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CHAPTER ONE






Seymour Ira Spencer of Manhattan and Southampton was a class act. Hey, the last thing youd think was movie producer. No herringbone gold chain rested on a bed of chest hair; there was no fat mouth, definitely no cigar. If you could have seen him, in his plain white terry-cloth bathrobe (which he was too well-bred to have monogrammed), standing on the tile deck of the pool of his beachfront estate, Sandy Court, sipping a glass of iced black-currant tea, talking softly into his portable phone, youd have thought: This is what they mean when they say good taste.


Ill tell you how tasteful Sy Spencer was. He actually might have hung up, strolled inside and picked out a Marcel Proust book to reread. Except just then he got blasted by two bullets, one in his medulla, one in his left ventricle. He was dead before he hit the deck.


Too bad. It was a gorgeous August day. I remember. The sky was a blue so pure and powerful you almost couldnt look at it. Who could take that much beauty? Down at the beach, where Sy was, silver-white gulls soared, then dive-bombed into the ocean. The sand gleamed pale gold. Farther north, out beyond my backyard, potato fields gave off a rich, dark-green light.


It was the kind of perfect Long Island day that makes the summer people say: Darrr-ling [or Machre or Kiddo], this is such a glorious time out here. And do you know whats so pathetic? All the little social climbers are so busy being upwardly mobile that they never get to appreciatetaking a deep, sensitive sniff of fresh air through their dilated nostrilssuch breathtaking loveliness.


Jesus, were they full of shit! But they were right. That day, the sun bathed the entire South Fork of Long Island in glorious light. It was like a divine payoff. For the last five years, one of the secretaries in Homicide had been bestowing the same benediction on me: Have a nice day, Detective Brady! Well, God had finally come through. This was it.


For Sy Spencer, of course, this was not it. And to be perfectly honest, the day, wonderful as it was, wasnt so nice for me either. Nothing as dramatic as Sys day. Definitely not so fatal. But the events of that sunny summer afternoon changed the ending of my story almost as much as they did Sys.


I was home in the northwest corner of Bridgehampton, six miles east and five miles north of Sandy Court, in considerably less impressive circumstances. My house was a former migrant workers shack. It had been renovated by a hysterically ambitious, pathetically untalented, ponytailed Brooklyn Heights architect, who comprehended, too late, that the place would never be considered a Find. He had been forced to sell it cheap to one of the locals (me) because even the most gullible smoothie from New York would not buy a low-ceilinged, Thermopaned, whitewashed hovel with a six-burner restaurant stove and aggressively cute fruits and flowers stenciled along the walls and floors, situated on a rutted, geographically undesirable road between a potato field and a stagnant pond.


Anyway, somewhere around the time the bullet blasted through the base of Sys skull, my life also blew up. Our two liveska-boom!were joined. Of course, I didnt know it. Unlike movies, life has no sound track; there was no ominous roll of drums. For me, it was still a nice day. A fantastic day. There I was, with my fiance, Lynne Conway, lying on a blanket on the grass in my backyard, having moved outside from the bedroom for a little postcoital sun, conversation and iced tea. (Id even thrown a couple of lemon circles into our glasses, to show that, okay, Lynne might have gone to Manhattanville College and known about fish forks, but I could still be a gracious host.)


Of course, if I had been truly gracious, we would have been stretched out on lounge chairs, but in the last few years I hadnt had time for amenities like towels without holes, much less outdoor furniture. So what? I knew all that would change in three months, when we got married. Wed have lounge chairs on a brick patio. A barbecue with a domed cover. Tuberous begonias. I would stop referring to the bacon-cheddar cheeseburgers I ate in the greasiest diners in Suffolk County as dinner; I would come home to poached salmon with parsleyed potatoes, fresh asparagus. I would, at age forty, be a newlywed.


I turned over onto my side. Lynne was so pretty. Dark-red hair, that Irish setter color. Peachy young skin. A perfect nose, slightly upturned, with two tiny indentations on the tip, as though God had made a fast realignment in the final seconds before her birth. She wore khaki shorts that revealed her fabulous long legs. It wasnt just her looks, though. Lynne was a lady.


She came from a good familywell, compared to mine. Her father was a retired navy cipher expert. His retirement seemed to consist of sitting in a club chair, his white-socked feet on an ottoman, reading right-wing magazines and getting enraged at Democrats.


Lynnes mother, Saint Babs of Annapolis, went to Mass every morning, where she probably prayed that the Lamb of God would strike me dead before I could marry her daughter. Babs Conway needlepointed all afternoon while she watched The Young and the Restless and Geraldo; she was eight years into her masterwork, a gigantic The Marys at the Sepulchre throw pillow.


So there was Lynne: a nice Catholic girl. And a good woman. A beauty. Believe me. I knew precisely how lucky I was to have her. My life had not been what youd call a charmed existence. Happiness was a blessing Id doubted I deserved and never believed I would receive.


For the honeymoon, she said softly, adjusting the shoulder seam of my T-shirt, what would you thinkthis is just another optionif instead of Saint John we spent a week in London?


You want to snorkel in the Thames in late November?


Lynne smiled, and the smile made her look even lovelier. She offered no wisecracks. No: Do you think I want to spend my honeymoon with some schmuck in flippers? What she said, without a trace of sarcasm, was: I think I get the point. Saint John. I gazed into Lynnes fine brown eyes.


And then I stopped having a nice day.


Because there I was with a wonderful, kindhearted, titian-haired, honey-skinned woman, and all I was having was a nice day. I wasnt having fun.


This is nuts, I said to myself. I had to understand that Lynne was young. She didnt quite get me yet. To her, I was a man of the world. It was kind of sweet. Okay, I wished shed loosen up just a little. I admitted it. I even admitted I was a little tense. I should have wanted a drink. But listen, I told myself, I dont want a drink. Im doing fine.


Still, that was why, when Headquarters called fifteen minutes later and said, Theres been a homicide reported in your neck of the woods, ha-ha, on Dune Road in Southamptonthats the high-rent district, right?a movie producer, Somebody Spencer, was shot


Jesus H. Christ, I said. Sy Spencer.


You know him?


I know about him. My brothers doing some work for him on the movie hes making out here.


Hey, is it true he won an Oscar a couple of years ago?


Yeah.


I bet I saw him! On TV, you know, one of those guys saying: I wanna thank my agent and my parents and my late cat, Fluff. Listen, its your day off, but youre the only one who lives way the hell out in the Hamptons, and we just got called in on a mess in Sachem where some computer nerd got into a fight with his old man and strangled him and tried to hide him under the compost heap, so could you get over and establish a presence? Keep the village police eager beavers from playing cops, sticking everything not nailed down into Baggies. You know how they can fuck up a crime scene. Thanks, pal.


Well, I felt a certain gratitude toward Sy Spencer.


I walked Lynne out to her car and kissed her goodbye. Sorry, but this one sounds like its going to totally screw up our weekend.


She squeezed my hand and said, Come on. Im an old pro by now. I just feel awful about your brothers boss. What a shock! Then she added, I love you, Steve.


I thought: This woman is going to be a wonderful wife. A terrific mother. So I said, I love you too.


A homicide would be a snap compared to this. Which shows you how much I knew.





The night was as beautiful as the day had been. But neither the moon that rose four hours later nor the floodlights from the Emergency Services truck shining on the crime scene could make cheerful what was, in fact, gruesome: a corpse.


Although a corpse in a spectacular setting. Sy Spencers lifeless body sprawled facedown on his tile deck. These were no ordinary exorbitantly priced tiles; about one out of every five of the deep-blue squares was hand-painted with a different fish, all of them too fashionably thin and richly colored to truly exist in Long Island coastal waters. But as some New York exterior decorator probably explained to Sy, they combined an oceanic motif with tongue-in-cheek chic.


The pool itself was long, luminous aqua. In the cool night air, a mist, like a rectangular cloud, hovered over the water. Sys graceful, sprawling gray-shingled house, built in the early twenties, in that lost era of huge families and happy servants, rose up three stories high behind the pool. If you turned the other way, you saw soft sand and the Atlantic.


Hows your beautiful bride-to-be? Sergeant Ray Carbone asked me. We were standing right near Sys head. Carbone wore a blue serge suit and Clark Kent glasses. With his small frame, potbelly and hunched-over back, he looked more like an overtaxed accountant than a disguised Superman.


Still beautiful, I said.


Shes a lot more than beautiful. Rita and I were talking about you two the other day. Lynne gives you just what you need. Stability. Stabilitys the name of the game.


For me, it has to be.


Dont think I was talking about the drinking.


Its okay. You can talk about it.


As far as Im concerned, thats history. Look, I know theres no such thing as a recovered alcoholic. Youre always recoveringfor the rest of your life. But, Steve, you were classic emotionally labile. Carbone, who had a masters in forensic science, was going for a second one, in psychology. Youd be Mr. Nice Guy, and then youd become so withdrawnlike no one was home insideand then youd start with the belligerence. But the past few years: what a difference! Youre as solid as they come. Trust me. You dont have to worry.


No. I always have to worry.


Wrong. But you know what? Your not being complacent is a sign of wellness. Thats what happens to a guy after twenty-four credits at the State University at Stony Brook. Actually, he went on, what I meant by stability was a fire in the hearth. Good company. A nice bowl of soup. We need something normal, healthy to come home to after what we have to look at. Twenty-four credits couldnt entirely knock out Carbones basic common sense.


A technician from ID elbowed his way past us, knelt down beside Sy, and slipped bags over the lifeless hands. (Paper bags. In movies, they use plastic. Scary when the camera moves in close, those lifeless hands wrapped like last weeks Oscar Mayer pimento loaf. Very visual. But very phony: we never use them. Plastic traps moisture and screws up any chance of doing an FDR test, to see if the victim fired a weapon.)


What did you find inside? I asked Ray.


Nothing. No signs of robbery, no violence. Sy had packed a carry-on bag to go to L.A. for some meetings. There was an unmade bed in the guest room. He could have taken a nap. The button on Carbones too-snug suit jacket popped open. Not counting his midsection, he was thin. But his clothes were always a size too small for his basketball of a belly. The cook was downstairs the whole time, he continued. Nice lady. She gave me a bowl of clam chowder, the red kind. Shes making something now for all the guys. All she heard were the shots. Nothing before that.


Nothing after?


No. She looked out the window, saw Sy, ran out to him, saw he was dead. The way his head was turned, she could see that one eye, open. We both glanced down. The hood of Sys bathrobe was pulled back far enough that you could see his quarter profile and a bit of his hair: short, tight gray curls, cut middle-aged-gladiator style. The one eye that was visible was wide open. Because of the position of his head, the eye stared downward, as though it had found a hideous flaw in one of the fancy fish tiles. She called the village police.


From the portable phone?


No. She said she knows not to touch anything near a murder victim. She went into the kitchen.


Okay, I thought, what kind of homicide do we have here? Not a heat-of-the-moment crime of passion, a murder arising out of jealousy or a family quarrel. And so far there was nothing to indicate a felony murder, a killing that occurs during the commission of another crime, like a burglary.



I knew I should hang on for forensic resultsthe autopsy report with photographs and videos, the toxicology and serology reportsbut there I was, itching to figure out what kind of a guy/gal (Im an equal-opportunity detective) the perpetrator was.


Well, it was easy to figure out that this killer wasnt some impulsive jerk who, in a moment of madness, grabbed a stake from the flower garden and turned Sy into a human shish kebab. No, this killer was extremely well organized, bright enough to plan the murder, bring his own weapon and take it away with him. His getaway had been slick too: completely uneventful. From the lack of any physical evidence so far, he hadnt gotten rattled.


Another thing that struck mefrom the first minute I saw Sywas that although the killer had a brain, he had no heart. I always notice how the perpetrator treats the victim; it tells so much. This one didnt seem like any psychopath. I knew Id have to wait for the autopsy, but it didnt seem like there would be mutilationno sicko ritualistic marks, no deranged slashing. So he was heartless but no sadist; there was no need to terrify, no gun shoved in the victims mouth or gut or genitals. Sy had been shot from a distance, from behind, impersonally.


But just as there were no indications of cruelty, there were no signs of decency either: no concern, no remorse. The killer had not covered Sys face, or closed that awful, staring eye, or picked a flower and tossed it toward the body.


Of course, it could be a stranger murder, a nut case unknown to Sy. You hear about anybody else getting taken out this way? I asked Carbone. I did my homework if I was in the mood; he always did his. If there was a serial killer operating within fifty thousand miles of Suffolk County, hed have read about it. Rich people? Movie people? People shot from a distance?


Ill check with the FBI, but I dont think so. Unless this is number one.


Weve got a cool cookie here, I observed. An organized fucker. Wed wait for the post-offense behavior, to see if it was a Son of Sam-type wacko whod want to declare his genius to the police. Good shot too. Got to give him credit.


So what do you think the weapon was?


Low-gauge rifle? I asked the ballistics guy, who was standing a couple of yards away, opening his case.


He nodded. Looks like a .22.


Carbone muttered: Damn. Thats not going to make our life easy.


He was right. Here on the South Fork, .22s were a dime a dozen. Everybody had one; locals used them for target practice, small-varmint shooting. Or anything. If a farmer wanted to kill a pig, hed get out his .22; my father had owned one.


What background were you able to get on this Sy guy? Carbone asked me.


Fifty-three years old. Dartmouth College graduate. From a rich familykosher provisions business. The ones with that commercial where they all sit around the kitchen table in crowns: Bologna for the Royal Family! But it sounds like he wasnt all that turned on by lunch meats. He wanted culture. He started a big poetry magazine, Shower of Light, about twelve years ago. Put a pile of money into it. But then he seemed to have decided that poetry wouldnt get him what he wanted.


What was that?


Who the hell knows? What do most guys want? Excitement. Fame. Fortune. Superior ass. I mean, who would you rather hit on, a receptionist in a pastrami factory or a poet? Or a movie star? Carbone the Thoughtful looked like he was actually beginning to contemplate the alternatives. Ray, the answer is: Movie star with giant boobs.


I dont like those big, big ones, he said, thoughtfully.


What do you like? A girl who looks like shes got two Hersheys Kisses glued on her chest?


No, but you see a young girl with giant ones, you figure that when shes thirty-five He shook his head in sadness.


When shes thirty-five, the ballistics guy interrupted, you trade her in for two seventeen-and-a-half-year-olds. He chuckled at his own wit, then added: Move back a little, out of my way.


Anyway, I continued, as we moved back, all along, Sy Spencer was pretty much a man-about-town, one of those people who pop up now and then in the gossip columns. No dirt: just some guy with major bucks who gave money to the right causes, went to all those jet-setty charity benefits. That seems to be where he met the movie types who have houses out here. And he got it into his head that he wanted to be a movie producer. Apparently, so do half the people in his world. But he got what he wanted.


You know, Ive heard his name. Good movies, right?


No doubt about it. The guy had class.


So, Steve. Gut reaction.


Its going to be a media circus. Plus a major pain because were dealing with hotshots who expect heavy-duty ass-kissing: No, thanks, sir, I dont drink while Im on duty, when they offer us the cheap-shit Seagrams theyve been keeping from before they became famous. Andunless we get lucky in the next seventy-two hours and find someone in Sys life stroking a warm .22its going to be an absolute bitch to crack. Sy was the ultimate fast-track guy; he probably had fourteen Rolodexes, and those were just for personal friends.


Where would you start?


The movie he was producing, I guess. Its called Starry Night. Theyre shooting it over in East Hampton now.


No kidding! Now?


Having spent my whole life being local color in what people called the Fashionable Hamptons, I was used to rubbing shoulders with celebrities. Well, not exactly rubbing. But from the time I was a kid, besides the regular rich and semi-rich summer people, thered be famous models squeezing tomatoes at a farm stand, or TV anchormen picking out a toilet plunger in the hardware store in townright next to you. We knew to pretend they were just plain people, but we also knew it was okay to ogle as they paid the cashier. Neither they nor we wanted them so plain as to be overlooked.


But Carbone came from the plain plain world, suburban Suffolk County, a world peopled by ex-third-generation Brooklynitesshoe salesmen and IRS auditors and junior high school social studies teachersa world that, if plopped down outside downtown Indianapolis or Des Moines, would not seem an unnatural part of the landscape. East Hamptons onlywhat?ten, twelve miles away, he was saying. His eyes were lit by a starry sparkle. We may have to go over there to question some people on the movie set. Carbone was normally so levelheaded, so thoughtful, youd think hed have been glitz-proof, but at the thought of Lights! Camera! Action! he was loosening his tie, unbuttoning the top button of his shirt. If thered been a straw hat and cane, hed have grabbed them and high-stepped over to East Hampton, belting out Hooray for Hollywood. Whos starring? he asked, much too casually.


Lindsay Keefe and Nicholas Monteleone.


No kidding! Then, fast, he switched back to his Im-a-regular-guy mode. I always liked him, he said. Reminds me of a young Gary Cooper. Good without being a goody-goody. And shes a good actress. Carbone shook his head in sadness. But too left-wing for my taste.


With her body, do you care what her position on disarmament is?


Suddenly it hit Carbone. Is Lindsay Keefe here? he asked, his voice a little hushed with awe. In the house?


Upstairs, with her agent. You didnt hear her? Hes trying to calm her down.


Can you believe it? I was in there, interviewing the cook. I didnt even know she was here, in the same house.


The agent brought her back from the set. Heavy-duty hysterics. Carbones eyebrows began drawing together in sympathy, so I added: Lets not forget shes an actress. Anyway, according to the agent, for the last six months Lindsays been living with Sy. Here, and he has a duplex on Fifth Avenue. Theyre madly in love. Perfect relationship. Never a harsh word between them. Blah, blah, blah. The usual. Oh, and they were going to get married the minute the movie was finished.


You believe the agent?


Hes not a slimeball. Hes an older guy named Eddie Pomerantz. Late sixties, early seventies. You cant miss him. A color-coordinated hippo: pink polo shirt and forty-eight-waist pink madras slacks. He was the one Sy was on the phone with when he was killed. Claims they were discussing some minor problem about photo approval. A movie star gets to approve any picture before its handed out to the press, and Pomerantz said someone on this movie slipped a shot of Lindsay drinking coffee with her hair up in curlers to USA Today and she started crying when it got published because its detrimental to her career to be seen in hair curlers. I shook my head. For this the guy gets ten percent. Anyway, Pomerantz said he heard two shots over the phone.


You buy his story? Carbone asked.


I buy that he heard two shots. He sounded pretty definite on that. But he kept eating nuts like a fucking maniac. There was a giant bowl of nuts on the table in the library or den or whatever its called, and he must have glommed two pounds of pistachios in five minutes. I was going to tell him not to eat potential evidence, but he was such a nervous wreck I didnt have the heart. He was upset about Sy, and very worried about his client.


Could it be normal professional concern?


Could be.


Listen, in this situation, concern would be an appropriate response. You know and I know and this Pomerantz must know that murder may mean publicity, but in the long run, being the mistress of a homicide victim isnt going to help anyones career. I nodded in agreement. Whats the matter? Do you think hes afraid of something specific?


Couldnt tell. But weve got to consider if this business is in any way related to Lindsay Keefe. A jealous ex-boyfriend. Or some jealous ex-girlfriend of Sys who got pissed off that Lindsay came into the picture.


And we have to find out if things were really that hunky-dory between Sy and Lindsay, Carbone said.


Yeah. Maybe Sy did something so terrible she felt she bad to kill him.


Like what?



How should I know, Ray? Maybe he left dental floss with last nights corn on the cob on the sink. Who the hell knows what sets people off, makes them kill? Do you?


No.


Me neither. Maybe it was just something boring, like Sy was getting it on with the script girl.


You cant wait to start with the hypotheses, can you, Brady?


No. Now listen: someone on this movie besides Lindsay might have had a grudge. Or from some other movie. Or it could have been a cold-blooded hit. Weve got to find out what kind of life Sy hadbeyond his movie life. Did he gamble? Was he cooking the books? Into weird sex? Doing drugs?


A video tech stepped in front of us and, walking around Sys body, aimed his camera on the white robe. Then he zoomed in on the two small splotches: the one on the hood, where a bullet entered just above Sys brain stem, and another by his left shoulder blade.


Youd never think of a man like Sy as a victim of anything, Carbone mused. He seems like the ultimate winner.


I know. Look at all this, I said, glancing around the pool area.


White wood tubs overflowed with trailing ivy and deep-purple flowers that gave off a light, spicy scent: nothing too perfumy, nothing too obvious. The chaises lay back, deep, welcoming. Small stone tables were carved like diving fish. Youd put your drink on the tail. White umbrellas on bamboo poles stood tall, like giant parasols. Almost-invisible quadraphonic speakers peeked up from the velvet grass.


Ray, I bet your wildest fantasy isnt as good as what Sy actually had. What was missing that any reasonable man could want?



Carbone started mulling it over, probably thinking something like a cohesive family unit or Self-knowledge.


What I was thinking was: If Sy had stuck with kosher salamis and not had all his dreams come true, would he now be alive, dressing for dinner, buttoning a three-hundred-dollar sports shirt, or sticking his pinkie into the salad dressing to check whether his cook was using enough basil or chives or whatever this months most fabulous herb was? Why, on this splendid summer night, was Seymour Ira Spencer, the Man Who Had Everything, playing host to a bunch of cops who were swabbing between his toes, tweezing fluff off his bathrobe and cracking Lindsay Keefe tit jokes over his dead body?





Look at a map. Long Island resembles a smiley but slightly demented whale. Its headBrooklynbutts against Manhattan, as if trying to get into some hot party from which it was deliberately excluded.


But unlike bubble-brained Brooklyn, the whales body wants no part of the high life. Queens, Nassau and suburban Suffolk County just swim, eternally, in the bracing waters between the Atlantic and Long Island Sound, yearning to reach mainland America. See how the whales hump arches up in longing? All it wants is to be part of the U.S. of A., where life resembles a Coke commercial.


Okay, now check out the rest of Suffolk County, the whales forked tail. The tail isnt swishing a salute to either Manhattan or Middle America. No, its raised high to greet Connecticut and Rhode Island. The East End of Long Island is, really, the seventh New England state.


See? On the North Fork of the tail, there are Yankee-style farms, fishing fleets and a few intensely quaint colonial villages that lack only a hand-carved I am unspoiled sign. And now look at the South Fork, my home. Our accents closer to Boston than the Bronx. Solid Anglo stock, augmented (most would say improved) by Indians, blacks, Germans, Irish, Poles and Others. More farms again. More cute towns. But unspoiled like the North Fork?


No, spoiled beyond comprehension.


For over a hundred years, artists and clods, geniuses and jerks, have been coming out here with their waysand their money. To the Hamptons. We summer in the Homp-tons, they say. Do they ever: in oh-so-social Southampton, dont-say-rich-say-comfortable Water Mill, bookish Bridgehampton, belligerently down-to-earth Sag Harbor, show-bizzy East Hampton, home-of-the-boring Amagansett (I think the last truly interesting person to live in Amagansett died in 1683) and I-am-one-with-the-sea Montauk.


This summer paradise isnt my South Fork, though; it belongs to men like Sy and to the legions of lesser New Yorkers who yearn to walk in his footprints in the sand. It is the Eden of the urbane: beach clubs, tennis clubs, yacht clubs, golf clubs; power breakfasts in the designated-chic local coffee shop, power softball games, power clambakes, power naps.


But along this narrow strip of trendy whales tail, there are also hamlets called Tuckahoe and North Sea and Noyack and Deerfield. And there are people who neither know nor care that the copper beech is the Tree of Choice and the Japanese maple is Almost Out, or that duck is a pass poultry. There are people who are here not to vacation but to live lives: farmers, supermarket cashiers, dentists, welfare recipients, librarians, truckdrivers, short-order cooks, lawyers, housewives, carpenters, lobstermen, hospital orderlies. Oh, yesand cops.






My name is Stephen Edward Brady. I was born in Southampton Hospital. A few days later, I went home with my mother to Brady Farm in Bridgehampton. Its still there. Not the farm, of course. My father sold everything but the farmhouse and two acres in 1955, a little more than a decade before the big land boom that would have made them rich, the only thing my mother had ever wanted to be.


I was born on May 17, 1949, to Kevin Francis Brady, farmer and (in the great South Fork tradition) drunk, and to Charlotte Easton (of the Sag Harbor Eastons) Brady, housewife and social climber. In 1951, my brother Easton was born.


I went to Sagaponack Elementary School, a one-room schoolhouse. (The summer people say: I love it! Its so real. So okay, A for ambience. Cfor education. B for freezing dampness that makes your fingers throb in the winter. And A+ for smells from decomposing rodents under the foundation in late spring.) Then I went to Bridgehampton High. And then the State University of New York at Albany.


It wasnt that Id been such a saint in high school, but at least Id known who I was and that Id belonged. Sure, I was a bad boy in Bridgehamptona little driving while intoxicated, a little breaking and entering. In my heart I knew it was a phase, that someday I would become a solid citizen, buy back my fathers farm, sit on the school board.


But I picked the wrong generation, and the wrong genes. Up at Albany, I became just another whacked-out asshole with sideburns. I embraced my generations holy trinity: sex, drugs, and rock and roll. I was a true believer. I screwed and drank and drugged along with Jim Morrison and Jimi Hendrix and Janis Joplin. I didnt die, though. I flunked out.


So I enlisted in the United States Army. Why? To this day, I have no idea. I cant re-create the boy I was, the boy who could do something that dumb and self-destructive.


On my first day of basic, they clipped my hair with a machine that left it less than a quarter inch long. I remember standing at attention and having a five-foot-three Filipino drill sergeant reach up and grab those hairs between his thumb and index finger, pull at them, and scream up into my face, Fucking hippie! All I wanted to do was go home. I knew I wasnt man enough to take it. Except I had to take it. In those eight weeks, the armys goal is to break you down, then build you up again into a machine that obeys all commands without thought or argument. Well, they broke me down. I cried myself to sleep every night. There I was, a big guy, a soldier, boo-hooing into my pillow so that no one, especially all the other crybabies, could hear me.


But I went off to war an infantryman, a master of the M79 grenade launcher. I fought for God and America and the honor of the Brady bunch. No. Actually, I just fought to stay alive. I fought even harder not to feel alive. Feeling dead was a major asset in Vietnam. I moved on from hash and pot to smoking opium joints. And after about a month, skag.


Skag is heroin. Five or ten percent pure on the streets in the States. Ninety-six percent pure in Vietnam. No needles: cigarettes. You just had to inhale, so you werent a junkie. We were all very clear on that. We were just a bunch of grunts sitting around smoking at night after a hard days work in the jungle: a little patrolling, a little shooting, and then stacking up stinking dink corpses so we could get our body count and move on for more.


Skag was cheap: three bucks a hit. Skag was good for us grown-up G.I. Joes, better than pot, because pot makes time go very, very slow. Heroin lifts you out of your body, takes you out of time. It got me through those three hundred and sixty-five days in hell. No, I wasnt caught. If you had brains and a little foresight, you could get a buddy to pee for you and were home free. (Ha.) I was discharged, honorably.


I hadnt been doing skag every day. Just almost every day. I said to myself: Youre not addicted. But when I landed back in the States after the eighteen-hour flight, I was sickleg pains when we refueled in Guam, stomach cramps, the sweats in Hawaii. Terrible diarrhea the whole time, banging on the door of the airplane bathroom, doubled over, screaming at the top of my lungs: Please, oh God, let me in!


In San Francisco I had to buy heroin on the street. Three days, five hundred bucks. I couldnt handle a needle. The dealer had me wait in the basement of a burned-out grocery store; after the high started to wear off, Id stand there shivering in the dark, my head twitching. I could smell the wet, charred wood and the decay, hear the deranged scurrying of rats. When there was a lull in his action, the dealer would clomp downstairs, hold a flashlight in his mouth and shoot me up. He had hunched shoulders and a thrust-forward turtle head, like Nixon. His damp, hot finger-tips probed for a vein; there were crescents of green-black dirt under his nails. He told me: Dont expect me to keep doing this. This is a special introductory service.


It was that night I lucked out. I came up for air about two A.M. and ran right into a San Francisco P.D. street sweep. A big, mean-looking black cop grabbed me. He was about to pat me down when he took a second look and said, Army? I said, Yeah, and he said, You dumb piece of white shit, but instead of taking me in, he dropped me at one of those free clinics in Haight-Ashbury.


The clinic was run by a woman doctor. It took almost a week to get detoxed. Then I spent another two weeks in bedwith the woman doctor. Her name was Sharon. Positive reinforcement, she called it. Sharon panted a lot; I kept feeling her hot, moist spearmint Certs breath. She always gazed deep into my eyes the second it was over. Arent I marvelous? her eyes demanded.


Marvelous? Somehow I was getting it up and, apparently, getting it off. But my dick could have been Novocained; I swear to God I felt nothing.


By the end of the second week, Sharon was after me to go back to collegein San Francisco. Hey! I could move in with her! What a fabulous idea! Together we could bang our brains out! Detox the toxed! Refinish her floors!


I did not leave my heartor any other part of mein San Francisco. I was back home for Christmas.


Two days of my mother and brother, and I moved out. I needed a job. One of my buddies from high school had joined the Southampton Town P.D. No degree necessary. Decent pay. I applied, but there was a waiting list, so instead I joined the Suffolk County P.D. I became Guardian of the Suburbs, Keeper of the Peace for the lawn-tenders and split-level dwellers.


I soon began showing my true Brady (as opposed to Easton) colors, popping a few beers a day. Then a six-pack. I was an alcoholicnot that I knew itand an armed officer of the law. But hey, I was a terrific, ambitious cop. My job meant everything to me. In the beginning, I was even snowed by the dumb stuff: the uniform, the shield, the gun, the siren. Finally, I was part of something good. Law and order. With a little effort, I felt that my life, like Suffolk County, could be brought under control.


Mainly I worked. I spent my days off in Bridgehampton, picking up women and getting laid or watching the Yankees. (In an ideal world, it would have been both.) In eighteen years, I dont think I had a relationship that lasted longer than a month. I worked my way up to drinking two six-packs and half a fifth of booze a day. Scotch in winter, vodka in summer.


Like every other drunk, I was absolutely positive I wasnt a drunk. My mind was so sharp; I could give you every single stat from Thurman Munsons entire career. And at work, when I was on a hard case, I could lay off booze completely. Hey, I had no problem.


By 1984 I was a detective sergeant in Homicide. I was working eighteen, twenty hours a day. Id go on the wagon and stay on for a couple of months; then Id slide off. But I was good at hiding my drinking.


Finally, not good enough. Fourteen years after Id been an alcoholic, someone in the department noticed that what even my friends had been calling my short fuse might be a bad drinking problem when I got into a fight with some guy from Missing Persons in the parking lot at headquarters in Yaphank. I pulled my gun, aimed and shot out his side mirror. I have absolutely no memory of it. They told me I started up because this guy had parked over the line, too close to my car, an indigo 63 Jaguar, E-type. It could go from zero to fifty in 4.8 seconds. I loved my car.


My commanding officer, Captain Shea, suggested a vacation at South Oaks, the departments favored drying-out spot. Vacation: They took away my suitcase and searched it; they strip-searched me; they took away my razor.


I was so scared. No one else there was. This was the place to see and be seen. Anybody whos anybody is drying out, all the hip guys and gals in sweatpants and slippers seemed to be saying. They all loved group; they loved to talk about their sodden daddies, their stinko moms. They couldnt wait to tell about waking up caked in their own vomit. They cried. They laughed. They hugged each other. They all seemed to think they were auditioning for the lead in their own TV bio-movie: Debbie [or Marvin]: Portrait of a Long Island Alcoholic.


I remember always being cold at South Oaks, and talking as little as I could get away with. But I thought all the time. I thought: My life is shit. All I have is workdeathmy dick and TV. Listen, when youre sitting in a therapy session at a funny farm with seven substance abusers and a psychiatric social worker and you look back and realize that the highlight of the last decade of your life was getting cable so you could watch Sports Channel, you begin to realize you might be a little deficient in the humanity department.


I dried out at South Oaks. After I left, I stayed with AA. The department told me they wouldnt can me, but I would have to go back into uniform.


That was terrible. No, humiliating was what it was. Forget that Id once been thrilled to be the boy in blue. Now I was a man. So what was I doing all dressed up like Mr. Policeman for Halloween? Was I doomed to endless, mind-numbing cruising in a patrol car for the rest of my life?


I fought like hell for half a year to get back into Homicide. Besides the Yankees, my workputting together the puzzlewas the only thing I really cared about in the world, the only thing that made me feel alive. I finally made it back in, mainly because Shea and Ray Carbone knew they needed me and went to bat for me. But I lost my rank of sergeant. I was clearly not a leader of men. Shea said, Bottom line, Brady. I dont give a rats twat that alcoholisms a disease. Thats your problem. If I hear you even walk within a mile of a bottle of anything, Ill bust your ass for good. Hear me? Yeah, I said. Fair enough.


In January 1989, on my way home from an AA meeting, I met Lynne, age twenty-three, originally of Annapolis, Maryland, a teacher of learning-disabled kids at Holy Spirit Academy in Southampton, when I stopped to help her with a flat tire. Lynne was intelligent. Serious. Classy. Pretty. And competent: she really didnt need me to help her change the flat. And yes indeed, she was stable. On July 4, we got engaged.


There it is. My Life, by Stephen Edward Brady. Not precisely a sterling character. In fact, something of a not-so-good guy. Maybe even a bad guy. But a man who, like all men, holds within him the possibility of redemption. Right?


Anyway, my autobiography until that not-nice day when Sy Spencer was murdered and when I realized thattill death do us partI would find peace and quiet and even happiness with Lynne.


But I might never have fun.













CHAPTER TWO






Come on, I urged the kid, hoping for an argument. Sy and Lindsay were the perfect couple. Jesus, I wanted life. Believe me, Id worked on enough homicides to know that the first interviews set the tone for the whole investigation. You had to charge up your sources; any passionrage at the killer, outrage, grief, hostility to the policewas better than slack jaws and lead asses. I paced back and forth. Sy Spencer and Lindsay Keefe. A brilliant show-business couple: successful, in love, making a great movie.


No, Gregory J. Canfield whispered. He had actually uttered a word. That meant he was metabolizing. But it was hard to tell; he was about as animated as the average homicide victim. Gregory was Sys personal production assistant, hired through some work-study deal with NYU film school. Poor guy: not only was his personality bordering on inert, but he was a born creep. He was the worlds skinniest human being, and his tight maroon T-shirt, which clung to his rib cage, and his wide-legged shorts with pleats didnt help. Also, he had those spooky blue-white, almost colorless eyes, eyes that belonged to some slime-bellied animal that crawled along the sticky, grape-soda-splattered floors of dark movie theaters. Uh, Mr. Spencer and Ms. Keefethey werent any Irving Thalberg and Norma Shearer. I could hardly hear him.


In comparison, my voice sounded overly stronglike an announcer on a toilet-bowl-cleaner commercial. What are you saying? They werent happy?


Maybe Lindsay Keefe told you something else, sir, Gregory J. Canfield mumbled. That seemed as close to authoritative as he could get. But I think, you know, maybe they were headed for disaster.


What do you mean? Personal disaster?


Well, um, more with the film. Maybe the personal stuff would follow. He bent down and ran his finger under a too-tight strap on his leg. He was wearing sandals, handmade things with leather thongs that crisscrossed up his stick legs.


What was wrong with the movie? I asked. But Id lost him; his attention was riveted on Sy and the crime-scene crew. His eyes panned the activity and then bugged out for a close-up of a couple of ID apprentices who were unreeling a tape measure from the corner of the pool deck to the back of Sys skull. Gregorys skin got a little green; he swayed: a potential fainter. Lets move, I said, grabbing his shoulder and steering him away from the action, down toward the stillness of the dune heath. Talk to me. Thats it. Concentrate. Now, what makes you think Starry Night was in trouble?


Uh, the dailies. What they used to call the rushes. They werentgood.


Not good, or lousy?


Um, more than lousy. Actually, more than horrendous.


His head had swiveled back to watch an M.E. tech swabbing Sys nose with a giant Q-tip. I turned him around so he was facing the ocean and held my hands up on the sides of his face for a second, like blinders. Stop looking at all the cop crap, Gregory. Youre a movie guy, not a Homicide guy. Youll just make yourself sick. Now tell me about Starry Night.


Lindsay was killing the film. You should have seen Sys face after dailies: it went from disappointed totraumatized.


What did he say? I asked.


Uh, well, you see, nothing. He was veryhow can I put it?reticent.


What do you mean? Reserved? Cold? Nasty?


Gregory swallowed to clear his throat; his Adams apple bobbled. No. He just didntdidnt respond. It wasnt one of those comfortable Gregory Peck silences, you know? More brooding De Niroif De Niro was playing an Ivy League type. Something was going on underneath, but you werent sure what. Anyway, Sys secretary was staying in his New York office, so my job was to always be there for him: place phone calls, keep lists of whatever he wanted people to do, run errands back and forth to the set that his personal assistantthe assistant producerwas too important to do. I was in the house a lot, sometimes in the same room. But he never said anything to me unless it was some specific request. Like get a glass of Evian; he liked it plain, no lemon. Or find out what kind of flowers the costume designer likes, because Lindsay had gotten pretty nasty over a red lace teddy; Sy wanted to smooth things over.


He never talked to you personally?


No. Just hello in the morning and goodbye when I leftif he wasnt on the phone.


Did you ever see him angry? Gregory shook his head. Did you ever see him show any emotion at all?



Well, hed laugh at someones joke on the phone, that sort of thing. One time, when he was talking to someone who I guess was very important, he was doing William Powell. You know, roguish charm. But nothing else. Not while I was around, sir.


Sounds like he must have been rough to work for.


He was kind of like a combo William Hurt-Jack Nicholson. Classy-scary-cold. I think if you had some value to him he could be very nice. But I had absolutely no idea if he liked me or hated me.


But still, even though he didnt show emotion, you say you sensed he wasnt thrilled with the dailies?


Yes. The last couple of nights, he was white as a sheet after the lights came back on. He had to have known that Lindsay was running the film into the ground.


But do you know that for a fact?


No. I could justintuit it.


Had Lindsay and Sy been fighting?


No direct confrontation. Not that I ever saw. But most of this week, the air was charged. Im sure, with you being in Homicide, sir, you know better than most people that anger isnt always expressed verbally.


Yeah, I know that. But if youre trying to sell me a charged-air theory, youve got to give me some substantiation. Come on now. How angry was Sy? How angry was Lindsay? Angry enough to have pumped two bullets into him?


Down near the beach, there was just enough light from Emergency Services for me to see Gregorys white skeleton arms start popping goose bumps. Please, Detective Brady, Ms. Keefe may have been wrong for this particular role, but I have the greatest respect for her not only as a performer but as a human being. Im sure someone of her intellectual stature and


Can it, Gregory! This isnt some NYU film school fucking seminar. Now, youd been shooting the movie for three weeks. Isnt that early to know a pictures in trouble?


No. Everyone sensed it. You know how theres a feeling of intense community? Did you ever see Day for Night?


No. And dont tell me about movies or actors. Tell me about life.


On the set, the cast and crew were just going through the motions, talking about all the other movies theyd worked on. Not about this one.


But what about Lindsay Keefe? How could she stink? Shes supposed to be one of the best actresses around, right?


She is a good actress. But her role calls for vulnerability under a brittle exterior. The only thing that came through in dailies was brittleness. And not sophisticated, Sigourney Weaver brittleness. Just hardness, shallowness. Very TV miniseries.


You personally saw these dailies?


Yes.


Well? Was she bad?


Yes, sir.


Did Sy ever express displeasure over her, either to her or to you or to anyone else?


Notreally. But he was so circumspect, you never had any idea what he was thinking unless he specifically told you. Gregory hesitated. I couldnt tell if he was trying to come up with somethinganythingto please me or whether he was honestly trying to remember something. But just then, Robby Kurz came sauntering down the lawn.





Detective Robert Kurz. Rain, shine, sleet, hail. Gunshot, strangling, knifing, poison. Man, woman, child. No matter what the conditions of a homicide were, Detective Robby lit up every crime scene with his big Howdy Doody smile, his endearing, snub-nosed face and the bright white light of his enthusiasm.


Yo, Steve!


Hi. To get away from his relentless exuberance, I walked toward the beach, pretending I wanted to think. Naturally, Robby hurried after me.


Lucky for me, Robby was thirty. That provided some distance. Id had almost ten years more on the force than he did. While he was still sitting in his patrol car, waiting for some commuter in Dix Hills to run a stop sign, Id been the rising star of Homicide. In rank, having been busted, I was his equal. In fact, being lead detective, I was his superior.


He tried not to acknowledge it. Robbydespite the shiny bald spot he tried to hide by combing his hair sideways and spraying it into paralysis, despite his desperately-eager-to-cheat wife (Mrs. Howdy Doody, with a silver heart dangling in her freckled cleavage) and, more important, despite his arrest record, which was, embarrassingly and unfortunately, almost triple his conviction recordhad determined that he was the perfect cop. This notion filled him with pleasure; it was impossible to pass him in the john, on the stairs, at the coffee machine without getting a rapturous grin. Every morning he handed out bagels and crullers and Danish to the squad like the Pope bestowing blessings.


Robby stood beside me near the dune, one foot higher than the other, his body on an awkward slant. He was definitely not an outdoor guy; the security of Suffolk County-issue linoleum was vastly preferable to sand.



Whatve you got? I asked. I ran my hand over the spikes of some tall beach grass.


Footprints on the grass near the house! he enthused. From rubber thongs. The regular, cheap kind. Mitch from the lab says theyre a mans size ten or eleven, although obviouslyRobby paused, probably so I could prepare myself for a blast of deductive brilliancethose kind of shoes can be worn by anyone. But if we can track them down


Where exactly were the footprints?


He pointed past the pool and the lawn, to the corner of the big porch that ran the entire length of the back of the house. I stretched my neck and squinted. A guy from the lab was straddling an area of grass right up against the house. He was just finishing photographing the footprints, getting ready to apply the dental stone we use for making molds of them.


At that particular corner, the crawl space, neatly covered in lattice, rose about five or six feet high, with the porch above it. From up on the dunes, not far from where we were standing, a hundred feet away, it would have been easy to spot a man with a rifle. But not from the house. Unless you were deliberately leaning over the porch rail, looking right down at the spot where lawn met lattice, someone with a .22 could probably crouch in the shadowy safety of the grand old house and youd never see him.


This could be major important! Robby announced, nodding his head in agreement with himself. His sprayed hair didnt move.


But despite his excitement, I wasnt ready to have an orgasm over the footprints; good investigators shouldnt come too fast. I wanted to rule out all other possible explanations for the footprints before I wasted two days on a major thong hunt.


See if you can get someone to check out the gardeners, I said to Robby. Find out if any of them wore thongs. Also, take a look in Sys closet. I didnt notice any in there when I did my walk-through, and I dont think hed do anything like wear them, but this could have been the summer that guys like him decided K Mart was trs amusing or some shit, and hed have bought fifty pairs. I thought for a second. Except maybe not a size ten or eleven. He was a little guy: little hands, little feet, probably little


I stopped before I even started. It was no fun being immature and dirty around Robby. His idea of humor was Polack knock-knock jokes. His concept of sex talk was to confide that he and Freckled Cleavage had gone on a marriage encounter weekend. Anything else? I asked him.


Robby grinned (boyishly) and fiddled with a cuff of his sports jacket, a shiny blue thing that had a half-belt stitched around the waist in back. He dressed as though he made an annual haberdashery pilgrimage to suburban Peoria. There were hairs. In one of the guest bedrooms, although there werent any guests.


Were they all from Sy?


There was one pubic hair, probably his. Four head, someone leaning back against one of those wicker headboards. The hairs got caught.


Any with roots? With the new DNA typing, you can get a genetic make on someone from any cell with a nucleus. But to test hair, you need the follicle cells that cling to the root, and although you can sometimes make do with one, it helps if you have a clump of ten or twelve hairs.


Complete roots on two of the head hairs from the headboard. They were not Sy Spencers hairs, because they were black or very dark brown, and longish. He had short gray


Yeah, I saw.


Id also gotten a fast look at Lindsay Keefe when her agent had half escorted, half hauled her out of the car, and shed been what Id remembered from movies. Blond. In fact, the blondest.


Thats all you found? I asked him.


Come on, he said. He was so goddamn chipper. You know how long it takes to get anything resembling an opinion from ID.


So while you were inside with Carbone you didnt happen to ask if there were any live-in people who might have had a quickie in the bedroom? Maids, valetsthat kind of thing?


Relax. Where are you going? To a fire? I was just about to ask about servants, but I thought Id fill you in first. Robby paused. It had been three minutes since hed displayed any disarming boyishness, so I got a lopsided smile. Look, we both know this is a major case, Steve. I want the brownie points on this oneand so should you. If we can close this neat and fast, it could mean big things.




When you work with a bunch of cops, or any group of people, there are always some who are going to irritate you. Either with lousy character traits, like laziness, dishonesty, sloppiness, or just with irritating personal habits like teeth sucking, cuticle nibbling or superfluous grinning. But Robby wasnt awful. He wasnt hateful. Sometimes, like when he was talking sports, especially hockey, he could actually be interesting; nobody knew as much about the Islanders offensive strategy as he did. And so what if behind all the smiles he was a self-righteous dick? I just steered clear of him.


But what I couldnt steer clear of was the fact that I thought he was a bad cop. And he thought he was Suffolk Countys anointed Good Guy. Days, even weeks, before the assistant D.A.s felt they had a case, Robby would be pushing to arrest, because he knew who the bad guy was. And he was going to get him.


The smiles and the crullers he handed out to cops disappeared for suspects; most of his interrogations turned into finger-jabbing accusations. Sure, he could intimidate some kid into spilling his guts. But hed alienate suspects other detectives had softened up, and instead of agreeing to a videotaped confession, theyd be screaming for a lawyer.


One time, my best friend on the squad, Marty McCormack, and I had a young guy whose new wife had disappeared. I knewChrist, everybody knewthat hed killed her and dumped the body. But how could we find out where? We played it as if this guy was the anguished husband; Marty kept him looking for his wife, thinking of possibilities where she could be. I kept him talking. One night, we stepped out for a bowl of chili and asked Robby just to come into the interrogation room and baby-sit. In the half hour we were gone, he came on tough. Hostile. Aggressive. He knew this was a bad guy. Who didnt? But he almost ruined it.


And Id lost it when I found out, banging walls, calling him a stupid piece of shit in the squad room. You almost fucking blew it! I yelled. Hed said, Just cut it out, Steve, and even managed a boyish shake of the head that said: Jeez, that Brady and his darn ole temper.


It wasnt that I hated him. We were just oil/water, fish/fowl, day/night. And so without making a big deal over it, wed pretty much arranged our livesand our desksso we stayed apart.


Until Sy.




Steve Brady! Marian Robertson, Sys cook, exclaimed. Then she made a twirling motion with her index finger. Spin around, boy, it said. And, obediently, I turned around so she could get the three-hundred-sixty-degree picture. I cant say you dont look a day older than you did in high school, she went on, though you are that same boybut with a mans face. I said to myself the minute you walked in: Thats the boy who was shortstop on Marks team, although I went blank on your name. I do see your brother. Easton Bradys your brother, right? I nodded. Such a handsome boy. Could be a movie star himself.


Mrs. Robertson babbled away with the absolute self-confidence that came with the conviction that she was the South Forks Most Unforgettable Character. In fact, Id totally forgotten her until I walked into Sys kitchen.


And what a kitchenespecially if you were a big eighteenth century fan. Strings of garlic, wreaths of herbs, copper pots and straw baskets hung from the walls and the beams. An iron kettle hung in a six-foot-high brick fireplace; it was so gargantuan Sy could have played hide-and-seek in it.


Mrs. Robertson turned away from me to finish cutting the crusts off the sandwiches she was making for the crime-scene crew and began arranging them in a perfect, intricate pile: some creamy-colored cheese on the bottom, pale-pink pt next, and then dark smoked ham, so the platter looked like a spiffy architectural model of a ten-million-dollar beach house. Isnt this something? she inquired. One of my specialties. Anyway, Steve, the minute you showed me your badge, of course I remembered hearing you had become a policeman, although as you may imagine, between you and I and a lamppost, you were pretty near the last boy at Bridgehampton High Id expect to see in uniform, so to speak. She gave me a nose crinkle that (I think) meant: You may have a gun and a badge, but to me youre still a teeno with Clearasil dots. I see being a detective you can wear regular clothes. Rank does have its privileges, and thats nice, because you are looking fit.


Marian Robertson looked the same as when she sat in the first row of the stands at every high school baseball game: dark-brown skin, short, with rounded features and a cute, pudgy body, as if, through interracial marriage, she was half sister to the Pillsbury Doughboy. The only change I could see was her hair; it looked like shed slapped a gray wig on her head as a seventh-inning joke to give the Bridgies a laugh. Back in high school, shed acted Unforgettable too, bringing cookies for you young fellows, handing each of us a chocolate-chip or a pecan sandy as we trotted off the field, calling out, Theres more where that came from!


Mrs. Robertson, I know you gave your statement to Sergeant Carbone, but I have a couple more questions. What does the maid look like?


The maid? Shes very plain. Mrs. Robertson opened one of the glass doors of the giant restaurant-style refrigerator, eyed the melons and took out an enormous beige ball that was probably a twenty-five-dollar, genetically engineered cantaloupe.


I glanced at my pad. Theres only the maid, Rosa?


Thats right.


Is she black, white, Hispan


Portuguese. Marian Robertson cut me off. Short, but taller than me. Maybe five foot two. You know, there used to be a song. She cleared her throat: Five foot two / Eyes of blue / But oh what those five two can do Oh, Lord! Steve, that Im singing! I apologize. How it must look! But Ive been working for Mr. Spencer for fourteen summers, and its soMurdered!



Listen, youre upset. You have every right to be. I paused. Were you very fond of him?


Wellfond enough. I mean, he was so polite. Thats what everyone said: Sy is so divinely polite. So courtly. You know how those Yorkers talk. I nodded; all of us who were born here shared the knowledge that we were more decent and more down-to-earth than the slickers from New York City. When you really came down to it, we knew we were better human beings. Let me tell you, you can double the phoniness in spades for movie types. But Mr. Sy Spencer himself seemed to be genuine silk stockingnot at all flashy or fresh.


But did you like him?


Wellnow that I think about it, Im not sure. He was one cool cucumber.


Was he cold? Withdrawn?


No. Very toned down, but decent enough. Smiled a lot. Didnt laugh. Never treated me any different the first summer or the fourteenth. But it was like he had a script of how to act with a cook, and that was that. Teasing, like about how he was going to have to mortgage the house to pay for my chickens; I make a very rich chicken stock. But the same joke for fourteen years.


And lets see. He was indeed polite: a compliment after every dinner party, and if he didnt like something, which was hardly ever, he wasnt rude. Hed just say, I am not entranced by chocolate-dipped fruit. She opened a plastic container and handed me a cookie. Viennese almond wafer.


Thank you. Getting back to the maid, Mrs. Robertson. What does she look like?


Short, like I told you. Yellowish skin, but with pockmarks, poor baby.


The cookie was good. I smiled. What color is her hair?



My, are you handsome when you smile! You should smile more often. It lights up your face like a Christmas tree.


Rosas hair, Mrs. Robertson?


Originally, only the good Lord and her mother know, although my guess is your basic brown. For all the time shes worked hereshe shook her head sadlyfire-engine red.


And you and Rosa were the only people who work here? I expected valets or chauffeurs or butlers.


No. He hired waiters and bartenders for dinners and parties. He had a driver in the city, but he took a helicopter out here and drove himself around in that Italian sports car of his.


I held out my hand for another cookie. As she gave it to me, I asked: Who was in the guest bedroom today with Sy Spencer?


What? She looked startled.


Someone used the guest bedroom.


Besides Mr. Spencer?


Yes.


Really? I have no idea, Steve. You know, he and Lindsay Keefe were living together. But theyre in the master suite. What makes you think someone was in the guest bedroom?


I took another bite of the cookie. Just some indications, I answered. Did you hear anyone upstairs?


Only Mr. Spencer. He was here all afternoon, packing to go to Los Angeles, on the phone. He had been supposed to leave this morning, but then he had to go over to the movie set, so I guess he was changing a few plans.


No one with him?


No. She thought for an instant and then added: I mean, I wont cross my heart and hope to die, because to tell you the truth, you can count the times on one hand that Ive been on the second floor of this house. But as far as I know, he was alone.


Where was Rosa?


She cleans and does a laundry every morning, then goes home for the afternoonshe has a little girl. Takes whatever ironing. She comes back about six, to tidy up from my cookingscours pots, damp mops the floor, takes out trash, that sort of thing. Then she stays through dinner and does the dishes and sets the table for breakfast.


Mrs. Robertson, I dont want to embarrass you, but in a police investigation we have to ask some pretty direct questions.


Go ahead.


Was there any indication that Mr. Spencer had sexual relations in any other room beside the master bedroom?


I go home after dinner. So for all I know, he could be making hay in the sauna or in the screening room or in the wine cellar. All I can vouch for is not in my kitchen, because I would know in two seconds flat. Nobody, not the boss, not God himself, is allowed to mess with my kitchen. Got that, Steve?


Got it.


Good.




Local copsin this case the Southampton Village P.D.secure the perimeter of a crime scene. One of them, a gangly kid my grandmother would have called a long drink of water, came into the tent on the far side of the pool where we were inhaling Marian Robertsons sandwiches. He called out: Is
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