







THE TOWN
CHUCK HOGAN

[image: image]


Contents

Part I Pride

1 The Bank Job

2 Crime Scene

3 The Split

4 PlayStation

5 Interview

6 The Sponsor

7 Saturday Night Fever

8 Frawley at the Tap

9 The Garden in the Fens

10 Stained

11 Jay’s on the Corner

12 Checking In

13 AM Gold

14 The Pope of the Forgotten Village

Part II When Love Comes to Town

15 The Meet

16 The Girl Who Got Robbed

17 Demo

18 Dating the Vic

19 Sandman

20 Workout

21 Clocking It

22 The Visit

23 Reception

24 The Surv

Part III Bad

25 Popcorn

26 Inside the Tape

27 Next Morning

28 Leads

29 Roundup

30 Buy You Something

31 Keyed

32 Rink

33 Billy T.

34 Definitely Good Night

35 Dust

36 Wire

37 A Beating and a Meeting

Part IV A Sort of Homecoming

38 Excalibur Street

39 Linger

40 Mac’s Letter

41 Birthday

42 The Last Breakfast

43 The Florist

44 Depot

45 Ballpark Figure

46 Thirst

47 Getaway

48 Night Crawlers

49 The Suicide Room

50 The Dime

51 The Mourning Of

52 The Last Job

53 Home

54 End Beginning

Acknowledgments

About the Author

Also by the Author

By the Same Author


Part I
Pride

1. The Bank Job

2. Crime Scene

3. The Split

4. PlayStation

5. Interview

6. The Sponsor

7. Saturday Night Fever

8. Frawley at the Tap

9. The Garden in the Fens

10. Stained

11. Jay’s on the Corner

12. Checking In

13. AM Gold

14. The Pope of the Forgotten Village


1
The Bank Job

Doug MacRay stood inside the rear door of the bank, breathing deeply through his mask. Yawning, that was a good sign. Getting oxygen. He was trying to get amped up. Breaking in overnight had left them with plenty of downtime to sit and eat their sandwiches and goof on each other and get comfortable, and that wasn’t good for the job. Doug had lost his buzz—the action, fear, and momentum that was the cocktail of banditry. Get in, get the money, get out. His father talking, but fuck it, on this subject the old crook was right. Doug was ready for this thing to fall.

He swung his head side to side but could not crack his neck. He looked at the black .38 in his hand, but gripping a loaded pistol had long since lost its porn. He wasn’t there for thrills. He wasn’t even there for money, though he wouldn’t leave without it. He was there for the job. The job of the job, like the thing of the thing. Him and Jem and Dez and Gloansy pulling pranks together, same as when they were kids—only now it was their livelihood. Heisting was what they did and who they were.

His blood warmed to that, the broad muscles of his back tingling. He rapped the hard plastic forehead of his goalie mask with his pistol barrel and shook out the cobwebs as he turned toward the door. A pro, an athlete at the top of his game. He was at the height of his powers.

Jem stood across from him like a mirror image: the dusty navy blue jumpsuit zipped over the armored vest, the gun in his gloved hand, and the white goalie mask marked up with black stitch scars, his eyes two dark sockets.

Happy voices approaching, muffled. Keys turning in reinforced locks, strongbars releasing.

A spear of daylight. A woman’s hand on the knob and the kick of a chunky black shoe—and the swish of a black floral skirt walking into Doug’s life.

He seized the branch manager’s arm and spun her around in front of him, showing her the pistol without jamming it in her face. Her eyes were green and bright and full, but it was his mask that scared short her scream, not the Colt.

Jem kicked the door shut behind the assistant manager, smacking the cardboard caddy out of the guy’s hand. Two steaming cups of coffee splattered against the wall, leaving a runny brown stain.

Doug took the bank keys from the manager’s hand and felt her going weak. He walked her down the short hallway to the tellers’ row behind the front counter, where Gloansy—identically dressed, masked, and Kevlar-bulked—waited. The bank manager startled at the sight of him, but she had no breath left for screaming. Doug passed her off to Gloansy, who laid her and the gray-suited assistant manager face-first on the carpeting behind the cages. Gloansy started yanking off their shoes, his voice deepened and filtered by the mask.

Lie still. Shut your eyes. Nobody gets hurt.

Doug moved with Jem through the open security door into the lobby. Dez stood beside the front door, hidden from Kenmore Square by the drawn blinds. He checked the window before flashing a blue-gloved thumb, and Doug and Jem crossed the only portion of the lobby visible from the ATM vestibule.

Jem unfolded a deep canvas hockey bag on the floor. Doug turned the stubbiest key on the manager’s ring in the night-deposit cabinet lock, and silver plastic deposit bags spilled to the floor like salmon from a cut net. A holiday weekend’s worth. Doug gathered them up five and six at a time, soft bags of cash and checks bundled in deposit slips, dumping the catch into Jem’s open duffel.

After raiding the night drop, Doug went on alone to the access door behind the ATM. He matched key to lock, then looked over to the tellers’ cages where Jem had the branch manager on her feet. She looked small without shoes, head down, hair slipping over her face.

“Again,” Jem commanded her. “Louder.”

She said, staring at the floor, “Four. Five. Seven. Eight.”

Doug ignored the choke in her voice and punched the code into the mechanical dial over the key. The door swung open on the ATM closet, and Doug unlatched the feeder and pulled the cash cassette. After the long weekend it was less than half full. He scooped out the sheets of postage stamps as an afterthought and dumped them with the tens and twenties into the bag. Then he flipped the service switch, reloaded the empty cassette, and hustled back past the check-writing counter, running the bag through the open security door to the tellers’ cages.

There, he retrieved a small strongbox from a drawer at the head teller’s station. Beneath some dummy forms and a leftover stack of flimsy giveaway 1996 desk calendars was a brown coin envelope containing the cylindrical vault key.

They could have been a couple waiting for an elevator, except for the gun: Jem and the manager standing together before the wide vault door. Jem was holding her close, exploring the curve of her ass through her skirt with the muzzle of his .45 as he whispered something in her ear. Doug made noise coming up behind them and Jem’s gun moved to her hip.

Jem said, “She says the time lock’s set for eight eighteen.”

The digital clock built into the vault door said 8:17. They stood for that one minute in silence, Doug behind the manager, listening to her breathing, watching the hands of her self-hugging arms grip her sides.

The clock changed to 8:18. Doug inserted the key over the thick black dial.

“We know all about panic codes,” Jem told the manager. “Now open it clean.”

Her hand came out stiffly, steadying itself against the cool steel door and leaving a brief, steamy palm print there before starting in on the dial. When she hesitated after the second turn, Doug knew she had made a mistake.

“No fucking stalling,” said Jem.

She dried her quivering hand on her skirt. The second time, she made it past the third number of the combination before her nerves betrayed her, her fingers twisting the dial too far.

“For Christ!” said Jem.

“I’m sorry!” she wailed, half in anger, half in terror.

Jem put the gun to her ear. “You have kids?”

She veered away from him, her voice strangled. “No.”

“A husband? Boyfriend?”

“No.”

“Christ! Parents, then. Do you have parents? Who the fuck can I threaten?”

Doug stepped in, easing Jem’s gun away from her face. “How many attempts before the lock triggers a duress delay?”

She swallowed. “Three.”

Doug said, “And how long until it can be opened again after that?”

“I think—fifteen minutes.”

“Write it down,” said Jem. “Write out the combination, I will fucking do it myself.”

Doug looked at her grimacing face in profile, feeling her fear. “You don’t want us here another fifteen minutes.”

She considered that a second, then reached fast for the dial, her hand darting like a bird from a cage. Doug caught her wrist, held it firm.

“Slow,” he said. “Take your time. Once you start, do not stop.”

She wrapped a fist around her thumb. When he released her, her hand went cautiously to the dial. Her fingers obeyed her this time, shaking again only as she approached the final number. The interior clack was audible.

Jem spun the locking wheel and the door released, opening on massive hinges, the vault emitting a cool, cottony yawn after a long weekend’s sleep.

Doug grabbed the manager’s arm and walked her away. She paused in sight of her office, their entry point, where they had brought the ceiling down on top of her desk.

“It’s my birthday,” she whispered.

Doug walked her fast out to Gloansy, who put her back with the assistant manager, facedown on the floor. Dez stood near with his scarred mask cocked at a quizzical angle. A radio check, him listening to the unseen wire rising up from inside his jumpsuit collar.

“Nothing,” Dez said. The police frequencies were all clear.

As a conquest, vault interiors always disappointed Doug. The public access areas such as the safe-deposit rooms were kept polished and showroom clean, but the actual money rooms were no more impressive than utility closets.

This vault was no exception. The main cabinet door containing the cash reserves was made of thin metal and fastened with a flimsy desk lock, which Doug busted open in one stroke. Despite the vault’s hard-target exterior, once you were in, you were in. He ignored the heavy racks of rolled coins and instead pulled down stacked bundles of circulated paper currency. The color-coded paper straps that banded the bills told him the denominations at a glance: red for $5s, yellow for $10s, violet for $20s, brown for $50s, and beautiful mustard for $100s. He snapped them off as he went, fanning the wads of cash, spot-checking for dye packs and tracers.

Four cash-on-wheels teller trucks lined the back of the vault. The top drawers held about $2,500 each, and Doug cleared out all of it except the bait bills, the thin, paper-clipped bundles of twenties laid out at the bottom of each slot. The first drawer was the one tellers drew from during routine transactions, the one they emptied in the event of a stickup.

The second drawers were deeper than the first, containing higher denominations for commercial transactions and account closings, more than four times as much money as the first drawers. Doug again emptied each one down to the bait bills.

They ignored the safe-deposit room altogether. Opening boxes would have meant drilling each door individually, ten minutes per lock, two locks per box. And even if they did have all day, the Kenmore Square BayBanks branch served a transient community of Boston University students and apartment renters, so there was no point. In an upscale-neighborhood bank, the safe boxes would have been the primary target, since branches in wealthier zip codes usually carry less operating cash, their customers relying on direct deposit rather than paycheck cashing, purchasing things with plastic rather than paper.

Dez’s blue palm halted them on the way back. “Asshole at the ATM.”

Through the blinds, Doug made out a college kid in sweats playing the machine for allowance money. His card was rejected twice before he bothered to read the service message on the screen. He looked to the door, checking the bank hours printed there, then lifted the customer service phone off the receiver.

“Nope,” said Dez.

In the middle of this, Doug looked at the manager lying behind the second teller’s cage. He knew things about her. Her name was Claire Keesey. She drove a plum-colored Saturn coupe with a useless rear spoiler and a happy-face bumper sticker that said Breathe! She lived alone, and when it was warm enough, she spent her lunch hours in the community gardens along the nearby Back Bay Fens. He knew these things because he had been following her, off and on, for weeks.

Now, up close, Doug could see the faintly darker roots of her hair, the pale brown she treated honey blond. Her long, black linen skirt outlined her legs to the lacy white feet of her stockings, where jagged stitching across the left heel betrayed a thrifty mending never meant to be seen.

She rolled her head along her bent arm, just enough for a peek up at Gloansy, who was hunched over and watching the kid on the ATM phone. Her left leg began to creep toward the teller’s chair. Her foot slipped underneath the counter and out of Doug’s sight, poking around under there, then gliding swiftly back into position, her eyes returning to the crook of her elbow.

Doug exhaled slowly. Now he had a problem.

The kid in the ATM gave up on the dead telephone and kicked the wall before shoving bitchily through the doors out into the early morning.

Jem dropped the loot bag next to the tool bag and the work bag. “Let’s blow,” he said, exactly what Doug wanted to hear. As Gloansy pulled plastic ties from his pockets, and Jem and Dez lifted jugs of Ultra Clorox from the work bag, Doug turned and walked fast down the rear hall into the employee break room. The security equipment sat on wooden shelves there, and the system had tripped, the cameras switched on and recording, a small red light pulsing over the door. Doug stopped all three VCRs and ejected the tapes, then unplugged the system for good measure.

He brought the tapes back out to the front and dumped them into the work bag without anyone else seeing. Gloansy had the assistant manager in one of the teller’s chairs, binding the guy’s wrists behind the chair back. Bloody snot painted the assistant manager’s lips and chin. Jem must have flat-nosed him on their way in.

Doug lifted the heavy tool bag to his shoulder just as he saw Dez quit splashing bleach, setting his jugs down on the floor.

“Hold it!” Dez called out.

Dez’s finger went to his ear as Jem emerged from the vault, jugs in hand. Gloansy stopped with the manager seated behind the assistant manager now, back-to-back, a tie for her wrists ready in his free hand. Everyone looked at Dez—except Doug, who was looking at the manager staring at the floor.

Dez said, “Silent alarm call, this address.”

Jem looked for Doug. “What the fuck?” he said, setting down his bleach.

“We’re done here anyway,” said Doug. “We’re gone. Let’s go.”

Jem drew his pistol, keeping it low at his hip as he approached the seated bankers. “Who did it?”

The manager kept staring at the floor. The assistant manager stared at Jem, a black forelock of hair hanging ragged and sullen over his eyes.

“We were gone,” said Jem, pointing at the back hallway with his gun. “We were out that fucking door.”

The assistant manager winced at Jem through his hair, eyes watering from the bleach fumes, still sore from his cuffing at the door.

Jem locked on him. Wounded defiance was the worst possible play the assistant manager could make.

Dez picked up his bleach, hurriedly finishing splashing it around. “Let’s go,” he said.

“We’ve gotta move,” Doug told Jem.

Another few seconds of staring, and the spell was broken. Jem stepped off, relaxing his gun hand, slipping the piece back inside his belt. He was already turning away when the assistant manager said, “Look, no one did any—”

Jem flew at the man in a blur. The sound of knuckles against temple was like a tray of ice being cracked, Jem holding back nothing.

The assistant manager whipped left and slumped over the armrest, the chair tipping and falling onto its side.

The assistant manager sagged, still bound to the chair by his wrists. Jem dropped to one knee and hammered away again and again at the defenseless guy’s cheek and jaw. Then Jem stopped and went back for his bleach. Only Doug’s hooking his arm stopped Jem from emptying the jug over the man’s shattered face.

That close, Doug could see the pale, nearly white-blue of Jem’s irises within the recesses of the goalie mask, glowing like snow at night. Doug twisted the bleach out of Jem’s hand and told him to load the bags. To Doug’s surprise, Jem did just that.

Doug soaked the night drop in the lobby. He soaked the carpet where they had filled the loot bag, jumpy near the windows, expecting sirens. He shook out the jug over the ATM cassette, then returned to the counter.

The assistant manager remained hanging off the overturned chair. Only his wheezing told Doug the guy was still alive.

The bags were gone. So was the manager.

Doug walked to the back, bleach fumes swamping his vision. The bags were stacked and waiting, and Dez and Jem both had their masks off, standing at the rear door, Jem’s hand clamped on the back of the manager’s neck, keeping her from seeing their faces. Dez picked up her brown leather handbag where it had fallen upon entry, shooting Doug a hard look of warning.

Doug whipped off his goalie mask, his ski mask still on underneath. “Fuck is this?”

“What if they already got us walled in?” said Jem, wild. “We need her.”

Wheels skidding on alley grit, the work van pulling up outside, and Gloansy, unmasked now, jumping from the wheel to throw the side doors open.

Dez started out, two-handing the first duffel bag, swinging it aboard.

“Leave her,” Doug commanded. But Jem was already rushing her out to the van.

Doug’s ski mask came off, crackling with electricity. Seconds mattered. He carried the work bag into the glaring sunlight and dumped it into the van with a crash. Jem was next to him, trying to load the manager into the van without her glimpsing his face. Doug took her by the waist, boosted her up, then cut in front of Jem, leaving Jem the third bag.

Doug pushed her down the length of the soft bench seat to the windowless wall. “Eyes shut,” he told her, stuffing her head down to her knees. “No noise.”

The last bag thudded and the doors slammed and the van lurched up the sharp, ramplike incline, bouncing off the curb and onto the street. Doug pulled his Leatherman from its belt pouch. He opened up the largest blade and tugged the hem of her black jacket taut, cutting into the fabric, then collapsing the blade and tearing off a long strip. She flinched at the noise, shaking but not struggling beneath him.

He looked up and they were headed around into Kenmore Square, the red light at the end of Brookline Avenue. The bank was on their right. Doug kept his weight on the manager’s upper back, watching. No cruisers yet in the square, nothing.

Gloansy said, “What about the switch?”

“Later,” Doug said, through his teeth, sliding the Leatherman back onto his belt.

The light turned green and the traffic started forward. Gloansy went easy, bearing east on Commonwealth Avenue.

A cruiser was coming, no lights, rolling west toward them, around the bus station in the center island of the square. The cruiser lit up its rack to slow traffic, making a wide U-turn and cutting across behind them, pulling up curbside at the bank.

They rolled past the bus station toward the Storrow Drive overpasses. Doug wrapped the fabric twice around the manager’s head, tying it tight in a blindfold. He pulled her halfway up, waving his hand in front of her face, then made a fist and drove it at her, stopping just short of her nose. When she didn’t flinch, he let her sit up the rest of the way, then slid to the far end of the bench, as far away from her as he could get, tearing off his jumpsuit as if he were trying to shed his own criminal skin.


2
Crime Scene

Adam Frawley parked his Bureau car in the slanting shadow of Fenway Park’s Green Monster, jogging across the short bridge over the Massachusetts Turnpike with his folder and notebook trapped under his elbow, pulling on a pair of latex gloves. The fence along the side of the bridge was high and curved at the top to keep Red Sox fans from hurling themselves off it every September. At the tail end of Newbury Street, two windbreakers from the Boston Police crime lab were crouching inside yellow tape, dusting a graffiti-tagged metal door and bagging loose alley trash near a plum Saturn coupe.

Newbury Street was the tony promenade listed in every Boston guidebook, beginning downtown at the Public Garden and riding out in orderly alphabetical blocks, Arlington to Berkeley to Clarendon, all the way to Hereford before skipping impatiently to M, the broad Massachusetts Avenue that formed the unofficial western border of the Back Bay. Newbury Street continued beyond that dividing line, but with its spirit broken, forced to run alongside the ugly turnpike more or less as a back alley for Commonwealth Avenue, its humiliation ending at the suicide bridge.

Frawley rounded the corner to the front of the bank, at the tail end of a block of brick-front apartment buildings topping street-level retail stores and bars. Kenmore Square was a bottleneck fed by three major inbound roads, Brookline, Beacon, and Commonwealth, converging at a bus station where Comm boulevarded into two lanes split by a proper grass mall. Curbside clots of police cruisers, fire engines, and news vans were squeezing traffic down to one lane.

An industrial-sized fan blocked the bank’s open front door, broadcasting pungent bleach out onto the sidewalk. A handwritten sign on the window said the branch was closed for the day and directed customers to area ATMs or the next nearest branch at the corner of Boylston and Mass.

Frawley opened his credentials holder, pressing his FBI ID card and his small gold badge against the window near the FDIC sticker that was his ticket inside. The Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation guaranteed all deposit accounts up to $100,000, making any bank crime committed on U.S. soil a federal offense. A Boston cop holding a handkerchief to his mouth stepped into the ATM vestibule and switched off the big fan in order to let Frawley inside.

“Here he is,” said Dino, greeting him beside the check-writing counter, clipboard in hand. The smell of violation was not so strong there as at the door.

Frawley said, “I was fine until I hit the expressway coming back.”

The Boston Bank Robbery Task Force operated not out of the field office downtown but out of a resident agency in Lakeville, a small bedroom community thirty miles south of the city. Frawley had been pulling into the industrial park there when he got this call.

Dino had a pair of paper bootees for him. Dean Drysler was Boston Police, twenty-seven years, a lieutenant detective on permanent assignment to the task force. He was local product, tall, long-boned, sure. Boston saw more per capita bank jobs and armored-car heists than anywhere else in the country, and Dino was indispensable to Frawley as someone who knew the terrain.

Frawley was thirty-three, compact, laser-sighted, a runner. He had less than two years with the Boston office, eight overall with the FBI following rapid-fire assignments in Miami, Seattle, and New York. He was the youngest bank robbery agent in the country, one of a platoon of five Boston agents assigned to the BRTF, investigating bank crimes throughout Massachusetts, Rhode Island, New Hampshire, and Maine. The working partnership he and Dino had formed was of the teacher-student variety, though the roles of teacher and student flip-flopped day to day, sometimes hour to hour.

Frawley pulled the bootees on over his size-eight-and-a-halfs and organized his rape kit: paperwork folder, notebook, tape recorder. He scanned the various uniforms and acronym-proud windbreakers. “Where is she now?”

“Break room in back. They let her go at Orient Heights, north of the airport. She walked to a corner market, they called it in. We already had a cruiser here on the silent bell.”

“From?”

“Teller cage number two.” They walked through the security door behind the counter, where the vapors were stronger, the industrial carpeting already blanching in spots. Dino pointed his clipboard at a floor button. “Panic bell. The assistant manager is down the street at Beth Israel, he caught a pretty good beating.”

“Beat him, then took her for a ride, let her go?”

Dino’s eyebrows arched satanically. “Unharmed.”

Frawley set his suspicion aside, trying to go in order. “Anything on the vehicle?”

“Van, seems like. I put a BOLO out for car fires.”

“You talk to her?”

“I set her up with a female officer first.”

Frawley looked at the open vault door behind Dino, its round piston locks disengaged. Two techs in jumpsuits and bootees were going over the inside walls with blue lasers. Print dust on the outer door showed a beautiful handprint over the dial, but small, likely the manager’s. “Morning Glory?”

“Morning Glory and a Jack-in-the-Box. Worked a bypass and busted in overnight. Phones here are all dead. BayBanks central security tried a callback on the silent and got no answer, dispatched the patrolman. Security chief’s on his way over with the codes and specs, but I’m figuring two hard lines and a cellular backup. They tricked out the cell and one of the Nynex lines.”

“Only one?”

“Waiting on a Nynex truck to confirm. I’m guessing the vault is hardwired, bank-to-station, same as the teller panics. Our guys let the time lock expire and had the manager open sesame.”

“Under duress.”

“That is my understanding.”

Frawley jotted this down. “Easier than humping in SLICE packs and oxy tanks and burning through the vault walls.”

Dino shrugged his pointy shoulders. “Whether they could have jumped the vault bell or not.”

Frawley considered that. “Neutralizing the vault might have tipped their hand too much.”

“Though with some of these guys—you know it—burglary is pussy.”

Frawley nodded. “It’s not a payday unless they’re robbing someone face-to-face.”

“Bottom line is, they know phone lines and Baby Bell tech.”

Frawley nodded, surveying the fouled bank from the perspective of teller station number two, his cop eyes starting to sting. “These are the same guys, Dino.”

“Throwing us curveballs now. Look at this.”

The trend in “community banking” was to feature the branch manager’s office up front, prominent behind glass walls, playing up accessibility and putting a friendly, local face on a corporation that charges you fees for the privilege of handing you back your own money. Kenmore Square was a prime location—high foot traffic with the student population, the nightclubs, the nearby ballpark—but the space itself was an odd fit for a bank, deeper than it was wide, owing to the ending curve of the road. The manager’s office was tucked away behind the tellers, along the back hallway near the break room and bathrooms.

A police photographer was inside, his flash throwing shadows off the chunk of ceiling concrete atop the desk. It had crushed a telephone and a computer monitor, cords and keyboard dangling to the floor like entrails. Neatly sheared rebar and steel mesh lay among rubble of plaster, ceiling corkboard, concrete dust, and mottled gray chips.

Frawley looked up at the layers of flooring visible in the square ceiling hole, seeing an eye chart above an examining-room sink. The robbers had broken into the second-floor optometry shop and cut through overnight. This was the hidden cost of doing business in an older city like Boston, and why banks preferred to open branches in freestanding buildings.

A red helmet appeared in the hole, a fireman doing a pretend startle. “Thought you guys were bank robbers!”

Dino nodded upward with a smile. “Off your break already, Spack?”

He said it old-city style, Spack instead of Spark. Dino could turn the hometown accent on and off like charm.

“Just getting my eyes checked. This your whiz kid?”

“Special Agent Frawley, meet Captain Jimmy here.”

Frawley waved at the ceiling with his free hand.

“A perfect square, two by two,” said Captain Jimmy. “Nice work.”

Dino nodded. “If you can get it.”

“Hope you two catch these geniuses before the cancer does.” He pointed down through the hole. “Those gray chips there, that’s asbestos.”

Frawley said, “Any tools up top?”

“Nope. Nothing.”

Frawley eyed the smooth cut, turned to Dino. “Industrial concrete saw.”

“Yeah, and a torch for the rebar. Nothing very fancy. Our boys are blue-collar bandits. Real salt-of-the-earth numskulls.”

Frawley said, “Numskulls who can bypass alarms.”

“Spack’s gonna cut out this hole for us,” said Dino, turning to leave. “Hey, careful up there, Spacky, you don’t pull any muscles, have to take a year’s disability vacation on my account.”

Chuckles from firemen above, and Captain Jimmy saying, “Dean, you know there’s only one muscle I’d pull for you.”

Outside the back door Frawley heard the cars on the nearby turnpike, speeding into and out of the city. The small parking spaces and chained Dumpsters sat lower than the street, a culvert gathering sand, grit, and trash.

A Morning Glory score was typically the most successful and lucrative type of bank robbery. Ambushing employees before the bank opened meant fewer people to control. The branch’s cash stores were still centralized in the vault, not yet disbursed to tellers or spread around in secondary safes or backup drawers, and therefore easy to find and carry with speed. The typical Morning Glory involved a distracted branch opener getting waylaid in the parking lot at gunpoint. Breaking in overnight and lying in wait for the manager to arrive—the Jack-in-the-Box—showed a deeper level of preparation and, among notoriously lazy bank robbers, an aberrant affinity for hard work.

Frawley saw a photographer laying a ruler next to the tire treads in the road sand. He almost told her not to bother. The stolen getaway van would turn up in a few hours, in a vacant lot somewhere, torched.

He envisioned them loading the van, hustling but not panicked, the silent alarm ringing only in their heads. Why take the time to beat the assistant manager? The vault was empty, and they were already on their way out. Taking the manager was schizo. It was a piece that didn’t fit, and as such, something for Frawley to key on.

The shape of the bloodstain soaked into the carpet behind the tellers’ cages resembled the continent of Africa. A lab technician was sampling it and depositing fibers into a brown, coin-sized envelope.

“He was cuffed to the chair.” Dino held up an evidence bag containing a snipped plastic bundling tie, the kind with locking teeth. “Cracked his jaw, maybe his cheekbone, the bones around the eye.”

Frawley nodded, the odor at its most pungent there. Bleach effectively fragged DNA. Criminalists at the FBI lab used it to blitz their work surfaces clean, to avoid any evidentiary cross-contamination. Pouring bleach was something he had heard of rapists doing, fouling genetic matter left on the victim, but never bank robbers. “Bleach, huh?”

“A little extreme. But camping out here overnight, you can never be too careful.”

“They sure don’t want to get caught. These guys must be facing a long fall.” Frawley slid his beeper to his hip and crouched behind the third teller’s cage, noticing blond crumbs on the paling carpet, partially melted by the bleach. “They sat here and had a picnic.”

Dino crouched with him, his mechanical pencil tucked behind a hairy ear. “Gets hungry on a job, Frawl. I told you, these are blue-collar bandits. Boiled eggs and thermos coffee. The Brown Bag Bandits.”

Dino stood again while Frawley remained on his haunches, imagining the bandits hanging out there as the sun came up, the bank theirs. He rose and looked through the teller’s cage to the windows along the front of the building, the square outside. He had a vague memory of passing through it the day before—a sense of entering the home stretch, his legs burning, the crowd cheering him on. “Marathon runs right by here?”

“Holy shit, Frawl, I forgot. Look at you. Twenty-six point two miles and you’re up and around like nothing happened.”

Frawley returned his beeper to the front of his belt. “Broke three and a half hours,” he said. “I’m happy with that.”

“Well, congratulations, you loose screw. That is one lonely sport you got there. What is it you think about the whole time?”

“Finishing,” Frawley said, now looking at the lockbox open on the back counter. “So the eye doctor was closed all day.”

“Top-floor gym was too, but some employees got together to watch the race—picture windows, good view up there. They were out by six. Traffic control ends around eight at night outside, even with runners still stumbling in. Our guys didn’t need more than a few hours to load in, punch their hole, and drop down.”

“Young guys. Lowering themselves through a two-by-two hole in the ceiling.”

“Not the old masters, no. The older generation—lockpicks, plumbers—they’d need a bed to land on.”

“How’d they access the building?”

“Another rear door. Separate entrance for the shops upstairs.”

“Exterior security cameras?”

“Not for the bank. But we’ll check. Though if it’s our guys—”

“Yeah, they’ll already have been busted.” Frawley put his hands on his hips, his thighs and calves still stinging. “So what’s your call?”

“Early call?” Dino sucked in a breath and joined Frawley in looking around. “It’s a good pick here. The holiday, the hundredth running of the marathon. Nice weather, a square full of hungry race fans. The bookstore, clothing stores across the street—though they’re mostly credit-card transactions. But the convenience store, the McDonald’s, that Espresso Royale coffee thing. Plus the Sox are in town, that ups the neighborhood restaurant and bar cash big time, over three days. Plus—Jesus—the nightclubs on Landsdowne Street. Their combined Saturday-Sunday takes?” Dino worked his tongue around the inside of his cheek. “I’m gonna go large here. With the vault, the night deposits, the ATM? Put me down for three and a quarter. Plus or minus ten percent, yeah, I’d say a good three and a quarter.”

“I’m going three-five,” said Frawley, turning toward the open vault. “Fuck, I want these guys.”

Frawley needed the vault. The vault was his vic. Not the corporation that owned the bank, not the federal government that insured it and employed him. The vault: emptied and plaintive and violated. He needed the vault in the same way that homicide detectives generate sympathy for the corpse to fuel their hunt.

The safe-deposit room had not been touched. Drilling each individual box demanded a blind man’s patience and a lottery player’s devotion, a hundred-to-one gamble on finding anything of value that wasn’t insured and traceable.

He moved through the open interior door into a well-maintained cash hold. Frawley sometimes found tellers’ jackets and umbrellas hanging inside vaults. He had seen vaults used as break rooms.

Fingerprint dust coated the cabinets and doors. Only traveler’s checks, scores of torn, color-coded paper straps, and the manager’s tally sheets remained inside the forced cabinet. Frawley tried to shut the bent door with his elbow, the hinges whining as it crept open again.

Six rigid bundles of cash had been set aside, left behind in a small, neat pile over the cash drawers. Frawley cracked open one of the short stacks of retired bills, finding a dye pack nestled in the hollow. He recognized the SecurityPac brand. Dye packs worked when removed from the bank’s premises, triggered by electronic transmitters hidden near the doors. The device was timed to delay detonation for twenty or more seconds, the pack burning at 400° Fahrenheit, too hot for the thief to grab and throw. It released an aerosol cloud of indelible red dye powder that turned note-passers into human smoke bombs, voiding currency and staining human skin for days. Less well-known was that many dye packs also emitted a small burst of incapacitating tear gas.

He examined the drawers without touching them, empty but for the bait bills clipped together in the bottom of each slot. Bait bills were $10 or $20 notes whose denominations, series years, and serial numbers were recorded and kept on file by the bank, per federal deposit insurance regulations. This established a paper trail linking a suspect and the cash in his pocket to the crime scene.

Many bait bills also contained a tracer in the form of a thin magnetic strip that, once removed from the drawer, triggered a silent alarm signal to police dispatch. Known as B-packs, these particular bait bills acted like tracking bugs, the same way a LoJack device works in a stolen automobile. Many counter-jumpers, arrested at their home hours after what seemed to be a successful $1,200 job, never learned until their court date how it was that the FBI fingered them.

With no carpet to absorb it, the bleach odor was dizzyingly potent, but Frawley remained inside as long as he could. He wished that the vault could beg him for justice. That it was someone whose hand he could take in a gesture of reassurance, offering a covenant, cop to vic. Then he wouldn’t have to bring so much to these empty repositories himself.

* * *

The technician swabbed the insides of the branch manager’s cheeks, collecting elimination DNA along with her fingerprints while Frawley made a copy of the manager’s contact sheet on the bank’s Xerox machine.

Claire G. Keesey. DOB 4/16/66. Frawley looked again and realized that today was her thirtieth birthday.

Dino wanted a look upstairs, leaving Frawley to do the interview solo. She was wiping ink from her fingers as Frawley introduced himself, making their perfunctory handshake awkward. He had snagged her a Poland Spring, which she thanked him for, uncapping it and sipping a little before setting the bottle down on the table beside them, next to an empty Diet Coke.

Frawley sat in the corner with her facing him, so that the police passing outside the door would not distract her. The bleach odor was only mild here. She shifted in her seat, making herself ready for the interview, smiling a little, uncertain. She rubbed her stained hands together in her lap as though chilled. Her arms were long and bare.

“No jacket today?” said Frawley.

“Someone took it,” she said, looking back at the door. “For evidence. They . . . they cut my blindfold out of it.”

“Would you like . . . ?” He opened his own jacket, and she nodded. He stood and draped it over her shoulders, though as he sat back down, she slipped her arms into the sleeves. The cuffs hung just an inch too long. If he had known a woman would be wearing his jacket that day, he would have chosen a newer one. “And you’re sure you’re okay, you don’t want to go get checked out?”

“Just stiff,” she said.

“No bumps, bruises?”

“No,” she said, realizing only then how odd that was.

Frawley showed her his microcassette recorder, then turned it on and set it
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