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THURSDAY


Dr. Hector Perez felt sick at the sight of all the blood.

Blood was money for Dr. Hector Perez, the currency of his calling, not something that terrified him, physically or mentally. Until now.

But then he had never awakened, head pounding, mouth a bucket of glue, soaking in the puddled blood of a beautiful, nude, strange young woman before.

He looked at his gold watch: 5:54 AM. Then he looked back at the woman whose jugular vein had been severed, blood still pulsing like a backed-up sink. His clinical eye noticed that it was an arterial purplish red near the deep gash. But as it oxidized in the air and the cells died, the blood turned a brighter, maraschino red on the starched white sheets and pillowcases that were embroidered with the white-on-white legend: Hotel St. Claire. The colors were perversely mesmerizing.

The fuzzy tingling of his arm trapped beneath her body and the soggy warmth of the blood had awakened him. And now he was transfixed by her gaping wound and her half-open blue eyes. Her hair was long and naturally blond, her makeup perfect except for specks of caked blood. His own blood began pounding in his temples, shooting scalding adrenaline through him.

His eyes finally broke contact, and he panned the hotel room: Pigeons cooing on the windowsill. Morning traffic clamoring from the city outside. His clothes scattered all over the floor. Syrupy blood on his skin.

Fucking shit is for real, Perez thought. I’m in bed with a dead woman. Murdered. Did I bang her and then fall asleep? Did she cut her own throat? Did someone else come in when I passed out? What did she give me? Chloral hydrate drops, an old-fashioned Mickey Finn? Or was it that new date-rape drug the kids called “roofies,” Rohypnol? Hits you like a plane crash. Jesus Christ . . .

I should be home in bed with Nydia, Perez thought. Rubbing her swollen belly . . . .

Perez pushed himself to a half-seated position and yanked his arm free, recoiling in horror at the flash of gleaming steel. His numb, tingling fingers were stuck to the bloody steel handle of a straight razor.

“No!” Perez shouted in the hotel room and immediately used his left hand to cover his mouth. He glared down at his other hand, which clutched the sticky handle of the razor. A grisly murder weapon gripped between fingers that Perez had spent the last ten years training to save human life.

Only one life still worth saving in this room, he thought, mine. As he quickly stood from the bed and backed away from the lifeless woman, his mind worked in freeze-frame stop-action, imagining the forensic photos. Then he thought of the detectives and criminalists who would nibble the room to death for clues.

His clothes were strewn about the floor as if he’d undressed quickly. He saw the room key on the night table on top of the cashier’s receipt. He did not touch the receipt but was relieved when he read that the room was rented to a Karen Anders. She’d paid $316.85, cash.

Perez carefully used a Kleenex to fasten the chain lock on the hotel room door. Then he took a towel from the bathroom and began wiping every conceivable place he might have left a fingerprint—countertops, TV knobs, remote control, light switches, minibar, champagne glasses, doorframes. Even her earrings. He then walked into the bathroom and used the same towel to wash the blood from his arms and legs and torso and genitals. He washed the straight razor, watching Karen Anders’s blood swirling down the drain. He did not shower because he did not want his hair to be discovered in the drain. He pulled the plastic shower curtain down from the bathroom rod and carried it out to the bedroom area and laid it out on the floor.

Ever conscious of the telltale DNA in hair evidence, he used his pocket comb to rake through her pubic hair to remove any trace he might have left of his own. He removed the pillowcase where his head had lain. Then he pulled the fitted sheets free from the corners of the bed. As he tugged the sheet from under the dead woman, she did a half-roll onto the bare blood-soaked mattress. Perez placed the bloody sheets and the pillowcases onto the shower curtain and folded it neatly around them. He then stuffed the plastic-wrapped blood evidence into the clean pillowcase, careful not to soil his hands again.

Then Dr. Perez pulled on his underwear, trousers, shirt. He carefully checked the woman’s pocketbook, which was filled with vaginal sprays, mouthwash, dozens of rubbers, a vibrator, butt plugs, handcuffs, and a few other sex toys.

None of his own money or credit cards were missing, everything was intact. He checked her wallet, careful to thumb through it with the Kleenex. No driver’s license, credit cards, voting card, Blue Cross card. No identification at all. He decided to remove the five one-hundred-dollar bills, to make it look like a robbery. The only other money consisted of seventy-five cents, three shiny quarters that lay in her half-open right hand. And Dr. Hector Perez didn’t know why he noticed such a ridiculous detail—but he was struck that all three quarters looked freshly minted yet were each dated 1991. Odd, he thought and swallowed, trying to summon saliva to his parched mouth. He had no time to contemplate such trivial minutiae. He left the coins alone.

He checked his watch again: 5:57 AM. Jesus! Nydia would be waking up in an hour. To make breakfast. Practice her Lamaze breathing. Sweet, sweet Nydia . . . How could he do this to her?

If he drove quickly enough, against the morning rush-hour traffic, he might still be able to cross the Brooklyn Bridge to his new Park Slope brownstone, slip in, hit the couch, and pretend that he got home late. If he could pull that off, his alibi would be solid.

Then later, on the way to work, he could dump the bloody evidence. He knew exactly where to get rid of it, too, where no one would ever discover it. But first he had to get home before Nydia awakened.

Get away, he told himself.

Dr. Hector Perez removed the convention name tag from the lapel of his jacket. Then he picked up the pillowcase with the bloody sheets and the towel he had used to wash himself clean. He made one more inventory of the room, certain that no trace of him was left. He opened the door with a Kleenex and popped his head out into the hallway. Way down the corridor he saw the cart of a Hotel St. Claire maid, but no one was visible.

He stepped out into the hall, hurried to the fire stairs, and, head bowed, took the five flights to the basement and left through an employees entrance, like just one more Hispanic hotel worker.

Perez again checked his watch: 6:01 AM.
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Bad night in the steel drum.

“Gonna install a tollbooth in your hole and charge for joyrides, you cop motherfucker,” came a long shout from down the deafening cellblock. The other cons responded with the ceaseless banging of the steel.

As the cellblock cons continued their all-night jive, Bobby Emmet finished push-up number five hundred and twenty-one and realized that that was one for every day he’d been inside. One for every day he was separated from his fourteen-year-old daughter, Maggie. One for every day he did not know of the true fate of Dorothea Dubrow, the woman he adored, the woman he was convicted of murdering, for which he had been sentenced to fifteen to life.

Bobby Emmet, once proud chief investigator for the Manhattan district attorney’s office, was now a cop in the can, pig in a steel blanket: Wallkill State Correction Facility, his fifth joint in eighteen months. Had been here, what, three weeks? Took the mutts three days to learn he was an ex-cop. Then the threats, taunts, and the banging of the steel started. Solitary, twenty-three-hour-a-day lockdown, one daily hour of exercise for a walk to the “car wash” for a shower.

His only recourse was the exercises, dropping to his hands and tippy-toes and starting another set of pushups, fifty reps at a clip until he’d done a thousand, every morning for the last year and a half. At the rate of a thousand push-ups a day, Bobby figured out that if he did only the minimum fifteen years of his sentence, he would do 5,475,000 jailhouse push-ups. Ditto sit-ups. In the past year and a half he’d done 521,000 of each.

Soon they’d slide breakfast under the cell door.

Before lunch he’d do a thousand sit-ups. And, before dinner, five hundred towel chins, done with his single white towel looped through the upper bars. If the animals banged the steel all night, he did more exercises, squats and isometrics, backward push-ups on the edge of his eighteen-inch concrete bunk to build the triceps and shoulders and forearms. Then more sit-ups and push-ups until sheer muscular exhaustion let him collapse into mindless sleep.

Last night, the exercises had helped him keep control. The mutts had been extremely hostile, banging on their cell doors, slamming shivs, spoons, cups, shoes, skulls, anything heavy, against their eight-by-five concrete-and-steel cell doors. They worked in organized, rotating shifts. One crew would scream for an hour about how they were gonna take Bobby’s bunghole. Then that crew would take a nod and another would pick up the banging and the mockery, screaming about Emmet the Faggot who was gonna get his throat cut in tomorrow’s lockout and how they would all take turns fucking him in the neck. Then that chorus would nod and another crew would pick up the banging rant about castrating Bobby and mailing his balls home to his teenage daughter.

By morning, he’d also done an extra six hundred sit-ups, four hundred leg raises, two hundred towel chins. Keeping count always kept his mind off the screaming and the banging of the steel. When he was busy counting exercises, he maintained an inner control. He never let the mutts make him lose count. And in doing his extreme daily workout regime for eighteen months, his body had become rock hard, rippling and in control.

Still, it had been the worst night since Bobby Emmet had arrived in Wallkill. He didn’t mind the threats so much, even though he knew threats were often carried out. Solitary confinement had not prevented the determined cons in various joints from getting to Bobby during his one-hour-a-day lockout. To date he’d been stabbed twice, had his arm broken once, and received a concussion, all while he was being escorted by uniformed prison hacks to the car wash.

He could deal with the threats, the assaults, and the tedium. The part that bothered him was the banging of the steel. The endless vibrating, tooth-rattling, mind-numbing banging of the steel that reminded him all night long that he was living like one of them, one of the mutts, one of the skells he had spent a career taking off the street and vacuum-packing into steel drums like this.

The banging of the steel was the heartbeat of prison life. And Bobby Emmet could never get used to it like the other cons because, unlike them, he did not belong here. The mutts not only accepted the banging, they almost viewed it as a defiant celebration of the life that led them here. This was the tune to which they danced; what the Buddhists called the “om” of their universe.

Yet there was a silver lining to all this; as long as Bobby was bothered by it, he knew he was different. Not one of them. Not a skell, rapist, cold-blooded killer; not a human predator or a scavenger. Bobby had always worked, prided himself in never walking away from a job until it was finished. He was more interested in the intrinsic value of a job well done, done to the very best of his ability, than in the extrinsic monetary rewards. Or the glory of medals or pomp and circumstance. Bobby had always taken pride in protecting the law-abiding taxpayers who maintained a semblance of civilization.

But the noise also endlessly reminded Bobby of what separated him from his daughter, Maggie. And from those who had framed him for killing Dorothea Dubrow. Both of whom he would have laid down his life for. That impotence, that frustration, that bottled-up rage banged home all night long. It was the worst physical burden of doing time.

He wondered how he would tell the story to a stranger. Would he say that while in the midst of investigating a corrupt private-snoop firm owned and staffed by ex-NYPD cops, Bobby had been framed for murder? That he’d worked for the Manhattan DA’s office? But it was the Brooklyn DA who’d convinced a jury that Bobby had killed Dorothea with a kitchen carving knife in his Brooklyn apartment and then in the night reduced her body to ash in the crematorium of a local cemetery. Even though he had spent every dime he could borrow to hire Moira Farrell, one of the best trial lawyers in Brooklyn, he was tried and convicted of killing Dorothea Dubrow. The whole thing, from arrest to conviction, took a mere seven months, which he spent in solitary at Riker’s Island.

Since they never found a body, just a pile of ash, Bobby Emmet refused to believe that Dorothea was even dead. But he knew that while he was in jail, he would never be sure about what happened to her.

Stop, he thought. Stop thinking about death and Dorothea and life in here. He watched the feelers of a large cockroach appear from a crack in the concrete near the ceiling, saw it probe the sour air of the cell. He closed his eyes and conjured Maggie . . . .

An equally torturous emotional horror was not being able to see his daughter, now fourteen years old. She’d visited Bobby twice, at different jails during the winter and spring school breaks, but he didn’t want her to come anymore. Didn’t like the way the other cons gaped at her now pubescent body. Didn’t want her to see him here in this roach-and-vermin-infested shit hole.

The separation after the divorce from Maggie’s mother three years ago had been hard enough on the kid. It had devastated all three of them. He and his former wife had once truly loved each other, but life together was never going to work. Connie Mathews Sawyer, his ex-wife, was third-generation rich. The Mathews name was a regular staple of the society pages. Big, inherited cosmetics-industry money. Bobby came from the proud, macho, self-reliant big dreams of the working class. “I’ll make my own money, and I’ll never take a dime from your old man,” was Bobby’s constant refrain whenever Connie said she wanted to move away from Brooklyn, to a big estate near the family compound in Connecticut. Maybe Bobby made less money than his father-in-law’s chauffeur, but no way was he going to live on what he considered a Mathews family freeload.

Instead, they’d bought a small house in Brooklyn and got a normal mortgage at the Dime Savings Bank like everyone else. Bobby’d told Connie that if she wanted to go to work after Maggie was born, to help pay off the mortgage, that was okay with him. Just no handouts.

They’d married young, against the wishes of Connie’s father, who boycotted the wedding. The gossip pages of the daily tabloids had a field day, with headlines like “THE COP AND THE HEIRESS” or “LIPSTICK AND NIGHTSTICK.”

Bobby got a kick out of the press at first but soon found them hanging out outside his Brooklyn house, pissing off his working-class neighbors. They’d shoot pictures day and night, concoct fictitious domestic squabbles, spreading their lies in the papers and on tabloid TV. Maggie’s first step and first tooth made news.

Bobby started hating reporters almost as much as criminals. The publicity made his job increasingly difficult. He had his balls broken constantly on the job, and he transferred from the Harbor Unit, to PAL, to Brooklyn South Narcotics, and finally to the Manhattan DA’s detective squad.

The marriage was exciting at first, a raucous, rebellious, randy love affair, blessed with a beautiful daughter. But eventually, as they neared their thirties, the marriage proved to be a bad mix of two good people from different worlds, and the parting was a sad, sorrowful, painful truce. They had driven the marriage as far as it could go before running out of gas. All that remained was Maggie, and they weren’t selfish enough to want her to carry a pair of unhappy parents on her back in order to call it a family. So they junked the marriage, promising to remember the good times, still bonded for life by their daughter, who reluctantly moved with Connie to Connecticut and then later to Trump Tower in Manhattan with her new stepfather.

Bobby and Connie would always remember that the last time they made love, on the night they received their divorce papers, it had been the best ever, each taking enough of the other to try to last a lifetime.

Then suddenly they were no longer a family, and it hurt each of them in a lasting, mournful, physically painful way. Bobby thought there should be graveyards for dearly departed marriages, where the forever-wounded could go and have a good cry every once in a while over a marker. The end of a marriage was a burial of a part of your life you would never have back again.

But it wasn’t this.

Jesus, this, this was worse, Bobby thought. Having steel walls between him and his kid was beyond separation. This was like a death between them, a living death that lingered and breathed and could never be mourned away.

Gray morning light now leaked into the cellblock.

“Rumor on the tom-toms upstairs is you might be getting a new trial,” said a voice through the bars. It was Morrison, a big, flabby, hound-faced guard who worked Bobby’s tier.

“Fat chance,” Bobby said.

“That’s why the savages are up in arms,” Morrison said. “Love to kill them a cop in the joint before you get to leave.”

“Rumors,” Bobby said, glad for the conversation, even though Morrison could often be a sardonic pain in the ass. “Just the press assholes trying to fill holes in their pages and broadcasts. Rumors . . .”

Bobby’s trial, like his marriage, had been a media circus. And ever since, on a slow news day, the press boys always tried to bring the circus back to town: “Hey, what’s up with John Gotti?” “What about Robert Chambers?” “Is Son of Sam still alive?” “What about the asshole who shot John Lennon?” “Hey, let’s do a Bobby Emmet update.”

“Way I hear it, that Izzy Gleason fella came through security a few minutes ago to see you,” Morrison said.

“Izzy Gleason is the sleaziest shyster in New York,” Bobby said. “Why would he be here to see me?”

“If the shoe fits,” Morrison said, giggling, as he continued his patrol.

Bobby closed his eyes and in his mind’s eye saw the despicable little lawyer with the red hair and blue eyes, always chewing on a candy bar or sucking on a cigarette, his body as spastic as a puppet’s. Over the years, Bobby had often opposed Gleason, investigating and building cases against some of the most dangerous felons in the city, only to watch the notorious lawyer get many of them off with his brilliant, histrionic courtroom antics. Judges, cops, and DAs hated Gleason, but juries loved him because a trial with Izzy Gleason was like a day at the circus.

And now he was coming up to visit him?

Nah, Bobby thought, hitting the floor again to do another set of push-ups.

Gleason was just getting off a one-year bar association ethics committee suspension. And Bobby had heard gossip that for his first time at bat in his comeback, Gleason wanted to get Bobby Emmet, his old nemesis from the Manhattan DA’s cop shop, out of prison. But he had thought it was just another Gleason attempt to get his name back in the papers. Didn’t think the little piglet was serious.

Goddamned press would have a field day with me and Gleason, Bobby thought. The same shit would be dragged through the papers again for Maggie and for Connie and her new husband, who was a decent enough fella but a world-class rich bore. And it wouldn’t be easy for Bobby’s kid brother, Patrick, the “good” cop in the family. Patrick Pearse Emmet would have to put up with the same old hypocritical shit. The precinct locker-room taunts, the anonymous interoffice notes, the graffiti on the bathroom walls.

Just what I need, Bobby Emmet thought, more sleazy publicity from the man whose past clients included a mass murderer on the Staten Island ferry who had been demanding Staten Island’s secession—from the United States; a Westies gang crew charged with burying a city sheriff alive in a mountain of Sanitation Department rock salt after he padlocked their saloon; the owner of a pet cemetery that was really used as a burial ground for mob hits.

And these were just the ones Gleason got off.

Bobby hated everything Sleazy Izzy Gleason—or the Wizard of Iz, as the tabloids called him—stood for. But he couldn’t help liking him personally. He could be a generous, comical, self-effacing little sleazoid. The man was a conscious caricature of himself. He’d learned his trade as a Bronx assistant district attorney and was an amazing trial lawyer, with a loud, abrasive, flamboyant style. He thought nothing of exploiting every hole card—race, sex, age, religion—in order to win. In at least three trials for which Bobby had done the investigation and which ended in hung juries, Bobby was certain that Gleason had been sleeping with a female juror who fell for his apparently irresistible combination of Irish blarney and Jewish moxie.

Bobby Emmet and Izzy Gleason were oil and swamp water.

At exactly 7:30 AM, after a very long sleepless night, as he reached rep number thirty-seven in his nineteenth set of pre-breakfast push-ups, Bobby Emmet’s cell door slid open and Morrison stood in the corridor, announcing, “You got a visitor, and you smell just about ripe enough for the rotten company.”

Bobby strode in front of Morrison, up the tier, getting a good “fuck you” rhythm going with his swinging arms and his powerful legs. He let each work boot heel hammer the concrete with a definitive clack as he moved, his big shoulders back, swollen chest out, head high on the thick neck, large fists opening and closing, making the veins and the muscles in his forearms pop and flex. It was a macho performance, a jailhouse show of force. He let all six foot two, 210 pounds, be known. He was his only weapon. He locked his eyes between half-open and half-closed, seeing all, revealing nothing.

“Hope you believe in mixed marriages, baby, cause I gone marry your ass, pig muthahfuckah,” said one black con, who’d reached through the bars, doing sexual pantomimes with his fingers. “You gone to be my Maytag, wash my bloomers and my socks and tell me bedtime stories, baby.”

From a cell on the other side of the tier came a long stream of spit, hitting Bobby on the neck with a hot, foul lash. Bobby ignored it, letting it drool down past his sweaty shoulder, over his bulging left pectoral. Control, he thought. These people don’t exist. They are mutts. Skells. You are Bobby Emmet, father, cop, citizen, honorable man. You have what they don’t have—dignity. A dignified man has . . . control. Walk on, he thought, there will come another day.

“I gettin” out in three week, Emmet,” said a messily tattooed white con who stood in his cell, waving his half-chubbed dick through the bars. He’d spent so much time in jail he spoke with the inflections of the black ghetto. “Heah wha’ I sayin’, Emmet. Firs’, I’m a unna pork you in the car wash. Then when I out, I’m a unna find me that little-titty daughter a yours and I’m a unna make her lick on me. School uniform. K-Y jelly . . .”

The veins popped in Bobby’s temples, a blinding rage twisting in his head. He felt himself being sucked close to the edge, almost ready to go hurtling into the rage of what he called muttdom. Instead he swallowed, felt the other con’s saliva drool down his chest as he balled and unballed his fists, didn’t let one click of his boot heels vary. Control, Bobby Emmet thought again. There will come another day.

Morrison the hack never said a word, just kept walking behind Bobby as he passed the last cell, where Bobby saw an enormous dark-skinned white guy with nappy hair who looked like Bluto from the Popeye cartoons. Bluto stood at the cell bars, just staring. He never said a word. He’s one to worry about, Bobby thought, and turned right, where he faced another steel door. Worry about the ones who say nothing.

Only now, when he was out of view of the other cons, did Bobby Emmet pause to lift his shirttail from his pants and use it to wipe the saliva from his neck and chest. The smell of the other man’s spit reeked of tooth decay, cigarettes, mucous, and bile. It was a minor indignity compared to what the system had done to Bobby. The system he once believed in.

“Prisoner with visitor,” shouted Morrison, and the loud klunks of the tumblers in the mechanical locks being unfastened echoed through the cellblock.
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“We’ll be the biggest fuckin’ thing since Butch and Sundance.”

“More like Laurel and Hardy,” Bobby said from his rigid plastic chair.

Izzy Gleason’s copper-colored hair set off his squinty, red-rimmed, baby blue eyes. He wore a dark blue pin-stripe suit that couldn’t have cost less than two thousand dollars. Bobby figured Gleason had bought one in every flavor with his share of dirty drug money.

“Look, Izzy,” Bobby said from the prisoner’s table as Gleason continued to pace. “I’m already doing fifteen to life and—”

“I’m gonna get you a new trial,” Gleason screamed, cutting Bobby off in a high-pitched voice that sounded like an IRT subway squealing into Union Square. “With more cameras than Allen Funt.”

“In a new trial with you, somehow they might wind up strapping us both into Old Sparky, pull the switch,” Bobby said. “Besides, me and you, we’re enemies, Izzy, remember? The DA investigator and the bionic mouth for the defense. How would it look if you represented me? I must have helped put a hundred of your clients in places like this!”

“You’re forgetting the other two hundred who you collared who should be in here, but who I got off because I’m the best fuckin’ trial lawyer in the city of New York,” Izzy Gleason said, taking another bite of a Clark bar, the chocolate damming the spaces between the teeth.

“You’ll ruin your teeth,” Bobby said, shaking his head.

“Caps,” Gleason said, chomping the candy bar with the perfect teeth that looked like small tombstones.

“Who paid for them,” Bobby asked, “that nasty little Albanian hit man from Inwood you walked on that triple homicide at the titty bar?”

“No, he paid for my divorce lawyer,” Gleason said. “Now I’d like to use him to whack the divorce lawyer for all the good he did me.”

“You’re freakin’ nuts,” Bobby Emmet said.

“I’ll tell ya what’s fuckin’ nuts,” Gleason said, circling the table, now lighting a cigarette, ignoring the NO SMOKING sign and Morrison. Gleason took a deep drag of the cigarette, inhaling like a man attached to a life-support system. The smoke puffed out in small clouds as he spoke, like dialogue bubbles in a comic strip. “I’m back from being suspended from the bar for a year. You’ve been in jail for a year and a half . . .”

“Seventeen months and four days,” Bobby Emmet corrected.

“Whatever,” Gleason said, blowing a long blue stream of smoke directly at Bobby, who fanned it away. “But in that time, I did a lot of thinking. I need a second act. See, I’ve had a great first act. Been on TV in all the big trials, on the cover of magazines, did all the talk shows, made all the money. Spent all the money. Romanced tall women. Some of them, with my help, wound up good-looking. Then it all went in the dumper. I lost both my houses, Riverdale and Westhampton. It didn’t matter that me and the wife hadn’t slept in the same bed for the last ten years. She waited for her best shot and flattened me when I got caught with my pants down in public . . . .”

“You’re such a great lawyer that you couldn’t hold on to one house?” Bobby asked.

“The IRS glommed the second one,” Gleason said with a shrug and a puff of smoke. “Then I got suspended for helping that damsel in distress . . . .”

Bobby took a deep breath and said, “You stayed in the same Plaza hotel room with your female client for three days when you were supposed to be in court with her.”

Bobby knew the details because he’d done the initial investigation and was the one who’d found Gleason with his missing client, a woman who was accused of castrating her sleeping husband with a pair of bolt cutters.

“How did I know the judge would get that pissed off?” Gleason said.

“You didn’t think we’d look for you? Didn’t think the judge was gonna report you to ethics for not showing up at his trial? Fucking up his calendar and his Caribbean vacation while you were out banging the defendant? The only way he got you and the lady—a man-hating, ice-blooded wannabe killer, I might add—both back in the courtroom was with bench warrants! This woman cut off her husband’s nuts in his sleep, Izzy!”

“I was helping her detox,” Gleason said. “I couldn’t put her on the stand drunk any more than I would go to sleep around her and a pair of sharp scissors . . . .”

“You took advantage of a client with a drinking problem,” Bobby said.

“Hey, I was drinking pretty good at the time, too,” said Gleason. “But I was helping to wean her off. And I got her off, didn’t I? The booze and the attempted murder rap. And then she went back to her husband and his fuckin’ loot! Maybe I was wiggling her, but then she stiffed me! And my wife got everything I owned. Add insult to injury, a year later I’m suspended. And the headlines were awful. But, Bobby, what a body this broad had. Literally to die a slow death for . . . .”

“Which her husband almost did,” Bobby said. “But forget her body. What do you have in mind now, Izzy?”

“I need you to listen to me,” Gleason said, pacing, smoking, chewing candy with his mouth open, his metabolism running on turbo, legs kicking, heels scraping, arms flailing. Bobby was certain Gleason never used illegal drugs because he’d tailed him in the past. Sugar, caffeine, nicotine, and alcohol were his drugs of choice.

But when you compounded all this with raging testosterone and a few missing chromosomes, he appeared like someone on high-octane cocaine. He wasn’t completely, clinically insane, Bobby thought. But he was more than a half a bubble off plumb. And then there was his problem with women. Gleason was intoxicated by them—big women, small women, skinny, zaftig, white, black, brown, yellow. Worse than booze, the guy was nuts for women. With the exception of his wife, he was, by all reports, very nice to them.

A different guard tapped on the glass door, and Morrison got up and stepped outside to talk to him, leaving Bobby and Izzy alone.

“Okay, I’m listening,” Bobby said.

“I need a middle act,” Gleason said, taking a puff of his butt and leaning in close to Bobby, talking in a rushed, urgent torrent now. “I’m forty-eight, and except for some pin money, I’m broke. I know I’m considered a rummy and a clown. A has-been. I can read the papers. So can my two daughters. Thank God they’re away at school most of the time. But the joke’s over. It’s humiliating, Bobby, and it’s a long road back. I’ve had a long time to think, look around. When I do, I see that you’re in here. Now, I know you never did what they say you did. I can relate to how much you loved that dame of yours.”

“I still love Dorothea,” Bobby said. “I don’t talk about her in the past tense. Yet . . .”

“Good,” Gleason said. “Because I need you to either prove she’s alive or that someone else killed her.”

“You’d probably defend that guy, too,” Bobby said.

“Don’t get moral on me, asshole,” Gleason said, angry, pointing at him with what was left of the candy bar, the cigarette smoke surrounding him.

“I’m sorry,” Bobby said. “That was uncalled for.”

“I’m here to help me, sure, but I can get you out of this shit bowl,” Gleason said. “If you let me. See, I happen to think your lawyer, Moira Farrell, went in the tank on you . . . By the way, were you banging her?”

“No,” Bobby said. “Jesus Christ . . .”

“Too bad, because she sure fucked you,” Gleason said. “Worst courtroom defense I’ve seen since Mike Tyson’s. I mean there was never even a body, no corpus delicti, and they convicted you . . .”

Bobby thought about the glamorous red-haired lawyer who wore the tight skirts and high heels and who had made great press copy but a terrible impression on his mostly middle-aged female jury. The trial had been like a slow-motion hallucination.

“Give me your pitch, Izzy,” Bobby said softly. “I want to get the hell out of here.”

The door opened again and Morrison leaned in and said, “Gleason, you got a fax coming into the administration office. And a phone call, too.”

“Okay,” Gleason said to Bobby. “Let me go get this, and we’ll talk. Think about this, asshole. I’m your only chance . . . .”

[image: image]

At 7:40 AM, Nydia Vargas Perez served her husband a cup of black coffee and a slice of dry toast. Dr. Hector Perez had already showered, shaved, brushed his teeth, changed into a fresh suit. He sipped the coffee with trembling hands, his mouth still dry with fear. She’d asked how the convention had gone the night before. He told her it had been dull, but that a bunch of doctors had sat up late in the lounge discussing how one-man patrol cars lead to police stress, ulcers, sick leaves, and overtime abuses. He hadn’t wanted to disturb her when he got home around 1 AM, so he sacked out on the couch.

Nydia barely listened as she rushed into the bathroom and retched with morning sickness. Perez tried to comfort his wife, but all he could think of was the dead woman.

After splashing her face and catching her breath, Nydia walked her husband to the door, kissed him good-bye, and was surprised at the enthusiasm of his embrace. “I adore you,” he said, as he rubbed her rotund belly. “Te adoro . . .”

Then, crossing the Ninth Street Bridge over the infamous Gowanus Canal, named after an ancient Indian chief and now often used to dump whacked Mafia chieftains, Dr. Perez drove his Lexus 300 down to the Red Hook projects, where he had been born and raised. It was just a ten-minute ride but a social continent away from his brownstone block in Park Slope. The Red Hook projects were the second-largest public housing complex in the nation, marooned between the Gowanus Expressway and the moribund Brooklyn waterfront. The area was a forgotten urban asteroid, lost in its own orbit of deep shadows and high unemployment, fatherless children, rampant drugs, and the crackling automatic weapons of the night.

It bothered Dr. Perez that this wasteland felt more like home than his brownstone.

He knew from a lifetime of experience that the projects’ trash was compacted at exactly 8:15 AM every morning and quickly hauled away to prevent roaches, mice, and rats from feeding on it and the homeless from tearing it apart in search of redeemable bottles and cans. If he shoved the pillowcase with the blood evidence down the building trash chute into the compacting room by 8:05 AM, it would be compressed with a ton of other garbage and on its way to the Staten Island landfill by noon, never to be seen again.

He pulled off Columbia Street behind the projects and walked to the rear of the car. With his left hand he clicked the remote, which automatically opened the Lexus trunk. The late-summer early-morning wind was blowing off the harbor, where Lady Liberty looked close enough to scratch. Dr. Perez peered both ways to be certain he was not seen and reached into the trunk to grab the pillowcase.

It was not there.

The trunk was empty and suddenly so was Dr. Hector Perez’s future.

[image: image]

Bobby waited anxiously for Gleason’s return. His head was pounding with echoes of the steel drum and Gleason’s “get out of jail” pitch. Bobby was considering the alternative; there wasn’t one.

Gleason reappeared, sipping a can of diet Coke, eating a bag of Raisinets, torching a new cigarette to life.

“Look, okay, I read the file,” said Gleason. “The Brooklyn DA’s office, FBI, INS, and Interpol were unable to track any birth, family, school, police, or passport records of your girlfriend, Dorothea Dubrow, in the Ukraine, where you said she said she was from. No record of anyone with her name in Russia, Poland, East Germany, or any of the other former Soviet bloc countries.”

‘They said the ashes contained DNA,” Bobby said.

“Yeah, but she has no medical records or history here in the United States to match it against. The authorities—local, Feds, Interpol—believe she was using an alias. This Dorothea Dubrow dame of yours, she’s a complete enigma.”

“It blew my mind when this came out at trial,” Bobby said. “All I know is that when I met her, she had been in the country a few months, was living with a girl named Sandy Fraser. Maybe Dorothea’s vague background explains why she always avoided setting a wedding date. Maybe she was already married. Maybe she was on the lam. I just don’t know.”

“You’re missing the point,” Gleason said. “How can they say you killed a woman who doesn’t fucking exist?”

“The blood in my apartment,” Bobby said. “The same as the blood in my car . . .”

“That could be anyone’s blood,” Gleason says. “If they can’t prove it was the blood of this cipher named Dorothea Dubrow, where’s your motive? There is none. If they can’t connect that blood or those ashes to you, this case holds no water.”

“Yeah, and so . . .”

“And so,” Gleason said, reaching into his inside jacket pocket and removing a sloppily folded, chocolate-smeared sheath of fax papers. “So . . . I almost forgot . . . So, last week I sort of went into the court of appeals, and with your brother Patrick’s power of attorney, I filed a brief for a new trial based on lack of evidence and motive.” He stuffed a Tootsie Roll into his mouth and tried desperately to get it mashed into a manageable wad. Bobby watched him unclog the words from the brown mass in his mouth as Gleason handed him the fax papers. Bobby unfolded them, felt them tremble in his fingers as he saw the seal of the New York State Court of Appeals on the top of the legal document.

Gleason finally said, “This was all done early this morning to avoid a press circus. It just came over the fax. Your conviction has been set aside, and there will be a new trial. You’ll be processed out of this shit bucket in less than an hour.”
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Bobby sauntered with a renewed bounce in his step on his way back up the metal stairs on his last walk to his cell, his final subjection to the banging of the steel.

“Slow down, Emmet,” said Morrison the hack. “You’re still state property until I get the release papers.”

When they reached the tier to walk back to his solitary-confinement cell, it was the middle of the morning lockout, and Bobby passed the immense, silent, glaring Bluto character.

“Morrison, can I talk to you a minute,” said Bluto.

Morrison paused in front of Bluto’s cell and said, “Get back to your cell and start packing, Emmet. I’ll be a sec.”

Bobby’s and Bluto’s eyes met like ice cubes in the same small dirty glass. Bobby held the frozen stare for a long moment. “Move it,” Morrison said. Bobby broke the stare and proceeded down the gauntlet of prisoners, who mingled in knots and cliques, smoking and scratching their balls, bullshitting, telling recycled crime stories that predated the Internet.

As Bobby resumed his shoulders-back, chest-out, stomach-in parade down the tier, he saw tension suddenly move from one set of eyes to another, like the rattling of delft before an earthquake. He saw the tattooed ape who had made the vile remarks about his daughter, huddled with his back to him, saw him suddenly spin to face him, a sharpened metal spoon in his hairy right hand. He also saw the black man who had spit on him, saw him step quickly from his opened cell and produce another crude jailhouse shank. Now a third guy, with the mixed-blood features of all the races of the hybrid city of New York—what they called in here a “whorehouse baby”—started walking briskly his way from a distance of five feet, a pointed deadly stick sliding down from his shirtsleeve.

All conversations stopped at once, and an eerie, breath-bated silence fell on the prison corridor, the way the dimming lights in a theater bring a sudden hush just before show time.

Bobby could hear a faint muffled scuffle from behind him. Then he saw Morrison struggling to free himself from the grip of two prisoners, and at that same moment Bobby felt a set of massive arms bear-hug him from behind, two white hands the size of prime ribs clamping together at his sternum. Bluto, Bobby thought. Worry about the ones who say nothing . . . .

Now Tattoo grinned at him. Bobby blew him a kiss, and the other two snarled, nostrils flaring. Control, Bobby thought. Think, don’t panic. I’m better than these mutts. I can’t let these lowlives take my life. Not now! I’m getting out! I’m gonna see Maggie. I’m going home and these cocksuckers are gonna try to kill me . . .

When in doubt, go for the balls, he thought.

Straining his right arm, he was able to wiggle his probing right hand behind him like a backhoe. He groped until he located Bluto’s balls and squeezed them like a fist full of ripe peaches, twisting until Bluto’s scream exploded in his ear and echoed through the cellblock.

Then, as the three cons lunged at Bobby, he steered Bluto in front of him by the balls, the way he would a bull by a nose ring. As the three attackers lunged, Bobby yoked his left arm around Bluto’s throat and used him as a human shield just as the three attacking cons thrust at him with their crude shanks. The weapons entered Bluto’s neck, chest, abdomen, making wet plunging noises. Bobby felt a spasm with each impact. Now the tier was alive with shrill jailhouse screams, whistles, and war whoops, which resembled, Bobby thought, what Purgatory must sound like on Halloween night. With his free hand, Bobby quickly grabbed Tattoo by the left ear, violently whipped his face toward him, and met him halfway with his own head. The impact made a sound like a watermelon falling off a roof to the street, and Tattoo collapsed in a spray of blood. Little ticking noises coming from his throat.

The black man with the bloodied shiv made another lunge at him, and this time Bobby used his massive upper-body strength to heave the bleeding Bluto at him, using him as a battering ram. Bluto collapsed on top of the attacker, pinning him to the floor, a man trapped under a boulder. Bobby kicked him once in the left temple, and his eyes rolled back in his head like a doll’s.

The whorehouse baby jumped into his own cell and slammed the door shut with a loud clang. Bobby reached through the bars, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled him face-first into the space between the bars, crushing both his cheekbones. The astonished con dissolved to the cell floor like a spreading stain.

Bobby heard the hacks charging, shouting for the cons to return to their cells. Then he heard muffled whispers from Bluto. Bobby crouched and turned him over to listen. Bluto lay on the dirty cellblock floor, gasping and hemorrhaging, his torso a palette of blood.

“You a bad dude,” the big man wheezed. “But they gonna get you outside if not here.”

“Who?” Bobby said.

“Big people, important people. You bad for bizniz. Only reason I tell you is I respec’ that you never dimed inside. Word is, no matter how many beatins in whichever joint, you never dimed. But you’re still a fuckin’ pig. Now, tell these muddafuckuhs to get me some needle and thread ’fore I die all over the fuckin’ floor. You, you’re no rat. But you just bad for bizniz. And they gonna git you . . . .”

Bobby looked up and saw a flying wedge of hacks with riot helmets and Plexiglas shields and batons at the ready storming down the tier. Bobby lay down flat, clasped his hands behind his head, and was soon picked up under the arms and dragged on his boot tips down the tier and heaved into his cell. The door slammed shut. For the last time. In less than an hour, Bobby Emmet was going home, where he was most certainly going to be “bad for bizniz.”
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Dr. Benjamin Abrams sat at his large oak desk in his office at the NYPD Medical Board at 1 Lefrak Plaza in Rego Park, Queens, as bright morning sun lanced through half-shut window blinds.

It was 8:45 AM.

Dr. Abrams, a tall, elegant-looking man who was finally losing his proud mane of silver hair at age fifty-one, was going through a stack of police medical-pension applications when Dr. Hector Perez, the new doctor on the medical board, entered the offices. Perez nodded hello to Ms. Burns, the slightly sour, middle-aged civil-service receptionist.

When Dr. Perez walked past Dr. Abrams’s open door, he looked ashen and fatigued, shiny with perspiration. Unlike every other Monday and Thursday morning when the medical board met, the young doctor had not even said hello, just stopped to unlock his office door.

“You have a package, Doctor,” Dr. Abrams said.

Dr. Perez nervously picked up a thick package bearing a sticker marked URGENT. A little more than a half hour earlier, before Ms. Burns had arrived at 8:10 AM, her usual ten minutes late, Dr. Abrams had signed for the messenger delivery.

Dr. Abrams had taken special notice that the parcel had no return address. A parcel that felt as if it contained a videotape, just like the one he had received two years ago.

All three doctors’ offices had TV sets with VCR units, for viewing the latest video pitches from the technology and pharmaceutical companies and taping the news shows that were pertinent to their jobs. But Dr. Abrams could remember only one other videotape that had ever arrived without a return address and was marked URGENT. That one had borne his name.

At 9 AM Dr. Abrams stared at his TV screen, looking for clues on the twenty-four-hour all-news TV station. The newscaster mentioned briefly that the body of a murdered woman, suspected of being a prostitute, was found in a hotel room in the Hotel St. Claire. Dr. Abrams knew that the night before the St. Claire had been the site of a convention of the American Association of Police Physicians. He had not accepted their invitation to attend. The last convention he’d gone to had been in Boston two years earlier. The parallels were frightening.

He glanced across the hall into Dr. Perez’s office, where pictures of the doctor’s beautiful wife and various diplomas and awards decorated the walls. He knew that Dr. Perez had been at last night’s gala, so Dr. Abrams had a disturbing idea as to why the young doctor did not look like a happy camper this morning.

Dr. Abrams continued sorting through the paperwork on his desk as if his life depended on it. Which it did. As he had for the past two years, Dr. Abrams separated out those medical-pension applications with a small number 91 penciled onto the upper right-hand corner of the first page. He arranged these in a neat stack on the right-hand side of his desk and dropped all the others in a loose pile on the left. He knew which ones he would approve and which ones he’d reject without even reading them for merit.

Then Dr. Abrams unscrewed the cap of the Montblanc pen. It had been given to him by his now fifteen-year-old daughter, Rebecca, one Father’s Day. She was a straight-A student at Dalton and wanted to be a doctor like her dad. He always used his daughter’s pen to sign his signature on all the specially coded “91” applications, to remind him of the shame that she would suffer if he did not approve these petitions.

He flashed back to that morning two years ago. Another dead woman. Another package. Marked URGENT. A video clearly showing Dr. Abrams, in a Boston hotel room, sitting up naked in a bloodstained bed, holding a straight razor and hovering over the nude body of a hooker, with three shiny quarters in her open palm, each dated 1991.

The morning after a convention of police doctors in Boston. A murder still unsolved and mostly forgotten. But his blackmailer knew that murder has no statute of limitations. And so Dr. Abrams had been signing his approval signature on the specially coded NYPD medical-pension forms ever since, as instructed.

He looked at the stack on the right-hand side of his desk. There were a few dozen backlogged “91” applications. Full approval of a pension required the signatures of two of the three NYPD doctors. Once you had two, the third doctor always rubber-stamped his approval; easier to join ’em than to fight ’em. Although they had never discussed it, Abrams knew from a simple process of elimination that the second signature on the “91s” had always been supplied by Dr. Frederick Jones, a prominent Harlem physician who had been given this prestigious job by a previous mayor as a payback for his support in the black community.

Then the system was disrupted. Jones was killed in an automobile accident three months ago on the Saw Mill River Parkway, coming into the city in a torrential rainstorm. The “91” applications had piled up, and Abrams had been wondering who the lucky replacement would be.

Dr. Perez appeared in his office door, his face as white as a hockey mask, mumbling about something he ate. But before he left, he asked if there were any applications he should peruse.

Abrams looked him in the stunned eyes. He picked up the thick pile of applications with the “91” codes. “Actually, these look like they need to be expedited,” Abrams said. “We’re more than a little behind . . . .”

Dr. Perez took the applications and pretended to examine them. His fingers left damp imprints on the crisp pages. He swallowed dryly, grimacing. He blinked twice, and from his suit jacket pocket he produced a gold Mark Cross pen given to him by Nydia to celebrate his appointment to the NYPD Medical Board.

“Nice pen,” Dr. Abrams said as Perez signed the forms.
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Outside the prison gates Gleason handed Bobby a pair of Ray-Ban sunglasses and said, “Hurry up before the fuckin’ press descends like seagulls after a Puerto Rican picnic.”

“Okay, Izzy, so what do I owe you for you helping me?” Bobby asked, trotting after Gleason, who power-walked across the parking lot. Out of the corner of his eye Bobby noticed a white Ford Taurus parked on the opposite side of the parking lot and saw a long telephoto lens pop out and point in his direction. Then the lens disappeared back behind a partially open tinted window. “You must have an agenda, Izzy; what do I have to do?”

“A little indentured servitude,” Gleason said with a wicked smile as the two men hurried toward Gleason’s dark blue Jeep Cherokee. “See, the only big cases I ever lost are the ones where you collected the evidence against my clients. If I have you working for me, I figure I can’t lose. I estimate that my complete comeback—to get clients, do investigations, schedule trials, get on the calendars, grease the press—will take two years. So, if I get you off this rap, in return, for those two years, you work for me. To pay off the legal work I do for you. How’s it sound so far?”

“Awful, which is heaven compared to life in there,” Bobby said.

“I’ll provide you with a place to live, an office, wheels, a living allowance plus ten percent of my fee on any case you do investigative work on. You’ll have your freedom. You’ll see your kid, and I’ll defend you in the new trial. Better, with you investigating your own case, I can almost guarantee I’ll walk you on all charges.”

Bobby was feeling excited, his heart thumping with optimism. Then he saw the same long lens reappear from the window of the car on the other side of the lot. “I won’t help you defend certain clients, like child molesters,” Bobby said. “Or serial killers, drug lords . . . Izzy, you see that white Taurus? Someone is taking pictures of us.”

Bobby pointed at the car, and when Gleason looked, it pulled slowly away, turned a corner, and was blocked from view by a collection of two-story administrative buildings.

“Could be a tabloid asshole,” Gleason said, kicking a stone as he walked with his hands in his pants pockets. “Let’s get moving.”

“About these lowlife clients you represent, Izzy . . .”

“Look, in my comeback, I’m thinking of representing more respectable clients,” Gleason said, pointing at Bobby. “Like killer cops.”

“Cheap shot,” Bobby said.

“Yeah, well, you’re living proof that sometimes people are wrongly accused. But remember, good lawyers usually make a living defending bad people. So don’t get moral on me again. If you need righteousness, remember every client has the constitutional right to a defense. Pretend you’re doing it for God, country, the Founding Fathers, blah, blah, blah. And never forget what ‘The People’ did to you, asshole.”

Bobby nodded. “I can walk away from a case I find too reprehensible?”

“Only after you look into it objectively,” Gleason said, doing a pirouette, without breaking stride. “Jesus Christ, but you’re a picky fuck for a jailbird.”

“The deal sounds fair,” Bobby said, keeping pace with Gleason.

“Fuck fair,” Gleason said. “This is business. ‘Fair’ is someplace you win blue ribbons at for apple pies. ‘Fair’ is a schoolyard fight without knives. ‘Fair’ is a two fifty hitter. In a courtroom, a fair defense means a prison sentence or the electric chair. So fuck ‘fair.’ Part of my new act is I still gotta eat, and ‘fair’ is fuckin’ famine.”

“What else should I know?”

“Like I said, personally, I think your first lawyer did an Olympic swan dive off the high board,” Gleason said, stopping to light a cigarette. “Into an empty pool. There’s also a new political climate blowing.”

He blew out a long stream of smoke for emphasis. He watched it scatter in the country breeze and said, “This is a gubernatorial election year, and there’s a fresh-faced Republican candidate named Gerald Stone running for the statehouse. That primary is thirteen days away.”

“Stone . . . I vaguely remember him,” Bobby said. “Councilman?”

“Yeah, law-and-order asshole out of Staten Island. Handsome, Vietnam war hero, a real Mr. Family Values. He’s got the backing of the toughest power brokers in the city and state. Wall Street loves him, and the polls say the people do, too. They say if he pulls this off, he could eventually grin his way right into the fuckin’ White House.”

“What the hell does any of this got to do with me?” Bobby asked, feeling silly and out of touch, as they paused before entering the Jeep.

“One of Stone’s first and loudest supporters is Sol Diamond,” Gleason said, and Bobby’s heart sank at the mention of the Brooklyn district attorney whose office prosecuted him. “And since you went away, Cis Tuzio, the assistant district attorney who personally prosecuted you, got promoted to chief assistant district attorney. Your case gave her the bump. If Stone gets nominated and elected, she could get a state supreme court judgeship from him, and Diamond could get appointed to the state appeals court.”

“Democracy sure hasn’t changed in my absence,” Bobby said.

“That’s the good news,” Gleason said. ‘The bad news is that Diamond is outraged about your release and has already issued another arrest warrant. I just answered it by phone with the judge’s clerk. Stone will probably drag your name into the final days of the primary race. Cis Tuzio is so livid she’s going to personally prosecute you all over again. Her political future rests on putting you back inside. I already anticipated that she would ask for a ridiculously high bail, pending trial. More good news. I went panhandling and I secured the quarter-mil bail from an angel who prefers to remain anonymous.”

“Don’t tell me it’s a drug lord or a wise-guy client putting up my bail,” said Bobby.

“I’m on a comeback, you jerkoff,” Gleason said. “Not a suicide mission. Far’s I know, he’s as clean as a monk’s asshole.”

“Jesus Christ, Gleason,” Bobby said. “What do I say? How do I call a toad a prince without having to kiss him?”

“Fuck you, too. Well, deal or what?”

“Where do I sign?”

“Uh-uh,” Gleason said. “Legal documents can be broken. I want something better than that from you. See, I know you, Emmet, and you’re from the Brooklyn streets with a ridiculous, romantic sense of gutter honor—man of his word, and all that cornball corner-boy horseshit. So if you’re gonna make a deal with me, I don’t want it in writing. I want a fuckin’ handshake, your word on your street-honor. This way if you welch, I put it on the street you reneged and your word ain’t shit.”

“And you think people would take your word over mine?” Bobby said.

“Give it to me, and I can help you straighten out your fucked-up life, if you help me do the same with mine. It won’t always be nice or pleasant, and you’ll probably hate me more often than you like me. And get it straight: I own at least one of your nuts and half your time. But I can keep you out of here for good, back home with your kid. Back out where you can prove your innocence. Get back your rep. Where you can find out what happened to your dame. All that good shit. Or you can come back here and die. Now, do we have a fucking deal or what?”

Gleason wiped his hand on his pants leg, leaving speed stripes of chocolate on the expensive suit, and held it out.

“Deal,” Bobby Emmet said, shaking his hand.
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Bobby sat next to Izzy in the backseat of the Jeep Cherokee as a silent, overweight Hispanic woman named Venus drove south from the state prison to the New York State Thruway.

Bobby looked over his shoulder and saw the white Ford Taurus tailing them.

He rolled down the Jeep’s tinted window and feasted on the hot, clean country air of late summer as they passed pastures of grazing cattle, farmers driving slow-moving tractors, and fields of bundled hay. Soon it would be fall, the dying season, he thought, the season of the witch.

Occasionally Bobby looked over his shoulder and saw the Taurus following at a discreet distance, a steady white termite munching the road behind them. He kept thinking about Bluto, the big wounded con, talking of big people who wanted him dead.

“Car’s following us,” Bobby told Gleason. Gleason turned, and the Taurus disappeared from view in a turn in the road.

“You’ll be paranoid awhile,” Gleason said. “But it’s a free country, and we got us a ninety-minute ride. We’ll be in the city by ten-thirty, quarter to eleven. Just fuckin’ relax.”

“I’m free, going home to see my kid, and already I’m being tailed,” Bobby said.

“You spent your life tailing people,” Gleason said. “Now the fuckin’ gumshoe is on the other foot. Deal with it. Unless he starts shooting, don’t worry about it.”

“It’s gonna be a long day, with a checklist of people I have to see,” Bobby said. “I’ve waited a long time for this day. And, hey, Izzy, you think it’s right to curse in front of the lady like that?”

“Venus is Dominican, five three, twelve, maybe fifteen pounds overweight, only speaks Spanish,” Gleason said. “She doesn’t understand word fuckin’ one of English. This here way, you don’t have to watch your fuckin’ lingo in front of her. It’s like having a human V chip.”

“Let me get this straight,” Bobby said. “She works for you, but she can’t speak English? And you can’t speak any Spanish?”

“Si,” Gleason said, “señor.”

Venus laughed uproariously, glancing at Bobby in the rearview mirror. She had beautiful pearl-white teeth, flawless nutmeg-colored skin, and gold earrings that sparkled in the sun that blazed in through the side window.

Bobby looked over at Izzy Gleason and realized that the next time he was in a courtroom, his life would be in the hands of a madman. But if someone was following him right now, he wanted to be in control.

“Izzy, ask Venus to pull over, will ya?” Bobby said. “I want to drive.”

“Venus,” Gleason shouted, pointing to the shoulder of the road. “Pull-o over-o.”

“Sí, Señor Eeezee.”

[image: image]

At the Newburg tollbooth, Bobby grabbed the ticket for the thruway south. Gleason was next to him in the passenger seat. Bobby looked in the rearview mirror, searching for a white Taurus. All he saw was Venus sitting in the back wearing headphones, listening to English/Spanish audiotapes Gleason had bought for her. Inglés Sin Barreras—“English Without Barriers.”

“You sure she can’t understand English?” Bobby asked.

“Nada.”

“Then what does she do for you?”

“She’s losing weight,” Gleason said.

“She’s losing weight?” Bobby said, nodding. “So . . . you pay her by the hour or the pound for this?”

“See, I like my women a little imperfect,” Gleason said. “I’m gonna send her to a fat farm where she’ll fast for a week or so and study the English tapes. When she’s finished, drops twelve or fifteen pounds, learns some English, she’s the perfect gal Friday. I help her improve herself, assimilate into the American Dream. She’ll be as loyal as a religious convert. An Izzyette. There used to be legions of them in the good old days. In the end, with a little investment, I’ll have a great-looking, well-educated, loyal worker for the new millennium.”

“I’m catching on to your game,” Bobby said. “You get a jammed-up ex-cop to do investigations for you and an indebted, slimmed-down fat girl to take dictation. On your lap?”

“Or my face, but that would be impractical,” Gleason said, grinning. “Until after she loses the weight.”







OEBPS/images/9781501124600.jpg
IS ML

eiete. 2 Wi PeOple magazirie “page:turrer”’ e,

“A terrific read—smart and gritty, tough as a Brooklyn cop bar.” .
—New York Post





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
J IURRIER)
S HAMIL

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOO
New York London Toronto Sydney Tokyo Singapore





OEBPS/images/section.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/contents.html

CONTENTS


Acknowledgments


Chapter 1: Thursday


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Chapter 14


Chapter 15


Chapter 16


Chapter 17


Chapter 18


Chapter 19: Friday


Chapter 20


Chapter 21


Chapter 22: Saturday


Chapter 23: Sunday


Chapter 24


Chapter 25: Monday


Chapter 26: Tuesday


Chapter 27


Chapter 28


Chapter 29: Wednesday


Chapter 30


Chapter 31


Chapter 32


Chapter 33


Chapter 34: Thursday


Chapter 35


Chapter 36


Chapter 37: Friday


Chapter 38


Chapter 39: Saturday


Chapter 40


Chapter 41: Sunday


Chapter 42


Chapter 43


Chapter 44: Monday


Chapter 45


Chapter 46


Chapter 47


Chapter 48


Chapter 49


Chapter 50


Chapter 51


Chapter 52


Chapter 53


Chapter 54


Chapter 55


Chapter 56: Tuesday


Epilogue




