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One

Harlem,  New York ,  July, 1990 - Tuesday

Harlem.

He thought is would be a fun place to visit in his two weeks off.  He thought it would interesting to see the Stature of Liberty,  The Empire State Building,  Times Square,  Central Park,  take in some New York cousine.  

Forty year old Black Detective Nicholas Morrow of the Los Angeles Police Department always wanted to visit there,  to intermingle with the locals,  to have a look around.  But he only wanted to visit,  not to work;  to:  'stay out of the way.'  It was to be a getaway from the hussle and bussle of the streets of L.A.,  Watts division.  But in the end,  he realized that the police was the police no matter where he was:  duty called.  

***
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IT RAISED HIS EYEBROWS when he happened to pick up the New York Times    from a street vender.  It reported the homicides of two young Black women along the  W 127th Street section in Harlem:  the section with little city lights.  He thought that was only about three or four miles west from where he was staying.

He never thought he'd have anything to do with the case,  being an outsider.  He thought NYPD could handle it and he would 'monitor' the situation from a distance.  He thought,  he was 'well out of his jurisdiction.'  His vacation was interrupted by a phone call from  Police Chief (Harlem Division)  Norman Casey  who had heard he was in town.  The chief had heard of him,  Nicholas Morrow,  the detective that had solved the mysterious 'robotic'  case in L.A.  Watts,  and was taking some time to himself in the city.  NYPD Harlem wanted him to assist in the solving of the baffeling case of young Black women being taken down in the streets of Harlem,  normally quiet, but that had had made so much publicity.  Detective Morrow  never thought he would be involved in the case.  He thought he was there for relaxation,  after all.  But before he knew it,  he had signed on to  become a temporary member of NYPD Harlem.  He is added to the case,  to find out what the city wanted to know most:  'who was doing the crimes,  and why?'
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Two

NYPD Harlem,  where the crimes were committed,  was very ablidging.  He was given his own office at the  4th  Precinct Police Station,  their headquarters on West 123rd Street in Harlem.  He had his own desk,  his own phone and his own set of pencils and paper.  Leads that forwarded the case,  he knew was up to himself.  He knew he had been there before,  tracing leads,  and it would not be easy.  It was a busy time in Harlem,  it was hot and it was in the middle of the summer.  That time of the year brought out many from the insides of their dwellings to the outside.  Nicholas Morrow knew those were also the times that seemed to bring out the 'worst;'  the irritability in a lot of people,  impatience,  and their intolorence of others.  Crime rates,  he knew,  during those times were high and spiked unlike any other times of the year when temperatures were cooler and most people were inside.  

He was married,  but his wife Jeanette worked at a regular teacher's job and had decided to teach summer school.  The original consensus was that he'd be gone for only a week.  They thought the week would up before they knew it:  he'd be back in L.A.  before they knew it.

She began crying when he called her and he told her she he had signed onto a case and he'd be gone perhaps longer than a week.  

***
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HE WAS STAYING IN AN upscale hotel on E 141st Street,  considered a rather nice  section of the city.  Yet, in the back of his mind,  he knew it was only a few miles away from where the two crimes had been committed on the west side of town.  He felt a sense of territorial responsibility,  even though he was an 'out of towner.'

His 4th Precinct office was small,  mostly in a corner of the room shared by other officers,  who dropped in,  were pleasant,  did what they had to do and then dropped out.  He could see out of the glass office to the inner workings of the police department.  He thought it was similiar to the situation he saw back in L.A.  Beyond his office,  there were eight to ten desks lined up evenly against each other and they were occupied by uniformed officers,  both men and women,  going about their way.  It was made clear he was virtually on his own.  He had access to Harlem Police Chief Norman Casey if he needed contact within the force but basically,  he had long known he was a free spirit, to come and go as he pleased.  As he had met  Chief Casey,  he found him  tall,  balding and greying,  but personable.  He thought that this was the kind of man he wanted to answer to:  the kind of man he wanted to work for.  He felt the chief was always the  kind of man that;  'got their man.'  

Detective Nicholas
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