mind, you know where to find me. You’re a good cop,’ he said. ‘Don’t let them take that away from you.’ Long said nothing. The coroner looked

  around the room. ‘I’ll be in touch about this. Let you know what we find.’




  ‘Okay, thanks Doc.’ Long watched as Murphy walked out the front door. There were still a few of the crime lab boys left, taking some last snapshots and cleaning up their gear, but

  soon the site would be deserted. They all knew the odds of solving something like this; there was little enthusiasm in the air. Uniformed officers were canvassing, but as yet they had learned

  nothing helpful. No one saw anything, no one heard anything, no one knew anything.




  God, he needed a drink. Not yet, he told himself. Soon.




  He bent down and started gathering up the papers strewn across the floor. He had to go through them eventually, and there seemed no time like the present. The faster he worked the angles, the

  faster he could put the case behind him.




  He found it an hour later. He’d been through nearly all of the correspondence – bills, mainly. A few catalogues from low-end discount retailers; no personal mail to

  speak of. He figured he was just about done.




  It wasn’t in the stacks on the floor or in any of the drawers or shelves; it was taped to the bottom of one of the desk drawers, which had been tossed on the floor. Carefully hidden, it

  blended in with the wood, and he might not have even noticed it, but he had trouble getting the drawer back into the desk and turned it over to see where the slides were.




  As he pulled the envelope free, the cellophane tape pulled chips of wood off the bottom piece of the drawer. It was medium-sized, manila, with a flap at the top and a metal wing attachment that

  fit through a hole so the envelope could be opened and closed repeatedly. Long pulled the wings together and opened the flap.




  There was a letter inside, old and yellowed. He held it up and examined it closely. Grimy fingerprints marred the outside of the envelope, and the postage mark was smudged. Long could just make

  out the date of delivery – July, 1991.




  He read the letter twice. It was likely unconnected with the murder, but it complicated the investigation. At the very least, it would require an additional stop, or maybe two, along the road to

  putting the case behind him. That was fine with him; that’s what they paid him for.




  





  CHAPTER FOUR




  ‘How old are you, Kevin?’ Finn asked.




  ‘Fuck you care?’




  Finn looked at Kozlowski. ‘You believe this?’ He shook his head and turned back to McDougal. ‘It’s a simple question, dipshit. How old are you?’ He feigned sign

  language as he asked the question.




  McDougal stuck his chin out like an angry child. After a moment he said, ‘Twenty.’




  Kozlowski motioned to the bartender. ‘I’m gonna have to tell Jimmy not to serve you anymore.’




  ‘Fine,’ McDougal said. ‘I’m gonna have to slit your fuckin’ throat. Then I’m gonna have to find a new bar.’




  ‘You’re not very bright, are you Kevin?’ Finn said. ‘It’s okay, in my line of work I deal with a lot of guys who are dumb as stumps, so I’m used to it. I just

  like to know what I’m dealing with.’




  Kevin said through his teeth, ‘I’m only twenty and I’m smart enough to have my own crew. Smart enough to drive a fuckin’ 7-Series and live in a duplex. Fuck do you drive,

  asshole?’




  Finn looked over at the two young men sitting at the far end of the bar. One of them still had Kozlowski’s handkerchief to his forehead to stop the bleeding. They were engrossed in a

  cartoon playing on the television over the bar and seemed to have lost interest in what was happening at the table. ‘You call those two a crew?’ Finn asked. ‘Koz took them out in

  about ten seconds, and he’s on Social Security. They make the stumps I deal with normally look like Rhodes Scholars. Get it straight, Kevin, the only reason no one’s punched your card

  is because you’re Eamonn McDougal’s kid, and they’re afraid enough of him to leave you alone. That doesn’t make you smart, it makes you lucky.’




  ‘I’m smart,’ McDougal replied, though his head was down.




  ‘No, you’re not. You got busted selling crack to an undercover officer across the street from a middle school. If you were smart, you would have known that if you deal within two

  hundred yards of a school, jail time doubles. Now I come out here and find you with these losers in a bar while you’re out waiting on a trial, when a condition of your bail was to stay off

  drugs and alcohol and to stay away from anyone with a criminal record. If you were smart, you would know enough to stay clean while you’re out on bail. Nothing pisses a judge off more than

  finding out that someone they’ve let out is screwing up. It makes them look bad. But no, here you are with a couple of guys who, no doubt, already have some time on their sheet, tossing back

  Jameson’s and High Lifes, lookin’ for trouble. Not smart.’




  ‘I—’




  Finn cut him off. ‘You wanna be smart? Listen; don’t talk. Your father hired me because I’m good at what I do. I know the prosecutors and I can work this to get you the best

  possible deal. But only if you listen to me.’




  ‘What kind of a deal?’ McDougal seemed interested for the first time.




  Finn shrugged. ‘We’ll have to wait and see. There’s a budget crunch and the prisons are overcrowded. Drugs haven’t been a major priority for law enforcement since Nancy

  Reagan was first lady, and since 9/11 nobody really cares unless there’s some evidence that it’s tied in to the financing of terrorism. Given all that, and the fact that it’s your

  first bust, I may be able to get you six months in and probation after. That’s if you’re lucky.’




  ‘Bullshit!’ McDougal barked, slamming his beer down on the table. His two friends at the bar tore their eyes away from their cartoon and looked over toward the table. A glare from

  Kozlowski was sufficient for them to turn away again. ‘I’m not goin’ in.’




  ‘ To jail? Yes, you are,’ Finn said. ‘The only question is for how long. You listen to me, and it’ll be for a lot less time. You don’t listen to me . . .’ he

  shrugged.




  ‘For a first bust? I know plenty of guys got busted first time and got nothin’ but probation. Why can’t you get me that?’




  ‘Two reasons. First, you got busted selling crack to an undercover who looked like she was twelve and who you thought was in the eighth grade. That pisses law enforcement types off.

  Second, because you’re Eamonn McDougal’s kid.’




  ‘Fuck’s that got to do with anything?’




  ‘You really are stupid, aren’t you? It’s not like the cops and prosecutors don’t know what your father does for a living, and most of them would give their left nut to

  put him away. Now they’ve got you – his son – jammed up. There’s gonna be a lot of pressure to put the hammer down. Go for the max. That’d be fifteen-to-thirty when

  they roll all the charges together. It’s gonna take some serious dealing to push through all that bullshit to get them to be reasonable. I can do it, but you’re not gonna walk for free.

  You’re gonna have to put in some token time. That’s just the reality.’




  McDougal picked up his beer and went to take a sip, but Finn caught his hand and pushed it back down to the table. ‘You want to work with me, you stay clean and listen to me, got

  it?’ Finn said.




  McDougal let go of his beer and sat back in the booth. ‘I’m not goin’ to jail. You’re supposed to be such a hot shit lawyer, why not take it to trial? That way I

  walk.’




  ‘Because at trial we lose. I can get a deal because I can talk a good game with the DA’s office, and I’ve done well enough against them that they’ll get nervous. But in

  the end that’s nothing but bullshit and bluffing. We get to trial, we lose this case. They’ve got the evidence, and there’s no basis for excluding it. You do what I say,

  it’s the best chance you’ve got to be back out on the street in time to drink legally.’




  ‘This is bullshit.’




  ‘Maybe,’ Finn said. ‘But it’s your bullshit, not mine. I’m just here to try to clean it up. So the real question is: Are you smart or not?’




  McDougal looked at Finn for a long moment. Then he picked his beer up and took a sip. ‘I’ll think about it,’ he said.




  Finn shook his head. ‘Good. You think about it. Looks like your brain cells need the workout anyway.’ He motioned for Kozlowski to slide out of the booth and they both stood up.

  ‘You want to do this my way, you let me know,’ he said. ‘If not, I wish you all the luck you deserve.’




  Finn and Kozlowski walked the length of the bar toward the door. As they passed McDougal’s friends sitting at the bar, Kozlowski looked at the bartender. ‘You used to get a better

  class of customer in here, Jimmy. What happened?’




  ‘Economy’s in the crappa,’ the bartender replied in a thick South Boston accent. ‘We gotta take what we can get.’




  Kozlowski leaned in and spoke quietly to the young man with the handkerchief to his forehead. ‘You boys be good in here, got it? If I hear you’ve been causing Jimmy any problems,

  I’ll find you. Next time you fall down when I’m around, Kleenex won’t stop the bleeding.’ He stepped back and walked over to Finn, who was waiting at the door. ‘Take

  care, Jimmy.’




  The bartender nodded. ‘Take care, Koz.’




  Finn pushed the door open and the two of them stepped out into the sunlight.




  





  CHAPTER FIVE




  Sally Malley sat on the stone wall near the parking lot in the rear of Brighton School, a private enclave in Cambridge. She could feel the other students looking at her as they

  walked by, could smell their curiosity and distrust. She didn’t care. She didn’t belong there, but she wouldn’t be intimidated. She’d been at the school for only a month and

  a half, but it had been enough time for her to understand that she was as smart as they were. School, she’d come to realize, was a game, and she was going to learn to play it better than

  anyone else. She figured she owed that to herself.




  She looked out at the street, scanning for Finn’s car. She hoped he would get there soon. Idle moments like these were the worst. When she was in class, she felt directed – and

  therefore protected. When she had no focus, she felt exposed.




  She was looking out to her left when she felt a shadow cross her face. She turned her head and looked up at two girls from her class. She knew who they were; everyone knew who they were. They

  were the popular girls; the girls who, as sophomores, were dating juniors and seniors and claimed privilege as a result. That was fine with Sally. They had no idea what privilege was. Privilege

  could only be comprehended if you understood deprivation first. Sally understood deprivation; these girls never would.




  ‘You’re the new girl,’ one of them said. Her name was Tyler, and she was precious. Sally said nothing. She craved a cigarette, but she knew she could get kicked out for

  lighting up. As far as the school was concerned, tobacco was worse than coke or heroin – a policy that illustrated the school’s naiveté. ‘Where do you get your hair

  cut?’




  ‘I cut it myself,’ Sally said. It was only partially true, but she enjoyed the shock value. She’d gotten it cut at a place in Charlestown before she started school. She had

  nice hair, she knew. It was jet black, straight and thick. They’d done a decent job with it. When she got back to the apartment and looked in the mirror, though, it seemed too even for her.

  She’d taken out scissors and cut the bangs diagonally across her forehead. She wouldn’t go so far as to say that it looked better, but it definitely looked more like her.




  The second girl laughed derisively. Her name was Tiffany, and she played a bit part in her own life. She didn’t have the confidence to lead; she was focused on keeping her grip on an

  identity that depended on those around her. ‘You cut it yourself?’ she asked. ‘Why?’




  ‘Why not? It’s my hair.’




  ‘I think it’s cool,’ Tyler said. She was being polite; Sally’s guard went up automatically. ‘I heard you’re from Southie. The projects?’




  Sally eyed her. ‘Grew up there. I live in Charlestown now.’




  ‘Charlestown projects?’




  Sally shook her head.




  ‘Still,’ the girl said. ‘Charlestown . . .’




  ‘What do you want?’ Sally asked.




  The girl hesitated. ‘I’m having a party this weekend,’ she began. ‘I thought maybe you’d like to come.’




  Sally was too smart to fall for it. ‘Why?’




  ‘You’re new in school. Hanging out with us would make it a lot easier to fit in. I thought you might like it.’




  It made little sense. ‘Seriously,’ Sally said. ‘Why?’




  Tiffany looked nervous. Tyler just stared at Sally, studying her; trying to figure out whether or not to be honest. ‘We’ve got booze,’ she said at last. ‘We don’t

  have other supplies, though. The guy who usually helps us out isn’t around. We thought maybe you could.’




  ‘What sort of supplies?’ Sally asked. She already knew, but she was curious to see how Tyler would respond.




  ‘Specifically?’ Tyler asked.




  ‘Specifically.’




  ‘Blow. Maybe some H if it’s good. I don’t want anyone freaking out on bad shit. That’d suck.’




  Sally said nothing. She felt a distant instinct to punch the girl, but knew it wouldn’t go over very well in her new school. Tyler would lie about their exchange, and the teachers and

  principal would believe her. Besides, to her surprise, Sally didn’t feel real anger toward her. She felt only pity.




  ‘So?’ Tyler asked. ‘Can you help us?’




  Sally shook her head. ‘I don’t do drugs.’
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