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			Epigraph

			If we question deep enough there comes a point where answers, if answers could be given, would kill.

			—John Fowles

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter One

			McGuire saw them first and he signaled to DeLisle, who sat back on the bench and spoke into the lapel of his leather jacket. Sleeman, who had been jogging towards the bandshell, did a slow U-turn when DeLisle’s voice barked, “Okay, two up,” through Sleeman’s headphones, and he ran on the spot watching McGuire, who stood on the slight rise beneath the elm tree maybe a hundred feet away. Hetherington heard DeLisle’s voice too, through the earphone hidden in her long, red hair, and she stopped pushing the baby carriage to lean forward and reach inside, as though adjusting the blanket.

			They were in their teens, one white and gangly, the other black and grinning so everybody could see his gold incisor tooth.

			The woman they approached was older, perhaps thirty. She wore tight designer jeans and a short suede coat, a little glitzy maybe, but with Newbury Street class. She sat on a bench below and to the left of McGuire. Her eyes closed, her chin raised, she was spending her lunch break trying to retain her tan in the September sun, a magazine on her lap.

			The white guy stopped in front of her and spoke. Her eyes opened, first in anger then in fright, while the black kid grinned and sat next to her as though they were buddies.

			Neither touched her, and neither spoke in a voice loud enough for others to hear. When the woman heard their words, her face creased and burned red. The white guy snatched the magazine from her, holding it open for his friend to see. Something on the page made them laugh in false hysterics. When the woman reached for it, the white guy skipped away and tossed it to his buddy, who jumped up and taunted her until the woman gave up and walked in quick, short steps towards Boylston.

			“Leave her,” DeLisle said into his lapel. Sleeman began jogging towards McGuire. Hetherington opened her purse, pulled out her compact, and checked her makeup.

			The two young men tossed the magazine in a trash can, and the black youth, still grinning, looked up and saw McGuire standing there with the Nikon around his neck, wearing a Red Sox souvenir T-shirt. The hoodlum’s expression told McGuire all he needed to know.

			
			“I’ll do the T-shirt, but forget Bermuda shorts,” McGuire had told DeLisle.

			DeLisle said okay, but McGuire would have to wear sunglasses and new sneakers too, and McGuire grunted and nodded. “And carry this with you,” DeLisle added. He handed McGuire a worn Boston tourist guidebook.

			“Let ’em see the camera,” Sleeman told McGuire. “That’s what they’ll go after. Camera like that’ll get ’em three, four hundred, easy.”

			McGuire aimed the camera at DeLisle and snapped a frame.

			“Don’t screw around, okay?” the detective said. He looked annoyed. “You promise me that? You won’t screw around? You got a reputation for screwing around, you know.”

			So, McGuire became a tourist in his own city. He rode the Beantown Trolley, stared up at the Hancock Building, and ate greasy fries from a paper plate while watching the swan boats in the lagoon. Joseph P. McGuire, twice-decorated and once-disgraced cop, was now a hundred-dollar-a-day decoy, a cog in the machinery to cut Boston’s wave of tourist muggings.

			
			The black guy grunted at his buddy, and both of them looked at McGuire, who raised the Nikon to his eye and aimed it towards Beacon Hill.

			The muggers separated. The white kid, straight black hair tied in a ponytail and wearing an oversized army jacket, torn jeans, and hiker boots, continued along the walk below McGuire’s line of sight, scanning for cops, for anything suspicious. The other climbed the slope in a flanking move towards McGuire. He wore a gray, hooded sweatshirt over tight black jeans and high-cut black Nikes.

			McGuire zoomed the lens out and sighted through the camera with one eye, using his other eye to watch the muggers approach. To McGuire, they weren’t a threat, just two punks who needed their asses kicked, ten years too late.

			They circled, approaching from either side. When the one with the ponytail was in position, he walked towards McGuire, hands deep in his jacket pockets. The other materialized from behind. They stood that way for a moment, two street hoods beside an ex-cop posing as an overweight tourist.

			“Nice camera, man.”

			McGuire turned to see the black kid showing his tooth, smiling. McGuire said nothing. “Don’t talk too much,” DeLisle had warned him. “Tourists don’t want to talk, they just want to save their butts.”

			McGuire turned away and sighted the Nikon across the Common again. The camera’s auto-focus system made a soft purr.

			“You see my man, next to you?” the black guy said after McGuire had taken a picture.

			McGuire lowered the camera. What he saw in the black youth’s face, the cockiness, the dedication to his task of intimidating people, tripped something in McGuire. He wondered what they had whispered to the woman. He forgot everything DeLisle had told him.

			“Hey, man. Take a look at my buddy,” the black kid said to McGuire again. He was still smiling. “You see him there?”

			McGuire turned to his right. The white guy was smiling back at him, his thin lips closed, his small eyes squeezed almost shut. A large red pimple blossomed to one side of his nose.

			“Ugly fucker, isn’t he?” McGuire said, and he raised the Nikon to his eye again.

			The white guy’s smile faded, and he licked the corner of his mouth. “What’d you say?” he asked.

			“Man’s got a gun pointed at you,” the black kid said, but his voice had lost its edge. Tourists don’t call muggers ugly fuckers. Tourists start to shake and their eyes shift away, looking for cops to rescue them and their Japanese toys.

			“What’d you call me?” the white kid said.

			“How big?” McGuire asked. He released the shutter and shot a frame of DeLisle stretching his arms above his head, like a businessman who’d had enough relaxation for one day and was ready for a walk to the doughnut shop.

			“What’s how big?” the black kid said.

			“He call me ugly?” the white guy asked, looking across McGuire to his buddy.

			“How big’s his gun?” McGuire said.

			“Big enough to blow your head off,” the white guy said, keeping his hand inside his jacket.

			“Just gimme the camera, man, and we walk away,” the black kid muttered. He looked around. This wasn’t in the script, this wasn’t the way the others had gone.

			“What’d you say to that woman?”

			“Give him the camera, man,” the white guy growled.

			“Let’s go, Tard,” said the black kid, and he began to back away, but McGuire’s hand shot out to grip his arm.

			“You like terrorizing women?” McGuire said. Below the rise, DeLisle broke into a trot towards him, Sleeman jogging behind. Hetherington parked the baby carriage and waved frantically at a uniformed cop posted near the tourist information booth on Boylston Street.

			“Gimme the camera,” Tard said, reaching for it.

			The black guy twisted out of McGuire’s grasp. He had lost his cocky expression. “He’s a cop, man.”

			Tard’s brain took a few milliseconds to process this unexpected information, which was enough time for McGuire to pull the hand holding the camera in a short arc across his body, then reverse its direction to swing it at Tard, the side of the zoom lens connecting with Tard’s nose in the vicinity of the pimple.

			“Jesus!” the kid said, and he twisted away. He dropped to one knee and pulled his hand from inside jacket pocket, and McGuire was looking into the muzzle of a nickel-plated .38 revolver shaking like it was alive. Blood drizzled from the kid’s nose and down his narrow chin. He looked ten years younger now, not a street tough but a punished child torn between crying for help and lashing out, unsure of the choice to make.

			“Drop it or you’re dead!” DeLisle screamed from his crouched firing stance at the bottom of the rise, the gun in his hands not shaking but pointing at the white kid’s chest, while Sleeman chased the black kid back towards Boylston.

			The kid looked into DeLisle’s Glock 9mm, back at McGuire, then down at his feet. He dropped to his knees and released the revolver.

			“Son of bitch,” said McGuire. He walked away, shaking his head. “Didn’t think he had a gun.”

			
			“I don’t believe it.”

			Frank DeLisle crumpled the coffee cup into a ball and tossed it at the wastebasket. He missed.

			McGuire shrugged. “Hey, I’m the one who should be pissed. You told me these kids never show a weapon. I could be lying on a slab right now, and you’d be standing over me, still bitching. Why didn’t you tell me he was carrying?”

			“Who knew?” said DeLisle. “Real tourists just give them their cameras and their wallets, and then they stand there with that nice warm feeling you get when you’re peeing your pants. You’re the only goof who ever asked to see the gun.”

			“What the hell’d you hit him for?” Sleeman stood scratching his leg under his jogging suit. “Frank told you, just hand over the camera, give us the sign, and we’re on him.”

			McGuire stared back at Sleeman. “They upset that woman. She was sitting there minding her own business and they scared the hell out of her. They needed somebody to show them a little muscle. You convict them, they get six months, a year at the most, and they come out like graduates, knowing more tricks. That’s all they’ll get, you know that.”

			“McGuire, how long were you in homicide?” DeLisle said. He sounded weary, as though he were the one who had chased the black kid.

			McGuire swept his hand through his hair. “Nearly twenty years.”

			“Some people think you and Schantz helped drive Kavander to an early grave, breaking all his rules . . .”

			“Ollie and me? Break rules?” McGuire’s grin widened. “Where’d you hear that stuff?”

			Several years earlier, Boston Police Captain Jack Kavander had collapsed at his desk, victim of a massive heart attack. Rumors persisted that he died clutching a memo in his hand, the most recent report on McGuire’s success at circumventing the directives of his overweight homicide captain. It was a fanciful idea, nothing more; at the time of Kavander’s death, McGuire had already resigned from the force and was working as a part-time security guard at a Revere Beach warehouse.

			Frank DeLisle sat in his torn swivel chair, swung his feet onto the corner of his desk, and bit his thumbnail. Well, he’d been warned about this.

			
			“You’re going to what?” Eddie Vance had said to DeLisle. The captain’s head jerked up as though somebody had pulled a string in his neck. He used to be Fat Eddie Vance, but the erasure of thirty pounds from his girth, and a directive from the commissioner that he would tolerate no nicknames representing race, gender, sexual preference, or “inappropriate physical descriptions,” had abbreviated it to Eddie.

			“Use McGuire as a decoy,” DeLisle had answered. DeLisle thought it was a damn good idea. “I’ve got three people and a memo from Commissioner Gunn, says I gotta make enough arrests by the end of the month to get some ink in town and stories on the wire.”

			The summer had broken records for tourism in Boston. More visitors than ever had trekked Boston streets, slept in Boston hotel rooms, devoured meals in Boston restaurants, and left imprints of their credit cards in Boston retail shops.

			But crimes against tourists had soared just as dramatically. An average five tourists daily were mugged during July and August. Three had been shot, four stabbed, and one perished under the wheels of a bus when he bolted from the Common across Boylston in panic, pursued by two young muggers.

			“North Miami?” cried the headlines in the Globe one August Sunday, and police Commissioner George Gunn vowed to clear the city of predatory criminals.

			“All we’ll do is sweep ’em south so they go back to mugging poor people in Dorchester,” muttered DeLisle when the commissioner fingered him to lead Operation Safe Haven.

			“Tourists bring more money into the city than Dorchester pays in taxes,” Commissioner Gunn said.

			“Can’t do it with three guys. Not if I use one for a decoy. Most of these guys operate in pairs. Can’t make a nab until they’re away from the victim, and if they split . . .”

			“You’ve got two plus you,” the commissioner cut him off. “That’s it. Find a way to make it work.”

			“Have I got an operations budget? Can I get a freelance, something like that?”

			“Whatever’s approved for special operations, take the maximum.”

			“That’s five hundred a week.”

			“Alexander Graham Bell invented the telephone with twenty dollars’ worth of junk,” Gunn smiled. He was wearing his police uniform, getting ready for a charity luncheon at the Four Seasons.

			DeLisle stared back in disbelief, as though the commissioner had just revealed he was actually a woman in drag.

			
			“You really want McGuire?” Eddie Vance had asked yet again.

			DeLisle had been thinking about it, what a good idea it seemed to be. He needed somebody who wouldn’t panic, somebody who knew procedures and rules of evidence, somebody out-of-shape and middle-aged, who looked like a dentist from Des Moines, maybe. Somebody the creeps on the street wouldn’t finger as a cop right away.

			McGuire was perfect. Still a legend for being maybe the best homicide cop on the force, he’d been retired for over three years now, living with his former partner Ollie Schantz and Ronnie, Schantz’s wife, up in Revere Beach. McGuire had put on a little weight, lost a little hair, didn’t walk with that cockiness he used to have, but he knew procedures for evidence, knew how to avoid an entrapment plea.

			“Why not?” DeLisle said. “Hundred dollars a day to walk around downtown, eating hot dogs, reading guidebooks. What can go wrong?”

			Then Eddie Vance did a rare thing, something few people on Berkeley Street could recall, something DeLisle had never seen him do, had never pictured him doing.

			Eddie Vance laughed. He laughed so hard he had to sit down, and when he couldn’t stop laughing he stood up again and headed for the men’s john.

			“Eddie’s in the can, laughing,” Sleeman said when he came out a minute later. “I never seen that before.”

			That had been a week ago. Since then, using McGuire as a decoy, DeLisle’s crew had collared two kids who tried to do a snatch-and-run with McGuire’s camera, and a forty-five-year-old hooker known to vice as Arlene the Anvil, who propositioned McGuire on the steps of the State House.

			Now they had one kid with a nickel-plated. 38 and a broken nose, telling his legal-aid lawyer he wanted to press charges of police brutality. His partner was last seen running hurdles down Boylston Street, pulling away from Sleeman like an Indy car passing a beer truck. Sleeman gave up chasing him after two blocks and was leaning against a telephone pole trying to get his wind back when DeLisle and McGuire found him. “We know him, the guy with the tooth,” Sleeman said later. “Name’s Hayward, Hayhurst, something like that. Got him for B and E couple years ago. Cocky little bastard.”

			Back in DeLisle’s office, the senior detective finished completing his arrest report and tossed his pen aside. “This isn’t working out, McGuire,” DeLisle said.

			McGuire grunted. “You want your T-shirt back?”

			“Keep the shirt. Give me the camera. I’ll send you a check next week. Looks like you’re unemployed again.”

			McGuire shrugged. “Maybe I’ll go work for the other side.” 

			“Other side?” Sleeman said. “What other side?”

			“Bunch of lawyers.” McGuire stood up. “Called me a couple of weeks ago.”

			“Lawyers?” Sleeman snorted. “You’re gonna work with ambulance chasers?”

			“It’s mostly civil law, corporate stuff, divorces.” 

			“Sounds like a lousy way to make a living.”

			McGuire paused at the door. “What’s the other kid’s name, the white guy?”

			“Eddie Sprague. We know him. Street name’s Tard.”

			“Tard? Where’s that come from?”

			“As in retard.” DeLisle bit at a hangnail. “Kid could hold a conversation with a tree stump and they’d both get something out of it.”

			McGuire met Hetherington at the top of the steps leading to Berkeley Street Police Headquarters. “Why’d you blow it?” she said. “Whatever those guys said to that woman, she’d probably heard it a thousand times before. So why’d you let it get to you?”

			“They harassed her,” McGuire said, “just because she’s a woman. That’s how they get their kicks.”

			Detective Cheryl Hetherington was maybe thirty-six years old, McGuire wasn’t sure. He remembered her as a uniformed cop, ten years ago when McGuire and Ollie Schantz were at their peak. “Cute little rascal,” Ollie had said after she’d briefed McGuire and Schantz on their arrival at a murder-suicide domestic scene. Hetherington had been married to the headwaiter at a restaurant on Newbury Street until she left him to marry another cop. Two years later the marriage ended, and she drifted through affairs with other officers, some single, some married, some in between. One of them had given her a son along the way, and when McGuire learned she was the third partner in DeLisle’s Operation Safe Haven he wanted to talk to her, to ask how she’d managed to screw up one part of her life, the one that existed beyond Berkeley Street, while being so successful at the other part of her life, the one that earned her Officer of the Month three times in the last four years. Just to compare her errors with his own. Just to see if maybe they shared the same genetic flaws.

			“Hormones,” she’d shrugged when he asked her. “A weakness for men with curly hair and deep voices. And vodka Martinis in dark bars.” Nothing McGuire didn’t already know.

			“It’s life in the city for a woman,” Hetherington was saying to McGuire now. “She’s probably forgotten about it already, and we missed a chance to nail a couple of stars for the department. You should’ve just played along and not said anything to those jerks, just because they upset her.”

			“Whatever happened to chivalry?” McGuire asked, half-joking.

			“What?” Hetherington said.

			She didn’t know what the word meant, McGuire realized. She doesn’t know what the hell it’s all about.

			
			“When’s the last time you saw a woman in a gingham dress?”

			Ollie Schantz was lying on the bed that was his world, grinning up at his ex-partner. It had been seven years since Ollie snapped the third vertebra in his neck on his second day of retirement. He had been bedridden since, would be bedridden until he died.

			McGuire had finished describing the afternoon’s events that ended his career as a decoy. The day was fading into evening.

			“What’s your point?” McGuire slouched in the chair next to Ollie’s bed sipping tomato juice and vodka, no spice, no celery stirrer. Just vitamin C and Smirnoff.

			“You know how old Doris Day is?” 

			“Doris Day? I don’t know. Sixty maybe?”

			“More like eighty. She’s an old broad, McGuire. There ain’t women like her any more. Never was, probably. That’s what you’ve been chasing all your life, some squeaky Doris Day to wear gingham dresses and bake you cookies in a house with shutters . . .”

			“Gloria wasn’t like that.” Meaning McGuire’s first wife.

			“You’re right, Gloria wasn’t like that. Gloria was young and pretty and a little wild, so you tried to make her like that, which helped screw things up, in case I never told ya before. But Sandi was like that when you married her. First time I met her she was wearing a gingham dress, hair in a ponytail . . .”

			“She was a good-looking woman.”

			“They were all good-looking women, you squirrel. That’s not what I’m talkin’ about . . .”

			“Hey.” McGuire gestured with the hand holding his drink. “You married a woman who stayed home, baked you cookies, kept things sane for you . . .”

			“The last of a vanishing breed, Joseph. She’s the last of a breed. That’s what I’m tryin’ to tell you. Women have changed, they don’t need protectin’ from you anymore.”

			“Sure they do.”

			“You wish. Half the women have lipsticks in their purse. The other half have Smith & Wessons.”

			“I like taking care of women.”

			“They like it too. Just don’t need it. And they’re sure as hell not going to thank you for it.”

			McGuire thought about that. Then: “Where is Ronnie, by the way?”

			“At her painting class. You see that picture she did last week, the one of the old barn?” Ollie’s voice swelled with pride. “The woman’s got talent she hasn’t even used yet. She’s damn good, Joseph.”

			“You want to watch the game?” McGuire reached for the television remote on Ollie’s bed.

			“Who’re we playin’?”

			“Jays, I think.” McGuire punched the power button and the screen came to life with an electronic hiccup.

			“Dumb-ass team with no pitching?”

			“I’m taking them.” McGuire drained his drink. 

			“You want to lay two bucks a hit?”

			“Three for doubles, four for triples, five for a dinger?” 

			“One for an RBI.” The picture flickered to life.

			“Let me get another vodka.”

			“Have one for me. Get a pencil and paper to keep track of your losses too. Look it this, we’ve got second and third with one out, and McCluskey’s up. Open your wallet, Joseph.”

			During the seventh inning the front door opened and closed, and Ronnie Schantz’s footsteps pattered down the hallway. She entered the room, shining behind her smile, her hair gathered on her head with loose strands escaping in curls across her forehead. She wore a moss-green topcoat over a gold high-neck sweater and pleated slacks.

			“Hi guys,” she said. She walked to Ollie’s bed and bent to kiss him on the forehead. She held his good hand in hers and squeezed it. “You hungry?” she asked her husband.

			“My stomach thinks my throat’s been cut,” Ollie said. “McGuire’s been suckin’ back Bloody Marys, leavin’ me here to waste away.”

			“I offered you a sandwich,” McGuire protested.

			Ronnie kissed McGuire’s cheek. “I’ll get him something. Who’s winning?”

			“Joe’s down three bucks and the Sox are leading eight to five.” Ollie watched his wife shrug out of her coat, his smile beaming at her.

			“I’ll make coffee,” McGuire said, standing. “Square up with you tomorrow.”

			He knew what Ronnie would have to do now. Change her husband’s diaper. Rub ointment on his bedsores. Wash the man’s body, care for him as though he were a helpless baby. Fulfilling the duties she had performed every day, without let-up, for seven years.

			
			“It’s the best thing I’ve done in my life. The very best thing.”

			The baseball game had ended. Ollie was sleeping, aided by pills washed down with fruit juice. Ronnie smiled at McGuire over the rim of her coffee cup, holding it in two hands. Music drifted into the kitchen from the radio in the living room.

			“It’s as though something came alive in me, something I didn’t even know was there.” She set the cup down, smiling with excitement in a way McGuire had never seen before. “I always liked to draw pictures when I was a kid, and in art class at high school. Everybody did; it was more fun than math. Now I’m learning things, little secrets and techniques. I love it.”

			“What is it, a big class?” McGuire poured himself another coffee.

			“Just seven of us, plus the instructor. Wow, is he good! His name’s Carl Simoni. He’s had shows all over the country.” Her smile beamed even brighter. “One of his watercolours is hanging in the State House.”

			“Ollie’s proud of you.”

			“I’m pretty proud of myself.” Her eyes lingered on McGuire. “More than I’ve been for years.” She rose from the table. “Wait’ll you see what I bought today. It’s really extravagant, but I thought I’d treat myself.” He heard her walk down the hall, open the closet door, and return to the kitchen carrying what looked like a polished wooden briefcase. She set it on the table, slid the brass locks aside, and opened it.

			Inside was an assortment of watercolour pads, brushes, cotton cloths, textured paper, and other materials McGuire couldn’t identify. “Nice,” he nodded.

			“Isn’t it beautiful? It’s just like Carl’s, only smaller. Made in Switzerland.” She lowered her voice and said in a stage whisper that was almost a giggle, “It cost me nearly three hundred dollars! For God’s sake, don’t tell Ollie that.”

			McGuire promised he wouldn’t.

			An hour later, McGuire was in bed, in his room at the rear of the house, thinking of Ronnie’s happiness, her new enthusiasm, and recalling that she had been wearing more makeup than he had seen on her in years. Eye shadow and lip liner, and something that accented her cheekbones. She had tinted her hair blond, and where the hell did she get that figure recently . . . ?

			
			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter Two

			“Gotta do something.”

			McGuire tossed the morning paper aside and stared out the window next to Ollie’s bed, at the ocean visible beyond the shore road.

			“Yeah, but lawyers?” Ollie was propped up in bed, the remote control in his hand. Two heads were conversing on the television screen.

			“You go where the money is. My pension’s barely covering food and my rent here, and don’t give me that crap about not needing to pay my way. My car needs a transmission overhaul. Or maybe just a kick in the ass, if you knew where to kick a Chrysler.” McGuire had purchased the ten-year-old hardtop when he was working as a part-time security guard. The job lasted less than a month. It ended the day McGuire suggested that his supervisor’s brains were located immediately behind his testicles.

			“You really wanta work with a bunch of lawyers? Can’t Frankie DeLisle, Wally Sleeman, one of those guys, find something for you to do, help ’em clean up the city?”

			“I can’t work with DeLisle. Couldn’t when I was at Berkeley and sure as hell can’t now. Sleeman’s a lot of fun, but he’s not the brightest cop I ever met.”

			“Yeah, well.” Ollie moved his head in the semblance of a nod. “Wally’s the kinda guy, he’s gotta get naked to count to twenty-one.” His eyes swung to McGuire’s, a smile playing on his face when he saw McGuire grinning. “But Christ, Joseph. How you gonna work with a bunch of ambulance chasers?”

			“It’s Zimmerman, Wheatley and Pratt. They’re mostly corporate, civil law, divorce lawyers, family law . . .”

			“Come on.” Ollie managed to turn his head far enough to follow McGuire’s gaze through the window. “You’re tellin’ me you’re not gonna run with hounds, you’re just gonna trot with dachshunds. Dogs are dogs.”

			“What am I supposed to do the rest of my life? Stay here as your gardener, mowing the lawn, taking out the trash, helping Ronnie with the groceries . . .”

			“You’re talkin’ about stuff I used to do.” Ollie said it without anger or self-pity. Ollie had a way of stating obvious facts in an obvious manner.

			“Okay, so I’m making like a husband around here.” McGuire realized what he had said, what he was implying.

			Ollie’s eyes remained on the water. “You doin’ that too?” 

			“Aw, for Christ’s sakes, Ollie.” McGuire stood up, his hands in his pockets.

			“Listen, it can happen.” Ollie’s voice was free of rancor. “You don’t think I know Ronnie’s still a good-lookin’ woman? Remember old Dave Sadowsky? He was always findin’ reasons to drop by when I wasn’t here, tellin’ Ronnie what a honey she was, how she could do better’n me. Till I told him one day, he ever tried to lay a finger on her I’d make him do a pole vault on a friggin’ twelve-gauge.” Ollie grinned at the memory, but his eyes avoided McGuire’s.

			“I don’t believe you can even think . . .”

			“I hear you two out in the kitchen, late at night. I hear Ronnie laugh. You make her laugh, Joseph. One of the sexiest things a man can do for a woman is make her laugh. We spend all those years, us guys, tryin’ to dress the right way, drink the right brand of Scotch, lift weights and do sit-ups, all that stuff, and most women are just lookin’ for a guy with a sense of humour.”

			“Ollie, I am not sleeping with Ronnie . . .”

			Ollie’s head moved in an arc until his eyes locked on McGuire’s. “I’d understand if you did,” he said. “See, that’s the point. I’d understand.”

			
			Zimmerman, Wheatley and Pratt occupied two floors of a downtown bank tower, the office a gaudy display of post-modern architectural hubris in cinnamon-coloured marble. “An excess of good taste,” was how one critic described the atrium lobby, with its brushed brass accents and crystal light fixtures.

			Stepping from the elevator and walking to the law firm’s fifteenth-floor reception desk, McGuire entered a world of Edwardian elegance. The walls were wainscoted in dark oak beneath flocked wall coverings in shades of deep reds and hunter greens. Next to the reception desk, a wide staircase spiraled down to the firm’s fourteenth-floor library and the steno pools, accounting, records-keeping, all the engine-room mechanics that permitted the legal professionals to function on the floor above them.

			McGuire was wearing a blue Oxford button-down shirt and blue cotton slacks, plus his trademark tweed sports jacket, custom-made for him by a Charlestown tailor who had owed him a favour. The tailor had done a superb job, adding leather trim on the buttonholes, Mandarin silk lining, and other details. McGuire had seen the same fabric on a jacket in a Brooks Brothers window. Without the custom tailoring and detailing, the Brooks Brothers version was priced at $800. The tailor had charged McGuire only for materials.

			McGuire had done the tailor a very large favour.

			McGuire owned three of the jackets, one brown, one blue, one gray. He wore them year-round with jeans or with tailored slacks, in rain and snow, on all but the hottest, most humid, summer days. He suspected he would be buried in one of them. They looked both expensive and defiantly unfashionable. They suited him even now, in the rarified climate of one of Boston’s most prestigious law firms.

			“Mr. Pinnington has been expecting you,” the receptionist smiled when McGuire announced his name. A minute later Richard Pinnington, senior partner, was walking across the Axminster from somewhere beyond the reception area, his hand extended, and his patrician face beaming a smile at McGuire.

			
			“It’s a matter of having access to a special kind of talent.”

			Richard Pinnington leaned forward, his eyes on McGuire. They were seated in matching wing chairs covered in green leather with brass upholstery studs. The leather was soft and yielding, and the aroma of the tannery still rose from its buttery surface. Between them, a silver tea service and two ornate bone-china teacups rested on a low, glass-topped oak table. Pinnington’s office, encompassing as much square footage as the entire ground floor of Ollie and Ronnie’s house, stretched to a bank of windows overlooking the Atlantic.

			Pinnington was in his early sixties and he carried his age, like his upper-class bearing, in a manner that members of a privileged class often do: with elegance and grace. His hair, thinning but still wavy, was pewter-gray, a colour repeated throughout the man’s wardrobe. His Egyptian cotton shirt sported a subtle gray stripe, his maroon tie was flecked in an amorphous gray pattern, and his blue suit had an undertone of gray.

			McGuire suppressed a rare feeling of inadequacy in Pinnington’s presence.

			“You’re not that involved in criminal law,” McGuire said, settling back in the chair facing Pinnington. “Why call on a cop who spent his career on the street?”

			“Well, you’re absolutely right.” Pinnington sat back, mimicking McGuire’s posture. “We are not specifically a criminal-law firm. Just two criminal lawyers on staff. But things are becoming so complex for us that we need . . .” Pinnington looked for the phrase in the air beyond McGuire’s shoulder. “We need a radar detector, a sonar device is maybe a good way of putting it, that can alert us to potential criminal activity.”

			“On the part of your clients?”

			“Perhaps. More likely, of course, on the part of our adversaries. Also, we often make use of certain criminal investigative techniques in our civil cases.”

			“Such as?”

			Pinnington shrugged. “People who can locate lost individuals for us. Assembly of evidence in perhaps a more effective manner than civil lawyers can muster. And there are borderline cases where civil and criminal law seem to be overlapping at a faster rate every day. Child-custody cases, for example. That’s become a big part in our practice. Abduction is a serious criminal offense. Assuming wide interpretations of custody laws is a civil matter. See my point?”

			McGuire nodded.

			“Business espionage is another concern. We can become involved in corporate civil law and discover the possibility of criminal activity by employees or officers.”

			“These are hardly my field.”

			“No, they’re not. But we can use your perception, your instincts. I have a colleague who practices criminal law. Marv Rosen. I think you know him. Anyway, he’s our criminal-law counsel.”

			McGuire knew Rosen, would never forget the ferret-faced lawyer. He had physically attacked Rosen in a courtroom years earlier, a foolish move that cost McGuire a demotion and two weeks’ income. “He tried to charge me with assault once,” McGuire said. “He dropped it in exchange for an apology, and told everybody I’d given him the best PR he’d ever received.”

			Pinnington smiled. “Marv still talks about it. It’s his best dinner-party story. I’ve heard it over and over. Now, I’m not saying Marv would enjoy sharing a slow boat to China with you, but he has a keen respect for your intuitive abilities.” Pinnington leaned back in his chair, his hands behind his head. “One of the many things you don’t learn at law school is how to hone your intuition. But the more I practice law, the more I value that . . .” He hesitated, then found the word. “. . . skill. So I decided a few weeks ago I could either try to inject it into each of our partners and staff, or I could consider buying it on the open market, so to speak.”

			“Which is me.” 

			“Which is you.”

			“What are you offering?”

			“Five thousand dollars’ monthly retainer, plus itemized expenses. It’s flat, whether you work eighty hours a week or none. And your workload could vary that much. Let’s assume a firm three-month contract to start. After that, we’ll review your hours and make adjustments to the fee if necessary. Maybe reassess the whole arrangement. This is an experiment for us. For you as well, I suspect.”

			“How does it work?” Pinnington was offering an income equal to McGuire’s best years as a homicide detective. Fix the Chrysler’s transmission? Hell, he’d dump it for something a little flashier and a lot more reliable.

			“Each lawyer has the right to draw upon your skills as he or she sees fit. Partners take precedence over non-partners. Senior partners have ultimate prerogative on your time. Any conflicts among staff regarding your availability will be resolved by me. You track your hours per case, and they’re pro-rated against the docket by the lawyer who contracted your services. We’ll make a small office available down on the fourteenth floor. It’s not spectacular, but it gives you a telephone and a desk. As I said, after three months we review everything.”

			“Do I have to wear a tie, dress like a lawyer?” 

			“Not unless you want to. Wear a tie, I mean.” 

			“Will I be testifying in court?”

			“We will do our best to avoid that eventuality.” 

			McGuire nodded. “Sounds okay.”

			Pinnington almost leaped to his feet, his pleasure mixed with impatience to move on to other things. “Sounds like we have a deal. When can you get started?”

			“What time is it now?”

			
			“Unspectacular” was hardly the appropriate word for a windowless space that, a few days earlier, had functioned as a combination document-storage area and passageway, and was now to serve as McGuire’s office. He entered it through an unmarked door from the word-processing area, where several women sat at computers and printers, preparing long documents for the lawyers who occupied the offices above them. Another unmarked door exited to a hallway leading to the fourteenth-floor elevator foyer.

			“It’s so we can keep people apart,” said Pinnington’s secretary. Her name was Woodson. “Mrs. Woodson,” was how Pinnington had introduced her to McGuire, never referring to her first name, which McGuire soon learned was Connie.

			Pinnington had asked Connie Woodson to escort McGuire to his new office and introduce him to key staff members. She was warm and pleasant, and her eyes reflected a hidden humour, a sense that she found the world amusing in a manner that she was unable to share with others.

			“We used to bring people through here while their adversaries, or anyone else we didn’t want them to meet, waited in Reception upstairs,” Connie Woodson explained. “But Mr. Pinnington has made other arrangements.”

			“It’s perfect,” McGuire said. And it was. He could come and go through the hall door without being seen. He had a small metal desk, a swivel chair, two metal side chairs, a telephone, a water cooler, and two filing cabinets set beneath a dusty black-and-white photograph of Cambridge that appeared to date back to the 1920s. An equally dusty coffeemaker sat atop one of the filing cabinets. “That work?” McGuire asked, and Connie Woodson nodded.

			“Mr. Pinnington said I am to provide you with anything you need,” she said. “If it’s urgent or I can’t look after it myself, I’ll get the message to him. I’m preparing a memo to the full staff about your presence and duties. Would you like to see it before it’s distributed?”

			“No,” McGuire said, testing the swivel chair. “Whatever you and Pinnington want to say about things will be fine with me.”

			She beamed with relief. McGuire’s attitude was clearly different from the lawyers, who believed that any document that had been drafted fewer than three times was likely libelous or erroneous. “The key to the hall door is hanging there, over your desk,” she said. She led him out through the word-processing area. “Mr. Pinnington is very pleased that you have joined us.”

			She escorted McGuire through the offices, introducing him to partners and lawyers and various department heads, who handed him their business cards and greeted him with responses ranging from undisguised impatience to fawning praise. Two partners booked appointments with McGuire for later that day. One wanted to discuss a wrongful-dismissal suit in which the fired employee departed with a copy of the firm’s long-term strategic marketing plan. The other told McGuire of an employee who may have suffered his back injury in a barroom brawl instead of at his place of employment, as he claimed in a three-million-dollar lawsuit. A third lawyer, an unsmiling fair-haired man barely half his age, peppered McGuire with questions about his background and abilities until McGuire cut him off, suggesting he check with Pinnington about his credentials. The younger man, stunned for a moment by McGuire’s impertinence, said he would.

			One lawyer studied McGuire intently and posed questions to him about his experience in tracing criminals on the run and dealing with dangerous individuals face to face, while Connie Woodson stood nearby, smiling and shifting her weight impatiently, anxious to continue escorting McGuire through the partners’ area.

			The lawyer’s name was Orin Flanigan, and McGuire judged him to be between fifty and sixty. His head was bald, save for a fringe of fading red hair, the colour of sandblasted brick houses. He dressed like the other partners in well-fitted suits in subdued colours, and his body shape confessed to years of rich meals and expensive wine, but instead of shrewdness, his eyes reflected distant but still-remembered pain. “I would like to chat with you some time,” the lawyer said.

			“What about?” McGuire said.

			McGuire’s words appeared to surprise Flanigan, as though he were unprepared to be questioned by anyone. “Nothing in particular,” Flanigan said.

			“What does he do?” McGuire asked Connie Woodson as she led him along the corridor towards the next introduction.

			“He’s in family law. He specializes in child-custody cases. Mr. Pinnington believes he is the best in his profession.”

			
			McGuire’s instincts told him that Orin Flanigan would be calling on him for some service, probably something furtive and risky. So he wasn’t surprised when the lawyer made a pretense of stopping by McGuire’s office the following morning, inviting McGuire to join him for lunch at The Four Seasons.

			They walked the three blocks together, Flanigan asking questions about McGuire’s background, where he was born, where he went to school, what hobbies McGuire had. “Hobbies,” McGuire said, “are things people do when the stuff they’re being paid to do isn’t what they want to do. When I was a cop, I was doing what I wanted to do. So I didn’t need any hobbies.”

			“That’s some people’s definition of success, you know,” Flanigan said. They had reached Boylston Street. The Four Seasons was a block away. “Doing what you want to do.”

			Inside the hotel dining room, Flanigan was greeted with exaggerated pleasure by the maître d’, who led the lawyer and McGuire to a corner table. “I always sit here whenever I come for lunch,” Flanigan said when they were settled. “Always order the same thing, too. A glass of California Merlot, whatever the soup of the day is, and a rare roast-beef sandwich on rye bread, black coffee to follow. What do you think of a man who is so set in his ways?”

			“That’s he’s probably satisfied with himself,” McGuire said. 

			“You’re being diplomatic.”

			“Maybe I’m being a little envious, too.” McGuire looked up from the menu, and around the paneled dining room.

			“Of course, you can be doing what you want to do and perhaps not feel successful after all.” Flanigan was calling the maître d’ over. “The New York strip steak is very good, I understand,” he said to McGuire.

			McGuire ordered it, and a Heineken.

			“You didn’t say if you have any children,” Flanigan said when the waiter left.

			“I don’t.”

			“Do you regret that?” 

			“Sometimes.”

			Flanigan watched him, as though waiting for more. “The things that happen to children,” he said after the waiter had brought their drinks, “are the most egregious of all the sins of a society. Any society.”

			“You make your living correcting them.”

			“I make my living dealing with them. Correcting them is often out of the question.” He sampled his wine and set the glass aside. “They can haunt you, you know. You can say you’re just dealing with the legal aspects of things, and I try. But after thirty-odd years, some stuff still haunts you.”

			McGuire asked the lawyer if he had any children. 

			“Not any more,” the lawyer said.

			To someone else, McGuire might have pressed the issue. What did that mean, “not any more”? That the children were grown? They were estranged? The expression on Flanigan’s face said the issue was painful. McGuire found himself liking this man, who appeared embarrassed by his own success, yet locked within its trappings.

			“You ever been to England?” Flanigan said, and McGuire said he hadn’t. “My wife and I go every summer for our vacation,” Flanigan said, and for the rest of the lunch Flanigan described public footpaths across the Cotswolds, tiny stone churches on high hills overlooking the sea, and thatch-roofed pubs in Devon and Cornwall.

			After lunch, outside the hotel, the lawyer checked his watch and said he was meeting someone down by Quincy Market. He asked if McGuire would excuse him, and they shook hands there in the sunshine on Boylston Street. Flanigan’s handshake was firm and he looked McGuire in the eye and smiled, as though McGuire had provided him with some important information, as though it had been McGuire who had hosted the lunch and picked up the check and played the benefactor, instead of Flanigan.

			Later, when Orin Flanigan’s body was undergoing an autopsy, McGuire would tell himself that he had expected it, had known that any man who openly expressed such deep human concern and empathy could not help but face the consequences.

			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter Three

			“They’re all gray suits and country-club drinkers,” McGuire said to Ollie Schantz two nights later. He was seated next to Ollie’s bed, balancing some warmed-up leftovers on a tray.

			“What’ve they got you doin’?” Ollie asked. He was staring out the window next to his bed, the one with the view of the ocean. It was a soft evening, warm and humid, unusual for a New England autumn. Ollie Schantz had been looking at this same scene from his same semi-reclining position for years. It was his only alternative to the television set suspended on the wall at the end of his bed.

			“Biggest thing is possible fraud,” McGuire said. “Guy in a warehouse says he was handling a shipment that was loaded the wrong way. It fell on him and wrenched his back. He’s looking for a pile of money from the insurance company, who’s our client.” He sampled some macaroni and cheese. “Where’s Ronnie?”

			“Out doing her Picasso thing,” Ollie said. “She’s working on a surprise for me, a picture of something or other. Gonna hang it right over there on the wall, so I can look at it.”

			“You’re gonna stare at a picture all day, it damn well better be good.”

			“It will, it will,” Ollie said. “There a ball game on tonight?” he asked, and McGuire reached for the remote control.

			An hour later, when McGuire saw that Ollie was sleeping, he turned off the television, dimmed the light, and climbed the stairs alone.

			
			The man with the injured back was demanding three million dollars in damages, plus full wages for five years, claiming he had been struck by a falling crate. The company’s insurer had retained Zimmerman, Wheatley and Pratt to fight the claim. Two doctors who examined the employee suggested the man, who was also sporting a broken nose, could not have injured himself the way he described. In front of a jury, however, the employee just might prove his case.

			“Can you get us any evidence on what really happened?” the lawyer handling the case asked McGuire. He was hefty and pink-cheeked, and he carried himself with the casual assurance of someone who possessed a nimble mind inside an awkward body. On the law firm’s list of partners he was shown as Fred Russell, but everyone called him Pee-Wee.

			“You play clarinet as a kid?” McGuire asked.

			“Dixieland,” Pee-Wee nodded. “You heard of Pee-Wee Russell?”

			“Hell of a clarinet player.”

			“I’m trying to have as much fun and make a damn sight more money than he did. How long will it take you to blow this guy’s story out of the water?”

			“You know where he lives?”

			“We even know where he drinks.”

			“In that case,” McGuire grinned, “I’ll have it for you in a day.”

			McGuire returned to Revere Beach and changed into worn jeans and a denim shirt. Then he bought a copy of the Boston Globe and drove to the South Boston tavern named in the warehouse worker’s file. He sat at the bar, ordered a fried-egg sandwich and a beer, and, after chatting with the bartender about the weather, about the Red Sox, and about the most recent political scandal at city hall, began turning the newspaper pages, claiming he was looking for a story on a barroom brawl he had witnessed the previous night.

			“I wouldn’t have your job,” McGuire told the bartender. “Never know when some nut’s ready to bonk you with a bottle these days, right?”

			The bartender said McGuire was sure as hell right, and when McGuire asked if the bartender ever got himself caught in the middle of one, the bartender told McGuire about some guy, a few weeks ago, who got into an argument with a truck driver over Ronald Reagan. “Reagan himself can’t remember what he did when he was down there, in the White House, right?” the bartender said, “and these two guys are goin’ to war over him. That’s his brother, the truck driver’s brother, over there in the corner.” The bartender raised his voice. “Tell him, tell this guy, about what your brother did to Sammy what’s his name, works over at the warehouse in Cambridge.”

			The truck driver’s brother described the argument that spilled into the street, and the punch that sent the warehouse worker sprawled across the hood of a Mazda and then onto the road, where the man screamed in pain, clutching his lower back and ignoring the blood flowing from his nose.

			McGuire asked the truck driver’s brother if they knew each other, he looked familiar. The brother said no, he didn’t think they had met before, and they traded names. “Maybe it’s your brother I know,” McGuire said, and the truck driver said that could be, people were sometimes getting him and Harry mixed up, because there was only a year between them, Harry being the younger. The brother said he lived three blocks over, same street as Harry the truck driver, they grew up in this neighbourhood and never moved out, not like the guys who hauled their ass to Braintree or some place near the Cape as soon as they got some money together.

			McGuire agreed. Who the hell would want to live any place else but Southie? Then he left the bar and sat in his car, writing notes, recording names and descriptions. Nobody in the bar would have talked so openly to an insurance investigator, or anybody who smacked of downtown. They talked to McGuire as though he were just another potato-eater, and Zimmerman, Wheatley and Pratt would subpoena the truck driver if necessary to make sure he repeated his story in court.

			Funny the way things turn out, McGuire thought as he drove away. If this had happened a few years earlier and the warehouse worker had hit the ground the wrong way, the truck driver might have found himself on the end of a second-degree murder charge, manslaughter at least, with McGuire reading him his rights. Then it would have been McGuire showing up in court, and the truck driver facing ten years in prison.

			
			“Hi there.”

			McGuire looked up from writing his report for Pee-Wee Russell. Orin Flanigan was leaning through the door from the word-processing area. He entered, closed the door behind him, and offered McGuire a pink, fleshy hand. “Mind if I sit down?” and he was seated before McGuire could reply.

			“What’s up?” McGuire asked.

			“I’ve been doing some thinking about our lunch the other day, what we talked about.” Flanigan seemed to have acquired a number of nervous mannerisms: stroking an eyebrow, scratching his nose, clicking the nails of a thumb and forefinger together, adjusting his glasses, so that a part of him was always in motion as he spoke.

			“We talked mostly about England,” McGuire said.

			“Yes, well . . .” Flanigan looked away, then back again. “You busy?”

			“Wrapping up a personal injury claim for Russell . . .” 

			“Pee-Wee? He’s a good guy, got some good clients.” Flanigan scratched his wrist, adjusted his glasses, and pulled on his shirtsleeve to expose more cuff. “What else you got?”

			“You sound like you have something yourself. For me to do, I mean.”

			Flanigan’s smiled widened. “Oh, well, it’s not a big deal, not a big thing, one of those little bits and pieces of a case that you
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