


Chapter One

"He had heart trouble," the woman was telling Carella.

Which perhaps accounted for the tiny pinpricks of blood on the dead
man's eyeballs. In cases of acute right-heart failure, you often found such
hemorrhaging. The grayish-blue feet sticking out from under the edge of the
blanket were another matter.

"Told me he hadn't been feeling good these past few days," the woman
was saying. "I kept telling him to go see the doctor. Yeah, I'll go, I'll go,
don't worry, like that, you know? So I stopped by this morning to see how
he was, found him just this way. In bed. Dead."

"So you called the police," Meyer said, nodding.

Because he'd expected to go out on a narcotics plant this morning, he
was wearing blue jeans, a sweat shirt, and Reeboks. Instead, he'd caught
this one with Carella and here he was. On a fishing expedition with a
woman he felt was lying. Burly and bald, he posed his question with wide,
blue-eyed innocence, just as if it did not conceal a hand grenade.

"Yes," she said, "I called the police. That was the first thing I did."

"Knew straight off he was dead, is that right?"



"Well . . . yes. I could see he was dead."
"You didn't take his pulse or anything like that, did you?" Carella asked.

Looking trimmer and fitter than he had in a long while—he had
deliberately lost six pounds since his fortieth birthday—he was dressed
casually this morning in dark blue trousers, a gray corduroy jacket, a plaid
sports shirt and a dark blue knit tie. He had not anticipated this particular
squeal at a little past ten in the morning. In fact, he had scheduled a ten-
fifteen squadroom interview with a burglary victim. Instead, here he was,
talking to a woman he, too, felt was lying.

"No," she said. "Well, yes. Well, not his pulse. But I leaned over him. To
see if he was still breathing. But I could see he was dead. I mean . . . well,
look at him."

The dead man was lying on his back, covered with a blanket, his eyes
and his mouth open, his tongue protruding. Carella glanced at him again, a
faint look of sorrow and pain momentarily knifing his eyes. In these
moments, he felt particularly vulnerable, wondering as he often did if he
was perhaps unsuited to a job that brought him into frequent contact with
death.

"So you called the police," Meyer said again.

"Yes. Told whoever answered the phone . . ."

""Was this 911 you called? Or the precinct number direct?"

"911. I don't know the precinct number. I don't live around here."

"Told the operator you'd come into your father's apartment and found
him dead, is that right?"



"Yes."
"What time was this, Miss?"

"A little after ten this morning. It's Mrs, by the way," she said almost
apologetically.

Carella looked at his watch. It was now twenty minutes to eleven. He
wondered where the medical examiner was. Couldn't touch anything in here
till the
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ME pronounced the victim dead. He wanted to see the rest of the body.
Wanted to see if the legs matched the feet.

"Mrs Robert Keating," the woman said. "Well, Cynthia Keating,
actually."

"And your father's name?" Meyer asked.
"Andrew. Andrew Hale."

Better to let Meyer stay with it for now, Carella thought. He had noticed
the same things Carella had, was equally familiar with the telltale signs of a
hanging, which this one resembled a great deal, but you couldn't hang
yourself lying flat on your back in bed with no noose around your neck.

"How old was he, can you tell us?"

"Sixty-eight."



"And you say he had heart trouble?"

"Two heart attacks in the past eight years."
"Serious?"

"Oh yes."

"Bypasses?"

"No. Two angioplasties. But his condition was very grave. He almost lost
his life each time."

"And he continued having trouble, is that it?"
"Well . .. no."
"You said he had heart trouble."

"Two serious heart attacks in eight years, yes, that's heart trouble. But he
wasn't restricted in his activities or anything."

"Good morning, gentlemen," a voice said from the bedroom doorway.
For a moment, the detectives couldn't tell whether the man standing there
was Carl Blaney or Paul Blaney. Not very many people knew that Carl
Blaney and Paul Blaney were twin brothers. Most of the detectives in this
city had spoken to them separately, either on the phone or in person at the
morgue, but they assumed the similarity of their surnames and the fact that
they both worked for the Medical Examiner's
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Office were attributable to mere coincidence. As every working cop knew,
coincidence was a major factor in police work.

Both Blaneys were five feet, nine inches tall. Paul Blaney weighed a
hundred and eighty pounds, whereas his brother Carl weighed a hundred
and sixty-five. Carl still had all of his hair. Paul was going a bit bald at the
back of his head. Both Paul and Carl had violet eyes, although neither was
related to Elizabeth Taylor.

"Carl," the man in the doorway said, clearing up any confusion at once.
He was wearing a lightweight topcoat, a plaid muffler draped loose around
his neck. He took off the coat and muffler and threw them over a straight-
backed chair just inside the bedroom door.

"You are?" he asked Cynthia.
"His daughter," she said.

"I'm sorry for your trouble,” he told her, managing to sound as if he
actually meant it. "I'd like to examine your father now," he said. "Would
you mind stepping outside, please?"

"Yes, of course," she said, and started for the doorway, and then stopped,
and asked, "Shall I call my husband?"

"Might be a good idea," Carella said.

"He works nearby," she said to no one in particular and then went out
into the kitchen. They could hear her dialing the wall phone there.

"What's it look like?" Blaney asked.



"Asphyxia," Carella said.

Blaney was already at the bed, leaning over the dead man as if about to
kiss him on the lips. He noticed the eyes at once. "This what you mean?" he
asked. "The petechiae?"

"Yes."

"By no means conclusive evidence of death by asphyxia,” Blaney said
flatly. "You should know that,
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Detective. This how he was found? On his back this way?"
"According to the daughter."
"Couldn't have accidentally smothered then, could he?"
"I guess not."
"You have any reason to disbelieve her?"
"Just the blood spots. And the blue feet."

"Oh? Do we have blue feet as well?" Blaney asked, and looked toward
the foot of the bed. "Are we suspecting death by hanging then? Is that it?"

"The daughter says he had a history of heart disease,” Carella said.
"Maybe it was heart failure. Who knows?"



"Who knows indeed?" Blaney asked the dead man's feet. "Let's see what
else we've got here, shall we?" he said, and threw back the blanket.

The dead man was wearing a white shirt open at the throat, gray flannel
trousers fastened with a black belt. No shoes or socks.

"Goes to bed with all his clothes on, I see,” Blaney said dryly.
"Barefoot though," Carella said.

Blaney grunted, unbuttoned the shirt, and slid a stethoscope onto the
dead man's chest, not expecting to find a heart beat, and not surprised when
he didn't. He removed all the man's garments—he was also wearing striped
boxer shorts—and noticed at once the grayish-blue coloration of the
corpse's legs, forearms, and hands. "If he was hanged," he told Carella, "and
I'm not saying he was, then it was in an upright position. And ;/ he was
moved to the bed here, and I'm not saying he was, then it wasn't too soon
after he died. Otherwise the postmortem lividity would have faded from the
extremities and moved to the back and buttocks. Let's take a look," he said
and rolled the dead man onto his side. His back was pale, his ass as white as
a full moon.
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"Nope," he said, and rolled the corpse onto his back again. The man's penis
was swollen and distended. "Postmortem lividity," Blaney explained.
"Settling of tissue fluids." There were dried stains in the corpse's
undershorts. "Probably semen," Blaney said. "We don't know why, but a
seminal discharge is commonplace in cases of asphyxia. Has nothing
whatever to do with any sexual activity. Rigor mortis in the seminal
vesicles causes it." He looked at Carella. Carella merely nodded. "No rope



burns," Blaney said, examining the neck, "no imprint of a noose, no blisters
from pinching or squeezing of the skin. A knot may have caused this," he
said, indicating a small bruise under the chin. "Did you find any kind of
noose?"

""We haven't really made a search yet," Carella said.
"Well, it certainly looks like a hanging," Blaney said, "but who knows?"

"Who knows indeed?" Carella echoed, as if they were going through a
familiar vaudeville routine.

"If T were you, I'd talk to the daughter some more," Blaney said. "Let's
see what the autopsy shows. Meanwhile, he's dead and he's yours."

The mobile crime unit arrived some ten minutes later, after the body and
Blaney were both gone. Carella told them to keep a special lookout for
fibers. The chief technician told him they were always on the lookout for
fibers, what did he mean by a special lookout? Carella cut his eyes toward
where Meyer was talking to Cynthia Keating across the room. The chief
technician still didn't know why a special lookout for fibers was necessary,
but he didn't ask Carella anything else.

It was starting to rain.

The mandatory date for turning on the heat in this city was October
fifteenth—birthdate of great men, Carella
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thought, but did not say. This was already the twenty-ninth but too many
buildings took their time complying with the law. The rain and the falling
temperature outside combined to make it a little chilly in the apartment.
The technicians, who had just come in from the cold, kept their coats on.
Carella put his coat back on before ambling over to where Meyer was idly
and casually chatting up the dead man's daughter. They both wanted to
know if she'd found the body exactly where she'd said she'd found it, but
they weren't asking that just yet.

"...ordid you just drop by?" Meyer said.

"He knew I was coming."

"Did he know what time?"

"No. I just said I'd be by sometime this morning."
"But he was still in bed when you got here?"

The key question.

"Yes," she said.

No hesitation on her part.

"Wearing all his clothes?" Carella asked.

She turned toward him. Bad Cop flashed in her eyes. Too many damn
television shows these days, everyone knew all the cop tricks.

"Yes," she said. "Well, not his shoes and socks."



"Did he always sleep with his clothes on?" Carella asked.

"No. He must have gotten up and . . ."

"Yes?" Meyer said.

She turned to look at him, suspecting Good Cop, but not yet certain.
"Gone back to bed again," she explained.

"I see," Mayer said, and turned to Carella as if seeking approval of this
perfectly reasonable explanation of why a man was in bed with all his
clothes on except for his shoes and socks.

"Maybe he felt something coming on," Cynthia said further.
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"Something coming on?" Meyer said, encouraging her.

"Yes. A heart attack. People know when they're coming."

"I see. And you figure he might have gone to lie down."

"Yes."

"Didn't call an ambulance or anything," Carella said. "Just went to lie
down."

"Yes. Thinking it might pass. The heart attack."

"Took off his shoes and socks and went to lie down."



"Yes."

""Was the door locked when you got here?" Carella asked.
"I have a key."

"Then it was locked."

"Yes."

"Did you knock?"

"I knocked, but there was no answer. So I let myself in."

"And found your father in bed."

"Yes."

"Were his shoes and socks where they are now?"
"Yes."

"On the floor there? Near the easy chair?"

"Yes."

"So you called the police," Meyer said for the third time.
"Yes," Cynthia said, and looked at him.

"Did you suspect foul play of any sort?" Carella asked.



"No. Of course not."
"But you called the police," Meyer said.

"Why is that important?" she snapped, suddenly tipping to what was
going on here, Good Cop becoming Bad Cop in the wink of an eye.
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"He's merely asking," Carella said.

"No, he's not merely asking, he seems to think it's important. He keeps
asking me over and over again did I call the police, did I call the police,
when you know I called the police, otherwise you wouldn't be here!"

"We have to ask certain questions," Carella said gently.
"But why that particular question?"

"Because some people wouldn't necessarily call the police if they found
someone dead from apparent natural causes."

"Who would they call? Necessarily?"

"Relatives, friends, even a lawyer. Not necessarily the police, is all my
partner's saying," Carella explained gently.

"Then why doesn't he say it?" Cynthia snapped. "Instead of asking me all
the time did I call the police!"



"I'm sorry, ma'am," Meyer said in his most abject voice. "I didn't mean to
suggest there was anything peculiar about your calling the police."

"Well, your partner here seems to think it was peculiar," Cynthia said,
thoroughly confused now. "He seems to think I should have called my
husband or my girlfriend or my priest or anybody but the police, what is it
with you two?"

"We simply have to investigate every possibility," Carella said, more
convinced than ever that she was lying. "By all appearances, your father
died in bed, possibly from a heart attack, possibly from some other cause,
we won't know that until the autopsy results are . . ."

"He was an old man who'd suffered two previous heart attacks," Cynthia
said. "What do you think he died of?"

"I don't know, ma'am," Carella said. "Do you?"
Cynthia looked him dead in the eye.
"My husband's a lawyer, you know," she said.
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"Is your mother still alive?" Meyer asked, ducking the question and its
implied threat.

"He's on the way here now," she said, not turning to look at Meyer, her
gaze still fastened on Carella, as if willing him to melt before her very eyes.
Green, he noticed. A person could easily melt under a green-eyed laser
beam.



"Is she?" Meyer asked.
"She's alive," Cynthia said. "But they're divorced."
"Any other children besides you?"

She glared at Carella a moment longer, and then turned to Meyer,
seemingly calmer now. "Just me," she said.

"How long have they been divorced?" Meyer asked.
"Five years."

"What was his current situation?"

"What do you mean?"

"Your father. Was he living with anyone?"

"I have no idea."

"Seeing anyone?"

"His private life was his own business."

"How often did you see your father, Mrs Keating?"
"Around once a month."

"Had he been complaining about his heart lately?" Carella asked.

"Not to me, no. But you know how old men are. They don't take care of
themselves."



""Was he complaining about his heart to anyone at allT Meyer asked.
"Not that I know of."

"Then what makes you think he died of a heart attack?" Carella asked.
Cynthia looked first at him, and then at Meyer, and then at Carella again.

"I don't think I like either one of you," she said and walked out into the
kitchen to stand alone by the window.
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One of the technicians had been hovering. He caught Carella's eye now.
Carella nodded and went over to him.

"Blue cashmere belt," the technician said. "Blue cashmere fibers over the
door hook there. What do you think?"

"Where's the belt?"

"Near the chair there," he said, and indicated the easy chair near the
room's single dresser. A blue bathrobe was draped over the back of the
chair. The belt to the robe was on the floor, alongside the dead man's shoes
and socks.

"And the hook?"

"Back of the bathroom door."



Carella glanced across the room. The bathroom door was open. A
chrome hook was screwed into the door, close to the top.

"The robe has loops for the belt," the technician said. "Seems funny it's
loose on the floor."

"They fall off all the time," Carella said.

"Sure, I know. But it ain't every day we get a guy dead in bed who looks
like maybe he was hanged."

"How strong is that hook?"

"It doesn't have to be,"” the technician said. "All a hanging does is
interrupt the flow of blood to the brain. That can be done by the weight of
the head alone. We're talking an average of ten pounds. A picture hook can
support that."

"You should take the detective's exam," Carella suggested, smiling.

"Thanks, but I'm already Second Grade," the technician said. "Point is,
the belt coulda been knotted around the old man's neck and then thrown
over the hook to hang him. That's if the fibers match."

"And provided he didn't customarily hang his robe over that hook."

"You looking for a hundred excuses to prove he died
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of natural causes? Or you looking for one that says it could've been
homicide?"

"Who said anything about homicide?"

"Gee, excuse me, I thought that's what you were looking for, Detective."
"How about a suicide made to look like natural causes?"

"That'd be a good one," the technician agreed.

"When will you have the test results?"

"Late this afternoon sometime?"

"T'll call you."

"My card," the technician said.

"Detective?" a man's voice said.

Carella turned toward the kitchen doorway where a burly man in a dark
gray coat with a black velvet collar was standing. The shoulders of the coat
were damp with rain, and his face was raw and red from the cold outside.
He wore a little mustache under his nose, and he had puffy cheeks, and very
dark brown eyes.

"I'm Robert Keating," he said, walking toward Carella, but not extending
his hand in greeting. His wife stood just behind him. They had obviously
talked since he'd come into the apartment. There was an anticipatory look
on her face, as if she expected her husband to punch one of the detectives.
Carella certainly hoped he wouldn't.

"I understand you've been hassling my wife," Keating said.



"I wasn't aware of that, sir," Carella said.
"I'm here to tell you that better not be the case."

Carella was thinking it better not be the case that your wife came in here
and found her father hanging from the bathroom door and took him down
and carried him to the bed. That had better not be the case here.

"I'm sorry if there was any misunderstanding, sir," he said.
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"There had better not be any misunderstanding,” Keating said.

"Just so there won't be," Carella said, "let me make our intentions clear.
If your father-in-law died of a heart attack, you can bury him in the
morning, and you'll never see us again as long as you live. But if he died for
some other reason, then we'll be trying to find out why, and you're liable to
see us around for quite a while. Okay, sir?"

"

"This is a crime scene, sir," the technician said. "Want to clear the

premises, please?"

"What?" Keating said.



At four-thirty that afternoon, Carella called the lab downtown and asked to
talk to Detective/Second Grade Anthony Moreno. Moreno got on the phone
and told him the fibers they'd lifted from the hook on the bathroom door
positively matched sample fibers from the robe's blue cashmere belt.

Not ten minutes later, Carl Blaney called Carella to tell him that the
autopsy findings in the death of Andrew Henry Hale were consistent with
postmortem appearances in asphyxial deaths.

Carella wondered if Cynthia Keating's husband would accompany her to
the squadroom when they asked her to come in.

Robert Keating turned out to be a corporate lawyer who was wise enough to
recognize that the police wouldn't be dragging his wife in unless they had
reason to believe a crime had been committed. He'd called a friend of his
who practiced criminal law, and the man was here now, demanding to know
what his client was doing in a police station, even though he'd already been
informed that Mrs
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Keating had been invited here, and had arrived of her own volition,
escorted only by her husband.



Todd Alexander was a stout little blond man wearing a navy blue sports
jacket over a checkered vest and gray flannel trousers. He looked as if he
might be more at home attending a yachting meet than standing here in one
of the city's grubbier squadrooms, but his manner was that of a man who
had dealt with countless bogus charges brought by hundreds of reckless
police officers, and he seemed completely unruffled by the present venue or
the circumstances that necessitated his being here.

"So tell me what this is all about," he demanded. "In twenty-five words
or less."

Carella didn't even blink.

"We have a necropsy report indicating that Andrew Hale died of
asphyxia," he said. "Is that twenty-five words or less?"

"Twelve," Meyer said. "But who's counting?"

"Evidence would seem to indicate that the belt from Mr Hale's cashmere
robe was knotted and looped around his neck," Carella said, "and then
dropped over the hook on the bathroom door in order to effect hanging,
either suicidal or homicidal."

"What's that got to do with my client?"

"Your client seems to think her father died in bed."
"Is that what you told them?"

"I told them I found him in bed."

"Dead?"



"Yes," Cynthia said.

"Has Mrs Keating been informed of her rights?" Alexander asked.

"We haven't asked her any questions yet," Carella said.
"She just told me . . ."

"That was at the scene."

"You haven't talked to her since she arrived here?"
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"She got here literally three minutes before you did."
"Has she been charged with anything?"

"No."

"Why is she here?"

""We want to ask her some questions."

"Then read her her rights."

"Sure."

"Don't sound so surprised, Detective. She's in custody, you're throwing
around words like homicide, I want her to hear her rights. Then we'll decide
whether she wants to answer any questions."



"Sure," Carella said again, and began the recitation he knew by heart. "In
keeping with the Supreme Court decision in the case of Miranda versus
Escobedo,” he intoned, and advised her that she had the right to remain
silent, asking her every step along the way if she understood what he was
saying, told her she had the right to consult a lawyer, which she already had
done, told her they would obtain a lawyer for her if she didn't have one,
which no longer applied, told her that if she decided to answer questions
with or without her lawyer present, she could call off the questioning at any
time, do you understand, and finally asked if she wished to answer
questions at this time, to which she responded, "I have nothing to hide."

"Does that mean yes?" Carella asked.

"Yes. I'll answer any questions you have."

"Where's that autopsy report?" Alexander asked.

"Right there on my desk."

Alexander picked it up, looked at it briefly . . .

"Who signed it?" he asked.

"Carl Blaney."

... seemed abruptly bored by it, and tossed it back onto the desk again.

"Did you also speak to Blaney in person?" he asked.
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"Yes, I did."
"Did he have anything to add to his findings?"

"Only that because the ligature around the neck was soft and wide, there
was only a faint impression of the loop on the skin. But the knot caused a
typical abrasion under the chin."

"All right, ask your questions,”" Alexander said. "We haven't got all day
here."

"Mrs Keating," Carella said, "what time did you get to your father's
apartment this morning?"

"A little after ten."
"Did you call the Emergency Service number at ten-oh-seven a.m.?"
"I don't know the exact time."

"Would this refresh your memory?" Carella asked, and started to hand
her a computer printout.

"May I see that, please?" Alexander said, and took it from Carella's hand.
Again, he looked at the document only perfunctorily, handed it to Cynthia,
and asked, "Did you make this call?"

"Well, may I see it?" she said.
He handed her the printout. She read it silently and said, "Yes, I did."

"Is the time correct?" Carella asked.



"Well, that's the time listed here, so I guess that's the time it was."

"Ten-oh-seven."

"Yes."

"Did you tell the operator that you'd just come into your father's
apartment and found him dead in bed?"

"Yes, I did."

"Did you ask her to send someone right away?"

"I did."

"Here's the call sheet from Adam Two," Carella said. "Their time of
arrival . . ."

"Adam Two?" Alexander asked.
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"From the precinct here. One of the cars patrolling Adam Sector from
eight A.m. to four p.m. today. Mr Bale's apartment is in Adam Sector. They
list their time of arrival as ten-fifteen A.M. And this is my own Detective
Division report, which lists the time of our arrival as ten-thirty-one. My
partner and I. Detective Meyer and myself."



"All of which is intended to prove what, Detective?"
"Nothing at all, sir, except the sequence of events."

"Remarkable," Alexander said. "Not twenty-four minutes after Mrs
Keating called 911, there were no fewer than four policemen at the scene!
Wonderful! But before you ask any more questions, may I ask where all
this is going?"

"I want Mrs Keating to tell me what she did before she called 911."

"She's already told you. She came into the apartment, found her father
dead in his own bed, and immediately called the police. That's what she
did, Detective."

"I don't think so."
"What do you think she did?"

"I don't know. But I do know she was in that apartment for almost forty
minutes before she called the emergency number."

"I see. And how do you know that?"

"The super told me he saw her going in at nine-thirty."
"Is that true, Cynthia?"

"No, it's not."

"In which case, I'd like to suggest that we call off the questioning and go
about our more productive endeavors. Detective Carella, Detective Meyer,
it's been a distinct . . ."



"He's down the hall," Carella said. "In the lieutenant's office. Shall I ask
him to come in?"

"Who is down the hall?"
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"The super. Mr Zabriski. He remembers it was nine-thirty because that's
when he puts out the garbage cans each morning. The truck comes by at
nine-forty-five."

The room was silent for a moment.
"Assuming you do have this super . . ." Alexander said.
"Oh, I have him, all right."

"And assuming he did see Mrs Keating entering the building at nine-
thirty . . ."

"That's what he told me."

"What exactly do you think happened in that apartment between then
and ten-oh-seven, when she called the emergency number?"

"Well," Carella said, "assuming she herself didn't hang her father from
that bathroom hook—"

"Goodbye, Mr Carella," Alexander said, and rose abruptly. "Cynthia," he
said, "leave us hie yonder. Bob," he said to her husband, "it's a good thing
you called me. Mr Carella here is fishing for a murder charge."



"Try Obstruction," Carella said.
"What?"
"Or Tampering with Evidence."
"What?"

"Or both. You want to know what I think happened, Mr Alexander? I
think Mrs Keating found her father hanging from that hook . . ."

"Let's go, Cynthia."

"...and took him down and carried him to the bed. I think she removed .

"

"Time's up," Alexander said cheerfully. "Goodbye, Detec . . ."

". .. the belt from his neck, took off his shoes and socks, and pulled a
blanket up over him. Then she called the police."

"For what purpose?" Alexander asked.

"Ask her, why don't you? All /know is that Obstructing
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Governmental Administration is a violation of Section 195.05 of the Penal
Law. And Tampering with Evidence is a violation of Section 215.40.



Obstructing is a mere A-Mis, but . . ."
"You have no evidence of either crime!" Alexander said.

"I know that body was moved!" Carella said. "And that's Tampering!
And for that one, she can get four years in jail!"

Cynthia Keating suddenly burst into tears.

The way she tells it...

"Cynthia, I think I should advise you," her attorney keeps interrupting
over and over again, but tell it she will, the way all of them—sooner or later
—will tell it if they will.

"The way it happened,” she says, and now there are three detectives
listening to her, Carella and Meyer who caught the squeal, joined by
Lieutenant Byrnes, because all of a sudden this is interesting enough to drag
him out of his corner office and into the interrogation room. Byrnes is
wearing a brown suit, a wheat colored button-down shirt, a darker brown tie
with a neat Windsor knot. Even dressed as he is, he gives the impression of
a flinty Irishman who's just come in off the bogs where he's been gathering
peat. Maybe it's the haircut. His gray hair looks windblown, even though
there isn't a breeze stirring in this windowless room. His eyes are a
dangerous blue; he doesn't like anyone messing with the law, male or
female.

"I stopped by to see him," Cynthia says, "because he really hadn't been
feeling too good these days, and I was worried about him. I'd spoken to him
the night before . . ."



"What time was that?" Carella asks.
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" Around nine o'clock.”

All three detectives are thinking he was still alive at nine last night.
Whatever happened to him, it happened sometime after nine p.m.

Her father's apartment is a forty-minute subway ride from where she
lives across the river in Calm's Point. Her husband usually leaves for work
at seven-thirty. Their habit is to have breakfast together in their apartment
overlooking the river. After he's gone, she gets ready for her own day. They
have no children, but neither does she work, perhaps because she never
really trained for anything, and at thirty-seven there's nothing productive
she can really do. Besides—

She has never mentioned this to a soul before but she tells it now in the
cramped confines of the interrogation room, three detectives sitting
attentively stone-faced on one side of the table, her husband and her
attorney sitting equally detached on the other. She doesn't know why she
admits this to these men now, here in this confessional chamber, at this
moment in time, but she tells them without hesitation that she never thought
of herself as being particularly bright, just an average girl (she uses the
word "girl") in every way, not too pretty, not too smart, just, well . . .
Cynthia. And shrugs.

Cynthia is not one of the Ladies Who Lunch, but she nonetheless busies
herself mindlessly throughout the day, shopping, going to galleries or
museums, sometimes catching an afternoon movie, generally killing the
time between seven-thirty A.M. when her husband leaves for work and



seven-thirty at night, when he gets home. "He's in corporate law," she says,
as if this completely explains his twelve-hour day. She is grateful, in fact,
for the opportunity to visit her father. It gives her something to do.

She does not, in all truth, enjoy her father's company very much. She
confesses this, too, to the pickup jury of five men who sit noncommittally
around the long
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table scarred with the cigarette burns of too many long interrogations over
too many long years. It is almost as if she has been wishing to confess
forever. She has not yet said a word about Tampering or Obstructing, but
she seems willing to confess to everything else she has ever done or felt. It
suddenly occurs to Carella that she is a woman who has nobody to talk to.
For the first time in her life, Cynthia Keating has an audience. And the
audience is giving her its undivided attention.

"He's a bore," she tells them. "My father. He was a bore when he was
young, and now that he's old, he's an even bigger bore. Well, he used to be a
nurse, is that an occupation for a man? Now that he's retired, all he can talk
about is this or that patient he remembers when he worked at "'The Hospital.'
I don't think he even remembers which hospital it was. It's just "The
Hospital." This or that happened at "The Hospital." It's all he ever talks
about."

The detectives notice that she is still referring to her father in the present
tense, but this is not uncommon, and does not register as anything



significant. They are patiently waiting for her to get to Tampering and
Obstruction. That is why they are here. They want to know what happened
in that apartment between nine o'clock last night and ten-oh-seven this
morning, when she dialed 911.

She has dressed for today's weather in a green tweed skirt and turtleneck
sweater she bought at the Gap. Low-heeled walking shoes and pantyhose to
match the skirt. She likes walking. The forecasters have promised rain for
later today . . .

It is, in fact, still raining as she continues her recitation, but none of the
people in the windowless room know or care about what's happening
outside . . .

... and so she is carrying a folding umbrella in a tote bag slung over her
shoulder. The subway station isn't far

21

Ed McBain

from her apartment. She boards the train at about twenty to nine, and is
across the river and in the city forty minutes later. It is only a short walk to
her father's building. She enters it at about nine-thirty. She remembers
seeing the super putting out his garbage cans. Her father lives on the third
floor. It is not an elevator building, he can't afford that sort of luxury. His
wonderful days at "The Hospital" left him precious little when he retired.
As she climbs the stairs, the cooking smells in the hallway make her feel a
bit nauseous. She pauses for breath on the third-floor landing, and then



walks to apartment 3A and knocks. There is no answer. She looks at her
watch. Nine thirty-five. She knocks again.

The things he does often cause her to become impatient at best or
exasperated at worst. He knows she is coming here this morning, she told
him last night that she'd be here. Is it possible he forgot? Has he gone out
somewhere for breakfast? Or is he simply in the shower? She has a key to
the apartment, which he gave to her after the last heart attack, when he
became truly frightened he might die alone and lie moldering for days
before anyone discovered his corpse. She rarely uses the key, hardly knows
what it looks like, but she fishes in her bag among the other detritus there,
and at last finds it in a small black leather purse that also contains the key to
his safe deposit box, further insurance against a surprise heart attack.

She slips the key into the keyway, turns it. In the silence of the morning
hallway—most people off to work already, except the woman somewhere
down the hall cooking something revoltingly vile-smelling—Cynthia hears
the small oiled click of the tumblers falling. She turns the knob, and pushes
the door open. Retrieving her key, she puts it back into the black leather
purse, enters the apartment. . .

HDad?ll

22

The Last Dance

... and closes the door behind her.

Silence.



"Dad?" she calls again.
There is not a sound in the apartment.

The quiet is an odd one. It is not the expectant stillness of an apartment
temporarily vacant but awaiting imminent return. It is, instead, an almost
reverential hush, a solemn silence attesting to permanency. There is
something so complete to the stillness here, something so absolute that it is
at once frightening and somehow exciting. Something dread lies in wait
here. Something terrifying is in these rooms. The silence signals dire
expectation and sends a prickling shiver of anticipation over her skin. She
almost turns and leaves. She is on the edge of leaving.

"I wish I had," she says now.

Her father is hanging on the inside of the bathroom door. The door is
opened into the bedroom, and his hanging figure is the first thing she sees
when she enters the room. She does not scream. Instead, she backs away
and collides with the wall, and then turns and starts to leave again, actually
steps out of the bedroom and into the corridor beyond, but the mute figure
hanging there calls her back, and she steps into the bedroom again, and
moves across the room toward the figure hanging on the inside of the
bathroom door, a step at a time, stopping before each step to catch her
breath and recapture her courage, looking up at the man hanging there and
then looking down again to take another step, watching her inching feet,
moving closer and closer to the door and the grotesque figure hanging
there.

There is something blue wrapped around his neck. His head is tilted to
one side, as if it had dropped that way when he fell asleep. The hook is
close to the top of the door, and the blue—scarf, is it? a tie?—is looped over



the hook so that her father's toes are an inch or so off the floor. She notices
that he is barefoot and that his feet
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are blue, a blue darker and more purplish than the fabric knotted around his
throat. His hands are blue as well, the same dark purplish-blue that
resembles an angry bruise all over the palms and the fingers and the backs
of the hands, open as if in supplication. He is wearing a white shirt and gray
flannel trousers. His tongue is protruding from his mouth. It appears almost
black.

She steps up close to his body hanging there.
She looks up into his face.

"Dad?" she says, disbelievingly, expecting him to stick his tongue out
farther, perhaps make a razzing sound, break into a grin, she doesn't know
what, something, anything that will tell her he's playing a game, the way he
used to play games with her when she was a little girl, before he got old . . .
and boring. . . and dead. Dead, yes. He does not move. He is dead. He is
really and truly dead and he will never grin at her again. She stares into his
wide-open eyes, as green as her own, but flecked with pinpricks of blood,
her own eyes squinched almost shut, her face contorted not in pain, she
feels no pain, she doesn't even feel any sense of loss or abandonment, she
has not known this man for too long a time now. She feels only horror and
shock, and anger, yes, inexplicable anger, sudden and fierce, why did he do
this, why didn't he call somebody, what the fuck is the matter with him?

"I never use such language," she tells the five men listening to her, and
the room goes silent again.



The police, she thinks. I have to call the police. A man has hanged
himself, my father has hanged himself, I have to notify the police. She
looks around the room. The phone. Where's the phone? He should have a
phone by the bed, he has a heart problem, a phone should always be within

She spots the phone, not alongside the bed but across the room on the
dresser, would it have cost him a fortune to install another jack? Her mind
is whirling
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with things she will have to do now, unexpected tasks to perform. She will
have to call her husband first, "Bob, honey, my father's dead,” they will
have to make funeral arrangements, buy a casket, notify all his friends, who
the hell are his friends? Her mother, too, she'll have to call her, divorced
five years, she'll say, "Good, I'm glad!" But first the police, she is sure the
police have to be notified in a suicide, she has read someplace or seen
someplace that you have to call the police when you find your father
hanging from a hook with his tongue sticking out. She is suddenly laughing
hysterically. She covers her mouth with her hand, and looks over it like a
child, and listens wide-eyed, fearful that someone will come in and find her
with a dead man.

She waits several moments, her heart beating wildly in her chest, and
then she walks to the telephone and is about to dial 911 when something
occurs to her. Something just pops into her mind unbidden. She remembers



the key to the safe deposit box in the little black leather purse, and she
remembers her father telling her that among other things like his silver high
school track medal there is an insurance policy in that box. It isn't much, her
father told her, but you and Bob are the beneficiaries, so don't forget it's
there. She also remembers hearing somewhere, or reading somewhere, or
seeing somewhere on television or in the movies—there is so much
information out there today—but anyway learning somewhere that if
somebody kills himself the insurance company won't pay on his life
insurance policy.

She doesn't know if this is true or not, but suppose it is? Neither does she
know how much he's insured himself for, it probably isn't a great deal, he
never did have any real money to speak of. But say the policy's for a
hundred thousand dollars, or even fifty or twenty or ten, who cares? Should
the insurance company get to keep all those premiums he's paid over the
years simply
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because something was troubling him so much—what the hell was
troubling you, Dad?—that he had to hang himself? She does not think that
is fair. She definitely does not think that is fair.

On the other hand . . .
Suppose.. ..

Just suppose . . .



Just suppose he died in his sleep of a heart attack or something? Just
suppose whoever it is who has to write a death certificate finds him dead in
bed of natural causes? Then there'd be no problem with the insurance
company, and she and Bob would be able to collect on however much the
policy is for. She thinks about this for a moment. She is amazingly calm.
She has grown used to the silence of the apartment, her father hanging there
still and lifeless. She looks at her watch. It is a quarter to ten. Has she been
in the apartment for only ten minutes or so? Has it been that short a time? It
seems an eternity.

She is thinking she will have to take him down and carry him to the bed.

She moves up close to the body again. Looks into his dead green eyes,
studies the pores on his face, the pinprick points of blood, the ugly
protruding tongue, summoning the courage she needs to touch him,
thinking if she can stand this close to death without vomiting or soiling
herself, then surely she will be able to touch him, move him.

The fabric around his neck looks like the belt from a robe. She sees that
her father knotted the ends so that it formed a loop and then slipped the
loop over his head and around his neck. He must have used a stool or
something to climb onto when he put the loop over the hook, and then he
must have kicked the stool away in order to suspend himself. But where's
the stool? Or did he use something else? She can't worry about that just
now. However he did it, he did it, and unless she can take him down and
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carry him to the bed, she and her husband will lose out on the insurance, it's
as simple as that.

She does not in these next few moments even once consider the fact that
she is doing something that will later enable her to commit insurance fraud,
she does not for an instant believe she is breaking the law. She is merely
correcting an oversight, her father's stupidity in not realizing that
committing suicide might negate the terms of the insurance policy, if what
she heard is true. She's sure it must be true, otherwise how could she have
heard about it?

Well, she thinks, let's do it.

The first touch of him—his face against hers as she hunches one shoulder
under his arm and with her free hand hoists the belt off the hook—is cold
and repulsive. She feels her flesh puckering, and almost drops him in that
instant, but clings tight in a macabre dance, half-dragging, half-carrying
him to the bed where she plunks him down at once, his back and buttocks
on the bed, his legs and feet trailing. She backs away in revulsion. She is
breathing hard. He was heavier than she expected he would be. The belt is
still looped around his neck like a wide blue necklace that matches his
grotesque blue hands and feet. She puts one hand behind his head, feels
again the clammy coldness of his flesh, lifts the head, and pulls the belt
free. She unfastens the knot, and then carries the belt to the easy chair
across the room, over which the matching blue robe is draped. She debates
pulling the belt through the loops on the robe, starts to do that, her hands
trembling now, loses patience with the task, and simply drops it on the
floor, alongside his shoes and socks.

She looks at her watch again.



It is almost ten o'clock.
Somewhere a church bell begins tolling the hour.

The sound brings back a poignant memory she can't quite recall. A
Sunday sometime long ago? A picnic
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preparation? A little girl in a flowered sunsuit? She stands listening to the
tolling of the bell. The sound almost causes her to weep. She continues
standing stock still in the silent apartment, the church bell tolling in the
distance. And at last the bell stops. She sighs heavily, and goes back to the
bed again.

Her father is lying crosswise on it, just the way she dropped him, on his
back, his legs bent at the knees and trailing to the floor. She goes to him and
lifts the legs, turning the body so that he is lying properly now, his head on
the pillow, his feet almost touching the footboard. She frees the blanket
from beneath him, draws it down to the foot of the bed. She knows it will
appear odd that he is in bed with his clothes on, knows a safer pretense
would be to disrobe him before pulling the blanket up over his chest. But
she has never seen her father naked in her lifetime, and the prospect of
undressing him, the horrible thought of seeing his naked body cold and blue
and shriveled and dead is so chilling that she takes an involuntary step
backward, shaking her head, as if refusing even to consider such an act. The
horror, she thinks. The horror. And pulls the blanket up over him, to just
beneath his chin, hiding all but his face from view.



She goes to the phone then, and dials 911, and calmly tells the operator
that she's just found her father dead in bed and asks her to please send
someone.

"The girl was in shock," Alexander said. "She didn't know what she was
doing."

"She just told us she was planning insurance fraud," Carella said.

"No, she didn't say that at all. She doesn't even know what the policy
says. Is there really a suicide exclusion clause in that policy? Who knows?
All she knows is that there's a policy in her father's safe deposit box. What
kind
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of policy, in what amount, she doesn't know. So how can you say she was
planning insurance fraud?"

"Well, gee, Counselor," Carella said, "when someone tries to make a
suicide look like a natural death . . ."

"She didn't want the world to believe her father killed himself,"
Alexander said.

"Bullshit," Lieutenant Byrnes said.



One of the female officers had taken Cynthia Keating down the hall to
the ladies' room. The three detectives were still sitting at the long table in
the interrogation room. Alexander was standing now, facing them, pleading
his case as if he were facing a jury. The detectives looked as if they might
be playing poker, which perhaps they were. Carella had taken the lead here,
questioning the Keating woman, eliciting from her what amounted to a
confession to at least two crimes, and perhaps a third: Attempted Insurance
Fraud. He looked a bit weary after almost twelve hours on the job. Meyer
sat beside him like a man holding a royal flush in spades, wearing on his
face a look of supreme confidence. The lady had told them all they needed
to know. Alexander could do his little dance from here to Honduras, but he
couldn't tap his way out of this one. Sitting with cards like these, Meyer
knew the lieutenant would tell them to book her on all three counts.

"You really want to send that girl to jail?" Alexander asked.
Which was a good question.
Did they?

She may have been contemplating insurance fraud while committing
certain criminal acts in order to establish a later claim, but until she actually
submitted the claim, she hadn't actually committed the fraud, had she? So
was what she'd done really too terribly harmful to society? Did they really
want to send her to prison with ladies who had cut up their babies and
dropped them
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down the sewer? Did they really want to send a nice Calm's Point
housewife to a place where she'd be forced to perform sexual acts upon
hardened female criminals who'd murdered liquor store owners or garage
attendants? Was that what they really wanted?

It was a good question.

Until Carl Blaney called at eight-thirty that night to say he was just
heading home after having completed the full autopsy on Andrew Henry
Hale. He thought Carella might like to hear the results.

"I was running a routine toxicological analysis on his hair," Blaney said.
"Washed, desiccated, and extracted hair samples with organic solvents.
Injected the extracts into the spectrometer, and compared the results against
known library samples."

"What'd you find?"

"Tetrahydrocannabinol."

"English, Doc."

"Marijuana. Did you find any in the apartment?"
"No."

"But that's not all the hair revealed."

"What else?"

"Rohypnol."”

"7?0w-fin-all?" Carella asked.



"R-O-H-Y-P-N-O-L," Blaney said. "The brand name for a drug called
flunitrazepam."

"I never heard of it."

"We don't see much of it in this city. No emergency-room episodes, no
deaths resulting from its use. It's a benzodiazepine, pretty popular in the
South and Southwest. Young people use it in combination with alcohol and
other drugs."

"I thought you said this was asphyxia."

"It was. Bear with me. The hair results sent me back for another look at
his blood. This time I was focusing on flunitrazepam and its 7-amino
metabolites. I found
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only moderate levels of the parent drug—concentrations not significant
enough to have contributed to the fatality. But enough to conclude that he'd
definitely ingested at least two milligrams."

"Indicating?"

"Indicating he couldn't possibly have hanged himself. He'd have been
unconscious. You're looking at a homicide here."

And so it began.

Chapter Two



It was raining relentlessly on the morning of October thirtieth, a Saturday,
the day after the body of Andrew Henry Hale was found dead in his bed in
an apartment on Currey and Twelfth. Carella and Meyer came running out
of the precinct and into the parking lot behind it, drenched to the bone
before they'd taken half a dozen steps. Rain banged on the roof of the car.
Rain drilled Carella's head as he fumbled the key into the lock on the
driver's side, rain smashed his eyes, rain soaked the shoulders of his coat
and plastered his hair onto his forehead. Meyer stood patiently hunched and
hulking on the passenger side of the car, eyes squinched, drowning in the
merciless rain.

"Just take all the time in the world," he suggested.

Carella finally got the key into the lock, twisted it open, hurried inside,
and reached across the seat to unlock the other door for Meyer.

"Whoosh!" Meyer said, and pulled the door shut behind him.

Both men sat breathless for a moment, enclosed now in a rattling cocoon,
the windshield and windows melting with rain. Behind them, the precinct
lights glowed yellow, offering comfort and warmth, odd solace for a place
they rarely associated with either. Meyer shifted his weight,
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reached into his back pants pockets for a handkerchief, and dried his
face and the top of his bald head. Carella took several Dunkin'
Donuts paper napkins from the side pocket on the door and tried to
blot water from his soaked hair. "Boy," he said, and grabbed more
napkins from the door.

Together, the two men in their bulky overcoats crowded the front
seat of the "company car," as they mockingly called it. They were
partnered as often as not, the twin peculiarities of exigency and
coincidence frequently determining more effectively than any duty
chart exactly who might be in the squadroom when the phone rang.
They had caught the Hale squeal together yesterday morning. The
case was now theirs until either they made an arrest or retired it in
the so-called Open File.

Carella started the car.
I Meyer turned on the radio.

The insistent chatter of police calls scratched at the beating rain. It
took a while for the ancient heater to throw any real warmth into the
car, adding its clanking clatter to the steady drumming of the rain,
the drone of the dispatcher's voice, the hissing swish of tires on black
asphalt. Cops on the job listened with one ear all the time, waiting to
hear the dispatcher specifically calling their car, particularly waiting
for the urgent signal that would tell them an officer was down, in
which case every car in the vicinity would respond. Meanwhile, as
the rain fell and the heater hurled uncertain hot air onto their faces
and their feet, they talked idly about Carella's birthday party earlier
this month—a subject he'd rather have forgotten since he'd just
turned forty— and the trouble Meyer was having with his brother-in-
law, who never had liked Meyer and who kept trying to sell him



additional life insurance because he was in such a dangerous
occupation.

"You think our occupation is dangerous?" he asked.
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"Dangerous, no," Carella said. "Hazardous."
"Enough to warrant what he calls combat insurance?"
"No, I don't think so."

"I rented a video last week," Meyer said, "Robin Williams is dead in it,
he goes to heaven. One of the worst movies I ever saw in my entire life."

"I never go to movies where somebody dies and goes to heaven," Carella
said.

"What you should never do is go to a movie with the word 'Dream' in the
title," Meyer said. "Sarah likes these pictures where movie stars die and go
walking around so mere mortals can't see them. So you never heard of it,
huh?" Meyer said.

"Never," Carella said, and smiled. He was thinking if you worked with a
man long enough, you began reading his mind.



"Your kids aren't teenagers yet," Meyer said. "Rophies? Roofies? Rope?
R27? Those are all names the kids use for it."

"New one on me," Carella said.

"It used to come in one- and two-milligram tablets,”" Meyer said.
"Hoffman-La Roche—that's the company that manufactures it—recently
pulled the two-mill off the retail market in Germany. But it's still available
here. That's another name for it, by the way. La Roche. Or even just Roach.
How much did Blaney say the old man had dropped?"

"At least two mills."

"Would've knocked him out in half an hour. It's supposed to be ten times
stronger than Valium, no taste, no odor. You really never heard of it?"

"Never," Carella said.

"It's also called the Date-Rape drag," Meyer said. "When it first got
popular in Texas, kids were using it to boost a heroin high or cushion a
cocaine crash. Then
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some cowboy discovered if he dropped a two-mill tab in a girl's beer, it had
the same effect as if she drank a six-pack. In ten, twenty minutes, she's
feeling no pain. She loses all inhibitions, blacks out, and wakes up the next
morning with no memory of what happened.”



"Sounds like science-fiction," Carella said.

"Small white tablet,” Meyer said, "you can either dissolve it in a drink or
snort it. Ruffles is another name. The Forget Pill, too. Or Roofenol. Or Rib.
Costs three, four bucks a tab."

"Thanks for the input," Carella said.
The men were on their way to Andrew Male's bank.

They were now in possession of a court order authorizing them to open
his safe deposit box. Inside that box, by Cynthia Keating's own admission,
there was an insurance policy on her father's life. Her husband had also told
them that his law firm was in possession of her father's will, which left to
husband and wife all of the old man's earthly possessions—which did not
amount to a hell of a lot. A passbook they'd found in the apartment showed
a bank balance of $2,476.12. The old man had also owned a collection of 78
rpm's dating back to the thirties and forties, none of them rare, all of them
swing hits of the day—Benny Goodman, Harry James, Glenn Miller—
played and replayed over and over again until the shellac was scratched and
the grooves worn. There were a few books in the apartment as well, most of
them dog-eared paperbacks. There was an eight-piece setting of
inexpensive silver plate.

True enough, in a city where a five-dollar bill in a tattered billfold was
often cause enough for murder, these belongings alone might have provided
motive. But not for two people as well off as the Keatings. Besides, this had
not been a case of someone choosing a random victim on the street and
then popping him, something that happened all the time. Someone had
gone to a great deal of trouble
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here, first drugging the old man and next hanging him. The prize had to be
worth the trouble.

Carella pulled the car into a No Parking zone in front of the bank. He
flipped down his visor to show the pink police paper that normally warned
off any cop on the beat, and then stepped out of the car and dashed through
the rain toward the front of the bank, Meyer pounding along behind him.

Their court order opened the dead man's safe deposit box, and sure enough,
they found an insurance policy for $25,000, with Andrew Male's daughter
and son-in-law listed as sole beneficiaries. The policy did, in fact, contain a
suicide exclusion clause: Section 1.5 SUICIDE If the insured dies by
suicide within one year from the Date of Issue, the amount payable by
the Company will be limited to the premiums paid. But the policy had
been issued almost ten years ago.

Thursday night was the night in question.

According to what Cynthia Keating had told them, she'd spoken to her
father at nine that night, and had found him hanging dead at nine-thirty or
so the next morning. A check with the telephone company confirmed that
she had indeed called his number at 9:07 the night before, and had spent
two minutes on the phone with him. This did not preclude her later taking
the subway across the river and into the trees, going up to his apartment,



dropping a few pills in his wine or his beer or his bottled water, and then
hanging him over a hook.

But—

Cynthia maintained that after having telephoned her father, she had gone
to meet her girlfriend Josie at the movie theater a block from her apartment
and together
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they had seen a movie that started around 9:15 and ended around 11:45,
after which she and her friend Josie had gone for tea and scones at a little
snack bar called Westmore's. She had returned home at around twelve-
thirty, and had not left the apartment again until the next morning at around
twenty to nine, at which time she had taken the subway across the river, and
walked to her father's apartment, only to find Dad, poor Dad, hanging in the
closet, and I'm feeling so bad. The movie she'd seen was part of a Kurosawa
retrospective. It was titled High and Low, and it was based on a novel by an
American who wrote cheap mysteries. A call to the theater confirmed the
title of the film and the start and finish times. A call to her girlfriend Josie
Gallitano confirmed that she had accompanied Cynthia to the movie and
had later enjoyed a cup of tea and a chocolate-covered scone with her.
Cynthia's husband, as was to be expected, confirmed that he had found her
asleep in bed when he got home from a poker game at around one o'clock.
She had not left the apartment again that night.



There had been six other men in that poker game. Keating claimed that
the game had started at eight o'clock and ended at around a quarter past
midnight. The six other men confirmed that he had been there during the
times he'd stated. His wife, as was to be expected, confirmed that he'd come
home at around one A.m., and had not left the apartment again that night.

It appeared to the detectives that their two prime suspects had airtight
alibis and that whoever had dropped Rohypnol into Andrew Male's drink
and draped him over a closet hook was still out there boogying someplace.

At Hale's funeral on Sunday morning, they listened to a minister who had
never met the man telling his sole remaining relatives what a fine and
upstanding
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human being he'd been. Cynthia Keating and her husband Robert listened
dry-eyed. It was still raining when the first shovelful of earth was dumped
onto Male's simple wooden casket.

It was as if he had never existed.

From home that Sunday night, Carella called Danny Gimp.



"Danny?" he said. "It's Steve."
"Hey, Steve," Danny said. "Whatta ya hear?"

This was a joke. Danny Gimp was an informer. He— and not Carella—
was the one who heard things and passed them on. For money. The men
didn't exchange any niceties. Carella got right down to business.

"Old guy named Andrew Hale . . ."

"How old?" Danny asked.

"Sixty-eight."

"Ancient," Danny said.

"Got himself aced Thursday night."

"Where?"

"Apartment off Currey Yard."

"What time?"

"ME puts it around midnight. But you know how accurate PMFs are."
"How'd he catch it?"

"Hanged. But first he was doped with a drug called Rohypnol. Ever hear
of it?"

"Sure."

"You have?"



"Sure," Danny said.

"Anyway," Carella said, "the only two people who had any reason to
want him dead have alibis a mile long. We're wondering if maybe they
knew somebody handy with a noose."

"Uh-huh."
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"He's a lawyer . . ."

"The dead man?"

"No. One of the suspects."

"A criminal lawyer?"

"No. But he knows criminal lawyers."
"That doesn't mean he knows hit men."
"It means there could've been access."
"Okay."

"Ask around, Danny. There's twenty-five grand in insurance money
involved here."



"That ain't a lot."

"I know. But maybe it's enough."

"Well, let me go on the earie, see what's what.
"Get back to me, okay?"

"If I hear anything."

"Even if you don't."

"Okay," Danny said, and hung up.

He did not get back to Carella until the following Sunday night, the
seventh of November. By that time, the case was stone cold dead.

Danny came limping into the place he himself had chosen for the meet, a
pizzeria on Culver and Sixth. The collar of his threadbare coat was pulled
high against the wind and the rain. A long, college-boy, striped muffler was
wrapped around his neck, and he was wearing woolen gloves. He peered
around the place as if he were a spy coming in with nuclear secrets. Carella
signaled to him. A scowl crossed Danny's face.

"You shouldn't do that," he said, sliding into the booth. "Bad enough I'm
meeting you in a public place."

Carella was willing to forgive Danny his occasional irritability. He had
never forgotten that Danny had come to the hospital when he'd got shot for
the first time in his professional life. It had not been an easy thing for
Danny
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to do; police informers do not last long on the job once it is known they are
police informers. Danny's eyes were darting all over the place now,
checking the perimeter. He himself had chosen the venue, but he seemed
disturbed by it now, perhaps because it was unexpectedly crowded at nine
A.M. on a Monday morning. Who the hell expected people eating pizza for
breakfast? But he couldn't go to the station house, and he didn't want
Carella to come to his shitty little room over on the South Side because to
tell the truth, it embarrassed him. Danny had known better times.

He was thinner than Carella had ever seen him, his eyes rheumy, his nose
runny. He kept taking paper napkins from the holder on the table, blowing
his nose, crumpling the napkins and stuffing them into the pockets of his
coat, which he had not yet removed. He did not look healthy. But more than
that, he looked unkempt, odd for a man who'd always prided himself on
what he considered sartorial elegance. Danny needed a shave. Soiled shirt
cuffs showed at the edges of his ragged coat sleeves. His face was dotted
with blackheads, his fingernails edged with grime. Sensing Carella's
scrutiny, he said in seeming explanation, "The leg's been bothering me."

"I'm sorry to hear that."
"Yeah, it still bothers me. From when I got shot that time."

"Uh-huh."



Actually, Danny had never been shot in his life. He limped because he'd
had polio as a child. But pretending he'd been wounded in a big gang shoot-
out gave him a certain street cred he considered essential to the gathering of
incidental information. Carella was willing to forgive him the lie.

"You want some pizza?" he asked.

"Coffee might be better," Danny said, and started to rise.
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"Sit," Carella said, "I'll get it. You want anything with it?"

"The pastry looks good," Danny said. "Bring me one of them chocolate
things, okay?"

Carella went up to the counter and came back some five minutes later
with two chocolate eclairs and two cups of coffee. Danny was blowing on
his hands, trying to warm them. A constant flow of traffic through the
entrance doors and past the counter kept bringing in the cold from outside.
He picked up his coffee cup, warmed his hands on that for a while. Carella
bit into his chocolate eclair. Danny bit into his. "Oh, Jesus," he said, "that is
delicious," and took another bite. "Oh, Jesus," he said again.

"So what've you got?" Carella asked.



$25,000 was a big-enough prize in a city where you could buy anyone's
dead ass for a subway token. If Robert Keating and his wife Cynthia had
been otherwise engaged while her father was being hoisted and hanged, the
possibility existed that they'd hired someone to do the job for them. In this
city, you could get anything done to anybody for a price. You want
somebody's eyeglasses smashed? You want his fingernails pulled out? His
legs broken? You want him more seriously injured? You want him hurt so
he's an invalid the rest of his life? You want him skinned, you want him
burned, you want him—don't even mention it in a whisper—=killed! It can
be done. Let me talk to someone. It can be done.

"I've got quite a lot, actually," Danny said, seemingly more involved in his

eclair than in doing business. "Oh really?" Carella said.

On the phone last night, Danny had said only that he'd come up with
something interesting. This morning, it seemed to be more than that. But
perhaps this was just the prelude to negotiation.

Actually, Danny knew that what he had was very good
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stuff. So good, in fact, that it might be worth more money than Carella was
used to paying. He hated negotiating with someone he considered an old
friend, though he was never quite sure Carella shared the sentiment. At the
same time, he didn't want to pass on information that could conceivably



lead to a bust in a murder case, and then have Carella toss fifty bucks or so
across the table. This was too good for that kind of chump change.

"I know who did it," he said, flat out.
Carella looked surprised.

"Yeah, I got lucky," Danny said, and grinned. His teeth looked bad, too.
He was clearly not taking good care of himself.

"So let me hear it," Carella said.

"I think this is worth at least what the killer got," Danny said, lowering
his voice.

"And how much is that?"

"Five grand," Danny said.

"You're joking, right?"

"You think so?" Danny said.

Carella did not think so.

"I'd have to clear that kind of money with the lieutenant," he said.

"Sure, clear it. But I don't think this guy's gonna hang around very long."
"What can I tell him?"

"Who?"

"My lieutenant."



Five thousand was a lot of money to hand over to an informer. The
squadroom slush fund sometimes rose higher than that, depending on what
contributions went into it in any given month. Nobody asked questions
about a few bucks that disappeared during drug busts hither and yon,
provided the money went into what was euphemistically called "The War
Chest". But a big drug intercept on the docks downtown had slowed traffic
in the precinct
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these past two months, and Carella wondered now if there was that much
contingency cash lying around. He further wondered if the lieutenant would
turn over that kind of money to a stoolie. Danny's information would have
to be pure gold to justify such an outlay.

"Tell him I know who did it and I know where he is," he said. "If that
ain't worth five grand, I'm in the wrong business."

"How'd you get this?" Carella asked.
"Fellow I know."

"How'd he get it?"

"Straight from the horse's mouth."

"Give me something I can run with."



"Sure," Danny said. "Your man was in a poker game."

"You talking about Robert Keating?" Carella said, surprised.
"No. Who's Robert Keating?"

"Then who do you mean?"

"The guy you're looking for," Danny said. "He was in a poker game this
past Saturday night."

"Okay."

"Who's Robert Keating?" Danny asked again.
"Nobody," Carella said. "What about this game?"
"Your man was betting big."

"How big?"

"Thousand-dollar pots. Came in with a five-grand stake, worked it up to
twenty before the night was through. Big winner."

"Is he a gambler?"

"No, he's a hit man who just likes to gamble."
"He from this city?"

"Houston, Texas. And heading back there."

"When?"



"Sometime this Wednesday. You want him, you better move fast. Funny
about Houston, ain't it?"
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Carella did not think there was anything funny about Houston.

"It must drive foreigners crazy," Danny said. "The way words are spelled
the same, but pronounced different. In English, I mean."

"How does this guy spell his name?" Carella asked, fishing.

"Ho ho," Danny said. "There's a street in New York, you know, it's
spelled exactly the same as the city in Texas, but it's pronounced House-ton
Street. Instead, we say Youse-ton, Texas, after Sam Youse-ton, is the way he
pronounced his name. Which is peculiar, don't you think?"

"How does this hit man pronounce his name?"

"Ho, ho, ho,"” Danny said, and shook his finger.

"Who hired him?" Carella said. "Can you tell me that?"
"I don't know who hired him."

"Why was the old man killed?"

"Somebody wanted what he had and he wouldn't turn it over. So they
took him out of the picture."



"They?"
"Whoever."
"More than one person?"

"T don't know that for sure."

"You said 'they."

"Just an expression. All I know is the only way to get what they wanted
was to have him dusted."”

"The old man didn't have a pot to piss in, Danny."
"I'm telling you what I heard."

"From who?"

"My friend. Who got it straight from the hitter."
"He told your friend he killed somebody?"

"Of course not."

"I didn't think so."

"But he told him enough."
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"Like what?"
"Drunk talk. Suppose this, suppose that."
"Suppose what, Danny?"

"Okay, suppose there's this old fart got something somebody else wants
real bad and he won't part with it? And suppose this something is worth a
lotta money? And suppose . . ."

"This is our man talking?"

"This is him. Suppose somebody's willing to pay a person five large to
get rid of the old man and make it look like an accident? And suppose . . ."

"Did he use that word? Accident?"

"Yeah."

"And the price was five grand?"

"The same five he brought into the poker game."
"When did he tell your friend all this?"

"Saturday night. After the game. They went back to his hotel room, had a
few drinks, smoked a few joints."

"Who supplied them?"

"The drinks?"



"The drinks, the pot."

"The hitter. It was his party. I gotta tell you something, Steve. When a
guy makes a big score, and then he quadruples it in a card game, he wants
to talk about it, you dig? He's proud of it. That's the way these guys' minds
work. They want to tell you how great they are. My friend lost his shirt in
that game Saturday night. Well, winners like to shit all over losers. So your
hitter took pity on my friend, asked him to share a bottle and a couple of
joints with him so he could tell him how fuckin terrific he is, gettin five
grand to dust an old fart."

"But he didn't tell him that."”
"The five grand, yes. The actual dusting, no."
"Then you've got nothing to sell."

"Oh, I've got plenty to sell. Remember what you told me on the phone?
You asked did I hear anything on this
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old man got doped with R2 before somebody hung him in the closet. That
ain't the kind of detail a person forgets, Steve. Well, before my friend left
the hotel room—I think they had sex, by the way. My friend and the hitter.
He's gay, my friend. Anyway, the hitter handed him a little present. A gift
for the loser, you know? A consolation prize. Said it'd help his sex life.
Grinning, right? It'll help your sex life, Harpo, give it a try. That's my



friend's name, Harpo. So Harpo figured the guy was laying a Viagra cap on
him. But instead, it was this." Danny reached into his coat pocket. He
opened his hand. A blister-pack strip of white tablets was on the palm, the
word Roche echoing over and again across its face. "Roach," Danny said.
"Same as your hangman used."

"Who gave you that?"

"Harpo."

"Harpo what?"

"Marx," Danny said, and grinned like a barracuda.
"Let me get this straight."

"Sure."

"Poker game Saturday night . . ."

"Right on Lewiston Avenue."

"Guy who killed Andrew Hale comes into the game with five grand,
leaves it with twenty. Invites your friend Harpo up for a drink, some pot, a
little sex, starts boasting about the hit, lays a strip of roach on him before
they part company."

"You've got it."
"And you say the hitter's leaving town the day after tomorrow?"
"From what I understand."

"This isn't any high-pressured bullshit, is it, Danny?"



"Me? High-pressured?"

"I mean, he really is going back to Houston this Wednesday?"
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"Is what Harpo told me."

"And he also told you the guy's name . . ."
"He did."

". .. and where he's staying."

"That's right."

"Out of the goodness of his heart."

"He's a friend. Also, I'll probably pass a little something on to him if
your lieutenant comes through."

"T'll have to get back to you on this," Carella said.
"Sure, take your time," Danny said. "You got till Wednesday."

"I'll let you know," Carella said, and started to move out of the booth,
suddenly remembering how cold it was outside on this eighth day of
November. You got to be forty, and suddenly it was cold out there. He was
sliding across the leatherette seat, swinging his legs out, starting to rise,



Danny doing the same thing on the other side of the table, when the first
shot pierced the din of the abnormally crowded room, silencing it in an
instant. Even before the second