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“It
takes a fool to learn that love don’t love nobody.”


 


 


“Love Don’t
Love Nobody”


Written by
Charles Simmons and Joseph Jefferson


Performed by
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Chapter 1


Charlie didn’t recognize the number. Telemarketers
wouldn’t call this late, would they? She eyed her phone. What if
someone’s calling about mom? Shit!


“Hello?” she answered. Her voice a cross between
annoyed and cautious.


“Hello. Is this Charlie?” It was a woman.


Charlie hesitated. Most people answered this question
straight out. Asking it was a common technique for a private investigator.


“Who’s calling?” Charlie was now completely annoyed.


“Oh, I’m sorry. I know it’s late. This is Pamela. Uh,
Pamela Rogers.”


“Who is this?” Charlie asked.


“Franklin’s wife,” the caller said.


Charlie hadn’t met her ex-husband’s new wife. Franklin
had mailed a pro forma wedding invitation to her mom eighteen months ago,
enclosing an extra invitation for Charlie. Both Ernestine and Charlie had
graciously RSVP’d their regrets.


“Charlie? Are you still there?” Pamela asked.


“Oh. Yes, I’m here. I’m just surprised to hear from
you. We’ve never officially met.”


“I know. I’m sorry.”


“How is Franklin? Is anything wrong?”


“Things are terribly wrong.” Pamela’s controlled voice
faltered. She began to sob. “Everything is such a mess. I didn’t know who else
to call.”


“What’s happened?” Charlie hoped her forcefully asked,
direct question would calm the flustered woman.


“Franklin has been charged with first-degree murder.
The police think he killed my brother, Peter.”


“What?”


“Last night.”


“No. That can’t be right,” Charlie almost shouted.


Mandy came into the bedroom and stood beside Charlie.
“Is it your mom?” Mandy whispered with a worried face.


“No. Franklin is in trouble.”


“Are you speaking to me?” Pamela asked.


“No. Sorry. I was talking to my partner. Do you need
me to do something, Mrs. uh, Pamela? Did Franklin ask you to call me?”


“No. In fact, he’d be angry if he knew I called.”


“I see. Okay. Is Franklin being held downtown?”


“The police say he fled the crime scene. They can’t
find him.”


“Have you spoken to him?”


“No. Charlie, I hope it’s okay to call you that, my
father thinks I need some outside help. He doesn’t particularly care for
Franklin, and he long ago gave up on my brother, but he doesn’t trust the
police. My mother is terribly distraught. Daddy is bringing her back to
Michigan in a couple of days to . . . to make preparations for Peter. Daddy
wants answers when he gets here.”


“Pamela, slow down. I need to ask you something. Do
you believe Franklin killed your brother?” Charlie continued her direct
questions. Mandy gripped her arm.


Pamela sobbed. “No. He could never do such a thing.”


 


# # #


 


“Franklin couldn’t do such a thing,” Charlie announced
to a skeptical Don and Judy.


“But his fingerprints are all over the place,” Don
argued.


Judy nodded her agreement. She didn’t want to get off
to a bad start in her probationary role as an investigator, but the facts were
the facts.


“I know, I know,” Charlie said, pacing the conference
room.


“And the police report is pretty clear, Mack,” Don
added. “The evidence shows there was some kind of a scuffle, and your ex’s gun
was found on the floor.”


“I don’t care what the police report says. Franklin
did not kill that man.”


“Well then, where is he? And why is he running?” Judy
asked.


Charlie didn’t have an answer to the first question.
It made the second bother her even more. She grabbed a red Post-it, wrote
quickly, and pressed it firmly onto the whiteboard. Is Franklin still alive?


The room was quiet until Don spoke up. “You don’t really
think he’s dead, do you?”


Charlie held her palms to her eyes for a few seconds.
Her head had been throbbing off and on since she’d received the call from
Pamela ten hours before.


Charlie hadn’t been in contact with Franklin for
almost two years. Following the invitation to the wedding, he’d sent a “happy
birthday” text last July. He’d moved on with his life, and so had she. Still,
there was a sense of loyalty. Franklin knew her better perhaps than even Mandy,
and he was a decent man. Looking back on their few years of marriage, she
realized she had never loved him, not the way he wanted, but even now she felt
she had to protect him, and the thought he might be dead made her insides fold
into a tight knot.


“I pray he’s alive,” Charlie said. “But it’s unlike
him not to call anyone.”


“And the new wife, what’s her name . . . Pamela. She
hasn’t heard from him?” Judy asked.


Charlie shook her head.


“Who would the guy turn to?” Don asked.


“His parents. His boss. Me, maybe,” Charlie responded.
“Although Pamela said he’d be angry to know she’d called me.”


“What’s she like?” Judy asked.


“I’ve never met her. But I checked her out online when
I heard he was marrying her. She’s a socialite, the only daughter in the
Fairchild empire, with deep roots in the moneyed old families here. Stanford
Fairchild is not just well-to-do, like Judge Ferry, but a multimillionaire from
the Northeast who moved to Michigan to keep an eye on his auto company
investments back in the day.”


“So her parents don’t live here?” Don asked.


“No. They live year-round in a gated community in
Florida. They also have a home on Lake Michigan. Pamela and Franklin live in
the original family home in Indian Village. The parents are due to arrive in
Detroit in a few days.”


“Where does . . . did . . . the brother live?” Judy
asked.


Don looked at the police report. “It says here it’s
one of those loft apartments downtown. That’s where the body was found. In the
bathroom.”


“Nobody heard a gunshot?” Charlie asked.


“It doesn’t say there were any witnesses. We’ll need
to talk to the police. Since Daddy Fairchild is willing to pay us big money to
get some answers about who killed his kid, we should lay out a plan,” Don said,
moving to the whiteboard where the lone question clung to the middle. 


Charlie realized she’d been standing this whole time,
so she gathered her sticky notes—red for questions, green for facts—and took a seat across from the
board. Sometimes she used blue notes for out-of-the-box conjectures. Those were
the ideas their former business partner, Gil, had been so good at proposing.


“Okay, Don. Draw a four-cell matrix. For questions,
facts, and big ideas,” Charlie directed.


“What’s in the fourth box?” Don asked.


“I don’t know yet,” Charlie said. “Let’s be
surprised.”


Don rolled his eyes, but drew the box. He’d seen
Charlie’s technique work so many times that he’d stopped thinking of it as new-age
weirdness. He put the “Is Franklin still alive?” note in the questions grid.


Charlie furiously wrote on more red notes, passing
them to Judy who helped Don to organize them on the board. After a dozen, she
picked up the green sticky notes.


“Now help me think through the facts we currently
know,” Charlie said.


Judy rattled off a few: “Franklin is charged with
murder. He’s the deputy to the Wayne County Executive. He’s missing. His gun
was found at the victim’s apartment. What’s the brother-in-law’s name again?”


“Peter Fairchild,” Charlie responded, and finished the
four notes.


“I have a fact to add,” Don said. “This Fairchild guy
was in a fight at a bar the night he died.”


“Good, Don. We need to get the name of that bar,”
Charlie said, nodding to Judy who started a list of to-do’s.


“Do you have Franklin’s cell number?” Judy asked.


“Yeah. I do. I didn’t even think to call it.” Charlie
reached for her phone.


“You think he’ll talk to you?” Judy asked.


“I don’t know. He might.”


The Mack Partners paused their brainstorming while
Charlie punched in the number. The call immediately went to voicemail.
“Franklin, this is Charlie. I know you’re in trouble. Pamela told me. I want to
help you. Please, call me.”


Don and Judy watched Charlie try to regain her
composure. She finally looked up. “Damn. I don’t know why I’m so emotional.”


“Because he’s someone you care about. You were married
to him,” Judy said.


“He put up with a lot from me. I didn’t make things
easy,” Charlie said, wiping at her eyes.


Don restored order. “You know the police are probably
monitoring his cell phone.”


“They probably are,” Charlie said. “Franklin may be
aware of that. What else will the police be up to?”


“The detective who faxed the official report says DPD
is getting pressure from the chief, who is getting pressure from the county
executive. They’ve had a call from the governor’s office, too. They have four
detectives assigned to the case—all veterans.”


“Given the rich victim, his influential family, and
the politically connected suspect, I’m not surprised the police are being
squeezed from all sides,” Charlie said. “Okay, let’s look at our open questions
and make assignments.”


Tamela appeared at the conference room door. “There’s
a call for you, Ms. Mack. From the police.” Her brows were at full attention.
“They’re holding on line two.”


Don offered an “I told you so” look and took a seat at
the table. He pushed the tabletop speakerphone toward Charlie who pushed the
call button.


“This is Charlene Mack.”


“Ms. Mack, Detective Wallace at police headquarters.
I’m the lead detective on the Peter Fairchild murder. You’ve heard about it?”


“Yes. Of course I have. How can I help?”


“Our primary suspect is Franklin Rogers. Your
ex-husband.”


“I know.”


“May I ask how you know?”


“I received a call last night from his wife, Pamela
Rogers.”


“I see.” The pause on the other end was long enough
for a passed note or two, or a whispered conversation.


“I wonder if you wouldn’t mind coming in to answer a
few questions for us. You’re probably also aware that Rogers is missing?”


“Yes. His wife told me that, too. I might as well tell
you now, detective, that Pamela Rogers has hired the Mack Agency to look into
the murder of her brother.”


There was an even longer pause. Charlie, Don, and Judy
sat quietly. After almost a minute, Detective Wallace’s voice boomed through
the speaker. “Can you come in this afternoon?”


“I can. May I bring my partner, Don Rutkowski?”


“Yes. We know Don. See you at 2 p.m.?”


Charlie lifted her eyes to Don for an okay. “Yes.
We’ll be there.”


“They’re pissed,” Don said when Charlie disconnected
the call.


“Can you blame them? Let’s finish up and pass out
assignments. I assume we’ll have a lot more questions and maybe a few more
facts after our sit-down with Detroit’s finest.”


 


 


Chapter 2


Charlie never felt comfortable at Detroit police
headquarters. The grand old building with its marble floors, wood paneling, and
wrought-iron staircases was a neglected throwback to Detroit’s glory days.
Recently, it had been added to the city’s condemned properties list. Given the
economy, even if the city could sell the building, it was unlikely a developer
would be willing to bring the old girl back to her original splendor.


Charlie and Don sat at a conference table in Captain
Travers’s office. Detective Wallace and two other detectives were also seated.
Travers was a bureaucrat. Charlie had met him on an earlier case, and they had
a mutual dislike for each other. Don, on the other hand, had worn the blue
uniform for fifteen years, so the atmosphere and bureaucracy at headquarters
was fondly familiar to him.


Charlie sat, unspeaking, for almost five minutes,
watching the men joke with each other. Travers was also assessing the group.
They locked eyes.


“Shall we get down to business?” Travers ordered.
“Thank you for coming in, Ms. Mack. I know this must be an awkward situation
for you. Your ex-husband is missing, charged with murder, and his new wife
hires you to find him. That seems like a healthy amount of complexity.” Travers
managed a smile of fake sympathy.


“It might even be a conflict of interest,” Detective
Wallace interrupted, receiving glowering disapproval from Travers.


Charlie didn’t take the bait. “It’s not against the
law for me to take this case, is it?”


“No, Ms. Mack,” Travers responded. “But it is a felony
to harbor a criminal. I know you’re already aware of that.”


Here it comes, Charlie thought.


Travers’s comment was an overt reference to their Cass
Corridor case, where the Mack Agency had neglected to reveal the whereabouts of
a person-of-interest in the murder of a drug kingpin. Charlie and Don glanced
at each other, but said nothing. With a nod Travers gave Wallace permission to
speak.


“We’ve subpoenaed the cell phone records of Rogers.
Uh, Franklin Rogers. We’re aware you called him earlier today, Ms. Mack.”


“Then you are also aware that I didn’t speak to him.
Of course I called Franklin. His wife wants us to find him.”


“Then you’ve had no contact with him?” Wallace asked.


“None.”


The meeting lasted less than an hour. The police
spelled out their case against Franklin, and revealed they had a witness who
saw him leave Peter Fairchild’s apartment. The gun on scene was registered to
Franklin, and his fingerprints were found in Peter’s apartment. The bartender
at Club Lenore said both Rogers and Fairchild had had a few drinks before
Fairchild got into an altercation with another patron. That’s when Franklin had
led him from the bar.


“The bartender said the conversation between your ex-husband
and the deceased wasn’t friendly when they left the bar,” Wallace said.


“Look, let’s get something clear,” Charlie said,
noting Don’s warning of a raised eyebrow. “Franklin Rogers and I have a
personal history, but I haven’t seen or talked to him in a long time. So you
don’t have to keep referring to him as my ex-husband, detective.”


Detective Maynard Wallace shifted in his chair. He was
a seasoned law enforcement officer. Like Travers, he hadn’t been caught up in
the pervasive corruption infecting the department. He was a second-generation
officer from Atlanta who had witnessed the culture shifts in policing during
his decade of service. Travers signaled Wallace that he’d respond.


“This is a high-profile case, as you know. Our goal is
to work cooperatively with you and Mr. Rutkowski. We have the same interest. We
just want to locate Rogers.”


“I want that too. I don’t know why he ran, but
whatever his reason I know he didn’t commit this crime. That’s where our
interests diverge.”


“We understand,” Travers said. “But Fairchild’s father
has strong political connections in Detroit. I’ve heard from the chief, and
he’s heard from the mayor and the governor. We’re following the evidence. If
you bring us new leads, we’ll investigate them. Isn’t that correct, Wallace?”


“Yes sir,” Wallace said dutifully.


They departed police headquarters after Charlie
promised to call if she heard from Franklin.


 


# # #


 


Charlie and Judy sat for a moment in the deep circular
driveway of the home of Pamela Fairchild Rogers. Or, rather, small brick
mansion. There had been snow earlier in the week, but there was no sign of it
on the landscaping. The lawn was dormant but still well maintained, and the
house was surrounded by mature trees. Judy identified them as evergreens,
flowering trees, plus maple and oak. Charlie counted six large windows across
the front divided by a massive space for what might be a two-level fireplace. Unlike
other homes on the block, the Fairchilds’ entrance was behind a wrought-iron
fence leading to the side of the residence. Charlie rang the bell. A buzzer
sounded, and the gate disengaged from the lock.


“Nice place,” Judy whispered as they walked a cobbled
path to an eight-foot portico.


A gray-haired butler opened the door. Standing next to
him was a thin blonde with a worried face. She looked about thirty. Maybe
younger. She wore turquoise lounging pants under a matching silk tunic. She
would not have been out of place in Vogue. Charlie’s
three-hundred-dollar business suit suddenly felt like an outfit for grocery
shopping.


“You must be Charlie,” Pamela said with a half-smile
and an extension of her hand. Her flawless makeup couldn’t cover her stress or
the redness in her eyes. Charlie shook Pamela’s hand and introduced Judy.


The butler took their coats. He was old. The weight of
their outer garments made him slouch more than he already did. Pamela led them
into a sitting room at the front of the house where the six draped windows—three
on each side—flanked the fireplace Charlie had noticed from outside. Pamela
pointed to a sofa, then took a seat in a modern cushioned chair with a tall back.
“Would you like a fire? This room can get very cold.”


“That would be nice,” Charlie said, scanning the room.
“You have a beautiful place.”


“Thank you. I grew up in this house,” Pamela said,
aiming a remote at the fireplace, which with a flick of a button set the hearth
ablaze.


She noticed Charlie’s puzzled look and explained. “I
had the fireplaces converted to gas before Franklin and I moved in.”
Remembering her situation, a shadow touched her face.


“I’m very sorry we have to meet under these circumstances,”
Charlie said. “First of all, have you heard from Franklin?”


“No, I haven’t. He always checks in with me. Always.
I’m so worried.”


Judy took out a notebook. “I hope you don’t mind my
taking notes.”


Pamela’s quizzical look at Judy was the kind she might
give a maître d’ who was taking too long to escort her to a table. “You’re
Charlie’s assistant?”


“Actually, she’s a new partner in my firm,” Charlie
intercepted.


Both Pamela and Judy looked at Charlie with surprised
faces.


The ancient butler entered the room, struggling to
balance a tray of tea. Pamela gave a disapproving scowl when, without
permission, Judy pounced from the couch to help him pour and serve the tea.
Charlie used the opportunity to take a long look around the parlor, and was
aware of Pamela eyeing her.


The wallpaper, oak wainscoting, and leaded windows were
blue blood, but the room had been updated with other modern touches besides the
gas fireplace. Recessed lights nestled in the ceiling, the rugs sported
contemporary designs, and the furnishings had clean lines. It was a bright,
cheery room. Charlie could see Franklin’s touches in the artwork and plants.


“Is there anything else, ma’am?” the butler asked.


“No, thank you, Case. You can go,” Pamela answered
without looking up at the man.


Charlie glanced at Judy who stared at Pamela with a
grimace and wide-eyed judgment. Charlie dropped a cube of sugar into her tea
and stirred. Judy finally followed suit.


“The tea is delicious,” Charlie said, meaning it, but
ready to get back to the work. “Pamela, please take me through Wednesday. Tell
me everything that happened.”


“What do you want to know?”


“Start with the morning. How was Franklin when he got
up?”


Pamela looked confused, which quickly changed to
annoyed. “How will knowing that help you find Franklin?”


Charlie gently placed her teacup into the saucer and
took a deep breath. She tried to remember Pamela was grieving and probably in
shock.


“Sometimes there are small details, things that don’t
seem important at all that can help. The police will probably ask you the same
questions at some point. Have they asked to meet with you yet?”


“They called this morning.”


Pamela sighed, and began to talk. Wednesday had been
an average day. Franklin had gone to work early. She had a hair appointment,
and then a meeting with the executives of one of the charities she sponsored.
Franklin had come home at five and changed clothes before going out an hour
later to meet Peter. She’d invited a couple of college roommates in for a
dinner of salads and wine and gossip. Her friends left about nine o’clock. When
she hadn’t heard from Franklin by ten, she’d called his mobile phone. When he
didn’t answer she called her brother. She’d asked the attendant at the front
desk to check Peter’s apartment, and he’d discovered the murder scene and
called police.


“The police say a witness saw Franklin leave the
apartment. Is that the front-desk security guard?” Judy asked.


“I believe so,” Pamela responded.


“Did Franklin and Peter normally go out for drinks?”


“No. They didn’t. Franklin called me here around 3
p.m. to say Peter wanted to meet him to discuss a business opportunity. I guess
Peter knew better than to call me again with one of his fast-talking schemes.”


“Oh?” Charlie raised an eyebrow.


“You might as well know my brother was . . . he was
never able to make anything of himself. He had all the opportunities one could
have,” Pamela made a slight gesture to take in their surroundings, “but he
failed at everything—school, a job abroad Daddy got for him, the business he
started, even his marriage. My parents were always bailing him out of trouble.
Since they moved to Florida, it’s been me dealing with his never-ending
problems.”


Pamela ended the condemning speech out of breath and
red-faced. She reached for her tea with a shaking hand and took a sip. Charlie
glanced at Judy, who was scribbling rapidly.


“I’m sorry. It’s just that Peter’s been such a
disappointment. The family’s black sheep.”


Judy stopped writing. Charlie took another sip of tea
to signal a white flag for Judy. It didn’t occur to Pamela that her words might
be inappropriate. In fact, Charlie realized that with Pamela’s sheep, and her
own flag reference, a lot of black-and-white metaphor was at play in this
elegant sitting room. Keeping it going, she made a mental note that she didn’t
really care for Franklin’s new, white, wife.


“Would you describe your relationship with your
brother as strained?” Charlie asked.


“He was two years older than me, but I was the one who
looked after him. He always had a lot of questionable people around him. People
he’d meet God knows where,” Pamela said, disgusted.


“So, let’s go back to Wednesday. The day he died. How
did you find out? Did the security guard call you?”


“No.” Pamela described the visit she’d received from
the police late Wednesday evening. They had informed her of her brother’s death
and announced they were looking for Franklin. They had searched the house. They
asked about Franklin’s gun, and she showed them the safe in the den where it
was kept. The safe, door open, contained papers and ammunition. They had taken
Franklin’s laptop and his extra set of car keys.


“Did the police have a search warrant?” Charlie asked.


“I don’t think so,” Pamela said. “I was so distraught
I just answered their questions. I gave them permission to take Franklin’s
things. It wasn’t until the police were about to leave that I realized they
thought Franklin had killed Peter.”


“That’s exactly what they think,” Charlie said. “My
other partner and I met with them this afternoon.” Charlie looked at her notes.
“Was Franklin in the habit of carrying his gun?”


“No. At least I don’t think so. He said it was to
protect the house. I never really looked inside his safe.”


“When was the last time you saw the gun?”


“I don’t know. Maybe a few months ago. Franklin showed
it to a guy from our insurance company. They were assessing our security
measures. We have a lot of valuable pieces in the house.”


“I’m sure you do,” Charlie said. “May I see where the
gun is kept?”


Pamela bypassed the grand staircase across from the entrance
and took them up a narrow flight of steps off the corridor between the large
formal dining room and the kitchen. Charlie decided that in the home’s heyday
the stairs might have led to the servants’ quarters.


The vibe and style of the den was all Franklin.
Charlie recognized a few of his favorite paintings, including, on the desk, a
framed picture of him on a fishing trip with his father. His fishing rod was
mounted on one wall, and the heavy bronze iguana Franklin had insisted on
buying during their Mexican honeymoon was atop a pile of folders on the corner
table.


“The safe is here,” Pamela said, shoving aside a
tapestry hanging from a pole. “That’s where he always kept the gun. Our bedroom
is just through there,” she said, pointing to an adjoining door.


“Do you have the combination?” Charlie asked.


“Yes. I do.”


Pamela opened a wood box on the desk and lifted a
small card. She stared at the card for a few seconds, then turned to the wall
to manipulate the dial. She opened the safe and stepped aside. The safe
contained a few papers, a brown banker’s folder, a small metal box, and an
opened box of ammunition for a nine-millimeter pistol.


“Did the police take anything else from the safe?”


“Not that I know of.”


“Does anyone else have the combination?” Judy thought
to ask.


“This safe has been here since the house was built and
has never been changed out. We never really used this room. It was for our . .
. uh, the nanny. I guess my parents and brother might know the combination.”


They returned to the parlor but didn’t sit. The tea
service had been removed. Pamela’s parents were returning to Detroit on
Saturday to complete the arrangements for the funeral, which would be held in a
week. Charlie asked for, and received, a recent photo of Peter, then arranged
for Judy to return to the house to ask questions of Pamela’s parents.


“I’m sure my father would prefer to meet with you,
Charlie,” Pamela said. “No offense, Ms. Novak. It’s just that Daddy’s used to
dealing with the person at the top.”


“I’ll be sure to come by on Monday,” Charlie said, “to
give you and your parents a report on our activity. Until then it’s a better
use of my time to be in the field looking for Franklin and gathering the
evidence that proves his innocence.”


“Of course. That makes sense,” Pamela said. She was now
sniffing and wiping at her eyes with a handkerchief that matched the color of
her outfit.


“Has Franklin called you?” Pamela asked,
staring at Charlie.


“No. But I called his cell phone this morning. It went
directly to voicemail. I left a message.”


“I see.”


“I’m sure he’ll be in touch with you soon,” Judy said
sympathetically.


Pamela acknowledged the good wish with a nod. “I hope
Franklin won’t be angry that I got you involved.”


“We can’t worry about that now,” Charlie said. “What’s
important is that we find him.”


Pamela dabbed at more tears. Charlie didn’t think it
was a good time to share her worst fear about Franklin’s incommunicado status.


 


# # #


 


Don walked into the Lenore in Greektown at 4:30 p.m.
Two patrons were at the bar, nursing drinks and watching a PGA tournament. Phil
Mickelson was on top of the leaderboard. A back room was being used for a
training of some sort. Don sat on the stool farthest away from the TV. He
removed his trench coat and pulled a notebook from his jacket pocket, laying it
on the counter. 


The bartender wiped glasses, but had kept an eye on
Don from the moment he stepped into the dim sports bar. “Get something for
you?” she asked, discarding her polishing rag and moving to Don’s end of the
bar. Don saw her eyes click to the notebook for a second before settling on his
face.


“A beer and some information,” Don said with a smile.


“Draft?”


“That’ll be fine.”


“Light?”


“Hell no.”


The bartender, with a nametag reading Marti, returned
with the cold glass, placed a coaster under the beer, then waited. Don took a
sip of beer, swiped at the foam on his lip, then retrieved the photo of Peter
that Charlie had brought back to the office. He pushed it toward Marti with the
tips of his fingers.


“Did you see this guy yesterday?”


“Yep. I already told the police what I know.”


“I’m not the police,” Don said.


“Are you a reporter?” Marti asked, looking at the
notebook.


“No. A private investigator. The man’s family hired me
to help the police find his murderer.”


“The police told me the guy he was with, the
brother-in-law, is the murderer. That’s what the papers say too,” Marti said,
crossing her arms.


“The family doesn’t think so.”


“Good. Neither do I.”


“Why do you say that?” Don flipped the notebook open
to a clean page.


“That Peter guy is in here all the time, and always
causing trouble. Pissing off some jealous boyfriend, or claiming the server
brought the wrong order, or spilling his drink on somebody. There’s been at
least three times I’ve cut off his drinks because he was smashed.”


“What about the other guy, the brother-in-law? Was he
drunk Wednesday night?”


“No. He had a mixed drink and then a beer. The Peter
guy had four mixed drinks, one right after another.” Marti looked at the
photograph again. “After that guy began shoving somebody who bumped into
him, the brother-in-law, what’s his name, Rogers? He stepped in to break it up.
Paid for the tab and told me he was driving the drunkard home.”


Don picked up the photo and laid a five on the bar.
“Okay. Thanks.” Don gathered his coat from the seat next to him.


“I hate to hear of anyone dying, but this guy was
asking for it, one way or the other,” Marti said, giving Don a bartender-wisdom
head shake. She grabbed a cloth from below the bar and began polishing the hell
out of a tumbler.


Don’s next stop was Peter’s apartment. It was in a
downtown industrial building converted into lofts, only a short drive from
Greektown. Don parked on Gratiot across the street from the Crowley Lofts and
leaned against his car. He watched a few drivers use a fob to open the sliding
gate for entry to the parking lot. There was a small camera on the corner of
the building pointed at the driveway, and two more mounted cameras aimed at the
parking lot. Next to the vehicle gate was a pedestrian outstation with a button
and an intercom. Don scanned the area, noting the trash-strewn street, the
makeshift homeless squats, and the nearby boarded-up storefronts. He
double-pumped the car alarm and walked across the street. His push on the entry
button was followed by a grumpy male voice: “Help you?”


“I’m here to see the Fairchild apartment. Detective
Wallace said he would add my name to the list,” Don said, leaning into the
speaker.


“What’s your name?”


“Rutkowski.”


“How you spell that?” This time Don noticed an accent.


“R-U-T-K—,” Don didn’t get any further before the
buzzer sounded and he stepped through the gate.


The security guy wore a wrinkled white shirt and a
stained black tie. His jacket, with his name tag, was slung on the back of the
chair. He was probably in his late thirties. Now that Don was standing across
from the guard, the man’s accent was even more pronounced. Maybe Jamaican,
or African, or something like that, Don thought. He was no style guru, and
he certainly didn’t begrudge a man having a second job, but he always judged a
place by its front desk. Don graded this building a D-minus.


“Do you have the video for the security cameras?” Don
asked the guard.


“The manager gave it to the police,” the grouchy guard
replied. “Here’s the key. The unit is on the second floor.”


“What’s the number?”


“There’s only one unit on that floor.”


Don lifted his notebook from his inside jacket pocket.
“Could you spell your name for me?”


The man squinted at Don. Don stared back unblinking.
The man spelled his name, and Don wrote it in the notebook.


“Thank you. Second floor. Which way is the elevator?”


The man pointed with his thumb beyond the brick wall
behind him.


There were two elevators, but the floor lights were
illuminated on only one. Don noted seven floors. A door marked with the stairs
icon was on the opposite wall. The elevator opened revealing an oversized space
that could also be used for freight. Don pushed the button marked 2, and waited
as the doors closed very slowly, and the ascent started with a jerk. It stopped
and opened onto a shallow foyer and a formidable door. A fluorescent light
flickered in the foyer. Don saw a small security camera mounted high on the
wall. He inserted the key into the door’s lock and pushed it open, scanning the
areas he could see from where he stood and listening for any noise before he
stepped in. Dusk had taken hold. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows shone
twinkling streetlights, apartments, and offices. In the southeast corner was a
view of the RenCen.


He flipped a light switch on the pillar nearest the
door, spilling soft circles of illumination from pot lights around the
2,000-square-foot room. The open floor plan was designed to accommodate the big
space. On two sides were a couple of doors leading to rooms, but in the middle was
the equivalent of a man cave with a pair of handsome leather couches, chairs, a
high-pile rug, and a sixty-inch TV nestled in a chrome entertainment center. A
kitchen with a huge island and stools was next to the living area. A sliver of
plum sunset hung on for dear life through the patio doors that led to a narrow
concrete balcony.


The entire seating area and the open door on the left
wall were crisscrossed in police tape. Don walked to the open door, passing a
small office area off the kitchen. Behind the yellow crime scene tape was the
guest bathroom where the body of Peter Rogers had been found. White chalk
outlined his shape on the floor. Don stepped just inside the door, using a
handkerchief to switch on the light. Fingerprint powder clung to the mirrors,
tile, faucets and fixtures. Small pieces of blue tape marked blood spatter. He
would ask to see the photos.


Turning to the main room again, Don walked the
perimeter. The ceiling was so high the resident above this second-floor
apartment probably wouldn’t hear an altercation or gunshots. Don looked down to
the street and the parking lot. The windows were incredibly airtight, because
Don could barely hear street sounds. Only if the patio doors were open, he
thought, could residents hear their neighbors. He checked the bedroom. An
impressive iron-platformed bed took up the center. Drywall closed off the
closet from the main room. Baffle material, maybe cork, covered the ceiling,
giving privacy to the bedroom and the adjacent bathroom.


The blond dresser top was cluttered and untidy, maybe
from Peter’s own carelessness, but maybe from the police search. A framed
photograph, the only one Don saw in the entire loft, showed what must be the
Fairchild nuclear family. The mother and father were healthily attractive in
the way rich people could be. The father wore an ascot, and the mother was elegant
in a floral dress with pearls. The two kids appeared to be in their early
teens. Peter was in a dark suit with his tie loosened and a smirk on his face.
His younger sister was pretty, thin, and already wearing the countenance of her
mother.


Back downstairs at the now-unoccupied front desk, Don
waited so he could return the loft keys. After five minutes, he stepped around
the desk, wrote a note to the absent guard and folded the keys inside. He noted
the views of the security monitors—five in all—with rotating views of the upper
hallways, the parking lot, the loading area in the back and two views of each
floor’s vestibule.


Don had seen similar security-camera control panels
with a toggle to stop the rotation cycle and the ability to zoom in on any
view. Of course the monitors don’t do much good when no one’s here to look
at them, Don thought. He turned to sneer into the camera above the front
entrance as he crossed the parking lot. In the car he called Charlie.


“There’s not much to see here. The police already have
the security cameras footage, so I’ll make an appointment with Wallace to look
at that. I also want to see the crime scene photos.”


“So it sounds like security is good at the building,”
Charlie said.


“I didn’t say that. If the guard I spoke to is an
example of their personnel, the cameras are doing all the work. How’d the
meeting with the new Mrs. Franklin Rogers go?”


“She’s rich and snooty. She and Franklin live very
well. We got some info about Peter. She called him the black sheep.”


“Wow. Even I know you don’t use that phrase in front
of an African-American person.”


“I had to signal Judy to stand down. She wanted to go
indignant on her.”


“I heard the same assessment of the brother from the
bartender. I’ll tell you all about it when we debrief tomorrow.”
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