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  For my friends
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  And the angel of the Lord said to her: “You are pregnant, and will bear a son; and you shall call his name Ishmael because the Lord has heard your affliction. And he will be a man of the wild; his hand against all, and the hand of all against him, and in the presence of all his brothers shall he dwell.”


  ~ Genesis 16:11-12


  Hear, O heavens, and give ear, O earth: for the Lord hath spoken, I have nourished and brought up children, and they have rebelled against me.


  ~ Isaiah 1:2


  Eichmann was the product of two thousand years of Christian history, the whole end of which is the destruction of the Jews…He did, in fact, just carry our orders—a matter of importance to us—but the main thing is that he carried out mankind’s will with regard to the Jewish people.


  ~ Yeshayah Leibowitz


  The work of intelligence agents often takes place under abnormal conditions. Therefore they should be resilient and strong in spirit, and possess an iron will in order to overcome all the difficulties and privations of their difficult way. An agent should be a pure person despite his having to be everywhere where the sores of the present-day society are especially evident, remembering that he serves the great idea of the people.


  ~ From the Official KGB Handbook


  We believe our people are the Agency’s most important resource. We seek out the best and work to make them better. We subordinate our desire for public recognition to the need for confidentiality. We strive for continuing professional improvement. We give unfailing loyalty to each other and to our common purpose.


  ~ Central Intelligence Agency Credo


  I have always had the full sanction of the U.S. Embassy, Moscow, USSR, and hence the U.S. government.


  ~ Lee Harvey Oswald, letter to Secretary of the Navy John B. Connally, January 30, 1962


  Three shots were fired at President Kennedy’s motorcade in downtown Dallas.


  ~ UPI reporter Merriman Smith, 12:34 P.M., November 22, 1963


  PART ONE


  Genesis


  Entia non sunt muliplicanda praeter necessitatem

  (Beings ought not to be multiplied except out of necessity.)

  —Occam’s Razor


  Prologue


  Bethesda, Maryland

  Summer, 1964


  It was very hot in the attic room. The quarters were small, about three meters square. The door was covered with a metal screen. There was one window, locked and papered over, high up on the pitched ceiling; too high for him to look out, even standing on the bed. The bare gunmetal military cot stood in the middle of the room and was bolted to the floor. It had no sheets or blankets and one filthy pillow. There was a chamber pot in the corner, but no sink, and no running water. The only light was a single bright, bare bulb in the center of the room.


  Wake-up was at 6:00 A.M.; lights out at 10:00 P.M. They made him razor himself with cold water, no soap or shaving cream. Once a week, but never on the same day, he was permitted a shower, to which he was led blindfolded and handcuffed; the cuffs stayed on throughout. Each day, he got to eat a small bowl of watery soup and some tea. He was not allowed to brush his teeth. Sometimes he would have visitors, whom he received blindfolded. But most days would pass without any human contact at all, unless you counted the creep who brought him his meals and, if he felt like it, emptied the chamber pot.


  Still, things could be worse. He could, for example, be a prisoner of KGB instead of the CIA. His Soviet colleagues’ interrogation methods were not a pretty sight. They smashed you in the face and squeezed your nuts, they beat you with rubber hoses, they strangled you with a belt, they kicked in your ribs with hobnail boots, they pulled a plastic sack over your head and suffocated you, they shot you full of dope, they hung you from meat hooks, shoved bottles up your behind and crushed them. The worst was when they put you bare-assed on a chamber pot and then heated it from below; there was a rat in the chamber pot, and the only way out for him was up and through you. At least there was no rat in his chamber pot.


  Yuri Ivanovich Nosenko, the prisoner who did not officially exist, was thirty-seven years old. Naval Intelligence had recruited him when he was a student at the State Institute of International Relations in Moscow; by 1953 he was working for the MVD, the KGB’s precursor. There were those who uncharitably attributed his recruitment and rapid rise in the service to his father’s position as Minister for Shipbuilding under Khrushchev, but he preferred to believe it was his excellent grades in Marxist-Leninist theory that had first attracted attention.


  Nosenko showed up on CIA’s door in Geneva in June of 1962. At that time, he was the chief security officer for the Soviet delegation to the disarmament talks in the Swiss lakeside city. A private word to an American diplomat brought Pete Bagley running in from Bern. Bagley, a Soviet specialist, arranged a meeting at a safe house outside Geneva, where they were joined by George Kisevalter, a Russian-born agent who had already dealt with Popov and Penkovsky and was considered the best man for handling Soviet defectors. Nosenko told them he was a major in the KGB. As proof of his bona fides, he gave up a minor Soviet agent, a correspondent for Radio Moscow working for CIA who had been redoubled by KGB, and exposed a couple of British agents who had switched sides. He told them that the columnist Joseph Alsop, a good friend of President Kennedy, was queer and that KGB had the photos to prove it. He said there were forty-two microphones hidden in the walls of the American Embassy on Tchaikovsky Street in Moscow; later, CIA managed to find forty of them, tucked away in bamboo tubes built into the walls and located behind the radiators to shield them from metal detectors.


  In January 1964 Nosenko returned to Geneva and, as arranged with Kisevalter previously, sent a cable signed ALEX to a CIA asset in New York. That was the signal he had something to say. Traveling separately for security purposes, Kisevalter and Bagley were on the next planes. They met Nosenko under the marquee of the ABC Theater in Geneva and took him to a safe house. After several meetings, he informed them that he had suddenly been ordered back to Moscow and wanted to defect immediately. After some discussion, Bagley offered a fifty-thousand-dollar fee, a ten-thousand-dollar bonus for information already received, and a working contract at twenty-five thousand dollars a year.


  The next day, February 4, he was given forged American papers and driven across the border into West Germany; in Frankfurt, he met with David Murphy, chief of the Soviet Russia Division, who repeated Bagley’s assurances. Murphy added one more detail: that Nosenko would be expected to pass a lie detector test. A week later Nosenko flew aboard a military aircraft from Frankfurt to Andrews Air Force Base in Maryland and was transported to a nearby safe house. The first thing they did was flutter him. The second thing was tell him he had flunked.


  They stripped him naked and a tall, pale, balding doctor conducted a lingering, painful inspection of his bodily cavities. Then someone pulled a T-shirt over his chest and wriggled a pair of underpants up his legs and around his loins, followed by a pair of overalls and slippers. A blindfold was knotted over his eyes and somebody slapped on a pair of cuffs. He was quickly hustled out, dragged up several flights of stairs and deposited in an airless attic. They removed the blindfold and slammed the door.


  And here he was, God only knew how long later.


  The door to his room opened. “Good morning, Yurochka,” said a man he had not seen before. “My name is Norman. How are you feeling?”


  “Yeb tvoju v dushu mat’!” cursed Nosenko as one of the guards bound his hands and feet and tied him to his chair.


  “Now, now,” said Norman, replying in Russian. “We’ll have none of that kind of language in here. This is America.” The man was well dressed and he had clean fingernails. Despite the meanness of the surroundings, he looked as comfortable as if he were in his own living room.


  “I want to see McCone,” said the prisoner, in English.


  “Not much chance of that, I’m afraid,” answered Norman. “What would you say if the situation were reversed and I told you I wanted to see KGB Chairman Semichastny? I wouldn’t get very far, would I? The DCI has no time to waste on small fry. That’s why he’s asked me to have a little chat with you.”


  The interrogator lit a cigarette. “Now then, to the business at hand. We’re having a problem and I want to go over it with you one more time. Because some of the things you’ve been telling us just aren’t true. Such as that baloney about your being a major in 1962 and a lieutenant colonel now. Which was, as you’re well aware, a slight exaggeration—Captain Nosenko.”


  “You’ve seen my papers,” said Nosenko. “You know that I when I was working the Cherepanov case I was carrying an internal Soviet travel document that gave me the temporary rank of lieutenant colonel. Besides, why are we wasting out time with this stuff? You know why I’m here. I want to testify before the Warren Commission. About Oswald.”


  “You already have. Remember the statements you gave the FBI just after you arrived, on February 26 and March 3? Without asking us, Hoover’s already sent them over to the commission. We wish he hadn’t done that—at least not until we can decide whether you’re for real or not—but nobody tells the J. Edgar what to do. Not even the president of the United States.”


  “You are trying to cause war between our countries,” spat Nosenko.


  “Oh not at all, not at all,” said the man called Norman. “It seems to us, rather, that it’s your side that has been acting, shall we say, provocatively lately. We haven’t made any attempts on the life of Secretary Khrushchev, have we?”


  “Nobody’s perfect,” said Nosenko, eying the cigarette jealously.


  “Ah, but you seemed perfect when we first met you. You really did. Pete Bagley went to the mat for you, don’t you know, and you broke his heart. Together, we’re going to try to mend it, Yuri Ivanovich.”


  The interrogator shuffled some papers. “You know what really bothers me?” he continued. “What really bothers me is just how lucky we were to meet you. I mean, of all the gin joints in the world, you have to walk into ours.”


  “What do you mean?” Nosenko was confused. He had never seen Casablanca.


  “I mean that I simply find it extraordinary that you should have always been in all the right places at all the right times in the Oswald case.” The man was waving his cigarette around in the air for emphasis. “Look at it from our point of view, Yuri Ivanovich. Here the president is killed by a marine who had defected to the Soviet Union and then redefected to our country. Along comes a man from the Soviet Union, who claims to be an intelligence officer and says his service has never been in touch with this Oswald and knows nothing about him. But—just by the sheerest million-to-one-shot coincidence—this same man tells us that he can be certain because he himself has been in charge of the noncontact at every step of the way. Sort of taxes the credulity, doesn’t it?”


  Nosenko was silent.


  “Look, we can’t very well instruct our Moscow chief of station to ask Chairman Semichastny if you’re telling the truth. But of the thousands of KGB men around the world, you’re the only one who had direct supervision of the Oswald case—not once, but three times. You handled his case for the Second Directorate when he first landed in Moscow in 1959; you handled the case again last year when he applied for a Soviet visa from Mexico City; and you put together the whole dossier for Kremlin review right after the assassination. How many KGB men could say as much? We are unbelievably lucky, and I do mean unbelievably.”


  “But it’s true,” said Nosenko. “I was in charge of the file. I wrote part of it. I know what’s in it. That’s what I want to tell you about. There are things you need to know.”


  Norman referred to some notes. “I’m going to read part of an FBI memo about you, Yuri. It’s about the report you prepared for your superiors after the assassination. It says, and I quote, ‘Nosenko recalled that…from the date of Oswald’s arrival in the USSR until his departure from the USSR, the KGB had no personal contact with Oswald and had not attempted to utilize him in any manner.’ In other words, you had no interest in this American defector, not even for propaganda purposes. I find that hard to believe.”


  Nosenko drew a deep breath, trying to catch some of the smoke in his lungs. “We thought Oswald was one of yours,” he said. “He was crazy enough.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I mean he was dangerous. He was red-flag trouble. KGB took one look at him when he arrived in the fall of 1959 and made the decision to stay away.”


  This statement brought a hearty laugh. “Stay away from a Marine who had served at Atsugi? Who stated publicly that he wanted to give you radar secrets? Who said that he ‘might know something of special interest’? And then six months later the U-2 comes down? You expect me to believe this?”


  “Just like you expect me to believe that when he came back the CIA had no interest in him either?” replied Nosenko. “A defector who spent two and half years in the Soviet Union? Who returns to the United States and continues to claim he is Marxist-Leninist? Who agitates on behalf of Castro’s Cuba? I can’t help it whether you believe me or not. I’m telling you the truth. Anyway, if you thought we were running him, why did you let him back in? You haven’t always been so friendly to Americans who leave your country for ours, pravda? ‘Better dead than Red,’ I think you say.”


  Norman rose from his chair and approached Nosenko; for a moment, Nosenko thought he was going to slug him. Instead, the interrogator lowered his face to Nosenko’s level and spoke directly at him through gritted teeth. “I know you’re lying,” he said. “And I’m going to get you to admit it if it takes the rest of my life, and yours.


  “Here’s what I think: that when you first came to us in Geneva two years ago it was already part of a KGB set-up, that even back then your side was planning a liquidation. But hitting the Principal Enemy’s chief executive is pretty serious stuff, isn’t it? So you bide your time and you poke and you prod—in Berlin, in Cuba, in Laos, in Vietnam, in every goddamn place you can think of—until Khrushchev figures our guy is a pushover, a patsy who won’t fight back and doesn’t deserve to live, and that Mother Russia’s got just the nut for the job. That’s what happened, Yuri Ivanovich, and that’s what you’re going to say.”


  Norman stood up straight. Suddenly his tone changed. “I’ve got some good news for you. You’ll be getting out of here soon.”


  “It’s about time,” said Nosenko with relief.


  “Don’t get your hopes up; you’re just being moved. But we think you’ll like the bucolic setting. We call it the Farm.”


  Nosenko swallowed hard. Everybody in Moscow Center knew about the Farm: the CIA’s supposedly secret training facility in rural Virginia.


  “One last thing,” said his interlocutor, referring to another piece of paper. “On November 16, 1959, Oswald was interviewed by a reporter named Priscilla Johnson in her hotel room. You assumed she was a spy, of course, so you bugged her. This is what he told her.


  “‘I am here because I am a Marxist. For the last two years, I have wanted to do this one thing. At the age of fifteen, after watching the way workers are treated in New York, and Negroes in the South, I was looking for a key to my environment. Then I discovered socialist literature. I knew that if I stayed in the United States I would become either a worker exploited for capitalist profit, or an exploiter. Or, since there are many in that category, I’d be one of the unemployed. I just turn thumbs down on everything, on it all. I want to give the people of the United States something to think about.’ ”


  “Well, he certainly did that,” said the CIA man. “Around here, we’re very deep in thought.”


  Chapter One


  Ramapo, New York

  Thursday, October 18, 1990; noon


  “Bob and them found it just over there.” The woman smacked her lips in recollection. She was only about forty, but she looked sixty. One of her front teeth was missing, and the others were crooked and yellow. Her hair hung in greasy strands around her forehead, and there was a large mole on her left cheek. Her hands were wrinkled and gnarled. Arthritis, thought Byrne, and bad nutrition. Life was tough in the country. Almost as tough as it was in town. “We live out here pretty much by our lonesomes,” she said. “Like it that way.”


  Lieutenant Francis X. Byrne of the New York City Police Department asked the woman for her name. Jean, Jean Brandmelder. He wrote it down as she spelled it out. Byrne followed the woman through the clearing in the woods. Even though it was mid-October, the weather was still warm; hot, even.“Bob and them was out hunting this morning, early,” Jean explained. “But really it was the dogs. They all of a sudden set to barkin’ and Jimmy—that’s my son Jimmy right there—went over to see what’s all the fuss about.” Another smack of the lips. Byrne took notes as he walked, and hoped he would be able to read them later. The nuns always said his handwriting sucked, and the nuns were always right.


  “Bob and them” were standing near the body. Bob was Mr. Brandmelder. He was a big, heavy-set, older man with a weak handshake and the outsized girth that comes from a rigorous diet of McDonald’s, Coke and Cheez Doodles, one of the rural widebodies; Byrne thought he looked and sounded just like Andy Devine. Or maybe, with enough eye shadow, just Divine. Over his shoulder, Bob was carrying a shotgun, broken to show it was unloaded. On his face, he wore a gap-toothed grin. “Howdy,” said Bob as Byrne approached. He was pointing. “Over there.” He had a slight accent of indeterminate origin.


  At first Byrne thought Brandmelder was indicating Jimmy. The son, about eighteen, was a sallow, rat-faced kid—looks obviously ran in the family—with a nasty glint in his eyes. A normal teenager would be horrified at what he had just found, but not Jimmy. He, too, was smiling. He shuffled his feet and spat on the ground by way of greeting. “Hey,” he said. Next to him stood his buddy, Billy Walters, a dirty, mean-looking blond with a wispy mustache and a tattoo of a girl straddling a dagger.


  A dull hum rose from the hard, packed ground: flies. There hadn’t been much rain lately, and there were no apparent tracks or footprints.


  On the surrounding hills the trees were nearing their autumnal foliage peak, but Byrne found nothing in the scenery to admire. He hated coming up here to the Rockland County boondocks, upstate, across the Hudson and a world away from New York City. The Ramapo hills were alien territory, a largely inaccessible hill country populated by folks who were all more closely related to each other than the law allowed—a little slice of Appalachia on the border between New Jersey and New York State, just sixty miles from midtown. Anything could happen here, and anything did. It was the perfect place for a dump job like this.


  Plus his ex-wife Mary Claire, was living over in Nyack, nursing her bitterness and cashing his alimony check every month, which was how he knew she was still alive.


  Byrne bent down to look at the body, snapping on a pair of rubber gloves and beginning his examination. The homicide detective was thirty-three years old, young for his rank. At five feet ten inches and one hundred and seventy-five pounds, he was about average size for a cop, and although he was waging a vigorous counterattack in the gym as often as possible, he could feel his body already starting to slide. Still, at least he had his hair, which was something not every guy could claim, and there was no gray in his light brown locks. Looking at him in his off-the-rack gray suit, one would never guess that he spent most of his time communing with dear, recently departed total strangers; he might be mistaken for a middle manager in a struggling business, the kind of guy you saw on the subway, wondered what he did, and felt vaguely sorry for. Only his eyes, blue, hard, cold and indifferent, hinted at his unpredictable, explosive temper.


  Byrne contemplated the naked, nameless victim, and felt the little thrill he always got when staring into the face of death. He had graduated from Fordham University and few had expected him to follow his father into the department—it was such an Irish-American cliché—but here he was, right where he wanted to be. Not because of the human tragedy, or to protect the innocent, or to satisfy society’s need for justice or any of that blather. Not even out of a sense of revenge for his dad, who had been killed in the line of duty when Byrne was still a boy. He had become a cop because murder fascinated him.


  “First we didn’t know what it was,” someone said, and Byrne turned to look for the speaker. It was Jimmy, the son. “The sun was just comin’ up real bright, and with the light right in my eyes well, hell, I thought it was a damn possum.” He looked down at the body. “It bein’ so white an’ all.”


  The state cops who had found the abandoned BMW 318i with diplomatic license plates had had the good sense to leave the crime scene alone. The corpse lay as it had been discovered, on its side near the base of a tree, the face turned away and partially covered by shoulder-length sandy hair. The body was entirely naked and bent slightly at the waist, the knees pulled up towards the chin; assume the position, thought Byrne to himself: the fetal position. The skin was milky white, gradually fading in death to a pale gray. The buttocks were smooth and hairless, as were the arms and legs. “Give me some room, please,” said Byrne.


  Thank God it wasn’t a popper. All cops hated those exploding human sausages that had been left to stew in their own juice and then erupted when you looked at them cross-eyed. He had one a few months ago, a young black or Hispanic woman—it was hard to tell, given the state of decomposition—who had been raped, brained with a boulder, and buried in a shallow grave at the north end of Central Park; for some reason, no one had felt the necessity to report her disappearance for several days. When Byrne and his Crime Scene Unit tried to move the body, her stomach came apart in their hands and the intestines slithered out. It took him weeks to get the smell out of his nostrils.


  The whine of the forensic photographer’s camera was intrusive. It felt like they were making a snuff film. The camera, an Olympia 35mm with a 50mm lens shooting Kodak Tri-X color film, fired again as Byrne sketched the scene in his notebook. “I think this guy’s ready for his close-up,” said Vinnie Mancuso, an investigator attached to the medical examiner’s office, as he set up the next shot.


  The corpse held its jackknifed position as Byrne rolled the body over. By the looks of things, the victim had been dead eight to twelve hours; rigor mortis had begun to set in, and the skin’s lividity was fixed, or would have been: there was almost no blood left in the body, and none on the ground, which indicated that the killing had taken place elsewhere.


  “Muthafucka!” exclaimed Mancuso, who had thought he’d seen everything and probably had and yet was still taken by surprise. For even in the welter of dried blood and butchered flesh it was clear that the body was that of a man whose entire manhood was missing, the penis and testicles excised by a sharp, scalpel-like instrument. Byrne guessed he had been alive at the time. What was the point of cutting somebody’s dick off unless he was still around to enjoy the experience? For some reason, the image of an Aztec executioner, ripping the beating heart from a victim’s chest and exhibiting it to him just as he died, came to Byrne. Thank God the Aztecs weren’t around any more; they’d probably be pouring over the border from Mexico, opening restaurants, driving gypsy cabs and performing virgin sacrifices in the Bronx—if they could find any virgins. Who said New York never got any breaks?


  Gently, Byrne brushed the hair back from face, which might have been handsome once, when it was a face. One bullet, fired from behind, had exited through the right side of the head in the occipital-parietal area, blowing out the side of the skull and a good deal of the brain; at least one other shot, apparently from the front, had smashed through the bridgework. The eyes were pale blue and sightless. The throat was cut through the carotid artery.


  The face, however, was untouched by the carnage. Was it still a pathetic fallacy to ascribe emotion to an inanimate object that once had been a human being? No matter how horrible the manner of their deaths, the deceased often had a peaceful look upon their faces, as if they were only sleeping, but this victim was extraordinary: not just peaceful, but at peace, like a saint who just joyously embraced his martyrdom.


  Now for the distasteful part. He knelt, spread the dead man’s buttocks apart and dropped an object into a large evidence bag. It was a polished ebony dildo with a silver tip, about seven inches long.


  “Wonder what the good sisters would say about this baby?” said Mancuso, who was widely regarded as having both a vile sense of humor and encyclopedic knowledge of restaurants. Mancuso was from the Bronx, but a branch of the family had owned a restaurant in New Orleans, and he always knew where to eat; hell, the man could even find food in New Jersey. “They’d probably take a shine to it. Did I ever tell you about Sister Ann Miriam, the one I had back in eighth grade? We used to call her Sister Sam, and a couple of the kids swore that underneath her habit she…”


  Byrne wasn’t listening to Vincent Mancuso’s Catholic school reminiscences. He was looking at the markings on the dildo. Cyrillic, but whether Greek or Russian or even Bulgarian he could not tell. Not for the first time, he wished he had paid more attention to his language studies in college. Maybe if he had, he’d be in the FBI like his brother. The way New York was getting, it was like the Tower of Babel on the streets. Nobody committed crimes in English anymore.


  The Brandmelders and Billy were standing silently nearby; Jean’s mouth was working, but she was saying nothing. She might have been chewing gum, or tobacco. The others stared at their feet. “You ought to see the car,” said Jimmy. Byrne sighed: these fag killings were always so messy.


  “Let’s take a look at it,” Byrne said to Mancuso, and together they headed over to the BMW, which had been left on the road, a rude foreign intruder in Chevy Impala heaven. It was a new two-door coupe, black with light gray interior. “German car, ain’t it?” said Jimmy. “We’re German. Brandmelder. Means ‘fire-alarm’.” He seemed proud of his knowledge.


  Byrne, however, wasn’t interested in Jimmy’s ethnic derivation right now. “I want a double-check on the registration,” he ordered. “And I want prints on this vehicle, inside and out, make sure Aprahamian runs ’em through every AFIS system he can think of, full liaison with the FBI. And everybody keeps their mitts off the car, okay?” One of the two members of the Bronx-based Crime Scene Unit who had made the journey north with him—his name was Andersen—went running back to the squad car to do the detective’s bidding.


  The vehicle was immaculately clean inside, if you didn’t count the bloodstains on the driver’s side. No trash, no old newspapers in the back seat, no candy bar wrappings on the floor, no old stained Styrofoam coffee cups. Just a car phone, and nothing else.


  “Let’s also get the blood type off this mess, gentlemen,” said Byrne, continuing to make notes. It seemed clear that the stains, while extensive, were not arterial bleeding. If the victim’s throat had been cut while he was in the car, the gouts sprayed forth by the pumping heart would have covered the windshield and been spritzed all around the interior of the vehicle. These stains, on the other hand, were pretty much confined to the seat, as if he had bled heavily while driving. Driving where? Surely not all the way up here, unless he had stopped along the way to change into his birthday suit, cut his own throat and shoot himself in the head several times before continuing on to his final destination.


  Mancuso had disappeared under the front seat, but came up empty-handed. The only thing in the vehicle appeared to be the keys, which sat in the ignition awaiting their owner’s return. They were going to have a long wait.


  “Check the glove compartment, Vinnie,” said Byrne.


  Mancuso popped it open. “Nothing here, Frankie,” he said.


  “Gotta be,” commanded Byrne. “Always is. Pennies, nickels, dimes quarters, cassettes, Kleenex, Kotex, old maps, a woman’s panties, something. Look some more. Nobody’s this neat.”


  Again, Mancuso came up empty-handed, and shrugged. “See for yourself, boss,” he said. “No registration, no rental agreement, no insurance card, nothin’. And sure as hell no gal’s panties. In fact, no panties of any kind.”


  At that moment, Andersen returned. “Lieutenant,” he said, “DMV says the vehicle is registered to the Danish consulate general on Second Avenue in Manhattan. The principal driver is listed as one Edwin A. Paine of 442 Little West 12th Street, New York, New York.”


  “Twelfth Street? What’s a Village fruitcake doing with an embassy car?” asked Byrne. “Call BCI and see if this boy rings a bell.” If Paine had ever been arrested, the Bureau of Criminal Identification would have his New York State Inquiry Identification System number. And if Paine had a NYSIIS number, the Photo Unit would have a picture of him on file.


  Byrne peered into the empty auto and then climbed into the back seat. “Lemme have a look,” he said. He ran his hands between where the seats met the back rests, where folks usually stuffed their seat belts, and down the sides. Nada, not even an old pen. Byrne was fishing around in the side compartments of the BMW, just below the windows on the driver’s side, when he felt something.


  “Uh, Lieutenant?” said Andersen, who was still standing there. “That address? It’s not Twelfth Street, it’s Little West 12th Street. They’re not the same street, sir.”


  “Just a minute.” He didn’t need a lesson in the arcana of Greenwich Village geography at this moment. He could get that from his art-dealer girlfriend Doreen the next time he stayed over.


  “Nobody lives on Little West 12th Street, is all,” persisted the patrolman. “It’s the meat-packing district. Where the sex clubs are now.”


  The object was crumpled, but even before he looked at it he could tell by the paper’s thick texture that it was a photograph. Byrne climbed out of the car and into the sunlight, where he could get a good look.


  “The slaughterhouse district,” insisted Andersen. “My dad used to work there.”


  It was a black-and-white snapshot of two women, with their arms thrown casually around each other’s shoulders. They were both wearing smiles, sweaters and out-of-date hairdos, which were being tousled by the wind. One of them, the movie-star pretty lady on the left with the flashing eyes, he did not recognize, but the other, plainer one he certainly did. She was young, she was fresh, and she most definitely was his mother, Irene Byrne, of Woodside, Queens, New York. He put the picture in his pocket, as unobtrusively as possible, and hoped no one would notice.


  “Body bag,” he said.


  Chapter Two


  One Police Plaza, Lower Manhattan

  Thursday, October 18, 1990; 2:00 P.M.


  “Is it as bad as we thought?” asked J. Arness White, captain of detectives, a big, broad-shouldered man who not only happened to be Byrne’s boss but, as the New York Times never tired of pointing out, also happened to be black.


  In the warm mid-October weather, White was decked out in his trademark summer tan suit, which he wore with beige Florsheims that he had bought recently on a visit home to Houston, Texas; he was not about to let a little thing like the calendar tell him how to dress. At six feet two, White walked tall and he talked as tall as he walked, just like his daddy and three years in the Marines had taught him to; his daddy, Erasmus J., had been a Gunsmoke fan and named his eldest son, the third of his six children who had lived, after the actor who played Marshal Dillon. ("Don’t forget he was the Thing in The Thing, too,” his daddy would remind him. “And that Thing could really kick ass.”) Not surprisingly, everybody called him Matt, and nobody crossed him.


  Byrne was sitting across the desk from his boss. “Maybe worse,” he answered, trying to decide where to begin.


  Byrne and White had worked together for more than a decade, when a young Irish-American patrolman from Queens had graduated into the Robbery Identification Program, one of the mandatory training grounds for aspiring detectives, and had become friends with the black man from Texas. Matt White could smell a burglar in the act of thinking about a crime and he taught Frankie everything he knew, honing the younger man’s instincts according to the White Code of Conduct: Never trust nobody and that goes double for your mama. Which, translated, meant that you couldn’t go wrong assuming everyone had something to hide, no matter how close they were to you, and it was your job to find out what it was. It made for good cops and bad relationships, but so be it.


  White and Byrne had risen together through the ranks double-time, with White always one step ahead. They made an ideal odd couple: White aloof, cool, rational; Byrne mercurial, hot-headed and intuitive. Even after they had both gotten their gold detective’s shields and passed the civil serve exam for sergeant, Matt continued to play rabbi to Frankie, which was a cause for some wonderment. The uncharitable whispered that White was simply bowing to departmental tradition, which dictated that all cops, whether black, Italian or Jewish, were at heart Irishmen, and it didn’t hurt to have a real one by his side. Especially the son of a departmental hero who had been killed in the line of duty.


  Only once had Matt White ever lost his temper, which, as everybody knew, was how he got his nickname. And which was why, as only Matt and Frankie knew, White and Byrne, they took care of each other.


  Byrne had been the catcher on a robbery report in lower Park Slope and he and White drove over to Fourth Avenue to check things out. A pretty Puerto Rican girl named Rosa Montez told them that her common-law husband, Enrique Marcon, had stolen some jewelry she had brought over from San Juan and was trying to pawn it or sell it somewhere in downtown Brooklyn for money to buy drugs. Byrne was openly skeptical that a few cubic zirconiums could bring anything more than a nickel bag but Matt shushed him, spoke kindly to the girl and told her they’d get her jewelry back for her. She held Matt’s hands, tears in her eyes. “Ee’ wa’ my mama’s,” she said. “She bring i’ f’om Espain. Ee’ mean’ a lot doo her, and now i’ mean a la’doo me.” Byrne thought it was a waste of time—“it’s just a couple of spic junkies, for Chrissakes, who gives a fuck”—but Matt knew better.


  “You have to treat everybody with respect, Frankie,” Matt lectured him. “Otherwise, how can you expect them to treat you? Maybe you forgot the lesson of the potato famine, you harp-playin’, paddy-drinkin’ mackerel-snapper.” Byrne got the point. They drove up Flatbush Avenue, shaking down the fences, looking for Enrique, but no street action, no Enrique, no nothing. They went back to see if Rosa had any other ideas.


  Marcon, however, had seen them drive up and hid behind the stoop of the house next door. As soon as they left, he had started in on Rosa with an ice pick and that’s the way Matt and Frankie found them, Rosa and Ricki, she in his arms like a reverse Pietá, punctured and bloody and dead. Byrne drew his pistol and was about to arrest Marcon when, without a word, Matt took out his .38 and shot Enrique twice in the head. “RIP, motherfucker,” he said, emptying his pistol point-blank. “Gimme the gun, Matt,” said Frankie, but White wasn’t finished. He stood over Enrique’s prostrate form and emptied the remaining four rounds into it. “The gun, Matt,” said Frankie softly. White handed Byrne the spent revolver and never used it or another word of profanity again. Byrne’s report showed indicated that the arresting officers had been threatened with deadly force and that White had fired in self-defense. But the precinct detectives knew the truth, and after that, Matt was the King of the RIP, the angel of death.


  The King had personally handed Byrne the case that morning, when the news came in from the state police. “This one looks like it’s right up your alley,” he had said. “A diplomat, maybe. NYSP’d much rather we handled it. And for obvious reasons I’d much rather you handled it than anybody else around here.”


  “Jeez, Matt, you’re still sore about last week. I can’t help it if you suck at squash.”


  “Watch your mouth. You know I don’t cotton to talk like that around here. You think this is a movie set or something? You think all black cops talk ghetto trash?”


  “No, sir.”


  “You got something against African Americans?”


  “Not much, sir!” They went through this all the time.


  “Are you aware that your commanding officer happens to be black?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And are you further aware that everybody named White happens to be black, and that conversely everybody named Black happens to be white?”


  “Yes sir, I am.”


  “Good. My daddy told me that. Don’t you never forget it.”


  White’s deep bass voice—Byrne was sure Paul Robeson must have been his real father—snapped him back to attention. “Well, Lieutenant? Do I have to wait until my hair straightens and falls out before you finally open your mouth?” The fastidious captain kept both his hair and his fingernails closely cropped, and some in the department suspected him of buffing the latter and oiling the former.


  “The car is registered to the Danish consulate general in the name of one Edwin A. Paine,” said Byrne. “He comes up blank with BCI, and the consulate told me when I called that there’s nobody there by that name. I’m on my way over there now to talk to the consul general. Furthermore, the driver’s address is listed on Little West 12th Street, which checks out as a gay S&M place called the Rambone.”


  “Oh, oh,” muttered the captain. A box of cigars stood to one side of the polished, ultraclean desk. On special occasions, White even smoked one, or pretended to.


  “…and sure enough, we found a love aid inserted into a bodily cavity, to go along with a throat that was cut from ear to ear. Not to mention considerable cranial damage caused by gunshots. So as of right now we got a technical John Doe, resident of a basically non-resident area, who was driving a non-existent diplomat’s car, murdered by a person or persons unknown at an unknown location at a time to be determined by Sy Sheinberg, who’s conducting the autopsy tomorrow morning.” Byrne put a hopeful smile on his face. “In other words, your basic piece of cake.”


  The captain pondered this intelligence. “Ugly,” he said at last. “Uglier than my mother-in-law sitting on the throne in my bathroom on Saturday morning with her hair in curlers readin’ the latest issue of Guns and Ammo. And here’s where it gets worse.” He stood up and started pacing around his office. “While you were up there in Ramapo, I got a phone call from the FBI in Washington,” he confided. “We’re talking drums along the Hudson and the Potomac.”


  “What do you mean?” asked Byrne.


  “They want this case to have our top priority,” said White, and Byrne found himself wondering how he was going to explain to Doreen that their fall foliage weekend in western New England was now on hold. “Which of course means your top priority.”


  “Then why don’t they take it themselves?” asked Byrne. He hated the FBI and its ham-fisted, meddling crew of Notre Dame frat boys, as his boss well knew.


  White took a deep breath. “Because they don’t want to raise a ruckus if they can avoid it. You’re probably wondering how this particular stiff got to be on the A-list so quick. Me too. I hate to psych you out, Frankie, but your report’s already earmarked for the commissioner, the mayor, the governor, the FBI, and maybe even the CIA. Heck, maybe even the White House. Plus everybody wants it yesterday. So do I. We can’t have representatives of foreign governments getting chopped up on our watch no matter how much monkey business they’ve been up to. So tread firmly but lightly and if it’s as dirty as it looks, keep as much of it out of the papers as you possibly can. You’ve got all the liaison resources you’ll need; just ask. And get it over with as quickly as possible. Like you did with that Bolivian guy.”


  “Coloredo,” supplied Byrne. Two years earlier, the Bolivian ambassador to the United Nations had gone up in smoke, along with his family, as his car tooled down Second Avenue. Byrne and his partner, Detective Sergeant Gino Andretti, had traced the bomb to a Columbian factory in Queens, a household operation that was producing ordnance for half the South American gangs in the city. It had been a revenge killing, made inevitable when the ambassador had welshed on a drug deal and had foolishly supposed his official standing would afford him some protection from the Medellins. All that came out in public, however, was a story about a heroic diplomat who dared defy the cartels and paid for his virtue with his life. The Bolivians were grateful, the State Department was grateful and Matt White was especially grateful: Byrne had been promoted to Lieutenant, one of the youngest in the department’s history, shortly thereafter.


  “Furthermore, for the very reasons of discretion I just outlined,” said White, “you’re flying solo on this one. Eyes only to me and I do mean these baby browns, starting with your Unusual Occurrence Report and right through your Fives.” The captain pointed to eyes that, as usual, were perpetually shaded by sunglasses, even indoors. “And if Malecki or Finnegan wants to know what you’re up to, you refer them to me, understand?” Malecki and Finnegan were White’s two deputies, pale, resentful Starbucks and Stubbs to his dark Ahab. “Anyway, Andretti’s got enough to do on the work you two already have. How’s your mama?”


  The segue took him by surprise until he remembered the confidential report he had filed overnight on his run-in with a prowler at his mother’s apartment in Queens. “She’s okay,” said Byrne, although in truth he was not so sure. His mother’s neighborhood was getting worse every day, and the episode last night had put his nerves on edge. “I think I scared him off.”


  “Well, you never know. And she’s your mama, the only one you got. Don’t you never forget that. But this ain’t the 19th century anymore, and you can’t just go around taking potshots at anybody who pisses you off. You’re the best detective I got, but try to control that Irish temper of yours, will you? There’s going to come a time when I won’t be able to shield your fat Hibernian butt anymore.”


  Byrne ignored the homily but silently accepted the criticism. How could he not? The captain was indeed covering his ass on this one. Unauthorized discharge of a firearm—his second offense—was serious business; he was lucky he wasn’t back on administrative leave, just like last time or, worse, pounding a beat. Fortunately, the guy had disappeared into the night.


  “So,” said White, stretching and rising, “if you want to keep that rep from getting into the newspapers and forwarded to the Civilian Complaint Review Board, I suggest you get on the case asap. I think you catch my drift. And remember that no matter who this guy was, right now he’s just another homicide victim in a city that gets two thousand of his brothers and sisters a year. And you’re a homicide detective. So go detect something.”


  Byrne took the hint and got up to leave.


  “And Frankie, one other thing,” said White, just before he closed the door. Byrne could feel White’s eyes upon him, sunglasses or no sunglasses. “I know that, in this city especially, the victim is always presumed to be a saint. But when you’ve been in the business as long as I have, you know that in the end everybody gets what’s coming to him. This guy was in the wrong place at the wrong time for the right reason, and it’s your job to find out why. What have I always told you? That the most uncomplicated explanation usually turns out to be the correct one. It’s that simple.”


  Byrne wasn’t so sure about that, which is why he hadn’t mentioned the photograph.


  Chapter Three


  Midtown Manhattan

  Thursday, October 18, 1990; 3:00 P.M.


  “Mr. Pilgersen will see you now.”


  The tall, blonde Danish secretary was gorgeous, like all Danes. As he was ushered into the consul general’s office, Byrne wondered what they put in their gene pool to keep it so clean.


  Consuls general, Byrne knew, generally did two things: they hustled trade and they ran spies. These jobs were often complementary. Aside from the United Nations, New York City lacked Washington’s diplomatic cachet, but it was still home to one of the largest populations of intelligence agents on earth. Where there were spies there must be secrets, and the Big Apple had plenty of those—commercial and industrial secrets, trade policy secrets and plain old political secrets. Through the FBI and the Intelligence Division of the New York City Police Department and its Office of Special Investigations, the Americans spied on the Soviets. With the KGB, the GRU and their representatives at the United Nations, the Soviets spied on the Americans. Meanwhile, the Europeans spied on each other and the Israelis spied on everybody.


  Byrne’s mind was still on the pretty secretary, or executive assistant, or whatever secretaries were calling themselves these day to improve their self-esteem, when he found himself shaking hands with Nils Pilgersen. Were her eyes blue? Was she wearing a bra? What was that perfume? “Please sit down, Lieutenant Byrne,” the consul was saying. His peremptory tone brought him back to reality, and Byrne sat. “How can I help you?”


  “Well, for starters,” he began, “you can clear up a little mystery for me.” His tone was firm but friendly.


  “A pleasure, Lieutenant.” Pilgersen’s manner and tone indicated that he was a man who was generally very pleased, or at least contented, with himself.


  “I believe you’re already aware that a man was found murdered upstate this morning, and that a car with diplomatic tags was found near the body.”


  “Is that right?” said Pilgersen. “I think Miss Bentsen mentioned something about that to me, but I’m not sure I see how—”


  “Well sir,” Byrne said, not waiting or the obligatory disclaimer, “we’ve run a check on the vehicle and it appears that it was registered to the consulate in the name of one of your employees, a Mr. Edwin A. Paine. Ring a bell?”


  Now Pilgersen looked him straight in the eye. “You must be mistaken,” he said. “We have no one here by that name.”


  “But—” objected Byrne.


  “I suggest you reconfirm your information,” said Pilgersen. “Surely you don’t expect me to believe that the New York State Department of Motor Vehicles never makes a mistake.”


  Well, he had a point there. “They’re quite sure, Mr. Pilgersen.”


  “That may be so,” said Pilgersen, “but the fact remains that there is no Edwin Paine employed by the Danish government, either here or at our UN mission.”


  “Then how do you explain the fact that his car has diplomatic plates identifying it as Danish?” inquired Byrne.


  “I’m sure I don’t know its significance,” said Pilgersen implacably, and started making little flapping motions with his hands, as if he were shooing away a particularly pesky fly. “Therefore I’m afraid that unless you can convince me otherwise, our interview, like all good things, must come to an end.”


  Byrne disliked getting the high hat, especially from foreigners. “Maybe these will help jog your memory,” he said, passing a couple of Mancuso’s crime-scene photographs across the clean desk.


  Pilgersen had the opportunity to view the body fore and aft, and there was a separate shot of the love aid that they had extracted from the corpse. “Good God,” exclaimed the consul. Like most Scandinavians, he pronounced the word as if it had an umlaut: güd.


  “Do you recognize this man?” asked Byrne.


  Instead of answering, Pilgersen jabbed at his intercom with one practiced fat finger. “Miss Bentsen,” he ordered. Five seconds later the door opened and in she walked. “This is Lieutenant Byrne,” said Pilgersen by way of introduction.


  “Hello,” she said. “I’m Ingrid.” In true Scandinavian fashion, she didn’t pronounce the final “d,” and so it came out sounding like Ing-ree. Taler de Dansk?”


  “I’m quite sure the Lieutenant is innocent of any knowledge of Danish, Miss Bentsen,” said Pilgersen, handing the photos to his assistant.


  “Just kidding,” she said, just before she sucked in her breath in a single quick gasp and brought her hand up to her wide mouth.


  Pilgersen nodded gravely in Byrne’s direction. “It is, of course, very difficult to speak with certainty based on these photographs,” he said, “but it would appear that this man may indeed be familiar to us. I’m sorry, Lieutenant, to have been so abrupt with you at first, but you understand that in cases like this, where there is a possibility of international repercussions, the best policy is always to err on the side of caution.”


  “Spoken like a true diplomat,” said Byrne. “So you do recognize this individual?”


  “The body appears to—and please note for the record that at this point I am only saying that it appears to—bear a resemblance to a member of my staff.” He seemed agitated, but diplomatically so.


  “And that would be?” prompted Byrne.


  “That would be Egil Ekdahl,” said the secretary, Ingrid. Like many Nordics, she had a tawny, almost golden cast to her skin.


  “Yes,” agreed Pilgersen, “Mr. Egil Ekdahl, our associate cultural attaché.”


  “Can you spell that for me, please?” asked Byrne, and Pilgersen did. “I would be very grateful if you could come down to the medical examiner’s office this afternoon to take a look and help us make sure. If you’re squeamish, you can view the body over closed-circuit TV.” That was the way they were handling IDs now; it was amazing how many stiffs went flying when the nearest and dearest started indulging their grief.


  “Of course, my dear, Lieutenant, I would be happy to,” replied Pilgersen. “Well, perhaps happy is not exactly the correct word to describe my emotions regarding this most unpleasant situation, but you will have to forgive my sometimes unidiomatic command of your language. Will you please excuse me and Miss Bentsen for a moment while we speak in Danish? Thank you.”


  The pair babbled away in a guttural tongue for a few moments. “You may go now, Miss Bentsen,” said Pilgersen finally, in English. The secretary shut the door so quietly that for a moment Byrne thought she was still in the room.


  “I need to know all about this Mr. Ekdahl—or Mr. Paine, or whoever he is,” said Byrne, bluntly. He hated when people spoke foreign languages in front of him; his mother, who was born in Poland but never spoke anything but English at home, had always told him that it was rude. “I need to find out whether he went looking for his fate or it came looking for him. And I’d like to begin with the issue of his name.”


  To his surprise, the consul let out a deep sigh, as if he were glad a long-running charade was suddenly over. “Lieutenant Byrne, you are a man of the world,” he began.


  “Not of your world, Mr. Pilgersen.”


  “Our worlds are perhaps not as different as you think.”


  “I don’t get to Oslo very often. Or Stockholm.” He wasn’t sure if either one of those cities was in Denmark, but they must be close.


  The consul general ignored his ignorance. “That’s not at all what I mean. What I mean is simply that we’ve both seen something of life, perhaps even of the darker side of life, and we haven’t flinched.”


  “In my line of work, you flinch, you’re dead.”


  “Well put, Lieutenant Byrne, well put. Let me start again.” His voice fell a decibel level. “Mr. Ekdahl, while an exemplary diplomat in every respect—and I would like to emphasize the word every—had, or so I am given to understand, a private life that, shall we say, he preferred to keep private, a private life that may have sometimes led him down a path that would be, as it were, to everybody’s taste. Especially in this country,” he added as an afterthought.


  “So…?” asked Byrne, not quite sure where this particular track was leading. “What kind of private life? One involving castration and the creative use of dildos?”


  Pilgersen blushed like a schoolgirl at the words; some man of the world, thought Byrne. “Well, I don’t of course have any firsthand knowledge of these things myself, if you know what I mean, but I believe that Mr. Ekdahl was a man of sophisticated sensibilities.”


  “Sexual sensibilities, you mean,” interjected Byrne.


  “Er, yes, and from time to time exhibited certain, um, predilections in, er, establishments where his, ah, sensibilities could be indulged and attended to with the utmost, um, discretion.” Pilgersen’s hands suddenly rushed for each other and, mating, bounced up and down on his spotless teak desk. “It would not surprise me at all that, for security purposes, he might have used a nom de plume, so to speak, although this particular name of Paine is unknown to me.”


  “What is its significance, do you suppose?” asked Byrne.


  “That, too, I am unaware of,” said Pilgersen.


  “And do you always let your personnel run around under false names?”


  “Actually, Lieutenant,” confessed Pilgersen, his voice falling, “although I was frankly unaware of this particular name, there was a private understanding which Mr. Ekdahl and I had regarding security. I didn’t want him getting into any difficulties that could, could—come back to trouble him at his place of employment.”


  “Exactly which kind of predilections are we talking about here?” asked Byrne, referring to his notes to make sure he had spelled it correctly; it was not a word he heard very often in interviews. “And what kind of establishments?” Sometimes he was deliberately obtuse, and other times it just came naturally.


  “I hope you understand that I’m not entirely at liberty, nor am I under any obligation, to discuss the personal lives of my staff with you, Lieutenant,” said Pilgersen. “Suffice it to say that Mr. Ekdahl was a young man and like all young men he sometimes lived dangerously and thought he would live forever.”


  “So he thought he was God. What else can you tell me about the deceased?” asked Byrne. “What did he do around here, for example?”


  Pilgersen settled back in his capacious leather chair; Byrne could tell at a glance that it wasn’t Naugahyde. He seemed grateful to steer the conversation away from sex and back to business. “Mr. Ekdahl’s duties, like those of any consular cultural attaché, largely concern, or, alas, concerned, the promotion of Danish culture in the United States—Danish art, music, theater, things like that.”


  Byrne didn’t know Denmark had a culture beyond Victor Borge and Hans Christian Andersen. He permitted himself a small sarcasm: “Was that a big job?”


  “Oh, yes, indeed.” The irony sailed over Pilgersen’s head like a fly ball into the right-field seats at Yankee Stadium. “We Danes are tired of being thought of as just another indistinguishable chunk of socialized Scandinavia, with pretty girls, workers on permanent psychological sick leave and an exaggerated affinity for alcohol—a ‘white bread’ country, as you Americans say. Mr. Ekdahl’s task was the promulgation and furtherance of Danish culture in the United States.”


  Byrne had a sudden inspiration. “Did you ever see that William Castle movie—what was it called?—about the Danish guy in Solvang, California—I hear there’s a lot of Danes there—who was really a she? Or maybe it was a girl who was really a he, I forget. Anyway, the same he/she played both the brother and the sister until in the end it turns out that…”


  “I’m a busy man, Lieutenant,” admonished Pilgersen. “I don’t have time for the cinema.”


  “Sorry,” apologized Byrne. “How long had Ekdahl been working here?”


  “Almost a year. He came to us in November, I think—let me see, I can tell you exactly.” Pilgersen rummaged in a desk drawer, but Byrne was sitting too far away to see what was in it. “I’m just looking for last year’s diary—ah, here it is.” He flipped through the leather-bound Filofax expertly. “Yes, it was November 22, 1989. I remember now because his flight was delayed, and so he arrived on a Tuesday instead of a Monday.”


  “The day JFK died,” said Byrne.


  “Surely your late President was killed many years before 1989,” objected Pilgersen.


  Byrne snapped out of his reverie. “Right,” he said. “It was in 1963. But that date tends to stick in the mind of any American old enough to remember where they were when they heard the news. Even though I was only six, I remember my father crying—”


  “I’m sorry,” Pilgersen brusquely; he had detected the nostalgia in Byrne’s voice and was seeking to preempt any wallowing. He turned his flippers palms up and shrugged. “But that was a long time ago.”


  “Yes,” agreed Byrne. “It was a long time ago. So…what kind of a guy was this Mr. Ekdahl?”


  “Mr. Ekdahl is, or was, a fine young man,” said Pilgersen, “a rising star in our consular service and an outstanding emissary of my government. I don’t mind telling you privately that he was being groomed for bigger and better things. I remember asking him just after he settled here what he liked best about New York. Do you know what he said? ‘The intellectual climate.’ Those were his exact words.”


  Byrne had to laugh. “Pardon me for saying this, Mr. Pilgersen, but a dildo up your bum doesn’t seem to have much to do with the intellectual climate.”


  Pilgersen shrugged. Foreigners, Byrne decided, were not just the same as you and me, even if their skin color was. He had never spent any time in Europe, but from his experience with Europeans, he would rather take his chances with Americans of any shade than with a “white” European. Good guys or bad, Americans of every race could be counted on to react to the same set of stimuli in more or less the same way. Europeans, however, were another matter entirely. You never knew what the hell they were going to say, or do.


  “Did Ekdahl have any enemies?” asked Byrne. “Anyone ever make any threats against him or the consulate?”


  “One of the advantages of being Danish,” said Pilgersen, “is that aside from the omnipresent Germans one has very few natural enemies. We Scandinavians try to wend our way through the thickets of East-West relations by giving as little offense as possible. So I don’t believe for a moment that this murder was politically motivated in any way.”


  “Then was there anything unusual about his manner or movements over the past few days? Any unexplained absences, for example? A phone call that upset him? His mommy make him come home early one night? Any detail, however small, that you can remember would be very helpful.”


  “He was away for a week or so last month—on holiday in Europe,” said Pilgersen. “But I can’t be expected to be held, how do you say in English, accountable for the activities of my staffers when they are off duty, now can I?”


  “But no one worried when Ekdahl didn’t show up for work yesterday?” asked Byrne.


  “I allow my staff a certain degree of latitude, Lieutenant.”


  “I’m sure you do,” said Byrne. “But the fact remains that your gift of liberty gave Mr. Ekdahl death.” The man was getting under his skin. “Much as it may surprise you, we really do try to solve these murders in New York.”


  “I’m glad to hear that, Lieutenant,” said Pilgersen, unruffled. “Because I can assure you my government will be extremely interested in a speedy and expeditious resolution to this case.”


  “And not just yours,” said Byrne, watching to see what effect his words were having. “Mine, too. For some reason, Washington is taking a great deal of interest in this case, and if there’s one thing I don’t like it’s people looking over my shoulder while I’m working. What is it about Mr. Ekdahl that’s got everybody so damn interested?”


  Pilgersen’s poker face remained in place. “Diplomatic murder goes to the very heart of the international social compact, Lieutenant. I would hope you would extend the same diligence to any foreign government.”


  “And I would,” replied Byrne. “And yet there’s something going on here I don’t quite understand yet. I realize that even sophisticated European sensibilities can sometimes get out of hand, and that what starts out all in good fun can get a little crazy. But look at these pictures again. What this murder most reminds me of is a kind of human sacrifice, like an early Christian martyr. The expression on his face is…well, beatific.”


  “Indeed, Lieutenant, indeed.” Impulsively, Pilgersen stabbed for the buzzer on the office intercom again. “Miss Bentsen,” he said, “could you please clear a couple of hours in my schedule this afternoon?” He looked at Byrne expectantly, as if waiting for applause. “So that I might meet you later at the morgue to make a positive identification.”


  “It won’t be pleasant,” said Byrne. “I think you’ll find that in person it’s a lot worse than it looks in these pictures.”


  “I think I can maintain my composure,” said Pilgersen. “What else do you need?”


  “Ekdahl’s medical and dental records would help,” said Byrne. “His dossier, too—you can black out whatever you need to for security purposes, but I’d appreciate it if it wasn’t too much, because I’ll need his personal history—where he was born, name of parents and next of kin, stuff like that. A list of friends and contacts, where he liked to go to eat, hobbies. You know what I mean.”


  Pilgersen shook his head at the wonder of it all. “I’ll get my staff on it right away. Our files are models of comprehensiveness, Lieutenant, and can I assure you that you’ll know his favorite flavor of ice cream by the time you’re through.”


  “I’ll also need photos of Ekdahl: passport, ID cards, candids, whatever you’ve got. You never know what’s going to help. One time I was working a homicide and you know what cracked it for me? A dog collar that the husband had taken off the family St. Bernard and wrapped around his girlfriend’s throat when he strangled her during sex. The wife had another one at home just like it.”


  “Amazing.” Pilgersen didn’t really seem to be amazed. He rummaged around in a drawer, came up with a copy of Ekdahl’s passport photo and handed it to Byrne. “I’ll see what else we can find.”


  “Yeah, you just never fuckin’ know. Excuse me, sir.” The vulgarity was deliberate.


  Pilgersen remained unruffled by Byrne’s crudeness. “Don’t worry,” he said, “I’ve heard words like that before. We have them in Danish, too. They’re almost the same.”


  “You speak any other languages?” asked Byrne, taking advantage of the opening. “I always think it’s so great when a guy can speak two or three languages. I took French in school myself, and my mom speaks Polish and a little German, but none of it stuck. Byrne chuckled. “Use it or lose it, like they say.”


  “I speak French, German, Italian and Russian,” Pilgersen volunteered.


  “In addition to English and Danish,” added Byrne. “Russian, you say?”


  “Our diplomatic service requires fluency in the five basic European languages. Those would be German, French, Italian and English—and Russian,” replied Pilgersen. “Very few people speak Danish outside Denmark, so we Danes need learn the other fellow’s tongue. We’re very much like our fellow Scandinavians in that respect. Hungarians, too. Linguists to a man. Or to a fault. Your mother speaks Polish? Isn’t that a bit unusual?”


  “For an American, you mean?” asked Byrne. “She was born in Poland, came over here as a young woman.”


  “Really? I never would have guessed.” For the first time, Byrne seemed to be defeating Pilgersen’s expectations of him. “You Americans are such, such…”


  “Mongrels?” suggested Byrne.


  “Internationalists,” corrected Pilgersen. “Within each of yourselves, you contain the whole world.”


  “E pluribus unum, and all that jazz,” said Byrne. “Just out of curiosity, what languages did Ekdahl speak?”


  “The same as I,” replied Pilgersen.


  “Russian, too?”


  “Yes, of course,” said Pilgersen. “He is, or was, a very good linguist. Very güd.” That sound again, like a cow mooing.


  “Thank you very much for your time, Mr. Pilgersen,” said Byrne, rising. “Let’s plan to meet at the Medical Examiner’s office at, say, five?”


  “Five o’clock will be fine. And I’ll let you know as soon as I’ve gathered what you need.” Pilgersen started to get up, in order to usher him out.


  “One more thing,” said Byrne, as if he had just remembered. “Do either of these women seem familiar to you?” He tossed the photo he had found in Ekdahl’s car onto the diplomat’s desk.


  Pilgersen gave it only a cursory glance and shook his head. “No,” he said, returning it, and Byrne believed him.


  Byrne was halfway out the door when he stopped. “I just remembered the name of that movie,” he said.


  “Movie?” asked Pilgersen.


  “The transvestite one. The one I was talking about earlier? It’s called Homicidal. You ought to check it out. I mean, you being Danish and all.”


  “I’ll do just that, Lieutenant,” Pilgersen assured him. “Just as soon as I am able.”


  He could see the blonde secretary bending deliciously over a filing cabinet in the anteroom. Her skirt was tight across her appealingly round backside. She turned and gave him a playful little smile as he closed Pilgersen’s office door behind him. He pointed a finger at her, an imaginary gun that went off with an imaginary bang.


  “I’m preparing the information you requested,” she told him, “and Mr. Pilgersen has asked me to get it to you personally.”


  “I appreciate that,” said Byrne. “Why don’t I just come by and pick it up whenever it’s ready?”


  Her voice fell to a conspiratorial whisper. “I’m afraid that won’t be possible. The consul general has said that while he is more than willing to cooperate with you in every way, in the interests of security you must not be seen collecting this dossier from us directly. I’m to give it to you myself, off-premises. Vil De ikke besøge mig imorgen?”


  “Say what?” It appeared she enjoyed torturing him.


  “Sorry,” she giggled. “That means, could we possibly meet tomorrow?”


  “Where?”


  “Do you know the Hunt Club? It’s that new place on East Fifty-third Street between Park and Lex.” Park and Lex; it was amazing how quickly even Danes could become New Yorkers.


  “Right. Fifty-third between Park and Lex.”


  “There’s no sign, so I’ll wait outside. Besides, they might not let you in.”


  “You’d be surprised the places a smile, a shoeshine, a badge and a .38 can get you into. What time?”


  “Shall we say nine o’clock? There won’t be much happening before nine, and even that might be a little early.”


  “Make it ten, if you want.”


  “Ten it is, then,” she said, and turned back to her work. “Don’t forget your dancing shoes. I love to foxtrot.”


  Chapter Four


  Hell’s Kitchen

  Thursday, October 18, 1990; 11:00 P.M.


  The murder was the lead story on all five local New York City television stations that evening. “Tonight on Eyewitness News: a naked and mutilated body is found dead upstate, and police are following clues that may lead them down diplomatic corridors in Manhattan and Washington,” said a sober, stern-faced, standard-issue Asian-American anchorwoman in her best how-can-things-like-this-happen-here-but-aren’t-you-glad-they-do-as-long-as-they’re-not-happening-to-you? manner, introducing the videotape. Outside One Police Plaza, a reporter was talking quietly and earnestly into a microphone, as if he were broadcasting a golf match and someone was lining up a difficult putt.


  “We don’t have many details as yet, Keisha, but police are saying”—for no syntactical reason, he emphasized the word “are”—“that the body of an unidentified white male was discovered near Ramapo in Rockland County at about eight o’clock this morning by a group of local men who had gone hunting.” He looked serious, but delighted to be there on such a good story, what with a white victim and all.


  Some film showed the clearing where the corpse had been found. “The nude body was found with its throat cut, and had been shot several times in the head, execution style, as well.” It seemed to delight one and all that the body was unclothed when found, as if that somehow made its death saucy. The reporter’s voice-over continued with some aimless empty footage of grass and trees, a quick glimpse of the abandoned BMW, a view of the Brandmelder house, some old tires and a refrigerator lying in the yard, and then Jimmy Brandmelder’s homely face filled the screen. He looked uneasy. “Well, we heard the dogs barkin’ and Billy and me went to take a look and we saw him jus’ lyin’ there dead.”


  “How did you feel?” asked the reporter, who had rushed back to the city in time to drop off his tape and get downtown for his standup.


  “Scared.” Jimmy giggled nervously. Behind him, the viewer could make out a rusted, but formerly green, 1976 Plymouth Bonneville up on cinder blocks. All of its wheels and one of the doors were missing and the seats were ripped out. “Excited.”


  The reporter’s face suddenly intruded. “The extensive mutilation will make identification extremely difficult, but one possible clue to the victim’s identity is a late-model BMW found abandoned nearby. The vehicle bears diplomatic license plates which indicate it is registered to the Danish consulate in Manhattan, and we’ve been told that police are investigating the possibility that the victim may have been a diplomat, attached either to the consulate or to the Danish mission to the United Nations.”


  Cut to a shot of Pilgersen, studiously ignoring the cameras as he went up the steps to his office at 885 Second Avenue after returning from the morgue. Reporters were shouting questions at him—“Anybody missing lately?” was one—but he said nothing, waving them away with a dismissive flap of his fat hand. The camera followed his stately procession up to the door of the consulate, and happily recorded its commentless closing.


  Then to Byrne, standing on the sidewalk outside police headquarters. Behind him, in the distance, loomed Brooklyn Bridge. “We are working in full cooperation with the Rockland County authorities and the New York State Police,” said Byrne, his rank and name superimposed by the Chyron generator in the studio. “At this time we have no suspects, but the investigation is continuing.” His face betrayed no emotion. It wasn’t supposed to. He knew the drill.


  So did the reporters. “Has the victim been identified yet?” one of the other television reporters shouted. “That information is unavailable at this time,” Byrne said. His accent was pure Sunnyside, the heart of Irish Queens: Dat information iz un’vailable at dis toyme.


  The reporters, however spoke fluent Queens and Byrne’s answer threw them into a frenzy. “Could this be a Mob hit?” “What about an act of terrorism?” “Is there any evidence of foreign involvement?” “Will the FBI be called in?” The questions came in waves, but Byrne wasn’t answering them any more than Pilgersen had.


  “Have the next of kin been notified?” Byrne always marveled at the dumb things reporters could ask. “At the present time,” he concluded imperturbably, with the obligatory one-answer-fits-all, “we are making every attempt to positively identify the victim.”


  Byrne waved away further questions and started to leave, but the newshounds were persistent. “Lieutenant Byrne, if the body really is that of a diplomat, what would be the political implications of such a murder? Isn’t this going to make foreign governments even more wary of sending their people to New York?” The reporter, an earnest young man with an embarrassing mustache, made sure he got into the picture with the famous homicide detective.


  “I do not want to speculate on that or anything else at this time, but you can be assured that all available leads will be followed up and every pertinent bit of information will be thoroughly investigated,” said Byrne, a past master of the passive voice, as all cops were. “That’s all for now,” he told the pack, holding up his hand for emphasis. “When we find out more, you’ll be the first to know. Trust me.”


  The reporter again: “As you can see, Keisha, the police aren’t saying much. But sources tell Eyewitness News that the case has been given the highest priority, possibly as a result of pressure from the State Department in Washington. And the fact that Detective Byrne, who as you recall handled the spectacular Jaime Coloredo assassination case two years ago, is in charge of the investigation is another strong indication that the diplomatic community may be involved. Time will tell.” The reporter looked earnestly into the camera. “This is Mike McIhatton reporting for Channel 7, Eyewitness News.”


  The anchorwoman moved on to a fire in the Bronx that had killed a thirty-eight-year-old grandmother and three small children, all of whom had different last names. Her tone did not change, nor did her somber expression. Coverage on the other channels was nearly identical, the news readers each faking regret over this senseless and tragic waste of human life. Thank God there was always a cute item to follow. On Channel 7 it was about the wedding of two three-hundred-pounders in Sioux City, Iowa, who were married by a two-hundred-and-ninety-five-pound justice of the peace; after the ceremony, all three were stuck in an elevator for an hour and a half, and the groom had to be treated for heart palpitations at a local hospital, where the honeymoon was now being celebrated. There was a shot of the bride on a hospital bed near her husband, snacking and smoking a cigarette.


  Byrne decided he didn’t look too bad considering he never photographed well. He supposed he could be warmer on the tube, although next to that dead fish Pilgersen he looked positively chummy. Doreen, whose downtown art world routinely encompassed celebrity buyers and sellers, would not be impressed by today’s minor brush with celebrity. His mother would care more, but then mothers were supposed to. Considering that Irene Byrne spent most of her waking hours watching television, it was a special proof of her son’s continued existence on the only medium she really trusted. Whether she cared about his continued existence was another matter. As much as he loved her, he had never been any good at confronting his mother. Now he was going to have to. Even if she was the only person in the world he was afraid of.


  It was rare for him to have a chance to watch the six o’clock news, the daily urban diary of fires, private plane crashes, bank robberies, jewel thefts, random shootings, drug arrests, rapes, muggings and murders. For five minutes each evening, either before or after the stories about Madonna and Michael Jackson, calamity in all its multitudinous forms filled the small screen, its resultant misery writ large on the face of the victims, who were taking the decline of urban America on the chin.


  But Doreen was attending a function tonight, a party he would have had no desire to attend even were he invited, which he was not. Doreen moved in a fast crowd and there were times and places when Byrne as her boyfriend simply did not exist. He tried not to take it personally, but having a cop at a party where cocaine might possibly be imbibed, or where some specially solicited, good-looking women might be present who just might be available later for the going rate of two hundred dollars an hour—well, inviting a cop to such a party would be considered gauche. He could respect that. It wasn’t his job to stop all the crime in New York.


  And so he was home, in his bachelor walkup at 736 Tenth Avenue, right above the old Sunbrite bar. The neighborhood was run down and seedy, a series of drab four-and five-story tenements. Nowadays the real estate brokers and yuppies were trying to call it Clinton, but to Byrne and several generation of Irishmen it was and always would be Hell’s Kitchen, the toughest neighborhood in Manhattan. There was none of the shabby romance of Little Italy or even the piquancy of the Lower East Side about Hell’s Kitchen; its dreary avenues and desolate side streets proclaimed their former proximity to the elevated railroad tracks that used to run down the middle of Ninth Avenue, and the old Hudson River Railroad freight tracks on Eleventh Avenue—Death Avenue to its denizens. The inhabitants had always been among the lowest of the low: first German and Irish, later Italian and Puerto Rican. From the Thirties to the Sixties west of Eighth Avenue, this was the area in which cops feared to tread and for long stretches of the 19th century, they simply avoided it and left the murderous poor to their own devices. At the turn of the century parts of it had been a middle-class black neighborhood, but the opening of Harlem had allowed the white slums to encroach from the west. By any name, Hell’s Kitchen was a pit and probably always would be.


  The Sunbrite, though, had a special connotation. It was where Mickey Featherstone, Jimmy Coonan and Eddie “The Butcher” Cummiskey, nice Irish boys all and the pride of the Westies, once passed around a milk carton containing a victim’s genitals and laughed their asses off. Three dickheads chortling at a dick where once real studs like Owney Madden and Mad Dog Coll had roamed. At least if the Westies were still around he would have some companionship, even if it is was bad; now he had only the beer in the refrigerator and the tube. Idly, he reached for the Manhattan telephone directory while a commercial was on, searching for inspiration and looked under the letter “P.”


  Byrne never assumed any name was simply a random alias. The most vivid imagination couldn’t top some of the names you found in the phone book. There was Anil Shitole, U Phuket, Gustav Prick and dozens more. There used to be an ongoing contest among the detectives to see who come up with the most unintentionally obscene name but with the influx of Asians and Indians in the past decade, there were now just too damn many candidates. Once the immigrants saw the humor in their surnames and started changing them the challenge would be back. U Phuket, indeed.


  There was no Edwin Paine, Edward Paine, Eddie Paine, or E. Paine; a call to 411 proved there was no unlisted Paine, either. There was a Peter Paine, DDS, but that was unlikely to be his man. He turned his attention to the letter E. Edelstein, Sidney. Edwards, C., M.D. Eisenach, Franz. There it was: Ekdahl, E., on East Seventy-seventh Street. He cross-referenced the address with the city directory he kept at home, but at first glance there was nothing unusual about the parade of names in the building. Davis, Moody, Goldstein, Van Zandt…the usual New York City ethnic soup. At lead he knew Ekdahl existed, unlike Paine.


  He flipped through the cable channels on the remote control. CNN was boring its audience with footage from the latest bus accident in Bangladesh, while ESPN was running highlights from a bodybuilding contest. HBO and Cinemax had the umpteenth reruns of movies nobody wanted to see in the first place: early Tom Cruise—he must have been about fourteen when he made that picture—as and a stupefying Clint Eastwood vehicle about stealing a Russian plane. Right: that was believable. Channel J, the public-access station sometimes had some diverting programming, but he was bored with Robin Byrd and the ads for the escort agencies that alternated with clips from old black-and-white stag films of the fifties.


  But, against all odds, somebody was saying something interesting on C-SPAN:


  “A whole new generation of Soviet defectors will be expected to ante up far more than in the past.” The man being interviewed was a retired CIA officer named Donald Jameson, and he looked appropriately grave. “The answers we’re going to get will be brought out by individuals who have realized you can’t claim political asylum any more, but if you bring over a fat enough file you can make a deal. It’s the last valuable capital they have.”


  The interviewer pondered this intelligence for a moment. “What exactly are you saying?” he asked.


  Jameson replied: “What I mean is that no longer can a Soviet defector expect to welcomed here just by virtue of being a defector. The Yurchenko case was such an embarrassment for all concerned that the CIA and the FBI are taking a much longer look at the bona fides of walk-ons these days.”


  “Walk-ons?”


  “Agents with whom we have not had a previous relationship, who show up unexpectedly on our doorstep, full of promises. What I’m saying is that from now on they’re going to have to come across with the goods, in the form of hard intelligence—files, documents, photographs—that would otherwise be unobtainable.”


  The interviewer seemed worried. “Isn’t that dangerous? I mean, defecting has always been hazardous, but how do you expect a KGB agent to smuggle files and photographs out of the Soviet Union when they are so closely watched? Wouldn’t that be terribly risky?”


  “That’s their problem,” said Jameson.


  Chapter Five


  Hell’s Kitchen

  Friday, October 19, 1990; 6:00 A.M.


  In his dream, Byrne was running as fast as he could, running toward a voice whose owner he could not see, but whose presence he could feel.


  “What is it, Francis?” said the voice. “Hurry and tell me.”


  There was a stitch in his side, but he kept running because he was afraid—afraid of what had happened and afraid that if he stopped, the voice would stop too, and then he would be all alone, forever.


  “Come on, boy,” said the voice again, a man’s voice, deep and rich and resonant with masculinity and authority. “Hurry up.”


  The pain was greater now, but he was trying to ignore it. If he could just keep moving one leg in front of the other; this running couldn’t last forever, and when it stopped, the pain would stop.


  “I can’t any more,” he heard himself saying. “I’m tired.”


  “Yes, you can,” said the voice, sternly. “Try harder. Be a man.”


  He was running down a long corridor, a dark tunnel, the one he and Tommy and the other guys had been playing in: tunnels of water lines and sewer pipes and steam vents that were like a subterranean world beneath the streets of Queens. Once in a while a workman would leave a manhole cover ajar, and then he and Tommy and some of the other kids in the neighborhood would get a crowbar and pry it off and scramble down inside. It was more fun than stickball.


  A rivulet of water ran down the middle of the sewers, and you tried not to step in it because for sure it was gross and you could get the crud, but the tunnel was wide enough that even the klutziest kid could straddle the water and scoot right along. At first they didn’t go very far, never venturing too distant from the light cast by the open manhole cover, but after a while, everybody got braver, and sometimes they went really far, past the point where the tunnels converged, and they could hear the cars rumbling above them, and they were sure they had to be near Manhattan by now.


  No matter how far they went, though, they never went so far that they couldn’t see the light. Even on a cloudy day, the light from the manhole seemed like a beacon. Nobody wanted to admit that they were scared of the dark or anything, but not even Tommy, who was the bravest of the bunch, would ever let the manhole’s light entirely out of his sight. That’s why they always had Johnny Zinka or one of the other guys who weren’t quite full-fledged members of the gang guarding the manhole cover, to yell in case any Sanitation Department worker came by and tried to put it back in place, which wasn’t very likely because those guys were always goofing off, talking to the girls in the neighborhood. Once, he overheard Mrs. Duffy gossiping that Jennifer Doran had gotten knocked up by one of them back behind McGuffin’s garage, although everybody else always assumed it was that punky Shanahan kid back from college. In fact, once your eyes got used to it and you realized that it wasn’t pitch dark underground, you could even see stuff. Like Coke cans and cigarette butts and sneakers and old waterlogged magazines that never turned out to be Playboy but sometimes were National Geographic, which was almost as good. Or like the pair of panties he, Francis, had found once, right beneath the storm drain, and of course they all sniffed them to see if they could smell anything. Like the gun Tommy had just found.
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