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—Nelson DeMille

“The only cop writer who can dance the high wire between humor and hell.”

—Andrew Vachss

 

Critics and Authors Salute

The Honor Farm
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“Orin Boyd, Jon Westermann’s Long Island cop-hero, has been convincing from the first, a complex character, at once maddening and sympathetic, who struggles as much with his own contradictions as with the villains he pursues. Orin is a victim of his own ironic humor, a man bent on devouring himself….”

—Stephen Solomita
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THE HONOR FARM


1

SATURDAY, JUNE 25, 1:00 A.M.

IT BEGAN ON A NIGHT WHEN HE THOUGHT HE WAS finished, when all he wanted was peace.

“Here comes another one,” the eager rookie sitting next to him said. “That makes five.”

Orin Boyd lowered his Newsday and watched the 1976 Cutlass roar by on Northern Boulevard. “But who’s counting?”

Between them—where gung ho cops kept designer brief-cases—Orin had wedged his Igloo minicooler, that night packed with a ham sandwich and a container of Quik, a few loose Tic-Tacs, firecrackers, and coffee-stained felony complaints.

Probationary Officer Meyers had brought nothing, said he was too nervous to eat. He flipped through his virgin summons pad.

Another marriage made in heaven, thought Orin, wondering again how they paired men off at the precinct, what data were employed to match impressionable rookies with burned-out hairbags. Orin had not the time nor the inclination to share his police experience with this twerp. He wanted to read the sports section and catch a nap next to a Dumpster, continue in solitude his cruise into the safe harbor of municipal retirement. Both men were wearing mourning bands over their silver shields to honor a fallen comrade, the police commissioner’s son. What they had in common ended there.

They were on routine motor patrol, meaning they were responsible for the safety—if not the sales receipts—of Manhasset’s Miracle Mile, the shopper’s slice of the Gold Coast.

Orin dropped the gearshift into low, started singing softly, “Rolling, rolling, rolling …” Ten miles an hour, since midnight. Rolling. Trolling. Marking time, checking storefronts for breaks, bistro parking lots for damsels in distress. All the while Arnold Meyers was biting his fingernails, spitting them out, making sure he still had his hand-cuffs and gun, checking his look in the sideview mirror.

Orin said, “Hey, Barney, I ever tell you—”

“Arnie,” said Arnold Meyers.

“Did I call you Barney again? I don’t know why the fuck I keep doing that.”

Then a duct-tape Caddy with fins swooped past them at warp speed and Meyers cried out, “Jesus Christ! What’s it take for you to write a ticket?”

“Whoa, baby. Chill. Those are city cops, bugging out from four-by-twelves, most of them shit-faced. Now, if you want to meet a few and show them your brand-new gun and badge, we can flip on the old roof rack here …”

Orin reached slowly for the plastic knob.

Meyers held up his summons book and said, “We don’t burn other cops?”

“Of course not. What the fuck are they teaching you guys?”

Meyers pulled his cap down low. “Sorry. I didn’t know.”

“And stop apologizing.”

Orin had not liked this spit-and-polish new kid from day one, which had been yesterday, last night—too many dumb remarks, too many personal questions, as if some departmental historians had already prepped the kid on Orin’s colorful past. A pimple-faced probie with a boot-camp hair-cut, just out from behind the counter of a Suffolk County deli, the poor chump looked the way Orin had when he was marched off to Vietnam.

To make things worse, this goofy kid was supposed to be his partner for the next six months, the last six months of Orin’s twenty-year obligation, before Orin took his pissant pension and became a ward of his wife.

Twenty years without advancement, thought Orin, was hard to manage in a scandalously top-heavy police department that had somebody officially in charge of everything, whether it needed it or not. Only the truly independent or the crazy escaped promotion and spent their careers outside, in the elements, scorned like dogs. Orin’s lack of advancement had never been a concern until it came time to compute his pension benefits.

And now Barney Fife here wanted Action and Adventure, because he had obviously never seen any; while it sometimes seemed to Orin as if Action and Adventure were all he had ever seen, from his years with the Walking Dead of the Ninth Marines, to the armpits of Nassau County. He had long ago stopped counting the men whose deaths he had caused, directly or otherwise: NVA regulars, Cong, a crooked Belmont cop and the scumbags who had owned him, a punk kid who had ambushed an honest cop, an innocent chain-gang wino named Batman. Five sober years had passed since the last awkward funeral.

The radio squawked, and the 911 dispatcher assigned a neighboring patrol car to an aided case, a possible miscarriage.

Meyers looked at Orin. “Back them up?”

“Arnie, Arnie,” said Orin, “you’re not making good decisions. I’m gonna have to include that in my field evaluation.”

“But—”

Orin held up an instructive finger. “For God’s sake, think, Arnie. That’s all that poor woman needs right now is extra cops trooping through her house. These people are not geeks, you know, here to amuse you.”

Meyers’s neck burned red above his navy blue collar. “You feel like running some warrant checks, then? We got a long night ahead of us.”

“Dark one, too,” Orin added.

“How can you just circle all night long?”

“You don’t dig circles, you’re in the wrong line of work.”

“It can’t all be like this.”

“No,” allowed Orin, “most of it is worse, which reminds me: We still got to get you qualified mouth-to-mouth.”

Meyers chucked him an especially sour mug, given his scrawny physique and Orin’s fact-backed reputation for brutality. And then Orin recalled that several other people had given him that look lately, usually after he had said something cruel. He lit up a Gariton, his only concession to the surgeon general’s shocking numbers for Marlboros.

Meyers looked at him sheepishly, and said, “Would you mind putting that out?”

“I told you kid, I don’t smoke, I get cranky as hell.”

“But I checked the patrol manual, like you said I should, and Commissioner Trimble’s orders say that when two men are assigned to one car—”

Orin held up a second instructive finger. “Dave Trimble just buried his only son. He don’t care if I smoke and you die.”

“But that’s not fair.”

Orin took a deep drag and looked at his black rubber runner’s watch, blew the smoke out the window. “You hungry, kid?”

“I could probably hold down some tea.”

“I knew we’d get together on something.” Orin whipped the steering wheel hard right and bounced the blue-and-white patrol car into the brightly lit Dunkin’ Donuts parking lot, screeched to a halt near the side door. Meyers got out of the car. Orin shifted to reverse and backed away. “Pick you up in ten,” he yelled.

“But—”

Orin held up a third instructive finger, and when he could see in the rearview mirror that Meyers had given up his foot pursuit, he cut back on the gas and resumed his slow patrol of the post, happily alone with his addictions, lounging and lurking outside stores he could not afford to shop in on what the police department paid him.

Orin was forty-five years old, with short-cropped reddish blond hair, thick neck and chest, and muscular arms and legs. The pale green tattoo on his right biceps showed a skull wearing dogtags. The inscription read KHE SANH 1968; his left arm bore a skull awash in red roses, the phrase, WHAT A LONG STRANGE TRIP IT’S BEEN. The one on his ass said U.S. GRADE A PRIME. He was sick of them, as he was sick of most of the colorful mistakes of his life. The medals he was entitled to wear above his shrouded police shield were in the bottom drawer of his dresser at home. Unless Judy had thrown them out or his daughter Dawn had pinned them to one of her G.I. Joe dolls.

No one knew where his cash was stashed, which was just the way he liked it. Not that folks hadn’t pried and spied from almost the moment Orin had gotten his meaty hands on those two hundred and eighty-seven thousand unfettered bucks. He would sense guys watching him, tracking his movements, rifling his station-house mail. Sometimes it was tax snoops, sometimes Nassau cops. He heard about every business opportunity, every stock tip, every fast horse, every scatterbrained scam, as that much loot that could not be reported stolen was always worthy of a sting. He suffered through every bad-break and hard-luck story, then reached into his pocket and handed over tens, same as always.

Rumors abounded, died, revived. Yet Orin lived his life as if the money did not exist, which he figured was the only way he would get to keep it. It was enough he was sober. A father to his daughter.

It did, however, gall him that that musty pile of pirate’s treasure was not earning interest, nor dividends, nor frequent flier miles, not even bonus points in a Christmas club. Orin felt sure Arnold Meyers would have had that kind of money in stocks, bonds, and pork bellies, looking long-term. Then he realized his hatred for this kid was nearing the pathological.

Orin tossed his butt out the window and made a right onto Northern Boulevard, cruised past a black-tie dinner letting out, the guests lined up in front of Leonard’s, awaiting valets. Halfway down the block he spotted a black stretch limo with extra chrome double-parked in the bus stop, a limo he suspected came complete with condoms, intoxicants, and a girl who took credit cards. Orin flashed his roof lights, pulled up broadside, closing down the east-bound lanes completely.

The elderly black driver lowered his tinted window six inches, said out of the side of his mouth, “You know whose car this is?”

“Pretty sure it ain’t yours,” said Orin. “Now move it, before I feed you my quota.”

“Yassuh, boss.”

“Asshole,” Orin said under his breath, and then it occurred to him that he was prejudiced, that he had a bug up his ass when it came to chauffeurs, because when Orin rode in limousines it was always to weddings or funerals, occasions where only the chauffeurs went home unscathed and well tipped.

On his next pass around the block (four right turns again, as opposed to more difficult left-hand turns), Orin saw that the limo had not moved. Its curbside rear door was now open, and its passengers—two yuppie white men in tuxedos—were arguing with a well-dressed young black woman at the head of the alley, then clutching at her, then roughing her up.

While the taller gentleman pressed her face against the wall, the shorter man turned his back on them and opened her gold purse, dumping her cosmetics, her cash, digging deeper.

Orin slammed on his brakes and goosed his siren, reasonably sure he had a package deal gone bad. The penguins looked up, squawked, caucused for a moment, almost as if they were unconcerned, then ditched the purse and waddled into the alley.

“Six-oh-two to headquarters,” said Orin, “I’m out of the car, near Leonard’s, investigating a possible assault.”

Orin charged past the startled black woman and knocked down the first tux at the end of the alley, grabbed him by the back of his collar, slammed him face-first into the chain-link fence, then spun him around and hooked him hard in the cummerbund, finished him with a hard right cross that launched a thick black toupee into orbit. Orin cuffed his lifeless arm to the base of the chain-link fence, and said, “Sit tight, maestro.”

Orin sprinted into the near-empty rear parking lot after the other creep, past an overflowing Dumpster, hither and yon from circle of light to circle of light, and finally gave up at the dark woods at the edge of the lot. Hoping his quarry had not doubled back and lost himself in a sea of tuxedos, Orin put his hands on his hips and yelled, “Hey, Shithead. Come on out of there. Your boy already gave you up…. Why not save us both some time and trouble.”

No one answered. Nothing moved. A siren broke the silence. Help on the way.

“Okay, later, dude. Watch out for the ticks and dogs and Hanta-virus mice.”

Orin could feel the man watching him, hating him, and he reveled in it. He stepped forward ten paces, found darkness, and slipped silently next to a large evergreen tree, smelling the woods, thinking of Christmas, faraway places, high school girlfriends, but always listening hard to the present, knowing how excruciatingly slowly time was passing for his quarry.

Three minutes later, thirty yards away, the leaves rustled.

Thirty seconds after that, the quarry was unconscious and Orin was fighting off a powerful urge to waste him, forcing himself to walk away. The most this yuppie slob had done was bitch-slap a hooker, probably digging for her dope. Hardly a capital offense. Maybe nothing at all by the time the Sixth Precinct dicks were done shirking their duty. He lit a cigarette, then stubbed it out, coughing.

Orin gathered himself and then dragged this second prisoner out of the woods by his ankles, all the way across the asphalt parking lot, back to his first prisoner.

“What happened?” Meyers yelled from the mouth of the alley, fumbling for his flashlight and gun and anything else he might need. “Why’d you dump me?”

Orin dropped the second man’s ankles, pushed past Meyers to the street, saw that the limo was gone. The woman, too. A less than promising start to any pending prosecution, making it his word against the word of these two no-doubt illustrious citizens.

Back in the alley, Meyers was examining the bloody bald head of the body cuffed to the fence.

“You didn’t happen to order all the black folks out of the area, did you?” asked Orin.

Meyers shook his head. “What did you hit this guy with? I think he might be dead.”

Orin squatted next to the maestro, found the carotid artery throbbing nicely, shook his head in disgust. Then the second prisoner gurgled and grunted into the pavement, turned his head sideways, and belched. Red wine and linguine sluiced from his mouth like the guts of a shark onto a dock.

Orin said, “By, George, we’ve found it, your chance at mouth-to-mouth.”

Meyers grimaced, backed away. “I’m filing a complaint.”

“No. Really. Get the Tic-Tacs from my cooler.”

Meyers stayed where he was, shook his head in horror.

“Up to you. Anyway, first we clear the airway. Actually, you clear the airway. With your fingers.”

The groggy man lifted his face from his own vomit. His long black hair was lacquered to his skull and he had the swept-back ears of a Doberman. “That’s Senator Thomas Cotton, you fucking assholes.”

Arnold Meyers took a moment to examine the maestro’s face more closely. “It doesn’t look like him.”

“It did before you beat the dog shit out of him.”

Orin found the soiled toupee, splattered against the fence like roadkill, and patted it back into place, framing the victim’s face.

Meyers blanched in recognition.

“Senator Sewer?” asked Orin.

“It wasn’t me,” Meyers cried. “I was having herbal tea. This is only my second night. I—”

Two flashing squad cars swerved to the curb at the end of the alley, discharged their uniformed occupants. A big gray Plymouth brought big gray detectives. Surrounded by brother officers, Orin patted Meyers on the back, felt his bulletproof vest, and knew it wouldn’t save him.


2

SATURDAY, JUNE 25, 2:00 A.M.

THEY NEVER EVEN MADE IT TO THE SQUAD ROOM. The street sergeant called a lieutenant who woke a captain who called County Executive Gil Otto, who angrily interrupted the furtive lovemaking of Chief of Patrol Anthony Malone and his secretary.

Police Officers Boyd and Meyers were ordered to respond to the Sixth Precinct desk officer to await further instructions while those big gray detectives ferried the senator and his executive assistant, Townsend Tripp, to the Nassau County Medical Center for massive overtreatment of a variety of minor injuries.

The next sign that things were going badly for the street cops was when the desk officer refused to hear Orin’s side of the story, insisting that as long as he knew nothing, he couldn’t be involved.

Meanwhile at headquarters, over coffee and ring cakes, a rapidly sobering senator had ample opportunity to build his version of the case, with Tripp applying topspin where needed.

This was craziness, said the heavily bandaged senator through puffy purple lips, for the police to suggest that either he or his assistant would ever rough up a black woman. They had just come from a charity function down the street; therefore this patently illegal detention was an assault upon all decent Americans….

“Wait,” said Malone, “until the boss arrives and sorts this out.”

“I’m a busy man,” said Senator Cotton.

“So am I,” said Malone, “since you voted with the NRA.”

“I knew that was it. I said this was politics. Right, Towny? When I’m right, I’m right. And I’m never wrong.”

“Maybe just this once,” said Malone.

Townsend Tripp slapped his calamine-coated palm on the desk, slopping coffee onto the blotter. “Picture this: I declare publicly that Officer Boyd beat you up to intimidate you, that Officer Boyd dropped his partner off without authorization so there wouldn’t be any witnesses. That he told us to change our minds on gun control or this was just the beginning.”

“Only one problem,” said Malone. “Officer Boyd’s an ex-Marine Corps weapons expert. He loves fucking guns.”

“A crazed veteran, then,” said Cotton, “a ticking time bomb, tucked away on the graveyard shift by superiors who should have known better.”

“Sir, I am extending a courtesy to you,” said Malone. “You want me to stop, I will; you want us to go ahead with Officer Boyd’s version, I can tell Trimble to go back to bed. Then Public Information can tell Newsday what’s happening.”

“Don’t be a wise guy, Chief. I’m the fucking wise guy around here.”

SATURDAY, JUNE 25, 4:55 A.M.

POLICE COMMISSIONER DAVID TRIMBLE, THOUGH dressed in tan chinos and a blue NYPD sweatshirt, did not look as though he had been roused from his bed. His thinning blond hair was neatly combed and his eyes were haggard, not puffy from sleep. He met with the night shift gathered on the top floor, then alone with Senator Cotton in his private office, where he promptly told the senator to shut up and stop whining, that he was sick and tired of cleaning up after his no longer so tiny indiscretions.

“Don’t be a hard-ass, Davey. You’ve done your share of catting around.”

“You think you got law-and-order problems now, Tommy? Keep fucking with me and my men.”

“Davey, Davey. Remember when we used to address each other with respect?”

Dave Trimble glared at the senator. “Quite a long time ago, wasn’t it? Before the sewer district kickbacks, and the county bandstand for your birthday party, and the drunk driving, and the complaints from cops you’ve embarrassed.”

Tommy Cotton wasn’t listening. “I want this man fired,” Tommy Cotton was saying, “immediately. Then arrested, the old-fashioned way, then thrown in goddamn Attica.”

“Sorry, Tommy. That won’t wash.”

“‘Sorry, Tommy’?”

“The facts don’t support that resolution.”

“Are you actually telling me no?”

“I’m saying you’re not making mileage off this. You want last night buried, you throw in the first dirt. Just like the sewer district, only nobody’s cutting any ribbons this time.”

Tommy Cotton bowed his head dramatically, and Trimble noticed the sand still trapped in his black toupee. “If you said that to be funny,” said the senator, “I’m not fucking laughing.”

“I said that to remind you that you don’t need any of this shit in the worst way.”

Cotton inflated like a blowfish, slowly let the air out his ears. “My fucking jaw is killing me, Davey. I want some satisfaction. You can understand that.”

Trimble picked up Orin Boyd’s personnel folder and flipped through the first few pages, thinking that this was the opportunity he had been praying for, handed to him on a platter: the perfect off-the-wall mole for a difficult penetration. “Tell you what,” he said to Cotton. “I got something else I can hang on Boyd, an old beef worth a short trip to the Honor Farm. Settle for that and walk away.”

“The man’s a dangerous public nuisance—”

“Six months mired in cow shit and blood. And your wife never knows what a bastard she married.”

“Done,” said the senator. “Done and done.”

Then Thomas Cotton shook Trimble’s hand and happily signed a release that stated he had not been beaten or abused while in custody of the police following a routine traffic investigation.

Tommy Cotton found Townsend Tripp asleep in the conference room, kicked his chair, explained the deal he had made, without, he added, any assistance from anyone. “Not bad, right?” said Cotton, reattaching his cummerbund. “Given the circumstances.”

“Given your wife, you mean.”

“And the good news is, we got people in their jail, too.”

SATURDAY, JUNE 25, 6:00 A.M.

ON THE FRONT LAWN, NEAR THE POLICE MEMORial, an elderly white janitor was raising the American flag to half-staff as the sun was rising over Mineola. Orin saluted Old Glory as he rode by, then parked his black-and-silver Harley in the half-filled headquarters parking lot.

He locked the handlebars, opened his saddlebags, and pulled out a magnetic decal (Property Of The Fucking Pagans), which he slapped on the fuel tank, rendering his bike safe from all but illiterates.

Orin had been told to change to civvies and report to the commissioner’s office. Arnold Meyers had been relieved of his duties and sent home by the chief of patrol. Neither development was encouraging. As a rookie, Meyers enjoyed the job security of a black man on a loading dock; and Orin figured if they planned on taking him out of headquarters later in handcuffs and leg irons, they would rather he not be wearing the proud navy blue of the Nassau County Police Department.

Commissioner David Trimble’s office was in a corner on the top floor of the honeycomb building, with a commanding view of The Dale Carnegie Institute, but no angle on Orin’s Harley. Orin made his way through layers of high-ranking lackeys, then entered the dark, wood-paneled office reverently.

David Trimble sat stone still behind his desk, and Orin realized that his son’s death had already aged him viciously, cutting jagged lines in his face, bleaching his skin and bones.

“Commissioner.”

“Boyd.”

Orin folded his hands below his waist, and said, “Sir, I haven’t had a chance to tell you how sorry I am about Skip. If there’s anything—”

Trimble said, “I was rather surprised when your name came up again in controversy. I would have figured you for a desk by now.”

“I’d be home at night, on weekends.”

Trimble smiled knowingly and nodded.

“Sorry about all this,” said Orin. “Want to hear my side?”

“Not particularly. I want to ask a favor.”

Orin felt a familiar flutter in his stomach, a sense that he was already a link in some unfortunate chain. One did not slap a senator silly, no matter what the circumstances.

“I want to pull you off the street,” said Trimble.

“Hey, Commissioner, I wasn’t off-base out there. I hit him maybe once too often, in the heat of battle. And I’m willing to go public if they are.”

“I’m not asking you to quit, Orin. I’m asking you to find out what happened to Skip.”

Orin felt the air rush from his chest. He sat down on the commissioner’s couch, recalling the press coverage. “I was led to believe he committed suicide.”

“So was everyone else,” said Trimble.

“You don’t buy it?”

“I’m not sure anymore. And now I don’t know if it’s me, or the case, or what.”

Dave Trimble walked around from behind his desk and dropped a photograph on the couch next to Orin. Orin picked it up and studied the handsome face of the commissioner’s son as it had looked on the day he had graduated from the police academy. His happy father had his arm wrapped around his son’s slender shoulders, yet Skip was bearing up well under the weight. Did Skip Trimble look as satisfied and pleased as the old man? Orin wondered. Was this the face of a man who would later hang himself in his jail cell? Orin recalled vaguely that young Skip Trimble had smashed an ashtray over someone’s head, at a night-club, caused injuries too severe to be swept under anybody’s rug. “You want to give me the details? You want someone else to—”

“Skip was my only child, twenty-six years old, in good health, recently married, a graduate of Adelphi University, a cop for two years before his arrest. He … allegedly hanged himself with a day to go on his sentence, after eighteen months without a complaint.”

“Like someone didn’t want him coming out?”

“Who knows. Up until then he had been a model prisoner, at least according to Warden Barthwell and his staff. No problems with the guards or other inmates.”

“Or maybe a message to you?”

Dave Trimble’s eyes flared angrily, then he gathered his rage and nodded. “The timing suggests it.”

“You talk to the prison shrink?”

“According to Dr. Marvin Robbins, Skip went through his periods of depression at the Farm, just like anybody else, nothing major or indicative of suicide; but of course he has to say that to cover his ass. Skip did his chores and read his books and played his tennis and golf.”

“Did his wife go to see him?”

“Not that much.”

“Why?”

“Why,” Trimble repeated wearily. “A while back Maureen told me Skip wouldn’t sleep with her anymore. They hardly talked, and when they did, they fought. He started staying out all night, sometimes with an excuse, sometimes not. He was like any young cop, probably just like you were. I told him fun is fun, but keep it under control.”

“Honest, if not terribly moral, advice,” said Orin.

The commissioner frowned.

Orin stood and walked to the window, smothering a grin. Across the street a highway cop was shagging three white bums from the Lord & Taylor bus stop, perhaps pointing out Orin’s Harley to them, suggesting they ride it out of town. “I’m not here for my tact, right?”

“Right.” Trimble’s pale face began to crack. “And now my detectives tell me he killed himself, with a day to go—”

Orin swallowed hard. “Did Skip leave a note?”

“No.”

“Any previous attempts?”

“Never once in his life was Skip suicidal.”

“Jail can change people,” said Orin.

“That cop-zoo didn’t change Skip. Or steal his will to live.”

“You’re absolutely sure? In your heart of hearts?”

“Come on, Boyd. The Honor Farm is a fucking country club.”

“Unless you happen to be a member.”

The commissioner snorted dismissively, opened a desk drawer, and pulled out some files.

“I have friends on that farm,” said Orin. “And there’s no such thing as easy time.”

“Whatever. You’ll be a one-man task force, reporting directly to me, with access to any resources you need. And I want you to think big. We’ve got electronics you wouldn’t believe. Cameras. Weapons. I saw what you did the last time with no resources.”

“Different situation here, boss. I was immersed in that mess and I was drowning.”

“Please. Here’s a copy of the case jacket. I’ve also prepared a list of primary suspects of my own … from my conversations with Skip over the last few weeks of his life.”

“Were there many?” asked Orin, accepting the file. “I mean, did you visit him often?”

“At least three times a week.”

“He talked to you … man to man? Life in jail, making big ones into little ones, all that shit?”

“Why does that surprise you? I was his father.”

Orin shrugged.

“I loved my son, more than anything. I didn’t care that he lost his cool exactly once…. Now, the other problem is that the first of these suspects, a former aide of mine named Prank Dinostra, gets out in less than ten days. Most of the rest, within the next few months. Once they scatter, which they will, any chance at developing new leads is gone.”

“I see,” said Orin, though he did not see how he was going to investigate a gaggle of crooked ex-cops who were locked away at some swanky Gold Coast mansion, playing golf and tennis.

“So you’ve got to be sentenced immediately.”

“You mean infiltrate?”

“I’m afraid it’s the only way.”

“It’s almost never the only way.”

“I can’t send you in there openly. I’d look pathetic, like I was using the department for my personal ends. I’d under-cut my own homicide squad, and no one would tell you the truth anyway.”

Orin said, “It’s just that working undercover you can’t ask too many questions. You’re all the time protecting your flanks.”

“So find another way.”

Orin saw that the commissioner had already made up his mind, a negative response was unacceptable. “You sure Barney Meyers can be trusted?”

David Trimble frowned and checked papers on his desk. “We’ve already found Officer Arnold Meyers less challenging duty.”

“Why me?”

“I’m looking for a killer. I figure it takes one to know one.”

Orin’s throat tightened around a response he would have regretted. David Trimble was a father who had lost his only son, maybe his last living relative. If his manners suffered temporarily, who was Orin to complain?

“Dominick Ril is in there,” said Orin. “So is George Clarke. You really think we can fool them twice?”

Trimble said, “Neither one’s exactly a criminal genius.”

Orin did not defend his old mates, merely said, “Didn’t Shakespeare once say something about tragedy and farce that might apply to—”

Trimble smiled. “It wasn’t Shakespeare. And actually, I believe your old friends will be so busy trying to find where you hid all that money, they wouldn’t notice if you collared the warden.”

Orin ignored the reference to his money. “And if not?”

“You’re a pretty tough cookie. I’m not worried.”

An attitude similar to one Orin had encountered in Nam in sixty-eight, when everybody back home was getting drunk and stoned, fighting for pussy and peace over the dinner table, while Orin and all those future homeboys huddled in thunderous bunkers. He was not shocked to discover the boss considered him expendable.

“On the plus side,” said Trimble, “think of a life with no more midnight tours, no more lousy weather, no more punks with attitudes and Uzis. A gold shield, and any squad you want. Stick around a few years and pad your pension.”

Orin nodded dumbly as the realization struck that for this plan to work, his already tarnished name would have to be thoroughly, if temporarily, destroyed. His daughter’s father would be in jail. Judy’s husband. And then there was that long list of those who would gloat. “The Marine Bureau,” Orin said. “I want the boats.”

Commissioner Trimble agreed, told Boyd that if he actually found out what had happened to his son, he’d make Orin an admiral. If the case was a bust, they would go public, restore his reputation, say he was sent in to protect Judge Kane, the only non-cop serving time on the Farm.

“Judge Kane gonna go along with that?”

“He will when we let him out early.”

“We can do that?”

“You’d be amazed.”

“Then my old partner George leaves the Farm when I leave. No parole or nothing.”

“Done.”

“What if I find out Skip really killed himself? We got a plan for peace with honor?”

“I’ll deal with the truth as it comes.”

Orin stared at his hands, considering his future, what skills he might retain from his past. “I’ll need a contact I can trust.”

“We’ll use your wife.”

“I’m liking this less and less already.”

Commissioner Trimble then produced two signed copies of an order outlining their agreement. Orin read one quickly, saw that it already included the George Clarke provision. Orin signed both without comment, handed one back.

“Put it in a safe place,” said Trimble. “I’ll do the same, like the glove compartment of my car. Not that I don’t trust my staff, but …” Dave Trimble stood up and held out his hand apologetically. “I’m afraid I’ll need that badge and those guns now. Obviously, you’re under arrest.”

“Obviously.”

“Come on, now. Cheer up. Didn’t you once tell me it was only a matter of time before someone locked you away.”

“It’s been a while since then. I’ve changed.”

“Pray not too much.”
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SATURDAY, JUNE 25, 8:50 A.M.

“A TEMPORARY ARRANGEMENT?” JUDY BOYD cried. “After your picture is in the newspaper? Who do you think you’re kidding?”

Orin set the Trimble files on the knotty-pine dining room table and smiled down at his pretty wife of fifteen years. “So they’ll fix it with a bigger picture,” he said. “And all your friends think I’m a criminal anyway.”

Her blue eyes flashed and her cheeks colored. She was frosting her hair these days, wearing it in a loose ponytail held together by a black velvet bow. “You don’t fool me for one second, Orin. This is not about Commissioner Trimble and this is definitely not about George Clarke.”

“So we’ll call this my midlife crisis.”

“In addition to your boat and your motorcycle? No way,” said Judy. “This is above and beyond the call.”

She needs more time, he thought, to get behind the mission, get a different perspective. “Don’t you always tell me problems are opportunities?”

“For someone on the way up, not out. You’re short, remember, you don’t volunteer.”

She was dead right, he knew, as was so frequently the case. Her levelheadedness and compassion had steered their small family through more than one stretch of rocky road.

She said, “Don’t think this is that fourth-quarter comeback you always thought you’d make.”

“And didn’t,” he said softly. “Please, Judy. Help me with this. While Dawn’s away at camp. The timing couldn’t be better.”

“For me to spend a summer by myself?”

“It won’t take more than two weeks.”

She stared hard at him. “Then you prepare for this, Orin, like you’ve never prepared for anything, Half-cocked is how you get embarrassed. And let’s face it, tough guy, you’re not as young as you used to be.”

“I will. I promise.”

“Two weeks is a long time for me to play the humble wife,” she said. “I’m no actress, never was, never will be.”

“Let me be the judge of that,” he said.

SATURDAY, JUNE 25, 12:30 P.M.

ORIN SAT IN CLOGGED TRAFFIC, SLOUCHED FORward on his motorcycle, his head spinning with legal documents and witness depositions, thinking that perhaps he had been lucky to get out of trouble so easily, with an undercover assignment as a bonus. He had fully expected Senator Cotton to do everything in his considerable power to punish him. And he had not. The brash young turk had cut his losses and backed off. Man, thought Orin, if people only knew. What a gaggle of goons they all were, practitioners of selective enforcement and revisionist history.

The signal light changed again.

The IKEA furniture truck in front of Orin belched a black noxious cloud, and a couple of jerks leaned on their horns. Orin had WFAN Sports Radio on his handlebar stereo at the moment, and some whack-job named Ira from Sands Point was on a call-in, raging about yesterday’s Mets’ loss. The Mad Duck was telling him to deal with it, turn the page, not to let the losses tear him up.

Orin lost his patience with everyone and everything and jumped the Harley out of the line of traffic, onto the sidewalk. He loudly blasted around the tie-up, the cause of which seemed to be two black girls kicking the crap out of a single black boy in the middle of Guy Lombardo Avenue. Orin buzzed them. “Assholes!” he cried. “Be gone!”

The combatants froze for a moment, united against a common enemy, and Orin heard the word “motherfucker” ring out behind him.

He considered prolonging the encounter with multiple arrests, then remembered that he was unarmed, without his shield, an accidental civilian.

He flexed his wrist, roared south to the Freeport waterfront, and parked the noisy hog at the dock.

The Grunt was a 21-foot Superboat with a 200 Merc shoved up its ass, a nautical version of the Harley. Orin kept her tied up behind Blotto’s Fish Market, lost among larger commercial tenants, a cheap if unfashionable seaside address.

He stepped lightly on the deck and checked the sky to the southwest, over Baldwin Harbor and Long Beach, because he longed for one last wave-dance around Randall Bay. But mountainous thunderheads were chasing bigger boats in, and soon the waterfront saloons would fill with laughter and lust, making Woodcleft Avenue no place for a perpetually recovering drunk. He peeled back the canvas cover, ducked inside the small cabin, and locked his copy of the commissioner’s special order inside his tackle box, where it would be safe.

SUNDAY, JUNE 26, 4:00 P.M.

THEY SPENT THAT LAST, HOT, MUGGY SUNDAY afternoon at home, in their centrally air-conditioned Cape. Orin and Dawn, packing for their separate adventures, made a game out of colliding in the hallway between their bedrooms, falling to the carpet like clowns.

Dawn was leaving for four weeks upstate at the PAL Camp, just like last summer, eager to see old friends, eager that they see her. Orin seemed to remember a Daniel being mentioned rather often upon her return, and he felt the ache of her growing pains collide with his own excitement. He followed her into her cozy room and sat at her desk, picking the opening bars of “Satisfaction” on her guitar, watching her decide among her shorts, enjoying her sense of organization and purpose. She was at ten, he thought, many things that he was not now and never would be. Hopeful, studious, sensitive, reliable. The women on Judy’s side of the family were already lobbying for her to babysit younger cousins, that they might enjoy more economical evenings out. Orin had thus far delayed his daughter’s descent into slavery, at least until those younger cousins finished throwing food and wetting beds.

“Daddy, if I don’t like sleepover this year, can I come home?”

“Sure,” he said, leaning her guitar in the corner. “You can always come home. What made you ask that?”

“How about you?” she asked. “If you don’t like the Farm?”

“Sure,” he said. “Any time I want.”

Dawn, who did not quite yet understand prison hangings and undercover police work, had only been told that her father had been picked to work at a special farm, probably what he would have said if his conviction were genuine. She hugged him around his neck and kissed his cheek three times, then tried to shoo him out of her room; he was holding up progress, as usual.

“Before I go,” he said, holding up a plain white envelope. “I’m putting this in your suitcase, for the monsignor. Don’t forget to give it to him. You know he loves to get letters from his boys.”

Dawn saluted smartly, and Orin patted her on the head, then stepped out her door and into Judy, whose arms were filled with warm, clean laundry and whose eyes were filled with tears.

“What?” he said. “What’s the matter now?”

“Sometimes,” she said, “it just kills me to see how close you let her.”

“Why?” he said.

“Because it shows you can do it.”

MONDAY, JUNE 27, 2:00 A.M.

ORIN STUDIED UNTIL TWO IN THE MORNING ON his last night at home, familiarizing himself with the following information:

The Nassau County Correctional Facility at Sands Point—the Honor Farm—covered two hundred and ninety rolling north-shore waterfront acres. The forty-room main building had been erected of mammoth gray fieldstones in the Georgian style between 1903 and 1906 by Long Island shipping mogul Cyrus Kreeling during the early heyday of the Gold Coast mansions. Its cavernous chambers, ball rooms, and solariums were once opulently furnished with contents from bankrupt castles in Europe. Kreeling called his home Soundview for its unmatched command of the coastline. Larger homes, such as Guggenheim’s Falaise, were built nearby afterward, but none enjoyed such lovely cliffs and beachfront. Two generations of Kreelings and their servants lived there more or less happily until bad business decisions coupled with rising real estate taxes forced the family to vacate the homestead.

In a Nassau County Public Works pamphlet, Orin read that the main house had a slate roof festooned with gargoyle rainspouts and a widow’s watch, and currently housed the administrative offices of the prison, the library, classrooms, the infirmary, the commissary, and the cafeteria. Four basement cells were rarely used.

Aerial photographs showed, scattered around the main house, the more modern tractor garages, maintenance sheds, and a power plant. The stables were original construction, built into the side of a gentle hill, a combination of wood and stone and iron; the insides had been gutted and modernized into a slaughterhouse, at taxpayer expense. The produce barn was shiny new aluminum. A satellite dish sat on the roof of the thirty-room dormitory, once the servants’ quarters. Nearby were Har-Tru tennis courts, an Olympic-size swimming pool, boccie courts, and a weight-lifting pit under a green plastic awning. Planting fields ringed the buildings in all directions. Bridle paths dissected apple orchards and rose gardens. A Vita-Course jogging track ringed the planting fields. Then dense woods, stone walls, and high razor-wire fences.

Directly to the north lay marshlands, the beach, the Long Island Sound; in all other directions, the peaks of other Gold Coast hills, the roofs of other mansions, most more happily employed. A two-hole golf course was tucked away in a corner of the property, first a dogleg right, then a dogleg left, nine laps to make an eighteen-hole match. Balls hit out-of-bounds, Orin supposed, remained out-of-bounds.

The Kreeling boathouse was the only original structure situated outside the fences, yet the signs posted on the thin beach-entrance road would lead one to believe it was off-limits to the general public. This was not true, Orin knew. Anyone with the courage to drive past armed guards was not so much welcomed as tolerated.

Soundview had been deeded to Nassau County in 1944—when Cy Kreeling III failed to cough up the municipal vig—and came with the fifty-year stipulation that Soundview be used as a minimum-security prison, largely because Mr. Kreeling wanted to screw his snooty neighbors. This condition had been frequently challenged by a cash-starved county over the years, never quite overturned. To mitigate the neighborhood uproar, the Honor Farm prisoners had always been former police officers, serving time safely segregated from the truly dangerous in East Meadow or the upstate hellholes at Clinton or Attica. Real estate wolves were circling, ready to storm the walls, aware the stipulation on the use of the property expired in December.

The group of prisoners Orin was joining had pleaded to or been convicted of a garden variety of crimes, some committed on duty, some off. There were twenty prisoners at present, Orin was given to believe. He would make twenty-one.

The Honor Farm was under the supervision of Warden Jack Barthwell, winner of the New York State Police Olympics powerlifting gold medal for the last six years and, according to Commissioner Trimble, a decent man, the father of six with a fat, happy wife. Warden Barthwell commanded a staff of one captain, sixteen guards, one doctor, and six clerks and, it was rumored, one ghost. Inmate labor picked up the slack.

A Captain Smith was responsible for security and operations, the alleged correction of the hearts and minds of the prisoners. He oversaw everything from sick time to telephone abuse, smoking in restricted areas to curfew violations. His résumé indicated that he held a degree in criminal justice. To ensure Orin’s safety, neither official would be briefed on Orin’s mission. He would be treated just like all the other scum.

Orin set aside his background research and picked up the case file again, noting that Detective Lieutenant Thomas Kruger had certainly covered his ass with reams of paper and scores of expert opinions. His final report was a thorough if unimaginative argument for suicide, all the science piled up on one sad side.

There had been no signs of a struggle. No signs of foul play. No other wounds or bruises to the body. A publicly ruined man had hanged himself rather than face his life in shame. Common as dirt.

Orin checked over the crime-scene photographs. The color shots of Skip dangling in the air, the sneakered feet scant inches from the concrete floor. The surprisingly frail body laid out on the naked mattress. The black-and-white autopsy shots.

Something was wrong here, Orin thought. Who the fuck took a picture before cutting down a friend? Orin checked the initials on the back of the photos, found them illegible. He read further, saw that Kruger’s follow-up efforts had only hardened his original position: on the morning of his death, Inmate David Trimble, Jr., willfully tied one end of his twisted bedsheet around his neck and the other around the sprinkler head in his dormitory room and stepped off a chair. An interpretation, Orin knew, the commissioner could not abide.

David Trimble, Jr., was found dead at approximately eleven A.M. by Inmate Luther Bailey, who stated he entered Skip Trimble’s room to borrow some toothpaste. Inmate Bailey, per Honor Farm rules and regulations, immediately notified correction department personnel (Officer Oliver Bridges), who immediately notified Lieutenant Owen Kirby of the Sands Point Village Police Department, who immediately notified Nassau County detectives. Captain Roger Smith ordered an immediate lockdown of the Farm. All other inmates were present and accounted for. The same was true for the prison staff.

Warden Barthwell, who was on vacation, was notified at home and responded. Monsignor O’Rourke was notified and responded to administer last rites. Dr. Marvin Robbins, head of Honor Farm Medical Services, was on the grounds and responded immediately to the scene. He described the cause of death as cardiac arrest, preceded by strangulation, possibly self-inflicted. Tox screens proved negative for drugs or alcohol.

The Nassau County Police Department sent a policewoman and a priest to Skip’s house to inform his young wife of the tragedy. According to their report, Maureen Trimble fainted upon hearing the news.

Big fucking deal, Orin thought. Everybody got notified. Everybody responded. Everybody reacted. Now it was his turn.

He set aside the case file and opened the notebook the commissioner had prepared for him on the current Honor Farm inmates—a roster of familiar faces and cases, a Who’s Who of felons and fuckups, some friends, some enemies—sure he would learn far more about both than he had ever wanted to know. Then Orin felt a gentle hand on his shoulder, smelled a breath of perfume.

“It’s my last night, too,” said Judy.

“Coming.”
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MONDAY, JUNE 27, 6:30 A.M.

HONOR FARM INMATE NICK MORELLI LAY ON HIS bed in his single room in the prisoners’ dormitory, his legs propped up by extra pillows, sipping coffee, smoking a De Nobili cigar. The walls were white brick, like the hallway and every other room in the former servants’ quarters, the floor naked concrete. Outside his open window trucks were shaking to life, men calling insults to each other, tractors rumbling into the fields. His door was ajar, and he was talking on the pay phone, which was on the wall outside his room, which was why the room was his.

Nick Morelli was a former PBA president and the third most highly decorated cop in Nassau County history—due more to juice than heart. If Nick had been in the precinct basement hoisting barbells when a caper rolled in, Nick went on the list for citations. And if Nick was on the list, bars were in the bag. So many guys placed him at scenes he never graced, Nick got fat from testimonial dinners. A man who had once negotiated contracts for three thousand cops, Nick Morelli had been nailed draining beer money from the Kiddie Print program.

David Trimble had called him in that Friday three years ago, asked him to explain several odd transactions. Nick had misjudged the situation, eschewed the suggestion of his own vice president that he retain counsel. He tried to laugh the scam off as something easily fixed, laundry best washed inside the job. Trimble heard him out, then explained regretfully that things were not that simple. Then IAD detectives walked into the office and slapped the cuffs on Nick, using evidence his soon-to-be-ex-wife had gleefully provided. He would be out by Thanksgiving if he continued his record of excellent behavior.

Nick was speaking on the pay phone that lazy summer morning with his old friend Townsend Tripp, who wanted to tell him a story about a rotten cop named Orin Boyd, who was headed to the Farm.

Nick told Tripp to save his breath, that he knew Boyd personally, having defended his minor scrapes from time to time. “He’s a scumbag, all right. Made me look bad more than once.”

“Really?”

“Hard-on won’t play ball, even when he’s wrong. What’d he do?”

“Enough.”

“I don’t get to hear?”

“He crossed a line that can’t be crossed. Okay, Nick? Or do I offer someone else the chance to be of service to the senator?”

Nick laughed, sat up, and fluffed up his pillows, saw by his alarm clock it was almost time to stroll on over to the mansion for breakfast. “How the mighty have fallen, eh, Towny?”

“Excuse me?”

“I’m talking you calling me, in here. What’s going on, kid?”

Tripp said, “Tommy still hits the clubs a tad too hard. Other than that we’re okay.”
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