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THEY WERE HAVING LUNCH AT FOUR IN THE MORNING, SITTING IN THE  unmarked, a black Dodge Fury double-parked on the south side of Forty-seventh Street just west of Tenth. Nash, in the driver’s seat, had a couple of chili dogs and a can of Pepsi. Next to him, Cooley was eating an Italian hero and drinking a large white coffee. It was early March and chilly, with a persistent rain, and they had left the engine running and turned on the wipers and the defroster. The car was warm, the windows were clear.

 Infrequently, for it was a Sunday night, a car came down the street, slowing to pass the unmarked, and when that happened, both men stopped eating. Nash checked the rearview, and Cooley craned his neck and looked behind him and followed the vehicle as it splashed past. They were looking for a particular car, a van actually, dark blue with white lettering. It belonged to a guy—whom some other guy had told a third guy about—who was planning to run in tonight from Virginia with a big load of pistols and automatic rifles to a place on Forty-seventh between Ninth and Tenth. Three other cars were stationed at various places around this part of Manhattan, so that if the guy slipped past the anticrime team that was setting up to make the grab, and ran, there would be cars in position to block the escape.

 Nash stole a glance at his partner, who had not said five words since coming back to the car from the all-night joint with their meal. Cooley’s brow was flexed, and his jaw was working rather more than crushing an Italian hero strictly required, indicating a certain tension. Cooley did not  like being in a blocking car. No, Detective Cooley preferred to be the first one through the door, pistol out, yelling “Freeze, freeze!” or some other hearty police exclamation. While Willie Nash considered himself as brave as it was necessary for an NYPD detective to be, and while no one had ever accused him of not pulling his load, he freely conceded that his partner was in a different class altogether in the guts department. Not exactly crazy, because Nash, who had a wife and three, would not have worked with a nut, but definitely on the unusual side. At thirty-two, Nash, though four years older than Cooley, operated as the junior partner, which he did not mind, really. It suited his flamboyant personality, and he liked the reflected glory and the lush collars you got when you hung around Cooley. Nash told himself that his part of the deal was watching Brendan’s back—a full-time job in itself—and keeping something of a lid on the younger man’s more outrageous impulses. He wondered now if Cooley was pissed at him for not doing something about the Firmo disaster, that failure being one reason why they were not on point tonight, but really, Nash thought, as he completed his first chili dog, what could he have done? First of all, Cooley had been—

 “Jesus! That’s him. There’s that motherfucker!” cried Cooley. Nash looked to his right, startled. A late-model SUV was slipping by, red, an Explorer or a Jeep.

 “Who?”

 “Lomax, who do you think? Let’s go!”

 “Cooley, we’re supposed to stay here until—”

 “We’ll be right back. Come on! Roll!” Cooley tossed his coffee out the window and the remains of his sandwich down into the footwell. Nash put the car in gear and headed after the SUV, which he now saw was a Cherokee SE with New York plates.

 “Nice car,” he observed. “You sure it was Cisco?”

 “I stared the fucker right in the face. Look at him! He’s pretending nothing’s wrong, just driving along under the limit in a car that’s got to be fucking hot as hell. Give him the lights and siren.”

 Nash stuck the red flasher on the roof and goosed the siren, a quick moan. The next sound they heard was the scream of spinning tires slipping on wet pavement. The Jeep took off, fishtailing down Forty-seventh Street. Without thinking, Nash tromped on the gas, and the Fury leaped forward, dumping his chili dog and soda all over the front seat.

 The light was red at Eleventh, but it was clear that the Jeep was going to run it, not a big surprise, and Nash did not brake either as they, too, shot through the intersection, drawing an outraged honk from a taxi. The Jeep made a big skidding right at Twelfth and headed uptown, Nash and the Fury on his tail, keeping a couple of lengths back, Nash now trying, through the pumping adrenaline, to take stock of the situation, gain some control. He should tell someone what they were doing. He should call for some backup. This was crazy. It was turning into a high-speed chase, on trail-slick roads; someone was going to get hurt, and not after some armed-bank-robber, mass-murderer type, but an asshole car-thief snitch . . .

 Thinking thus, he still accelerated, now to ninety miles an hour. At Fifty-third right by the little park, they passed two blue-and-whites parked nose-to-tail for a conversation, and seconds later both of those radio patrol cars joined the pursuit, the radio crackling with demands to know what was going on. Nash did not respond because he was driving too hard. Cooley did not either, although it was his job. The Jeep screamed up onto the Henry Hudson. It suddenly became damply cold in the Fury. Out of the corner of his eye, Nash saw that Cooley had rolled his window all the way down.

 “Closer!” he yelled over the wind blast.

 Nash saw the needle pass a hundred miles an hour, the car shaking like a blender on the scabbed asphalt typical of the city’s arterials, bits of chili flying around, his hands locked tight on the shuddering wheel, and then he saw that Cooley had his gun out, and he wanted to yell out something to make Cooley stop, but he had all he could do to keep the Fury from flying off the elevated highway. He should have stopped, he should have taken control, but he didn’t, and he could not really have told anyone why, except that every cop in the world would have understood why not.

 Nash brought the unmarked within five yards of the swerving Jeep, and Cooley began to shoot. Nash could hardly hear the flat crack of the shots, the wind filled the car so, and he lost count. He saw the rear window of the Jeep fly to pieces though, and the right rear tire come apart. The rear of the Jeep started to shimmy violently. Cooley was reloading. The Jeep drifted right, struck the guardrails, bounced back, went into a long sideways skid. Nash stepped on his brake and whipped the wheel over hard and felt, sickeningly, his rear tires break loose from the road and felt the tail of his vehicle proceed northward independently of the steering wheel. There was a grinding, metallic thump, a shudder, the scenery revolved, another crash. An enormous boom. The windshield of the Fury starred, buckled. Nash felt sharp things strike his face.

 “Brendan! What the fuck . . . !” Boom. Cooley was firing through the windshield whenever the red shape of the Cherokee came into sight. Both vehicles were out of control, bouncing across the highway and past each other like dogfighters over blitz-time London. Then a louder crash and the red car disappeared—no, there it was again for an instant—another crash, and Nash saw a shower of sparks. After a time, Nash was able to bring the Dodge to a stop.

 “Let’s go!” Cooley shouted, and leaped from the car.

 “Cooley! Goddammit! Will you wait?” Cooley did not, but ran into the dark. Nash left the unmarked, too, and found his shaking knees could barely support his weight. Shots, a bunch of them. Now he saw the Cherokee resting sadly on its right wheel rims against the left-side median barrier, with its snout pointed downtown. He saw that Cooley was running toward the stricken car in a combat crouch, firing as he went. Nash pulled out his own pistol and took in the scene. He thought he had time for that because no one seemed to be firing back at him. The unmarked had come to a stop north of the wreck. To the south, one of the blue-and-whites had stopped in the center lane, illuminating the scene with its flashing bubble-gum lights. The other blue-and-white had parked across the center lane, blocking traffic a hundred yards to the south. Good, Nash thought, at least someone  was using his brain.

 Then he heard the whick  of a bullet flying by his head and the sound of a couple of shots not from Cooley’s gun. He crouched instinctively and fired twice into the Cherokee. He saw that Cooley was creeping around the rear of the wreck, toward the passenger side. More shots. This was the negative part of being Brendan Cooley’s partner. Bent almost double, with his pistol out in front of him, Nash trotted gamely toward the left side of the vehicle. Another shot cracked past, right in front of him, and the driver’s-side rear window starred around a fat hole. Three more shots in rapid succession, and the windshield splintered. Oh, great! He screamed at the two cops in the blue-and-white to stop firing, nor was he polite about it.

 An instant later he had his right shoulder pressed tight against the wet metal of the Cherokee’s flank. He worked the door latch and swung the driver’s door out, his pistol pointing. The upper torso of a man slumped down, its lower end held in the car by the seat belt. Nash stared at the face. It was, in fact, the well-known thief, fence, and general nogoodnik Cisco Lomax, Nash was relieved to observe, or rather the exwell-known. The front of the man’s tan sweater was black with blood, and big wads of distressed tissue bulged from his face and neck. The back of the driver’s seat showed nearly a dozen little puffs of exploded filling, some still white, others as red as wound dressings; the windshield was a spiderweb, sagging in its frame.

 Nash looked up and met the eyes of his partner through the passenger-side window.

 “How is he?” asked Cooley.

 “He’s dead, Cooley.”

 “Are you sure?”

 “He took one through the head and one through the neck. That usually does the job, plus about ten or so through the back of the seat. Hey, where are you . . . ?”

 Cooley had dashed off, back to their Dodge. Nash saw that he had the radio mike in front of his face. Calling it in. Good. And here were the two cops from the first blue-and-white.

 “He’s dead, huh?” said one of them. He was a slight, dark kid who looked about seventeen, hatless, his hair glued to his forehead by the rain. Franciosa was the name on his tag.

 “Yeah. Was that you doing the shooting?”

 “My partner. I didn’t get one off.”

 “Good for you.” Nash crooked a finger at the kid’s partner, who seemed to be hanging back. The man came forward. He was a light-skinned black man a little older than Franciosa, inclined to be overweight, with a neat mustache. He stared at the hanging corpse.

 “Is he . . . ?”

 “Dead,” said Nash, “Yeah, who are you . . . Higgs? Higgs, why were you shooting bullets at me?”

 “I wasn’t shooting at you, Detective.”

 “You were, son. You might not have been aiming at me, but you were shooting at me. Did they train you on that weapon at the Academy?”

 “Sure. But the way it was . . .”

 “Well, when I was there, the instructor said, ‘Always make sure of your target and what is behind it.’ I recall it because he said it about five hundred times. I guess they left that part out when you went through. Did they?”

 “No.” Sullen now.

 “I’m glad to hear it. That last shot of yours missed my head by about two feet. What were you firing at?”

 “At the . . . at the car, you know, I thought . . .”

 “At the car?  You thought the vehicle was a danger to yourself or the public?”

 “I mean the driver. Your partner was shooting like crazy, and I thought, you know . . .”

 “That you would join in the fun. Well, you did put one through the passenger window, maybe killing the hostages back there . . .”

 The cop gaped. “Oh, shit, I didn’t now . . .”

 “No, you didn’t.” A long pause. “But in this case there weren’t any, which is your dumb good luck.”

 Why do I bother? Nash thought; let their sergeant give them the nickel lesson. Cooley was approaching, his head down, the collar of his blue nylon jacket up against the rain.

 “You call it in?”

 “Yeah.” Cooley looked at the corpse and shook his head. “The bastard tried to ram us. I had no choice. He spun the car around and headed right toward us. A big fucking car like that would’ve gone through that Fury like a ball bat through a cream pie. Christ, the two of us would’ve both been strained through the fucking radiator grille. Stolen car, too. We saw the little fuck-head in a stolen car, and we pursued. And he tried to kill us.”

 Nash saw the two uniforms exchange a glance. He could see that they knew who Cooley was and that a subtle transformation was going on in their minds, the little neural charges deposited by memory being overwritten by the story Cooley was spinning now. They were recalling how the fleeing vehicle had  spun around and become a deadly missile heading toward the unmarked, until Cooley had shot the life out of its driver, and look, the SUV had come to rest conveniently pointing south, the proper direction. Nash, too, was making the story happen in his mind, rather more self-consciously than were the two young cops, mainly because he had enough experience to understand how vulnerable the story was.

 But . . . but just maybe it had  happened that way. There had certainly been a lot of swerving around on the slick black road, and he had been totally consumed with keeping the Fury under control. He would go with it. The car had been stolen, the chase was legit. There was no point in dwelling on the fusillade Cooley had let off during the pursuit, or the shots fired after the car had stopped. Nash just prayed that some of the bullets had hit the son of a bitch from the front.

 Afterward, it was the usual mob scene. The ambulance arrived first, and then the crime-scene people crawling around, marking and retrieving shell casings and taking photographs. Five minutes later there arrived a couple of extremely unlucky homicide investigators from the Twentieth Precinct, within whose jurisdiction the event (technically a homicide) had occurred. The two of them, a thin, scholarly-looking fellow with horn-rims and a small Hispanic man built like a fire hydrant, examined what they were supposed to examine—the corpse, the corpse’s vehicle, the surrounding highway, and the cops involved. The scholarly looking one grabbed a CSU photographer and directed her along the roadway, taking photographs of skid marks and guardrail scrapes, and of the bits of metal and glass lying on the road. He also pulled a big surveyor’s tape measure from the trunk of his car and took a remarkable number of measurements. Meanwhile, his partner was directing another CSU person with a camcorder and light. They were walking slowly up and down the highway. The camcorder light beam pointed downward, and both men were bent slightly, as if making a nature film about the lives of roadway insects.

 Soon after this investigation had begun, Cooley and Nash’s shift lieutenant, Robert Maguire, drove up and looked around, carefully avoiding any contact with the two homicide detectives. He had a conversation with the four officers involved and then called the zone captain, James P. Robb, who was responsible for all detective work in a fat band across the West Side midsection of Manhattan. Robb had, of course, been in bed, and it had been a while since his last visit to a graveyard-shift crime scene, but he had driven in from the Rockland County suburb where he lived, arriving about half an hour later.

 Robb took a look around, too, and spoke with Maguire, and also did not talk to the two homicide investigators, although they knew he was there. Every cop on the scene knew that the bosses had arrived. They all exerted themselves at their tasks with exemplary zeal.

 Cooley repeated his story to Robb, using nearly the same words he had used with Maguire and the two homicide detectives. Nash and the patrolmen from the blue-and-white confirmed it in separate conversations with the two bosses. The bosses were not happy. It was late, it was raining, it was cold, and a news helicopter was swooping around above, making it difficult to converse and shining its light in everyone’s eyes. Several news vans had also appeared, held back by the roadblock, but obviously sniffing blood. Robb called his  superior, the borough detective commander, Deputy Chief Inspector Charles T. Gavin, and gave him the short version of what had happened. Gavin did not come himself, but demanded that a full report of the event be ready on his desk first thing that morning and told Robb to make a statement perfectly void of information to the press, and to tell them that a press conference would take place at One Police Plaza that morning, too late to make the morning shows and early enough so that there was a good chance something more newsworthy and gory would transpire before the evening local news. Robb supposed that Gavin would soon be on the horn with the chief of detectives. Good. Everyone should be pulled from the cozy covers by this abortion.

 Robb returned his attention to it. It is a gigantic annoyance to the New York Police Department whenever one of its officers fires a gun in the line of duty. Cops say that the mass of paperwork generated by a police shooting weighs as much as the weapon that fired the shot. That annoyance becomes actual pain when the shot fired intersects any human flesh at all, except perhaps when the cop doing the shooting is obviously preventing a vicious, saliva-dripping felon from making off with a charming little girl, or similar. When the target dies, as here, and when the target is black and the shooter white, also as here, the pain reaches bone-cancer levels.

 When they had finished speaking with the principals involved, Captain Robb pulled Lieutenant Maguire into the backseat of his car and asked, “What do you think?”

 Maguire said, “Cooley’s a good cop. Nash is very solid.”

 Robb sighed and said carefully, “I know that, Bob. I meant what about this piece of shit we got here, how are we going to play it?”

 “Cooley said the perp charged him with the car. Deadly force. He acted to save his life and Nash’s.”

 “That’s the story we’re going to go with?”

 Maguire, like his immediate boss, was a corner in the department and understood the unspoken footnotes that hung from Robb’s question. It is difficult to make captain before age fifty, as Robb had, without being able to speak and understand a language that none but other initiates can comprehend. Maguire confidently expected to make captain, too, within the next couple of years, and he was similarly fluent. Wanting another moment to think about it, he deflected with, “Have you called his old man yet?”

 “No, I wanted to check the situation out myself and get our ducks in a row. Who’s the stiff, by the way?” Robb was not pressing the question, yet.

 “Lowlife. Not a citizen,” said Maguire. “Got a nice sheet for grand theft and receiving stolen.”

 “Violence?”

 “No, sir, unfortunately not. And the minority thing, of course.”

 “Yeah. That’s the bitch of it. But Nash is solid behind this?”

 “Nash will hold up,” said Maguire. “Like I said.” A pause. “What I think, sir, is that we should let the system work here. We’ll do the normal administrative in the department, take their testimony, the four of them, which will all be consistent, like we just heard out there. Chase of a stolen vehicle, perpetrator’s attempt to ram pursuit vehicle, credible risk to officer’s life, not to mention potential for harm to innocent drivers, fucking guy roaring the wrong way down the road. Officer fired, killing perpetrator. A righteous shooting, end of story. No deep probing, no reason to believe there was anything funny. Cooley’s record is clean as a whistle. Never any paper on him, brutality or whatever. Racism? Hell, his partner’s black. So we’re fine there.”

 “There’ll be a report,” said Robb.

 “Yeah, it’s a homicide, sir. I would expect the detectives involved to write it up to the best of their ability without fear or favor.”

 “Just like always.”

 “Just. And then it’s the DA’s ball.”

 “Right. Who caught the homicide, by the way?”

 “Steve Amalfi and Oscar Rivera.”

 Robb consulted the card file in his head that held the names of the hundred-odd detectives who worked in his fief. Nothing popped up, which was good. Had either of the homicide cops been a discipline problem, or a whistle-blower, or under the personal protection of some significant PD rabbi, Robb would have known about it. So he would have a clean, competent report, written by men who could, if it came to that, be burned. Which report no one in the department would read in great detail. There was so much paper passing across the desks of the bosses. The main thing was to ensure that if any shit started flying around behind this, none of it could stick to him or his. He thought he was pretty safe. He could in reasonable conscience convey to Deputy Chief Inspector Gavin the results of his preliminary investigation: a clean shooting—fleeing felon, credible threat—not another  case of a half a dozen heavily armed white morons blowing forty or so holes in a crippled Negro deacon or an old Hispanic lady or a mentally retarded, minority twelve-year-old.

 Let the system work; good advice. The system would work and bring forth a result pleasing to the department and to the decent middle-class majority for whom it labored. That was mainly what the system was for, in Robb’s opinion. And he would call former chief inspector Ray Cooley and tell him that his younger son had killed a perp, but that the preliminary investigation was finding the shooting clean. And he would discreetly check on Amalfi and Rivera, too, to make absolutely sure they were solid, that they would also let the system work.

 The system now cranked into gear. The deceased was brought to the morgue at Bellevue, there to be probed by the medical examiner, whose duty it is to determine the manner and cause of death. The New York medical examiner is one of the best forensic medical shops in the nation, but even the best shops have difficulty attracting qualified personnel. Cutting up corpses is not what attracts most students to medicine, and most graduates of American med schools do not care to labor for civil service pay. The office was therefore populated largely by foreign born and trained, among whom, now wielding his knife through the chest of Cisco Lomax, was Osman Mochtar. Dr. Mochtar was from Afghanistan. He had escaped with his family during the Russian war and made his way to Libya, where he had obtained a scholarship to study at Garyounis University in Benghazi. He had been in the United States, in New York, for nearly five years. He thought cutting up corpses was a great job; you did not have to speak English to them, nor did they ever lay upon you unbearable insult, as was the case on the one occasion when he had sought work with patients at a public hospital. He was not a diplomate of the American Board of Forensic Medicine.

 Dr. Mochtar extracted eight bullets from the body of Cisco Lomax and traced the course of two more. He determined that the cause of death was massive trauma to the brain from a bullet that had entered five centimeters posterior to the right zygomati arch, pierced the temporal bone, traversed an upward course, and exited through the anterior, left frontal bone. Even without this coup de grâce, the subject, he concluded, was unlikely to have survived long. His seventh cervical vertebra had been shattered by a bullet that had torn through the spinal cord and exited from the right ventral surface of the neck, and there were two wounds in the left arm and six in the torso, the latter doing massive damage to the lungs and other internal organs. Dr. Mochtar dropped the last of these torso bullets into a kidney dish and handed it to the detective standing there. Detective Rivera bagged them in individual bags, sealed the bags, signed his initials and badge number over the seals, and had Mochtar sign them, too.

 “So, tell me, Doc,” said Detective Rivera, “you traced the path of these bullets, right?”

 “Oh, yes. These and two others that I have not got here. They exit to outside, you know?”

 “Uh-huh. And they came from the front, the back, what?”

 “Oh, definitely all from back, posterior  as we say. And perhaps, you see, a little to the side in these cases.” The body was facedown. He indicated a wire sticking out of the skull wound, and another emerging from a black hole slightly to the left of the posterior midline of the neck. “The others are all directly from the rearward, except the shoulder wound, here at the left side. But this one to the skull is from the right, a fatal wound, do you see?”

 “Right, got it.”

 Rivera left. Dr. Mochtar and a diener turned the body over, and Dr. Mochtar began to stitch up the corpse. The man had run from the police and had, most properly, been shot down. Dr. Mochtar did not think that a corpse shot in the back by police was worthy of much comment. Certainly he did not bring it to the attention of his superiors.

 Some short time after the completion of the homicide detectives’ report, at eight-forty the following morning, and its delivery up the chain of command, the police department notified the district attorney’s office that a police officer had killed someone. The part of the DA where the phone rings in such cases is called the special investigations bureau. It is located on the seventh floor of an ugly Depression-era building at 100 Centre Street. The criminal courts are here, and the DA’s office, and the Tombs, which is what New York calls its jail. Normal homicides go directly to the homicide bureau. On the sixth floor, homicide is staffed with several dozen ADAs who believe that they are the best in the business at bringing killers to justice. Whether or not they are, it is undeniable that they work daily with the police force, and of necessity form close relationships with homicide detectives, and so when a police officer is the killer, homicide does not get the case. Instead, it goes to the seventh floor, where the people in special investigations never work with the cops at all, if they can help it. If they can’t, special investigations has its own little police force, made up largely of retired police. Its chief target is official corruption, but it is also called in when any arm’s-length distance from the NYPD is required, as here.

 The person who took this particular call, just after ten, was the chief of the bureau, a man named Lou Catafalco. The bureau chief took the call himself because the caller was Chief Inspector Kevin X. Battle, from the police commissioner’s office, which was nearly as high as you can get in the political side of the NYPD and still wear a blue uniform. Battle had a reputation as the man they called in when things became messy. He had served three police commissioners and knew where all the bodies were buried. Catafalco was therefore alert for something interesting, and perhaps a little fetid.

 After the usual guy entrée—sports, their respective golf games—Battle ushered in the main event. “Lou, why I called, we had a shooting last night, over on the Henry Hudson. Car chase, stolen vehicle, the actor attempted to ram the detective’s car and he was shot. He died at the scene.”

 “Uh-huh. Okay, where’s your guy? I’ll send someone over right away.”

 “He’s waiting for you at the Two-oh; but Lou? This is a little bit of a special case here.”

 Here it is, thought Catafalco. “Oh? Special in what way?”

 “The officer involved is Brendan Cooley,” said Battle, and paused to let that sink in.

 “The poster boy.”

 “Him. So what we have here is not the kind of officer—and you know and I know that in thirty-nine thousand we’re going to get a few of those—the kind that’s heavy with his hands, that drinks, that’s free with firearms. This is a splendid kid. He’s got the police Medal of Valor, as you know, and here in this incident he risked his life to take down a dangerous felon.”

 “The deceased was a felon?”

 “Yeah, a thief, a pro, sheet on him a yard long.”

 “Minority.”

 “Yeah, as it happens, but there again, you got a kid who’s never had any trouble in that department. Now, Lou, I’m just telling you this as background. Obviously, we’ll do our investigation, and you’ll do yours independently. What I’m interested in here is doing the minimum damage to Detective Cooley’s career. We need to get past this as smooth as we can.”

 Catafalco asked the obvious question. “How’re they playing it?” He meant the press.

 “Light. We had good control of the scene, the highway. Nothing in the News;  the Times  had a two-incher on A20. One mention on the metro part of the Today  show. I don’t think there’s much to worry about on that end. Thug tries to kill cop, gets his, I think that’s the story. I figure it to die pretty quick.”

 “There’s the minority thing . . .”

 “Yeah, that,” said Battle smoothly, “but I’ll tell you, Lou, the community will get cranky when it’s a bad thing. Hell, we  get cranky when it’s a bad thing. The old lady, the kid with the water pistol shot in the back, the cop was drunk—I’m talking gross violations. This, on the other hand . . . well, your guy will see Cooley and Nash, his partner, who by the way is black, and the witnesses, one of whom is also minority, as a matter of fact, and read the report, you’ll come to your own judgment. Steve Amalfi handled the case out of the Two-oh, he’ll confirm, of course. All I’m saying’s we’d like the system to work extra smooth on this one, grand jury in and out, so the kid can get back to his life.”

 Catafalco agreed that this would be a good thing for the kid. After some brief pleasantries, he hung up. He sat and thought for a while, lacing his fingers across his pear of a belly. Catafalco was a tall, heavy, untidy man in his late fifties, with a yellowish complexion and a slick of hair across his domed and freckled pate. He had been bureau chief here for over ten years, and while he had not rooted official corruption out of the isle of Manhattan, neither had he made any major political mistakes nor stepped on any important toes. He understood at some level that he was a placeholder, and that his bureau did not attract sterling talent. Special investigations ran no trials and so did not attract the bright, aggressive, and ambitious from among the new young lawyers who entered the DA each year. These went into the trial bureaus and, after a few years, if they were very good, into homicide. Catafalco was content with the less talented. He told himself that you didn’t want flashy people, standouts, in special investigations, not for the slow, dull, but vital work of checking bank accounts and contracts and the mind-rotting task of, say, listening to all the telephone conversations of some suspiciously well-off elevator inspector. He himself was a methodical man, and he liked the slow, steady accumulation of evidentiary particles that, when pasted together, might sink a judge or a welfare clerk. Or a cop. He rose heavily and walked out of his office. Who to send? He heard a door open and a young man appeared in the hallway, a chubby, shortish man with an unfashionable fifties shoe-clerk haircut.

 The bureau chief crooked a finger and said, “Flatow, come in here. I got something for you to do.”

 Back in his office, Catafalco settled into his big maroon leather chair. “You ever work a cop shooting before?”

 “A cop got shot?”

 “No, George, a cop shot  someone. A cop gets  shot, it goes to homicide. A cop shoots someone, kills him, like in this case, we handle it here.” Catafalco saw the worry bloom on the youth’s face and hastened to calm him. “It’s no big deal, this one. A car thief tried to ram a cop car and they took him out. Basically, what you need to do is go down to the Two-oh and interview some people, the cops involved, get their story. Also you’ll want to talk to the homicide investigators on the case. They’ll be there, too. It’s all set up—a boilerplate operation. Get the stories and schedule a grand jury session.” Catafalco paused. “You ever present to the grand jury before?”

 “Yeah, a couple of times, before they transferred me out of the trial bureau. But I never did a homicide.”

 “It’s not a homicide,” said Catafalco quickly, and then, “I mean, technically it is, there’s a dead guy, but basically it’s a formality in this particular case. The shooting’s okay, no question of that. Our job is to process it through the system as clean as we can. In and out, ba-boom! Prep your witnesses, parade them up to the g.j., and get your no bill. You think you can handle that?”

 “Sure, I guess.” Flatow took a piece of paper out of his pants pocket, smoothed it on his knee, reached for a writing implement, found he had none, began to search again through the same pockets. The bureau chief, sighing inwardly, handed him a Bic. He then gave him the relevant names and a stringent time frame. Four grand juries—two in the morning and two in the afternoon—run continuously in New York County. It would not be hard to slip into one next week and get the whole thing over with.

 Four hours later, when Flatow tapped on the door and stuck his head in, Catafalco was just getting ready to leave, for the special investigations bureau typically kept judge’s hours, and he had a number of errands to run, including, in just twenty-three minutes, an appointment for a massage.

 “You’re back already,” said the bureau chief. “How did it go?”

 “No problems,” said Flatow. “The cops’ stories were all the same, so we won’t have any conflict problems or like that. Cooley, the guy, the shooter, was pretty impressive. He’ll be a good witness. He’s some kind of hero, too, is what I understand.”

 “Yeah, he is,” said Catafalco shortly. “What about the homicide report?”

 “I got a copy. The guy, Amalfi, wasn’t that forthcoming. He said anything he had to say was in the report.”

 “You read it yet?”

 “I haven’t read it in detail,” said Flatow, who had, in fact, hardly looked at it before shoving it into his briefcase. The notion of reading the report before  interviewing Amalfi and his partner, Oscar Rivera, had not occurred to him. “Basically, captain gave me a summary report that has all the major facts.”

 “Yeah, that’s good; major facts is what we want. The main thing is not to confuse the grand jury with a lot of ifs and maybes. You’ll probably want to play down the homicide report itself, concentrate on the testimony. Follow their summary. That should be enough. In fact, why don’t you give the homicide report to me; I’ll read it and have a copy run off for you.”

 After Flatow left, Catafalco checked his watch and flipped through the homicide report. It was a good one, complete and detailed, although he did not study the details. He did not have to. If a chief inspector called to tell special investigations that nothing was amiss, then something was very much amiss, indeed. A major favor would be owed the DA’s office and him personally should this one slide by as planned. He checked the part of the report that described the dead man. As Battle had said, not a citizen, not a fellow to be much missed. It was unlikely to draw significant heat. Now the only issue remaining was to acquire merit in the eyes of the powers, and to derive some sweet personal juice from the affair. He checked his watch again. He just had time to make the call.
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LOU CATAFALCO WAS PART OF THE LAST GENERATION OF CATHOLIC NEW  Yorkers to have spent his elementary-school years entirely in the hands of nuns, and to this he attributed his difficulty in speaking extempore before a group. He hated any meetings at which he might be called upon to speak. He feared the slashing ruler still; and of all meetings, he hated most the one that took place every Wednesday morning in the office of the chief assistant DA. It was the meeting of all the bureau chiefs—homicide, narcotics, fraud, rackets, special investigations, complaint, appeals, and the six trial bureaus, which handled the people’s cases in all criminal matters that did not fall under the rubric of the specialized bureaus. Here the chief assistant DA, the operating boss of the DA’s office, in other words, heard about any problems likely to arise, and any complaints, and a description of what the particular bureau had been doing for the past week and would be doing for the week to come. Simple, routine, but . . .

 The chief assistant DA did not much resemble Sister Mary Angelica (a woman who still made appearances in Catafalco’s nightmares, slashing her eighteen-inch maple measuring device like a cossack’s saber), being much taller, six five at least, and with a flat, hard, vaguely Eastern face. Jewish, too, rather than Irish, like Sister, and the eyes were gray with yellow flecks, not ice-chip blue. No, it was something about the look  in the eyes, a look impossible to prevaricate against, an intelligence impatient with fumfering, with incompetence. His name was Roger Karp, universally called Butch. Catafalco had known Butches before, and they were all genial, overweight, happily stupid men. Why did he call himself Butch? To disarm probably. You didn’t expect a Butch to embarrass you in public; a Butch told you to forgedaboudit and invited you for a brewski.

 The meeting was starting, as it always did, with homicide. Catafalco thought this a little unfair. The position ought to be rotated so that everyone got a chance to be first. Special investigations was always last, except for complaint, which was a bunch of clerks and kids. Favoritism, and homicide always took up the most time. That was because Karp and the homicide bureau chief were buddies from way back. Karp never came down hard on Roland Hrcany, the way he did on some of the others. Catafalco didn’t care for Hrcany either. The guy looked like an ape, for one thing, like a pro wrestler—huge shoulders, a jagged Neanderthal face, that white-blond hair, which he probably dyed, hanging down over his collar like some hippie. And he was mean, too. When Karp was on someone, Roland often put the needle in, too, sarcastic, contemptuous . . .

 Hrcany finished talking about a case, People v. Benson.  Karp raised a point about a possible violation of the confrontation clause. Hrcany said it was a Green  exception. Catafalco tried to recall what Green  was, as if he ever knew, and gave it up. Some Supreme Court decision. They seemed to enjoy this kind of argument, all the precedents vital to trial work seemed to be in their heads. He couldn’t follow much of it himself. Instead he looked at his notes for his turn at show-and-tell. Neighborhood school-board corruption, a hardy perennial. Indictments were almost ready in two cases. A scatter of inspector bribes now in the system and being negotiated. All, he thought, would settle, no trials there. A continuing investigation into the taxi and limousine bureau, clerks taking bribes for licenses. He was fairly sure that would yield a sheaf of indictments. A bad cop in Inwood, Patrolman Martino. And the Cooley case, the Lomax shooting. Just starting on that one, but clearly routine. In and out.

 He waited, mind drifting, while the trial bureaus and the other specialty bureaus had their five or ten minutes each. Then Karp nodded to him. He cleared his throat and began. During his presentation several of the chiefs excused themselves and left, pleading more pressing engagements. That was fine with Catafalco, although also unfair. It would be nice to slip out early himself for a change, were he not ever the next to last. As he spoke, Karp made notes in one of those pale green ledgers he used. Catafalco thought it unlikely that the notes were about special investigations. Fine again; he was almost done.

 “. . . and we’re getting full cooperation from the taxi people on this, a lot of good data. We should get at least twenty-one indictments, and I expect the whole thing to wrap up before the first week in April. Finally, a couple of police cases. We have Patrolman Vincent Marino, in that drug-ring business up in Inwood, we’ll be bringing an indictment there day after tomorrow, the police are fine with that, a clear-cut bad boy, and Brendan Cooley, a self-defense shooting, no problems foreseen.”

 Karp raised his eyes and looked directly at Catafalco. “The Cooley? You’ve investigated this already? I thought it just happened Sunday night.”

 “Well, yeah, Butch, it was a very straightforward case.”

 “Really? That would make it unique in the annals of cop shootings.” Chuckles around the table.

 Catafalco made himself grin, too, and said, “Hey, sometimes it goes easy. We should be thankful and not make trouble for ourselves. The deceased’s a known felon, a known thief. The officer involved spotted him in a stolen car and gave chase. A high-speed pursuit then ensued, during which the actor, in his vehicle, attempted to ram the police vehicle. Shots were fired and the man died. Straightforward. I fought the law, and the law won.”

 Catafalco smiled again with the small joke, but Karp’s face was neutral as he asked, “He stopped the high-speed chase and then tried to ram?”

 “Something like that. No, not stopped really, sort of slowed and then whipped around on the highway and attempted the ram. He was in one of those giant SUVs, too, a goddamn Jeep Cherokee. You imagine one of those tanks coming toward you? It looks like a clear selfdefense to me, Butch.”

 A couple of long beats while those funny eyes bored into his own. Catafalco felt sweat start popping on his upper lip and forehead. Then, to his relief, Karp nodded sharply once and said, “Fine. Bill, your turn.” The complaint bureau chief rattled off some numbers and complained about the toilets down there not working. Karp made a note and said, “Anything else? No? Then thank you, and . . . go forth and do good.”

 The meeting broke up. Roland Hrcany hung behind, as he often did, to speak a few private words to Karp. The two men were friends, in an oddly rivalrous way, the rivalry existing almost entirely in Hrcany’s mind. They had started in the DA on the same day nearly twenty years ago and were among the last survivors of the golden age of the New York DA, when it had been run by the immortal Francis P. Garrahy.

 When the last of the chiefs had departed, Roland rolled his eyes, snorted, and said, “Christ, what a putz!”

 Karp had no need to ask which putz, although there were several among the ranks of the bureau chiefs, in this age of lead. “Lou does the best he can,” said Karp charitably.

 “Right, and if you’re a clerk boosting postage stamps, the man’s all over  your sorry butt. Meanwhile, the feds get all the real action on official corruption.”

 “Yeah, that’s a shame. I’ll tell you what, Roland, since you’re so eager, why don’t we move you  over to special investigations? Make a nice change for you. You can go after the mayor.”

 Hrcany guffawed and held his fingers in the shape of a cross, as if to ward off Dracula.

 Karp smiled. “Yeah, right. I rest my case. For whatever reason, this office has never gone after the big boys, even when Garrahy was here. The feds and the state carry the coal on that, and we pick up the bent fire inspectors, which is why we have people like Lou in there. Same with narcotics, same with fraud and rackets. As you know. What did you think of that last case?”

 “What, Cooley-Lomax? Why do you ask?”

 “I don’t know. I didn’t like how fast he got through his investigation. When was Lou Catafalco ever known for speed?”

 Roland shrugged. “Hey, sometimes it’s easy, like he said.”

 “Uh-huh. You haven’t heard any buzz about this one, have you?”

 “It’s a little early for buzz to circulate. But, if you’re uncomfortable about it, you could give the case to me.”

 This was a mischievous suggestion, and they both knew it. “Come on, Roland, be real.”

 “Why? Hey, that bozo shouldn’t be allowed within five miles of a homicide case, which is what this one is. Why are you rolling your eyes? What—you think I’m in bed with the cops, right?”

 “Not in bed, Roland, I would never say that. But the cops are buying you your fourth sidecar and running their hand up your dress.”

 Roland tried not to laugh, failed, and said good-naturedly, “Fuck you, Karp.”

 “Thank you, Roland. Hear anything new on the bum slasher?”

 “Just the usual scuttlebutt. The cops figure it’s one of the homeless, a psycho. Between you and me, it’s probably not the department’s highest priority. A lot of people think, ‘Oh, what a disaster, the bums’ll get scared and move out of town.’”

 “I hope you’re not one of those people.”

 “Moi?  Hey, you know me, a soft touch. I gave a dollar to a guy last week. No, wait, I think it was 1988. Why, you think Jack is interested?”

 “No, I’m fairly sure he’s not. I have a funny prejudice against serial killers, even if they pick people with low incomes. That may be just me, though.”

 “Oh, I got a great joke reminds me of that. There’s these three lesbians on the bum, right? A Jew, an Italian, and a black one. And they’re diving in Dumpsters and all, and they find this dead rat . . .”

 Karp looked ostentatiously at his watch. “I have another meeting.”

 “You do? What an extremely  important man you must be!” said Hrcany, miffed.

 “Yeah, I am, and Roland? I’m sure it’s a hilarious joke, but let me remind you yet again . . .” 

 “Oh, right, the thought police. For crying out loud, it’s only a joke.”

 “Nothing’s only a joke anymore, man. And you have the rep.”

 “Bullshit! I haven’t grabbed anyone’s ass in over two weeks.”

 “Laugh all you want,” said Karp wearily, for they had been over this ground many, many times, “but I’d hate to see you crash and burn on this.”

 Hrcany cocked a hand behind his ear. “Okay, what are the latest rules? Tell me. No sexist jokes, no honey  or sweetie  to the secretaries, no pats on the ass . . .”

 “No calling Judge Leonora Parkhurst, quote, a fat, dumb cunt, unquote, right out in the fucking hallway in front of Part Forty-nine.”

 Hrcany reddened. “Who told you that?”

 “Everyone, Roland. It’s common knowledge.”

 “Well, she is  a fat, dumb cunt!”

 “No. She is incompetent, a nitwit, a nincompoop, a juridical nonentity, a cretinous, slack-jawed, lazy disgrace to the bench. But she is not a dumb cunt.”

 “If she was a man, could she be a dumb cunt then?”

 Karp sighed. “Get the fuck out of here, Roland.”

 When Hrcany was gone, Karp stood up, stretched, yawned, and said, “What did you think of that, Murrow?”

 From his chair in the corner, shaded by the leafy fronds of a potted palm, Gilbert Murrow, Karp’s special assistant, said, “The colloquy with Hrcany? Or the meeting?”

 “The meeting, of course,” Karp snapped. “The business with Catafalco and Cooley.”

 “Oh. Well, Catafalco seemed anxious not to draw undue attention to the case. He seemed much more comfortable with the taxi inspectors. Do you suspect hanky-panky there?”

 Karp sat down again and looked at the ceiling. He motioned Murrow to emerge from the jungle, and Murrow did. He was a small, neat man in his early twenties, sandy-haired with old-fashioned round, steel-rimmed spectacles on his bland, Protestant American face. He had an oddly Dickensian way of dressing—heavy tweeds, figured waistcoats, shiny high-laced boots, foulard or paisley ties—that Karp found both annoying and comforting by turns. Karp was a traditionalist by instinct and liked Murrow’s decorative aspects, and the idea that he, an assistant himself, had an assistant amused him. Murrow was an obscure legacy of someone the DA had owed a favor and, from objecting to the idea of parking this person with him, had come to value the young man. He was efficient, invisible, had a lightning shorthand, and belying his antique mien, knew what there was to know about computers, a subject in which Karp himself remained at pre-Dickensian levels.

 “Not hanky-panky as such,” said Karp after a moment. “A highspeed chase . . . the boys get their adrenaline pumping, and they catch the guy—it’s Rodney King time, they’re liable to dance on his head awhile before they’re calmed down enough to take him in. Especially if the suspect is from one of our fine minority groups.”

 “I’ve always wondered why they did that.”

 “What, be racists?”

 “Oh, no, I take it for granted that they’re racists like everyone else in the country. But, you know, they read the papers, they know about video cameras, they know about mass rallies in support of some poor bozo some cops shot twenty holes in for no reason. You would think they would, I don’t know, pause? Maybe think, ‘Hey, duh, we could maybe get in trouble if we keep shooting this demented old lady’?”

 “A demented old lady with a potentially dangerous spoon,” said Karp. “Yeah, I ask myself that all the time, Murrow. Most street cops would say that people like you and me aren’t qualified to ask it, because we’ve never faced deadly force or had to use deadly force in response. My wife would be the one to ask that one. On the other hand, it’s an outlier problem. Thirty-nine thousand cops, all armed, eight million people, and how many shots get fired in a year? Three hundred? We had a little over two hundred fifty cop shootings last year, twenty dead. On the other hand, that’s probably more than there were in all of Europe and Japan combined. We’re a violent people and . . .”

 Karp paused, for so long as Murrow, who was used to thoughts intruding in this way on the natural flow of his boss’s conversation, prompted him, “And . . .?”

 Karp chuckled. “And I have to go to a meeting. Sometime we’ll have a longer talk about the role of the police in the criminal justice system.”

 “Oh, good! Can I invite my friends?”

 “Go to your room, Murrow,” said Karp, at which point his intercom rang.

 “Mr. Solotoff is on the line,” said his secretary.

 “Shelly Solotoff?”

 “He didn’t give me his Christian name, sir. Would you like me to inquire?”

 “No, it’s got to be the guy and there’s nothing Christian about him. Look, Flynn, I’m running late. Make my excuses and tell him I’ll get back to him.” Karp hung up and walked down the short corridor that separated his office from that of the district attorney.

 Who was at his desk, in shirtsleeves, playing with a big, unlit claro Bering cigar, and talking with his assistant DA for administration, Norton Fuller. Karp felt a burst of irritation when he saw Fuller, who was sitting in the side chair to the DA’s left, where Karp normally sat during a one-on-one. Fuller was a new thing. Previously, Karp and Jack Keegan had met alone after Karp’s staff meeting, wherein Karp would tell the DA what he thought the DA needed to know, and the DA would give his orders, many of which Karp would actually carry out. Now, however, Keegan had started to invite Fuller to these meetings. Karp sat down in the other side chair and arranged his face into neutral pleasantness.

 “Hello, Jack. Norton.” The other two men nodded and continued their conversation, which was about the DA’s schedule of political speeches. Karp watched them interact, not paying much attention to the content. Keegan was looking good; politicking seemed to energize him. He was a big man, not as tall as Karp, but more massive, with a red Irish hawk-face and a great mane of silver hair, worn long and swept back. Norton was half his size, the sort of person who in Karp’s tough old Brooklyn neighborhood would have been called a shmendrick:  Woody Allen without the nose or the sense of humor. Karp did not like Fuller very much, but Karp always made an effort to be nice to the man, since it was Karp’s own fault that the man was here. Karp hated administrative work, the sign-offs, the endless committee meetings, the columns of figures, and was not shy of complaining about it to Keegan, so that when the DA had brought Fuller in, not as a sort of glorified clerk, but as a grandee nearly as powerful as Karp himself, reasoning (he said) that the operations of the DA were ultimately dependent upon the stuff Fuller had charge of—budgets, personnel, training, scheduling, computer systems, and the like—it seemed ridiculous for Karp to complain. He suspected that Keegan had manipulated him into this situation, a suspicion that had approached certainty when the man Keegan picked as administrative chief was Fuller, a political operative of some reputation in the state. Also Karp’s fault; Karp avoided politics to the extent possible and complained bitterly when he had to stand in for Keegan on the rubber-chicken circuit. Now he no longer needed to. Fuller had taken on those tasks. He liked  rubber chicken and giving speeches in hotel ballrooms. He had a little folding stand that he stood on when he did, so that his head appeared at an acceptable height above the lectern.

 Fuller was going through a list of venues Keegan had to appear at. Even Keegan seemed bored. At a break in the spiel, Keegan asked Karp, “You heard the news?”

 “About the president?”

 “Fuck the president! I mean about McBright. Norton here says he’s going to announce today.”

 “He’ll make a fine district attorney,” said Karp.

 “No, Butch, you’re supposed to express horror and predict sheer anarchy and chaos in the streets.”

 Karp said, “McBright! My God, there’ll be sheer anarchy and chaos in the streets. Besides that, do you think he has a chance?”

 Fuller answered, “Hell, yeah, he has a chance, the fucker. Historic first black New York DA? The minority vote’ll eat it up, and the usual West Side liberal-guilt vote, a lot of that will roll his way, too. I think we got a fucking serious fight here, chief.” Fuller had a deep, gravelly voice, remarkable in so small a man. Karp suspected he kept it low through conscious effort. That and the salty language. Being tough was high on Fuller’s list of virtues.

 “Which means,” Fuller continued, “we absolutely have to have the whole goddamn white, ethnic, law-and-order vote, which means we got to have the union endorsements, especially the cops.”

 “We’ve always had the union endorsements,” said Keegan.

 “Right, but McBright’s father is a sanitation worker. That’s a lot of votes. And there’s the Jews, too. This whole fucking Benson thing. You need to come out on that ASAP. In fact, it would be good if you came out with it when McBright announced. Fucking steal some of the bastard’s thunder.”

 Both men now looked at Karp. Keegan asked, “What’s going on with Benson, Butch?”

 “Roland thinks it’s a strong case,” said Karp.

 “Roland always thinks it’s a strong case,” said Keegan. “What do you  think?”

 Karp waggled a horizontal hand. “Strong depends on what you’re going to do with it. Strong enough to convict? Yeah, I’d say so.”

 “Remind me.”

 “Jorell Benson, nineteen, record for strong-arm robbery, did time in Spofford and Rikers. Just after six P.M.  in a stairwell of the Bowery subway station on the M line, it’s a Friday, last August, he accosts Moishe Fagelman. Fagelman’s a diamond merchant. He’s going home for the Sabbath. Benson demands his jewels and money, shows a knife. Fagelman resists and is stabbed. He dies on the platform. Two days later, Benson walks into a shop in the diamond district and tries to sell three stones. The merchant, needless to say, recognizes the stones, calls the cops, and they grab him up. Subsequent search of Benson’s room reveals a paper envelope with seven other diamonds. These are identified as belonging to Fagelman. Benson’s story is that he found the stones in the subway.”

 “Well, duh, I’ll  believe it,” said Fuller.

 Karp ignored this and went on, “No murder weapon was found, and no blood was found on Benson’s clothes. The token clerk at the Bowery station, a Mr. Walter Deng, picked Benson out of a lineup as having been through the station at about the time of the murder. On interrogation of Benson’s known associates, the police came up with Alicia Wallis, age sixteen, who told the cops, and later testified to the grand jury, that Benson had told her he was going to, quote, get paid off of one of them Hymie diamond guys, unquote, and that he had shown her the proceeds of the robbery on the night thereof. Benson has no significant alibi, admits that he was on the subway at approximately the time of. That’s basically the case. The good part, that is.”

 “What’s the bad part?”

 “Alicia. At the original Q&A she said she didn’t know nothing. Then later, she went to the cops and told her diamond story. Roland wants to call her and cross-examine her as to her conflicting testimonies and let the jury decide when she was telling the truth.”

 “And you think . . . ?”

 “It’s a risk. It’s allowed under the Green  decision, as you know, but it’s a risk in this case. You got a young girl there, probably show up at the trial in a white dress and Mary Janes—the defense will bring out how she was browbeaten by the cops to implicate her boyfriend, establishing in the jury’s mind that maybe the cops did other not so nice stuff to close out a high-profile case with the first likely African-American male. Assuming we get past that, I would predict a conviction on the token clerk’s witness and the possession of the stolen goods. Benson, by the way, has an IQ of seventy-two. The question for you, Jack, is do we have enough coal to fire up a death-penalty conviction, and here I’d say we have not.”

 “That’s crazy,” blurted Fuller. “He tracked the victim—that’s lying in wait. And murder for profit. Two special circumstances. And no mitigation. The fucker’s a career criminal. Also, and I can’t stress this enough, Jack, the Jewish community is ballistic on this case. And business. The whole diamond trade depends on guys walking around with fucking millions in their pockets, and nobody bothers them. And emotionally, look at the picture—a guy’s going home for the Sabbath, and this little piece of shit kills him. I mean, if you’re not going to go for fucking death on this one, when are  you?”

 Keegan listened to this rant in silence. He turned to Karp. “Well?”

 “I can’t help you, boss,” said Karp. “I got no experience with death-qualified juries, and we haven’t had a likely case since they reinstituted the penalty. You’re the only person in this building who’s ever won a death-penalty murder case.”

 Keegan nodded. “Yeah, I guess I am. Twenty-eight years ago, just before they banned it, that was the last one. Before that, I sent four guys to the chair.”

 “That’s a big selling point, too,” said Fuller. “In the election. But it won’t help if you wimp on this one. Our polls are running three to one to give him the needle.”

 Karp stared at the man, his eyes widening. “You’re taking polls?”  He looked over at Keegan. “Jack . . . polls?  To influence your decision on a criminal case?”

 Keegan said, “Nah, for crying out loud, it’s just part of the campaign. Everybody takes polls, Butch. And, you know, I opposed the death penalty, I spoke against it up in Albany. But now we’ve got it. We represent the People, and the People, for whatever reason, have concluded that executing murderers is a good thing. And this case, Benson, is exactly  what the public had in mind when they pushed to change the law, a stranger killing for profit. So Norton’s right—if not this, when the hell?”

 “Jack, you’re the district attorney,” said Karp, and got the cigar pointed at him.

 “I love when you tell me I’m the district attorney in that tone of voice. You think I’m violating my principles for political expediency?”

 “I would never say that, Jack.”

 “You’re thinking it, though. Just tell me one thing: Are you ethically opposed to death under any and all circumstances?”

 Karp gave this question some thought. “No. Not under any and all. Probably there are a few, a very few people, your Ted Bundy, your John Wayne Gacy, your Ed Gein, Eichmann, who shouldn’t be allowed to breathe the same air as the rest of us. Where the guilt is so manifest that a trial is a formality, and the guy admits it and says he’ll gladly do it again. Like that. Maybe. But a semimoron like Benson, who denies it, where we have nothing but circumstantial evidence, a weak eyewitness, no weapon, no forensics? No, then I think not. Life in the can? Yeah. Execution? I’m not comfortable. Obviously, the people I put away for murder, they all did it. The people you  put away I’m not so sure of.”

 A frosty smile here. “Funny, that’s just how I feel. About your cases, I mean.”

 “Right. My point being is that we both know about how trials work and how little things throw them one way or the other. It’s good enough for the usual kind of case, because in the back of the mind you’re thinking, ‘I know  this guy did it beyond a reasonable doubt, but still, if it turns out he didn’t, if I missed something, the cops screwed up, then we get off with an apology and compensation.’ We kill the guy, though, that’s a whole other moral universe. I think I’m pretty good at this work, but I have qualms about my ability to function in that environment. And the state, hell, this office  is full of prosecutors who got no more business trying a capital case than they do starting for the Yankees.”

 Karp looked at Fuller as he said this, but Fuller did not pick up the look. Looking down, he was shaking his head from side to side, like a goat searching for a choicer patch of clover.

 “No, Butch,” Fuller said, “you’re not focused on the real problem. The real problem is that Jack stands a good chance of losing the Jewish vote if he gets all squishy about this prick. McBright is a strong deathpenalty guy, which is why he’s a viable candidate in the first place. I mean a black guy practically has to be if he’s going to run for DA in this state. And against McBright, you absolutely have to have that vote, all  of it. I mean, fuck it, moral scruples and all are fine, but after the election.”

 Karp closed his ledger and stood. “Terrific! Look, if you’re actually going to bring political considerations into this kind of decision, or any prosecutorial decision, then there’s no point in me sitting here. You know what I think of shit like that.”

 “Sit down, Butch,” said the DA. After a minute pause, he did so. The DA continued, “And I do know what you think, since you’ve never been shy about comparing your unsullied purity with my base corruption. In any event, I will come to a decision in re Benson  on the merits, as I always do. Now, can we move on?”

 Karp moved on, summarizing the reports of the various bureau chiefs.

 “Oh, some good news,” said the DA. “I assume this Marino prosecution is going to go down with no problems?”

 “Apparently so. Police Plaza seems to have washed its hands. The guy is a baddie, with a record of petty corruption. Of course, they should have bounced him ten years ago, but who’s complaining.”

 “And Cooley, no problems there?” A long pause. “Butch?”

 “A white-on-black cop shooting?” said Karp, pursing his lips in a manner that could have been either judicious or the response to an unpleasant taste. “You’re not going to avoid some controversy. Catafalco seems to be moving with uncharacteristic speed.”

 “That’s good,” said Fuller. “Speed is good here. We want the thing locked up before we get into serious campaigning. It drags on, McBright is going to make an issue of it. Our position is a simple case of police selfdefense. Only one cop with his gun shooting, too, that always plays well. The perp is a known felon. The perp turned his monster truck around, this huge Cherokee SUV, a fucking tank, and charged the police car on a highway. What could Cooley do but shoot? It’s a no-brainer.”

 Karp said, “Vic,  Norton.”

 Fuller stared at him. “What?”

 “Vic.  If you’re going to use that salty cop talk, technically Lomax is the victim  here. The perp  is Cooley. Technically.”

 “Oh, please,” said Fuller, bridling, and then Keegan said, “What I want to know is, Catafalco thinks it’s a clean shooting and he expects a no-bill?”

 “So he tells me,” said Karp, now in a tired voice. It was, he knew, one of his moral failings, to let the exhaustion get to him, to sink into passivity in the presence of people who did not get it, who would never get it, even if he screamed or pounded on desks. He sat back into his chair and observed the other two men through half-closed eyes. Fuller would never get it. Ambition and the hallucination of control had rendered him permanently blind. A man like that should be selling cigarettes at an ad agency or brokering shady bond issues. Keegan was another story. Keegan got it. Keegan had, in fact, taught Karp to get it, years and years ago. Now he got it unreliably, like an old-fashioned radio in a thunderstorm, the message only coming through amid static and howls. Was it mere age, Karp wondered, or the effects of office that eroded the decent man and left the hollow politician, a core of cheap eternal plastic? Or ambition? A term at DA and now he saw higher office as a possibility, maybe follow Tom Dewey into the state house, maybe something beyond even that. Or the times? The dreadful seventies, when public order in New York had nearly collapsed, or the eighties with their twelve hundred murders each year and lesser crimes almost beyond counting, battering the DA’s operation into a kind of moral pulp, the natural food of people like Fuller and Catafalco. Now they were in the nineties, hooray, the new gilded age—crime was down, way down, everyone was rich, except the poor, who were suitably cowed now, not at all like the threatening, hostile poor of twenty years ago. The cops ruled the streets again. He wondered why this victory did not taste sweet to him.

 Keegan was talking to him, some details about court scheduling, some meetings to set up. Karp wrote in his green ledger, making minimal responses. The meeting ended, and Karp went back to his office.

 “How was His Excellency today?” asked Murrow.

 “Excellent, as usual,” answered Karp, throwing his ledger fairly hard against the side of a steel filing cabinet, which made a loud bass-drum sound in response.

 “Uh-oh,” said Murrow. “Should I hide, or would you like to take out your frustrations by abusing me and making me cry?”

 Karp threw himself down in his chair, kicked it back against the wall hard enough to shiver plaster, and put his feet up on the desk. “It is  all your fault, Murrow. The corruption of the criminal justice system by politics, the cowardice of its guardians, the worms and vipers creeping in everywhere, the stupidity, the incompetence, the criminal ugliness of this building even, the tackiness of our work environment—all this I lay at your door.”

 “I’m sorry, sir. I’ll try to improve in the future. But aside from that . . . ?”

 Karp laughed, not without bitterness. “You know, Murrow, I’ve been in this business for a long time. I started working for the greatest district attorney of all time, Francis P. Garrahy. This was before the deluge, the whole crime-in-the-streets insanity. He actually expected everyone who worked for him to be decent, honorable, and competent. He actually expected, and I know you’ll find this hard to believe, that people who committed crimes should go to jail for the time stipulated in statute, and if they didn’t plead guilty to the top count, he would try their ass, and win. Then I worked for a human slime mold named Sanford Bloom. I  find that hard to believe, but I did, and not only did I work for him, I actually rescued him on a number of occasions from the results of his folly and misfeasance. I quit the office on two occasions, I’m proud to say, and then I came back.”

 “Why did you?”

 “I’m an addict,” said Karp. “I need to smell a criminal trial on a regular basis even if I don’t do them anymore. I should write ‘Stop me before I prosecute again’ in lipstick on the men’s room mirror. Anyway, eventually I put Bloom in jail. Now we have Jack Keegan, who I have to say is a lot closer to Phil Garrahy than he is to Bloom, but the rot is still there. Politics.”

 “It’s a political office.”

 “Yeah, right, the people get to decide if the guy’s doing a decent job and toss him out if he’s not. But you can’t decide how you’re going to handle a case on the basis of what you think various segments of the population will think about it; then you might as well hang it up. I mean, forget the law and trials and procedures—just haul the defendant up to the top of the courthouse steps and let the mob decide. I really think we’re going to condemn this dumb kid to death to keep a segment of the electorate happy.”

 “Didn’t Benson do it?”

 Karp sighed. “That’s not the fucking point, Murrow. What’s happening is that a decent Orthodox Jew with six kids was murdered in the subway and we got a black kid up for it, and we can probably wangle a conviction. What we don’t do all the time is execute people like that. It was one of the things that distinguished the great state of New York from places where I personally couldn’t stand to live for a long weekend, like Texas and Florida. No more, apparently. And then there’s Lomax.”

 “The cop shooting.”

 “Right. Here’s the first installment of that lecture I threatened you with, the police in the criminal justice system. Okay, first off, we know they do stupid cop tricks. It’s part of the game we play with them. A little perjury on the stand, a little illegally seized evidence, the occasional foray into coerced confessions, the very occasional naked frame-up. Every cop wants to be judge, jury, and executioner, if they possible can. It makes their job a lot easier, and especially, it makes them feel  better. They have a really shitty life. So they do stupid cop tricks, and we catch them at it and throw the cases out, and then they can curse us out for bleeding hearts, civil liberties nuts, which makes them feel good, too. And if we don’t catch them, which is a percentage I don’t like to think about too much, then they can say, ‘Hey, we did our job— you  guys fucked up.’ That makes them feel good, too, and  superior to a bunch of candy-ass lawyers. So it’s a winwin for the cops, which is why they keep doing it.”

 “You think this shooting is a stupid cop trick?”

 “I don’t know. On the one hand, there’s the incredible-idiocy defense. Is it credible to believe that the NYPD—in the situation they’re in now, with the Mollen report, with the exposure of corruption, with these crazy cop shootings, here in the post–Rodney King era—would actually conspire at the highest levels to cover up a bad shooting? I would not buy that at this point in time.”

 “You think it’s not a cover-up?”

 “Not as such. I think every ass above captain on this thing has got to be stuck inside a pair of stainless-steel Jockey shorts. No one has ever actually said, ‘Hey, let’s lie, cheat, and steal and get old Cooley off the hook.’ But I do think they want to make it go away. ‘Pay no attention to the man behind the curtain, folks.’ Like that. And they’re depending on us to help them make it disappear, hence the intemperate speed. Hence . . . hmm.”

 Karp’s eyes had gone blank and he was frozen in position; his finger, raised to make a point, stayed erect and directed at the ceiling, as if he were for the moment transformed into a classical statue—Large Jewish Lawyer, Late Hellenistic Period. Murrow did not panic, nor did he call 911 to report a case of narcolepsy. He was used to this tic in his boss. If Karp’s mind were a 1950s computer, it would be whirring and clicking and spitting out punched cards.

 After a decent interval, Murrow said, “Hence . . . ?”

 Returning to the world, Karp said, “Oh, nothing. It just now occurred to me that I never mentioned the kind of vehicle Lomax was driving when I was talking to them in there, and it wasn’t mentioned in the press that I could see. But you recall Catafalco mentioned it, the brand name, and so did Norton Fuller just now. A Cherokee. What do you make of that?”

 “Catafalco called Fuller and told him about it.”

 “Yes, speaking of stainless-steel Jockey shorts. Old Lou was covering his ass. Which means he’s about to do something that needs some asscoverage in re Cooley.”

 Karp glanced at his watch, then got out of his chair and put on his suit jacket.

 “You going somewhere?”

 “Yes, I intend to get my raincoat on, pick up that bag in the corner over there, call Ed Morris, and have him drive me in a police vehicle to Chelsea Pier, where I will play a vigorous game of basketball with my daughter.”

 “Speaking of corruption.”

 “No, actually, the state pays me to think deep thoughts about the criminal justice system, and I think my deepest thoughts when out on the b-ball court.”

 “A plausible answer,” said Murrow.

 “I’m glad you think so. When you finish wising off, I want you to sneak around special investigations and find out who’s handling it for the grand jury. Do you have any dull, stupid friends?”

 “Not that I’d admit to. Why?”

 “Because after you find out who it is, you will make at least one. Him. Or her. I want to find out what’s going on in Cooley without having to ask anyone.”

 Murrow vanished into his cubbyhole. Karp was about to leave when he noticed the pink message slip on his desk. He dialed the number. It was picked up on the second ring.

 “Hey, Butch.”

 “Shelly. Long time. I thought you went out West.”

 “I did. San Diego. But, like the man says, when you’re out of town, you’re out of town. Long story. Anyway, I’m back. I’m with Fenniman, Bowes.”

 “Criminal practice?”

 “Oh, yeah. Plus a little bribery and manipulation, the usual. Look, let me buy you a lunch, we’ll catch up.”

 An instant’s pause, then, “Sure. Sounds good. When?”

 “Tomorrow okay? Check your calendar.”

 “I don’t have to. I always eat lunch in. Or out. You remember.”

 A deep, rumbling laugh came over the line. “Oh, God, yes, the cancer wagons. I’m still digesting a knish from 1973. How about La Pelouse?”

 “Ouch! I’m a civil servant.”

 “I’m buying.”

 “No, you are not,” said Karp pleasantly.

 Another laugh. “Looking forward to it, buddy.”

 Karp put down the phone and thought about why he had for that instant considered putting Shelly Solotoff off with an excuse. “I’ll have my secretary set it up” was a good one, and then it wouldn’t happen and the other guy wouldn’t call again. He didn’t exactly dislike Solotoff. He’d known the man for years and years, never actually friends, but not enemies either, rather the sort of uncomfortable relationship that grows up whenever one party seems a lot more interested than the other. No, that wasn’t it, although Karp would never have called Solotoff in a similar situation. He wants something, Karp thought. About a case? Hard to believe. A job offer? More likely. But maybe he was just lonely, a guy recently back in town, looking to renew old acquaintances; maybe he felt isolated, beset, friendless. . . . Karp put on his raincoat and picked up his gym bag. Yes, he could understand that.
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