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PART ONE
_____________________________
 Unfortunate Son
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Belle Terre, Long Island:
 September 6, 1988

ALL ALONG THE COASTLINE, a succession of jagged peninsulas gives the northern shore of Long Island its idiosyncratic contours and most desirable real estate. Great Neck…Manhasset Neck…Lloyd Neck…Eatons Neck…eight haphazard glacial formations in all, each in its way heaven or hell to centuries of seamen. Fifty miles out from the New York City line, the last of them pushes into Long Island Sound. And then the coastline abruptly straightens, becoming as regular as a riverbank from there to Orient Point.

It is a hilly cape, this last one, smaller than the others, shaped something like a crabeater seal. The peninsula's tree-lined western edge shelters Port Jefferson Harbor, whose wharf docks the ferries that rumble by on their way to Connecticut and back. On the sound side of the neck, a line of low cliffs overlooks a stretch of rocky shoreline. There was a time, before the first land speculators came along in the early 1900s and gave it a more agreeable name, that the peninsula was known for the misfortune it brought ship captains who didn't see it in the night. Mount Misery Neck was what they called it, before they called it Belle Terre.

Now, late in the century, the cape remains serene and secluded, home to a small community of suburbanites who live in upscale homes on significant properties. Apart from a lavish estate at the end of Cliff Road, where a manor known as the Pink Mansion is inhabited by a woman known as the Contessa, the most enviable addresses are on a sleepy, L-shaped lane that runs toward the sound for a few hundred feet before turning sharply to the right to hug the coastline. It's precisely at this bend, hard by what locals know as the Cliffs, that the first waterfront home comes into view. A roadside mailbox displays the address: 33 Seaside Drive.

The residence is a sprawling, ranch-style house nestled beneath a canopy of leafy trees—if five thousand square feet of living space can be said to nestle—and shrouded in a small forest of shrubbery. In the ground out back is a gunite swimming pool surrounded by a deck of mountain laurel stone. And then, over the cliffs, an endless midnight-blue panorama. On sun-splashed afternoons, Long Island Sound sparkles, sailboats bob in the breeze, and the occasional powerboat leaves a V-shaped wake of foam. Distant on the horizon is the Connecticut shoreline—New Haven straight ahead, Bridgeport slightly to the left. Late in the day, the sun casts an orange glow across the western sky, and at nightfall the blue sea dissolves into a vista of blackness, the southern New England coast twinkling faintly in the distance.

Such is the view on this nearly moonless night in the late summer of 1988. It is the day after Labor Day, and the venerable After Dinner Club is gathered for its floating Tuesday night poker game at the house that Seymour Tankleff built sixteen years ago as his personal affirmation of the American Dream. It's the old story, give or take: Son of immigrants grows up in Depression-era New York, thinks big, makes some good moves, has a little luck and a ton of chutzpah—next thing you know he's living on a cliff on Long Island. At sixty-two, Seymour has the world whipped. At least that's what Seymour wants the world to think.

The After Dinner Club goes back thirty years, and the stakes have risen as the players have grown older and more prosperous. It's not for amateurs or the budget-conscious. The opening ante is a hundred dollars a player, and thousands can change hands by the last one. But the game is friendly and oddly wholesome: Drinking and smoking are prohibited (though swearing is permitted) and 20 percent of the weekly buy-in goes into a kitty for charities, or to send flowers when someone of local prominence dies.

Peter Capobianco—“Cappy” to all—is one of the originals and the current member of longest standing, but at seventy-seven he's not even close to being the oldest. That would be Al Raskin, who's ninety-five, which makes him a full sixty years older than Joe Cecere, who picks him up each week from his room at the Elks Hotel. Except for Frank Oliveto, who's an orthopedic surgeon, and John Ceparano, a lawyer, the players are local businessmen of one sort or another. Cappy owns Cappy's Carpets. Joe has a Goodyear Tire franchise and builds high-end homes on speculation. Leo Sternlicht is a Ford dealer, Bob Montefusco's a contractor, and Al Raskin used to have his own shoe company. There's Vinnie Bove, who owns one of the biggest wholesale nurseries in Suffolk County, and there's Jerry Steuerman, who has half a dozen bagel stores. By his own proclamation, he's the Bagel King of Long Island.

And then there's Seymour. Describing Seymour Tankleff as a businessman is a little like calling a shark a tropical fish. He made his first million in insurance, then sold the business and fashioned his voracious appetite for wheeling and dealing into a second career as everybody's partner. Friend, relative, neighbor, perfect stranger—Seymour wants to be in business with you. Don't have the cash? You can pay me back! The terms? Never mind about the terms. Seymour the deal maker. Seymour the conquerer. Seymour the big macher with the snow-white hair and the shit-eating grin. He's in deals with just about everybody in the card game, if only because he can be a son of a bitch to say no to. Ask Joe Cecere. He said yes just to get Seymour off his back; then he read the contract he came up with. The balls on this guy, Joe thought. Of course, this stuff with the poker pals is nothing compared with what Seymour's got going with Jerry the Bagel King.

Leo Sternlicht was due to host the game this week, but Leo and his wife went upstate for a long Labor Day weekend. The game rotates alphabetically so Seymour's up next. The men start arriving at 33 Seaside around seven, packing the red gravel driveway with late-model Cadillacs and Lincolns and one Mercedes that's brand-new. They troop in, pockets full of twenties and fifties. Frank Oliveto, the orthopedic surgeon, comes straight from the operating room, his shoes caked in blood. He stops to say hello to Seymour's wife, Arlene, who's in a recliner in the den, reading the paper and half watching the TV Frank gives her a kiss and asks what's new—how's Marty doing? The swelling's down, Arlene says. And he got his license last week, so he's all excited about that. Jenny too, Frank says.

The card table is set up as usual in a spacious room, at the far right corner of the house, that serves as Seymour's office and doubles as a home gym. The decor is mostly sports kitsch and exercise equipment. The rear wall has sliding glass doors opening onto a deck that looks out onto the pool and the sea beyond. The early arrivals play a couple of warm-up hands. By eight there's a full house. The night officially starts in the kitchen, around the center island where the men help themselves to the turkey Arlene cooked the way her husband likes it, in champagne. There are bagels—of course there are bagels. And watermelon. Seymour brought home a good one—nice and red, the new seedless kind.

The game's in full swing when Vinnie Bove pulls into the driveway in his nurseryman's Ford station wagon. He's a beefy man with thick white hair combed straight back. Besides selling shrubs and evergreens by the truckload, Bove—it's pronounced Boiwy—serves as the mayor of Belle Terre, population 829. He's also the vice chairman of the board of John T. Mather Memorial Hospital and president of the Port Jefferson Volunteer Ambulance Corps. So he's always got some meeting to go to and rarely gets to the card game in time for dinner, even when he's the host.

“Vinnie!” Seymour says when Bove appears in the card room. “Go get something to eat. We've got the champagne turkey.” Vinnie says no—he's on one of his periodic diets—and takes his seat at the card table. “I got something for you,” Seymour tells him. He sits out a hand and brings Vinnie a bag of microwave popcorn, along with a generous slice of watermelon. Hey, no seeds, says the nurseryman—what'll they come up with next?

The bets are flying, and so is Bob Montefusco. Monte looks to be headed for a very good night. The game's not going quite so well for Seymour. Maybe he'll have better luck with the horses this weekend. Between hands he goes off to make a phone call. “He's in the race,” he tells Jerry the Bagel King upon his return. “We need a check.” They're just about the only words between them all night. Whatever's going on between them, Seymour's not doing much better with Arlene these days. “We're at each other's throats,” he tells Vinnie. “I'm getting in her hair.” Vnnie has an idea: “Why don't you do some vacuuming or something for her? Make yourself useful around the house instead of bothering her.” Seymour has a better idea: “Why don't you and me go down to A.C.? Get outta here for a few days.” If they do, maybe Seymour will tell Vnnie what he and Arlene have really been fighting about.

Marty gets home a little past nine and stops in on the card game, carrying a bag from Pants Plus and another from Radio Shack. He's a wisp of a kid, his thick brown hair freshly cut and styled for the first day of school.

‘Marty, let me see you,” Vnnie says.

“Oh, he told you,” Marty says with a sheepish smile, nodding toward his father. He's still wearing the tinted glasses he's been using to hide the aftereffects of the nose job his parents gave him for his seventeenth birthday. “They break your nose,” he says, then lifts the glasses just enough. Oooh, says one of the guys, looks like you lost a fight. Marty says it's nothing compared to right after the operation.

“Yeah,” says Vnnie, appraising the new nose. “It looks good.” The others nod. Marty says thanks, then asks Cappy for the keys to his Seville. He needs to move it so he can get his car in the garage. It's a ten-year-old version of something from the card players’ fleet: a dark blue 78 Lincoln Town Car. Seymour got it for Marty because Arlene wanted him driving something big and safe after two of his classmates died in a sports car in June. Marty's made no secret of his desire for something not quite so old-mannish, but for now even a big blue Lincoln beats a big yellow school bus. He's been fixing it up with the money he makes at the bagel stores. He and Zach Suominen spent the afternoon putting in a new stereo, with dual-control speakers.

Marty returns Cappy's keys but doesn't stick around to watch a few hands, which he usually does when his father's hosting the card game. He wants to get up early to finish working on the car stereo before he has to leave to pick up Mark Perrone, his best friend, for the first day of school. He's thinking 5:30, no big deal after two years working weekends at the bagel stores. He kisses his father and says good night to the group before heading into the kitchen to see what's to eat. He helps himself to some champagne turkey, some watermelon, and brings it into the den, where his mother's still reading in the recliner. They talk for a few minutes, about the trip to the mall, about school, about Marty having forgotten to set up the card table for his father before going out. Marty apologizes and promises to take it down tomorrow. He brings his dish into the kitchen and goes off to take a shower. His mother calls it a night herself. She's in bed, watching TV, when Marty comes in a little while later and gives her a kiss good night. See you in the morning, Mom, he says.

On the other side of the house, the poker game continues into the night. Cappy quits around midnight, his usual departure time whether he's ahead or behind. The game typically breaks up around one, sometimes two, but it's been a lively night and nobody objects when Monte, who's still on a roll, suggests a few more hands. It's around three when they finally call last hand, play it out, throw in their cards, count their winnings, lick their wounds. Vinnie's the first to go. Wasn't his night. He pauses in the kitchen to cut himself one last piece of seedless watermelon. Monte, meanwhile, is all smiles—he's pocketed a tidy two grand. He's in the solarium, which connects Seymour's office to the kitchen, when he decides to go back in, maybe gloat a little and wind down the night with Seymour, who's always good for a few laughs. Monte comes to an abrupt halt, though, when he sees Seymour and Jerry alone in the room, having a conversation that's obviously private. He turns right around and heads for the front door.

One by one the card players pull out of the driveway, in reverse order of their arrivals seven, eight hours earlier, until just two remain: Cecere in his new Mercedes with Al Raskin beside him, and Jerry Steuerman at the wheel of his Lincoln. Joe was the first to arrive and should be the last to leave. But Jerry signals for him to go around him. It's an awkward maneuver and Joe's a little worried for his new car. But he has just enough room and heads out in the darkness. Half a minute later, he's sailing down Cliff Road, the only driver on the road in these peaceful moments, three hours before day breaks over the cliffs of the little cape they used to call Mount Misery Neck.
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A Darkness Before Dawn

AT 6:11 ON THE MORNING of Wednesday, September 7, a shrill tone pierces the quiet of the communications center at the Suffolk County Police Department headquarters, a sprawling two-story building in a desolate part of the county called Yaphank. An operator on the back end of the overnight shift presses the blinking button on the 911 line. “Police emergency,” she says. A frantic response comes crashing through her headset:

“This is Marty Tankleff, 33 Seaside Drive in Belle Terre—I need an ambulance! Emergency!”

“All right, hold on and I'll connect you.”

“Emergency!” Marty repeats.

It is just before sunrise, three hours after the members of the After Dinner Club played their last hands in Seymour Tankleff's home office. Now Seymour's seventeen-year-old son is in the office, shouting into the phone on his father's desk. The 911 system records the words of a teenager who seems overwrought but under control, a voice that could be described as the slightly groggy panic of someone who's just woken from a nightmare. Or into one.



I had set my alarm for 5:35 so I could finish working on my car. But I was too tired to get up. So I turned the alarm off and went back to bed for another half an hour. I got up around 6:05. It was still dark outside. I put on a pair of shorts. I opened the door and the hallway lights were on. The bathroom light was on. I looked into my parents’ room. The TV was on but no one was there. The burglar alarm on their wall wasn't set. So I thought maybe they had gotten up already. I continued down the hallway and noticed that all the lights were on. I had this foreboding feeling that something was wrong. Every step of the way, things are not right. I went through the den, to the foyer. The front door was open. I continued toward the kitchen. The kitchen lights were on. From the kitchen I noticed that the office lights were on. And so I went into the office….



“Fire Rescue Center.”

“I'm at 33 Seaside Drive in Belle Terre!” Marty tells the second operator, breathing heavily.

“Thirty-three Seaside?” the operator asks.

“Seaside Drive in Belle Terre, it's off Crooked Oak Road. Please! My father—”

“Whoa, whoa, hold on. I can't write that fast.”

“Thirty—”

“What corner?”

“—three. It's off Crooked Oak Road.”

“Crooked Oak?”

“Yes, yes, hurry up!”

“No no no!” the operator shoots back. “Answer my questions! What's your name?”

“Marty Tankleff. I'm his son.” Marty trembles. “He's gushing blood from the back of his neck. He's got a cut—”

“What's the phone number you're calling me from?”

“928-2242.”

“How old is he?”

“He's sixty-two.”

“What happened to him?”

“I don't know. I just woke up and he's in the office. He's gushing blood. Please!” Marty's crying now—he says the last word as if it has two syllables.

“All right, listen to me! Is this a private house?”

“Yes it is.”

“All right, now listen.”

“It's a red driveway.”

“Listen to me. I'm sending you an ambulance. I want you to take a clean towel—”

“Yes.”

“Wrap wherever he's gushing blood from.”

“Okay.”

“Lay him down if possible.”

“Okay.”

“Hold pressure on it.”

“Okay.”

“Get his feet elevated and we'll have someone down there for you.”

Marty hangs up the phone. His father is unconscious, barely alive, laboring for breath. His neck is slashed, cut deeply and nearly all the way around. Marty's first impulse is to do the last thing the 911 operator instructed: get his father's feet elevated. He races back through the house, all the way back to his bedroom.



How can you describe what you feel in your head or how your brain works at a time like this? It's like you just operate without thinking. You're like a robot. You just automatically do what you've been taught to do from early childhood. Something's wrong, just call 911 and do what they say. The last thing they said was to elevate my father's feet. I thought: Get the big pillow, it's sturdy. I ran to my room to get the pillow. I went to the linen closet to get a towel. I ran back to the office to help my father. They said to lay him down, get him level. He's in a reclining chair with one of those leg lifts that pull out. When I tried to lift the legs up the whole chair tipped forward, and he sort of slid out of the chair a little bit. I pulled him off the chair. I put the pillow under his feet and the towel over the wound. I pushed down once and then I ran away. I wanted to go find my mother. Maybe she went out to get some milk.



Marty runs to the door to the garage. He looks in and sees his mother's car. He backtracks again toward the bedrooms. He goes to his parents’ room again. This time he goes in, just a few steps. It's dark but for the flickering blue light of the television. He looks across and down and he sees her. She's behind the far side of the bed, and all he can see is her head. She's face up, utterly still. He can't make himself go any closer.



I ran out of there screaming. I went into the kitchen and I called Shari. I got her machine. I said, “Shari, get over here. I think Mom and Dad have been murdered.” I couldn't believe I was saying these words. In my head, this can't be happening. But it is happening. I went back in to check my father. He was still gagging. I went back into the kitchen and the phone rang. It was Shari. She says, “Marty, is this a joke?” I tell her this is not a joke—just get over here. Then I called Mark, my best friend. His mother answered and I told her the same thing—7 think my mother and father have been murdered.” I ran next door to my neighbor's house. I didn't know what else to do. I just wanted someone to help me.



Morty Hova is in his bathroom when he hears someone yelling for help outside. He opens the front door and sees Marty Tankleff running toward him, barefoot and screaming in the darkness. Hova comes out, hears the word murder, and thinks at first that Marty's saying his dog has been murdered—but the Tankleffs have no dog. Marty's just about at Hova's front door when two county police cars barrel past. He stops and turns, then runs back. Hova goes after Marty and reaches him just as the police cars screech to a halt in the Tankleffs’ driveway. A cop named Dan Gallagher emerges from one of the cars, Jim Crayne from the other. “Somebody murdered my parents!” Marty blurts, leading them into the house in full stride. He directs Gallagher toward the master bedroom. “My mother's that way,” he says, pointing, then tells Crayne, “Follow me,” and leads him in the opposite direction. He brings Crayne to the office, where his father is “breathing but unresponsive,” as the officer will later write in his report. Crayne calls the Port Jefferson ambulance squad to make sure they're on their way, then turns to Marty. “What happened?” he asks.

“I just woke up and found him in the chair,” Marty says.

“Where'd the towel come from?” Crayne asks.

“I just moved him from the chair and put the towel on his neck to stop the bleeding.”

Then Marty says, “I know who did this. It was Jerry Steuerman.”

“Who's that?” Crayne asks.

“My father's business partner,” Marty tells him.

Crayne turns his attention back to Seymour. Marty heads back outside to wait for the rescue squad. The night is just giving way to daybreak now, and Marty sees the ambulance careening onto Seaside, another police car right behind. He waves his arms to flag them down. Three emergency medical technicians jump from the ambulance. A cop emerges from the patrol car. Seconds later a sergeant and another patrolman pull up in two more cars.

“Hurry up! Come this way!” Marty yells to the rescuers. Two of the EMTs head for the office with a gurney; the other one, a thirty-year-old registered nurse named Ethel Curley goes toward the master bedroom. Marty follows her in and sees that his mother's been badly beaten, her throat's been slashed. He retreats to the hallway. “Is she dead?” he calls in to Curley. The EMT sees that besides her other wounds Arlene's sternum is protruding an inch out of her chest. “Is she dead?” Marty asks again and again. Curley checks for a pulse. Then she pulls Arlene's eyelids down over her eyes. “I'm sorry,” she tells Marty, barely pausing before darting to the other side of the house to help her partners with his father.

The phone rings and Marty answers it in the kitchen. It's Mark Perrone. Marty tells him what's going on, tells him to go to school and let the principal know what happened. Don't tell anyone else, he says—just Mr. Neuner. Hanging up, Marty goes back outside and sees Ronnie Rother, his sister's husband, hurrying up the street. They meet in a bear hug at the foot of the driveway, and Ronnie asks Marty what happened. “I don't know, Ronnie,” Marty says, “I just woke up and found my father.” He's glad Ronnie's here, but wonders why Shari isn't with him. Before he can ask Ronnie where Shari is, one of the uniformed officers tells them he has to separate them—standard procedure, the cop says, so they don't “contaminate” each other's accounts. The cop asks Marty to sit in the back of his patrol car to wait for the detectives, then gets behind the wheel of the ambulance so all three squad members can work on Seymour as they race to Mather Memorial.

For the first time since he left his bedroom, Marty is still. He's not calling anyone or running into the street or screaming at people to hurry up. He's just sitting there, alone in the back of a police car. And then he looks at the blood on his hands and begins to gag and spit up. Among his family and friends Marty is notoriously squeamish. When his father was in the hospital for an angioplasty, Marty saw an open incision on his leg and was so repulsed he had to look away. He asks one of the officers if he can go back into the house and wash the blood off his hands. The patrolman has just finished sealing off the property with yellow crime scene tape and tells Marty he can't go back inside. Marty sees a puddle in front of the car and asks if he can wash his hands in it. The officer says it's okay.

Just as Marty is dipping his hands in the puddle, Don Hines drives up. He's Belle Terre's chief constable, a retired New York City cop who's the only full-time member of the constabulary, a kind of light-duty security force. Hines knows the house well: He's delivered the weekly time sheets here ever since Vinnie Bove appointed Seymour to the position of commissioner of constables.

Neighbors are converging on the scene now, but Marty barely registers their presence. Passing by on her way to school, Dara Schaeffer sees Marty standing in the street and pulls over in her yellow Mustang to ask what the commotion is all about. She will remember him babbling almost incoherently, managing just enough intelligible words to make her scream “Oh my God!” and burst into tears herself. They've known each other since nursery school, but Marty seems to barely recognize Dara, and their passing encounter will be little more than a dreamlike image in his memory. He will remember sitting with Don Hines in his patrol car, but not a thing said between them. Through the fog, though, one thought remains coherent. When Vinnie Bove drives up, Marty tells him, almost matter-of-factly, that Jerry Steuerman murdered his parents.

Marty, Bove asks, what makes you say that? Did you see him do this?

No, Marty says, but it has to be him. They've been having a lot of problems, his father and Jerry. A lot of problems. But Marty, Bove says, we played cards last night and nothing happened, nothing at all. Did you see anything} All Marty can tell him is what he saw when he woke up: the litup house, his father barely alive at one end of the house, his mother lifeless in the dark at the other.



THE FIRST homicide detective arrives on Seaside Drive at 7:40. He parks a hundred feet up the road and approaches the crime scene with the casualness of a man who has made this walk countless times before. He's around forty, dressed in the standard dark blue sport coat, gray slacks, a pale blue tie. His hair is dark, just starting to turn gray, carefully combed; his glasses are aviator-style and tinted. Cup of coffee in hand, he strolls up to the uniformed cops and gets the essentials: two victims, Seymour and Arlene Tankleff, wife DOA, husband in bad shape. Rescue took him to Mather at 0643 hours. Son Martin, seventeen, says he woke up, found his father in the office area, called 911, went looking for his mother, found her unresponsive in the bedroom. Gallagher says son came up to him yelling, “Somebody murdered my parents.” Anyone else in the house at the time? No, just the kid. That's him over there, on the railroad ties by the driveway.

The detective glances at Marty, then turns and walks toward the house. He finds his way to the kitchen, then steps through the solarium, which leads to the office. He sees Seymour Tankleff's bloody chair and notes the spatterings on the desk and the phone that's on the desk. He pans the room: poker table, eight chairs around it. Bag of microwave popcorn on the floor, unopened. He backtracks into the kitchen. Bowl of pasta, some dishes. Half a watermelon on the counter, a knife next to it. He works his way down to the other end of the house and goes into the master bedroom. The drapes in front of the sliding glass doors are parted about three feet, splashing the room with a shard of daylight that reveals the body of Arlene Tankleff on the floor next to the bed.

The detective notes the position of the body and of the blood spatter on the bed linens. He retreats from the bedroom and sees a linen closet in the hallway. The door is open; the light is on. He moves on to the other bedroom, the son's. Built-in bunk beds, shelves on either side. A red towel on the bed. A set of dumbbells on the floor. Scanning the room, he notices some small, dark red smudges around the light switch. He looks closer. Blood.

The detective ends his initial tour of the crime scenes after ten minutes or so and finds his way to the only witness, still leaning against the railroad ties alongside the red gravel driveway. “Martin, my name is Detective McCready” he says. “I'm from the homicide squad, and I'll be one of the detectives working the case.” Marty nods and says hello. “Why don't we go over to my car to talk?” McCready asks.

Before they reach McCready's car, Don Hines, the constable chief, pulls McCready aside for a private word. Go ahead, McCready tells Marty have a seat in my car. I'll be right with you. He turns back to Hines, who fills him in, at one point motioning toward the puddle in the street. McCready takes some notes, then asks Hines to go down to the beach behind the house to see if he can find anything.

Sliding into his seat next to Marty McCready starts with what the cops call the pedigree—name, address, date of birth—as if he were filling out an insurance form. Then he asks Marty to tell him what happened.

“I know who did this,” Marty says abruptly.

“Really?” McCready says. “Who?”

“Jerry Steuerman.”

“Who's he?”

“He's my father's business partner. He was at the poker game last night.”

“And why do you think he did this?”

“They've been fighting all summer. You can ask Julie at the bagel store. Julie Mutschler—she's seen them arguing.”

McCready asks the spelling of Julie's name, the name and location of the bagel store, then gets back to what happened. So what time did you say you came home last night? What'd you do after you moved this fella's car? What'd you eat? What time was that? What'd you do after that? How long were you in the shower? What time did you go to bed? What time did you get up? What were you wearing? Where ‘d you go first? Then where? What did you see? What'd you do when you saw him? Which phone did you use? Where'd you get the pillow? Then what'd you do? How'd you get into the garage? Where'd you go after you saw her car? Did you touch her?

As they're talking, McCready notices a spot of blood on Marty's right calf, another on his instep. Is that from helping your father? he asks. Yeah, Marty says. What about your hands? McCready asks. Marty says his hands were full of blood. He washed them in the puddle over there.

Okay, McCready says, stay put. I'll see you in a few minutes. He goes back up to the house. When he returns ten minutes later, he's got someone with him. Marty's out of the car now, sitting on the hood. Marty McCready tells him, this is my boss, Sergeant Doyle. I'd like you to tell the sergeant what you told me.

Marty recounts the incongruous sequence, last night's mundane events somehow a prelude to the inconceivable ones he woke to this morning. McCready listens in, smoking a cigarette, as Marty declares once more his belief that his father's business partner is responsible for what's happened to his parents. Doyle asks what sort of business they're in. Bagel stores, Marty tells him. And horses. Trotters, he says when Doyle asks what kind. And what's been their problem? “Steuerman owes my father a lot of money,” Marty says. “My Uncle Mike can tell you a lot more about it. He's my father's attorney. Mke Fox. He knows all about his business dealings with Jerry Steuerman.”

And then, a moment of uncanny timing. Marty glances down the street, back toward his driveway. “There's my Uncle Mke now,” he says, pointing toward a man walking toward them. At this, McCready abruptly leaves Marty with Doyle and walks double-time toward the approaching figure, engaging him a distance away. Barely a minute later, he's back and the man is getting in his car.

“Where's my Uncle Mke going?” Marty asks.

“He's going back to his office,” McCready says, a business card in his hand. “If we need to contact him we know where to reach him.”

By now the first member of the news media has arrived on the scene: the photo editor of the weekly Port Jefferson Record, Tony Jerome. Through the windshield of his car, he captures Marty Tankleff, sitting on the hood of McCready's car now, as the two detectives stand above him scribbling in their notepads. The images will be of surveillance quality but they will also be indelible. There will be demand for them from bigger if less nimble media organizations, as well as from the police and prosecutors of Suffolk County. While Jerome is shooting, a third detective enters his viewfinder, a tall and slender man who towers over Marty.

“Marty, this is my partner, Detective Rein,” McCready says. Rein flips open his notepad and starts the process over again. While Marty talks, McCready and Doyle amble toward the Tankleffs’ mailbox for a conversation.

When Ed Jablonski arrives on Seaside Drive a little while later, he knows this has the makings of his biggest case since his promotion to chief of the homicide bureau of the Suffolk County district attorney's office. Jablonski checks in with Doyle and his boss, Lieutenant John McElhone, the commanding officer of the homicide squad. The three of them enter the house together and make their way to the master bedroom. They see Arlene Tankleff splayed faceup on the floor beside the bed, her blood-soaked camisole covering only the top half of her body. Jablonski scans the room and notices several pieces of jewelry on the dresser. Among them is a gold necklace featuring a crucifix intertwined with a Star of David.

“It's not a burglary,” Jablonski says, something the homicide detectives have already concluded.
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The Usual Suspect

THE LARGEST ISLAND in the continental United States runs 118 miles end to end, more than enough to uphold its name. From space, Long Island looks like an appendage to the eastern seaboard; vaguely fish-shaped, the land seems tethered so tenuously that it might float off into the North Atlantic with a stiff wind.

The eastern two-thirds of Long Island is governed by Suffolk County, a cul-de-sac of grand proportions. Separated from New York City by Nassau County Suffolk covers nearly a thousand square miles and forks in two just past the county seat of Riverhead. Thirty and forty miles beyond—at Orient Point on the north fork, Montauk Point on the south—the roads come to the biggest dead ends in America. The county is rich with the lore of the Native American tribes who predated its establishment as a colonial entity in 1683, and its years under British occupation during the Revolutionary War.

Two centuries later, in the decades after another war, Suffolk County was under suburban occupation. Now those thousand square miles were inhabited by a million and a quarter people who transformed the state's most productive agricultural county into one of its most populous. By the 1980s, it was a place with all the social ills of any modern city, if not in such great abundance. Murder, for instance, wasn't an everyday occurrence. On average, it was a three-times-a-month occurrence. The county police department's homicide squad was always busy but rarely overburdened. It was big enough to be a world unto itself, small enough for a detective to make a name for himself.

Detective Kevin James McCready already had a name when he made the squad in 1980. His family had roots in Suffolk County dating to 1754, and a dozen generations later the McCreadys were a well-known family of cops. McCready and all three of his brothers were members of the department, following the path of their father. Eugene McCready had been one of the original ten members of the homicide unit after the county department was formed in 1960, and two of his sons later made the squad, Gene Jr. and then Jim. The McCready boys had one sister, and she, too, joined the department: She married a detective whose father was the police commissioner.

Along with a familiar name, Jim McCready arrived in Homicide with a reputation established in a singular moment of glory. One day in 1975, he was on uniformed patrol when a bulletin came over his police radio: A man had robbed a drugstore and killed a retired police captain in the process—now he was fleeing in a stolen utility truck. McCready and his partner joined the chase, and when the gunman slammed on his brakes McCready jumped out of his own car, ran alongside the stolen vehicle, and shot the suspect to death right through the window. The shooting was ruled a justifiable homicide, and McCready spent the rest of the year collecting accolades: the police department's Combat Award, the Silver Shield Award from the Police Benevolent Association, Cop of the Year from the Police Conference, Outstanding Police Officer of the Year from the American Legion. A few months later he was assigned to the district attorney's office, where he spent a year in the rackets bureau and two in anticorruption before making detective in 1979. Just six months later, he was promoted to Homicide. It was the quickest leap to the department's most elite unit anyone could remember.

Within the ranks of any police department, a man so inclined will find it much easier to get himself noticed once he has a detective's shield. McCready had a way of drawing attention to himself more than most. It wasn't long before he was one of those guys with a reputation for having a reputation, for better or worse. Crafty, tough, hard-driving—all that was true. Arrogant, reckless, hard-drinking—also true. He could turn on the easygoing charm with witnesses and suspects, reporters and fellow cops, and anyone he happened to be drinking near. Or he could sit at the bar and become a son of a bitch before their eyes. So, no, McCready wasn't everyone's cup of coffee. He had a series of partners and bosses over the years, and they all had to get used to working with an impulsive man who might do something exceptional to break a case or something inconvenient to make them cringe. There was, for instance, the Diaz case—not the department's finest hour, to say the least. The trial was a first-class fiasco and nobody could be surprised that McCready was in the middle of it. He wasn't the worst offender, but he might have done the most stammering. It didn't hurt his career, though. What saved him, it seemed, were equal measures of his own special skill and the county's lenient law enforcement culture. No one could deny McCready's work in the interview room. And no one could deny the police department's long reputation for broad-mindedness when it came to the way its homicide detectives conducted business.

The homicide squad was divided into three teams, each with six detectives and headed by a sergeant who reported to the lieutenant who was the squad's commander. In 1988, Homicide's newest sergeant was Robert Doyle, recently transferred after a tour heading up a special bicounty robbery task force. Doyle drew McCready and paired him with Norman Rein, a veteran detective with a manner as composed as McCready's was untamed. Taking stock of the old days years later, Doyle described McCready as the “epitome” of his breed. “You need three things to be a homicide detective,” he explained. “You need to be a skilled investigator. You need to testify well. And you need a giant ego. You have to believe in yourself.” That, McCready certainly did. More than anything, he believed in his instinct for knowing when someone was lying to him. Years after his retirement, but still speaking in the present tense, he would go on national television and matter-of-factly tell an interviewer, “Oh, I'm better than a polygraph.”

McCready had worked scores of murders by the time Doyle joined the squad, some of them well publicized. So the sergeant knew him well by reputation, again for better or worse. The case that raised McCready's profile most was a made-for-TV soap opera that the press glibly dubbed the case of the “Homeroom Hit Man.” The synopsis: On February 5, 1986, in the working-class community of Selden, a burly electrician and widowed father of three is found dead in his driveway, shot in the back of the head. McCready pokes around the family, checking out his lieutenant's suspicions, based on instinct and a consultation with the sex crimes unit, that the victim had been sexually abusing his sixteen-year-old daughter. The girl, a bright-eyed cheerleader named Cheryl Pierson, had found the body. McCready works on her for nearly two weeks, and eventually she confesses. Her father had been forcing her to have sex with him since she was eleven, she says, and she decided to have him killed after finding him “wrestling around the floor” with her eight-year-old sister. Cheryl and her boyfriend persuaded the boy who sat next to her in homeroom to kill her father for a thousand dollars.

A reporter named Dena Kleiman wrote about the case for The New York Times Magazine and later turned the story into a book in which she described McCready as “a wry investigator with Nick Nolte good looks and an uncanny sense about people.” The depiction might have struck knowing readers as a bit fawning—close enough on the looks, maybe, but an exaggeration of the man's talents. In the TV movie, McCready was played by Bruce Weitz, best known as the surly undercover street cop given to referring to people as “hairballs” in the 1980s cop drama Hill Street Blues.

A year after the Pierson case, McCready was on Sergeant Kevin Cronin's team when their squad was on call for a double homicide in Ronkonkoma, a nearby community sliced in two by the Long Island Expressway. Daniel Kasten, a sophomore at the state university in Stony Brook, told the detectives he'd found his mother's body when he woke up in the morning. The team's rotation put two of McCready's colleagues into the interview room as the lead detectives, and before the day was out they would have a confession from the victims’ son. Kasten told them, and repeated to a video camera, that he'd plotted for months to kill both his parents because they threatened to force him to quit school and get a job if his grades didn't improve. He said he shot them with a .22-caliber rifle he outfitted with a homemade silencer—a pipe surrounded by socks—and test-fired into a dictionary. After giving his statement, Kasten led the detectives to several spots off the service road of the expressway where he'd hidden the rifle, the silencer, and the dictionary.

Daniel Kasten was a young man with no history of actual violence, though he seemed to have a strong attraction to the imaginary kind. He was a devoted player of the fantasy role-playing game Dungeons & Dragons. Friends and neighbors described him to reporters as smart, kind, a little shy. His attorney said that Kasten, who was adopted, “loved and still loves his parents very much.” The lawyer went for the insanity defense at Kasten's trial—Dungeons & Dragons made him do it—but on June 29, 1988, a jury took just four hours to convict him on two counts of murder. It was with that background that Jim McCready, ten weeks later, showed up at a waterfront home where a seventeen-year-old boy had reported finding his mother dead and his father barely alive.



ON CALL for the homicide squad in the overnight hours of September 7, Detective Mke Carmody reached his boss at home to let him know their team was catching a homicide, maybe two, in Belle Terre. Thirty-three Seaside Drive—up by the cliffs. Not a homicide land of neighborhood, Sergeant Bob Doyle thought. The press will be all over it. He dispatched Carmody and his partner, John Pfalzgraf, to Mather Hospital in case Seymour Tankleff regained consciousness. He wanted the rest of his team at the scene. He paged Bob Anderson and Norm Rein to get them on their way. They both lived on the South Shore, half an hour away at least. Then he called Jim McCready. He lived closest to the scene, in Stony Brook.

McCready wasn't home, so Doyle paged him. McCready had a busy construction business on the side, and when he was on a day tour he usually went to his shop before work to get his crew squared away. McCready responded to Doyle's page from the shop and made it to Belle Terre in nineteen minutes. Doyle arrived another twenty minutes later. By the time Norman Rein showed up, his partner had already decided where this case was going.

McCready told Doyle he didn't like the kid's demeanor—too matter-of-fact, no tears. And a few things didn't look right. The police constable said he saw him washing his hands in a puddle in the street. There was a smear of blood around the light switch in his room. And there was this: The kid said that after he helped his father, he checked the garage for his mother's car. If he's telling the truth, there should be some blood on the handle of the door to the garage. I checked, McCready said. There was none. But as much as anything, to both McCready and Doyle there was the simple fact that they had three people in the house, and one of them was unharmed—why? What about the business partner? They thought the kid was bringing him up a little too much. Trying a little too hard to point the finger elsewhere. Doyle told McCready to go ahead—ask the kid to come to Yaphank

If Doyle had any qualms about McCready and his unpredictable ways, he felt he could count on Rein. A twenty-nine-year veteran of the department, the previous five as a homicide detective, Rein's experience included assignments to assorted detective squads and a stint working directly for the chief of detectives. He'd spent time in internal affairs and was a longtime member of the department's hostage-negotiating team. Ramrod straight, Rein had an understated and methodical manner of speech that made him exceptionally effective when it came time for him to testify in court. This was in stark contrast with McCready, with his smoky voice and volatile disposition. In fact, it would be hard to find two men in Homicide who seemed less alike, and maybe that's what made their pairing effective. In the interview room, they were a classic good cop/bad cop combination.

After getting Marty's third recounting of the morning's events, Rein joined McCready and Doyle around the Tankleffs’ mailbox. Doyle filled him in, and then McCready strolled back over to Marty and asked if he'd mind coming down to headquarters. I'd like to hear more about this Steuerman, McCready told him. Marty asked if they could stop at the hospital first. McCready said he'd take him there afterward.

Just as they were passing the old gatehouse at the entrance to Belle Terre, a message came over McCready's police radio: Detective McCready, respond to Detective Pfalzgraf at Mather Hospital. The quickest route to Yaphank would take McCready right past Mather in a minute or two. But he went the longer way through Port Jefferson, avoiding the hospital and stopping at a pay phone outside a restaurant on Main Street called the Village Way. He punched in his calling card number, had a brief conversation, then returned to the car. “They're moving your father to Stony Brook,” he said. That's good, Marty replied. It's a much bigger hospital than Mather.

“Did your father have any head injuries?” McCready asked. Yes, Marty said, a bad one. It looked as if someone had hit him over the head really hard.

McCready continued down Route 112, then headed east on the Long Island Expressway, pulling off at the sixty-seventh of its seventy-two exits. The police headquarters building was in Yaphank, a locale so barren it barely qualified for a zip code and was best known for something that no longer existed. Yaphank was once the site of Camp Upton, a massive army training base during both world wars and the inspiration for Yip, Tip, Yaphank, a musical revue produced in 1918 by a young sergeant named Irving Berlin. One popular song came out of it: “Oh! How I Hate to Get Up in the Morning.”

McCready swung around to the rear of police headquarters and led Marty across the parking lot and through the back door. They took an elevator up one flight. Homicide was just down the hall from the communications center, where the emergency operator had picked up Marty's 911 call a few hours earlier. McCready brought Marty through the squad room and into a small, square anteroom. It had a steel desk, three metal-framed chairs, and four walls. The interview room was where many of the homicide detectives thought they did their best work.

Detective Rein will be joining us in a few minutes, McCready said, and asked Marty if he could get him a cup of coffee. Yes, Marty said. Light and sweet, please.

It was 9:30. Back in Port Jefferson, third period was just starting at Vandermeulen High. Marty was as far from there as he could possibly be. He looked down and noticed that his feet were filthy. Three and a half hours after getting out of bed for the first day of school, he was still barefoot.
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Where's Marty?

A CHAIN OF TELEPHONES RANG early that morning. In Fort Salonga, a waterfront community eighteen miles west of Port Jefferson, Myron Fox, Mike to his friends, had just sat down for breakfast when his wife, Gail, picked up the phone and heard a jarring voice.

Hello, this is Shari Rother, Seymour's daughter, I have to talk to Mike!

Gail quickly handed the phone to her husband. “Shari, what's wrong?” he asked.

“Arlene's dead and my father's in the hospital! They tried to kill him, too!”

“Oh my God,” Fox said. “What happened?”

Shari told him all she knew and said she was at the emergency room of Mather Hospital with her father. “It's bad, Mike,” she said.

Fox grabbed his tie and jacket, jumped in his car, and headed east on Route 2 5A. There was hardly a prettier drive anywhere on Long Island on a sunny morning just after Labor Day, but all Fox could think about was getting there and hoping Seymour wasn't as bad as Shari said and wondering if, after thirty years of friendship and so much business advice that Seymour had mostly ignored, it had really come to this.

As Fox raced to Port Jefferson, the news was spreading. Shari had set the sequence in motion, calling her father's brother, Norman, and his wife, Ruth. Norman called their daughter, Autumn Asness. Autumn alerted Arlene's side of the family, calling Joy Piccirillo, Arlene's niece, who called her brother, Ron Falbee, and his wife, Carol. The conversations were all the same: the inconceivable news, the gasps of horror and disbelief, the scantiness of the information—Arlene's dead and Seymour's really bad—making it seem all the more unreal. Then the recipient of the call repeating the dreadful process, bringing the news to another relative.

Ron Falbee wanted more before he took that step. He needed to be sure of the most essential fact before telling his mother that her younger sister had been murdered. Ron called the Suffolk County police, reached the Sixth Precinct, and told a desk officer he was trying to get any information available about an incident at the Tankleff house at 33 Seaside Drive in Belle Terre. The officer said he couldn't tell him anything—it had to come from the public information office at headquarters. “Look,” Ron said firmly, “I'm their nephew. My mother is Arlene Tankleff's sister. I just want to know—can you confirm that somebody died?”

The desk officer transferred the call to a sergeant, who told Ron he had little but the most basic information. “There is one person deceased,” he said. “Another person was removed to Mather Hospital, breathing but unresponsive.”

“Can you tell me who is dead?”

“The deceased is a female.”

Ron was a man of solid bearing, steady even as he took in words that shook him to his core. “Do you know anything about their son?” he asked. “His name is Martin.”

“I believe he was the one who called 911 for assistance,” the sergeant told him. “My information is that he's fine.”

Ron got in his car, his mind racing. He struggled with the image of his aunt dying violently in the night and contemplated how he was going to break the news to his mother. He tried to imagine what it meant that Seymour was “breathing but unresponsive,” and the possibilities led him to think about Marty. Somewhere among the jumble of thoughts ricocheting in Ron's mind was a flashback to the day four years ago when Seymour took him out to lunch to tell him about some decisions he and Arlene had made, and to ask his blessing for the most important one. To Ron, it was a flattering gesture and a solemn obligation for Carol and him, but a contingency that he presumed, until this moment, would never come to pass.

Marcella Falbee, a self-possessed woman in her early sixties, absorbed the news of her sister's murder with the same quiet anguish with which her son delivered it. Then she turned to her own unbearable task. It was still before daybreak in Northern California. Marcella decided to wait until the hour there reached seven before calling Marianne, the younger of her two much younger sisters. Marcella was ten when Arlene was born, eighteen by the time Marianne came along. To her kid sisters, she was not Marcella but rather “Mickey,” a nickname that suited her warmth if not quite her dignified manner. When she made the call and heard Marianne's voice, Marcella couldn't bring herself to utter the blunt words in her head.

“I have some very bad news, Marianne,” Marcella said softly. “Arlene's gone.”

“What do you mean, ‘gone’?” Marianne asked.

“Hon, she's gone,” Marcella repeated.

“Mckey, I don't understand what you mean.”

‘Marianne, she's been killed.”

Marianne dropped the phone and ran to her husband, screaming. Mke McClure got on with Ron, who told him what he knew and said he and Carol were on the way to the hospital with his mother. They'd call again from there. Mke hung up, called his law office to clear the rest of his week, and booked three seats on the next flight out of San Francisco. Their seventeen-year-old, Jenny, insisted on coming. She felt so terribly for her cousin Marty. They'd spent two weeks together when her family visited his over the summer. Marty gave Jenny and her younger sister Christy his room—it had bunk beds—and slept in the guest room. He took them out on the sound in their Boston Whaler and squired them around Port Jefferson. Jenny couldn't imagine what Marty was going through now, but she wanted to be there for him.



MIKE FOX pulled into the parking lot at Mather Hospital a few minutes before eight. He was barely out of his car when he saw Shari running out to meet him, trailed by her husband. “Oh my God, Mke, I'm so scared,” Shari said, sobbing. Her father was still alive, she told him, but she didn't know what was going to happen. “I want you to go get Marty,” she said. “He needs to be here.”

“Where is he?” Fox asked.

“He's still at the house,” Shari said.

“I was over there,” Ronnie said, “but the police wouldn't let me stay with him.” He was the only relative who had seen Marty since all this began. That was an hour and a half ago and nobody had talked to Marty since.

“I'll go get him,” Fox said, and got back into his car.

Just as he was leaving the parking lot, a pair of homicide detectives were arriving. Mike Carmody and John Pfalzgraf went to the emergency room and asked the doctors how likely it was that Seymour Tankleff would regain consciousness. Not very likely, they were told.

The ER doctors were local physicians who were unaccustomed to treating injuries such as those they saw before them. Alfred Ekstrom was an internist, Robert Roth a neurologist. Roth had been home on Cliffside Drive in Belle Terre, one street up from Seaside Drive, when he got word that a sixty-two-year-old man was coming to the hospital with traumatic injuries from an assault. He rushed to the hospital, and it was only then that he realized that his gravely wounded patient was his neighbor Seymour Tankleff. When he heard that Arlene was dead, Roth thought of his own wife, Patricia, a good friend of Arlene's. In fact she had been with her just yesterday, playing bridge on the Tankleffs’ backyard deck.

Roth was stunned to find someone he knew laid out before him with some of the most vicious injuries he'd ever seen. Seymour had a deep laceration that went nearly all the way around his neck—a slashing so deep that the general impression among the ER staff was that it appeared as though someone had tried to decapitate him. It was the thickness of Seymour's neck that saved him, at least for now. As deep as the cuts went, they failed to sever any major blood vessels. Unfortunately, they weren't the worst of Seymour's injuries. He suffered several blows to the back of his head, including at least one of such force that his skull was crushed and pieces of detached bone were driven into his brain. That Roth saw exposed brain tissue oozing from the site was a very bad sign. It was miraculous that Seymour was still breathing, he thought.

Carmody and Pfalzgraf had hoped to get a look at Seymour's injuries for some indication of what kind of weapons the assailant might have used. But his head and neck were already completely bandaged. When the detectives asked Roth to describe the head wounds, he told them that the worst one was roughly round, about an inch in diameter, with several slash marks around it. It seemed to him that Seymour had been attacked with a hammer.

Roth told the detectives he didn't think Seymour would survive the day, but if he had any chance at all he needed the immediate attention of a top-flight neurosurgical team. There was one just ten minutes away, at Stony Brook University Hospital. Its chief, a renowned expert on traumatic head injuries, was on his way over.

Mike Fox was pulling into the Tankleffs’ driveway in Belle Terre. He'd been here so many times over the years—he handled the purchase of the land even before there was a house on it—but now he was barred from the driveway by a Suffolk County police officer and a ribbon of yellow crime scene tape strung from tree to tree across the width of the properly.

Fox parked on the street and scanned the scene for Marty. He didn't see him so he asked the cop out front who was in charge. You want the gentlemen up there, the officer told him, pointing up the road at a group of three or four men gathered at the front end of a plain black car. Fox started walking toward them, then saw one approaching at a good pace. The man pulled up with an air of casual purposefulness, cup of coffee in hand. “I'm Detective McCready” he said. “Can I help you?”

Thus began a brief but crucial encounter, one that would become the subject of fierce contention in the months ahead. Precisely what was said and done during these few minutes defies objective certainty. But some things are undisputed: That Mike Fox pulled up to the Tankleffs’ house while Marty was up the road, sitting on the hood of McCready's car, answering questions for the detective and his sergeant. That Marty spotted Fox just as he was telling McCready and Doyle that “my Uncle Mke” could tell them about his father's problems with Jerry Steuerman. And that Marty pointed out Fox's arrival, saying, “There's Uncle Mke now”— at which point McCready abruptly left Marty with Doyle to encounter Fox in the street.

By Fox's account, McCready headed him off before he could get close enough to see Marty talking to the detectives, and distracted him with a deft maneuver: “He meets me in the street,” Fox recalled, “and positions himself so that I have to turn to face him. He turns me around. So now he's facing the people at the car and my back is to them. I never even knew it was Marty they were talking to.”

McCready turned Fox around in a bigger way. According to Fox, when he told McCready that he was the Tankleffs’ attorney and that he was there to bring their son to the hospital, McCready told him that Marty was already on the way over there. “He said, ‘He told us everything he knows,’ and they were taking him to the hospital in a cruiser. ‘They left about five minutes ago.’”

Fox handed McCready his business card, said he'd be in his office later, then headed back to the hospital, where he found a small crowd gathering. Seymour's brother, Norman, and his wife, Ruth, were there. So were Linda and Frank Perrone, Marty's best friend's parents. And Vinnie Bove. Having played in the poker game the night before, he was the last of them to see Seymour conscious. And he was the only one who had seen him this morning, comatose and wrapped in bandages behind the doors of the emergency room. As vice chairman of the community hospital, Vinnie had free rein. The group waited for word of Seymour's condition and talked about who might have done this. Ron Rother felt he knew. “This was a hit,” said Seymour's son-in-law. “A hundred thousand was owed this week,” he added cryptically.

When Shari saw Mke Fox, but not Marty a look of dismay crossed her face. “Where's my brother?” she wanted to know.

“Hasn't he gotten here yet?” Fox replied.

“What? No, he's not here. What are you talking about? Where is he?”

“One of the cops said they were bringing him here. He should be here by now.”

Fox and the Rothers went out to the ER reception area—maybe Marty was there. But he wasn't. Shari went looking for the detectives, Carmody and Pfalzgraf. Maybe they knew where he was. But she couldn't even find them. They were behind the doors of the emergency room, watching Dr. George Tyson, the neurosurgeon from Stony Brook, carefully remove the bandages from Seymour's head. When he saw the injuries, Tyson doubted the patient would survive. He would do what he could, of course. But of course not here. Detective Pfalzgraf turned to Roth. Before you move him, he said, we need some of the blood. Roth scraped the dried blood from Seymour's forearms and poured the flakes into a plastic evidence bag. Then he removed a blood-specked gold bracelet from Seymour's wrist and handed it to Pfalzgraf.

Pushing through the double doors of the emergency room moments later, Roth was surrounded by Seymour's family and friends. He was candid about the magnitude of the injuries and told Shari he needed her consent to move her father to Stony Brook. In the disarray of the moment, Shari was distracted from her brother's absence, but with still no sign of him, Mke Fox decided to take another trip up to the house. Maybe McCready was mistaken. Maybe Marty was still there.

As Fox would later recount, he arrived back on Seaside Drive just as an unmarked police car was departing. “Was that Detective McCready?” he asked a uniformed sergeant. The sergeant said it was and told him, “He's finished here. He's going to Yaphank.” Can you get him on your radio? Fox said he asked. The sergeant went across the road to his patrol car but returned a minute later saying he couldn't raise McCready. So Fox headed back to Mather. Maybe McCready realized that Marty hadn't been taken to the hospital after all and was dropping him off on his way to Yaphank.

“Have you seen Marty?” Fox asked Vinnie Bove when
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