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			—The Epistle of Paul the Apostle to the Phillippians

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter One

			In the false New England winter, gray and damp, that envelops Boston in November, morning commuters emerge from subway stations beneath Boylston Street with expressions both purposeful and bewildered, as though waking from a sleep in which their destiny appeared in their dreams.

			Among those who exited the subway one November morning was a woman with heavy Slavic features and a rotund body, her face pie-shaped and pink-cheeked and her pale eyes narrow and slanted, almost Oriental. Her legs, thick and sturdy as dock pilings, ended in scuffed vinyl boots salt stained from the previous winter’s snows.

			The woman’s name was Stana Tomasevich. She crossed Boylston Street at Exeter and walked west toward Newbury Street a block away. At Newbury she turned left and glanced idly at a restaurant where wealthy housewives from Beacon Hill and the upscale suburbs to the west met to dally over smoked salmon, radicchio salads and California chardonnay.

			Stana Tomasevich had never tasted smoked salmon or chardonnay. She had never enjoyed the luxury of a lunchtime spent exchanging gossip and muffin recipes over salad and chilled wine. Six days each week she cleaned the homes of people who indulged in such luxuries. She scrubbed other people’s toilets, buffed other people’s antiques and swept other people’s floors before riding the subway back to her three-room flat in Dorchester at the end of the day.

			Halfway along Newbury Street, she stopped in front of a four-storied nineteenth-century sandstone building, shifted the plastic bag to her other hand, gripped a cast-iron railing and pulled herself up a set of steps toward the twin front doors. Gilt lettering on the right-hand door identified “The Weiner Gallery,” whose large brass-trimmed window on the ground floor displayed an impressionist painting of a Victorian terrace of houses seen across a park dappled with autumn leaves.

			The door on her left bore only the numerals 206A, and it was here that Stana Tomasevich paused to retrieve a heavy ring of keys from the depths of her coat pocket. Each key bore a short length of adhesive tape with a name painfully printed on it in blue ink. She sorted among them until she found one marked Lorenzo, which opened the door.

			Locking the door behind her, she glanced ruefully at the steep stairs ahead before climbing them one by one up two floors, her body tilting first to one side and then the other with each step, her breathing labored and wheezing from the effort.

			At the top of the stairs she turned to enter a large sitting area. Positioned over a large elaborate Oriental rug were several pieces of furniture in a mélange of styles: a Chippendale table serving as a desk, two Eames chairs, a cherrywood Edwardian pendulum clock, a stripped Nova Scotian pine armoire, a parson’s table bearing a porcelain vase filled with wilting flowers and an oak corner cabinet displaying dozens of tiny ceramic animals from Paraguay. The wall behind the desk was crowded with framed photographs, some black and white, some in colour. The subjects in the pictures ranged from small children playing with puppies and kittens to shiny foreign cars that appeared to float in an expanse of dark space. There were also many food product packages, tropical scenes of palm trees and sunsets, and several nudes, both men and women.

			As she always did, Stana avoided looking at the photographs of the nudes, resolutely crossed the room and pushed through two swinging louvered doors into a small kitchen.

			It was eight a.m. The woman upstairs, the tenant of the apartment, would not descend from her bedroom until well after nine. Stana Tomasevich had time for tea and a short rest before beginning work.

			Ten minutes later she was seated at the small pine table in the kitchen, watching the tea bag in the cup stain the hot water through shades of amber to deep mahogany.

			The sounds of traffic on Newbury Street entered the apartment, muted like storms raging in a distant world. Stana heard only the steady ticking of the pendulum clock and the slow drip of . . . what? She rose and walked to the sink, tightened the faucet handle and returned to sit again at the table.

			She raised the cup to her lips, frowned and looked back at the sink.

			Drip.

			Three breaths. 

			Drip.

			A horn sounded from Newbury Street, two short beeps, a greeting from a driver to a passerby. The door to the art gallery downstairs opened and closed.

			Drip.

			The faucet was dry. The sound was further away. 

			Stana turned in her chair. From the far wall of the kitchen a set of steep stairs rose to the fourth-floor level and its three rooms: a large bedroom, a bathroom opening into the alcove at the top of the stairs and, to the right of the alcove, an inner office whose walls were lined with bookshelves and filing cabinets. The pine stairs leading to the top level were waxed and uncarpeted, dangerous to a woman of Stana’s age and weight. At their summit, opening into the fourth-floor alcove, was a door with several secure locks. The door would remain closed until the tenant chose to descend the stairs and greet Stana with a cool smile and a slight nod of her head, wearing perhaps a pink peignoir or an oversized man’s silk shirt or, as she had on one oppressively warm summer morning, a pair of lace panties and nothing more.

			Now Stana rose from the chair and walked across the room to the foot of the stairs and stared up at the closed door.

			Drip.

			The blood had reached the third step from the top, gathering in a shining crimson puddle fed by the puddle above it and the puddle above that, all of it streaming from a partially coagulated pool on the top stair that leaked out from beneath the closed door, liquid seeking its own level down, down toward Stana Tomasevich’s heavy feet and thick ankles and dock-piling legs.

			Drip.

			
			Tim Fox tested the strength of the Chippendale table, decided against resting his weight on it and remained standing to stare at the wall of photographs, his arms folded across his chest, a frown on his face. Naked men, naked women, naked men with naked women, naked women with naked women and, in the middle of them all, pictures of cake mixes, and cars and kittens, and bathtubs and flower arrangements.

			“An agent. She was an agent for a bunch of photographers. Went out and brought in work for ’em, like a pimp.” Standing behind Fox, Phil Donovan sipped coffee noisily from a plastic cup. “Guess these pictures, they’re all by the guys, the photographers she went out and hustled for, right?”

			Fox nodded and turned to the window overlooking Newbury Street. This was Donovan’s first homicide case as lieutenant. “He’s only an acting lieutenant until he writes and passes his exam,” Fat Eddie Vance had assured Fox half an hour earlier. “You’re still running the team. So show him the ropes, but treat him like any other louie,” the captain of detectives had ordered.

			Fox had muttered in reply, “The son of a bitch is barely five years out of a whistle’s uniform and he’s an acting louie? Why, because he’s a red-haired blue-eyed pink-cheeked potato eater?” Fat Eddie had just blinked and ignored him.

			Ten years older than Donovan and with twelve years more seniority, Tim Fox had been promoted to lieutenant barely a year earlier and was still the only black cop above sergeant in the entire police force. And Donovan, whose reputation was based primarily on chasing women and being two months behind on his paperwork, was now an acting louie.

			Somebody tell me again that Boston’s not a racist city, Tim Fox thought.

			Out on Newbury Street, traffic was jammed, drivers slowing as they encountered the murder scene where an ambulance and several police cars sat at angles against the curb and uniformed cops stood in the street, their faces calm, their presence signifying disaster.

			“Coop’s finished,” Donovan said, and Fox walked through the louvered doors to the kitchen. Norm Cooper was descending the stairs, stepping carefully in his crepe-soled shoes, avoiding the pools of darkened and congealed blood on the steps. The ID specialist carried his oversized valise in one hand and gripped the railing with the other.

			“Stairs like these, it’s a wonder she didn’t break her neck years ago,” Cooper said when he reached the bottom. He set the valise on the floor, pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose and swept a hand through his thinning gray hair.

			“What’d you find?” Tim Fox asked, leaning against a windowsill, arms folded.

			“Zip.” Cooper looked up at Tim. “One set of prints, hers, I’ll bet. Nothing else. Place was wiped down. Guy who did it knew what he was doing.”

			Fox grunted.

			“Doitch’ll want the body now,” Cooper said. Two minutes after arriving to make an official death declaration, the overweight medical examiner had retreated to a restaurant on Boylston where he was eating a second breakfast of French toast and bacon, waiting to escort the body back to the morgue for an autopsy. Cooper paused at the door leading to the stairs and outside to Newbury Street. “Want me to send Mel up?”

			Fox nodded absently. “Tell him to take his time,” he said. All the specialists had completed their work. Death officially acknowledged, photographs taken, fingerprints lifted, the cleaning woman interviewed. Fox crossed the kitchen and began to climb the stairs to view, for the second time in an hour, the body of the woman identified as Heather Lorenzo, keeping to one side of the stairs, avoiding the blood. Jesus, so much blood.

			Behind him, Phil Donovan followed. Acting Lieutenant Donovan, Fox reminded himself.

			Heather Lorenzo had been severely beaten at various locations in her fourth-floor apartment. Blood was spattered on the walls of her bedroom where the assault had begun. A trail of blood led from the bedroom to the top of the stairs, along the hall to the office, back to the alcove and toward the bathroom where she had collapsed. A red smear traced her path as she had crawled to the door and slid into unconsciousness, her heart pulsing blood from her body.

			The filing cabinets in the office had been ransacked and the contents of one drawer removed. In the bedroom, on a high ledge running across the wall facing the bed, a small steel bracket dangled as though wrenched violently from the wall. Flanking the bracket was a collection of earthenware vases; two lay shattered on the floor where they had toppled from the ledge.

			All of the telephones on the top floor had been ripped from their wiring.

			“She crawled from the john to the door, top of the stairs,” Donovan had said when they viewed the scene upon arrival. “See the marks, there? Looks like she passed out, maybe, over near the bathroom, see how the blood’s already hard?”

			Tim Fox saw it all again. He stood staring at the streak of crimson leading across the carpet to where the body lay.

			“Preliminary, I’d say she’s been dead less than two hours,” Mel Doitch surmised soon after arriving. “Unconscious longer than that, probably. She lay here bleeding.” Then he announced he was going out for something to eat and hefted his oversized bulk through the door and down the stairs.

			Fox nodded to himself now, understanding. “He stalked her,” Tim Fox said aloud.

			“With what?” Donovan stood with his hands in his pockets, looking around through the open door to the bedroom, across the hall to the business office. “Musta had a weapon with him. Don’t lay that kind of hurt on somebody with a pair of fists. Even Tyson on a mad-ass tear can’t do that with his fists.”

			Tim Fox knelt to inspect the body of the woman again. 

			She lay on her back, one arm extended, her eyes clouded with death. She had not died in this position. The door at the top of the stairs opened inward and the officers responding to the cleaning woman’s telephone call had pushed the body aside as they entered.

			She wore a black silk dressing gown over black lace panties and brassiere. Her jaw appeared to be broken and there were dark bruises the length of her body, along her rib cage, down the inside of her forearms and across the line of her shoulders. The gown had been partially pulled from her body as she dragged herself, dying, toward the doorway. The middle fingers of one hand were shattered and several bones, white and delicate like ivory, glistened against the torn skin.

			She had been stabbed once in the stomach, a deep abdominal wound that had leaked her lifeblood over a period of . . . how long? It was important to know.

			Fox guessed her age at between thirty-five and forty. Her hair was dark and short and her figure was trim, lithe, the breasts unnaturally firm and round above tell-tale hairline scars. He had seen an exercise bicycle and weights in her bedroom.

			“Whoever it was, he wasn’t trying to boink her,” Donovan said as Tim Fox stood upright.

			“Go down and tell the foreign woman, the cleaning lady, she can go home now,” Fox said to Donovan. “Ask her if she can remember anything else, then tell her we’ll get in touch with her.”

			Donovan paused for a moment, frowning. He’s pissed because he’s an acting louie and I’m giving him orders like he’s still a whistle, Tim Fox thought. To hell with him. I’ve got seniority and I’ll use it.

			“Sure,” Donovan answered and began descending the stairs.

			Tim Fox stepped across the smear of blood marking the woman’s path from the bathroom to the closed door at the top of the stairs, walked down the short corridor and entered the ransacked office.

			She had fled into this room in terror. He saw the trail of blood on the floor leading to the old oak desk against the wall. But she had turned abruptly to flee again. Maybe going for the telephone. Fox peered over the far edge of the desk to where the telephone had crashed to the floor. The instrument was marked with a blue sticker initialled by Norm Cooper to indicate it had been dusted for prints.

			Fox turned away, then looked back at the over-sized telephone a second time, staring at its base where four gray buttons flanked a small black window. He knelt and bent forward, his weight resting on his hands, studying the lettering below the buttons. Message Play, he read. And Reset/Erase. Answer On. Record Greeting.

			Two wires led from the telephone. One was a standard phone jack. The other was a thin power line, ending in a black box the size of a cigarette package. Fox unplugged the transformer, inspected it and replaced it in the receptacle, prompting a mechanical click from within the phone. Replacing the receiver, he noticed the black window was now lit with the numeral “3.” He pressed Message Play.

			The whir of a winding tape sounded inside the answering machine. From the floor below rose the sound of Donovan’s voice followed by laughter from the uniformed officers posted at the entrance to the apartment.

			The tape stopped and the machine began speaking to Fox in the first of three voices he would hear. This was a man’s, delicate in delivery with a prominent German accent. “Yes, I have the props we will need and Chill is bringing me model pictures to look at.” The voice became plaintive, begging for understanding. “But, Heather, I cannot do this by Tuesday. Even working all weekend I cannot. Please call me and we talk, yes? Bye-bye.”

			Another voice, disembodied, mechanical, female, the voice of the answering machine: “Five. Forty. Four. P. M. Thursday.”

			The machine beeped like an electronic hiccup and a second man’s voice, this one gruff and gravelly, made the tiny speaker rattle.

			“Hi, it’s me. Listen, I think we should talk. About what you said last night. If you’re there, pick up the phone, okay?” In the short interval of silence that followed, Tim Fox heard Donovan climbing the stairs, returning to the fourth-floor office. “Heather, I know you’re there.” Anger rose in the voice from the answering machine. “Pick up the goddamn phone, will you?” Another pause.

			Donovan called Fox’s name from the top of the stairs.

			The man spat an obscenity through the machine and the disembodied voice that resided within its circuitry said coolly, as though intentionally mocking the caller’s anger, “Seven. Twenty. Two. P. M. Thursday.”

			Another electronic hiccup.

			Donovan entered the inner office. “The fat Russian broad’s gone home. Told her to stay put, we’ll stop by for some questions later . . .”

			Tim Fox waved a hand, silencing the younger detective.

			But Donovan kept talking, lowering his voice this time, giving it a professional edge. “Doitch’s back, wants to take the body.”

			Donovan’s last word was drowned by a raspy baritone from the machine, the third caller, another man. He sounded drunk, nearly incoherent. And infuriated. Violently, vengefully angry.

			“You know who this is, you bitch,” the voice said. 

			Tim Fox sat back on his haunches and his eyes grew wide.

			“The hell you think you’re doin’?” the voice from the machine said. “I said no. I told you no, goddamn it. So stop bugging me or . . . or I’m coming over there and I’ll rip off your face if you don’t . . . stop it. Just stop . . .” A long pause as though the caller were collecting his strength. “You watch your ass, Heather,” the man said, close to the receiver. “You got it . . . whatever it is, you’ve got it coming to you.”

			“Hey, now there’s . . .” Donovan began, and Tim Fox, his eyes on the machine, said “Shut the fuck up for a minute,” waiting for the woman with the halting, prerecorded delivery to speak.

			“Eleven. Fifty. Three. P. M. Thursday.”

			“Maybe we’ve got us a time now,” Donovan said quietly.

			Fox’s eyes were still on the answering machine.

			“We might have us more than that,” he said.

			He looked up and avoided Donovan’s eyes to stare out the window, his expression one of excitement tinged with sorrow. “I know that voice,” Fox said in a near-whisper.

			Donovan watched, waiting for him to continue.

			“He’s a cop. Or used to be.”

			Tim Fox breathed deeply, exhaled slowly and covered his eyes with one hand.

			“Jesus,” he said sadly, and shook his head.

			
			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter Two

			Fat Eddie Vance had gas. Not uncomfortable transient indigestion but chronic gut-wrenching, intestine-twisting, bowel-roaring flatulence that rumbled through his digestive tract like the bottom octave of a church organ.

			Nothing he tried, not low-fibre diets or chalky antacid liquid swallowed directly from the bottle, prevented it. The root cause of his ailment, had Fat Eddie been honest enough to admit the truth, was the tension generated by his position as captain of detectives, Homicide Division.

			“The problem, Mr. Vance,” his doctor had advised Fat Eddie a week earlier, “is that you’re dealing with too much pressure on your job and you’re compounding the problem by refusing to admit it.” The doctor had lowered his head and peered at Fat Eddie over the top of his glasses.

			Fat Eddie hated it when the doctor did that. He hated it when anyone did it. The gesture reminded him of his mother who would stare at him over her glasses and demand to know if Teddy had completed his chores, if Teddy had finished his homework and if Teddy had banished evil thoughts from his mind that could lead to self-abuse.

			“Just remember,” the doctor said, his head still bent, his eyes still fastened on Fat Eddie’s from over the glasses’ frame. “You can fool yourself, but you can’t fool your stomach.”

			On this morning, Fat Eddie didn’t want to fool his stomach. He wanted to pierce it with an open pressure valve and deflate it like a balloon. Instead, he crossed his legs, settled himself deeper into his leather chair, placed the tips of his fingers together beneath his chin and spoke to Tim Fox who had just burst into Fat Eddie’s office.

			“What’ve you got, Fox?” Fat Eddie asked in his deep, hollow voice.

			“A just cause to haul somebody in on suspicion, murder one,” Tim Fox replied. The black detective was wearing his crisply pressed beige Burberry over a gray-brown suit with subtle maroon pin striping, the deep red tone of the worsted fabric echoed in the colour of his tasselled loafers and the pattern of his silk tie.

			Fat Eddie paused for a moment to admire the detective’s lean, fashionable appearance. Where do black people get that sense of style? he wondered.

			“So do it,” Fat Eddie replied. He shifted his weight from one buttock cheek to the other and winced as a small dagger-like pain sliced through his bowels. He wanted Fox out of his office. He wanted everyone out of hearing range.

			“Listen to something first,” Fox said. The detective withdrew a portable tape cassette player from a pocket of his topcoat and set it on Fat Eddie’s desk. “This is the tape from the answering machine at the scene of that woman’s murder on Newbury this morning. You heard about it yet?”

			“Of course I heard about it,” Fat Eddie said. He placed his hands on the arms of his chair, lifted his weight, lowered it again. “Tell me anyway.”

			Tim Fox smiled dryly and tilted his head.

			Fat Eddie hated that gesture almost as much as he hated people staring over the tops of their eyeglasses at him. It meant he had been caught in a lie. Or a half truth.

			“Victim’s name is . . .” Fox removed his notebook from an inner jacket pocket and flipped through the pages. “Heather Arlene Lorenzo, age thirty-eight, separated from second husband, residing at 206A Newbury Street, occupation photographer’s agent . . .”

			“So get to the point.” Fat Eddie unfastened his belt buckle. A sound like a Kenworth truck downshifting on a distant freeway rumbled from his gut. God, what was going on inside him? “I’ll read all that in the summary.”

			“She was beaten to death with a blunt instrument,” Fox said, returning the book to his jacket pocket. “And stabbed once, deeply, in the gut, right here.” Fox touched his navel.

			Fat Eddie blinked. What would happen, he wondered, if someone punctured his navel right now?

			“Doitch figures maybe a fractured skull, for sure a broken jaw. Have the autopsy done this afternoon. Looks like she was knocked out and left for dead, came to, crawled ten feet to a doorway, passed out again and bled to death.”

			“Why are you telling me now?” Fat Eddie asked. He waved a pink hand at the portable tape player on his desk. “And what’s it got to do with this?”

			Fox reached out and pressed Play. “Listen.”

			Fat Eddie folded his arms and leaned back in his chair. Something large and furry seemed to be crawling laterally through his abdomen.

			From the machine, the effeminate male German voice made its appeal for more time. Fat Eddie blinked impassively.

			“One of the photographers she represented,” Tim Fox said while the machine’s voice announced the day and time of the message. “We think.”

			The second man’s voice, lurching between pleas and anger, rumbled from the machine. Fat Eddie raised his eyebrows at the brutal, abrupt sign-off.

			“We don’t know who that was. But listen to this,” Tim Fox instructed over the machine’s voice. “See if you recognize this one.”

			“You know who this is, you bitch.”

			Vance jerked his head up as though a bird had flown into the room. He listened to the man’s voice shape angry words whose endings were rounded and slurred, the vowels shaking, the whole effect somehow gelatinous and unstable.

			“Is that . . . ?” Fat Eddie asked in a near-whisper. 

			“Sure sounds like it, doesn’t it?” Fox shut off the tape player.

			“Any other calls?”

			Fox shook his head. During the playing of the tape his excitement had vanished and now he bit his bottom lip in concentration and avoided Fat Eddie’s eyes.

			Fat Eddie said, “I hear he’s a drunk, living down in the old Combat Zone.”

			“Got a room over the Flamingo Club,” Fox said. He slid the tape player from Fat Eddie’s desk and dropped it into his coat pocket. “Strip joint off Tremont. Full of hookers.”

			“Can’t say I’m surprised. Guy was a good cop once, but . . .”

			Fox was staring over Vance’s shoulder, out the window onto Berkeley Street. “Well, I’m surprised. You might’ve had problems with him but he was the best, him and Ollie. Those two guys taught me more about this job than anyone else.”

			“Flaws,” Fat Eddie said, studying his fingernails. “Man was full of flaws, full of anger. When he didn’t have this job to channel it through, he fell apart.”

			“I want to find him, talk to him,” Fox said. “But I want to do it alone. I don’t want whistles and I sure as hell don’t want Donovan with me.”

			“He’s your partner.” 

			“Joe was my buddy.”

			“Well, sounds like your buddy’s now a suspect in a first-degree.” Fat Eddie lifted a pencil from his desk and waved it in the air as he spoke. “So far he’s your best one, I’d say.”

			“I can’t believe he would do anything like this.” Tim Fox turned and began walking toward the door.

			“You can’t?” Fat Eddie sneered. “You don’t think he could kill anybody? Maybe you just didn’t know him very well, Fox. Not as well as some people.”

			Fox closed the door behind him.

			“Not as well as some people,” Vance repeated, dropping a hand to his side, trying to rub the pain that was burning through his bowels.

			
			The slimeball from Cambridge, the one with the beard who said he was a professor at Harvard, kept trying to stroke Billie’s thigh; the third time he touched her she leaned over, close to him, a gesture she thought might be a mistake when she saw his eyes grow wide in reaction to her breasts dangling so close to his face. Billie said, “Look over there.”

			“Over where?” said the beard, grinning at her chest.

			“Over at that son of a bitch, looks like a portable shithouse, standing behind the bar,” Billie hissed. “Name’s Dewey. Look at him, asshole.” She gripped an inch of flesh on the guy’s cheek and twisted his head so he faced the bar where Dewey stood watching the front door, his shaved head gleaming in the lights over the bar, a Bud in his hand, you can barely see the bottle his hand’s so big.

			“What about him?” the beard asked.

			“I give the word to Dewey that you keep touching me and he’ll come over here, pick you up, carry you outside and drop you tits-up on a fucking fire hydrant,” Billie said.

			The beard nodded, folded his arms and sat back while Billie finished dancing naked on the stool in front of him but her heart wasn’t in it. When she finished the beard gave her a two-dollar tip and asked what her real name was. “Nancy Reagan,” she said, and shrugged into her robe, jammed the two bucks in the same pocket where she kept her cigarettes and lighter, and headed for the front door, needing a smoke and some fresh air, cold as it was.

			Sugarman, the owner, liked it when the girls took their breaks outside, standing in the doorway pulling on a Marlboro where the perverts going by on Laveche Street could see them, maybe with one long leg extended, red polish on the toenails, the guys knowing they had nothing on under their robes.

			“Take your breaks there, the front door,” Sugarman would say. “Brings the suckers in. Flash ’em a little thigh, casual like. Get ’em in for a beer, let ’em look at some pussy.”

			Billie opened the door on a gray early afternoon. She lit a Marlboro and French-inhaled, releasing the smoke in thick clouds from her mouth, pulling it up through her nostrils and deep into her lungs. She stood staring down the street toward Tremont. From inside the club, Mick Jagger’s voice thundered through the speakers over the dance floor where Terri was just beginning her act, reaching behind her, unfastening the gold lamé halter top.

			An electrician’s delivery van drove by, the young mustached driver lowering his window and making a sucking noise at her. When she gave him the finger, he smiled, honked his horn, accelerated away toward Tremont.

			“How you doin’?”

			Billie turned to see a cool black dude who’d come up behind her. He was wearing one of those expensive raincoats made in England, nice pin-striped suit, tab-collar shirt, loafers with those little tassels on them.

			“I’m doing okay,” Billie said. She stepped aside. “You wanta go inside, see some good-looking girls?”

			He smiled. Nice white even teeth. Lots of them. “Not today. Looking for an old friend of mine.”

			Billie took a last drag on her cigarette. “What’s his name?”

			“McGuire. Joe McGuire.”

			“Never hearda him.” She dropped the butt on the sidewalk, stretched a long leg out to crush it with a rhinestone-strapped stiletto-heeled shoe. The black guy was looking. She felt him watching her leg, admiring it.

			“Guy’s about fifty, dark hair gettin’ gray,” he said when she straightened again, her arms folded across her chest. “Got a scar here,” and he traced a line with his fingertip diagonally from the corner of his nose to his upper lip.

			“Never saw him either.” She looked up and down the street, avoiding his eyes. “Listen, I gotta go to work, okay?”

			The black guy reached out, grabbed her wrist, squeezed tightly. “How many times’ve you been busted?” he said, still smiling. Showing his teeth mostly, not smiling with his eyes.

			“For what?” Jesus, if Dewey came out now . . . 

			“For anything. Hooking, snorting, public indecency, picking your nose, I don’t care.”

			“None of your fucking business.” Hell, first the bearded asshole said he was a professor, now this.

			“You want to add another one or you want to tell me where McGuire is? Your choice.”

			People going by were watching. Stuff like this could hurt business, guys don’t want to come into a place where there’s trouble. “He’s gone. Goes out in the morning, sometimes you don’t see him for days even.”

			“Where’s his room?”

			“Around the back. Up the fire escape.”

			“You see him go out this morning?” The cop relaxed his hold on her wrist.

			“One of the girls did. I think she’s got a thing for him.”

			“Where does he go?”

			Billie shrugged. “How the hell should I know?” 

			“Milt Sugarman still own this place?” He released her wrist.

			“Yeah, but he’s not here. Gone to Mexico with one of the girls. Acapulco, some place like that.”

			“When’s he back?”

			She rubbed her wrist where he had held her, gave him a sly grin. Good looking stud, wasn’t he? She wondered how seriously he took the gold wedding band on his finger. “Next Wednesday or when he’s tired a fuckin’ his eyes out, whichever happens first.” She took a step back into the club, glanced at the stage. Terri was showing her ass to the thin early crowd, bending over, touching her toes. “You comin’ in?”

			The black guy didn’t answer at first, just leaned back to look around the building to where the fire escape came down to the alley. “Some other time maybe,” he said.

			“My name’s Billie, you want to ask for me,” she said. She pulled the robe tighter across her chest. The cold had made her nipples hard and they poked against the fabric.

			“Sure.” He flashed her a smile, put his hands in the pockets of his topcoat. “Maybe I will.”

			
			“Son of a bitch is pullin’ a number on me.”

			Phil Donovan hitched his trousers a little higher over his narrow hips and tightened his belt a notch.

			Fat Eddie Vance watched silently, holding a pencil by its ends, twirling it slowly.

			“He sends me for errands, he tells me nothin’. Thinks I’m still a whistle.” Donovan waved his arms in angry gestures, looked around and collapsed into a chair in front of the captain’s desk.

			“He is the senior partner,” Vance said.

			“Okay, okay, but we’re both lieutenants. I’m acting, I know that, but when it gets final and I’m full louie I’m definitely not takin’ his shit anymore.”

			Fat Eddie sighed. He opened the top drawer of his desk where a dozen pencils identical to the one in his hand lay waiting, their points sharpened, all facing in the same direction, like bullets in an ammo belt. “I can’t give you a transfer yet. You know that. It would disrupt all the other teams.” He added the pencil he had been holding to his cache and closed the drawer.

			“I know, I know,” Donovan muttered. “Just tell Fox to keep his black ass out of my way, that’s all. He leaves me to write up the report on my own and now I gotta go down, watch Doitch do the broad’s autopsy while he’s out suckin’ back a beer or something.”

			Vance raised his eyebrows. “He didn’t tell you where he was going?”

			“Not a goddamn word.”

			Fat Eddie frowned. “He’s gone to talk to McGuire. If he can find him.”

			Donovan snapped his head around, the anger about to overflow again. “His old buddy? On his own? What’s he doin’, talkin’ to a number one suspect and not tellin’ me?”

			Fat Eddie leaned back in his chair. “Did you finish writing your investigation report?”

			Donovan nodded, staring off in the distance.

			“And did Doitch specifically ask you to be present for a review of the autopsy findings?”

			“Naw, that was Fox’s idea.”

			“Then you needn’t go. There’s no regulation that says the investigating detectives have to be present for the autopsy, unless there are special circumstances.” Vance opened another desk drawer and removed an unopened bottle of Maalox, keeping it from Donovan’s view.

			“So what do I do? Sit around here tryin’ to guess what model of Louisville Slugger the guy used on her?”

			“You’ve got a solid suspect, haven’t you?” 

			Donovan looked back at Vance, his blue Irish eyes narrowing.

			“Put a bulletin out on McGuire if Fox hasn’t done it yet,” Vance said. “If Fox finds McGuire on his own, fine. If not, maybe when he gets back, he’ll find him here. Either way, you’re getting somewhere.”

			“That’s comin’ right from you, huh?” 

			“You just heard it.”

			Donovan stood up. “Tim’ll be pissed,” he said. His freckled face was creased with a grin.

			“He’ll get over it. Besides, Tim has problems being a team player. I’ve been meaning to mention it to him. Maybe this will make my point.”

			“Actually, I thought about doin’ that, puttin’ out a metro call,” Donovan said, reaching the door in three strides. “Didn’t want to, you know, upset things too much. But this way . . . hell, you agree it’s a good idea, right?”

			Vance nodded. Right. One hand twisted the cap on the bottle. The point of a dagger traced its way along his lower digestive track. When Donovan closed the door, Vance tilted his head back and drank deeply.

			
			The fire escape was crusted with layers of bird droppings accumulated over the years. As he climbed, Tim Fox wrapped his beige Burberry tightly around his body to keep the fabric from becoming soiled. He leaned slightly forward so that if he lost his step he wouldn’t fall backward.

			At the first landing, he looked up to the door of McGuire’s apartment on the top level. From inside the building came the distant whump-whump-whump of the strip club’s sound system.

			On the second landing he paused again to look around and was startled to see an ancient Oriental woman watching him through a grimy window in the adjacent building, her toothless jaw moving in some kind of chewing action, her expression vacant and uncaring.

			He began climbing to the third-floor landing, the bird droppings thicker and fresher, layering the soles of his nearly new Florsheims, his heart beating from the effort and from his fear of heights. He hated heights. Sometimes he hated his work. He sure as hell hated his new partner, Acting Lieutenant Philip James Donovan.

			But he liked McGuire. He had always liked the snarly bastard somehow. He sure as hell wouldn’t be doing this for anybody else.

			Fox reached the door, raised a hand to shield the light from his eyes and wiped away a layer of dust that clung, thick as a penny, to the window in the door.

			Through the dusty glass he could see an unmade cot, a sink, a long pine table, a shelf crowded with books, a straight-backed wooden chair, a naked light bulb dangling from the ceiling, a battered plastic radio, a low counter with a hot plate and a kettle, and a cheap floor lamp standing at one end of the bed. Fox knocked on the door, looked over his shoulder to see the ancient Oriental woman still watching him and knocked again.

			He tried the doorknob. It turned easily in his hand and with one step he was inside the room, inhaling its stale air.

			
			Billie was ready to go on after Mary Lou, standing behind the stage in her pink gown with the pink halter and panties underneath, her silver G-string cutting the skin on her hips, wishing she could get a drink about now, a hit of Scotch maybe, when the door opened and in came Django.

			The Dancer, Dewey and Grizzly called him, but then Dewey and Grizzly could call people anything they wanted to and usually did. Nobody picked an argument with Dewey or Grizzly except maybe a goddamn platoon of marines and then they’d better be sober and well-armed.

			“Here comes the Dancer,” Dewey grinned when he saw Django sidling between the tables, moving in rhythm to the music from the overhead speakers, snapping the fingers of his good hand and holding the other one, the one that was scarred and claw shaped, out to one side. His close-cropped head bobbed, his eyes shone and he flashed his wide grin at everybody in the room, even Dewey. Django was wearing his black leather trench coat and gray tweed stingy-brimmed porkpie hat, the coat open so he could move his legs and feet easier, showing his dance steps, strutting his stuff.

			His mother named him Elias for reasons she never explained, and he grew up in Buffalo as Elias Tetherton, just another runty black kid destined for a life in the projects or a death in a gutter, take your pick. Then Elias met Elsie, cute little Elsie who liked his sense of humor and his crazy way of dancing, telling him he made old Michael Jackson look like a tree stump, you come right down to it. Only thing is, Michael Jackson had the drive, the urge, and Elias Tetherton just had the joy, and joy alone gets you nothing but a grin and a nod and maybe a couple of bucks from white people downtown who would smile at his dance steps and broad grin.

			The joy didn’t get Elias any money for Elsie and him or for the baby boy who came along ten months after they met. Pretty soon they were a family of kids. Elias was eighteen, Elsie was sixteen and the baby was two when Elsie got pregnant the second time and Elias knew he had to do something more for his family than sweep out the pressroom and bundle papers down at the Buffalo Evening News.

			It had to be something with a bit of risk, something that took a few smarts. Heisting cars, hustling watches on the street wouldn’t do it. Had to be something bigger, something you could put your smarts to work on. Elias had smarts he hadn’t even used yet and when Elsie’s older brother offered Elias a thousand dollars, just take a big brown package down to Boston, don’t ask what’s inside, ride a gray dog bus along the thruway, Elias saw his chance and he took it and did it and got paid big-time. He decided to stay in Boston, just for a few weeks, get enough money to send home to Elsie and the boys, enough maybe to go to school, really exercise his smarts.

			But that was nearly two years ago.

			When there had been an Elsie to return to.

			It was McGuire who named him Django when he first saw the small black man dancing with his crippled left hand extended. Elias’s face lit up at the name. Django had a nice lilt, sounded like nothing nobody else was using on the street. People on the street had names like Grizzly and the Gypsy and Heckle and Cracker Jack. McGuire wrote the name out for him with a shaky hand on a piece of paper, telling Django there was once a jazz musician with the same name, some European guy died forty years ago, a brilliant wild man who had a crippled hand just like Elias’s and who learned to play guitar in spite of it, learned a style of guitar playing that no one has quite copied since, good left hand or not.

			McGuire took to Django right away and not just because Django was the source of McGuire’s sole pleasure, the meperidine pressed within the small white pills Django sold for Grizzly. It was Django’s insouciance that McGuire admired, the smaller man’s inescapable optimism in the face of all the facts that said he was doomed, that he should nourish no dreams whose lives extended beyond a single rotation of the earth. And Django was drawn to McGuire in the way many people with limited power are drawn to those with strength, even when the strength is hidden and unacknowledged and almost broken as it was in McGuire.

			They were the oddest of couples to see on the brief occasions they met for business and restricted social encounters, the ex-cop sunken to addiction and the wiry street person moving in dance steps to conceal the deadening effects of his daily life.

			“Hey, Django,” McGuire would greet the small man in his guttural whispery voice.

			The more McGuire used it, the more Django loved the name. He needed something new, something to make him forget who he was and what he had been before they messed up his hand. “It’s Django dancin’ time, darlin’,” he’d say when he’d see McGuire coming, and he’d move his feet in that nice soft-shoe rhythm, shove that up your ass, Michael Jackson.

			After all, he had many reasons to change his name, reasons more than just hating the name his mama had given him.

			Elias. Shit, who ever heard of a man with smarts named Elias? But Django, yeah, a nice touch. Man named Django had to have smarts, you could tell.

			“Got a ‘D’,” Django said when he saw the name written by McGuire and McGuire told him, “Yeah, but you don’t pronounce it, it’s silent.”

			“The D don’t talk,” Django nodded. “Spread that word, man. The D don’t talk, it don’t say nothin’ it ain’t supposed to.”

			And so he became Django to everyone but Dewey, who Django never trusted and rarely spoke to, and Grizzly, who Django talked to every day, nodding his head in agreement because nobody ever disagreed with Grizzly, nobody ever told Grizz what to call nobody else, and the name created a special bond between Django and McGuire.

			
			MaryLou finished her number and was standing there buck naked with her legs wrapped around the pole in the middle of the stage, trying not to yawn. She smiled across the room and waved at Django who waved back with his good hand.

			Billie walked across the room, cut Django off before he reached the bar. Seeing her coming, Django threw her one of his big grins, the gold in a front tooth gleaming.

			“Lady Day, Lady Day,” he said in that voice of his that was always ready to laugh.

			Django had dubbed Billie “Lady Day,” which Billie later discovered was the nickname for Billie Holiday, which fit because that’s who Billie’s mother named her for. Billie liked her name until she was a teenager and found out that the singer named Billie Holiday had been a black junkie who had once hooked for a living, and then it didn’t seem to be such a goddamn compliment.

			“You seen McGuire?” Billie hissed at Django. The guys at the tables were pushing their hands together, giving MaryLou some half-assed applause while she stumbled around the stage picking up her clothes and blanket, looking forward to a hit of coke in the back room to get her through the day.

			“Jolt?” Django said. His eyebrows, thick as steel wool, slid up and made his high forehead look like a black shiny washboard. “No, Lady. Ain’t seen the man but I ’spec to see him soon. Man be needin’ a few beats a Django’s tune.” As he spoke, Django moved from side to side, shifting his weight from foot to foot.

			“A cop was lookin’ for him, few minutes ago,” Billie said. “He could be in deep shit. You might want to let him know, okay?”

			“True, true I will, darlin’.” Django threw a smile into the far corner, furthest from the stage, where a guy in a canvas hat and gray walrus mustache, kind of antsy looking, had been trying to catch Django’s eye, nodding his head, his lips sort of puckered. Django had some business.

			“You’re on, bitch,” MaryLou said to Billie, walking past, her clothes and blanket over one arm.

			“And now, for your continuous pleasure, gentlemen . . .” Dewey drawled into the P.A. system from behind the bar.

			Billie climbed the steps to the elevated stage, the lights flashing red and blue. Her music tape started playing, thump-thump.

			“. . . the Flamingo Club is proud to present the elegant and voluptuous Shana!” Django was side-stepping toward the customer in the corner. MaryLou stumbled once on her way to the dressing room, almost fell.

			Break your fucking neck, Billie said silently, and she began to dance, moving her body for the men but keeping her mind in a different place, far away.

			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter Three

			Tim Fox took barely a minute to skim McGuire’s flat. No telephone, no TV, not even a refrigerator. The bathroom was barely bigger than a phone booth with just a toilet and a plastic shower enclosure. The books on the shelf above the bed were paperback biographies and histories, the food in the cupboard consisted of instant coffee and crackers, and even the clothing hanging on the back of the door was minimal: thick sweater, lightweight jacket, denim shirt, gray wool trousers, two blue button-down shirts.

			Tim Fox dropped his card next to the hotplate on the chipped enamelled table and left, closing the door behind him.

			What happened to the poor son of a bitch? he wondered, descending the fire escape while the old Oriental woman watched him from across the landing.

			He wandered through what remained of the city’s Combat Zone for almost an hour, peering through the windows of video shops, bookstores, Vietnamese restaurants and Chinese grocery stores where Peking ducks hung in the windows, their skin mahogany red and their smiling beaks encrusted with baked sugar.

			When he returned to the Berkeley Street headquarters, Stu Cauley, on duty at the downstairs desk, called him over. “You’re supposed to go downstairs,” Cauley said. “Donovan’s down there, him and a couple a uniforms. They brought him in, maybe half an hour ago, they’re workin’ through it down there.”

			“Through what?” Fox said.

			“That case, broad got beat to death on Newbury Street. Yours, right? Everybody knows about it. Hell of a thing. Anyway they found him. Brought him in on it and he’s down in the hole.”

			Fox swore and turned toward the stairs.

			“Christ, does he look bad, Timmy,” Cauley said sadly. “Looks like a barrel of yesterday’s shit.”

			
			“Okay, maybe you’re not drunk but you sure as hell look hungover.”

			Phil Donovan sat on a metal folding chair turned backwards, his tie askew, collar button undone. One of the uniformed cops, a young guy just two years out of the academy, watched from the far corner, his chair tilted back, a plastic cup of coffee in his hand.

			Between them, a middle-aged man sat in a straight-backed wooden chair, bent from the waist, his elbows on his knees, his fingertips stroking his temples, looking like another street bum waiting on a bench in the Public Garden, hoping for a handout. Which was where two cops found him, staring blankly across Charles Street. The uniformed police officers didn’t recognize him at first sight but one of them thought, What the hell, it could be him.

			He admitted his name and right away one of the cops, the older one, started acting almost polite, practically invited him to get in the cruiser and come back with them to Berkeley Street. And he got in, not wondering why, just asking if he could have a couple of aspirin and a coffee when they got there.

			“Still got your headache?” Donovan asked, grinning like he thought it was funny.

			“I’m not a drunk,” the man said.

			“Naw, you’re not a drunk. You just like to marinate your fuckin’ liver,” Donovan said. He glanced over at the young whistle in the corner who was smiling at the detective’s humor. “Christ, look at yourself. You’re a bum, you’re worse than a bum. The bums in the Garden, most of them never had much of a break, never amounted to a hell of a lot in their lives. But you . . .”

			The door behind Donovan burst open and Tim Fox stood there, his hand gripping the knob, breathing hard not from the effort of trotting downstairs but from anger. “I want to talk to you, Donovan,” Fox said, the words escaping from his lips like steam from a pressure valve. “Out here. Now.”

			Donovan twisted in the chair and grinned over his shoulder at his partner. “Sure thing, Timmy,” he said, standing up. “Don’t go away now,” he smiled at the middle-aged man, who lifted his head at the sight of Fox.

			“Hello, Timmy,” the man said to Fox.

			“How you doing, McGuire?” Fox asked, and the other man smiled tightly and nodded.

			
			Tim Fox strode past Donovan and down the basement corridor taking long quick steps like he was a whistle working Washington Avenue again, hustling to break up a street fight, ready to wade in with a billy club, cutting the air with it like Yastrzemski chasing
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