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PART ONE



CHAPTER 1


We tend to dream of perfection. The perfect job, the perfect life, the perfect woman.
A cold January day on the East Side as I came out of the subway and walked north on Lexington Avenue, and six months since Marty had married her director. Martine Adair, my woman, but not any more. Martine Reston now, and a one-armed man dreams more than most, makes perfect what never was or should have been.
She had replaced my missing arm for so long, and now in my morning mirror there was only one arm and no woman. Six months of booze, and of watching her new apartment from a solitary doorway across the street. Finally, a morning of daylight, and the call of a client with a job. Reality.
Perfection doesn’t exist. In the reality of daylight and action most of us accept that, but alone in the long nights we dream fantasies of perfection as unreal as the dream world of any psychotic. The only difference between most of us and the psychotic is that the psychotic lets the dream world win. Maybe they are braver, more honest. They take the plunge, escape. Only that is no escape, either, no answer.
Work, that’s the answer. A job can be completed, wrapped up. The only perfection we know. Finished, paid for, and on to the next job. A fresh start, the possible. So I walked north on Lexington in the cold morning, a Wednesday, to Morgan Crafts.
It was a small store between Fifty-fifth and Fifty-sixth Streets, two steps down, with only three items displayed in its window: a bright Turkish jug, a Cambodian green Buddha, and a wooden Amazonian mask. Classy. No bell tinkled as I went in. The atmosphere was like thin glass and hushed. More items of far-flung native crafts were displayed on shelves and in showcases. A single female clerk talked in the rear to a small, thin, pasty-faced man in a rich, blue cashmere overcoat too wide and too long, as if he hoped to grow bigger.
“I’m sorry,” the clerk was saying. “Mrs. Morgan is busy.”
“I got to see her,” the little man said, tried to push past the woman toward a doorway behind a desk curtained by hanging beads. The woman was bigger than he was, blocked him.
“If you’d like to wait, or give your name,” the clerk said.
“Okay, I’ll wait a while. Only-” The small man’s body seemed to move inside his voluminous overcoat as he glanced around the shop. He saw me. Small, black eyes jumped in his narrow, bony face, and a livid scar twitched at the base of his long nose. He looked sharply all around me, and beyond me out the window to the street.
“I’ll come back sometime,” he said.
“If you’ll tell me-” the clerk began.
But the little man went past me almost running. He veered around me as if I were dangerous to touch, left the door open behind him, and vanished hurrying to the left down Lexington. I closed the door, walked back to the clerk.
“Your customers leave in a hurry,” I said.
“He wasn’t a customer,” she said, annoyed. “Not a normal one, anyway. He wanted to see Mrs. Morgan.”
“So do I, but I have a name: Dan Fortune. Mrs. Morgan called me. Ten o’clock appointment.”
She looked at a wall clock. It was five of ten.
“Well,” she hesitated. “I’ll see.”
She went back through the beaded curtain uneasily. I guessed that Mrs. Morgan ran a tight ship, strict rules and orders. But the clerk returned almost at once and smiling. This time she had done right, Mrs. Morgan would see me.
“Through the curtain, first door on the left,” the clerk said.
I knocked on the door, a woman’s voice told me to come in. A young voice, and inside the neat, precise office the woman behind an ornate, antique desk was young. Very young. Maybe twenty-two-or-three, with big, dark eyes, a full mouth in a pale-olive face, and long, straight black hair. A cool face.
“You’re Mr. Fortune?” She looked me over, her face neutral but the question in her voice-a one-armed detective? It’s always there.
“Private investigator,” I said. “License and all.”
She stood up, nodded to a man who sat so quietly in a corner I hadn’t seen him. An old man. Or just older? His hair was white, but thick, and his swarthy, square face had a firm glow. Short and stocky, he wore a white turtle-neck and a well-cut dark blue suit that hung without a wrinkle on wide shoulders and a body without fat. When he stood, too, it was an easy, fluid motion, muscular. His voice was soft, relaxed.
“Later, Mia? About four?”
“All right,” Mia Morgan said.
The old man nodded to me, smiled, and left the office. Mia Morgan waited for a moment, then motioned me to follow her. She went out through the store, stopped to say something short and low to the clerk, then went on out of the store in brisk strides and turned right without looking back to be sure I was behind her.
She turned into a door next to the shop, and led me up to the second floor into a large, sunny apartment directly over her shop. A bohemian apartment, all bright plastic and native crafts.
“Wait here,” she said.
I looked over the apartment. She had gone into a large bedroom with a king-sized bed under an African throw I could see through the open door. There was a second bedroom that had been turned into a craft workshop, and a good kitchen. All the furniture was bold and individual, almost defiant.
Mia Morgan returned. She held a snapshot.
“I want to know who the woman in this picture is, where she lives, what she does. I want pics of the men she dates-together with her. All I know is that she frequents an East Side restaurant: Le Cerf Agile. I’ll give you a week.”
In the snapshot a man of average height stood with his back to the camera facing a blonde woman in front of an apartment building. He wore a dark homburg, dark overcoat, and silk scarf. The blonde was maybe thirty-and a beauty. A real beauty-a cover-girl face, or a movie-star face in the days when the movies featured beauty. Not tall, she had perfect curves only partly hidden by a cloth coat of wide stripes, and her blonde hair curled on her shoulders from under one of those mannish felt hats Greta Garbo used to wear.
“Not much to go on,” I said. “What’s your interest in her?”
“You know all you need to,” Mia Morgan said. “Yes or no? I can get someone else.”
A detective who expected his clients to tell all wouldn’t work much. A hazard of the trade. Half the time you never do learn the whole story, and Mia Morgan was right-she could get fifty other investigators who wouldn’t ask questions. I needed the money, and wanted the work. I wanted to be busy. It was as good an excuse as any.
“All right,” I said, looked at the apartment. “A hundred a day plus expenses. Extra for the camera work.”
“Five hundred now, the rest on final bill.”
I nodded. She went to a lacquered blue desk to write the check. I watched her. People who hire detectives are usually scared, angry, emotional or nervous. She wasn’t emotional, and didn’t sound scared. Cold, maybe, a little tight, but not nervous. A poised, controlled girl of twenty-two who sounded and acted a lot older. No surprises left, as if she had been through all the youthful troubles there were and more.
She stood up with the check. “One week. Tops.”
“I’ll do my best,” I said.
“Everything about her, and don’t be spotted.”
A girl who knew what she wanted, whatever it was. Mr. Morgan cheating on her? Her age was against that. Young girls, even older-acting ones, usually take more direct routes with their men than hiring detectives. Some older man on her hook, and she had competition? Or not that kind of problem at all? I looked at the snapshot. Was there something familiar about the back of the man in the picture?
“How did you happen to call me, Mrs. Morgan?” I asked.
“A pin in the phone book. You’re lucky.”
“The man in this snap,” I said. “Who is he?”
“I don’t know. I-”
I heard the outer door open. A tall, slender man stood in the doorway with a key in his hand. He had blue eyes set very deep under heavy brows in a gaunt, Lincoln-ugly face, wore an airline uniform, and looked at Mrs. Morgan and at me.
“You weren’t in the shop,” the airline man said to Mia Morgan. “Midmorning. Who is he?”
“Business, Levi,” the girl said. I heard a faint nervousness now in her voice. “I didn’t expect you yet.”
“We got in early. Business? In your apartment?”
There was more than anger in the airline man, a violent fury. If he expected to intimidate Mrs. Morgan, he failed. I could almost see the girl’s back go up.
“Private business,” she snapped. “Get a drink, Levi. Mr. Fortune is just leaving.”
She walked me to the door. The gaunt airline man didn’t try to stop me. She held the door as I went out.
“Call me,” she said, and closed the door.
I went down to the street and walked into the store again. The woman clerk came forward.
“Does Mrs. Morgan manage this store for someone?” I asked.
“No, sir, she owns it. Can I help-?”
“She’s pretty young,” I said.
“Yes.” Her voice was bitter. She wasn’t young, and she didn’t own a store.
I looked at all the far-flung crafts. “Who supplies her?”
“She buys directly, travels a lot. I really can’t-”
“The tall airline man,” I said. “Who is he?”
“Captain Stern? A pilot for El Al, I believe.” She reddened, annoyed. “I really can’t talk about Mrs. Morgan. You’ll-”
“Sure,” I said. “Sorry.”
On the avenue in the cold sun I lit a cigarette. One of the bad effects of being a hard boss was that your employees thought about you too much. The clerk who couldn’t talk about Mia Morgan had talked enough. My new client owned an expensive shop, traveled to remote places, and had an airline pilot for a boy friend-at least, for one boy friend.
A hand touched my shoulder. “Mr. Fortune?”
It was the old man in the white turtle-neck and dark blue suit who had been in Mrs. Morgan’s office. He wore a light, raglan topcoat now, a thin coat for the winter cold, and smiled under his white hair.
“I’ll buy you a drink,” he said.
It was much too early for the restaurant-Le Cerf Agile-to be open, and the old man interested me. He wasn’t the man in the snapshot, too short and thick, but he knew Mia Morgan.
“I never say no,” I said.
There was a neighborhood cocktail lounge at the corner. The old man had a solid, rolling walk with no trace of age. He opened the heavy door lightly, motioned me inside.



CHAPTER 2


In the dim lounge booth the old man could have been anywhere from sixty to seventy. It was impossible to tell. Up close, there were deep creases in his pale leather-colored face, but the healthy skin had not sagged at all. His motion for the waitress was as firm as his walk.
“J and B, a little water,” he said, looked at me.
“Irish with some coffee.”
It was early in the day, and cold. We were alone in the lounge, the people and sounds of the avenue almost distant. The waitress returned soon. The old man sipped his Scotch. His hair was pure white. His eyes were dark and quick. He leaned back in the booth, watched me.
“John Albano, Mr. Fortune,” he introduced himself, smiled again. “I’m seventy-one. Everyone has some little vanity. First, luck-my family lives old. You don’t let go, you stay young. It gets harder every year. One day I fall apart.”
He’d guessed my thoughts, but he wasn’t psychic. It was like my arm. Everyone I met wondered about my arm, how I’d lost it. Everyone he met wondered about his age. I wondered about his voice. I heard a small accent now: Italian. More a vague intonation, and I’m not sure I’d have identified it if he hadn’t told me his name. He continued to watch me.
“Why does Mia need a detective?” he said.
I drank my Irish, some coffee. “Confidential, Mr. Albano.”
“Business trouble?”
“You better ask her,” I said, drank.
“Some trouble, to hire a detective.”
I finished my whisky. “Where’s Mr. Morgan? Around?”
“Not for a while. A kid marriage, she was sixteen. Married to spite her father. Morgan’s been gone two, three years. A kid.”
“You’re not a kid,” I said.
“Man trouble?” Albano said. “That it?”
I shook my head. “What’s your interest in her?”
“A friend, okay?”
“How good a friend?”
He thought about that in the dim booth. Another customer came into the lounge. The old man’s eyes jumped alert, followed the newcomer all the way to a seat at the bar before they turned back to me again.
“Okay, you’ve got ethics, you do a job. I’m Mia’s friend, maybe I can be your friend. Walk away from this job. Right now. No threat, just advice.”
John Albano got up, dropped three dollars on the booth table, and walked out of the lounge. I finished my coffee.
I had some hot soup at a diner before heading for my office. It’s one room on Twenty-eighth Street off Eighth Avenue-too hot in summer, too cold in winter. Par for the Chelsea area. It’s a walk-up-elevator buildings are status symbols in Chelsea, and mostly for outsiders-and has one window with an air-shaft view.
I walked up, unlocked my door, and went in to sit down and think about Mia Morgan’s job and John Albano’s “advice” before Le Cerf Agile opened. I didn’t sit down, and I didn’t have a view of my air shaft.
A man stood behind my desk blocking the window.
“Your office is not much,” he said.
The El Al pilot, Captain Levi Stern, still in his uniform and taller than my first impression. Over six-feet-four, skinny at maybe one hundred sixty pounds, his narrow shoulders hunched forward over a thin, hollow chest.
“How’d you get in here?” I asked.
“I am expert with locks. With many things.”
He had an accent, too. Stronger than John Albano’s accent, and harder to place. Maybe Israeli, or maybe German, overlaid with British English diction. I judged his gaunt-ugly face to be about forty, thin-mouthed, the intense blue eyes sunk in their deep sockets. He looked out my window at the grimy brick wall of the air shaft as if he hated brick walls.
“You do a job for Mia?” he said.
“Mrs. Morgan sent you?”
I went around my desk toward him.
“No,” he said, nodded at my empty sleeve. “The arm, you lost it in the war?”
“A kind of war,” I said.
The perpetual war of poor slum kids against the powers that ruled their lives. I lost the arm robbing a Dutchman ship when I was a kid here in Chelsea. I lost that battle, but I never went to jail, so I guess I won the war. At least, I survived to grow up more or less respectable, and come back to Chelsea a lawman of sorts. A detective-for-hire who didn’t ask too many questions, but did try to ask some.
“If Mrs. Morgan didn’t send you-”
His right hand moved in a blur, caught my lone wrist. His left had my elbow, forcing it backwards. A judo grip. I knew one more thing he was expert at. One sharp push and he could snap my arm like a straw.
To prove it, he pressed lightly. His grip was like a clamp, his skinny body all corded muscle. My teeth scraped.
“You have only the one arm,” he said.
A trained man, trained in violence, trained to find the weak point and strike at it. Naked fear is a sickening thing. I was sick down in the hollow of my stomach. What could a one-arm man fear more than the loss of his only arm? Sick fear.
He pressed an ounce harder, forcing me to walk. I walked. Up on my toes, like a man stepping on eggshells, beads of sweat on my brow. He walked me in a circle around my small office, faster and slower, my every nerve alert to the slightest pressure on my elbow. He never smiled.
“I wish all to be clear to you, Mr. Fortune,” he said. “All understood.”
I saw the number tattooed on his wrist. I thought about it. To think of something. Israel must be full of men with tattooed wrists. Violence-trained men. German, then, his accent. Not much German, he would have been a child when he became Israeli. Forty, born in, say, 1933. A special year for Jews in Germany, 1933. A child in the camps, a soldier in Israel.
“You will work for Mia, nothing more,” he said. “You will have no thoughts of her beyond that.”
“I never-!”
He pressed my elbow. I made a sound.
“Be sure, Mr. Fortune. Mia is mine.”
He dropped my arm, walked out of the office without looking back. I sat down. On the floor. He had carefully closed my door, and I sat on the floor and looked at the closed door.
Then I began to shiver.
Shiver and sweat. I cradled my solitary arm against my chest, rocked. The elbow hurt. More than fear, terror. Was it damaged? Broken? I wanted to lick it like an animal, hugged it to me like a broken wing.
Time stood still in the office. Then, slowly, I moved it, my arm. I flexed the elbow. It was sore. I took out a cigarette, snapped my lighter. My fingers all worked. I smoked. A doctor? An X-ray? I clenched a fist. The pain was easing. I stood up. First, a drink.
I went down to Packy’s Pub. My friend, Joe Harris, wasn’t on duty. After my first Irish I decided I didn’t need an X-ray or a doctor. I had another Irish.
Le Cerf Agile opened at five. I rented a Leica and borrowed a tweed overcoat to wear instead of my old duffel in case I wanted to go in. I didn’t go in. I staked out in a doorway, held the snapshot, and waited.
The restaurant was elegant, with a canopy and doorman. It was in an old Czech, Polish, Hungarian tenement neighborhood. I could smell the paprika in the night, and the old men who stood on the street stared at the sleek men and glittering women who went into Le Cerf Agile. The blonde wasn’t among the women.
By ten o’clock she hadn’t appeared, and I was freezing in my doorway. The wind blew paper along the dark gutters. There was a Czech-American Club in a store front up the street. Only old men went in. By midnight the old men were still inside their club, and the blonde had not appeared.
I stamped my feet in the doorway, blew on my numb hand. A few old men in shabby middle-European overcoats came out of the Czech club. On the street they waved their arms and argued. No-debated. The old-world politics of ancient convictions and utopian theories, the dream of power to the people in a new world. The faith and hope of an older, simpler generation.
Le Cerf Agile closed at 2 A.M. The blonde never came.
Next morning my arm hurt, so I stayed in bed and thought about Marty. That helped nothing. At noon I got up and went down to St. Vincent’s for an X-ray. It was negative, I had an early dinner, and was in my doorway again at five.
The old men gathered at their club to go on arguing the old politics that was their haven in a world that had failed them. A second-floor Polish dance hall hammered polkas into the dark. I watched and waited. At midnight the blonde still hadn’t shown. I couldn’t waste another day. I went into Le Cerf Agile.
The foyer was bright, rich, and warm. To the left the dining room was dim and plush with maroon velvet. At the candle-lit tables the men reeked of money and confidence, the women of care and confidence. The men were older, the women young. A small bar and cocktail lounge was to the right. The checkroom woman was gray-haired and dressed in black, and the maitre wore an old-fashioned tail suit at his lighted stand. He looked at me, but didn’t approach me. I wasn’t dinner. I went into the bar.
A bottle of beer was two dollars. The only other people at the bar were a group of five men and five women. They stopped talking, and the men all stared at me. They didn’t seem to like me being there. Neither did the bartender. When I showed him the snapshot-with a ten-dollar bill-he said that maybe the blonde came in sometimes, and maybe not. He didn’t know her name, and he didn’t take the ten. There was an aura to the bar I didn’t like, like a private club.
“Mister!” A man waved to me from a table. “Join me.”
He indicated a chair. I took my beer and sat down.
“I heard you asking for a lady,” the man said. “I’m a regular in here. Maybe I can help. Can I see the pic?”
He was short and paunchy in an expensive gray suit, beard shadow and acne scars on his round face. His pudgy hands were soft and manicured, with three diamond rings. He had friendly eyes that blinked as he looked at the snapshot.
“Sure,” he said. “She comes here. Nice-looking woman.”
He smiled. It was an ingratiating smile without humor, and his teeth were bad. Teeth that had had no care when he was young, and the kind of smile used to cover hard thinking. The tone of his voice asked what the blonde was to me.
“You know her name?” I said.
He continued to smile. “I’m Irving Kezar, Mr.-?” When I didn’t give my name, he went right on smiling, but stopped being subtle. “What’s your interest in the lady?”
“None. It’s her car. I’m a repo man.”
“So? Well, that’s hard work. I like to help a man who works hard.” He took a small, monogrammed notebook from his pocket, wrote in it with a gold pencil, tore out the page. He held the page. “You have a license?”
I showed him. He nodded, gave me the page. I read: Diana Wood. Brown and Dunlap. His smile was real now. He had my name.
“Brown and Dunlap, that’s where she works. Heard her say it once. I like to help, Dan.” He emphasized my name as if to make sure I knew he had it. “But I like to get help, too. No favors, worth your while. Say, five hundred?”
“For what?”
“Who you’re working for.”
“That’s a lot of money for just a repossession agency.”
He leaned across the small table. “Look, I know how to use information, no names. A bonus for you, no danger, no one knows.”
“What’s important about this Diana Wood?”
He took out his wallet. “Just name your client.”
“Acme Collection Agency.”
It was a company I really did repo work for. Maybe I could make five hundred dollars. I couldn’t. He put his wallet away.
“I’m here most every night sometime,” he said.
I left him lighting a cigar and studying my face as if to remember it. I felt a chill. He already had my name. On the avenue I hailed a taxi. It was safer.
In my five cold rooms I got the coffee ready for morning, and went to bed. I lay awake. Irving Kezar hadn’t believed I was a repo man for a second. Somehow, Kezar knew no repo man would be after Diana Wood’s car. He was sure. How?



CHAPTER 3


Brown and Dunlap, Investments, had offices on lower Madison Avenue. Their sixth-floor suite was impressive but reserved, as befitted a financial adviser. The Personnel Department was a one-man cubicle with files and a desk. The one man at the desk was a woman in her fifties. I showed my license, asked to see Diana Wood’s file. The woman was alarmed.
“Mrs. Wood? Is something wrong?”
So Diana Wood was married. Or had been.
“She’s been given as a reference,” I explained. “A man up for a position in a defense company. Government contracts, so we make a security investigation, cross-check references. Routine, ma’am, but confidential, you understand.”
She nodded, both impressed and relieved. It usually works. Alarm them first with a detective’s license and the hint of trouble, ease off and reassure them by saying it’s routine, then add a pinch of national security. Most people are still honest and unsuspicious. Once they see no harm for a friend, they’ll be helpful. It gets harder every year, people more and more suspicious, but it still works. The woman got the file, went out to give me privacy.
The file was brief: Diana Tucker Wood. Address: 145 St. Marks Place, Manhattan. Born: Jan. 22, 1943, Jackson Heights, Queens, N.Y. Married. Husband: Harold Walter Wood, commercial artist. Education: Bryant High School-1960; Hofstra University-B.A., 1964. Employment: Four secretarial jobs, 1964-69, all with national firms; public relations asst., Hardware Institute, 1969; Brown and Dunlap as public relations asst., 1971. Salary: $9,500/yr.
I lit a cigarette. The typical record of a young, educated New York girl. Routine. Lower- or middle-middle-class New York high school, local university, medium-rent East Village apartment, married, both working at small careers. One vague question: thirty, no children. But a lot of career girls didn’t even marry until twenty-eight-or-nine.
“You’re a detective?”
The man came into the cubicle, stared at me. His voice was sharp and stiff with an edge of annoyed authority.
“That’s right,” I said.
“I’m a partner in this firm, Lawrence Dunlap. Exactly what do you want with Mrs. Wood?”
Dunlap was the very model of a modern financial adviser. (Gilbert and Sullivan-knowing quotes like that is what makes me not quite regular in Chelsea.) About forty-five, Dunlap was trim, handsome, an inch under six feet, his gray-brown hair medium short and barbered at least weekly. Anglo-Saxon handsome, youthful, except for a pair of black-rimmed glasses. The kind of man who plays handball every afternoon at The Yale Club.
“Reference check,” I said, repeated what I’d told the personnel woman. I hadn’t lulled her completely. She’d gone to him.
“Private detective?” Dunlap said. I could see his shoulders relax, his breath let out. “I see. A job security check.”
He tried to cover his worry and relief, but he was a lousy actor. He wanted to believe me, didn’t even ask for my license. He looked at my duffel coat, at my missing arm, and smiled. I couldn’t be anyone to worry about. But Dunlap had been worried about someone. Police? The SEC? Someone else? Or was it only the normal concern of an investment firm that had to be above reproach, would worry about the hint of an employee in trouble?
“Confidential,” I said. I didn’t want Diana Wood alerted.
“Of course,” he nodded.
I thanked him and left. I was pretty sure he’d be discreet, that was habit in his business, unless he had more than an employer’s interest in Diana Wood. If he told her about me, that might tell me a lot. I wondered if Lawrence Dunlap wore a homburg, the man in the snapshot? It would explain his alarm. But so would a lot of other things.
I rode the elevator down, settled in a corner of the lobby. I held the snapshot to be sure I’d know Diana Wood, but I needn’t have bothered. She wasn’t easy to miss. About twelve-fifteen she came out of the elevator with two other pretty-enough girls, and stood out like Cinderella among her sisters.
Hatless, her thick blonde hair shone on her shoulders. She wore the same coat-bold black and green stripes. An expensive coat, too dressy for the office. As most young-married career girls, she probably had one good winter coat she wore everywhere. As she passed, I saw her soft, cover-girl skin and perfect face. Her large blue eyes looked happy as she chattered to the girls.
I followed them to a side-street luncheonette, had a burger at the counter while they ate cottage-cheese salads at a table and went on talking. They laughed a lot. There was something diffident about Diana Wood’s laugh, almost embarrassed, as if she didn’t like to draw attention to herself.
After lunch I tailed them window shopping, in and out of a bookstore and three dress shops, and back to their building. They went up, and I took my place in the corner of the lobby. Except for her face and body, Diana Wood seemed like any girl of her type in New York. A little shyer and reserved, maybe.
On the dot of five the elevators began emptying in hordes. Diana Wood appeared. Lawrence Dunlap was with her. Camera in hand, I tailed them out in the crowd. They stopped at the first corner, stood talking. I didn’t think they were discussing me, they smiled too much. I snapped my picture.
A blue Cadillac with New Jersey plates drove up. A garage man slid to the passenger side. Lawrence Dunlap took the wheel of the Cadillac, drove off west. Diana Wood walked on south. By the time I’d tailed her to Fourteenth Street and First Avenue, I realized she was going to walk home. She did-with stops at a butcher and an Italian grocery.
Number 145 St. Marks Place was a renovated tenement-two, three and four room apartments-on a low-income street, fire escapes in front. Mr. and Mrs. Harold W. Wood lived in apartment 4-B. There was a Ukrainian bar across the street, two steps down with a store window. I ordered a bottle of beer-fifty cents here-and watched number 145 through the store window.
At seven o’clock I had a ham sandwich, and at eight-ten Diana Wood came out of 145 with a man in bell-bottom corduroys and a duffel coat like mine. Under the street light at First Avenue, I saw the man clearly. About my height, five-ten, he had a lean body with good shoulders like a welterweight, an ordinary young-looking face, but gray in his long brown hair. Maybe thirty-five or so. His face was intense as he talked to the girl, ruddy and lively. Diana Wood wore slim hip-hugger pants and a jacket, both in black velvet, as if they were going to a party.
Before I could set my Leica for the light, they hailed a taxi, and I lost them. There was nothing to do but go back to the bar and wait. A long wait, and the Poles and Ukrainians in the bar were friendly. By midnight I was Fortunowski again, back with my Polish ancestors, singing songs from Krakow and Kiev. Diana Wood and the man returned at



1 A.M


At 2 A.M. the lights went out in 4-B. I went home. I watched a TV movie for a time, and thought about Diana Wood.
Except for her looks she seemed an ordinary girl. Her job was no more than a glorified secretary, par for women. The intense welterweight had to be Harold Wood, seemed just as ordinary. Two faces in the crowd. Yet people were concerned about her, even alarmed-Mia Morgan, Captain Levi Stern, John Albano, Irving Kezar, and maybe Lawrence Dunlap.
She’d moved around, but six jobs in eight years wasn’t unusual for New York, and nothing connected her to imports, airlines, or Mia Morgan. Nothing connected her to an operator like Kezar. Something was wrong-a mistake, or something hidden, lurking unseen like the bottom of an iceberg.
The next day was Saturday, but I was in the Ukrainian bar by 8 A.M. The Woods came out at noon. I tailed them in a round of grocery shopping for what looked like a party. It was.
Starting at 8 P.M., some fifteen people went up to 4-B. They were casual and shaggy young men and women, all carrying something-bottles, paintings, small sculptures. Music drifted down from 4-B until after 2 A.M. Then the last guests swayed away in the cold night, and 4-B was dark again before three.
I had recognized none of the guests.
The Ukrainian bar didn’t open Sunday morning. I had to watch from a doorway. They came down at one o’clock.
It was sunny but cold. He wore his duffel, she wore an old coat, and they wandered west to Washington Square and went into a coffee shop. I took a distant table, had a capuccino, and saw the first odd actions. He stirred his coffee too much, talked without looking at her. She bit her nails and watched him. Her face was soft, even tender. Once she reached out to hold his arm-gentle, comforting. Then he seemed to revive, grinned, and they finished their coffee and left.
On the street he strode out, pulled her along in the bright cold. They looked in shops, and I got my picture outside a store-front art gallery. Not once did they glance around like people with anything to hide. After some more window shopping, they walked home in the thin late afternoon sun.
They didn’t come out again that night.
On Monday they walked to the subway together. She got off at Twenty-third Street, he stayed on. I followed her to Brown and Dunlap, settled in the lobby.
When she came down for lunch, she was alone. It was my sixth day. I decided to plunge, meet her-the “man on the make” approach. With her face it would have happened before, and it would cover me. Nice girls never suspect a man of more than one role at a time-a wolf couldn’t be a detective, too. When she took her salad to an empty table in the luncheonette, I joined her.
“Can I sit down, Diana?” I sat, smiled. “Dan Connors, I got your name at your office. Look, I don’t usually do this, but I had to meet you. I’ve watched you around here. Mad?”
She was startled, but only for an instant-it had happened before. Annoyed, but she smiled, too. A nervous smile. She was a nice person, soft, and she didn’t want to hurt me.
“I’m sorry, Mr… Connors, but-”
“Make it Dan,” I plunged ahead. “You’re in PR. I admire a career girl. I’m in import, get to travel a lot. The Far East, Africa, South America. Native crafts and stuff.”
I watched for some reaction, a tie-in to Mia Morgan. I got a reaction, but not what I had hoped for. Her eyes glistened, went distant. As if seeing Africa, the Far East.
“I haven’t traveled much, Mr. Connors. Now I really-”
“A girl like you?” I implied she could get a lot with what she had. “I go everywhere, never even time to get married.”
She looked around as if wondering how to get rid of me, but I’d hit a nerve in her, too. I saw it in her large eyes, in the way she shifted her body. A restlessness, a hunger. The way a small-town child used to look at the trains passing. A hunger for what the world had to offer, a restless sense of self.
She ate some lettuce. “We plan to travel soon.”
Maybe because I was a one-dimensional stranger, a man on the make, she showed it now without the complex conflicts we all have. She wanted. With her face, that opened a lot of possibilities. It was there, and then gone, and whatever she wanted wasn’t me.
“I’m married, Mr. Connors,” she said gently. “So I-”
“Sure,” I said. “But that boss of yours, Dunlap, he’s a handsome guy. I’ve seen the way he looks at you, right?”
The shot missed. Worse, it was a mistake. She got up.
“Please stay away from me,” she said, and walked out.
Walking away, she made me feel hollow. I liked her. It made me want to leave her alone. It made me want to know her better, too, maybe help. Besides, I’d been paid for a job.
So after a while I went back to her lobby. Who knew, maybe if I helped her…? I tried to stop thinking.
When I saw her again at five, I sensed a change. There was a look in her eyes, she turned north not south, and stopped in a cleaner’s. She came out with a flat box, walked straight to the subway on Park as if the idea of being followed had never occurred to her. A good sign. We rode uptown to Seventy-seventh Street, and I guessed where she was going. I was right-Le Cerf Agile. I had to be careful now, and got lucky. In the lounge she sat with her back to the bar. I slipped onto a corner stool.
For an hour I nursed my two-dollar beer, and no one came near her. I wondered-a woman with her face alone in a cocktail lounge? Then someone did. I shrank into my collar. It was Irving Kezar. She wasn’t happy to see the short, paunchy man. That didn’t bother Kezar. He touched her arm with his pudgy hand, talked for some twenty minutes, fawning. She said little.
Then the maitre came to her table. She took her box and hurried out without even a nod to Kezar-and without paying her check. Kezar went to the men’s room. I went out to the empty foyer, held the door open a few inches. She was getting into the back seat of a long, black car. I had a glimpse of New Jersey plates as the car drove off.
I went back to my dark corner of the bar, ordered a second two-dollar beer. I felt rotten.
I had seen Diana Wood’s eyes as she got into the car. Excited eyes that had to mean a man, and, from the car, a rich man. A man who paid her checks in Le Cerf Agile. Probably a secret evening dress in the box. Or maybe it wasn’t what it seemed.
Irving Kezar came back to his table, got a telephone, and made a series of calls while I decided whether to question the maitre about the black car or lie low and watch Kezar. The choice was made for me-a small, thin man now joined Irving Kezar.
It was the little, pasty-faced man in the oversized coat who had run out of Mia Morgan’s shop the first day.
So Kezar and Mia Morgan connected, and I wouldn’t question the maitre yet. The little man whispered fiercely to Kezar. They stood up. Kezar got his coat, an elegant herringbone Chesterfield, its velvet collar incongruous against his acne scars.
They walked south to Seventieth Street and went into a large brick apartment house once the best on the shabby block. It even had a service alley at the side, but was dingy now. I staked out across the street as a light snow began to fall. Cold. After fifteen minutes, I went into the lobby. Half the mailboxes had no names on them. A janitor mopped at the floor. He told me, yes, Mr. and Mrs. Kezar had apartment 6-C. Kezar, like most of his kind, spent his money to keep up a front.
I went back across the street. In ten minutes Kezar came out alone, wearing a raincoat now in the snow. The janitor held the lobby door for him. Kezar walked east. I let him reach the corner. I’d taken some ten steps after him when I heard the shots.
Unmistakable-three shots, spaced, a crash of glass, and something heavy hitting the ground in the service alley.
I ran to the alley. The janitor was already there, bent over a crumpled body. I recognized the oversized coat. The body was the bony-faced little man who’d been with Kezar.
The janitor looked up. “It’s Mr. Meyer!”
I ran to the lobby and into a waiting elevator. The door of 6-C was open, the chain broken from the wall. It was a large, seedy apartment of many rooms. I saw blood on a rug, the broken window. It had been open, heavy drapes pushed aside, and only the bottom panes of the raised lower half were smashed.
“What are you doing?” A woman stood in the doorway behind me. She stared around. “Irving?”
A heavy woman, maybe sixty. Gray, with watery eyes and an ugly, worn face. She wore a cheap blue coat.
“Mrs. Kezar?” I said, stepped toward her.
The janitor appeared with two uniformed policemen.
“That’s him! He wanted to know if Mr. Kezar lived here! I told him Six-C!”
Both patrolmen had their guns out, advanced slowly. It was no time to argue.



CHAPTER 4


I sat in the precinct cell telling myself I’d been in jail before. Nothing to worry about, don’t panic. It didn’t help. I paced the cell, every minute like an hour. I sat down again on the iron cot. Pacing is the worst thing you can do.
There are men who love prison, commit crimes for no other real reason than to be sent back to prison. Mostly homosexuals, but that’s not the only reason. Prison is a simple world, its dangers known, its limits narrow-a haven from the vast, indifferent world that frightens them. Sometimes the world frightens me, too, but I’ll take my chances. Walls are no answer.
The row of holding cells was silent, no one inside now but me. I thought about the little man in the too-big overcoat he’d never grow to fill now. Meyer, the janitor had called him. So the little man was known where Irving Kezar lived. Kezar knew Meyer, Meyer knew Mia Morgan, and Mia Morgan and Kezar both knew Diana Wood. Where did that put Diana Wood? In the middle?
I got up to pace. I sat down. Even a few hours in jail and you begin to feel guilty. Of something. I didn’t even have Marty to think about. I thought about Diana Wood. If anyone could make me forget… It was going to be a long night. I was wrong.
Captain Gazzo carried a chair along the corridor, set it outside my cell, sat down, and watched me.
“You know as much as I do,” I said.
Gazzo’s been on the force a long time. He was nice to my mother once, and she was nice to him, so we’re friends. But he’s Homicide, and a good cop, and he knows that anyone can do anything.
“The janitor thinks you went in the side entrance to the stairs, or the back entrance to the cellar. You shot Meyer, came out to be sure, went back to Six-C to look innocent.”
“I didn’t even have a gun,” I said.
“Guns can be ditched.”
“How about a motive?”
“You were tailing Kezar and Meyer for some reason.”
So Irving Kezar had spotted me. I relaxed.
“You had me worried,” I said, “but it’s okay now. Even I’m not dumb enough to kill one of two men I’m tailing.”
“Who knows?” Gazzo said. “Three ways in and out of that building. Maybe you saw something? Clear yourself now.”
“All I saw was Kezar come out before the shots, and Mrs. Kezar come to Six-C after I got up there.”
“You’re sure Kezar came out before the shots?”
I nodded. Gazzo sat back, lit two cigarettes, held one for me to reach out and take. Reflex. He wasn’t afraid of me, but you don’t put your hands into a cell for anything.
“Looks like two killers,” Gazzo said. “Sid Meyer was shot three times. Once up close with a small seven-sixty-five millimeter, twice with a big forty-five-automatic. Slugs still in him, and we found the forty-five on the stairs one floor below. No prints.”
“Dropped in an escape, and no prints? Gloves?”
“Like pros,” Gazzo agreed. “Meyer opened the door, so he knew them. The chain was on, so he was nervous. They kicked in the door, maybe grappled. We found a black thread under one of Meyer’s fingernails. Nothing else. They shot him out that window, probably heard you coming. Ran down the stairs and out.”
“Who was Sid Meyer?”
“A hustler who ran a small trucking company in New Jersey. One fraud conviction, no recent trouble. Irving Kezar’s brother-in-law. Kezar is a lawyer in Manhattan. Not much criminal work. The D.A. doesn’t know him. Do you, Dan?”
I shook my head. “He just turned up in a case.”
“What case?”
There it was. It had to come, and I never lie to the police. I need them too much. But there are exceptions to every rule. I liked Diana Wood. Call me a fool.
“Just a wife tail,” I said.
“Some names, Dan.”
“Captain,” I said. “Look. I’ve got some clean, ordinary people on this case. No real connection to Meyer at all.”
“No, Dan,” Gazzo said. “I judge the connection, not you.”
“I have to judge, too. My license means something.”
“Not much,” Gazzo said.
We faced each other through the bars. There was no way I could win the round unless he let me. He nodded to the turnkey to unlock my cell. He knows his power, he can wait.
He took me to an interrogation room. Irving Kezar and his wife were there. Kezar jumped up, his paunch quivering.
“He told who hired him to kill Sid?”
“Fortune didn’t kill Meyer,” Gazzo said. He sat on a table. “Maybe pros. What was Meyer doing to make enemies, get shot?”
Kezar shook his head. “Who knows? A lot of deals.”
“You were his brother-in-law.”
“Not his partner. We didn’t do business.”
“You’ve both made your statements about tonight?”
Kezar shrugged. “Sid met me at Le Cerf Agile, we came home. Family talk. I had business, Sid waited for Jenny.”
Gazzo turned to the wife. “Mrs. Kezar?”
“Sid never told her anything, Captain,” Kezar said.
Jenny Kezar sat on the edge of a chair like some old refugee waiting rigid for a visa. Her pale eyes were dull, and her face had never been pretty, but close now I saw that she wasn’t as old as I’d thought in the apartment. Nowhere near sixty. Taller than Kezar, her heavy body was shapeless in the cheap blue coat, but her legs were still good, and her hands were clear and smooth. Maybe in her late forties, the hands her last vanity.
“I was at a movie,” she said as if Sid Meyer’s death was somehow her fault. “I met Irving on the avenue, he told me Sid was waitin’. I went up and found him.” She looked at us. “My only brother. Four girls and Sid. He was the baby.”
“Any guesses who killed him, Mrs. Kezar?” Gazzo asked.
“Always in trouble,” Jenny Kezar said. “I told him. I said, your big schemes’ll ruin you. Spoiled, the only boy. My old man was a fur cutter, but Sid was gonna be a scholar. Rabbi, even.”
Her tears began in midsentence. Slow tears on her worn face. She didn’t sob or wring her hands, just let the tears roll in sorrow. And more than sorrow, a misery, as if she cried for more than a dead brother.
“The cow,” Irving Kezar said in disgust. “She’s no use now, Captain. I guess someone Sid screwed just caught up to him.”
“Your apartment,” Gazzo said. “Maybe they thought he was you.”
“Me? I don’t have an enemy in the world, Captain. Do I look scared?” Kezar didn’t look scared. “You say Fortune didn’t kill Sid. But maybe he fingered him. The name of his client might tell you something.”
“It doesn’t,” Gazzo said, covered for me.
Kezar didn’t give up easily. “It might mean more to me.”
“Sign your statements,” Gazzo said. “Then you can go.”
Alone with me, Gazzo’s face said that he hoped the name of my client wouldn’t tell anything about Meyer’s murder. I hoped so, too. His eyes were moody.
“No way Kezar could have doubled back and killed Meyer,” Gazzo said. “No time, and across town when we called him.”
“What about Mrs. Kezar? Anyone see her in the lobby?”
“No, and no one saw her at the movie she was at, or on the avenue, except Kezar. But we tore up the apartment, and there’s no second gun in it. No other gun around the building.”
“Any trace on the gun you found?”
“Not yet.”
I got up. “Can I go home?”
He nodded. I went to the door. Gazzo spoke behind me:
“Dan? Maybe you fingered Meyer without knowing it. Clean, ordinary people don’t hire detectives much. Think about it.”
I nodded as I left. I’d already thought about it.
The light snow still fell as the taxi dropped me at Morgan Crafts. The shop was dark in the night, but there was light above in Mia Morgan’s apartment. As I looked up, I became aware of someone in the shadows of a shop two doors down. Someone hiding.
Or was he? When I looked closer, he was walking toward me. A rolling walk, and a topcoat much too light for snow.
“Still working, Mr. Fortune?” John Albano said.
His dark, vigorous face under the white hair seemed to enjoy the snow. He wore an open shirt this time, and no gloves.
“Calling on Mrs. Morgan?” I asked.
He was a smiling man, sardonic, as if the world amused him.
“A walk,” he said. “I live around the corner. I like the cold. I’ve worked in too many hot places. Jungles and swamps.”
“Africa?” I said. “South America? Southeast Asia?”
“All of those,” Albano said. “You didn’t take my advice.”
“Sorry. You know a Sid Meyer, Mr. Albano?”
“Meyer, more than one. But no Sid.” He looked up at Mia Morgan’s windows. “You’re bringing Mia news?”
“Some,” I said.
His smile was thinner, speculative, as if he expected to see something in my face. Something specific. A definite sign.
“Well,” he said, “be careful, Mr. Fortune.”
He walked away, an old man without fat. I went up to Mia Morgan’s apartment. She was alone. I sat in my coat. She smoked. Her purple lounging pajamas were sleek and thirty, her delicate olive face and long black hair still twenty-two.
“Well,” she said, “you have a report for me?”
“Captain Stern’s pretty violent about you.”
She scowled, petulant. “He doesn’t own me.”
“Who does? Not Mr. Morgan.”
“No one owns me. Did you find the woman?”
“Diana Wood,” I said, and gave my report-what there was. Mia Morgan was listening for more when I’d finished. She wasn’t interested in Harold Wood, Lawrence Dunlap, or Kezar. I hadn’t mentioned Sid Meyer or the black car. I wanted her to ask, reveal herself. She didn’t.
“Go on another week.” She got up, dismissing me.
I got up. “Sid Meyer was murdered tonight.”
She stared. “Someone connected to Diana Wood?”
“Someone who tried to see you the day you hired me.”
She lit another cigarette. “I never heard of any Sid Meyer. If he came to me, I don’t know why, and I never met him.”
I went to her front window, looked down at the avenue. “How about John Albano?” I looked back at her.
“I don’t like that, Mr. Fortune,” she said. “I hired you-”
“Come here.” I turned back to the window.
She looked down, saw what I had-a shadow across the street in the thickening snow. A shadow that smoked. She swore.
She took a breath. “Never mind him. An old woman, he doesn’t matter. Keep after Diana Wood, you understand?”
I got another five hundred, and left. On the avenue the snow was heavy now, and the shadow that smoked was gone.
Jenny Kezar opened the door of 6-C. Her watery eyes were puffed with crying. Irving Kezar wasn’t there. The apartment was a wreck from the police search for the second gun.
“The city’ll pay us,” Jenny Kezar said. “Sure they will.”
“When will your husband be back?”
“Who knows? Maybe a week. He lives other places, too.”
Her voice was bitter, yet almost glad that Kezar lived other places. The world was full of bad marriages.
I went home through the thick, falling snow. Maybe Marty’s marriage would turn bad. Soon. There was always hope.



CHAPTER 5


Something was wrong. A gray dawn. I lay in bed, and my rooms were cold and too silent. The whole city was too silent.
I went to my front windows. The snow had stopped, but cars at the curb were half buried, and up on the avenue there was no traffic. People walked below, thigh-deep in the snow, laughing. All muffled and distant. Heavy snow was the only thing that could silence the city. Clean snow, but it wouldn’t last long.
Over coffee I looked up Irving Kezar in the telephone book. There was an Irving Kezar, Attorney, at an address near City Hall. I wrote it down for later, got into my duffel coat, and went out into the deep snow. It was only seven-thirty, but I knew I would have to walk to St. Marks Place.
People walked out in the middle of the streets as if enjoying a holiday in some friendly village. But by the time I reached the bar across from 145 St. Marks, a hazy sun broke through. I didn’t enter the bar. Harold Wood, wearing his duffel coat, came out of 145 alone. I slipped into the vestibule, rang the Woods’ bell. No answer. I hurried after the husband, caught up to him at the subway.
We rode up to Forty-second Street, went west on Forty-fifth to a building between Fifth and Sixth Avenues. He rode to the fourth floor, I went to five. I walked down. The Engineering Institute, their magazine, Engineering Age, occupied the floor.
The reception desk was empty. I dropped my coat on a chair, walked in as if I belonged. A New York office, no one questioned me. Harold Wood sat in a cubicle marked: Art Director. He was alone-an art director who directed only himself. Small-time.
In the cubicle, he hunched at a drawing table. I watched him make three telephone calls. Before each call he checked to be sure he was alone, then spoke quickly. He sat back, brooding.
A tall, brown-haired girl went into his cubicle. Her thick hair was short and waved, almost matronly, and she wore a demure gray wool dress. She had a round face that was pretty only because she was young-the face of most of us. She carried a container of coffee, gave it to Harold Wood. He smiled at her. His smile was neutral, distracted. Her smile wasn’t neutral.
She went back to a desk with a nameplate on it: Emily Green. She sat watching the art cubicle. What chance did she have against Diana Wood? Yet her interest in Wood was obvious, and she didn’t look like a girl who would let it show without some response. Beauty like Diana Wood’s isn’t always easy to live with.
Harold Wood went to work, and I retrieved my coat. Was Wood just a man brooding over his wife, or was there more on his mind?

At Brown and Dunlap, the desk where Diana Wood worked was clean. She hadn’t come to work. Neither had Lawrence Dunlap, his private door open, his mail untouched on his desk.
The snow clouds were blowing away against the tower of the gray building near City Hall. An old building, full of lawyers. On the tenth floor, Irving Kezar’s office was businesslike, with a businesslike secretary. Mr. Kezar was at his athletic club.
A block away, the club had pool, steam, sauna and massage in the basement; gym, handball, and squash on the second floor. The first floor had a restaurant, bar and lobby where I waited while they paged Irving Kezar-and a series of small card-and-conference rooms, the important rooms.
It was no university club, the men in it weren’t Ivy League. They weren’t executives or blue-chip stockholders. Middlemen. The lawyers, jobbers, sidewalk brokers and hustlers. Always in a hurry-the deal could slip away in an hour-they hustled in and out of the small rooms, dealing. Two poker games were going on, grim and not polite. A club where the sweat wasn’t all in the gym or sauna.
A page took me to the game room. Irving Kezar played ping-pong. He played very well, moving to the flashing ball despite his short legs and paunch. He won, collected the stakes.
“We had a Y club over in Brooklyn,” Kezar said as he sat down, mopped his acned face. “Keep the slum kids out of trouble. I got really good, hustled all my pocket money from suckers before I was fourteen.” He lit a cigar. “Ready to sell your client?”
“You don’t seem broken up about Sid Meyer,” I said.
“I should sit in temple, beat my prayer shawl?” But his beard-shadowed face wasn’t as hard as his words. “Sid was okay, we got along. Sometimes we were family, but he was a loser.”
Sad and uneasy under his shell. Maybe it was death. In the end, we were all losers. Even him.
“There was some reason, Kezar. What?”
He chewed his cigar. “If I knew who your client was?”
“A trade?”
“I got nothing to trade. I’ll buy, though, right?”
“Did Sid Meyer know Diana Wood?”
“You think she’s part of Sid’s killing?”
“What do you think?”
“Hell, all I know is I see her around Le Cerf Agile.”
“Who’s the man in the black car?”
“I’ve been wondering. You see him, Fortune?”
Smooth, he answered everything with another question.
“Lawrence Dunlap, maybe?” I said.
“Her boss? You think that’s it?” He appeared to think.
“You do any importing?” I asked. “Some ties with Israel?”
“Me? I’m an American. One hundred percent. You think Sid was maybe killed by Arabs?” He didn’t smile.
“Diana Wood had a box when she got in that black car,” I said. “A Captain Levi Stern tried to break my arm. He’s El Al, a pilot, and maybe something else. Sid Meyer tried to meet a friend of Stern’s who runs a shop that imports native crafts from all over Africa and the Far East. A woman-Mia Morgan.”
Kezar chewed his cigar, watched me.
“Maybe a smuggling setup?” I said. “Mia Morgan deals in Turkey, Asia. Drugs? Heroin?”
Kezar smoked. “Mia Morgan, you say? Heroin? Well, maybe there’s a connection.” He laughed. “Get it? A connection?”
He laughed harder. With the ping-pong games going on behind him, he laughed at me. A real laugh, tears in his eyes. Something very funny. A joke at my expense.
“Should I tell Captain Gazzo to check Sid Meyer out for a drug angle?” I said.
He went on laughing for a time, shook his head. His eyes no longer laughed with his mouth. Contemptuous eyes.
“You and Gazzo,” he said. “I saw. Looks to me like you’re the Captain’s pet. That’s good to know, I’ll file that. But don’t count on Gazzo, Fortune.”
Another warning?
“Why?” I said.
“You don’t know nothing.”
Shaking his head, he got up and walked out. I started after him, and stopped. In the lobby someone else got up and seemed to follow Kezar out of the club. A medium-sized young man in a neat brown suit and hat. I could be wrong, and the man looked like any young lawyer or accountant. But was there a faint bulge under his left arm?
After lunch, Diana Wood’s desk was still untouched. I complained that I’d had an appointment. The receptionist was sorry, Mrs. Wood had called in sick, and, no, Mr. Dunlap never came in on Tuesdays. On my way out I bumped a man coming in. He grabbed for my left arm, nearly fell when there wasn’t any left arm to grab. I caught him. It was Harold Wood, duffel coat and all.
“Sorry,” he said. He blinked at my empty sleeve, went on in.
I went down to the lobby. My watch read only 2 P.M. Too early for Wood to be off work. A late lunch hour? I got my answer soon. Harold Wood came down, looked around, then went out and across the street. He stood there among the passing people in the snow and cold for the next three hours.
Diana Wood didn’t show. At five-fifteen, Harold Wood walked south. I wasn’t far behind. The traffic was back to normal, the clean snow already slush out in the streets, but we walked the same route down to St. Marks Place. He went up, I went to the Ukrainian bar. I had a beer. The lights in 4-B didn’t go on. I drank, watched and waited. The apartment in 145 remained dark. A back way out? Spotted my tailing, and slipped away?
I crossed the street. The inside vestibule door was open. I stepped lightly up the bare tile stairs to 4-B. There was no sound inside the apartment, but there was behind me. Harold Wood had spotted me tailing all right, but he hadn’t slipped away. He stood and stared at my missing arm. It made me easy to remember.
“Who are you?” His voice was soft, but not weak. A direct voice not used to suspicion. More puzzled than wary. I was caught. It was as good a time as any to talk to him.
“Why don’t we talk inside?” I said.
He had serious eyes without much humor. The kind of eyes you see on kids who are going to write the great American novel not for fame or reward but for truth, for us all. Intense.
“Okay,” he said, unlocked his door.
We went into a kitchen. A cheap apartment, but not bohemian. Middle-class-a box partitioned into four boxes: kitchen, living room, two bedrooms. The living room and one bedroom were in front over the street, the second bedroom was an artist’s studio. In the studio he dropped his duffel coat on a cot. There were two easels, racks of canvases, and two battered tables piled with tubes of paint, rags, palettes, knives and cans.
“A commercial artist who paints,” I said. “The old story.”
“A painter who does commercial art,” he said. “An older story. Who the hell are you, mister?”
“Dan Fortune. You know where your wife is, Mr. Wood?”
“Fortune?” His voice and eyes were a question, as if he’d expected someone, but I wasn’t what he had expected. He lit a cigarette. “I know where my wife is. Why?”
“You’re sure?”
“You’re some kind of pervert? Following me? My wife-”
“I’m a private detective.” I showed him my license.
“Detective?” Alarmed or confused, which? “What for?”
“I was hired to investigate your wife.”
“Diana? You’re crazy! Who hired you to investigate Diana?”
“A girl named Mia Morgan.”
His blank stare was real. “I never heard of any Mia Morgan!”
“Levi Stern? An El Al pilot?”
“No!”
“Sid Meyer?” I slipped Meyer in with the same tone of voice.
“No!”
“Irving Kezar?”
His denials had been quick, sure. Now he hesitated. It made his denials seem more honest. He frowned.
“Kezar? I don’t know, maybe. Just a name I’ve maybe heard.”
“Lawrence Dunlap?”
“Sure, he’s Diana’s boss. She’s at a meeting in Philly with him now. Business.”
It was possible. The big, black car had had New Jersey plates the same as Dunlap’s Cadillac. But pick-up at Le Cerf Agile?
“You’re sure of where she is, Wood?”
“Of course I’m sure!”
“Then why were you watching her office building?”
“I wasn’t watching, just waiting in case she got back today.”
“At two P.M.? And why not wait upstairs?”
“I don’t like to hang around,” he said, but he wasn’t used to evading. I saw it on his face. He put out his cigarette. “Look, Diana’s pretty, Dunlap uses her for decoration at his meetings. It happens. Diana’s not tough, men make passes. So I meet her.”
“You trust her, but-?”
He lit another cigarette, picked up a paintbrush, stepped to an unfinished painting on one easel. It was an abstract with a lot of black like Kline or De Kooning. Strong, yet without a center as if he were still working for individuality.
“You’ve been a painter long?” I asked.
“Since Korea.” He went on studying his canvas. “It takes time. I’ve had a lot of jobs.”
“Korea?” Older than he looked, forty. “There long?”
“A year at the end. The hard part.”
“All your jobs in commercial art?”
“Only the last. It’s not good for a painter.”
“Where did you work? Importing? Airlines?”
For the first time he became really wary. He put down his brush. “Odd jobs, mostly. Small-time.”
“Is your wife involved in anything illegal, Wood? If she is, you better tell me. She could be mixed up in a murder.”
He stared at me. “You get out of here!”
He picked up a palette knife. Not much of a weapon, but he had two arms and a wild look, and he wasn’t going to tell me any more tonight. I got out of there.
Did Wood know something, or suspect something? Or just afraid of something? I’d only met each of the Woods once, but as I walked out into the dark street where the slush had begun to freeze, I recognized the seeds of conflict. A not-so-young man trying to be a pure artist, and a woman-turned-thirty who wanted what the world had to offer. The marriage could be a heavy load on both of them, each might grab at any short cut to what they needed-separately or together. With her looks…
There were people on the early night street, but that didn’t bother the two men who stepped from the narrow alley between two tenements. One took my arm, the other had a long gun. They walked me back to a fence in the dark alley. People passed out on the street, but the two men acted as if we were alone, remote. We were. The two men looked behind them.
A third man stood near the mouth of the alley. Short, he was dapper in a tight black overcoat, pale gray hat, and yellow gloves. I didn’t recognize him, it was too far to see his face, but I saw the gloves. He moved his right hand, a flick, like a man bidding at an auction. The one without the gun hit me in the stomach. I sat down. A silent yellow glove pointed at me from the distance. The one with the gun aimed it at my head. Yellow-gloves flicked another finger.
The gunman swung his gun, shot out a light fifty feet away above a rear door. A good shot, the sound of the silenced gun no more than a sharp spit. The gun pointed back at my head. All in silence, the crowded city passing on the street unaware. The dapper man snapped his fingers. The two gunmen turned, and all three walked out of the alley. Yellow-gloves looked back at me, nodded once, and was gone.
A clear message-stop. Whatever I was doing-stop.



CHAPTER 6


My belly sore, I came out of that alley as cold as I’d ever been. Stop. Sure, but stop what? Asking about Sid Meyer, or something else? Until I knew, I could stop and still make some fatal mistake-walk on the wrong street, talk to the wrong person. Now I had to know what Mia Morgan really wanted.
I took a taxi up to Morgan Crafts. The shop was open, but the apartment above it was dark. In the shop, the same middle-aged lady clerk greeted me. She didn’t know where Mrs. Morgan could be. Captain Levi Stern had called from Kennedy International asking for her, too. I got another taxi.
Across Queens the snow still lay deep and white off the parkway, the lighted windows of the houses sparkling in endless rows. The farther we drove from Manhattan, the cleaner the snow became, and the vast, busy complex of Kennedy glowed bright in the night like some enormous Christmas tree.
At the El Al desk they directed me to the crew lounge. Stern wasn’t there. An older pilot thought Stern was in the hangar. He gave me a pass, told me the way. There are still some innocent people in the world.
The hangar was dark, only, workbench lamps casting small pools of light. I stepped carefully among the giant jets, and saw Stern under a bench lamp. He had a suitcase, and looked at his watch. A very tall, thin specter like some silent hawk. When he heard me, his gaunt-ugly face looked up as if he expected someone. The deep-set blue eyes had not expected me.
“Waiting for someone?” I asked. “Mrs. Morgan?”
“She comes sometimes to meet me,” he said.
“You let her go around alone? All the men after her?”
“For that I am sorry.” His thin mouth was apologetic. “Mia was difficult, evasive, would tell me nothing about you. I have a temper, sometimes I lose control. I apologize, yes?”
As calm now as he had been violent earlier. A hair trigger inside. Too much pain in Germany, struggle in Israel.
I leaned on the bench. “She didn’t say why she hired me?”
“Only that it was a private matter.”
“If it was business, she’d have told you? Partners?”
“Partners?” He shook his head. “Sometimes I bring her some small craft object, but I have little interest in such merchandise. A pastime for bored nations.”
“Maybe you’re interested in other merchandise?”
When I said it, I sensed the dark hangar all around me. He only frowned, implying that he didn’t follow my reasoning.
“You’re a pilot, Mrs. Morgan travels,” I said. “Turkey, the Far East. She’s young to own a shop. There’s a lot of money in-”
“Drugs! You suggest that I-!”
That trigger tripped inside him. I saw the tattooed numbers on his arm as he reached toward me. This time I was ready. I grabbed a long steel rod from the workbench. His eyes flickered at the rod. He stopped, took a breath.
“You think I would deal in such filth? We, in Israel? After such pain to survive? All we have endured?”
“Mia Morgan’s not an Israeli.”
“She would never touch such dirt! That I know!”
“You’re sure? How?”
“I know, that is all!”
His words denied, but his voice shook, and his eyes darted for an opening to attack. Habit? Or was I a real threat, and how long could I hold him in check?
“What’s Diana Wood to you, Stern?” I said.
“Who?” He blinked, shook his head, refused to be distracted. Denying that he knew any Diana Wood, or cared to know about her.
I backed away slowly.
“Okay,” I said, “give Mrs. Morgan a message. Tell her, I was warned off by men with guns and muscles. Tell her I want to know exactly why she hired me, or I’m going to walk away.”
Stern was a man trained in danger, and he knew how to hide his reactions. He showed little now, but there was a change. His eyes stopped moving, and his hands dropped to his sides.
“Men?” he said.
“Three men. One with yellow gloves. Tell her to call me.”
I backed some more, but he remained unmoving at the bench. I turned and walked out. I tried hard not to run until I was outside. Then I ran. Fifty yards to the next hangar, and looked back. He wasn’t after me. I settled to watch. One way or another, for some reason, I’d shaken Stern.
He came out of the hangar, paced in the dark and cold for almost an hour. Then a pale orange sports car drove up. Stern got in-with his suitcase. The car sat there, as if Stern and the driver were talking, before it ground gears and screeched away toward the roadway and New York.
It took me half an hour to get a taxi, and when I finally reached the city, I went to my office. I sat waiting for the call that didn’t come. I lay down on my couch, watched the phone.
Sun filtered down my air shaft when I jerked awake. The phone stood silent. I felt rotten. I need my waiting coffee, and there was no coffee in the cold office, so I had a cigarette.
I didn’t want to go out until Mia Morgan called. I didn’t want to walk the streets wondering what I’d been warned to stop. But I had to have coffee. So I got up, stiff in every bone, and the telephone rang. I grabbed it.
“You want to talk to me?” Mia Morgan’s voice said.
“I want to know why you’re after Diana Wood.”
“I’m not,” she said. “You can stop.”
“No,” I said. “Why was I warned? What did Sid Meyer-?”
“You’ve been paid.” She hung up.
I should have been angry, the determined detective. I was relieved. I liked Diana Wood. The police could solve Sid Meyer’s murder. I was fired. I hoped that yellow-gloves got the word.
I went down among the people on the sunny street. Even the slush looked good. But everyone seemed to be watching me, and I saw movement in hidden doorways. My nerves were jumping.
I had two eggs with my coffee, and began to feel peaceful. I had most of Mia Morgan’s thousand, maybe I’d take a vacation-after I told Gazzo about yellow-gloves. I left the diner, and my peace took a dive. Someone in a gray herringbone tweed coat jumped into a store when I appeared. Or was it just my nerves?
I walked past my office and on toward the river. There were too many people to be sure he was following me. If he was, he was only one. I walked to a pier, and out to the end. I looked at the black river with its ice floes, and across to the walls of New Jersey. I sensed him behind me, turned.
The gray herringbone coat had fooled me. Hands in his pockets, he walked toward me, and I recognized the boyish face: Harold Wood. At the end of the pier, he looked down at the river.
“Have you seen her?” he said. “Diana, I mean?”
“No,” I said.
“She hasn’t come home. Can I hire you?”
“To do what?”
“I lied to you last night. I’m not sure where she is, or what she’s doing.”
“She’s not in Philadelphia on business with Dunlap?”
“Maybe she is.” He sat on a low piling. “Dunlap likes his PR assistant with him, but we both know she’s decoration. We laugh about it. She’s done it before-meetings, parties, dinners. Tuesday and yesterday she called me from Philly, the conference was still going. She said she was in Philly, anyway. Maybe she is with Dunlap, and maybe it is just business.”
“But you don’t think so?”
“I guess I’ve known something was wrong for months.” His voice was miserable. “I’ve never done this before. Suspicious, a detective. I guess you see it happen all the time.”
Miserable over her, Diana, and over me. Sure he was right, and miserable over what she was doing to him. Sure he was wrong, and miserable for suspecting her.
“All the time,” I said, cynical. I softened it. “But I get all the bad side.”
“It must be discouraging for you.”
What do you say to that? In my trade you get used to the bums and shysters, the cheats and hustlers, the greedy and the cruel. But I never get used to the nice ones. They try to smile, and look around as if wondering what they’re doing talking to me. It can’t be happening, some mistake.
“I can pay, I think,” he said. “I just have to know.”
If Mia Morgan hadn’t fired me, I could have said I had a client. But maybe it was better for him to know. Knowledge is supposed to make you free. Sometimes I think it only makes you know that no one is free, part of a capricious, arbitrary world. Victims of the way the ball bounces, no one’s fault, like Marty and me. Then, maybe to know that, accept it, is freedom.
“I get twenty-five a day,” I said. So much for cynicism.
He nodded, not even aware of the cut rate. “It’s not so much her. I won’t stand in her way. It’s me, sort of my dream. My woman, you know? In Korea, behind the lines and scared of anything that even moved, I used to keep going by imagining coming home to a woman like Diana, built a whole life on that. I didn’t find her so easy. Most women use you, just like the big shots do.”
He threw a nail into the river. “God, I sound bitter.”
He did, and maybe I didn’t blame him. But he didn’t want comment, he just wanted to talk it out. I let him.
“After Korea I couldn’t settle down, get back on the track. A lot of years.” His eyes wondered where all those years since Korea had gone. “We got married six years ago. Maybe we shouldn’t have. Before I met her, all I wanted was to paint, add to the world. Then I wanted her more, I guess. We were good at first, but I’m not the kind who can make money, make the world move.”
“Not many can, Hal,” I said. “It takes a special talent. Practical. Know what people are like, and how to use them.”
He watched a barge on the river. “She tried to teach one year, in night school. I tried to help, run the apartment, but night teaching took so much time she shut me out and I couldn’t take it. She quit, but it was never the same after that. We live my way, I guess, going nowhere. No money. Damn my painting!”
It was her voice-Damn your painting! He beat himself with it. We make our own pain. He didn’t want to think about what she was doing, but he did. He imagined the man, or worse.
“Maybe she needs help, Mr. Fortune,” he said. “I mean, you said… murder. I can’t make money, and maybe she’s mixed-”
“I’m Dan,” I said. “Has she said anything suspicious?”
“No, but… She’s been nervous, maybe scared. I’ve watched her talk to men at Dunlap’s parties. Men I don’t like. Guys like that Kezar you talked about. Big deals, fast talkers.”
“You go to Dunlap’s affairs with her?”
“He invites me. The husband, make it look good. I stand in the corner, let her enjoy herself.” The bitterness again. “I’d go on following her myself, but I’m not good at it. I wouldn’t want her to see me. That’d hurt her.”
“Yeh,” I said. “Hal, do you work on anything important?”
“A lot of Government research reports. Engineering stuff.”
I nodded. “Okay, you go to work. I’ll see what I find.”
Some people never learn. There are things you have to do. Maybe that’s freedom-knowing what you have to do. He was bitter, but he was worried, too. If Diana Wood was involved in anything, he was going to be hurt, too. The helpless bystander.
“Maybe there’s nothing to find,” he said. “Call me, okay?”
He was a dreamer. Jealous but guilty, worried but hopeful. Unless he was conning me, had his own scheme. In my work you trust no one all the way. If you want to survive. It doesn’t make me feel good.



CHAPTER 7


I caught Lawrence Dunlap on his way out to lunch. Diana Wood’s desk was still untouched. Dunlap was with a tall, slender woman in her late twenties. She wore little make-up, had short and very neat brown hair, and her shoes were “sensible.” Her gray suit and coat were beautiful material, but a shade frumpy. A refined girl. With my slept-in shirt, duffel coat, and missing arm, I must have looked like something from Mars. She stared at me.
“I lost it in Montego Bay,” I said. “Sharks, you know.”
She flushed, but took it. I’d caught her staring, being vulgar, and she accepted her own standards. Not bad. What we used to call “breeding,” the real thing. Mainline and bankers.
Dunlap held her arm. “What do you want, Mr.-?”
“Fortune, Dan, detective,” I said. “Remember? I need some more information on that employee of yours.”
Dunlap’s Yale Club face was confused behind his glasses. He looked at the woman, and then he laughed.
“You mean Diana Wood? You can say her name in front of my wife, Mr. Fortune. All right, come inside for a moment.”
In his private office he sat in his desk chair, trim and casual, and grinned at me. His wife sat on a couch. I stood.
“You flatter me,” he said, smiled at his wife. “He thinks Diana and I are an item, Harriet. Jealous?”
“He is flattering you, dear,” Harriet Dunlap said.
She laughed, too. A bantering laugh, playful. They were a couple, passion under her polished surface. It was there in the way she looked at him, in her voice, and he returned the feeling. Trouble can be hidden, especially by well-brought-up patricians, but not real happiness. A happy couple. The only incongruous touch was his eyes. They didn’t quite fit the rest of his face, lines of strain around them. Maybe he worked too hard.
“You and Diana Wood were in Philadelphia the last three days?”
“So?” he said, nodded. “Yes, we were, a business conference.”
“You’re sure?” I said.
He studied me. “You’re no reference-checker, are you? Who is it? Harold Wood? He hired you?”
“Yes,” I said. It was true now. “But not just him. The police, too, Mr. Dunlap. You better tell me the truth.”
He hesitated, glanced at his wife. She smiled, shrugged. It was his decision. He thought for a time.
“If Wood tries to use it against Diana, I’ll deny I said it, but, no, Diana wasn’t with me. I don’t know where she was. I do know she would do nothing to concern the police.”
“You cover for her? Give her time off to play?”
“She had days coming. Look, Mr. Fortune, I like Diana, I don’t really know the husband. Diana’s a nice girl. What she does is her affair. I help as a friend. She’s helped me.”
“Hostess at parties? Nice to visiting clients?”
“It’s the way we have to do business sometimes.”
Harriet Dunlap said, “Rules of the game, Mr. Fortune.”
“Really?” I said to her. “Not nice for the mainline.”
“My family has been in the country three hundred years,” she said. “We didn’t survive without getting in the dirt to compete.”
“Look,” Dunlap said again, “it’s none of my business, but Wood almost asked for it. He seems to be a narrow man, surly, with no ambition to get ahead. At parties he stands in the corner, glowers at Diana when she’s just trying to have fun, and leaves her alone. So she met a man.” A shrug.
“What man?”
“I don’t know, I don’t want to know. I think Diana outgrew Wood, found out that she could have more, do better. I’m afraid she’s too much for Wood. He acts as if he never heard that a man could make money, from art or anything else. The things money can buy are beneath him, mundane. A pure young man.”
I said, “What do you think he should do?”
“I think he should let her go.”
There was a tone in his voice. Heavy, like… what? A kind of knowledge? He knew more than Harold Wood? About Diana?
“You know an Irving Kezar?” I asked.
“Kezar? Vaguely. A lawyer, I believe. Represents a client of ours sometimes. It’s getting late, Mr. Fortune. We must-”
“Sid Meyer?”
He got up. “No, sorry. Harriet?”
The wife stood. She smoothed her skirt, busy. To avoid looking at Dunlap and me? Sid Meyer meant something to her?
I said, “How about a dapper type, wears a black overcoat, gray hat, yellow gloves?”
“Good God!” Harriet Dunlap said. “Yellow gloves?”
“I don’t know him,” Dunlap said. “We’re hungry, Mr. Fortune. Remember, short of the police, I’ll say Diana was with me.”
“I’ll remember,” I said. “Just when do you think she might be coming back from Philadelphia?”
“Perhaps today,” Dunlap said, and ushered me out.
The winter afternoon sun didn’t penetrate into Captain Gazzo’s dim Centre Street office. He says it’s always 3 A.M. in his work, and he works behind drawn shades.
“The gun on Kezar’s stairs traced to a warehouse robbery ten years ago, unregistered since. End of that,” Gazzo said. “Sid Meyer hadn’t been picked up even for questioning in three years-here or in Jersey. The Newark cops-that’s where his trucking company is-watched him, but he was clean as far as they know. Their informers say Meyer had been dickering for some new trucks lately, but the pigeons don’t have a whisper of why. All they can offer is that Meyer had been running around a lot, was nervous, seemed to have something going.”
“He had reason to be nervous,” I said.
“I wish we had the reason,” Gazzo said. “Irving Kezar’s a funny bird. I found he’s been picked up a lot of times, mostly on business ethics cases, frauds, stock manipulations, yet no one remembers him. The little man who wasn’t there, part of the scenery like the mailman. For all the pick-ups, he’s never even been booked, not once-no evidence, the innocent middleman.”
“Some power somewhere, Captain? Protection?”
“It doesn’t show, but when you put it all together, it looks like the pattern. Only if there’s power, it’s not Kezar himself. He’s had that cheapo apartment for twenty years, the records in his office are about as interesting as a bird-watcher’s diary, and just as clean. Almost never has a direct client, works for other lawyers, bigger firms. A plodding attorney, with a plodding income. Only he’s got a second apartment midtown, and I smell a second set of records somewhere. I smell money somewhere, too.”
“You can’t dig deeper?”
“Not without a clue, a lot of work, and a court order. For that I need some reasonable suspicion to show a judge,” Gazzo said. “Dan, I’ve got to have some names. Leave out the bios for now, but give me the names. Okay?”
It was more of a break than I deserved, or than he would have given anyone else. He liked my mother, and he’s human.
“Okay,” I said. “Try Mrs. Mia Morgan.”
He ran the name through his mental data-bank of thirty years of crime and criminals. He scowled. “Morgan? It doesn’t connect to Sid Meyer, but I’d swear I know it. Morgan… but, something else, too.” He shook his head, amazed. A blank, yet…?
“Levi Stern?”
A shrug. Stern in New York was as useful as Jones in Wales. The shrug also said Sid Meyer had no Levi Stern in his history.
“Lawrence Dunlap.”
The data-bank clicked out a card. “Blue-chip broker, from out west, but Harvard Business School. Financial whiz-kid once. Married into Pennsylvania blue blood-bankers, public service. Local Jersey politics, community boards, trustee, all that. How does he fit with Sid Meyer and your wife-tail?”
“I’m not sure he does. I told you.”
“I haven’t turned him up,” Gazzo admitted. “Who else?”
“John Albano.”
“Albano?” Gazzo sat alert. “You’re sure it’s John? I know a lot of Albanos, best and worst. Youngish? Say, thirty-five?”
“No, say seventy but looks younger. White hair, short with shoulders, worked abroad a lot he says. Lives East Side.”
Gazzo sighed, shook his head wearily. I named the Woods last, uneasy. I watched him, and felt better. He showed no reaction. Diana and Harold Wood didn’t tie in with Sid Meyer, not yet anyway. I gave him a description of yellow-gloves, and of my adventure in the St. Marks Place alley. His eyes snapped.
“Hoods, Dan? Pros, like Sid Meyer’s killers?”
“Sure,” I said, “but what hoods, and why?”
In the dim office I sensed that all at once he had some kind of answer to that question. Or, at least, he had a more direct question to ask. He got up like a man with work to do. Work that didn’t include me.
“Keep in touch, Dan,” he said.
By midafternoon I was back in the lobby of Diana Wood’s building. I waited, and wondered what Gazzo had heard in what I’d told him? I wondered if Sid Meyer’s murder had anything to do with Diana Wood? I wondered about Diana Wood.
I felt sad for Hal Wood. I felt very bad for Wood-and I felt excited. She had two men, why not three? Hal Wood had lost her, and maybe she and I…? I wonder if we’ll ever change, most men? Or maybe it was only me? I waited, feeling dirty but still excited, and a little after 4 P.M. I saw her.
She got out of the big, black car in front of the building, still carrying the flat box. A man came into the lobby with her. They stood in front of the elevators for a moment. She had a look in her eyes few men ever see-big, soft, happy. Then she went up. The man glanced around the lobby once before he went out to his car, got in the back, and the car drove off.
I knew what was familiar about the back of the man in Mia Morgan’s snapshot. I knew the answers to a lot of my questions. I’d seen the man.
I only hoped he hadn’t seen me!



CHAPTER 8


I stopped in the first bar. My hand shook. I slopped the Irish. I swore. Because I couldn’t steady the glass with two hands. Because I’d seen the man-homburg, silk scarf, dark blue suit, dark blue coat, hundred-dollar shoes and all.
Andy Pappas.
I’ve known Pappas all my life. We’re the same age. We grew up together, he knows how I lost my arm. But we don’t move in the same circles, and that’s why his back in the snapshot had been only familiar. I don’t see him much these days. Nobody does.
For the record, Andy Pappas runs a big stevedoring company on the docks. Off the record, he runs something else. Some people say he runs everything else, legal and illegal, in Manhattan and other places, but it’s hard to be sure. What is sure is his true occupation-extortion. Legal or illegal, the base of his business was the same-threat and terror. Fear. A racketeer. Mafia.
I had another Irish. Had Andy seen me? I watched the door, but no one came in. After a third drink I got up the nerve to walk out. (Not as brave as it looked. I’m a privileged character with Andy, a sort of sacred madman, but I’d been tailing a woman of his, and I never knew when the privilege would stop.) No one was outside. In the darkening afternoon I walked across town toward my office.
No wonder I’d been warned, “advised,” and offered money for my client’s name. The name of someone who would hire me to tail Pappas would be worth gold. Who the hell was Mia Morgan? A jealous girl? Andy liked them young. And Sid Meyer? Maybe Gazzo could tell me. I was ready to tell him now. All I knew. But not quite yet. Andy had seen me.
The little man leaned on my office door. About five-feet-two, stocky, with a flat nose, eyes hidden in scar tissue, and an easygoing smile. Relaxed, no weapon in sight. Max Bagnio, Pappas’s number-one aide since Jake Roth was buried unclaimed some years ago in Duluth. I could have run. But Little Max had a weapon somewhere, of course, and he’d find me sooner or later.
“Mr. Pappas wants to buy you some dinner,” Max said.
I said that sounded nice. Little Max grinned, but stayed behind me all the way down to the black car. We rode downtown. I wasn’t too scared. Andy wouldn’t have sent his top soldier in the open unless he wanted to ask some questions-first, anyway. I hoped I could figure out the right answers. Okay, I was scared.
The restaurant was near Washington Square: The Lido. Bagnio walked me in. It was quiet, with small tables and dim light. Bagnio took me to an open alcove at the rear. There were four tables in the alcove. In the main room the patrons ignored us.
Andy was alone at the rear table in the alcove. Two men sat alert at the table near the entrance-soldiers. A short man and a woman ate at the table to Pappas’s right. The man didn’t look up from his dinner. A pair of yellow gloves lay on his table.
“Hello, Danny,” Andy said. “Fetuccini to start, okay?”
I sat down, watched only Andy.
Because Mia Morgan and Captain Levi Stern were at the table to Andy’s left! Max Bagnio joined the girl and Stern.
“I don’t eat with you, Andy,” I said.
The sacred madman, privileged. An old story with Andy and me. He smiled, his eyes cold. They were dead eyes, and it wasn’t brave to defy Andy, but I always had to. I was as afraid of him as anyone else, and any second I might push him too far, but I couldn’t back off. Maybe because he called me his friend, and I had to prove to the world that I wasn’t his friend. (In Chelsea no one will ever understand that. A man who Andy calls his friend should be on top of the world. No one believes my denials, so I get status.)
“Still no old times’ sake, Danny?” Andy said.
Andy had a warm voice, low and even, and he spoke well for a boy who barely got out of a poor high school. I knew that he always had that voice, it fools people. What I didn’t know for sure is why he let me talk to him as I did. Maybe he had to prove that I was his friend-not based on power or fear.
“Still in the same work, Andy?” I said.
He sighed, he didn’t really care about me. He nodded toward Mia Morgan. I’d tried not to look at her since I came in.
“You ever meet my daughter Mia, Dan?” Andy said.
Sometimes an answer is so unexpected, so impossibly simple, that you feel you’ve fallen on your face. The whole dark, devious, complicated maze faded into no more than a private squabble, family! Daddy was cheating. Get a picture and details, accuse him, make him be a good boy! Only Daddy was Andy Pappas, motives could be mistaken even from a daughter, so I fought to show no reaction, to not laugh. And I made a mistake.
“No,” I said. “Dan Fortune, Mrs. Morgan.”
The moment I said it, I heard what I’d done. If I didn’t know her, how did I know her married name? I tried to cover.
“What do you want, Andy?” I said harshly. “I’m busy.”
I watched him. His face hardened. Who told Andy Pappas that he was busy? A flash of his terror. Maybe he hadn’t heard my slip. I hoped Little Max Bagnio hadn’t heard it, either. It was hard to tell, and now Andy got to the point.
“Why are you tailing me, Dan? Who for?”
“I’m not tailing you,” I said. The longer I could make him question me, the less chance he’d think about my slip and guess that Mia Morgan had hired me.
Andy shook his head, irritated. He’d seen me in that lobby, and he knew more than that.
“Le Cerf Agile is one of my places. I got word you were asking about… a friend of mine, and about Mia, too.”
He wouldn’t name Diana Wood, so I knew he didn’t want his daughter to know. I knew that the language I’d heard spoken in Le Cerf Agile’s bar had been Sicilian-dialect Italian, and I also knew that my slip about Mia Morgan had been even worse. Andy had heard I’d been asking about Mia-and I’d told him I didn’t know her. I had to keep him busy talking.
He made a gesture toward yellow-gloves. “Charley there warned you, only I didn’t know then you were tailing me.”
“So Irving Kezar works for you?”
“No, but he passes information, right?”
“Sid Meyer, too?”
The tension in the alcove was like an electric shock. Max Bagnio and the two soldiers in front stared at me. Mia Morgan was pale. Yellow-gloves Charley stopped eating his dessert. Levi Stern watched. Andy’s voice was low, rigid:
“You wouldn’t mix in my business, Dan, would you?”
“What was Sid Meyer?”
“No one I knew, Dan.”
“Someone knew him,” I said. “Two of them, pros. Kicked in the door, shot him nice and careful. No one saw them in or out. They dropped one gun, but it couldn’t be traced. Efficient.”
Charley yellow-gloves looked at Pappas. “Andy-?”
“You’re sure it happened like that, Dan?” Andy said.
“You’re telling me you didn’t know?”
Andy thought for perhaps a minute while everyone waited. Then he nodded to Charley. The short man got his hat, coat and woman, and went out. The two soldiers went with him. Maybe Andy hadn’t known about Sid Meyer. Some other professionals?
He’s an executive, Pappas. The problem of Sid Meyer was being handled. He forgot it, returned to his other problem.
“Who hired you to tail me, Dan?”
“I wasn’t tailing you,” I said. “I was tailing the girl.”
He stared at me. Little Max laughed, derisive. Mia Morgan didn’t laugh. Her face was blank, but I knew she was scared. Was I about to tell Pappas that she’d hired me to stumble around in his business? She wasn’t going to find out.
“Mia, call me later,” Andy said. “Go get a drink, Max.”
They left. Alone now, Andy leaned forward.
“Diana?” he said. “You think I’ll-?”
“Think about who Kezar said I asked for, what I did.”
Andy thought. Then he nodded, and I watched a strange reaction. Strange for Pappas. His face was serious, almost sad.
“The husband, Dan?”
“Did you expect him to cheer, do nothing?”
His face was that of a man, not a hood. Even sympathetic.
“Yeh, I guess not. She’s some kind of woman, Dan. Real, solid, soft, the best. I wouldn’t give her up, I guess no guy would. Not easy. She’s what you wait for, do things for.”
“You’re not doing her any favor,” I said. “You hurt them, every girl you touch.”
“Back off!” Then, “Okay, I’ve played around, but this is different. I never met a woman like her. I’m lucky. She wants what I’ve got, and I want her. I’m marrying Diana, Dan.”
“Divorce? A Catholic? With your family, your friends? They won’t like it, not your associates.”
“They’ll have to. Change is coming all over. New ways.”
“Will she marry you?”
“I asked her today. I figure she will.”
“If she says no? Stays with Wood? You going to persuade him to disappear? He has an accident, maybe?”
His hands gripped the table. “You think I have to use muscle to get a woman? Buy my women with a gun? I can’t get her unless I steal her?”
“I didn’t ask what you can do, I asked what you would do.”
“She wants him, she stays with him.” He sat back. “I couldn’t get her with muscle anyway. Not Diana. Lose her.”
“It’s up to her?”
“All the way,” Andy said. “But she’ll take me. Too much for Wood, too big. I’ve seen him. He damn near pushes her on other guys, sets her up. Won’t stand in her way; the best for her; that crap. Weak, a do-nothing dreamer. All he wants to do is paint his pictures. Maybe I’ll help him, buy some.”
“Does she love you, Andy, or your money?”
“Both, Dan.”
“I hope so,” I said. I meant it. I’d like to see Andy destroyed, but not that way. “Marriage, right? You wouldn’t use her for anything else, would you? Business?”
“Okay, Dan,” he said. “I feel for Wood, but the tail ends. No stumbling around in my business. You could both get hurt.”
“Like Sid Meyer?”
“Get out, Dan.”
I got up. He waited until I was almost out of the alcove.
“Dan? You were just tailing Diana? That’s all?”
“Just her.”
“And Wood is your only client?”
“Yes.” What else was Andy worried about?
“Okay.”
This time I waited. “Does Diana know what you do, Andy?”
“What do I do, Dan?”
I heard the edge in his voice. The edge of my privileged status. To say what we both knew he did would be to push too much. Maybe he was afraid to say it, afraid he’d lose Diana.
I went out to the street. The driver held the car door for me, but I walked away. Had Andy heard my slip about Mia, and was he worried? Over an outraged daughter? Or was there more? I thought about those medieval dynasties where princes killed their king-fathers to take over. In his dark world Andy was king, and Mia was a princess old for her years, tough and maybe ambitious, with a man who wouldn’t be afraid of Pappas’s troops.
But I didn’t care about Mia Morgan now. I cared about Hal Wood. Talk is cheap, and Andy lived by violence, by fear. It was one thing to say it was Diana’s decision when he was sure she’d make the right one, and maybe something else if she made the wrong one.



CHAPTER 9


It was a hundred to one Andy had a man watching Diana Wood-protective custody-and I’d been told to stop, so I used a telephone in a drugstore. No answer at the Woods’. It was 6 P.M., Diana should have been home-if she was going home.
I picked up a cheeseburger and coffee on the way to my office. The phone was ringing as I walked in. It was Captain Gazzo.
“Mia Morgan,” Gazzo said, “she’s-”
“Andy Pappas’s daughter,” I said. “I know. You want it all?”
“I want it,” Gazzo said.
I gave it to him, the whole story as far as I knew it. He took the parts he wanted. Romance didn’t interest Gazzo.
“You think the daughter just wanted to expose Andy’s cheating? Andy? He’s been cheating for twenty years.”
“Mia’s twenty-two, maybe she didn’t know.”
“This Diana Wood was with Andy the last three days? Since Monday night? Andy was with her in the area where Sid Meyer was shot, and right at the time?”
“He knows Irving Kezar, too, and he owns the restaurant I tailed Meyer and Kezar from Monday night.”
“Give me the Wood girl’s address,” Gazzo said.
I gave it. “I’ll meet you there.”
I got a taxi and was waiting in front of the Ukrainian bar when Gazzo’s unmarked car pulled up. I didn’t see any of Andy’s men, but, then, I wouldn’t expect to. There was light up in 4-B. We went up.
Harold Wood opened the door. He looked like one of those survivors of some bloody battle you see in war photos-eyes glazed, face exhausted. He only glanced at Gazzo as we went in, his mind too busy on other things, his private anguish.
Diana sat in the living room. It had seemed like a nice, cozy room to me before, but now it looked poor and bare. Now I knew who her man was, and what living rooms he could give her. Gazzo stared at her, as if nothing I had told him had made him realize how beautiful she really was. She’d been crying. It only made her look better. Rosy, and sad, and vulnerable.
She saw me. “I know you! You tried to pick me up in-”
“I was tailing you, Mrs. Wood. Dan Fortune.”
“Following you,” Hal Wood explained. “He’s a detective.”
“For Pappas’s daughter,” I said. “She doesn’t like you.”
She shrank back. “He told me about her. Mia. I… I don’t want to hurt her, or his wife, or… anyone. But-”
She was in a battle inside. Not easy for a girl like her. A face in the crowd. She hadn’t planned it this way, but…?
Gazzo took over. “You were with Pappas Monday evening? Who else was with him? Did he talk about a Sid Meyer? Do you maybe know Sid Meyer? When you left Le Cerf Agile that evening with Pappas, where’d you go? Did he maybe stop near Seventieth Street, pick up two men?”
She seemed dazed. Gazzo’s words hammered at her. His trademark-Captain Mouth. He never uses one word when ten will do. People say that when Gazzo starts talking at you you’re through. You tell more than a week of rubber-hoses would have gotten.
“I… I won’t talk about it,” Diana said. “It’s private.”
“Nothing’s private with Pappas,” Gazzo said.
She flinched. “Who are you?”
“Captain Gazzo, police. You’ll be seeing a lot of police, Mrs. Wood. You better get used to it, or drop Pappas.”
She resisted. “He told me about that. I don’t have to tell you anything. I don’t know anything. You badger him!”
“You know who he is, Diana?” I said. “What he does?”
Her voice was low, small. “Yes.”
“Dope, loan sharking, terror, extortion, murder?” I said.
“No!” she cried. “No! He said you’d all say those things. They’re lies! You can’t prove them! Why don’t you put him in jail if it’s true? Perhaps some-” She stopped. She was an ordinary girl, but she lived in today’s world, and she wasn’t blind or stupid. Her voice was fierce. “Lies! I don’t care!”
It hung out of her, naked and restless, the need I had seen in her. Like a child suddenly dazzled by life, by possibilities she had never known. She wanted more, the world here and now. She wanted “bigness.” And she could have it, that was the key. Suddenly, it was there to take.
“You hate him because he does things,” she said. “He’s strong. Strong men aren’t always nice. I don’t care, he’s nice to me. You have to do things in life, not just dream and whine. Sometimes people are hurt. The losers.”
That was Andy Pappas talking. She’d listened the last months, and heard. Because she wanted to hear it. She wanted her share. Like a pit in her. And she had discovered her power-the power of a woman to have what she wanted with nothing more than what she had to give to the right man.
“I don’t care about your damned love life,” Gazzo said. “I’ve got a murder, and I want to know what happened when you were with Pappas Monday evening.”
She winced at the word murder, but she’d made her decision already. It wasn’t true. An ancient female decision, necessary to survive in bloodier days, and maybe still.
“Nothing happened,” she said. “We… we drove to New Jersey, the shore. He has… a house there.” She didn’t look at Hal. “He was with me the whole time. All… the time.”
“You learn fast, Mrs. Wood,” Gazzo said. He turned to Hal. “Fortune says you tailed her, too. Did you tail her on Monday?”
“No,” Hal said. He watched only Diana.
“I didn’t see him, Captain,” I said.
Gazzo nodded. “Okay. I’ll see you, Dan.”
He left, and I sat down. Hal Wood sat close to Diana. I lit a cigarette, tried to pretend I wasn’t there. For Hal I wasn’t there, only Diana was. Small and blonde, nervous, on the edge of crying again. They had been married six years, and she had thought she loved Hal. Things go wrong, happen.
“I don’t feel much like living,” Hal said, hit out.
“Don’t,” she said. “There really are a lot of things worth living for, Hal.”
“Without me around. I know.”
“I didn’t say that.”
“You didn’t have to,” Hal said.
He reached out to touch her hand. She let him. Six years is a long time. She still wore her wedding ring, a cheap band, but there was a large diamond on her right hand. Hal touched the diamond, stroked it.
“Did you buy that for yourself?” Hal said.
She looked away. “No.”
They sat silent. Hal looked around as if he hoped a waiter would appear with a drink. I thought of all the couples I’d seen sitting silent in restaurants, saying nothing, or only a few commonplace words without meaning. Silent because everything had been said long ago, or because they didn’t have the words to say what hadn’t yet been said.
“You could have told me first, said what you wanted,” Hal said.
Her blue eyes were wet. “It wouldn’t have helped.”
“I suppose not,” Hal said.
“I’m thirty, Hal. I have to try to-” She brushed at her eyes. “Something just went wrong. At first… I don’t know, I want things, Hal. You don’t. It all changed.”
“Just like that?”
“No, not just like that.”
He still held her hand, stroked it.
“You stopped biting your nails,” he said.
She took her hand away.
“I didn’t notice,” he said.
“You have your painting, you don’t want much else,” Diana said. “You make a woman feel you wish you didn’t need her.”
“Do I?” he said.
“Wrapped in yourself. You won’t try. When I had doubts, tried to talk about us, you pushed me away as if I had to love our life a hundred percent or I was zero.”
“I’m not rich, successful. He is.”
“You won’t try! Not for me, and not for success! The world isn’t perfect, so you won’t try in it!”
“Are you going to marry him, Diana?”
I watched her. She looked down at her hands, twisted the new diamond ring. She shivered. Was it from doubt, uneasiness, ecstasy, excitement, or all of them combined? Her chance.
“He’s exciting, Hal,” she said, soft and aware that she was hurting him, but unable to stop. “All that power. He’s alive, successful. We… can do things. You and I never did anything. I… he scares me sometimes, a little, but maybe a woman should be a little scared of a man. I want to live, Hal.”
I saw the words hit him like blows. His boyish face was calm, intense-almost too calm. But I guess it hurt.
“You must have lived the last three days,” he said.
She was up. Looked down at him. He was being nasty. Women expect too much of men. Or maybe it’s the other way around.
“When we married, you were different,” she said. “You wanted me then, us together. Maybe we weren’t ourselves then.”
“Myself,” Hal said. “The complete failure.”
“You don’t have to be! You’re a good painter!”
“You have to bolster the egos of men you kick?”
“Your ego doesn’t need any bolstering!”
He glared up at her, seemed to understand her better than I did. To me it all sounded like a contradiction, just words.
“I wasn’t important enough to you, Hal, and too important. Both. You clung to me as if I was your only contact with the world. But that was all I was, a rope to hang onto. If the rope didn’t support you enough, wasn’t perfect, throw it away!”
Hal said, “Don’t go to him, Diana. Stay. I’ll-”
“I have to live for myself, Hal.”
“With a gangster? A cheat and conniver? A dirty-”
Her face was white. Her coat lay on a chair. She got it, walked through the kitchen and out. I heard her footsteps going fast down the stairs. Hal Wood seemed to listen to them.
“Will he marry her, Dan?”
“He says he will,” I said.
“You know him? Personally? What’s he like? I mean-”
“He’s all she says he is, and everything Gazzo and I say he is, too. Racketeer, terrorist and killer. But not with his own hands anymore. He’s not crazy. He won’t hurt her.”
“He just buys murders, orders them? Like a general?”
“Hal,” I said, “don’t fight him. I mean it. If Diana wants what Pappas can give her, you’ve lost her already.”
I wanted to say-forget her, she’s not worth it, she’s not for you. But love doesn’t depend on the nature of the person loved, it depends on the nature of the one who loves. He wanted her because of what he was, it didn’t matter what she was.
“Just let him ride roughshod?”
“That’s the way it is.”
“Are you afraid of him, Dan? Is everyone?”
“Yes,” I said. “But I’d fight him if it’d help. It won’t. It’s not Andy, it’s her. Let her go.”
He nodded. “If it’s what she wants. For her.”
“Good,” I said. “Hal, take a vacation. Go somewhere.”
“You think I’m in danger, Dan?”
“No, I don’t, but you never know. Take the vacation, find an interest. There’s a girl in your office, Emily Green, she likes you. Give her a break. A woman who wants you is better than one who doesn’t. It’s not easy, but try.”
Hal grinned, at least his mouth did. “Maybe I will.”
I left.



CHAPTER 10


Gazzo was waiting for me in his car. He leaned out.
“You get anything?”
“No,” I said. “You going to talk to Mia Morgan?”
“You mean because Sid Meyer wanted to talk to her? She’d only deny meeting him, and for Pappas’s kid I’d need a court paper I can’t get on what I have. You want a ride?”
I got in, and Gazzo told his driver to go to my address. As we drove, I watched the cold city in the night, the snow all but gone now. Gazzo watched me.
“You think Mia Morgan is more than a crazy daughter, Dan?”
“I don’t know. Why don’t you look into that?”
“I think I will,” Gazzo said.
He dropped me at my tenement, drove off. I heard the car door open, and saw the short man. Yellow-gloves Charley this time. I saw now that his face was swarthy, with small, neat features like a cat-cruel and arrogant. A strutter, without Pappas’s finesse. Or maybe he was just unsure of his status.
“Come on,” he said.
The black car drove to the East Side and stopped in front of Morgan Crafts. We went up to Mia Morgan’s apartment. The girl stood in the center of all her sleek, bright plastic, her pale-olive face looking younger than usual. The big, dark eyes and full mouth were a study in mixed emotions-uneasiness, an impotent rage, and defiance.
The cause of it was Andy Pappas seated in a red plastic chair. He waved me in.
“Take a seat, Dan.”
Little Max Bagnio was against his usual wall, and Levi Stern sat near Bagnio, watching them all as if in some zoo. My escort, Charley, crossed to the only other person in the room. She was a delicate-boned woman in her late forties, dressed in expensive ladies-luncheon clothes that didn’t suit her. Plump and awkward, she looked like she’d be happier in a kitchen cooking pasta.
“Maybe you never met my wife, too, Dan?” Andy said.
It was an introduction, statement, and slap. He knew Mia had hired me, I should have told him, and his wife was here.
“Mrs. Pappas,” I said.
My voice seemed to startle her. In all the years I’d never met her, and if she had a name, it wasn’t important. Andy’s wife, period. Her colorless face must have been pretty once, like a doll, but it was permanently subdued by some force around her-Andy. He smiled at her, and at me.
“Mia paid you, Dan?”
“She paid me.”
“Smart girl, my Mia. Only twenty-two, runs her own business. The job she hired is over, Dan?”
“Yes,” I said. “She fired me.”
“She got her money’s worth? You did the job she wanted?”
“She fired me before I finished.”
Andy shook his head. “That’s bad business, right? What do you figure she was going to do with what you dug up?”
“I wouldn’t know, Andy.”
“Sure you do. She was going to fix my wagon, right? I think she ought to get her money’s worth. Only save time, Dan, tell what you’ve got to report to my wife straight out.”
The older woman looked confused and stricken at the same time. As if she wanted to be somewhere else, anywhere out of the light. I said nothing.
“Okay,” Andy said, “I’ll tell her. Mia paid for it.” He turned to his wife. She looked afraid, but didn’t know of what, and didn’t want to know. Andy said, “Mia hired him to take pics of me, Stella. With a girl. She was going to show you the pics, tell you all about the girl and me, open your eyes, make me stop. How about that, Stel?”
Stella Pappas went pale, then red. She stared at Mia. She walked to the girl and slapped her across the face. Mia fell back a step from her mother. Levi Stern moved. Little Max put a hand on him, held him down. Stella Pappas slapped Mia again.
“You spy on your father?” the mother said. Her voice was a surprise. Clear and American, no accent. “Who said you had the right? You thought I’d like that? I’d thank you?”
“Ma!” Mia cried. “He-!”
“Don’t you judge your father! You’re a child!”
Andy watched the two women. He made a sound, motioned his wife away, pointed at Mia as if pinning her to the wall.
“What I do is between your mother and me, no one else. You don’t even think about what I do. Whatever, you hear? Your Ma and me. You got that now, kid?”
Mia nodded, but her big eyes were almost black with anger. Her father’s daughter. Andy seemed to consider her. In a way, I knew, he would admire her defiance, but he had to deal with it, too. He stood up, walked to her, and slapped her. Hard.
“That’s for hiring a snooper to do anything,” Andy said, cold and sharp. “You never do that again. Never!”
I was watching them, Andy and Mia, and didn’t see anything until I heard the noise behind me. I turned. So did Andy. Charley yellow-gloves had his gun out. The women shrank back.
Levi Stern was up on his feet. Little Max Bagnio was up, too, but not on his feet. Stern had Bagnio around the throat with his left arm. Little Max was off the floor, gagging and kicking air like a hung chicken, helpless in Stern’s grip. Stern had Little Max’s. 45 automatic in his right hand.
“You!” Andy snapped. “Drop him!”
I guessed what had happened. When Andy slapped Mia, Stern had jumped up again, and Little Max had put a hand on him to hold him down again. This time Stern had used his judo, his training, and Little Max never knew what hit him. Snared like a rabbit, his gun taken like candy. Pappas’s number-one gun, but no match for Stern.
“I do not like to be interfered with,” Stern said, his gaunt face neither smiling nor snarling, expressionless. “Instruct your hoodlums, Mr. Pappas, and do not slap Mia again.”
Andy isn’t used to being put down, even opposed, but he’s not so blinded by power that he’ll attack when he can’t win. He saw that Little Max, with all his deadly experience, was no match for Stern. He didn’t believe it, but he saw it. He saw that Charley and his gun couldn’t stop Stern without Max getting hurt, or maybe everyone. A stand-off, or worse.
“Charley,” Andy said, “put it away. Let Max go, Stern.”
The underboss lowered his gun. Stern waited, tall and skinny, but holding Max Bagnio like a toy.
“Levi, let him go,” Mia Morgan said. She sounded annoyed, but almost pleased, too. Even as surprised as Andy.
“Put the gun away, damn it!” Andy said to Charley.
Charley holstered the gun. Levi Stern released Little Max, but still held Max’s automatic. Little Max walked to stand behind Pappas, rubbing his throat. He said nothing, looked at Stern as if to remember him, but with respect.
“You’ve had your family discussion, Mr. Pappas,” Stern said. “You can leave now.”
“Yeh,” Andy said, and to Mia, “Don’t forget it, kid.”
Levi Stern held Max’s gun out to him. Stern didn’t think anyone was going to shoot now, and he wasn’t worried about anything else they could do. We left him alone with Mia.
On the dark street, Stella Pappas and Charley got into the black car. Little Max stood apart, still rubbing his throat, while Andy smiled at me on the sidewalk, looked up toward the lighted windows of his daughter’s apartment.
“That’s some Jew she’s got,” Andy said.
“Commando type,” I said. “Maybe you could use him.”
“Maybe, except Mia wouldn’t like that,” he said. “All closed up now, Dan? You got nothing more to work on for Mia or Wood? All in the open, right? No secrets, no clients.”
“What did you find out about Sid Meyer?”
“Not a thing. They weren’t my boys, no trace of imported talent we can find.”
“They came from somewhere.”
His eyes glinted in the dark. “Let the cops handle it, Dan. It’s not a job for you. No client, no reason, no stake in it. I’ll drive you home, then it’s over. I don’t see you again.”
“I’ll walk,” I said.
When the black car had driven away, I started to walk south in the cold night. I walked a long way. Captain Gazzo would say the same as Pappas-it wasn’t a job for me, Sid Meyer’s murder. They were right. A private detective has no business messing in gang killings, or crimes by pros, or any kind of “public” crime. No business investigating without a client. I didn’t want to anyway. Sid Meyer was nothing to me, he was public property. If there was anything still hidden around Mia Morgan or Hal Wood, I didn’t want to know about it. I had no concern in it.
As Pappas said, it was over. We were both wrong.



PART TWO



CHAPTER 11


A few days later I got a job from an old man who ran a delicatessen on Third Avenue. His grandson, who worked in the store and went to college nights, had left his apron and classes and disappeared. The old man wanted the boy to come home.
It took me a week to trace the grandson to a communal farm outside Los Angeles. He had a girl with him. He was a nice kid, she was a nice girl, and they wanted to work on the farm. I told the old man. The boy was his only relative, he had big hopes for him, and he was heartbroken. What could you do? The old man paid me, I had most of Mia Morgan’s thousand, and I wanted some peace and clean air. I went north to the snow.
With one arm I don’t ski or skate well, and my money was limited, so I picked Great Barrington, Mass. The food was good in a boarding house, it was quiet, and I liked to walk in the snow woods. I stayed two weeks, eating, sleeping, and walking in the woods. I tried to forget the city, clear the grime and the crime from my brain. Why did I stay in New York anyway, with Marty gone? Maybe I should find a ship, ship out, try being a sailor again.
I was thinking about where I could ship to, maybe on a South American voyage, and walking in the woods, when I saw him coming across the snow toward me. It was three weeks since Andy Pappas had kissed me off, and I wasn’t happy when I recognized who it was walking up to me. John Albano.
“How’d you find me?” I said. “Mia fired me.”
“I asked around,” Albano said. “Your friend Joe Harris.”
“He’s not supposed to tell.”
“He thought it was important enough, Mr. Fortune.”
His turtle-neck was black, he wore the same light topcoat even here, and his hair was whiter than the snow. It was still hard to believe he was seventy, solid in the snow like a short, wide tree. He watched some skiers in the far distance across the snow, didn’t even blink in the wind.
“You knew Mia was Andy Pappas’s daughter all along,” I said. “That’s why you advised me. Why didn’t you just tell me?”
“I don’t interfere, not directly. Not when I didn’t know why she hired you. Maybe it had nothing to do with Andy.”
“Just indirectly? General advice, keep watch on her?”
“Mia is my granddaughter, Mr. Fortune.”
“Granddaughter? Then… You mean Andy Pappas is-?”
“Stella Pappas is my daughter. Andy was my son-in-law.”
“Was?” I said. “He got the divorce already?”
“Andy’s dead, Mr. Fortune. Shot down three days ago.”
All right, no big surprise. Not for the shooting of Andy Pappas. A little, Andy had been boss a long time. I’m not a hypocrite, the world would be better off, but I’d been mixed with Andy too recently to ignore it. And I’d known him a long time. When someone you know dies, even Andy Pappas, a small part of you goes with him.
“Two men?” I said. “Professionals?”
“Professional enough,” Albano said. “I want to hire you.”
“For a gang killing? What do I care?”
“Maybe not a gang killing,” John Albano said. “The girl was murdered, too. Diana Wood. They were shot together.”
I walked back to the boarding house for my things. John Albano drove me toward New York in his car.
“The police are asking questions about Mia, about Stella,” John Albano said. “A Captain Gazzo took Mia downtown for questioning because she hired you.”
“Hate and anger are good motives. Jealousy.”
“Hate and jealousy would fit the husband, too.”
I’d thought of that. I also thought of Sid Meyer and maybe some big deal. Greed, revenge, and fear are good motives.
“Max Bagnio was on guard in the apartment vestibule,” John Albano said. “Now he’s missing.”
Little Max? A new loyalty? “There’s an underboss. Close to Andy. Charley something, wears yellow gloves.”
“Charley Albano,” the old man said, watched the highway.
“Your son?”
“He means no more to me than any of them.”
“Them? What are you, Albano?”
“An engineer, Mr. Fortune. Honest, I hope, and on my own. A normal man. It’s too late for my son and daughter, but I’ve got a granddaughter who’s going to be normal. I want you to help Mia, find the truth.”
I said nothing more, and the snow on the ground got dirtier as we neared New York.
When I walked into Centre Street, Gazzo was on his way out. He scowled at me. It must have been a bad three days.
“Come on,” he said. “I’m going up there.”
We rode in the back of his car. He carried a large, flat envelope, stared out at the city as if it had failed him.
“He’d filed for the divorce, set Diana Wood up in this apartment,” he said. “About two A.M. Andy and the girl were alone in the apartment. Guard in the corridor, Bagnio downstairs. Someone shot the guard in the corridor, shot up Andy and the girl. With an automatic rifle.”
“Gang war? Sid Meyer, now Pappas?”
“The Diana Wood girl just caught in the cross fire? Maybe. I’ve been waiting for the next killing. But there hasn’t been one. Nothing except Max Bagnio’s vanishing act. Quiet.”
If he had a reason to doubt a gang war beyond the absence of a second killing, he’d tell me in his own time.
We turned into a quiet block of Twelfth Street off Fifth Avenue, and stopped in front of a four-story brownstone in a row of brownstones. On the sidewalk I looked up at the building.
“Hard to guard,” I said. “Open and ordinary.”
“I guess the girl wanted a quiet place,” Gazzo said. “No guard in the apartment with them. Trying to please the girl, his vigilance down. Someone took advantage.”
“If they never made a mistake, they’d never get killed.”
The vestibule was narrow, carpeted stairs going up.
“Max Bagnio was here inside the vestibule,” Gazzo said.
“You talked to Bagnio after the killings?”
“He came to Centre Street the next day. Vanished after that.”
We went up to the top floor. There were no corridor windows, only two apartments on each floor. The top landing was straight and clear, and the stairs went on up to a door out to the roof. We stopped at the door of the rear apartment.
“The corridor guard was out here in front of the broken door,” Gazzo said. “Shot up good.”
Inside, the apartment was a large living room, with a bathroom, small kitchen, and single bedroom off it on the far side. The furniture was new and rich. We went into the bedroom.
“Just the way we found it,” Gazzo said.
A blue-and-white bedroom, Andy hadn’t spared the cost, and a wreck now. The dark red of dried blood splattered the wall behind an enormous bed, stained the blue rug and the unmade bed itself. Two tall lamps and a mirrored dressing table had been smashed. Andy’s clothes lay on a long blue couch. I saw no gun.
“Andy wasn’t carrying a gun,” Gazzo read my mind. “For the girl, I guess.” He looked back through the open bedroom door to the front door directly across the living room. “They must have been asleep. The killer, or killers, shot the man in the corridor, kicked the door in, cornered Andy in here.”
“Maybe held the man in the corridor, shot him going out.”
“Possible. Andy still should have had some time if he wasn’t asleep. Killer just lined them up next to the bed.”
“The bodies were beside the bed?”
Gazzo opened his flat envelope, handed me a series of glossy photographs. Bodies in violent death are torn and bloody, seem flat and not human, as if whatever makes us human had slipped out of them. But there are some that seem just asleep, and you want to tell them to get up. Diana looked like that. Andy didn’t, his face exploded into a bloody mess. Diana wore a robe. The robe had fallen open, she was naked under it, her blonde hair flung about her dead face. Andy was naked, too.
“She had time to put on a robe?”
“Maybe she slept in it, women do,” Gazzo said. “Or maybe she grabbed it by reflex. A matter of seconds, modest.”
A nice girl, gentle, and now…? I forced myself to study the photos, be objective, the detective. Diana was deeply tanned, with stark white bikini areas across her breasts and lower pelvis. Her tanned hands were lying on her belly, a pale ring mark on her right ring finger.
“Where’d she get so tanned? She wasn’t when I saw her last.”
“Miami. Two weeks down there, they just got back,” Gazzo said. “Max Bagnio heard the barrage, got up here in maybe twenty seconds, saw no one on the way. They must have escaped over the roofs. Bagnio checked to be sure Andy was dead, ran around the apartment. He kicked down the door of the next apartment in case the killer was hiding there, but it was empty, the tenant out. The roof door was locked inside, but it’s a spring lock. The roof was clean. Bagnio went to report to the mob, came in to us the next day, told his story, and vanished.”
“Who called the police?”
“Tenants downstairs.”
“How’d the gunman get in the building past Little Max?”
“We figure he had to be hiding inside somewhere. None of the tenants will admit anyone hid in their apartments, but there was another empty apartment on three.”
“Bagnio and the other guard didn’t check the apartments?”
“Andy wouldn’t let them bother the girl’s neighbors. They just checked the corridor and roof door and watched.”
A risk for the sake of Diana. It had cost Andy. It had cost Diana, too-for the sake of Andy and what she wanted. An abnormal action for Andy, but, then, he’d already filed for divorce, which was abnormal already. I wondered if that had been what cost him?
“You’ve got another reason for doubting a gang war,” I said.
“Come on,” Gazzo said. He led me out into the corridor. He pointed at the landing, at the stairs, both down and up to the roof. “A clear view everywhere, Dan, yet the guard here was shot with his gun still in his holster. Maybe the killer was hiding in an empty apartment, got around Max Bagnio that way, but how did he get near the guard up here without a battle?”
“You think it was someone the guard knew?”
“And trusted. No rival mob,” Gazzo said. “I think he knew the killer, thought Max Bagnio had already passed him in.”
“Or maybe someone was with the killer,” I said. “Stella Pappas, or Mia, or Charley Albano.”
“Andy was getting a divorce,” Gazzo said. “This John Albano you talked about, any relation to Charley?”
“Father. An old man, not Mafia, he says. I believe him.”
Gazzo thought. “None of them have decent alibis. Mrs. Pappas was in town visiting an old friend, but the friend wasn’t home that night. Mia and Stern were together, out on the town, but they can’t prove where they were.”
“Stern’s a trained soldier. What kind of rifle was it?”
“The M.E. thinks an Army M-16. Not Israeli, but M-16s aren’t so hard to get. Charley Albano was playing cards-with two hoods.”
I finally asked the question. “What about Hal Wood?”
“Would the guard have let him close? Didn’t he want her back?”
Hal Wood had wanted Diana back, it had sounded like that anyway. But if she wouldn’t come back? His perfect woman?
“Anyway,” Gazzo said, “I thought of him first, right? He’s got the only real alibi. Had been out of town for two days, on vacation up near Woodstock. Not alone. A girl named Emily Green was with him. They had a cabin.”
I felt a weight lift off me. The husband is always the first suspect. Now I could stay out of it. Or could I?
“You thought about Irving Kezar and his wife?” I said.
“Sure. No alibis, but no visible motives yet. Nothing new on Sid Meyer. If he was in some deal, it doesn’t show.”
I started for the stairs down. “If you need me, call.”
“We’ll badger them all, look for the rifle, wait for one of our informers to tell us who did it,” Gazzo said. “Like always.”
I stopped. “You know, one person could have gotten past Bagnio and walked right up to the guard here with a smile.”
“Who?”
“Little Max himself.”
“We’re looking for him,” Gazzo said.
I went down and caught a taxi. Little Max Bagnio had been with Andy Pappas most of his adult life. A loyal retainer, without ambition. Only maybe Max had found ambition, or maybe he’d found a new loyalty. In the taxi going to my office, the winter light fading thin and cold into night, I wanted no more part of the mess, but I went on thinking about it. Curiosity? Habit? Call it anything, damn!
John Albano was waiting in my office. I thought about John Albano. He wanted to hire me-but where had he been when Andy was shot down? What if Andy had been some danger to Mia Morgan?
I swore at myself. What did I care? A police job. They get paid for it. But I went on thinking.



CHAPTER 12


The broad old man sat in the gloom of my office. He hadn’t put on the light, as if darkness felt better to him. His white hair stood out above his swarthy face lost in shadow.
“So?” he said.
I sat down, lit a cigarette. “The police don’t think it was a gang killing, either. At least, Captain Gazzo doesn’t.”
“What does he think it was?”
“He’s working on it.”
“Mia?”
“She’s on his list. No one has an alibi except Hal Wood.”
“You like that, right? The underdog.” His snapping eyes watched me in the twilight office. “You’re something of a sentimentalist, Dan.”
“The last refuge of the liberal.”
Only Albano’s eyes smiled. He took a long, thin cigar from his pocket, lit it. A special cigar, expensive. I knew the aroma and the look, and all at once it filled in my picture of John Albano. An engineer in remote places because that way he could work alone without the complications of other people, of values he had no use for. A man who had rejected the needs and paths of those he’d grown up with, as remote inside as the places he went. A solitary, with a special cigar for company instead of family or community.
“So Wood’s okay,” he said. “You can work for me.”
“You wouldn’t want me to. I can’t help.”
“You can help find the truth, clear Mia clean.”
“I’d ask the wrong questions,” I said. “Like where were you when Pappas was killed?”
“Home in bed. I usually am at two A.M. Not very good, but the best I can do. Ask your questions, find out.”
I couldn’t see his face well, but I knew it wouldn’t tell me anything anyway. I wanted the gloom in the office, it separated us. It made me feel detached. Somehow, if I put on the light, that would be taking the case, joining Albano.
“Did Mia want more than proof Andy was cheating on her mother, something else?” I said. “Maybe doing something Andy wouldn’t have liked, tried to stop? Mia and Captain Stern?”
“Like what?”
“She has wide contacts abroad. So does Stern. She’s Andy’s daughter, would know contacts here. An ex-con and hustler named Sid Meyer was murdered. I asked you about Meyer before, because he’d tried to see Mia just before he got killed.”
Albano smoked his cigar. “Dope, you mean. One of Andy’s enterprises, but not Mia’s. She hated Andy for that filth.”
“People can change fast when opportunity knocks,” I said. “Did she know Sid Meyer? Did you? Or Irving Kezar?”
“I told you I didn’t know any Sid Meyer.” He shifted in his chair, uncomfortable. “Kezar I’ve met. I’ve met men like Kezar all over the world-Saigon, Africa, every South American capital. Playing all sides for themselves. Parasites, leeches on every good work. You can’t build a dam or dig a well without paying them a share. Mia wouldn’t have a damned thing to do with a man like that. She’s defiant and conceited, thinks too much of herself sometimes, but she’s a builder, not a destroyer.”
Anger in his voice, a judgment of iron. I sensed that he thought a lot of himself, too, he’d gone his own way a long time, but I liked him. Only he was an old man now, no matter how young he acted, and Mia Morgan was his whole hope for tomorrow.
“It looks like the guard in the corridor knew the killer,” I said. “Have you heard anything about Max Bagnio? What the brotherhood thinks? Have you talked to your daughter?”
“We’ve talked,” Albano said. “I haven’t heard much. They’re being very quiet. Some think Bagnio is underground after the killer, others think maybe he did it himself.”
“Why? Little Max’s been close to Andy for years?”
“Who knows, Dan?” Albano said.
In my dark office his cigar glowed. I could barely see him now, his shoulders only a wide shape against my air-shaft window, the white hair seeming to float by itself. His voice was hard:
“You have to understand them, Dan-the Mafia brotherhood. They’re basically peasants, with all that means in the ancient European sense. No matter how modern they look now, they still have the minds of medieval European peasants. Even the third-generation sons, because it’s an ingrown, closed community. It’s one key to who they are and what they do.
“You know what a peasant mind is, Dan? A medieval peasant mind from a poor, harsh land? It’s a cunning mind, shrewd, but very narrow, very basic, very practical. Money, women, religion, the seasons, the family, the village. Period. The people in a village a mile away are outsiders, and any outsider is less important than your own pig!”
Passion in his voice, and violence. He’d thought a lot about them, his countrymen, and he hated them.
“To kill outside your own family isn’t murder to a peasant. A fact of life, even a tool. A French peasant kills the English family camped on his land just for their clothes, a few dollars, and sees nothing wrong. An opportunity, what practical man wouldn’t take it? It’s proper to kill an enemy, an outsider who has something you want, a friend who insults your family. And it’s more than proper to eliminate a leader you’ve lost faith in. It’s a necessity.”
The office was all dark now. A darkness that seemed to rest on the whole world, to be everywhere as I listened to John Albano. The distant street sounds of the city weren’t real, a tape recording from some other time, some other place.
“You mean Max Bagnio lost faith in Andy because of Diana Wood, the divorce?” I said. “Maybe someone else lost faith, and Little Max changed sides, followed a new leader?”
“Divorce is against the religion, and the religion is part of the code. Andy broke the code.”
“You think Max Bagnio is religious? Any of them? Today?”
“Not religion in the spiritual sense, no. But a kind of magic, a totem, the rules. Peasants don’t care about substance, what a religion means, but only about form. To a peasant the golden rule makes no sense, except in reverse-do to him before he can do to you. Yet he goes to church every Sunday, is a fierce Catholic. The code, Dan, rigid custom. A sign of being normal.
“And a leader has to act normally, keep the code, or how can he be considered reliable? To a peasant mind a leader who breaks custom loses reliability. How can he be trusted? What custom will he break next, what will he try to change next? Who will be hurt by some change? Peasants hate change, Dan, it scares them.”
The passion in his voice was almost too strong, maybe because he saw part of himself in them and hated that, but he was right about peasants, and roots go back far and deep. In the darkness I could feel the thick tentacles reaching out from the medieval dark of Sicily, the blood codes, the violence.
“Family honor, too,” I said. “That’s part of the medieval peasant code. Sicily, Corsica-the vendetta, honor avenged. A divorce could be dishonor, injury. To Stella Pappas, to your son Charley, to Mia. Maybe to others, their friends.”
“Not to Mia, no!”
It came out sharp. I waited, but that was all he said.
“But ‘yes’ for Stella, Charley, and their friends?”
“Maybe.” His voice was stone. His children, Stella and Charley, but they had broken his code. He cared only about Mia now.
“Max Bagnio and all of them?” I said. “Or one of them?”
“I don’t know. They talk to me, but they say nothing. The old men I grew up with are polite, but tell me nothing. They’re worried, all of them. I can smell it. Mia could be hurt.”
“Worried? About what?”
His cigar glowed in the dark. “People wonder why judges, mayors, officials betray their duty for the Mafia. Money, sure, for outsiders. But for officials who’re members, brothers, the answer is simpler-they’re not betraying their duties to America because they don’t serve America. They serve another country.
“The Mafia is a country, a nation, and that’s where their first loyalty is. The way Robert E. Lee gave his first loyalty to Virginia, not to the U.S. When Luciano worked for the U.S. Army in Sicily it wasn’t patriotism to America, it was an alliance between two countries with the same enemy at the time. They’ll fight for America-second. First they’re Mafia soldiers.”
He was silent for a time. “They came to a big, alien world that had rules and methods they didn’t understand, couldn’t succeed with, were lost in. So they stayed with the country they knew, the brotherhood, and they still serve it. Their private nation that gives them security and success. Now I smell worry here, they’re looking over their shoulders. Something’s wrong, unknown. Maybe an enemy among them, hidden? They’re as afraid of an unknown danger around them as anyone.”
“You can’t be sure of that,” I said. “They don’t trust you. It could be an act for you, a cover-up.”
“It could be.”
“Then it’s too big, Mr. Albano. Let the police-”
“Make it John, okay?”
I didn’t want to make it John. “I’m sorry. I can’t help-”
Someone ran out in the corridor, up the stairs and stopped at my door. From the silhouette against the half glass, a woman. She hesitated, the office dark. John Albano stood up. Was it Mia? I switched on the light, opened the door. A young woman, tall, with a round face, short brown hair, and a plain black coat.
The girl from Hal Wood’s office-Emily Green.
“Mr. Fortune? Hal’s been shot! He wants you to come. He’s being followed, his apartment’s been searched, and he’s just been wounded! He was afraid the telephone might be tapped, so he sent me to get you!”
I got my duffel coat from the chair. John Albano went out with us.



CHAPTER 13


Albano drove us to St. Marks Place. I saw no one suspicious on the winter night street. We went up. The apartment was a wreck. Even the kitchen had been searched, the rugs pulled up and piled in corners, the closets turned out, the furniture knocked over.
Hal Wood sat on a cot among the paints and mess of his studio. He held his left arm, the shirt torn but little blood. His ruddy face was drawn, and his eyes were tired. Wary eyes, the liveliness gone behind a brittle surface as if he didn’t want anyone to see the shock in them but couldn’t hide it because he couldn’t forget. He almost looked his near-forty years, the gray in his hair no longer a contrast to his young face. I took his arm.
“A scratch,” he said. “I’ve been shot before. It’s okay.”
He was right, a graze. I dropped his arm. He looked up at me, his eyes like cloudy plastic.
“She’s dead, Dan. He killed her. He got her killed.”
“She wanted him,” I said. The hard detective. We all hide ourselves one way or another.
“But-” he said. “I mean… Just because she was there? No real… I mean, just-”
His mouth went on moving for a moment without sound. Almost four days. Talking to himself, thinking, and he was thought out, numb. Emily Green went to stand over him, her hand on his shoulder. He covered her hand with his. She smiled. Not at him, at me. He was hers now. John Albano stood near a wall, silent.
“Maybe not for no reason,” I said. “What happened here?”
Emily Green said, “We came home about a half hour ago. When we opened the door, we saw the mess, and Hal heard a noise in the bedroom. Hal ran into the bedroom, and the man shot him!”
“I just got to the doorway,” Hal said. “He was at the front window with a gun. I did a dive backwards, he only nicked me. I hustled Emily out, but when he didn’t come after us, I went back slow and he was gone. Out the fire escape. He must have come in that way, too. The window was open.”
“You saw him?” John Albano said from the wall.
“I saw him,” Hal said. “A runt, but stocky, like a featherweight. Broken nose, puffed up around the eyes. He could shoot.”
“Bagnio,” Albano said.
“Yeh,” I said. “Little Max, all right. You called the cops?”
Hal shook his head. “I wanted to see you first.”
“Call Captain Gazzo,” I said to Albano. “Centre Street.”
Albano went to the phone out in the living room. Hal sat and held his arm, but it wasn’t the arm that hurt. Emily Green’s eyes were big, soft, happy. The same way Diana had looked at Andy Pappas. The turn of the wheel. Good and bad in everything. The girl looked up, saw me watching, and flushed. But she didn’t flinch. A proper girl, even prim, she couldn’t have had a lot of men, and she wanted this one.
“What was he after, Hal?” I said.
He shook his head. “Not a damned idea. Who is he?”
“Pappas’s top gunman, or was,” I said. “You went on vacation two days before Diana and Pappas were killed?”
“To Woodstock. A painter I know has a cabin up there, he let me and Emily use it. We read the… story in the paper, I called the police right away, we came home. I had to identify her, Dan. They made me… look.”
He was building it, flogging himself, suffering. Maybe because he’d turned to Emily Green so fast. He would settle for what he could have. Most of us do. But we don’t like to face that.
“Who saw you up there?” I said.
Emily Green said, “A lot of people did! In the village!”
“At two A.M.?”
“We were in bed then! Both of us!” the girl said, blushed.
Hal smiled at her. “He has to ask, Em.”
“I’m sorry, Miss Green,” I said. It couldn’t have been easy for her, in Hal’s bed. “All right, what were you doing the last four weeks, Hal?”
He leaned forward, intense. Wallowing in it, the tragic love. Well, why not, if it helped in the end? Purge it, get it out.
“She moved out two days after you saw us last. Pappas could do anything, I guess-get an apartment, furnish it, in two days. He got her a lawyer, too. She filed for the divorce. Mental cruelty, or whatever. I wouldn’t fight her, you know? I took your advice, started seeing Emily. It helped.”
Emily Green touched him, mothering. Albano came back.
“Pappas filed for divorce, too?” I asked.
“I wouldn’t know,” Hal said, hard against Pappas.
Albano said, “In Nevada. He’s got residence there, power. Stella didn’t fight him, either.”
“Not that way anyway,” I said. “What else, Hal?”
“That’s all,” he said. “Worked, saw Emily, drank a little.”
I knew he was lying, had to be. Not because it showed, but because I’d been down the same road more than once.
“Damn it, Hal, tell it! You followed her again, watched her, couldn’t keep away. Doorways across the street from that apartment, in the shadows when they went out, phone calls at midnight. Tell me, Hal, I’ve got to know what Max Bagnio thinks he wants!”
He nodded, miserable. “You know how it is, Dan.”
I knew. “You hung around, watched. What did you see?”
“Nothing, Dan, I swear. I didn’t even know she’d gone to Miami until three days after she went!”
“There has to be something. Bagnio is looking for something, Hal. What he thinks you have or thinks you know.”
John Albano said, “Maybe the girl knew something, Dan. Diana. Maybe Max thinks she told Wood, talked too much.”
“She never talked about Pappas,” Hal said. “Not even his name until after that night Dan was here.”
“There has to be something,” I said. “Think, Hal.”
He shook his head. His mind would have been on Diana.
“There was this older woman at her office,” Hal said. “They had lunch. Diana didn’t talk much. Small woman, dressed up, fat.”
“Stella?” I said to Albano. “She met Diana, went to her?”
Albano said, “She’d try. Andy had girl friends before.”
“Did this woman go to Diana’s new apartment, Hal?” I said.
“No. Some men did, when… Pappas was there. A short, paunchy guy with bad skin and a lot of rings. I remember the rings. Dunlap, too. I guess Dunlap’s her friend, he lied for her.”
Irving Kezar, but I knew he knew Pappas, and Lawrence Dunlap was her friend and boss. I was pretty sure Dunlap had known Andy was her man. They’d probably met at one of his business parties.
“There was a tall guy,” Hal said. “Real tall, and skinny, and ugly. He was hanging around outside a few times.”
John Albano said, “Mia probably visited Andy there. Stern might have waited outside for her.”
“Yeh,” I said. “You didn’t see Max Bagnio with Andy, Hal?”
“I don’t know. I didn’t notice the guys with him much.”
“Something,” I said. I paced. “Small, insignificant. Did you find anything, Hal? Maybe Diana left something.”
“No,” he said, and bitter, “nothing except me.”
Captain Gazzo steps lightly. He was in the apartment before I heard him. Two of his men were behind him. He looked at the wreck, and at all of us. I told him what had happened.
“You all right?” he said to Hal.
“I’m all right. I just wish I knew what Bagnio wanted.”
Gazzo nodded to his men. They began to search the rooms.
“You think Bagnio’s been following you?” Gazzo said.
“I think someone has. I’m not sure it was him.”
“You want protection? I can assign one man.”
“I can’t hide. If he wanted me dead, he could have done it.”
I said, “He’s just after something he thinks Hal has.”
“Or thinks someone has,” Gazzo said. “Maybe Max doesn’t know who has whatever it is. Trying everyone.”
It was a possible new angle, and while his men searched the debris of the apartment, Gazzo asked Hal all the same questions I had. He got the same result, nothing, except that he thought maybe Bagnio was trying to learn if Hal knew something.
“Why tail Wood otherwise?” Gazzo said.
After an hour, his two men found nothing connected to Pappas.
“We’ll keep looking for Bagnio,” Gazzo said. “Mr. Albano, I’d like to talk to you downtown, get a statement.”
Albano left with Gazzo and his men. I sat down, lit a cigarette. Emily Green sat close to Hal. He watched me.
“Why, Dan?” he said. “Because they have to kill each other?”
I smoked. “Gang war or purge. Probably. But the police don’t seem to think so this time.”
“What do they think? What do you think?”
“I don’t know what the police think,” I said. “If it’s not the gang, it’s one of three things. Private murder for hate, or ambition, or maybe fear. Family honor, the divorce an insult. Or some big business scheme, the thieves fell out. Maybe a deal Sid Meyer was involved in.”
“Nothing to do with Diana? Killed for nothing?”
“She was the cause of what Andy did, or maybe she was mixed in the deal,” I said. “Or she just picked the wrong man.”
“Great,” Hal said. “That’s just great!”
Emily Green said, “She didn’t care what she did to you. It’s awful, and I’m sorry, but she did it to herself!”
On the cot she held his arm, possessive. An awful thing, but her eyes shined. Diana’s tragedy, and her chance.
I got up, walked to the studio window. The back yards below were dark and still in the cold February night. Over a month since Mia Morgan had hired me, and I felt forces down there in the shadows. Forces that had killed Diana Wood.
“I’m going to find out, Dan,” Hal said behind me. “After this tonight I want to know what killed her and who.”
“Don’t be stupid,” I said. I turned. “What the hell could you do? Stumble around, not even know where to start.”
“I want to know, Dan. I want to hurt the bastard!”
I turned back to the window. “I’ll find him.”
“With me along. I’ve got time coming to me.”
“Maybe, we’ll see,” I said. He could be useful. Bait.
I left them together in the studio. Emily Green touched his face, not sorry to see me go.



CHAPTER 14


On the cold street I stood for a time just breathing the sharp air. Fresh air to clear the stifling weight of Hal’s thick wallowing in an unfair universe. He was playing it for high tragedy, the star-crossed lovers. He’d been a soldier, in combat, he’d seen death before. But, then, maybe not this close. That’s one of the few gains we’ve made-today most people can reach forty without ever seeing anyone close to them die. Maybe it helped him to forget that he’d already lost Diana.
I turned toward First Avenue and a taxi, and stopped. The gun was in my back. I never saw him, didn’t hear him. He was just there, behind me, so small I couldn’t see even a vague shape over my shoulder. Only the hard muzzle of the gun at my spine.
“Turn around, walk easy down to Avenue A,” Max Bagnio said.
I walked to Avenue A. Hunched against the cold, no one looked at us. He must have had the gun in his pocket. I didn’t try to find out. If I’d had my old cannon, I might have tried to use it. I’d lose. Which is why I don’t carry it much.
“The park,” Bagnio said.
We walked along the deserted paths of Tompkins Square Park. Max Bagnio wasn’t afraid of muggers. A building in the center contained the maintenance storage and the rest rooms. We stopped at the Men’s Room. At this hour it was locked. Little Max had a key. He closed the door behind us.
It was dank and dim with a twenty-five watt bulb, stank of urine and disinfectant, and water trickled in the urinals like the sound of some small, subterranean stream. There were no doors on the johns. Bagnio produced a low bench and a battered chair from the rear. He pointed to a john.
“Sit,” he said.
I sat on the john. Little Max sat on the chair with the low bench between us. He took a plastic glass from his pocket, and a small bottle of colorless liquid-gin. He filled the glass from the bottle, sat back with his big automatic in his lap.
“We’re gonna talk, Fortune,” he said. “You’re gonna tell me things. If you don’t want to talk, maybe it’s because you’re thirsty, you need a drink. If I figure you’re lying, liars get dry throats, you’ll need a drink. Now that’s gin in the glass, maybe. Gin and maybe something else, you never know, right?”
I began to sweat in the cold stink of the lavatory. I looked at that glass. A trick, of course. War of nerves. But…?
“Wood saw me?” Bagnio said.
“Yes.”
“He told Gazzo?”
“Yes.”
“What’s Gazzo think about it? About me?”
“I don’t know.”
Little Max reached toward the glass. My mouth was thick.
“He wonders why you vanished, what you wanted from Hal Wood,” I said. “He thinks it’s funny how Andy’s killer got past you, got close to the guard in the corridor without the guard taking his gun out of its holster.”
“Yeh,” Bagnio nodded, “it’s funny. What’s Gazzo figure?”
“Hidden in an empty apartment, the guard knew him.”
Little Max thought. It was an effort, his flat nose and small eyes sunk in the scar tissue twisted by concentration. His brown suit was wrinkled and dirty, as if he’d been sleeping in cellars. He shook his small head, doubtful.
“Doors they makes noise, guys say hello when they knows someone. I should of heard something. The kid soldier up there should of been careful even if he saw Don Vicente himself.”
I took a chance, “What are you looking for, Max?”
A useless try, he wouldn’t answer. He didn’t.
“Gazzo got another idea?” he said.
“No.”
Bagnio touched the glass, watched my face.
“You,” I said. “You could have gotten past that guard.”
“Yeh,” he agreed. “I could of done it. Easy. Andy he got no gun, the girl she don’t like guns.” He rubbed his flat nose with his gun. “That Wood, his alibi checks out all the way?”
“Sixty miles away, a witness, and he wanted Diana back.”
“You workin’ for him?”
“Yes.”
“Someone else, maybe?”
I looked at the glass of gin-and what else mixed with the gin? A drug? Poison? Of course not. He wanted information. Only if I started lying, what use was I to him? A delicate balance. And no way of knowing what he already knew and what he didn’t.
“John Albano,” I said.
His battered face never showed surprise, or anything else.
“What’s the old man care about Andy?”
“He cares about Mia.” I took a chance. “And about Charley.”
He watched me. “What about Charley?”
“Do you know yet who killed Sid Meyer?”
“You know?”
“No, but maybe Andy did.”
I was wet under my clothes, sweating even in the dank lavatory, but I tried a push:
“Was Andy in some big deal with Meyer and Irving Kezar? Charley Albano got greedy, ambitious, crossed Andy?”
“Charley don’t figure,” Bagnio said.
But he wasn’t sure. I let him think about that, changed direction, added a complication:
“Charley is Stella Pappas’s brother, right?” I said. “A divorce, Max? Bad for Stella, you know?”
I wanted his mind busy on anything except me.
“Yeh,” he said. “I told Andy.”
“Andy must have gone crazy,” I said. “Hard to trust him.”
A mistake. He hit me across the face with his automatic.
“Shut up!”
I wiped blood from my mouth, but made no sound. Drawn tight from hiding, balanced on nerves, a sound could push him into violence before he thought of consequences.
“Andy was tops!” he said. “Tops, you hear?”
Sorrow in his voice, and furious defense of his dead boss. But maybe guilt, too? What kind of guilt? Because he had failed in his job of protecting his boss, or was it much more than that? Was he trying to learn something from me, or was he trying to find out how much the police and I knew?
“Tops,” I said. “Why did they turn against him? Mia hiring me to chase down his girl friend. Unless she had another reason.”
“Mia don’t get past the guard upstairs,” Bagnio said. “Andy he tossed her out of the pad before, told her keep the hell out of his business.”
“Mia went to that apartment? Where Diana Wood was?”
Little Max wiped his pistol on his pants, wiped my blood off it. “That Stern guy, he’s some kind of special soldier?”
“Commando-trained, I figure,” I said. “Israeli. Tough.”
“Yeh,” Bagnio said.
His battered face thought-and all at once I saw it! Max knew something. He wasn’t running aimless, he was following some fact he had. Or thought he had. Was it something dangerous to him he wanted to suppress, or something he wanted to prove that would change the murders? How the hell could I find out? Like a shark, he had a slow mind but knew his own waters. I sweated.
“Max? Maybe you saw Stern-?”
Heavy steps stumbled up to the outside door, and it flew open with a crash. A glassy-eyed drunk staggered straight to a urinal. Little Max whirled, gun up. I jumped.
Bagnio had failed to lock the door! One of those small mistakes life can depend on in my trade. My chance. I took it.
I knocked over the bench and its glass, hit Bagnio with my shoulder. He sprawled down, the gun clattering across the dank stone floor. I ran over him and out.
I ran across the dark square with its bare, scrawny trees, and into St. Marks Place. I cursed Hal Wood for refusing police protection. There would have been a cop to run to. Without a cop there, I couldn’t risk finding Hal’s vestibule locked. Bagnio might have more than talk for me now. All I could do was run.
Through crowds of faces. Curious, angry-what jerk ran on their streets? — or laughing. A funny game, two grown men running in the city. Go get him! Tally-ho! Very funny.
Across the avenues to the dark, open space of Cooper Square. Fewer people in the windy space, and, running, I looked back for the first time. Bagnio wasn’t there. I’d been running alone.
It didn’t make me feel foolish. I ran some more. Through alleys and back yards, just to be sure. Then I found a tavern on Eighth Avenue near my apartment. A bar I never went to. I had an Irish, called Captain Gazzo. He was out, so I had another Irish and called John Albano. No answer. I called Hal Wood. No answer. That made me swear-and worry. Where were they, Hal and Emily Green?
Max Bagnio knew where I lived and worked. I drank alone for two hours. Then I went home-I had to sooner or later.
I went the back way through the alley and over a fence. Max didn’t know who I might contact, he wouldn’t be there. I might bring the police. Max wouldn’t want to be cornered in my upstairs corridor. I went up slowly. I hoped I was right. I was. The corridor was empty, silent. I went inside.
Inside, I listened. Nothing. I went to the front windows. I didn’t turn on the lights. I saw nothing on the street below. It would be risky for Little Max to chase me here, and he was after more than me. But I didn’t turn on my lights.
I got a beer and sat in the dark. I called Albano and Hal again. No answers. I hoped they were at a movie, visiting friends. Anywhere except stumbling around the city after a killer. Or maybe trying to hide a killer? I was too tired to think about that.
The day had begun in snow and trees and clear air. Now I lay in bed in the dark afraid to put on my lights. My world. Welcome home, Danny boy!



CHAPTER 15


The grotesque midget rang a gong, carried a silver ax, and I knew I was dreaming. Half awake, I let the dream go on. I had two arms! My missing arm was home-welcome home. Then it ran off my shoulder, turned into Marty and Diana Wood-both. They were sad, so sorry they couldn’t put my arm back, but they had more important things to do, and…
My apartment was gray. No Little Max, and no arm. The telephone was ringing. I shook my head to clear it, and picked up the receiver. It was Captain Gazzo.
“You got something for me, Dan?”
I told him all about Max Bagnio. That Bagnio knew something, but I didn’t know what. I didn’t know if Max wanted to expose what he thought he knew, or hide it.
“A witness against Bagnio who doesn’t know he’s a witness?” Gazzo said. “Max trying to get to him before the witness realizes what he knows?”
“Or Bagnio is the witness, and is trying to nail the killer before you do,” I said. “It could be that what Max knows isn’t enough to convict, and he wants more. Or maybe Max isn’t sure.”
“We’ll get to Bagnio,” Gazzo said.
“He knows what he’s doing, Captain. His game.”
“Our game, too,” Gazzo said.
He hung up, and I lay in bed and looked at my gray room. It was raining outside, a steady drizzle. I lit a cigarette. I had to go to work, but where did I start? Mia Morgan, Stern, Kezar? Ask a lot of random questions, and hope someone gave an answer that suddenly meant something? Detective work. Charley Albano or Stella Pappas? Ask them questions? That one made me shiver under my warm covers, and want to burrow deeper and wish I was a fat bear and could hibernate the rest of the winter without feeling guilty. We pay for being human, the proud kings.
The telephone rang. I came out of hiding. John Albano.
“Dan? Mia’s apartment’s been searched! This morning.”
They come to you. Detective work.
“Max Bagnio?” I said.
“She doesn’t know,” Albano said. “I’m there now. The same kind of wreck as Wood’s place. Mia was with Stern all night.”
“I’m on my way,” I said.
I dressed and had my coffee at a diner on Eighth Avenue. No one seemed to be watching my apartment. In the diner I sat where I could see the street. No one appeared interested in me. I caught a taxi, the midmorning lull in the cab business, and rode up to Morgan Crafts through the gray drizzle.
In the apartment upstairs, Mia Morgan, Albano and Levi Stern were straightening up the mess. The same kind of search-rugs all rolled up, closets turned out, furniture overturned. Stern stopped working to watch me, Mia Morgan didn’t. She went on picking up the pieces as if I wasn’t there. John Albano sat down.
“He jimmied the door this time,” Albano said. “Mia can’t find anything missing. She and Stern were at his hotel.”
“On the town?” I said. “But no one saw you, right? Like the night Mia’s father and Diana Wood were killed?”
Stern stepped over a fallen chair. “You’re accusing us, Mr. Fortune? Say what you mean.”
“I’ll let the police accuse, Captain,” I said. I waved at the wrecked apartment. “I want to know about this. Were you near that apartment when Pappas and the girl were killed? Found something, or saw something?”
Mia Morgan looked up. “I never went near that apartment!”
“Yes you did. Andy threw you out, told you to stay away. Maybe you didn’t stay away.”
John Albano said, “Who told you that, Dan?”
“Max Bagnio,” I said. “We had an unscheduled talk last night. Little Max seems to be looking for something. He was interested in Captain Stern’s military career.”
Stern snorted, his deep eyes contemptuous.
“We don’t have anything to hide!” Mia insisted.
“Someone thinks you do. Max Bagnio, or someone else. He doesn’t have to be working alone.”
Mia stopped working over the mess. She bit a fingernail, chewed it off. A suddenly juvenile reaction, the cool maturity cracking. It scared her-the suggestion that someone besides Max Bagnio might be searching, watching. Levi Stern folded his skinny arms, impassive. John Albano fidgeted in his chair, seemed worried.
“If you know anything, Mia,” I said, “don’t be stupid. You’re not one of them. Don’t play the code.”
Omerta, the code of silence. Never talk.
“She knows nothing, Fortune,” Levi Stern said.
John Albano said, “Mia? You hate them. Tell him.”
“Or,” I said, “were you after something besides catching your father with Diana Wood when you hired me?”
“I wanted to stop him! Protect my mother!”
Stern said, “You still think of drugs, smuggling? I warned you more than once, Fortune.”
“The two of you have the contacts, the opportunity, and Mia’s her father’s daughter,” I said.
“No,” Stern snapped, “she is not! Not that way.”
Stern was angry. John Albano was worried, silent in his chair. Mia shook her head violently.
“I hired you to make my mother see the truth, stand up for herself! He made her no better than a slave!”
“Then was divorcing her,” I said. “Abandon her, dirty the family honor. How much Sicily is in you, Mia? Or plain America-the family money? Was it too much, the divorce? Avenge your mother, the family name? Stern there would do a lot for you, I think, and he could have handled it if I know training.”
Stern almost smiled. “It would not have been difficult. But I did not kill them. You are mistaken.”
Before I could answer, the doorbell rang. Mia answered it. Two men stepped inside, one on either side of the door. The same two who’d “talked” to me in the alley. Charley Albano, small and dapper and lazily important, came in behind them. He pulled at his yellow gloves, smiled. He saw me and stopped smiling.
“You don’t listen so good, Fortune?” he said.
The new authority was clear in his voice-very clear, as if informing the world, insisting. An authority he wasn’t really sure of yet. Pushing it.
“Andy’s dead, Charley,” I said. “I’ve got clients who-”
“Mr. Albano! I’m not dead. Beat it.”
Old John Albano was half-hidden in his chair behind Levi Stern. Charley, arrogant, had looked at no one yet but Mia and me. He had not seen his father. The old man’s swarthy face was bland, but his dark eyes seemed to lock on his son.
“Fortune’s working for me, Charley,” John Albano said.
Charley stiffened. His cat face turned toward the sound of his father’s voice. Levi Stern moved out of the way. In his chair, the massive old man’s calm was suddenly patriarchal, as if, facing his son, the old Sicilian taproot held him, too. (We forget how close we all are to our tribal pasts. A thousand years to the fur-wrapped Saxons, less to the horned Vikings and my own savage Poles in the swamps beyond the Elbe. Stare alone into a fire some night, and if you don’t feel the dark, wild forest all around you, it’s because you hide from it.) Charley Albano felt it, the grip of time, and I saw some of the starch go out of the dapper underboss.
“Hey, Papa,” he said, “come sta? Nice to see you.”
“You’ve got some business with Mia, Carlo?” the old man said.
“Private, okay, padrone?” The title of respect was for his two men, to save his own face. “The way it is, you know?”
“I know how it is, Carlo,” John Albano said curtly. “I say what’s my business. My family is my business, always.”
“That depends on the business,” Charley said. “Right, Mia?”
He watched the girl. She looked away from him, her big eyes nervous. She was scared again, a tone of warning in his voice. He nodded to the wreck of the apartment.
“Somebody’s looking for something. Maybe Bagnio?”
I said, “What makes you think that?”
He ignored me. I was a bug he could step on, prove his power, and he went on studying the searched apartment.
“Wood’s place, too, I heard. Some cover-up, maybe.” Charley shrugged, smiled his cruel smile. “It don’t matter, a dead man.”
John Albano said, “You think Bagnio killed Andy, Carlo?”
“A dead man. Who else gets past Bagnio and the kid upstairs?” Charley said. He pulled at his yellow gloves again, studied the elegant stitching. “But not Bagnio alone, you know? I figure someone got to Max, bought him. Fooled him, could be. Could be that’s what he’s after, proof to nail who bought him. That party’s dead, too, if he ain’t real careful.”
“Avenge Andy, Carlo?” John Albano said. “You care so much about Andy?”
“The family, right? Mi compare.”
“Compare? You and Andy?” John Albano said. He laughed. “An errand boy, that’s what you were to Pappas. Stupid!”
Charley’s cat face paled, the dark skin yellow. His eyes said-anyone else, I’d… Anyone else! But his father? What would they think, his men, his bosses?
“Look at you, all broken up,” John Albano said. “You don’t give a damn about Andy. You’re so hungry I can smell it. You think you’ll take Andy’s place? You?”
I said, “How much did you want to be boss, Charley? You were playing cards that night, right? With two witnesses. Them over there?” I nodded to his two gunmen. “Nice witnesses.”
He was smaller than I, younger, and he moved quickly. Close, looking up at me, his breath on my face, his hands clenched into fists inside the yellow gloves. Breathing hard and close.
“Never, cripple! Never say it, not to no one!”
Charley was young, and John Albano was old, but the old man had twice the strength still, and the same speed. He came out of his chair, swung his heavy fist against Charley’s head in the same motion. Not a punch, a clout. A blow swung like a hammer on his son’s ear, disdainful. Some old man.
Charley staggered, fell over a chair, came up with his pistol in his hand. John Albano took the gun away from him, flung it across the room.
“Out!” the old man said. “Stay away from Fortune, and stay away from Mia. Far away! Now get out.”
Charley’s two men watched. One of them picked up the gun, gave it to Charley. The dapper sub-boss tried to save some small face:
“Okay, I’m through here anyway, right, Mia?” he said to the girl, and to John Albano, “Be careful, old man. No more.”
His two men followed him out.
In the apartment, Levi Stern smiled at the old man. I mopped sweat from my face. I wasn’t so happy. Charley Albano had been humiliated, and I’d seen it. Mia wasn’t happy either. She sat down, and her hands shook. John Albano stood over her.
“What did he want, Mia?” the old man said. “He scares you. Why? Is Fortune right? You do know something?”
Her defiance was gone now, she almost looked her age. A scared girl.
“Charley says Bagnio killed Andy and Diana Wood,” I said. “But not alone. He hinted he knew who else. The party better be careful, he said. A hint to you, Mia? Did he see you with Max Bagnio?”
“What would that prove, Dan?” John Albano said. “Bagnio was close to Andy. He’d have been with Mia more than once.”
“He spoke to us for Mr. Pappas,” Stern said.
“All right,” I agreed, “but Charley was here for a reason, a warning. Were you around that apartment that night, Mia? You saw something? Found something?”
She shook her head. “Not that night.”
“But sometime?” I said. “When? What?”
She looked up at us. “It was nothing, Mr. Fortune. I mean, what could it…?” She took a breath. “The day before. I saw that Irving Kezar come out of the building. Charley was waiting in his car. He made Kezar get into the car with him. They drove off. I mean that was all.”
“Then why does it scare you?”
“Charley saw me on the street. Later he found me, told me to forget what I’d seen. I was to tell no one. No one at all.”
The wrecked room was quiet. I could hear the rain.
“No one?” John Albano said. “Not even Andy?”
“No one,” Mia said, watched the floor.
I said, “You better stay here, Albano. I’ll call you.”
I left John Albano talking low to Mia. Levi Stern watched them both silently.



CHAPTER 16


The rain was heavier now, and the big brick apartment building on East Seventieth Street seemed dingier than it had on the night Sid Meyer was blasted out the window. The bare lobby was cold and damp, and no one had bothered to mop up a puddle in the elevator. It was still a shabby place for Irving Kezar to live.
Jenny Kezar answered my ring at 6-C. She wasn’t wearing her old blue coat this time, but the difference was barely noticeable. She wore an old green-print housedress with two buttons open to show her ample breasts in a stained bra. Her gray hair hung in strands, and her eyes were still dull. One of the eyes was also black-yellow, her mouth was split and puffed, and the stains on her exposed bra were blood.
“What do you want?” she said, her voice sullen.
“Just some talk, Mrs. Kezar,” I said. “Dan Fortune. We-”
“I remember you.”
“Fine,” I said, “let’s talk inside.”
She let me push in, walked away into the dumpy living room where Sid Meyer had died, while I closed the door. It was still a shock to see that she was only in her late forties, had very nice legs. Take off twenty-five pounds, add some decent clothes, fix her face and hair, and put some light in her eyes, and she wouldn’t be pretty, but she’d look good enough. A different person. Most women would at least try.
“Who beat you up, Jenny?” I said. “Kezar?”
She lit a cigarette. She didn’t offer me one. “If you want Irving, he’s not here.”
“When will he be?”
“When he is. I told you already he stays other places.”
She had, I remembered, and maybe it explained the shabby building. Kezar didn’t really live here. Jenny did. Good enough for her. An early marriage, a place to hang his hat when he needed it, but it was onward and upward for Kezar, the old wife left behind.
“Why’d he hit you, Jenny?”
“Why does the sun rise?” she said, then softened it. “We had a fight, who doesn’t? What do you want, Fortune?”
“Did you know Andy Pappas?”
“I heard of him, didn’t everyone?”
“Maybe Sid Meyer knew him, Jenny? Some business?”
“Not that I know. Sid didn’t swing that high.”
“But Kezar knew Andy Pappas, swings that high.”
“Irving knows a lot of people.”
“Was he in some deal with Pappas?”
“You think Irving talks business with me?”
A rhetorical question-wasn’t it obvious that Kezar would never talk business with the likes of her? But it wasn’t an answer, and she could be just the person Kezar would talk business with. The sounding board, a comfortable haven for blowing off steam, talking out frustrations. We all need some release. But it was a denial, too, and she wasn’t about to tell me anything about Irving Kezar’s business.
“It’s three murders now, Jenny. Irving could be in danger.”
She smoked, blew smoke. “How?”
“Does he know Charley Albano? Had business with Albano?”
“No!”
A flat denial. And a contradiction. Kezar didn’t talk business to her, but she knew he had no business with Charley Albano. She wasn’t dumb, she heard it herself. A mistake.
“I don’t know nothing,” she said. “Leave me alone.”
“Kezar does have business with Charley Albano, doesn’t he?”
She shook her head, not denying but resisting. Her bruised face seemed to wilt, collapse.
“I can’t talk about Irving,” she said, almost pleading now. “Do me a favor, Fortune. Go away, let me alone.”
“A deal with Charley Albano, Jenny, that Pappas didn’t know about? Sid Meyer mixed in it? Behind Pappas’s back?”
“No.” She shook her head violently. “No!”
She was afraid. But was it for herself, or for Kezar? Afraid of him, or for him?
“You’re afraid of him? Kezar? Or is it Charley Albano?”
“I won’t talk to you! I don’t have to!” she said. “You get away from me! Go on!”
I went. She would tell me nothing now. Maybe later, when I knew more. But there was something, I was sure. Was it something Hal Wood knew, too? Not aware he knew?
There was no answer when I rang the vestibule bell of Hal’s St. Marks Place apartment. A small gnawing began in my stomach. Had he been gone all night? Emily Green, too? The vestibule door was unlocked. I went up.
A note was taped to the door of 4-B: See Super, 1-B.
I went down. It was the rear apartment off the vestibule. A big man with a red face and a can of beer opened the door.
“I’m looking for Hal Wood,” I said.
“A terrible thing,” the super said, sad. “You’re Mr.-?”
“Dan Fortune.”
He smiled, looked me up and down as if I’d been described to him. I’m not hard to describe.
“He called me, Wood, gave me a message for you, said it was important. He said you’d have identification.”
I showed him my license.
“Private eye, eh? Must be interesting work. Now me, I-”
“The message,” I said. “It’s important?”
It was a dismal day, no baseball on TV in February, and he wanted someone to talk to. He nodded. “He said meet him down on Sixth Street between First and Second. A candy store.”
I thanked him, walked south in the rain. A steady downpour now, washing away the last of the grimy snow. On the block of Sixth Street there was only one candy store.
“Dan!”
A loud whisper, urgent through the rain. Hal stood back in a doorway next to the candy store. Only partly sheltered from the driving rain, his duffel coat was soaked. Small things tie people together. We had our old duffel coats in common. I joined him in the doorway. He was watching a building across the street.
“It’s Emily,” Hal said. “She got a phone call at my place about three hours ago. A girl friend, she said, but she looked scared to me, so when she went out right after, I followed her. She went into that tenement over there, the one with the Polish butcher shop. She’s been there ever since. I called you at your office, but got no answer, so left the message with my super.”
The building was a flophouse, with blank shades at the windows instead of curtains, and raw meat hanging in the butcher shop.
“It was a woman who called?”
“I don’t know, Dan. Emily was taking all calls. Protect me in case someone wanted to find out if I was home.”
“You weren’t home last night.”
“We went to Emily’s folks in Queens. Got back late.”
“She’s been in there three hours? What apartment?”
“I don’t know. No mailboxes. Cut up in rooms, I guess.”
“You saw no one else you know go in or out?”
His intense eyes were uneasy. “I’m not sure. I thought maybe I did, but it’s crazy. What would Emily-?”
“Who?”
“That little guy who shot at me, but I didn’t get a good-”
“Max Bagnio? He went in there?”
“Came out. He walked off toward Second Avenue.”
I was out of the doorway while he still talked. He caught up. Me, Mia Morgan, now Emily Green. And Emily had gone on her own. There were no mailboxes in the decrepit entrance, but the door was open, and a bell was marked: Manager. I rang. A door opened far back, and a woman leaned in the opening.
I held up a five. “A small man, flat nose, scarred eyes. Probably took the room about four days ago. He owes money.”
“Second floor, room fourteen.” She took the five, closed her door.
We went up. Two skinny cats scurried away down the feebly lit corridor, all the room doors had so many layers of paint they looked diseased, and the toilets were in the hall. Room 14 was at the rear. This time I wished I had my old gun. Bagnio could have returned unseen in the rain, or by another way.
“If he’s in there, has a gun,” I said, “I’ll try to grab the gun, you grab him. Got it? Don’t wait.”
Hal nodded. At the door, he stood to the left out of sight. I knocked. Nothing happened. I listened. There was no sound. The lock was an ordinary room-key lock, not even a Yale. I backed, lowered my shoulder, nodded to Hal, and hit the door. It burst open with a crash against a bureau. I caught it on the rebound, and Hal was in the room with me.
A single room with a narrow bed, a table and some wooden chairs, and a hot plate. Max Bagnio wasn’t there. Emily Green was. I let the door go. Hal sat down on a bare chair.
“Oh, Jesus,” Hal said. “Oh, Christ!”
Emily Green lay on the cot, her hands folded, blood all over the hands and her plain gray dress, and her head smashed in. I bent down. She had been hit on the head with something heavy, more than once. Hard blows, angry or determined. One or two would have knocked her out, probably killed her. The others had been insurance-make sure she was dead.
“Me!” Hal said, held his face. “Touch Hal Wood and die!”
“Shut up!” I snapped. I was edgy, too. What’s wrong with us? A mistake of nature? Two young girls. Diana Wood had wanted the wrong man. What mistake had Emily Green made? The same one?
“It’s me, isn’t it?” Hal said. “You want to commit suicide, just get close to Hal Wood. What’s so important about me?”
I touched her. The arms were limp, and the body. A faint stiffness to her jaw. Two hours, maybe a little more. Not much more, she’d only been here three hours.
“What the hell does he want?” Hal said. “Bagnio?”
There was no telephone. “Go down and call Captain Gazzo.”
I gave him the number. He was glad to go. He hadn’t looked at Emily Green after the first moment. Who could blame him? Me, I’m experienced with death, sure I am. Play detective, Dan boy, find a perfect clue like a Scotland Yard hotshot. Was it even Max Bagnio’s room? Hal hadn’t been sure.
Hal could have been sure. There wasn’t much in the room, but what there was belonged to Bagnio. A small suitcase under the cot with two extra guns, ammo, two pairs of black cotton gloves, one clean shirt, a silver-mounted hairbrush set-initialed: M.B.-and one of those cheap arcade snapshots of Bagnio with a girl who looked fifteen. Some bread, canned meat, and two quarts of Seagram’s V.O., one half empty.
I guess they were clues. Anyway, they were all there was. No weapon. Not a surprise, Bagnio had probably used his big. 45. Hal returned.
“Captain Gazzo said to wait.”
I said, “It’s Bagnio’s room all right.”
Hal sat down again as if his legs couldn’t be trusted to keep him up. “We… haven’t even buried Diana yet. The cops only let her folks take her yesterday. Bury her tomorrow, in Queens. She hated Queens. Both of them from Queens. I guess I better stay away from girls from Queens.”
I sat. “Hal, have you remembered anything? Something you picked up near Diana’s new apartment? Someone who acted funny?”
“Nothing, Dan. Nothing!” He looked now toward where Emily Green lay so silent. “Doorways, that’s my speed. I’m good at watching from doorways. Right outside when it happened!”
“What the hell should you have done? Dashed in to do battle? A paintbrush against Bagnio’s forty-five?”
We waited in silence after that, the odor of death growing thick in the sleazy room.
Captain Gazzo straddled a chair, faced us both. The M.E. was still working over Emily Green. Gazzo’s men had been combing the bare room for an hour, not looking hopeful. Gazzo added it up.
“She got a call from Bagnio. Said nothing, and came here. Why did Max kill her? She wouldn’t talk, and he hit too hard persuading her? Then had to finish the job? Or did he let her know something dangerous to him and have to kill her?”
“A forty-five automatic is heavy enough to do it,” I said.
The M.E. looked up. “Possible, but not likely. Something thicker, a bottle or club. Nothing in this room looks right. About three hours ago now, I’d estimate. First or second blow did the job, the rest were fun or panic.”
The morgue men packed Emily Green up, took her out. Gazzo’s men had all quit, stood around. Except the fingerprint man.
“Ten different sets already,” he said. “A transient flop. Why don’t I ever get a neat, high-class murder?”
Gazzo ignored the fingerprint man, scowled. “Why did she come here at all? How did Bagnio make her come? A threat? Told her he had something important that would help Hal, or hurt him?”
I told him what Charley Albano and Mia had said uptown.
“Irving Kezar ties to Charley, if Pappas’s kid is telling it true, and Sid Meyer ties to Kezar,” Gazzo mused. “Charley Albano would lie about anything, but if he says Max Bagnio killed Andy, and not alone, he could know, too.” Gazzo looked at Hal. “Any chance your wife could change her mind, decide to come back?”
“How would I know? She’d started the divorce, moved in with Pappas.” His voice was stiff, as if it hurt even now to mention Diana and Pappas together.
“You think Emily could have hired Bagnio?” I said. “To kill Diana? Pappas was the extra murder?”
“Maybe Max had two partners,” Gazzo said. “One for each.”
“Captain!”
A call from down in the back yard. Gazzo and I went and looked down. One of Gazzo’s men held a sawed-off baseball bat. I saw the blood on it. Gazzo looked around the barren room. He opened both windows. One of them wouldn’t stay open.
“Windows never work in a dump like this,” Gazzo said. “The bat was a brace to hold the window up. Lying around handy.”
Gazzo went out to go down to the back yard. I turned to Hal. I described Charley Albano and his yellow gloves.
“When you were watching Diana’s new place, did you see a man like that? See him do anything strange? Did he see you?”
“Well,” he thought, then nodded, eager. “I think maybe I did. With that paunchy guy, what was his name-Kezar? And, Dan, I might have seen the small guy with the gloves around St. Marks Place, too. After the murders. Sort of watching.”
I said, “Tell Gazzo I had to go. And stay hidden, you hear?”



CHAPTER 17


I called Irving Kezar’s office from the candy store. He was out, his efficient secretary didn’t know where he was this time. She never gave out his home address.
In the rain, seven empty taxis passed me up. Lunch hour, they were heading midtown for more lucrative short hauls. I cursed them all the way to the subway at Astor Place, rode uptown to Sixty-eighth Street, and walked north to Seventieth.
In the bare lobby of Kezar’s building, a young man in a hat and brown overcoat was studying the mailboxes as if he had just come in and was looking for the apartment number of some tenant. But his hat and coat were almost dry. That made me alert, and I recognized him-the man who could have followed Kezar from his athletic club a month ago, who looked like a young lawyer, but had a gun under his coat.
That had to mean Kezar was now upstairs. I went up, and was wrong again. Not even Jenny Kezar answered my ring. I went back down, using the stairs, but the young man was gone. Puzzled, I walked out into the rain and turned west. Maybe Kezar had used another exit to give the young man the slip. Which had to mean that Kezar was up to something he wanted quiet and hidden.
I turned south on the avenue, looked for the first tavern where I could call Gazzo-and then I forgot about Gazzo. The young man in the brown coat was behind me! He hadn’t been staked out for Kezar, but for me! Jenny Kezar. She must have reported my earlier visit. Not as beaten-down as she seemed? Having Kezar tailed-or did she have some other reason for being nervous?
Brown overcoat wasn’t a bad tail, but he wasn’t the best, and this was my city. I led him to an art gallery I knew on Madison Avenue. It had a concealed back-room exit into an areaway that served the next building, too. I came back out on Madison. Brown overcoat emerged from the gallery looking annoyed. He began to wave at taxis in the rain, and I got a break-he had no more luck than I’d had. He had to walk, and I followed him. He went south and west, bent into the rain, and started across the Park at Sixty-sixth Street.
I would be too easy to hear and spot on the sunken roadway unless I stayed so far back I could lose him on the other side of the Park. So I took to the sodden grass and bare bushes and tailed from up above the roadway. On Central Park West he went north to Sixty-ninth Street, and west to Columbus, where he went into a bar. I watched him enter the telephone booth. He came out, walked back to Central Park West, sat on a bench across from a big apartment building. In the rain, he watched the entrance.
I went in through the service entrance on Sixty-ninth. The rows of apartment bells listed a Mr. K. Irving in 17-B. The elevators had operators, and in a building like this they would ask questions of a one-armed man in a duffel coat and black beret. I used my keys on the stairs door, walked up the seventeen flights.
In a narrow service corridor, I listened at the back door of 17-B. I heard no sounds, used my keys again, slipped inside. I stood in a large kitchen that had not been used much recently. In the rest of the apartment there was a heavy, empty silence. I moved on cautiously.
It was a large apartment-six rooms-with the packaged air of a hotel suite. Rented furnished, cleaned by maids, used but not quite lived in. A big living room had a well-stocked liquor cabinet, the dining room was formal. One bedroom seemed used on some regular basis, its closet full of expensive suits and jackets, its one tall bureau containing shirts, underwear, men’s accessories. I was in the right apartment, Irving Kezar’s name was on various items.
The other two bedrooms were furnished but unused, closets and drawers empty. A final room, a kind of office-den, was the only really lived-in room. It was busy, messy, with papers on a desk and empty glasses on a coffee table in front of a comfortable couch. There were no filing cabinets. If Kezar had a second set of files or books, they were in still a fourth place. I went to work studying the papers in the desk.
After an hour I had a better picture of Irving Kezar’s work-and no picture at all. A man who was “called in” to consult, got people “together.” Expediter of collaborations, arranger of contacts-the oil in the wheels of a lot of “projects” and deals. But the details seemed to slip away, elude definition. Not one concrete fact or specific company, not one reference to exactly what he expedited or arranged. And nothing remotely related to Andy Pappas, or an Albano, or Max Bagnio, or anyone else I knew.
I sat back to think, and the sound of the key in the front door almost caught me flat-footed. Not quite. My subconscious had sensed the elevator stopping at the floor without actually being aware of it, and when the key scraped in the lock, I was alert, had a few seconds. Not time to reach the kitchen and rear door across the living room, but just time to slip through the connecting door between the den-office and one of the unused bedrooms. Not even time to close the connecting door, risk its sound, but only to flatten against the door, breathe softly.
Two men came into the den-office. I had a tiny space between the hinged door and the frame, like seeing a movie screen through a keyhole. A back, a shoulder, the creak of the desk chair, and the sigh of the couch. A few seconds of silence that seemed like an hour. The snap of a cigarette lighter, smoke billowing.
“I told you I don’t like you coming here.” Irving Kezar’s voice. “I take the risks, I say when we contact.”
“You don’t contact,” a crisp voice said. “We don’t like it.”
“I report when I’m ready, damn it.”
“We like to keep better touch. It’s what we pay for.”
“You pay for results,” Kezar said. His voice was worried. “You’re sure no one saw you waiting down in the lobby?”
“We’re not amateurs,” the crisp voice said, disdainful. “The building’s watched.”
I tried to see through the narrow crack of the partly open door. I could see Kezar’s hand, pudgy and flashing with his diamond rings. I saw a foot and ankle of the other man-a well-shined brown shoe and a neat gray sock.
“Well, do you have a report on the operation, Kezar?”
“It’s moving just as planned.”
“Even with the complication?”
Silence, then Kezar’s voice again, “Pappas doesn’t change anything. A little slowdown, that’s all. No real change.”
“They know who killed him?”
“Not a clue,” Kezar said.
“That’s good,” the crisp voice said. “Ramapo Construction Company has the contract?”
My ear twitched-a name! I listened for another name. It takes two to make a contract. It didn’t come.
“All signed,” Kezar said.
“But not paid yet?”
“I’ll tell you when it’s time.”
Another silence, and I watched the brown shoe and neat ankle swing in the air, impatient or annoyed or both.
“So you have no real information to give me?” the crisp voice said. “Sometimes I wonder who you really work for, Kezar.”
“I work for me, I told you that all along,” Kezar said.
“Dangerous work,” crisp voice said. “Everyone cheats everyone in this kind of thing, but don’t cheat us too far.”
“You’ll get your money’s worth.”
“After you cream off your share from the other side,” the unseen man with the well-shined shoe said. “When do you plan to see Dunlap again?”
“When it’s right,” Kezar said. “It’s not so easy with a guy like Dunlap. I have to step careful around him. He’s not dumb.”
“Yes he is,” crisp voice said. “Dumb enough.”
“All right, but I need a few more days. He’s the one place Pappas matters, slowed it down. You don’t want him suspicious.”
There was movement. The unseen man with the crisp voice had stood up, and now I saw him. He leaned on Kezar’s desk.
“That’s for you to handle, and don’t make a mistake. No mistakes, but get it moving. We’ve waited long enough now.”
He was a tallish man, authority in his crisp voice. In his early fifties, dressed like a low-echelon executive in an ordinary brown suit, with close-cropped graying hair and the command of a man higher up than he looked. An Anglo-Saxon face, more mid-western than Ivy League. He reminded me of a successful small city lawyer, an older version of the young man I’d tailed to the building. Some Anglo-type gang, moving in on the brotherhood?
“You’ll get your results, make your score,” Irving Kezar said, not backing down. “I have to go on working, cover myself.”
“Make sure you do,” the stranger said.
He vanished from my narrow view, and a moment later I heard the outer door close. Out in the den-office, Irving Kezar’s hand tapped the desk, his rings shining. He sat there for some time in the heavy silence. I breathed as quietly as I could, it was the critical time. If he heard, sensed…
Kezar got up. I tensed.
He walked around his desk-and out of the den-office. The outside door closed once more, and the whole apartment became as silent as when I’d come in. I didn’t wait. I went out the way I had come in, down the seventeen flights, and out the side. I went to the corner of Central Park West. The young man across the street was gone, the park bench empty in the rain. I took the subway down to my office.
I checked the street carefully, and the entrance. No one was around I could see, especially not Max Bagnio. I went up, and someone was in the corridor. He came out of the shadows. Hal Wood. His face was neither boyish nor ruddy anymore. As tight and constricted as his eyes.
“The police called Emily’s folks, made me wait,” he said. “They hate me, Emily’s folks. I don’t blame them. They brought her up strict about men, and then I came along. Corrupted her, then got her killed. I’d hate me, too.”
“Come on in. You shouldn’t be wandering around.”
In my one-window office I sat behind the desk. Hal stood, paced. He was wound so tight he could break apart at any moment. If he was a danger to anyone, they might not have to kill him, he’d do their job for them.
“What should I be doing?” he said. “Hiding in an empty apartment? Try again, Dan? Pick a girl I don’t really care about this time? When she gets killed, it won’t matter?”
“Go back to work.”
“I can’t work! I want to know!”
“All right. You ever hear of Ramapo Construction Company?”
“No, never.”
I called Lawrence Dunlap’s office. He’d gone for the day. I got his home address-32 Elm Drive, Wyandotte, New Jersey. I called John Albano. He was there. I told him about Emily Green and Max Bagnio, asked when he’d left Mia and Levi Stern. He’d left right after I had. All of them alone when Emily Green had been killed. With maybe just enough time?
“You know a Ramapo Construction Company?”
“One of Charley’s companies,” John Albano said. “Out in North Caldwell, New Jersey. Charley lives there, too.”
“Get your car, pick me up at my office. When I talk to Charley, maybe it’ll help to have you with me.”
My map showed that Wyandotte was a medium-sized city-not far from North Caldwell, or from Newark, where Sid Meyer had run his trucking company. This time I took my old gun.
“I’m going, too,” Hal said. “I can’t just sit around, Dan.”
His face was almost hollow. Maybe he’d be as safe with me as anywhere. We went down to the street to wait for John Albano.



CHAPTER 18


We drove through the Lincoln Tunnel and out across the Jersey Flats, the salt marshes and automobile graveyards and smoking factories stretching in all directions. Past Newark and Elizabeth, and into the rolling hills and open fields farther south where low buildings of the new, clean, light industries dotted the landscape among the bare trees.
The rain had slackened, and we reached Wyandotte first. It was a city from the past-wide, tree-lined streets, older brick buildings, and the sprawl of supermarket and automobile franchises confined to a separated strip on the northern outskirts. Some cheaper tracts had gone up around the town, and some large signs announced the coming of light industry, but the city was still spacious on its meandering river, pleasant even in the slow rain.
Elm Drive curved up a series of hills in what was one of the richer residential sections, and Thirty-two was an ugly, three-story brick mansion that had stood among its trees and lawn for a long time. Lawrence Dunlap’s blue Cadillac was parked in front of an open garage, a smaller red Mercedes was inside. John Albano stopped under a porte-cochere at the front door.
An elderly woman with floury hands and rimless glasses answered our ring. There was nothing subservient about her manner.
“And what can I do for you, eh?” Brisk.
“We’d like to see Mr. Dunlap.”
She looked me up and down. “You have a name, young man?”
I gave my name. She closed the door. It opened again in about a minute, and the housekeeper nodded us inside.
“In the breakfast room with Miss Harriet. Wipe your feet, go straight through to the rear hall, turn left. You’ll see it.”
The old retainer, and from the way she said “Miss Harriet” instead of Mrs. Dunlap, I guessed whose old retainer she was. She had probably come with the marriage. We followed her directions and came out on a glassed-in side porch where Dunlap and his patrician wife were having tea and small sandwiches on a blue-and-white tea service that must have come over from England with one of Harriet Dunlap’s ancestors before New York ceased being Dutch.
The wife smiled politely at us, and Dunlap stood up with a faint frown as if wondering what I could want now. When he saw Hal Wood, his whole face changed, seemed to fall apart. He recovered, but forgot to greet us. His wife looked up at him curiously. Not critically, but concerned. I saw again how she doted on him. The happy couple, and she helped him smoothly.
“Mr. Fortune, isn’t it?” A lady always remembered names.
“Dan Fortune, Mrs. Dunlap,” I said.
Dunlap looked away from Hal. He was sweating, trying to pull himself together. I decided to let him sweat a moment.
“That’s some view you have, Mrs. Dunlap,” I said.
The rain had all but stopped, and beyond the brisk terrace outside the glass walls there was a far and wide view of the wooded hills and valleys along the curving river. It reminded me of the Roosevelt house at Hyde Park. Smaller and neater, not as grand as the Hudson Valley, but even a denser green in summer. An old view, unchanged for centuries.
“I expect Indians to come out of those trees,” I said.
“I know what you mean,” Harriet Dunlap said. Her pretty scrubbed face studied the view, enjoyed it. “My family’s been in this house since before the Revolution. One branch.”
Lawrence Dunlap found his voice. “In the mid-west, the land was something to use, Mr. Fortune, make money on. Shortsighted, our pioneers. All pioneers, I expect. Ended with ruined land and not as much money from it as they’d expected.” Abruptly, he turned to Hal Wood. “I’m so very sorry, Mr. Wood. An awful tragedy. I liked Diana. We all did at the office. She was so… gentle, friendly. I can hardly believe-”
“Yeh,” Hal said. “I liked her, too.”
Dunlap flushed. “Yes, of course. I… I-”
“I imagine words don’t help, Mr. Wood,” Harriet Dunlap said. Straightforward, that breeding of hers again. She’d obviously never met Hal, but she didn’t stare, intrude. She wouldn’t pretend that Diana’s death was her tragedy, yet there was more in her voice than sympathy for a stranger, as if she were thinking of what Dunlap’s loss would mean to her. Unbearable.
She was also giving Dunlap time. The handsome husband was struggling for the right attitude, the right words. He took his wife’s cue, decided on honesty, confession.
“I’m honestly sorry, Mr. Wood,” Dunlap said. “For whatever part I played in it all. I only tried to help her, be a friend. It was wrong of me to interfere in your life, I apologize. But Diana… Perhaps if I’d known you better, I-”
“You had your business to run,” Hal said. “You didn’t make her chase other men. She was willing.”
Dunlap nodded, eager for any kind word. “Restless, I’m afraid. Still, I blame myself for not seeing it, for throwing her among richer men so much. Not that I could have guessed that she… It hit me very hard, Hal. Can I call you Hal? I miss her already. What a waste, and for no reason. Just with him.”
I said, “That’s how you see it? A gang fight? Someone out to kill Pappas? Any ideas who it might have been, Dunlap?”
“None. How would I? I mean, a man like that?” He was all at once sweating again. “Surely it must be one of his own kind?”
“A gangster,” Harriet Dunlap said. “Can’t we stop such animals, Mr. Fortune?”
“It’s not so easy,” I said. “Ask your husband.”
“He’s right, Harriet,” Dunlap said. “I knew the man, even did business with him. Not directly, through representatives, front men. You work with someone, then he brings his ‘friend’ and client to your meetings and parties, and it’s Pappas. If I had known who he really was when he met Diana, I think-”
“Front men like Irving Kezar?” I said.
“His kind, yes. Kezar himself didn’t happen to front for Pappas with us. Some other interests.”
“Have you dealt with Ramapo Construction Company?”
“Ramapo? No, not in my business. Why?” He seemed curious.
“But you do know the company?”
“Yes, in a way,” Dunlap said slowly. The lines of strain around his eyes seemed to deepen. “They plan to build a housing tract and large laboratory in Wyandotte, I believe. I’m not sure, there’s quite a bit of new construction here.”
“Lawrence is chairman of the city council,” Harriet Dunlap said proudly. “The family has always taken part in the town.”
“Ramapo Construction is owned by a Charley Albano,” I said. “You know him?”
“No, we have a paid staff that handles permit details,” Dunlap said, hesitated. “Should I know him? Who is he?”
John Albano said, “My son, a racketeer, and a hoodlum.”
“You mean another gangster?” Harriet Dunlap cried. “Here?” She faced Dunlap. “Lawrence, at least we can keep such people out of Wyandotte! You’ll have to investigate this man.”
“Vigilantes like your ancestors, dear?” Dunlap said. He smiled at her, indulgent, but it was a thin smile. “It can’t be done that way now, Harriet. I wish it could be. But they’re legitimate businessmen, legal, and they have the money and the power. We can’t deny them their rights like anyone else unless we can catch them at some criminal action, and they’re hard to catch. Isn’t that so, Mr. Fortune?”
“Yes,” I said. “Vigilante justice always sounds tempting, but the record isn’t so good. They hanged too many innocent men, let too many guilty ones get away just the same as normal law. Someone could always be bought, even vigilantes.”
“You make men sound evil, Mr. Fortune,” Harriet Dunlap said.
“Only self-interested,” I said. “Dunlap, is Irving Kezar connected to Ramapo Construction?”
“Not that I’m aware. I really don’t deal with Kezar much, and never if I can help it.”
“But you have some dealings with him right now?”
“No,” Dunlap shook his head. “Nothing immediate.”
“I’ve heard different.”
Dunlap flushed. “Then you heard incorrectly!”
“That’s possible,” I said mildly. “He may not have contacted you yet. What company did he come to you for last?”
Dunlap was reluctant. “Well, we’re not supposed to reveal-”
“We’re talking about murder, Dunlap.”
“Yes. All right. He represented a Martin Winthrop of Caxton Industries. It’s a large conglomerate.”
I glanced at John Albano. The old man shook his head. He didn’t know Caxton Industries, or Martin Winthrop. The names didn’t seem to mean anything to Hal Wood, either.
“All right, Dunlap,” I said. “Thanks.”
I started for the door out of the breakfast room. A low, evening sun was beginning to break through over the peaceful distance beyond the terrace. Lawrence Dunlap touched Hal Wood.
“I really am so sorry. I… If I’d known what Pappas really was, I’d never have lied for Diana. I wish to God I had known, hadn’t covered for her.”
“She’d have found a way,” Hal said. “Pappas, or someone just like him.”
As we left, Harriet Dunlap reached out to comfort Dunlap.
Outside, we got into John Albano’s car. The sun was almost all the way out now, low and about to set into twilight. The rain stopped, it was already growing colder.
“Well?” John Albano said. “Do we visit Charley next?”
“We can try it,” I said.
Hal Wood looked back at the big, ugly brick mansion as Albano drove away. Not in envy, but more as if he hated the rich house and maybe Dunlap, too. They were both the kind of thing Diana had wanted so much, the need that had killed her. Hal stared back until the house was out of sight, almost hypnotized.
On the road toward North Caldwell, we passed heavy construction going on in a large field. I saw the sign.
“Slow down,” I said to John Albano.
I read the construction sign: Site of Electronics Laboratory, Ultra-Violet Controls, Inc. General Contractor: Ramapo Construction Company. It was going to be a big job.
“Go on,” I said.
North Caldwell was a more recent town, closer to Elizabeth. A garish tentacle of megalopolis, with its neon used-car lots and mammoth bowling alley complexes. Charley Albano lived in a secluded area with a name-Riviera Ridge-and a private patrol. (Private police to protect Charley Albano from being annoyed by riffraff. Sometimes you don’t know whether to laugh or cry.)
John Albano was known, the gate guard passed us through, but in the dusk Charley’s split-level house was dark. There were no cars. John Albano tried the bell, got no answer, and we turned back toward New York. John Albano would try to find Charley there, and I wanted to talk to Captain Gazzo. The visit to Lawrence Dunlap seemed to have made Hal Wood moody. He stared out in silence. We passed Garden State Parkway, headed for the New Jersey Turnpike on the far side of Elizabeth.
“Look!” John Albano nodded up at the rear-view mirror.
A car was pulling up on us fast on the secondary road as we neared Elizabeth. A big, black car. Albano speeded up. We were in a dark industrial area of factory yards and dumps. Albano couldn’t shake the big car. It came on as if we weren’t moving.
“Dan!” Albano said.
I saw the car parked across the road up ahead. John Albano didn’t hesitate. A narrow side road led off to the right through the factories and dumps. Albano turned into it at full speed, the car skidding and careening. I braced to go over. But the old man had an iron grip and a delicate touch. We made it, bounced violently along the rutted dirt road-and skidded into a dead end.
Headlights turned into the side road behind us.



CHAPTER 19


The big car came on fast. Beyond the dead-end barrier a vast dump stretched in the darkness, an automobile graveyard piled with rusted old cars. Albano’s car steamed from a cracked radiator. No time to reach the ghostly factory buildings.
“You’ve got your gun,” Hal cried. “When the car stops we can-”
“No chance, even if I could shoot. Three to one at least.”
“Then let me have the gun! I’ll handle them, all of them,” Hal raged. “Ten bums like them!”
John Albano didn’t waste time or words. “The dump!”
The old man plunged down a short slope into the dump, trotted ahead picking his way smoothly. An old man who knew what he was doing. We weaved among the junk and garbage and old cars, the smell rising like steam in the night. There were shots behind us. I couldn’t hear where the shots went. We ran on.
We could hear cars on the parkways, but the dump seemed endless, and around it nothing moved. A kind of jungle, with tigers stalking, and which way was safety? How many of them were there? Who were they?
“Charley?” I said.
“Maybe,” John Albano said. “He could have spotted us at his house.”
“He’d hurt you?”
“Not in the open, bad for his reputation. But if no one knew, could prove it.”
Hal said, “What about that Max Bagnio? With friends.”
“Or the others, the Anglo types in the brown suits,” I said.
We went on straight ahead. As long as we didn’t circle or go back, we should be ahead of them. We came to a deep, dark canal, its edges frozen in the February night. We could swim it, but then we’d have to get warm somewhere quickly or freeze, and on the far side was a high fence-too high.
Hal held up his hand, listened.
We could hear them somewhere behind us, stumbling through the junk and garbage. Not hurrying, not shooting at shadows, but moving toward us carefully, inexorably.
“Maybe we can swim the canal, climb that fence,” John Albano said.
If anyone could, he could. In his condition, even at his age, he could probably even survive the night soaking wet. I wasn’t so sure about myself. Hal studied the distant fence.
“If we took too long, they’d corner us,” Hal decided. “It’s better we dig in, take cover, make them find us.”
John Albano agreed. “They like the advantage, Dan. Out here they’ll stay together, not get caught alone.”
“I hope you’re right,” I said.
We moved cautiously back through the junk and old cars. Hal stopped every few feet to listen. We heard them around us, all close together. In the dark I saw Hal’s teeth. He was smiling. He was better at this than they were. They had the guns-the hunters, and we were the rabbits, but old John Albano was a tough rabbit, and Hal had the skill.
They went past us, making too much noise and not seeing us where we crouched silent. But they would reach the canal and know that we were still in the dump. Hal searched the night.
“There,” he said.
It was an old panel truck wreck, sunk to its fenders in the dirt, but solid and with only the one opening through its rusted rear doors. Its front was buried in a mass of other junk, and from the doors we could see in all directions. We slipped inside. It was warmer, and there was no thought of trying to escape back to the road. They would have left men to watch. In the dark dump, stumbling around, we could run into them. In the hidden old truck they would have to find us. We would wait them out.
I sat near the rear doors with my old gun. Hal and John Albano sat against opposite sides of the wrecked truck, facing each other. Hal’s eyes gleamed in the dark, in action, no longer moody. John Albano’s eyes were closed. We waited.
At eight o’clock, Hal took my place at the doors with the pistol. He crouched very alert. John Albano still sat with his eyes closed, breathing quietly. I listened.
Twice they came close. Once two shadows passed across the open space in front of the doors, and went on. Once someone climbed the mound of junk behind us, but didn’t come down. John Albano took the gun at ten o’clock.
There were long silences, and then we’d hear them again. Coming closer, and moving away. Circling the mounds of junk.
We waited.
It was my turn at the door again at midnight, and after that we didn’t hear them again. We waited.
At 1 A.M., Hal lit a cigarette back in the truck, cupped it carefully.
“You think they’ve gone?” he asked.
“I don’t know,” John Albano said. “They stayed looking longer than I’d have expected. They want one of us a lot.”
“Which one?” I said, watched the dark night.
“We better wait,” Hal decided. He leaned back against the rusted truck, smoked. “Your son is one of them, Albano? A hoodlum, gangster?”
“Yes,” the old man said. “My son and my daughter, but not my granddaughter. She escapes.”
Hal laughed. Sudden, almost nasty. All our nerves raw in the rusted old wreck, the stink of the dump all around, the night beginning to freeze.
“So damned powerful,” Hal said, “and they can’t catch an old man, a cripple, and a two-bit painter with one gun between us! They wouldn’t last an hour in a real battle. Straw men.”
“They know how to get what they want,” John Albano said.
“We let them,” Hal said. He smoked, a shadow in the cold dark of the truck body. “How’d you escape it, Albano? You handled the car getting off the highway like some old getaway driver.”
“I almost was one,” the old man said. “You don’t always get a choice in this world, circumstances force you one way. But I got a choice. To the brotherhood the world is like a card game. Only so much in the game, and you pass it around, fight for your share. You add nothing. Money, status, momentary advantage, and afraid of losing it any minute because it’s all you’ve got. Not so different from any businessmen. Except the Mafia is in a war, them against everyone else. Parasites on the world.”
The old man found one of his long cigars in his pocket, lit it, the quick glare lighting his face. “I’ve built all over the world. I’ve taught college, consulted for struggling governments, worked for the U.N. in a lot of places. I’m not important, no one is afraid of me. But I’ve added something, done a job. Damn, I’ve enjoyed life-and I could have been like Charley.”
His eyes were cold in the glow of the cigar. “The only bad mistake I made. Away too much, let other people teach my kids. You two are still young enough, stay close to your kids.”
“Kids don’t always listen,” I said.
“We never had kids,” Hal said. “Diana and me. Good, maybe.”
I watched the night, my old gun cold in my hand. It was black and still, only the sound of the rats in the dump, and that sense of forces in the night. Indifferent forces, blind.
“You did some soldiering, too,” Hal said to John Albano.
“Yes, some. More than one place. I try to forget it.”
“I could tell out there tonight,” Hal said. He shifted unseen in the dark. “Over in Korea we dropped behind their lines this night. Knock out some pillboxes were pinning our guys down. We split up, my squad got one pillbox. They counterattacked, blew up the pillbox with us in it. I thought I was dead, but I wasn’t. When I came to, I was pinned under rubble. Me and an old sergeant. It was fourteen hours before they came and got me out, our people. The old sergeant died somewhere in there, and I thought I was dead again fifty times.
“All the while I lay there, I thought about after the war, about a woman, about my life. I swore that if I lived I’d do something. Something big, something for myself. I swore I’d never do anything I didn’t want, never let anyone tell me what to do, never get pushed around. I saw faces, all the destroyers who ran the world, put me under that pillbox. I’d never again just exist, let things happen! So I came home, became a painter, met Diana, and now-?”
He stopped talking, but he wasn’t silent. I could hear him moving in the dark against the rusted truck wall. Thrashing, the hidden car another pillbox and he was pinned under it again, Diana and Emily Green dead around him like that old sergeant.
“Easy, son,” John Albano said. “You sound like a man blaming himself. You can’t control everything that happens, shape it all your way. Save it for what you can control, or try to.”
Crouched at the truck doors my hand was frozen and my legs stiff. I could hear the traffic on the parkways, light now in the distance near 2 A.M., see the outline of the mounds of rotting and rusted junk. In the hidden truck I couldn’t see either of them, but I sensed them there, huddled in the cold, and I wanted to laugh. The losers! Frozen and hiding from men who knew how to win in this world. The three losers, nursing our impotent dreams of being better men, the proud solitaries who wanted the world to be better than it was. Perfect.
At 2 A.M., Hal took the gun and the post at the doors.
We waited.
There were no more sounds, and at some time John Albano took the gun, and once I became aware of even the distant traffic on the parkways becoming a single car that passed from time to time in some direction.
Then there was light. Gray at first, growing brighter. I sat up where I had slept against the truck wall. John Albano was slumped asleep at the door, my old gun large in his hand. Hal lay curled in a corner, stirring and moaning in his sleep. I woke Albano first. He came alert at once, his old eyes fully awake. He looked out into the dump.
“Wake up, Hal,” he said. “I’ll take a look.”
I shook Hal. He jerked awake, his eyes almost manic. He saw the light, scrambled to his feet. Outside I heard trucks and men working. John Albano came back.
“They’re gone. My car’s the only one back on the road.”
“People around,” I said. “The one thing they don’t like.”
We went out, and a dump-truck driver took us to the nearest garage. The garageman towed in Albano’s car. It would take two hours to fix, so I talked the garageman into renting us a car, and we drove into New York. Hal and John Albano reported to Captain Gazzo with me. He listened to our story.
“You didn’t see them, got no license numbers, but maybe there is a gang fight building,” Gazzo said. “I’ll check into Ramapo Construction. Not a damn thing new, and Bagnio’s still loose. In the same area, we think. Watch yourselves.”
Hal had to go to Diana’s funeral. They wouldn’t let him go to Emily Green’s burial. John Albano dropped me at my apartment. I shaved, took a shower, and was planning some sleep when the telephone rang. It was John Albano again.
“I went to Mia’s. She’s out in Jersey. They’re burying Andy today. Charley’ll be there, everyone. Want to go?”
I wanted to go.



CHAPTER 20


Andy Pappas had lived farther out near Somerville. We stopped to pick up John Albano’s car, and drove west and south into the open countryside. A sunny day and warm near noon for February, but I wasn’t thinking about the beauty of the weather.
“Will they like my being there?” I said. “The funeral?”
“They’ll have buried Andy by now, all back at the house crying with the widow, telling each other how together they are, carving up Andy’s power and take,” John Albano said. “It’s a nervous time, Dan, and they won’t like you there, but they’ll take it. A friend of the father-in-law. They won’t like me there, won’t expect me. Maybe I’ll worry them. Someone’s worried already.”
“You think it was Charley last night?”
“Charley, or Max Bagnio, or even someone higher.” Albano watched the road. “An important event, Dan. Max Bagnio should be there, unless he’s afraid to be.”
“Or unless someone else is afraid to have him there.”
I saw the house a half mile away. It was white and Colonial, as big as the Dunlap house, and richer. Cars were massed around it like a great swarm of bees. The private cars and the rows of limousines just starting to leave. The brotherhood buried its dead according to the book. Formal clothes, a limousine for all. The soldiers packed in six-in-one, the generals and statesmen riding in secluded splendor with, perhaps, a single peer.
John Albano parked. We got out. Two guards hurried toward us. John Albano waited, the picture of a Sicilian patriarch. One of the guards recognized him, stopped, wary.
“Excuse, padrone. I wasn’t told you’d be here.”
“You see me.”
“The Mass is over. Funeral, too.”
“Is my daughter also buried?” Albano demanded.
The guard nodded, stepped back, and we went on into the big white house. Crowds of men in formal dress, and women all in black, filled a giant living room, a banquet-sized dining room, and smaller rooms. They saw me, and froze; saw John Albano, and fell silent.
Stella Pappas sat at the rear of the living room, women and older men hovering over her. One of the women was Mia Morgan. John Albano strode straight toward his daughter. I felt like one of those African movies where the white hunter and the nervous redhead walk down massed rows of silent warriors with sharp spears and nasty faces. Stella Pappas hadn’t seen us, her head down. Charley Albano had. The little under-boss stepped into our path, jerked his head at me.
“You bring him here?”
“I bring who I want to my daughter’s house.”
“Why even come yourself?”
“Get out of the way, boy,” John Albano said.
Charley paled again. The rules of patriarchy were rigidly honored in his world, at least in custom if not always in fact. But he couldn’t back down too far here. Not before his rivals and the old men who made the decisions, handed out the power.
“You got no place here, old man,” Charley said. “You got no daughter here. Mr. Pappas’s house. I’m the head of this family in this house.”
“A dead man hasn’t got a house,” John Albano said. “Or a business, eh? You head of the business now, too, Charley?”
“You ain’t wanted here, old man.”
John Albano shook his head. “I’m tired, Charley. You know why? Because I was hiding all night in a garbage dump. I’m too old to get chased by punks. Maybe you, Charley? You have something worrying you, boy? You know, you start ambushing me and my friends, people are going to look at you, maybe wonder what you’re so worried about. Bad business to get noticed, Charley.”
The old man had raised his voice, loud enough for the whole, silent room to hear him. Chalk-white, Charley Albano spoke so low to his father that I could barely hear him:
“Shut up, old man. Shut up.”
Mafia justice is fast and capricious. A doubt can be enough, not bothered by rules of evidence. They were listening, the swarthy men in their almost ludicrous formal suits, and Charley was losing more than face. The situation was slipping away from him, he had to act. Do something. What? He was saved from the decision by Stella Pappas.
“Papa?” Stella said. “You came?”
The plump widow’s voice was tremulous, grieving, yet there was a flash in her eyes as she looked at her father, an anger a lot like Charley’s. Her delicate face was swollen with crying, the bereaved “Mama” of the dead Papa, but there was something of the self-possession of the independent American woman, too. In black she seemed somehow younger, at home in the simple black of an Italian matron, less awkward. As if she had adopted, even wanted, the old-world wife role. But she was an American girl, and less subdued in her own home.
A perpetual conflict inside her, the American woman versus the Mafia wife? Or an act? The old-world wife only a facade for the world, for Andy? Not really subdued at all? The way her eyes flashed at John Albano as Charley stepped aside and let Albano go to her. Charley saved, for now, because the widow was paramount at such a time. Funerals belonged to the women.
“You could have come to the Mass, Papa. A prayer for him.”
“Are you all right?” John Albano said.
“Not even to his grave? You hated him that much?”
“I came for you, Stella, nothing else.”
“But no tears even for me, Papa?”
“I told you how it would end twenty-five years ago,” John Albano said. “And I told you what you’d live with.”
“They were good years!” Stella Pappas cried.
A rumble of anger in the big room, a stirring. John Albano didn’t appear to notice. There wasn’t anyone in the room worth his notice. Except one person. Mia Morgan stepped closer to her mother, her dark eyes reflecting the black of her dress.
“Were they, Mother? With him? The things he did to people? Fear and extortion? A man who died in bed with-”
Stella Pappas jumped up, her hand raised to slap Mia the way she had earlier. Her arm never moved forward. A hand caught her wrist, slowly sat her down again. I hadn’t seen Levi Stern. Tall as he was, the gaunt-ugly face, he had a way of melting into the background.
“I have asked you not to slap Mia,” he said.
Stella Pappas shook off his hand, but didn’t try to get up again. “Her own father! She hated him. Hired men to spy. For me? Who knows for what? Who else did she hire?”
“Mama!” Mia said. “I never-”
Charley Albano took Mia’s arm. “Get out. Take your friend, and the old man, and-”
Levi Stern pushed Charley away. They stood facing each other. Stern, tall and whiplike, towering over the short, dapper Charley. Almost touching, like two elk with locked horns, Charley’s cat face tilted up in pinch-nosed fury. What happened next only I saw.
Levi Stern stood with his back to the rear wall, no one behind him. Charley had his back to the room. I stood alone to one side. The Mafia men waited for the fight.
It didn’t come.
Charley Albano stood with his hands at his sides. Levi Stern spoke in a quiet voice that carried through the room.
“I do not want Mia touched by anyone here, given orders, or accused. You won’t bother her, Mr. Albano.”
“No,” Charley said, his voice oddly thin.
“Mia does not belong here. We will go. Mia?”
A short old man in formal clothes came out of a side room. About the same age as John Albano, he looked older, and the Mafia people parted before him like water rolling back. He came to where Levi Stern and Charley Albano were still standing face to face. He glanced at John Albano.
“What goes on here?” the old man asked.
“Mia and I are leaving now,” Levi Stern said.
“Then leave,” the old man said.
He moved his hand, palm flat down. An order to everyone in the room to do nothing. Stern took Mia’s arm, and they walked through the crowd and out. The room began to buzz, half in anger and half in contempt for Charley Albano, who had been faced down.
Only I had seen the knife.
A thin knife that had appeared like magic in Levi Stern’s bony hand. From his sleeve. One moment they had been chest to chest, the next moment the knife had been under Charley’s chin, hidden from everyone but me. The knife against Charley’s jugular all the while Stern talked, then vanishing as it had appeared.
I watched Charley sit down. His hands shook. The old man in formal clothes watched Charley, too, turned to John Albano.
“Charley took it, the insult? Why?”
I told him. His thick gray eyebrows went up, and he looked toward the door where Stern and Mia had gone out.
“A dangerous man, the Jew,” he said. “I have thought about Andy, how the police say it happened. To come up the stairs, shoot the boy in the hall with an automatic rifle, break in the door, line up Andy and the woman, shoot many times very loud, and escape unseen? Max Bagnio must have been very slow.”
“Unless Bagnio did it himself,” I said.
“Yes, Max would be an answer. Charley says Max was angry. Still-?” He waved his hand. “But this is not talk for now. So, Giovanni, you come to visit? Good.”
“My family, Vicente,” John Albano said.
“Sure, sure. But old friends can talk, eh? Come.”
He took John Albano’s arm, guided him to the side room. I followed. The contrast between the old men was sharp. Only gray-haired, Vicente had a slow step, the sagging face of age.
“Sit, sit,” he said in the small side room.
John Albano sat. I stood. A guard closed the door, stood against it. Another guard stood silent in front of the windows.



CHAPTER 21


Vicente sat behind the desk in the small room. Not his desk, and not his house, and yet both his. Any house in the brotherhood was his. I hadn’t had to be introduced, I knew who he was-Don Vicente Campagna. Andy Pappas had been a boss, Don Vicente was higher. How much higher no one knew for sure, not even inside the brotherhood itself.
One of the Council, as Andy Pappas had been, but a senior member. At the Council level, as in any government, it was a matter of checks and balances, of sometimes hidden power, unofficial. The prime minister isn’t always the most powerful minister. A matter of arrangements and alliances, skills and reputation, influence and loyalties. Officially, Don Vicente was retired, but in the shadowy nation of the Mafia a prince remains a prince, and his rank is determined by how many will listen and act when he speaks.
Don Vicente spoke. “Fortune got to be with you, Giovanni? Old-time talk, it’ll bore him, eh?”
“Your guards have to be with you?” John Albano said.
Don Vicente spread his hands again. “What does an old man do, Giovanni? They say I must be protected. Who listens to me?”
“Still the smooth talk, the Italian-English, Vinnie?” John Albano said. “We were Mulberry Street, not Palermo.”
Don Vicente shrugged. “Okay, Johnny.. So, you look good. Seventy, like me. How the hell you do it?”
“I sleep nights.”
“So? Got what you want?” Almost a sneer.
“Not yet, still working. What I want is hard, Vinnie. It doesn’t come easy, keeps a man young trying.”
“So tell me. Maybe I should try it.”
“A world without you, Vinnie. Everyone does a job, no one grabs. Not much to steal, no one to scare. How would you live?”
They reminded me of myself and Andy Pappas, an echo. But Don Vicente wasn’t Andy, and John Albano wasn’t his charity.
“I don’t like that talk, Johnny,” he said. “Why’d you come here, bring a snooper? What’s on your mind, what’re you after?”
“Who killed Andy?” Albano said. “And maybe two women?”
“I don’t know.”
“Don Vicente doesn’t know? You must be worried, Vinnie.”
Don Vicente said nothing. He was worried, I saw it.
I said, “Who takes Andy’s place?”
Don Vicente ignored me.
“Charley, maybe?” John Albano said.
“No,” Don Vicente said. “Not yet. One of the older men. We ain’t decided yet.”
“Was Andy mixed up with Ramapo Construction Company, or Ultra-Violet Controls?” I asked.
“Ramapo? That’s Charley’s company. The other I don’t know.”
Albano said, “Fortune asked if Andy was mixed with Ramapo.”
“How should I know? You want to ask Charley?” Don Vicente pointed to the man at the door. “Go tell Charley Albano his old man and Dan Fortune want to ask him about Ramapo Construction.”
The bodyguard left. Don Vicente reached for a cigar from an ornate box, then dropped the cigar back into the box as if he’d remembered he wasn’t supposed to smoke.
“Charley runs his own companies. All the guys do. We got a free-enterprise country,” Don Vicente said, irritable.
“Which country?” John Albano said.
“So? The same old crap, Johnny? Both countries, okay?”
“Everyone for himself, no interference from Council?”
“Not unless we got a battle in the family,” Don Vicente said. He scowled, reached for the cigar again, lit it this time. “You don’t give a damn about Andy Pappas, Johnny. But you come around here with a detective. Why? What do you want to find out? You’re worried who maybe killed Andy, right? You wouldn’t care if it was Charley, or even Stella. No, not you.”
He inhaled the cigar slowly, almost sighing with the pleasure. “It’s Mia, right, Johnny? That’s what’s worrying you. She hated Andy, maybe she killed him. That Stern did it for her. A real killer, moves real fast.”
“No,” John Albano said.
“No? You so sure?” Don Vicente said. “What kind of girl hates her old man? What kind of daughter? Bad, Andy brought her up all wrong. Let her out too much, let her move around, get bad ideas. Like the church, you got to get a kid early, teach her to be loyal, honor her father. Colleges, outsiders, new ideas, they ruined her. They turned her against her own people, the old ways.”
“She learned the right ways,” John Albano said.
“Could be,” Don Vicente said. “Or maybe she just learned her own bad ways, eh? Marry to spite your old man, then run out on the kid husband. Listen to no one except herself. Run her own business, be tough, independent. No one tells her, not even Andy, eh? She’ll show Andy. All the way.”
“No,” John Albano said.
Don Vicente shrugged. He didn’t really care, as long as it didn’t mean trouble in the organization. The bodyguard came back. Charley Albano wasn’t in the house, had gone. Don Vicente stood.
“You find Charley later,” he said. “Stay a while, Johnny. Fortune, too. Have some drinks, enjoy. Okay?”
He walked out into the big room with us. The funeral was turning into a party, a clan gathering. I had no reason to stay, neither did Albano. I waited near the door while the old man went to say good-by to Stella. She was his daughter, a widow.
Don Vicente stood beside me. “You know Johnny long?”
“Not long.”
He smoked his cigar. “Mia, she means a lot to him. Andy didn’t like she hired you to spy. Maybe he was gonna teach her a lesson, hurt her. Johnny’d do anything to help Mia. No one hurts his Mia. Think about it.”
John Albano returned, and we went out to his car. We were quiet all the way back to New York, the afternoon turning into evening. It was dusk when John Albano dropped me at my office. He didn’t say where he was going, but I could guess-to find Mia and Stern. I went up to my office.
Hal Wood was there again, waiting in the hall. He was getting to be trouble, a target I didn’t want around me. We went inside. I sat behind my desk, Hal sat facing me.
“We buried her,” he said. “Me, her folks, and one cop. Her office sent flowers. Six years. Her body… she was beautiful. Dirt on her now. For Emily, I can’t even be there.”
What did I say? Nothing. I lit a cigarette. My telephone rang. A voice I didn’t know, low and hoarse.
“You want to be a big man, Fortune? Solve the killings? Go to three hundred twelve East Ninth Street, apartment Two-A.” He hung up.
I had my gun, and Hal saw my face. I had to tell him.
“I’m going, too,” he said. “I’ll follow you if I have to.”
I nodded. It could be a trap, and he might be a help. We went out to find a taxi in the now dark night.



CHAPTER 22


The building was another shabby tenement on the block of Ninth Street directly behind Hal’s apartment on St. Marks Place. We left the taxi on First Avenue, walked toward the tenement in the dark. It was into the dinner hour, the slum block almost empty. A few people walked, but no one looked suspicious, and I saw no cars that seemed out of place.
There was no name on the mailbox for 2-A, and the vestibule door was propped open. I didn’t like that, too easy. Still, in these tenements the super often propped the door open so he didn’t have to answer the rings of drunks who had forgotten their keys. We went up.
There was no one on the second-floor landing, and 2-A was at the front. I got out my gun, motioned Hal to stand back, and rang the bell with the gun barrel. Nothing happened. The landing was quiet, and the door of 2-A was locked. I used my keys, stepped carefully inside.
There was a short, dark hallway, with an empty bedroom off to the right, and the living room straight ahead. The living room was dim and bare, a table and a few chairs, but it wasn’t empty. Little Max Bagnio hadn’t moved far from the room on Sixth Street where Emily Green had died, but he’d gone as far as he would ever go.
Bagnio sat in a chair at the bare table.
He’d been shot in the chest, more than once from the mass of still-wet blood that hid his shirt front. His suit coat had been buttoned, the collar pulled down over the back of the chair to hold him upright-his flat nose and battered face looking straight at me from the dead eyes sunk in their scar tissue. A piece of paper was pinned to Bagnio’s bloody chest with a single word in it: Cane.
“Italian,” I said. “Cane-dog.”
“Look, on the table,” Hal said.
They were laid out like evidence on a policeman’s desk. It was just what they were-evidence. A series of items to form a mute testimony someone wanted everyone to read. Hal picked up one of them, a gold wedding band.
“It’s Diana’s wedding ring,” Hal said, his voice cracking a little. “We didn’t have much money when we got married. I had to buy a cheap band in a Village store.”
I took the ring from him. It was engraved inside: H.W. to D.W., all my love. I put it into my pocket. The other items were Max Bagnio’s. 45 automatic, a gold money clip with the initials A.P., and a partly torn sheet of memo pad paper. The automatic was still warm. Max had fought. Maybe shot first.
“No one heard the shooting?” Hal said.
“He could have been brought here. Or it could have happened here. In a place like this, witnesses are blind and deaf.”
“He did kill them, Pappas and… Diana,” Hal said. “He must have grabbed Pappas’s money from the bed table, got Diana’s ring, too. The gang found out, came for him.”
“Andy usually carried a lot of cash,” I said slowly, “but why would Max keep the ring and money clip?”
“Afraid to have them found, maybe,” Hal said. “Robbery, Dan? Murder for a few hundred dollars? A few thousand?”
“No, the money was a bonus. Read this.”
I handed him the sheet of memo paper. It was typed, signed with a scrawled Andy P. It told the story: Charley, We got a problem with Max. Diana says he hates her, watches her, she don’t want him around. He’s getting old, can’t change. I want you to give him a spot in your Jersey operation, then put him on the shelf. I’ve told Diana it’s taken care of.
“Somehow,” I said, “Little Max got that memo. Maybe it never reached Charley Albano. Andy had turned against Max because of Diana. So he killed them. No one shelves Max Bagnio.”
“He must have been crazy.”
“No, just a peasant. Vendetta. Andy had injured him. And scared, too. Maybe Andy wouldn’t stop with just putting him on a shelf,” I said. “Go call Gazzo. You know the number.”
Hal went down to call. I lit a cigarette, searched the bare and silent room. I searched the bedroom. There was no automatic rifle. Gingerly, I searched Bagnio’s pockets. His dead eyes stared ahead. In his right jacket pocket I found the rifle cartridges-five steel-jacketed shells that would fit an M-16 automatic rifle. That was all I found. Little Max had brought nothing to the last room he’d lived in. A few cans of food, a bottle of whisky, and the clothes on his back. Like most gangsters, he’d gone out of the world almost as naked as he’d come into it.
I sat on one of the wooden chairs. Andy’s memo told it all. Andy had written that he’d told Diana that Max was being taken care of. So Diana had known the motive, maybe Andy had even put it in writing in some note to her, and maybe she had told Hal. Hal might have had a written note that proved Bagnio’s motive for murder. Hal might have told Emily Green. If Charley Albano had never gotten Andy’s memo, then Hal and Emily Green could have been the only ones who knew Bagnio’s motive.
It all fitted, even the gangland revenge, and the epithet-dog! A man who murders his own boss is a dog to the brothers. All there, except-Sid Meyer? Then, Meyer could have been only a side effect, not really connected to…
The noise in the outside corridor was soft, faint. I sat alert. A light footstep? I had my gun out. Would anyone…?
I saw the movement in the dim light at the far end of the short hall into the living room. I was up.
The shots exploded.
My chest exploded in agony. Jesus… agony…
On the floor, the searing pain, my chest, God Al…
Rolled on the floor, fired at the shadowy hallway. The distant movement in the corridor fired again. Missed.
I was up. Staggered to the cover of the wall where the hall entered the living room. Shots! Two? Three? My belly seemed to burst. I was down again. Blood all over. I fired.
I was behind the wall, braced against the wall.
I fired. Along the dim hall. Sirens far off. Police. Hal had gotten them, they were coming, I had to hold on… hold on… keep the man out there away… hold on… fired.
Four shots.
I had two left. My chest was dead, my belly flames. On my knees, braced against the wall, my pistol aimed down the hallway at the entrance… just a little while… hold on…
I fired.
One shot left… bit through my lip in pain… one more shot to keep him away from coming and… sirens down in the street… the room thick liquid and swimming dark… dark… darker…
Silence.
I pressed my shoulder against the wall… fought to hold on one more second… two seconds… running feet and voices and faces and Hal was there and police and… I let go… collapsed… pain… nothing…
Michael Collins
Silent Scream



PART THREE



CHAPTER 23


One bullet through my right lung, one in my belly. Another small gun, 7.65-mm. Lucky. I was in the hospital five weeks.
Two weeks in Intensive Care, one of them critical. Another week with a nurse around the clock. Two more when the room began to look normal, faces smiled, and I noticed the daylight outside. Even Marty came to visit. Without her husband, but she looked happy. I hated her. Yet glad for her, too. I was feeling mortal, and I hoped everyone was happy as long as I was still alive.
Captain Gazzo came. “Damn lucky I had the brains to call the precinct. Their sirens must have scared your man off, all over when they got there. Hal Wood met them, told them about the shooting, and they reached you in time.”
“I always said you were a good cop,” I said.
“Charley Albano came around off the record. Admitted two of his men got Bagnio. Claims self-defense, and the boys are long gone. We could try to find them, but we’ve got no names, no evidence. Unless someone tells us, we’ll never know who they were. I suspected Bagnio all along, it all fits. Even what Max was looking for-evidence that would show Andy was dumping him. He was a killer, Dan, case closed, the taxpayers save money.”
Hal Wood came many times. He was happy he’d gotten to Gazzo in time to save me.
“When we heard the shooting, I thought I’d gotten someone else killed,” he said, shook his head. “Shooting stopped before we reached the building. We didn’t see anyone, damn it.”
“You saw me,” I said. “Alive. You did just fine.”
He looked better now. His magazine was expanding, he had an assistant, was keeping busy. But no new girl. Not this time.
“I’m even painting,” Hal said. “A new style. It’s good.”
John Albano visited. Mia and Levi Stern had gotten married. Stern wanted them to live in Israel, but Mia was still running her business in New York for now. John Albano didn’t like that.
“Mia’s got a lot to learn still,” he said.
Even Lawrence Dunlap sent flowers. He was big with flowers, the proper aristocrat. Or maybe that was the wife.
I went to a convalescent hospital, and April turned into May. Spring came, and after a while there were fewer visitors. Gazzo still came sometimes, and my buddy Joe Harris, and John Albano. I wondered about John Albano. Did he have some doubts about the case, too?
When I walked around the convalescent hospital, sat out in the sun on good days, I thought about Max Bagnio and the murders. I thought about who had shot me, and why?
“You’re sure Bagnio was alone in it?” I asked Gazzo on a sunny day in mid-May. “Just mad at Andy and Diana, no one hired him?”
“No evidence of it, Dan. We’ve turned that Ninth Street place and the room on Sixth Street upside-down. We’ve combed his regular apartment, his room at Andy’s house. Nothing.”
“You haven’t found the automatic rifle?”
Gazzo sighed. “What do you want, Dan? That M-sixteen’s probably in the river. We’ll never find it with Max dead. Diana Wood’s wedding ring, Andy’s money clip, the rifle cartridges in his pocket, that memo Charley Albano never got. Open and shut, everything explained.”
“Sid Meyer isn’t explained.”
“That kind of killing happens every day, half of them never get explained. Not officially.”
“Why’d Bagnio keep the ring and money clip?”
“Mistake. Maybe thought it was safer than dumping them, risking them showing up to point to a private murder not gang.”
“Why did Bagnio search Mia Morgan’s apartment?”
“Andy’s daughter. Maybe he mentioned something to her about dumping Bagnio. In writing. Bagnio just being very careful. If you’d killed Andy Pappas, you’d be careful, too.”
“Did you check on Ramapo Construction and Ultra-Violet Controls?” I asked.
“Ramapo is best equipped to handle that laboratory and housing project in Wyandotte, even if Charley Albano does own it. Ultra-Violet Controls is a solid company, no Mafia connections. A subsidiary of Caxton Industries, a big conglomerate.”
That made me uneasy. Caxton Industries, and a Martin Winthrop, had been represented by Irving Kezar in stock dealings. So? Kezar was a businessman. He probably got a lot of companies together-even Charley Albano’s legitimate companies.
“Why was I shot, Captain? Was it the same gun that killed Max Bagnio?”
“No, not the same,” Gazzo said. He looked uncomfortable. “I can’t explain why you were shot, Dan. Maybe you stumbled over something. Maybe the gunmen just didn’t want you around.”
“Then why get me down there at all? A setup? Then what did I do to be set up? Two open questions-me and Sid Meyer.”
“You could have been a mistake. Got there too soon, the killers needed more time. Or maybe they left some evidence we can’t spot, came back to get it.”
It was a reasonable explanation.
“Dan, the gang’s satisfied,” Gazzo said. “And they wouldn’t be if they had any doubts about Bagnio. Not the Mafia.”
That was reasonable, too. But…?
I thought more about it for a week. The Mafia were happy, and they wouldn’t be if they had doubts that Max Bagnio had killed alone-unless they had some more important problem.
It was over, closed, everyone satisfied. Too damned satisfied. Mia Morgan married to Stern, but still in New York while Stern was in Israel. Just a willful girl, or some other reason? Hal Wood looking better, able to work again. Charley Albano, who seemed to have forgotten his suspicions that Bagnio might have been hired by someone to kill Andy. John Albano being nice to me, visiting a lot. And where were those neat-looking men interested in Irving Kezar? Were they glad the case was closed?
I was released on a hot day for May, summer in the air. John Albano had offered to drive me home. I told him to drive me somewere else.
“To Stella?” he said. “You’re not convinced, Dan?”
“I just want to look around. It’d help to have you along, but I can get out there by myself.”
“All right, we’ll go to Stella,” the old man said. “But leave it closed, Dan. It worked out okay.”
“Mia’s safe?”
“I’m thinking of you. The brotherhood won’t like any more snooping.”
It was true. Too damned true. But I don’t like being shot, especially if the one who shot me was still loose.



CHAPTER 24


Without all the cars around it, the big white house near Somerville seemed abandoned. An aura of neglect already. The grass too long, weeds ragged in the spring flower beds, as if its pride had been buried with Andy Pappas. Or its discipline-no one to give orders in a world where only orders counted.
An old man with a stiff leg answered the door. He wasn’t hospitable, but he recognized John Albano and grudgingly led us to the same side room where Don Vicente Campagna had held court over two months ago. Stella Pappas stood at the garden windows. She still wore the simple black that suited her motherly manner. Mia was with her. The girl wasn’t in black, a sleek red dress that wasn’t much like a new bride, either.
“What does he want now, Grandpa?” the girl said, irritable and surly. “Wasn’t he told it’s over?”
“Where’s your husband, Mia?” I said. “Mrs. Stern, right?”
“Up in his big bird, or with the prophets. Where else?”
“But you’re still here. Something special keeping you in New York?”
“I like New York,” Mia snapped.
She was back to her cool, overly mature control, but oddly tense, even petulant. Defiant, but defying what and who? Not me. Under the cool shell she was nervous and edgy-more like a bridegroom who’d had the wedding night postponed too long. Was that all it was, the separation from Levi Stern, wanting him but wanting her own way, too? A girl who got what she wanted.
Stella Pappas spoke from the windows. “Mia has to learn about marriage.” She looked at me. “What do you want here, Mr. Fortune?”
The conflict I had seen in her at the funeral-Italian wife versus American woman-seemed to have been resolved. She still looked like Momma in Palermo, but she acted all American now. Andy was dead, no more kitchen and pasta?
“I’m not sure,” I said. “Some questions.”
“You don’t think Max Bagnio killed my husband? You don’t believe the police?”
“Do you?” I said. “Max Bagnio alone? Personal anger?”
“I don’t know. I don’t care very much. He’s dead, so is Max. It doesn’t matter. The Dons say it was Max, so it was Max.”
Mia said, “Always the Dons. The old man, my father, Charley. Whatever the men say, Mama? The patriarchs!”
Stella Pappas smiled. “You’ll be different, Mia. A new world for women, yes. But you still have to decide how to live with a man. Be yourself, but where and how? Levi is a man who knows where he belongs. He belongs in Israel. If you have to belong here, you have no marriage.”
“Mia doesn’t belong here,” John Albano said.
“I won’t be the harem slave you were, Mama,” Mia said.
“Slave?” Stella Pappas watched something outside the windows. “You’re a baby, Mia. You think I didn’t know your father and his life? Marry a sailor, you expect separation. Marry a politician, you expect neglect. I knew the man I married, and I lived with it. At home a husband and father, no more. But I knew what he did. I knew about the women.”
She looked down at her pudgy hands. Suddenly alone. I sensed it-deep inside her own mind. “All the women, the show girls, the secretaries. Always a new girl. I hated it. But he always came home to me, to us.” She clenched her hands at the windows, talking to herself now as if no one was there. “This time he… he… Divorce! No, not right. This time… dead. With her. In bed with her. That… whore!”
I couldn’t see her eyes, but I sensed their flashing, and it wasn’t May sunlight she saw outside but a darkness. She had accepted all the years of Andy Pappas, but this time…? John Albano didn’t like it.
“That’s enough, Stel,” the old man said. “Andy’s dead. Max Bagnio killed him, and it’s over. It doesn’t matter now.”
“No?” She turned sharply. Stopped. “No, it doesn’t matter. I have the house, the money. No more worry, no more girls.”
I said, “Max Bagnio ended it.”
“Yes,” Stella Pappas said.
John Albano touched my arm, we should leave. I shook him off.
“Was Andy involved in some big business deal, Stella?”
“He never talked business with me.”
“I’m not so sure Max Bagnio was in it alone,” I said. “You understand? Max killed him, but maybe for a different reason. Paid to do it. Then Max was killed to shut him up.”
Her eyes flickered away. She was silent.
“Did Andy mention Caxton Industries, or Ultra-Violet Controls, or Ramapo Construction Company?”
“Ramapo?” Stella said. “Charley’s company?”
“Did Charley have a big deal? Andy said something?”
She thought. “Yes. He laughed about Ramapo once. He was pleased. Charley had a sweet deal, he said, a real pigeon for plucking. Over in Wyandotte. A bonanza.”
“For Andy, or for Charley?”
Stella looked at John Albano. “Mostly for Charley, I think.”
“Any names? Irving Kezar? Lawrence Dunlap? Sid Meyer?”
“No, no names. The men don’t tell women details.”
“But Charley had a scheme, a bonanza?”
John Albano said, “Charley always has a scheme, a big deal.”
“Yeh,” I said. I turned to Mia. “Sid Meyer tried to talk to you. You said he never did. But what did he want, Mia?”
She hesitated. “He wanted me to take him to my father. I never did talk to him.”
“He wanted to meet Andy? Why?”
She shook her head.
“She doesn’t know, Dan,” John Albano said.
Stella Pappas laughed. “Maybe he had a new girl for Andy.”
“Stop it, Stel!” John Albano said.
“No more girls,” Stella Pappas said. Her eyes glittered. “Don’t worry about me, Papa. I’m good now. I’m fine.”
There was a certain triumph in her voice. John Albano wanted me out of the house. This time I went. In Albano’s car we drove back to New York. The late morning sun was almost hot.
John Albano said nothing for more than a mile. “Max Bagnio killed them, it doesn’t matter why. Leave it closed, Dan.”
“I thought you hated them-Andy, Charley, Don Vicente? I thought you wanted to know the truth? Are you afraid I’ll get too close to your family, Albano? You’re honest, and tough, but you’re a Sicilian, too, right? What would you do to stop me?”
He watched the road. “How close do you think it’s going to get to my family, Dan?”
“Close enough to know the truth.”
“We know the truth,” Albano said. “Enough of it.”
“Maybe, but I’m going to be sure,” I said. The stink of the Jersey Flats came to meet us, the city in the distance. “Everyone wants it closed. Andy’s dead, Max Bagnio’s dead, and all for the best. Forget it. A favor to the world.”
“No loss, Dan,” Albano said.
“None, and maybe there isn’t any more,” I said. “But Diana Wood is dead, too, and Emily Green. I care about them. I won’t let them vanish like flies swatted on a wall.”
John Albano watched the road the rest of the way into the city. We stopped, looked up Caxton Industries in the phone book. They were on Madison. We drove there. Mr. Martin Winthrop wasn’t listed on the lobby directory. Up in the Caxton offices they told us that Winthrop was only the assistant manager of the Accounting Department. I felt a sharp letdown.
“Yes?” Martin Winthrop said in his small office, nervous.
He was a tall, spare man with watery blue eyes and the look of an unimportant clerk. When I asked him about Irving Kezar, he was dismayed, even scared.
“Mr. Kezar simply made some investments for me. Personal,” Winthrop stammered. “I… I was aware that he wasn’t, well, exactly reputable, and his fee was high. But he made some very good investments. I hope there’s nothing illegal-?”
“You work for Ultra-Violet Controls?” I said. “Ever do anything with Ramapo Construction Company?”
“Oh, no. I work on some of the subsidiaries accounting, of course, but nothing direct. I’ve never heard of Ramapo.”
I was stumped, he sounded honest. “Who does work directly with Ultra-Violet Controls?”
“Well, that would be our home office. In Los Angeles.” He looked away, hesitant. “Mr. Kincaid is in charge. Peter Kincaid.”
I caught the hesitation, the reluctance. What did it mean? That he didn’t like Mr. Peter Kincaid? Or that…?
“How did you learn about Kezar?” I asked. “Meet him?”
“Yes,” Winthrop said, uneasy. “He was recommended to me, a man who could make me money. When I was in Los Angeles some months ago. Mr. Kincaid told me, said Kezar could fix me up.”
“Thanks,” I said.
Down on Madison Avenue I looked at my watch. Mr. Peter Kincaid was in charge of Ultra-Violet Controls, and Kincaid knew Irving Kezar. I just had time to catch the noon jet to L.A.
John Albano drove me out to Kennedy. He didn’t say much all the way, and as the jet taxied away, I saw Albano up on the observation deck watching me go.



CHAPTER 25


The magic of jet travel, and time zones, landed me at Los Angeles International before two-thirty, Pacific Time, and by three I was at the mammoth Caxton Industries main offices in Santa Monica. Mr. Peter Kincaid was a vice-president of Caxton, executive-vice-president of Ultra-Violet Controls, and sat in a giant office behind rows of secretaries.
My name didn’t get me past the first secretary. Mr. Kincaid is terribly busy, Mr. Fortune. If you’d care to leave your name, a telephone number, perhaps tomorrow or the next day?
“Tell him I’m here about Irving Kezar,” I said.
Mr. Peter Kincaid soon came out to greet me himself, usher me into the beautiful office with its dazzling view of the Santa Monica Mountains-through the smog; pale hills, almost invisible. Mr. Kincaid sat me down in an armchair that had cost more than my whole five rooms of secondhand furniture, sat himself at a desk that would have paid my rent for a year, maybe longer.
“You come from Kezar? About what?”
Smooth and pleasant enough, but blunt and direct. As neat and turned-out as Lawrence Dunlap, but on a higher level. He hadn’t shaken hands, no motion wasted. I wasn’t important to his work. In command, sure of both his ability and purpose. A lot of brains here, top of all his classes. One of those who really ran the country.
“No,” I said. “I came to ask about Kezar.”
“What about him?”
“Ultra-Violet has a deal going with him?”
“He works for us sometimes. Not with me. I can send you-”
“Then why did his name open your door?” I said.
My round, but his executive face didn’t change, and he didn’t answer. He would make me come to him.
“You, Kezar and Ramapo Construction in Wyandotte, New Jersey.”
“Come to the point, Mr. Fortune.”
“Okay. Ultra-Violet needs a laboratory in Wyandotte, a tract to house its workers. There was some problem. You got to Kezar, he got to Charley Albano at Ramapo Construction, and no more problem. Kezar and Charley Albano know how to handle these things, right? Money is spread around, Kezar gets his cut, and Ramapo gets the construction contract.”
“You came here to sell me something?”
“No. Nothing I want to sell.”
Kincaid stood. “Is that all, then?”
“I’m a private detective, Mr. Kincaid.” I held up my license. He barely glanced at it, but I don’t think he missed a comma. He remained standing. I said, “I’m not here about your business. I’m here about four murders, maybe five, and your Wyandotte operation could be indirectly involved. I won’t cause you trouble.”
“I know that. There’s no way you could.”
“Okay, you’re covered. But murder is investigated hard, and you never know what might come out accidentally. A risk.”
I watched his mind working like a computer without a trace of concern showing on his face. He wasn’t considering the horror of murder, or his duty, morals or ethics. He was analyzing how I could be best handled in his company’s interest. He sat down.
“Wyandotte is the optimum location for our new lab, housing, and an eventual production plant and tank farm. We needed the usual zoning variances, permits, easements across public land, new roads, preferential rates for water and waste. The town is conservative, anti-industry and development, likes to hold public hearings which we preferred to avoid at this time.”
“Especially since you probably didn’t want to mention the future production plant and tank farm at this time,” I said.
“Exactly,” Kincaid said, missing my sarcasm. “Kezar was furnished the funds to get what we needed from the proper officials without public fuss. He contacted Ramapo Construction, all permissions were secured, the work is on schedule.”
“Some bought officials, a little Mafia know-how. All in a day’s work, everyone happy. Except the people of Wyandotte.”
“My company tells me what it wants done, I get it done. How Kezar accomplished it, I don’t want to know. The money we gave Kezar is legally accounted for. What Ramapo did, I don’t know.”
“Pretty,” I said.
“Naturally, I never talked to you. Now, is that all?”
“Would you have had people keeping an eye on Kezar? Men with guns?”
“I never found that necessary.”
He had the humor of an unimaginative commissar, and about the same code. No right or wrong, just necessary and unnecessary. But I was getting a hunch about those men in brown suits hovering around Irving Kezar. Kincaid could be closer to trouble than he or his company guessed.
“Did a Sid Meyer ever contact you?”
“You said no names, Mr. Fortune.”
“Meyer isn’t exactly involved in your business.”
He flicked his intercom. “Check the telephone and correspondence record for a Sid Meyer.” He read a few papers while we waited. The intercom buzzed, he listened, sat back. “A Sid Meyer did call from New York six months ago. He wanted me, wouldn’t say why, so I never spoke to him.”
“Thanks.” I got up, looked out his windows. “I’ll bet this town was as pretty as Wyandotte, New Jersey, once.”
Kincaid didn’t even blink. I don’t suppose he got my meaning at all. Why should he? He had a business to make bigger.
I called a taxi from the Caxton offices, and made the last jet to New York. I got home to my five cold rooms late and tired, and went to bed.
I slept almost beyond noon, and took a cab to Hal Wood’s office. He was having lunch at his drawing board, had his ruddy color back, and was happy to see me. He got me a cup of coffee.
“It’s good to see you okay again,” he said. “I really thought I’d jinxed you, too, when we heard that shooting from the street.”
“The troops arrived in the nick of time,” I said. “They keeping you good and busy? You coming out of it?”
“We’ve expanded, and I guess I’m beginning to forget. Trying to, anyway. I guess you have to, Dan, like you said.” But he stared into his coffee as if my coming there hadn’t helped him much. “I wouldn’t like your work, you have to forget too much.”
“Not as close, you shut it out,” I said. “No girl yet?”
“My fatal charm? No, the fatal part is too literal just now,” he said, his free hand jerking. “Is there something new?”
“Maybe. When you were tailing Diana and Pappas, did you ever see Dunlap with Charley Albano? Or spot some men hanging around and watching? Strangers? Maybe in brown suits?”
He pondered. “No, I only saw Dunlap that once, and alone. I’m not sure if Albano or Pappas could have been up in that apartment with Diana at the time, or not. But,” he looked up, “maybe I saw those strangers once or so. Just sort of standing outside.”
“Okay,” I said. “Thanks for the coffee.”
“You’re not sure that Bagnio killed them, Dan?”
“Maybe not alone. Some things still bother me.”
The strain was back in his face. “How can I forget if it goes on and on?” He looked at me, the intensity in his eyes again. “I’ve been painting, Dan. Real good work, I think. A whole new style. Powerful, really. Sometimes-” he trailed off, then smiled, eager, “sometimes I don’t understand it myself, my work, but it’s good. Very good. All of
… this in it maybe. Diana. Me… I know it’s good. Some good out of… this.”
“Keep at it,” I said.
A lame exit line, but what else was there? Some good out of it all for Hal. I hoped so. I’d shaken him once more, couldn’t let him alone. The bulldog detective. Damn!
I rented a car from my friend who winked at a one-arm driver, and drove out to Wyandotte, New Jersey. Lawrence Dunlap wasn’t at his office once again-busy with his official duties on the Wyandotte Council, no doubt.
Dunlap’s big brick mansion was as ugly in the spring sun as it had been in the February rain. The blue Cadillac was in the garage, with the red Mercedes. I parked under the porte-cochere, the same elderly housekeeper let me in. The Dunlaps were at lunch this time, on the broad brick terrace with the sweeping view of river and hills. Green and lush and natural, the view. For how long after the laboratories and tank farms came?
“Mr. Fortune,” Dunlap came forward, hand out. “I’m glad to see you recovered.”
“We both are,” Harriet Dunlap said, smiled.
“Maybe you won’t be,” I said.
Dunlap stopped moving toward me. The wife looked confused, as much from my bad manners in not taking Dunlap’s proffered hand as from my antagonism. Dunlap let his hand drop. It twitched. The strain around his handsome eyes deepened in alarm.
“Mrs. Dunlap,” I said, “when we first met, I asked your husband about a man-Sid Meyer. He denied knowing the name, but I got the feeling it meant something to you. Sid Meyer?”
“No!” Dunlap snapped, but his voice was high, panicky.
Harriet Dunlap was mainline, sheltered, but she was no fool. Those shrewd ancestors were in her, and she knew panic when she heard it, trouble when she saw it. She also knew when something was going on she didn’t know about. Or she knew how to act as if she didn’t know about it.
“Meyer I don’t know,” she said. “What is this about?”
“Fortune, you-” Dunlap began.
I said, “It’s about Ultra-Violet Controls and Ramapo Construction; about a big laboratory, a housing tract, and soon a production plant and tank farm in a town that doesn’t want any of it. About Irving Kezar, Charley Albano, and your husband. A big company, the Mafia, wily operators, and a small city. Zoning laws that got changed, permits given, arrangements made under the table, public hearings never held, because your husband got paid.”
“Get out of here, Fortune!” Dunlap said, white-faced.
“I’ll make it simpler,” I said. “Caxton Industries wanted to move into Wyandotte. Irving Kezar was given money to find a way without public trouble. Kezar found your husband, Council Chairman Lawrence Dunlap of the Yale Club. Together, they fixed everything for Caxton to move in, legally but very quietly, no public hearings. I expect they ran into some opposition, so Kezar brought Ramapo and Charley Albano in to add muscle. What Kezar couldn’t buy, and your husband couldn’t persuade or influence, Charley Albano could terrorize. A smooth team, job done, and everyone got paid.”
By now, Lawrence Dunlap wasn’t listening to me any more. He knew it all anyway. He was watching his wife.
“Harriet,” he began.
“Here?” she said. “How? What have you gotten into, Lawrence? People like that? Corruption? Us? Why, Lawrence?”
“Why?” he said, reddened. “You just said it, Harriet. Us! The family, the big house. Money, that’s why.”
“Money?” She said the word as if she didn’t quite know what it meant. I guessed that there was a lot of the reason. “But, we have money. All we need. My family-”
“Your family has money, I don’t! Not the kind we need to live. You need,” Dunlap said. He sat down suddenly. “We needed more, Harriet. I had a tip on a stock, a bonanza. I invested all I had, a lot I didn’t have, and the stock went down. I had to do something. I knew Irving Kezar from the office, the business parties. I went to him. He helped some, for a time, but not enough. Then he came to me about Ultra-Violet.”
“Oh, Lawrence!” Harriet Dunlap said.
“Big money,” Dunlap said, “but I never saw much. Peanuts. They got most of it-Kezar, Albano, others.”
The well-brought-up boy with more surface than money who had fallen into the hands of thieves. Not only unable to say “No,” eager to say “Yes,” but didn’t know what to do. The handsome front with the big smile, but neither real ability nor substance. Kezar was the slum-boy who knew how to hustle, and who had hustled Dunlap in the end. You almost wanted to cry, but you knew that if it hadn’t been Kezar, Dunlap would have found another crook.
“What will we do?” Harriet Dunlap said. Stronger than Dunlap, faced the issue, and I heard something go out of their marriage.
Dunlap heard it too, tried to fight. “He can’t prove any of it. We’re all covered. If he causes trouble, Albano will-”
Harriet Dunlap said, “My God, Lawrence.”
“You whistled up Albano against me once, you don’t have to do it again,” I said. “I can’t prove it, and I don’t want to. I want to solve some murders. I want help from you.”
“Help?” Dunlap said, perked up. He’d learned about deals.
“Something went wrong, didn’t it? There was trouble.”
Dunlap shook his head. “No, nothing I know of.”
“Some men are working with Kezar. Men with guns.”
“Guns? No, only Albano’s… people. Nothing went wrong.”
He sounded like a man telling the truth, but maybe he’d learned about that, too. What he said fitted my hunch about the men around Kezar, only he could be hiding something else.
“Was Andy Pappas part of the deal?”
“He never appeared, but I suppose he was.”
“All right, now what about Sid Meyer?”
Harriet Dunlap said, “He did come here once. Said he was a business reporter, asked questions about Lawrence and his position in town. I told him what I knew. He didn’t go to Lawrence.”
“You told him enough,” I said. I walked to the house. “I can’t prove the deal, won’t try. On that you’re safe from me.”
It was an attempt to reassure him, keep Charley Albano away. But as I went out the front door, I heard one of them pick up the telephone. I still worried one of them.
I approached my office cautiously. There had been plenty of time for the Dunlaps to summon troops while I drove up to New York. A voice stopped me at the corner. John Albano.
“I was coming to see what you’d learned in L.A.,” the old man said. “Someone’s watching your office, Dan. Showed up about a half hour ago, two of them. Shoulder holsters, I think.”
“Youngish? Clean-cut? Like lawyers, or accountants?”
“That’s one of them. You know who they are?”
“I think I do now,” I said. “Look, I don’t have time to talk. Where’ll you be later?”
“Home or at Mia’s. Stern’s back in town.”
I left him at the corner, got my rented car, drove uptown.



CHAPTER 26


Irving Kezar’s run-down apartment building on East Seventieth Street looked better in the late-afternoon May sun, a little the way it must have been when it was new a long time ago. I rang Kezar’s bell. I didn’t expect him to be home at this hour, but Jenny might be. If she was, I’d have to try to trick her out by calling and saying Kezar wanted to meet her. But I was in luck, there was no answer to my ring.
I rode the elevator to the sixth floor, went along the quiet corridor to 6-C. I rang again to be sure, then used my keys. Inside, I closed the door behind me, and stood studying the old apartment. It hadn’t improved since February. The seedy old furniture was still dull and dusty, the heavy drapes covered the windows, making it like some gloomy room in a museum. There was no point in searching, the police had done a thorough job back in January.
No, the evidence I expected to find now would be obvious. Overlooked, not hidden. Not recognized because both the police and I had been neatly turned in the wrong direction. At least, that was my hunch. The stain of blood on the rug had been scrubbed, but it still showed. It told me nothing new. I went through the big old apartment until I found Kezar’s bedroom.
In my mind I pictured that night in January when Sid Meyer had died. The way I had come into the lobby for a time, the way Kezar had made the janitor open the lobby door for him. A witness to his coming out before the three shots. The way he had come out in a raincoat. Kezar had changed coats. Because it had been snowing, obviously. Right? Wrong-I hoped.
The clothes in his bedroom closet weren’t as good or as numerous as in his Central Park West apartment. The velvet-collared gray Chesterfield was there-cleaned, pressed and put away in a plastic bag. But I found what I wanted anyway.
The cloth had been torn under the middle button. A small tear that might happen if someone grabbed the button. Sewn up, not expertly, but so that it hardly showed in the herringbone pattern. Herringbone looks gray, but it is really made up of contrasting threads of white and black-and Sid Meyer had had black thread under a fingernail.
Natural for a man to change into a raincoat in the snow. Because of that, and because someone had taken a minute to mend the small tear, none of us had noticed the change of coats, or studied the Chesterfield. My fault. Gazzo hadn’t even known that Kezar had changed coats.
In the living room I pulled the heavy drapes away from the windows. The broken pane had been fixed. I raised the bottom frame all the way open as it had been on the night of the murder, studied it. On both sides of the new pane there was a faint groove in the old wood. Something had dented the frame after the pane was broken, the glass out. As if some heavy weight had been hooked over the wood of the raised window.
Obvious, again, that when Sid Meyer went out the window his head had broken the glass. But Sid Meyer had been a very small man. Literally blown out the window, he should have been sprawled backwards as he fell, his head nowhere near the raised window. Maybe he hadn’t hit the glass at all, something else had. Unless it had simply been broken on purpose for a reason.
I stepped back, sighted from some five feet away through the new pane. The building across the narrow alley was a five-story brownstone, its roof parapet just below the level of the Kezars’ windows. The roof of the brownstone was cluttered with a kind of tool shed, a wooden pigeon coop, and the tall brick doorway shelter down. The pigeon coop was in direct line with the repaired windowpane.
I went down in the elevator, along to the building across the alley, and up to the roof door. I used my keys to open it, stepped out into the sun. The Kezars’ open window was just across the alley, the wooden pigeon coop was at least six feet wide. I went over every inch of the coop. It had been four months, there had been snow and rain, the wood of the coop was old and soft, and the bullet had gone in cleanly. But I saw it.
High up on the rear wall of the coop through the wire mesh and above the top roost. It was that close to having missed the coop and flying so far no one would ever have found it. Life can be a matter of an inch. A large bullet, from the look of it, buried in the gray wood and almost invisible even up close. No one could have seen it from Kezar’s window, even if anyone had been looking. No one had. Not until now.
A vital bullet. Not three shots that night, but four. I had heard only three, so when had the fourth been fired? Why hadn’t I heard it? Now I was getting excited.
I went down, back to Kezar’s building, and up to the sixth floor again. The door to the stairs was close to the door of 6-C. I went down the stairs to the landing where the one gun, the. 45 automatic, had been found. I searched the floor and the walls as high as I could reach. I looked for any crevice, anything loose, any hiding place. There was nothing.
I hung out the window on three landings. Nothing was loose outside, nothing was hanging-the police wouldn’t have missed anything hanging anyway. I lit a cigarette, studied the stairwell that stretched silent up and down. If I’d just shot a man, was in a hurry to leave a gun on the stairs as if dropped, what would I have done? Just thrown it down.
I went up to the turn of the stairs between the landings of the fifth and sixth floors. A gun thrown from here would have been found on the fifth floor where it had been. I looked around the bare half-landing. There was noth… the banister post! One of those heavy metal posts spaced along all stairway banisters, hollow, six to seven inches square, with a domed metal cap!
I pulled at the cap, cursing my one hand. It shifted, but wouldn’t come off. If I couldn’t get it off…? I looked closer at the cap. There was a recent dent where the sleeve fitted over the post, holding the cap tightly on.
Back in 6-C, I searched the kitchen until I found a hammer. On the half-landing again, on my knees, I hit up at the cap on the hollow post. Once, twice. It flew off and fell with an echoing clang and clatter down the silent stairwell. I stood up.
The small, foreign automatic was wedged down inside the hollow post. Everyone wanted a bonanza. I had mine!
I pulled the gun out by the barrel, wrapped it in my handkerchief. It could still have fingerprints. It would have been hidden in a hurry, time needed to bang the banister cap tight, probably with the heavy. 45 the police had found.
Up in 6-C again, I went to the telephone. I called Captain Gazzo. He was out. I talked to his female sergeant, “Get him on the radio, it’s urgent. Tell him I found the second gun that shot Sid Meyer. Tell him to find Irving and Jenny Kezar, pick them up, bring them to their apartment on East Seventieth.”
I hung up, sat down to wait. I was nervous. If I was right, I’d solve more than just Sid Meyer’s murder. I’d close the books on all the murders. The whole answer.
My throat was dry as a desert. I went out to the kitchen to see if the Kezars had a cold beer in the refrigerator. Two steps into the kitchen, I sensed the shape behind me. Too late.
Weak from the months in the hospital, the blow on my head knocked me flat. Out for maybe a minute, then aware of movement in the living room, the outer door closing. I struggled up. Too late, no way to catch whoever it had been now. Kezar? Jenny? Who else? Someone who had come in and hidden while I was on the stairs.
I swayed out into the living room. The small automatic was gone from the table near the telephone-handkerchief and all. In the kitchen I found some beer, drank it in gulps. They had the gun. Did I have enough without it? I wasn’t sure. I…
The telephone rang. Calling to gloat? No-Captain Gazzo.
“I picked them up, Dan. Be there in half an hour.”
“You found them? Both? Where?”
“Kezar at his office, Jenny at his club. I’m on my way.”
I hung up, sat. They couldn’t have hit me and been where Gazzo found them. Then who had hit me, taken the gun? Why? I sat and went over it all in my mind. I was sure. Yet…?
Someone had the gun, but as the day darkened outside toward evening, I realized that I had one advantage-Kezar and Jenny couldn’t know I’d lost the gun. With the rest, and a little luck and fast talking, it could be enough to corner them.
When the outer door opened and Gazzo herded them both in, I looked straight at Irving Kezar.
“I’ve got the whole thing, Kezar,” I said. “I know it all.”



CHAPTER 27


If I needed more proof, Jenny Kezar’s ashen face would have been it. The heavy, ugly woman aged another ten years in the cheap old blue coat she wore again. Irving Kezar had more experience, his round, acne-scarred face told me nothing.
“What the hell do you know?” Kezar said.
Gazzo let me talk. I told them the whole story of the big deal in Wyandotte-Ramapo Construction, Ultra-Violet Controls, Mr. Kincaid, Charley Albano, Kezar, Lawrence Dunlap and all. Even Andy Pappas’s laughing remarks to Stella, that showed Andy knew all about the dirty affair. Gazzo nodded. Kezar shrugged.
“So what, Fortune?” the pudgy lawyer said. “It’s not your business, and New Jersey isn’t even Captain Gazzo’s jurisdiction. Anyway, we’re all legal, all covered if no one talks.”
“Murder in New York is Gazzo’s jurisdiction,” I said.
“What murder?” Kezar said.
“Sid Meyer’s. There weren’t any gunmen. Meyer wanted to be cut in on your Wyandotte affair, so you killed him.”
“You’re crazy, Fortune. You saw me leave.”
“Clever,” I said. “When you got here with Meyer, Jenny was in another room. Sid pulled his ace threat on you. You got into a fight and shot him. Probably a mistake, but he was dead, and you and Jenny were with him. You’d spotted me tailing, knew I’d be downstairs. But you got lucky. A small gun, close to Meyer, the windows closed with the drapes shut, and me in the lobby at the moment-the shot wasn’t heard. You sweated, but when I didn’t come up, you cooked a plan right then to use me.
“Your gun is registered to you, I’ll bet, but you had another gun around that couldn’t be traced-from a hood friend, I expect. Meyer was a little man. You opened the window, propped it up, broke a pane, and hung Meyer on the frame with a wooden coat hanger. Meyer had ripped your Chesterfield, you didn’t want to be wearing it when the police found you, so you changed coats. You broke the door chain, went down to the lobby, made sure the janitor saw you leave as well as me.
“Up here, Jenny gave you a few minutes-sewed your Chesterfield while she waited. Then she shot Meyer again with the forty-five, unhooked the coat hanger, pushed him out. A big gun, the windows open now, the shots would be heard at least by me. She got out fast down the stairs with both guns. You knew about the loose cap on the banister post. Jenny slipped your gun inside the post, hammered it tight with the forty-five, dropped the forty-five on the fifth floor, went down to another floor, and waited until she heard me go up. Then she appeared as if she’d just come in.”
Kezar licked his lips. “Christ, I sound real smart. So why not just carry my own gun away if it was so dangerous?”
“I might have stopped you downstairs, kept you with me after the faked shots until the police came. There you’d be, with the gun. You don’t take unnecessary risks. That’s why you left the gun in the post all these months. It hadn’t been found, it was safer to leave it than risk moving it with the police watching.”
Kezar’s face glistened. He looked at Gazzo, tried to grin. “I’d get so mad over Sid wanting a piece of the action that I’d kill him? No way. Why not cut him in, plenty to go around.”
“He used his big threat,” I said. “He told you what he knew, threatened to tell Pappas or Charley Albano. That did it.”
“What did Sid know?” Gazzo said, watching Kezar.
“That Kezar’s an F.B.I. informer,” I said. “Paid, of course. Regular reports on all he knows, hears, and does. Selective, he probably juggles all sides, tells the F.B.I. as little as he can, and never before he’s collected his share of any action. I’ve seen him meet with them, one of them tails him around a lot.”
Jenny Kezar began to cry. She covered her battered face.
“Shut up!” Kezar raged.
“No use,” I said. “The thread under Sid Meyer’s nails will match your coat. There’s a mark on the window from the hanger, and a fourth bullet in a pigeon coop on the roof across the alley. There had to be an extra shot to cover the first shot that no one heard. I had to hear enough shots to match the number of bullets in Meyer’s body, and that meant one extra no matter how you sliced it. It’ll match the bullets in Sid from one of the guns.”
“Irving?” Jenny Kezar said. “I told you. The schemes.”
The acne scars stood out purple on his heavy face. He held onto a chair back, couldn’t seem to think of anything to say now, any way out. Jenny watched him.
“We’ve got the motive, and your gun,” I said, hammered at him and hoped he didn’t make me show the gun. “Motive enough for a lot of murders-that Andy Pappas might suspect your F.B.I. connection. When you’ve killed once, it’s easy to kill again for the same motive.”
His voice cracked. “Again? You mean… No!”
“Yes,” I said, “and Jenny’ll talk now. Why shouldn’t she, the life you gave her? Why should she go down with you?” I looked at the woman old long before her time. “Jenny, it all happened the way I said, didn’t it?”
Kezar held to his chair back, seemed to want to say something, but it wouldn’t come out. Plead with her, but too aware of how he’d treated her all the years? Gazzo watched us all, waited. Jenny Kezar sat down, looked at her still-young hands.
“Yes, it all happened just like you said. All of it,” she said. She looked up. “Except it was me. I killed Sid.”
Sometimes a silence can feel like the whole world is pushing down. A weight, no air anywhere. And sometimes you can be so sure of what you’ve seen and know, that when it turns out to be not at all the way you thought, it’s a slap, the bottom drops away. Gazzo stared at her. Kezar gripped the chair he leaned on. As surprised as we were, or worried for her? Wrong there, too?
“I killed Sid,” Jenny Kezar said. “I didn’t mean to.”
I had seen a louse who treated her like a bug, sneered at her, cheated on her in every way, beat her. She had to be miserable with him, hate him. But she wasn’t miserable, I saw that now. She was happy with him, and she loved him. Maybe because she was ugly, unsure, needed someone. Her man, no matter what else he was. Or maybe I was wrong again, judging from my own feelings. Maybe she just liked him, liked everything about him I hated. You can never be sure what people have inside.
“Sid said he knew about the F.B.I., would tell Pappas,” she said. “Irving had his gun. Sid grabbed at it, tore the button. They wrestled, the gun fell on the floor. I picked it up. Sid grabbed a poker, was going to hit Irving. I shot him. I didn’t mean to hit him, I just shot, and he fell. He was dead. The rest was like Fortune told.”
Gazzo said, “We’ve got the gun, Mrs. Kezar. It’ll show-”
“Irving held it, too. It’ll have both our prints on it,” Jenny Kezar said. “An accident, you know? My own brother, but he was going to tell on Irving, maybe get him killed.”
True or not, if she stuck to it there wasn’t any way I could disprove it-not even with the gun, but certainly not without it. Kezar thought as fast as I did, probably faster. He analyzed the situation in a second, moved into action. He went to Jenny, put his hand on her shoulder, and his voice was soothing.
“It’s all right, Jenny, don’t say any more. We’ll fight it. Sid scared you, threatened us,” Kezar said. “Read her the rights, Captain, then I’ll talk to my client alone.”
Gazzo read Jenny her rights, and Kezar took her into another room. Gazzo made sure there was no other way out.
“She’s lying,” I said to Gazzo. “Kezar shot him.”
“You won’t prove it. Your evidence is good, Dan. It’ll convict, and it’d be harder on Kezar. I think she knows that. She figures to protect him. Where’s the gun?”
I had to tell him. He looked stunned-even suspicious.
“Tricks, Dan? A sellout, all this an act? Who would want that gun besides Kezar or Jenny?”
“I don’t know, and I didn’t sell it, Captain.”
“Christ,” Gazzo swore. “Will it stand up without the gun?”
“We know how it happened.”
“You know, I know, and Jenny confessed. But when Kezar finds out we don’t have the gun, he’ll deny the confession. The rest might get us a guilty plea to low manslaughter.”
“I’ll try to get the gun back,” I said. “Right now, I want some time with Kezar. Can I have it?”
“Why?”
“I don’t think Sid Meyer was the only one Kezar got killed. Maybe I can sweat it out of him before he knows we don’t have the gun. I can try.”
“I can keep him here, but I can’t make him talk to you.”
“That I’ll handle,” I said.
Gazzo went for Jenny. He told Kezar that the lawyer couldn’t go downtown with his wife.
“I don’t owe you free transportation. She’s being held for questioning right now. You can be there when we charge her.”
“I’ve got friends, Gazzo!” Kezar said. “Judges.”
“You better talk to them then,” Gazzo said.
We went out leaving Kezar alone. Gazzo took Jenny down. I waited a moment, then stepped quietly back to the door of 6-C. I could hear Kezar dialing inside. I used my keys again, slipped inside, closed the door behind me. Kezar put down the phone.
“What do you want now?” he said. “Get out of here!”
“No,” I said.
I walked toward him. It was night outside the windows now, and the room was lost in shadows with only the small telephone stand light on.
“She saved you for one murder,” I said. “She won’t save you for the others.”
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“No you don’t,” Kezar said, came away from the telephone. “You don’t accuse me of any more. We’ve got laws, Fortune!”
“You had the motive,” I said. “Pappas must have been suspicious. Only a little, maybe, but enough to look into you.”
“Pappas knew nothing! Sid never got to him!”
There was something ghostly about the shadowed room, the open window where Sid Meyer had gone out. We didn’t believe in ghosts, Irving Kezar and I, but I felt more behind me now than my own anger at a moral pimp like Kezar, and his hands shook as he tried to face me down.
“No, Sid never got to him,” I said. “Because you killed Sid. I know you did it. Okay, Jenny’ll take the fall for you. Maybe she loves you, who knows? Maybe she’s just smart, and knows she’ll look better in court, get off easier. Her own brother, a tragic mistake. Or maybe she just figures you can’t make money in jail, so she’ll take a few years so you can build the cash. But she can’t help you for Pappas and Diana Wood.”
“I told you to get out!”
I bored in. Kezar was one man I could handle physically, keep pounding. “You killed Sid because he knew about the F.B.I., could tell Pappas or Charley Albano. He’d already tried to get to Pappas through Mia. A play to scare you, sure, but Pappas heard about it, didn’t he? He began to wonder. That would be more than enough for murder-even the thought that Andy was suspicious of you.”
“You’re crazy, Fortune! A nut!”
“It all works out,” I said. “You knew Max Bagnio, you were close to Charley Albano. Who else could get that memo about Max Bagnio and show it to him, give it to him?”
“Jesus Christ, stop it!” His acne scars were like livid holes in his pasty face. “Please, Fortune. Lay off, you hear?”
“No,” I said. “You’ll let Jenny take the punishment for Sid Meyer, but no one’s going to let you rest. Never. You got that memo from Andy to Charley, gave it to Bagnio, so Bagnio would kill Andy for you!”
“You bastard! Leave me alone!”
“I’ll hound you forever, Kezar. Until you tell the truth. That you tricked Bagnio with that memo into killing Pappas and Diana Wood.”
He was pouring sweat in the dim room, cornered. Off balance from all that had happened, or maybe feeling a little dirty about Jenny. Maybe afraid people might believe me, especially the Mafia. Whatever, he broke the primary rule-he talked:
“Jesus, how dumb can you be? Don’t you know a fix?”
“Fix? What was fixed?”
Once he’d taken that first step, broken the silence barrier, he couldn’t stop. As if he wanted to get it all out, be left alone to go back to his smooth hustler’s life.
“Bagnio, stupid!” He laughed now. “There never was any memo. Charley Albano faked it. He faked the memo, the money clip, the rifle bullets. He gave you Bagnio-dead.”
My voice sounded odd even to me. “Bagnio didn’t kill Andy and Diana Wood? Charley framed all the evidence?”
“I guess Max killed them all right, Charley and Don Vicente figured so anyway. Charley didn’t care much. He thought maybe Mia paid Max to do the job, and that was okay by him. He wasn’t about to tell Don Vicente and the Council. They didn’t know why Max did it, wanted to question Max. I guess that’s why Max hid out. Don Vicente and the Council don’t question so nice. Maybe Max didn’t have good answers.”
“Charley didn’t bother to find out?”
“Hell, he didn’t like Max anyway, too close to Andy.” He lit a cigarette. “Anyway, you started getting too close to the Wyandotte deal, making waves. Charley tried to get you on the road. When that missed, and you and his old man showed up at the funeral asking about Ramapo, he decided the best way to get you out of our hair was to solve the case, hand you the killer. Don Vicente said okay, Max hadn’t come in to explain.”
“All packaged. Only maybe Bagnio didn’t do it.”
“Max had that wedding ring, so I guess he killed them. Charley was sure, anyway.”
“Charley didn’t care,” I said. “Bagnio had the ring? That wasn’t a plant?”
“Charley found it on Bagnio. What we couldn’t figure was the motive. Maybe someone hired Max. Charley didn’t want to dig too deep on that. So he rigged the fake motive with that memo, added the rifle shells and the money clip. We wanted the case closed, no loose ends. Stop all the snooping around.”
“Yeh,” I said. “Motive.”
“Hell,” Kezar said, “who knows why Max did it? Who cares?”
I walked out. As I closed the door, I heard Kezar start to dial the phone again. A hustler never quits, never stops. He was safe for now. He’d help Jenny all he could, do everything within reason. But if he couldn’t do much for her, well, that’s the way the flag flies.
I stopped in a bar on the avenue. I had my Irish. Someone had Kezar’s gun that had killed Sid Meyer. That wasn’t what I thought about. I thought about Diana Wood’s wedding ring, and why Max Bagnio had had it. I thought about small things: Diana Wood going to Miami after leaving Hal; the police photos of Diana and Pappas dead in that bedroom; the long night in the dump, and how we had all acted, talked; the murder of Emily Green. I thought about how I’d been shot, and about a small slip that rang now in my mind from no earlier than today.
I had two more Irish, and went out to my rented car.
John Albano wasn’t at his own apartment. I walked around the block to Morgan Crafts and Mia’s apartment. There was light in the apartment. I went up.
Levi Stern opened the door. He was in civilian clothes. Had he been here all night?
“Mr. Fortune?” Stern said. A question. Why was I there?
Mia Morgan-Mia Stern now-was making drinks at a garish chrome-and-polished-wood liquor cabinet. She looked very young, looked toward Levi Stern with a kind of doubt, even wonder. John Albano sat in a red womb chair, old and massive and watching me.
“I’ll have a Scotch,” I said.
Mia made me the drink, gave it to me. The other two waited. A team? I drank my Scotch, wiped my mouth.
“What I wonder,” I said, “is what Max Bagnio was really looking for so hard?”
“Not evidence that would show his reason to hate Andy?” John Albano said. “What was in that memo?”
“The memo was a fake,” I said.
I drank, and told them about Charley Albano’s frame-up, about Kezar, Sid Meyer, and the Wyandotte deal.
“He is an F.B.I. informer?” Levi Stern said. “Such a man would be very afraid of Pappas.”
“Sure, but how would he have gotten so close to that guard in the corridor? No, murder by himself isn’t Kezar’s style.”
John Albano said, “When you really think about it, no one but Max Bagnio could have done it.”
“The way it looks,” I said. “Only Don Vicente didn’t like the way it looked to us, to the police. Don Vicente is smart, experienced in these matters.”
“How else could it have happened, Dan?” John Albano asked.
“Yeh,” I said, emptied my glass. “Try this: the killer wasn’t hidden in an empty apartment, didn’t come up those stairs. He was on the roof, came down outside on a rope. A special rope, one of those rigs Commandos use to come down a cliff in combat, with a harness that leaves both hands free. Say the bedroom window was open. Andy and Diana Wood were asleep, or busy. The killer covered them with his automatic rifle from outside the window. A skilled man, a lot better with guns than Pappas.”
I set my empty glass down in the now quiet room. “He’s got Andy cold. Andy didn’t even have his gun, not that it would have mattered. The killer lines up Andy and Diana, makes Andy call in the guard from the corridor. Remember, the front door of that apartment is in a straight line with the bedroom door. The killer had the guard covered the moment he stepped inside. He makes the guard break the door lock, or does it himself with the three of them covered.”
I paced a little. “He lines them up in the bedroom, shoots them all down, drags the guard out to the corridor fast, and goes back out the window on his rope. He closes the window behind him. By now Max Bagnio is up in the apartment, but the killer is gone. He’s outside. A matter of seconds to slide down, disengage his pully mechanism from the roof. Down, not up, because Bagnio might go to the roof at once, and because it was too dark to see him below if Max happened to look out the window. Max didn’t look out, why should he? The window was closed, no fire escape. Max even wasted time making sure Andy wasn’t alive, not that the killer needed that. No, there was risk, sure, but the killer had it pretty well planned.”
I studied their faces. “Only Bagnio found something, a real clue. Later, after he talked to Gazzo, it made him guess what had really happened. The trouble was that what he found in the bedroom wasn’t enough to prove it by itself. So he started to look for the more he needed on his own. That, and the way the killings looked, made the Mafia suspicious of him-who gets past Max Bagnio and the guard upstairs? He realized the real story sounded bad if he told it without full proof, and that the Mafia don’t ask a lot of questions before acting. So he kept trying for more proof, but Charley Albano’s men got to him first.”
Mia drank, John Albano sat without a change, and Levi Stern stood silent and seemed to be considering my story.
“Stern?” I said. “Could you have done it that way?”
“Yes,” he said.
“No sweat?”
“Not much. You don’t forget if you keep in condition.”
I nodded. “That’s what I figured. You know, I think that the search here at Mia’s was a trick. A ruse to hide the fact what Max Bagnio wanted only Hal Wood could have.”
John Albano said, “What would that be, Dan?”
“I think I’ll go and ask Hal. Maybe he’ll remember with all I know now,” I said. “You stay here. I’ll be back.”
I left them all watching the door, not each other. Down in my car I lit a cigarette, then drove south. Another car pulled out behind me. I thought it did. I didn’t drive too fast. At St. Marks Place I parked near the corner of Avenue A, walked back to number 145. I went up to 4-B when Hal Wood answered my ring from the vestibule.
Hal stood in the open doorway. He was serious.
“Something new, Dan?” he asked.
“A lot,” I said. “Inside, okay?”
“Sure,” he said, let me in and closed the door. “You’ve got it solved all the way?”
“Not long now,” I said.
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I told him about the Wyandotte deal, and about Kezar’s story of Charley Albano faking the evidence against Max Bagnio. Hal shook his head, unbelieving.
“Dunlap? A big company like Caxton? Is everyone corrupt today, nobody real?”
“Not everyone,” I said.
“Just those who run the country,” Hal said bitterly. “Those with the chance, right? From expense-account cheaters to the top. A percentage of the take. I’ve been thinking a lot about that since-” He seemed to lose his train of thought. “It seems so long since Diana… died. I guess I don’t care what Bagnio’s real motive was. It can’t help now. I… I’ve been working. Real well. Come on, take a look.”
We went into his studio. The kitchen was a mess of dirty dishes, opened cans, rancid cartons. A man living alone now with his vision. The living room was dusty and unused. Hal living only in his studio now, like an improvised garret.
“Look!” He swept his arm toward his new paintings.
They were lined up against all the walls. The difference from his earlier design-like abstracts hit me like a slap. Powerful, bold, in swirling shapes like vortexes. Thick and oozing masses, as if the corruption he’d been talking about was deep in his mind. Giant figures like kings and bishops in red and purple robes sat on massive thrones, their hazy faces like melting wax. Faceless, decaying rulers with black holes for mouths. Gaping mouths open in silent screams.
“Well?” Hal said, nervous.
“Powerful,” I said. “I can see the last months in them. All of it inside you.”
He looked at his new work, nodded. “I guess so. Funny, you know, Dan? I mean, to get my best work out of horror. Like Faust. A price for greatness. They are great, Dan. I know it. I can see it, feel it.”
His eyes glowed as he studied his new work.
“Yeh,” I said. “Great.”
He grinned, lit a cigarette. “Well, they’re good, anyway. But never mind about me. I’ve got all the time now. You do have it almost solved, Dan? I mean, you know Bagnio’s real motive?”
“I think so,” I said. “What I can’t quite figure is Diana’s wedding ring. Why did Max Bagnio keep it, and what was he really looking for? Any ideas, Hal? Remember anything yet?”
“Nothing. I was sure it was some evidence about that memo. Doesn’t Mia Morgan know anything? He searched her pad, too.”
“I think that search was another fake. To fool us.”
I heard the noise out in the corridor. A light noise, as if someone was out there stepping very quietly. Hal didn’t seem to hear it. He wasn’t listening for it the way I was.
“I guess only Bagnio could have done it, though,” Hal said.
“No,” I said, “I don’t think so now. I don’t think Little Max killed them at all. It happened a different way.”
I told him the story I’d figured out of how it had been done. I pictured the killer coming down on his rope, calling the guard in, lining up Diana and Andy Pappas, shooting them all, and escaping out the window.
Hal frowned. “You really think it could have been like that?”
“A few things I don’t know, but that’s the outline.”
“It would have taken a pretty good man,” Hal said.
“A soldier. You remember the night in the Jersey dump? The way you and John Albano handled those hoods? Trained.”
“Me?” Hal said.
“You and John Albano,” I said.
I put my finger to my lips, stepped softly out of the studio and across the kitchen to the outside door. I opened the door. John Albano stood there. He looked at me. The lines in his face were etched deeper, his white hair strange in the glare of the corridor. He came in, closed the door.
“You’ve got it figured, Dan?” Albano said.
“I think so,” I said.
He went into the studio with me behind him. He looked at the new paintings, and looked at me. I nodded to Hal.
“Hal, you remember telling us about Korea that night in the dump? About being pinned under that pillbox for so many hours, thinking all the time you were dead? How you swore that night you’d never again do anything you didn’t want to? How you’d do something great with your life?”
“Sure I remember. It changed me, that pillbox. I saw life clear then.”
“A pillbox behind enemy lines. Behind the lines, Hal. You said that more than once, I remember now. What were you in Korea? A Ranger? A specially trained shock trooper?”
“Yes, a Ranger. The best.”
“Best,” I said. “Yes. Is that why you killed Diana? You were the best, and she failed you, took a lesser man?”
“I didn’t kill her, Dan,” Hal said.
“Yes you did,” I said. “Pappas, too. It was good to kill Pappas, wasn’t it? The big, powerful man. You said that in the dump, too-such powerful gangsters, yet you were better. You could kill Pappas. Easily. No match for you man to man. Not in a war, behind enemy lines, stalking the enemy.”
“Why would I kill her? I let her go. Didn’t try to stop her.”
“You almost sent her away, Hal. Like at those parties of Dunlap’s. Pappas said it, I just didn’t hear-‘almost pushing Diana away, forcing her on other men.’ A test, right? If she was your perfect woman, she wouldn’t want to be with other men for a second, even just to laugh a little. She wouldn’t want anything but you. But she wasn’t perfect, she failed you. Not good enough for a man like you, the best.”
“I am the best!”
I nodded. “Diana even told me. The way she said you were a failure who wouldn’t even try to succeed, and at the same time had such a big ego it didn’t need bolstering. It sounded like a contradiction, but it isn’t. You have such a big ego you won’t work to prove how good you are. You know how good you are, and everyone ought to know it without having to be shown.”
“Flawed,” Hal said. “All women.” He blinked at me with those intense eyes. “You’re wrong, Dan. Really.”
“Flawed,” I said. “Diana said that, too. You don’t need a woman, don’t really want one. Symbols of the imperfect world. Women and the world, both flawed, both rejecting you.”
He looked at his paintings, the new ones. “All just bellies and thighs, the garbage glitter of now. They live for now, women. What do they know of visions? Men like Pappas, that’s what women want. Destroyers, cheats, greedy pimps.”
“Diana failed you,” I said. “Maybe that wasn’t quite enough. But then the man was Andy Pappas. That sent you over the edge. Pappas the evil parasite, the symbol of the rotten world that wouldn’t recognize you. Destroy the destroyers, the imperfect woman and the bad world.”
“Dan?” Hal said, smiled. “Stop it now, okay?”
“Where’s the rifle, Hal? The rope and pulley? Those were what Bagnio was looking for. He found Diana’s wedding ring in that apartment, was after you for more proof. But you were after him, too-to get the ring back. That’s why you shot me, to get the ring before the police found it.”
“I called the police! Saved you!”
“I sent you to call, and you had to call. If you missed me, and Gazzo didn’t come, I’d have known the truth then. You were sure you had time to kill me, get the ring, before Gazzo got there. But I was lucky, Gazzo sent the precinct cops first. They were close, reached us in time.”
“No! I didn’t shoot you!”
“You made a slip, Hal. Twice. You said you and the police heard the shooting from the street that night. But Gazzo said the shooting had stopped by the time the precinct police get there and met you on the street.”
He floundered inside, groped irrationally for straws.
“I was in Woodstock when Diana was shot!”
“No, Emily Green lied for you. She knew you were in New York, but believed whatever story you told her. She didn’t think you killed them, didn’t want to think it. But she wasn’t stupid, she had doubts, so when Bagnio called her and said he had proof you killed Diana and Pappas, she went to meet him. You tailed her, and when she came out, Bagnio had showed her the wedding ring. She knew the truth. But she still hoped, wanted to believe you.
“So you told her it was a lie. You’d seen Bagnio leave the rooming-house building. You told her you’d take her back to Bagnio, and prove he was a liar. Once you got her back up in Bagnio’s room, you killed her and made it look like Bagnio had.”
He looked like one of his own faceless kings in his new paintings, his whole face melting like wax as he tried to think of some way out, some answer. He couldn’t, stood there silent, searching desperately inside his own half-insane mind.
John Albano said, “What’s so vital about that ring, Dan?”
“Diana didn’t have it,” I said. “She’d given it back to Hal. He must have had it with him when he killed them, maybe showed it to her-the symbol of her failing him. He dropped it, Max Bagnio found it. Max knew Diana hadn’t been wearing the ring for weeks, but Max wasn’t sure it would be enough proof. With Hal’s alibi, it was only Bagnio’s word against Hal’s. So Max looked for more proof-mostly to convince his Mafia people.”
“How do you know Diana wasn’t wearing the ring?” Albano said.
“It was in those pics the police showed me of the death room. Diana had been in Miami, she was heavily tanned. There was a clear pale ring mark on her right hand, but none on her left. She hadn’t worn that ring in weeks. So how had it gotten in that bedroom? Who would she have given it to except her ex-husband? She was a nice girl, she gave Hal the ring to show that they were all through.”
I looked at Hal, who was still silent. “Then there was the robe. I mean, why was Diana wearing a robe when Andy was naked? She was naked under it, why cover herself? Facing a killer with an automatic rifle, would she have thought about being naked? No. Then it must have been the killer who made her cover her body. Who would do that except a husband who-?”
The sound was low and animal. At least, low and something else than human. Or human enough, but back somewhere in the shadows before history, before time. From Hal’s open mouth, and he had the small 7.65-mm. pistol in his hand. Even as I saw his finger whiten on the trigger, I thought, rational and detached, that this was the final proof-the gun he’d shot me with. I thought that, nice and rational. Too rational to move. Rooted.
John Albano moved.
He jumped, had Hal’s arm. The gun fired. The bullet went somewhere over my shoulder. Like a bird, singing.
They grappled. They breathed hard. The tough old man was stronger. Hal was younger, in condition. The gun went off. Neither of them fell. Struggled locked together. The gun went off again. Then John Albano had the gun.
The old man stepped back, panting and sweating.
Hal fell to the floor. Shot twice. He lay there with his blood spreading around him.
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He was still alive when Captain Gazzo and his men got there. I gave Gazzo the 7.65-mm. pistol that would match the slugs taken out of me. I told it all: how he’d done it; how Emily Green had lied for him, then died for her lie; how Bagnio had found the wedding ring and tried to get the final proof; how Charley Albano had tried to close the case by giving us a killer all framed, but we’d never prove that.
The Medical Examiner arrived, worked over Hal. The doctor shook his head. Hal lay very still, afraid to move and lose his faint hold on life, that last vital ounce of blood.
“I… maybe… maybe I wouldn’t have shot. Even… then after I planned… He had to try, that guard from the hall. Had to try for… his gun. I shot them.”
He closed his eyes. “I showed her the… ring. What it meant. The perfect… circle. No end. She was… never supposed to… end. To love… me… Failed, imperfect. I… made her… put it on… the robe… Then that guard he had to… try… for his… gun…”
His eyes opened wide as if in alarm, his voice manic. “He had the ring! That Bagnio! I knew he had it, you see? He was looking for the rifle. He searched, shot at me. Dan, he’d help me find Bagnio, get the ring! I searched that Mia’s place so no one would know it was only me Bagnio was after. Emily thought I was out for a walk! She knew, though. He told her. I had to kill her!”
The M.E. stood up, shrugged. John Albano leaned against a wall. He seemed almost sad, a good old man. Gazzo looked around at all the new paintings with their powerful forms and oozing shapes and faceless kings on their thrones.
“He painted it out,” Gazzo said. “Kings like Pappas.”
“Pappas,” Hal said. His eyes stared straight up, the manic strength of a moment ago gone from his voice. “Big man, the ruler, important. A destroyer. I saw them… in Korea. The… generals… politicians… walking over us… Scum! The… profiteers and dealers while I lay… under a… pillbox… dying… dead… Not dead!.. No! Not dead… be great… do what I… wanted… My woman, my work… the best… best world… I… I-”
All the color was gone now from his face. The boyish face on the floor surrounded by his last dark work. From horror, the work-his own horror. The silent screams his own.
“So easy to… kill… them. Killers, all of them. Murder already, Dan told me… someone murdered… already. Always they… kill… gangsters… so easy… everyone will blame them… Mafia… safe… safe-”
His blood spread-suddenly. A gush of blood. His breath labored irregular. The M.E. bent down over him. Hal slapped the M.E. in the face. The M.E. jumped back, pale. Hal’s arm raised up, pushing. Pushing at something only he could see.
“… safe… if only the… guard… not try for… his gun… maybe… maybe… if only… love-”
He died.

***

The police found the automatic rifle and the rope buried in the cellar of 145 St. Marks Place-an available apartment now.
Irving Kezar found out that we didn’t have his gun. He had a talk with the D.A. Jenny Kezar would plead guilty to involuntary manslaughter-a slap on the wrist.
“No gun, no case,” Gazzo said to me in his office the next afternoon. “We won’t get Charley Albano for Bagnio, either.”
“Maybe the Mafia will,” I said. “Depends how fast Charley can talk. Bagnio failed in his job, anyway.”
“Funny,” the Captain said. “No connection between Sid Meyer’s killing and the rest of it.”
“There was a connection, Captain,” I said. “Cause and effect. Meyer’s murder, and Andy’s business, that’s what gave Hal the idea, flipped him out, made him sure he could get away with it. Connected, cause and effect.”
“A phony with big illusions? Crazy?”
“Those hours under the pillbox in Korea affected him, made him a kind of fanatic. A dreamer. He hadn’t died, so he had to become perfect. Make a perfect life in a perfect world with a perfect woman. Under it all he was scared of women, afraid of the world. So he built his own world where he never had to face what he was in the real one. Then Diana failed him, Pappas threatened the illusion.”
“He had to punish them,” Gazzo said, nodded.
“The real world was against him, evil,” I said. “And in the end he was really good only at one thing. What he learned in Korea-killing. It made him feel whole again, gave him back his dream world.”
“He damn near did it, too,” Gazzo said. “If he’d killed you, he’d still be painting.”
“Maybe,” I said.
I think Gazzo would have gotten him eventually, or Hal would have cracked. Those last paintings showed that he was close to the edge. Only half out of his mind, still human.
I left Gazzo to his work and went uptown to my office. John Albano was waiting. This time I didn’t jump. He was there to pay me some money. I was glad to get it. The massive old man stood and looked out the one window at my dirty air shaft.
“Summer, soon,” he said. “I’ve had enough of this city. Mia’s made up her mind. She’ll go to Israel with Stern. That’s all Stern wanted all along, to get Mia away from them all. Take her to a decent place where they’re trying to build.”
He turned, smiled at me. “I’ll go with them. Some work left in me yet. You know, Dan, the world usually gets left just the way we found it. A few leave it worse. I’d like to leave it a little better. Add one small thing, eh?”
He’d do it, too. A builder, that tough old man.
I saw him off on the jet with Mia and Stern a week later. The rest of them went their ways unchanged, like most of us. Charley Albano must have talked well. He was still alive six months later when the last little piece got explained-who had taken Irving Kezar’s gun from me, and why.
November, winter again in New York, and Gazzo called me down to his office. The F.B.I. had arrested Lawrence Dunlap, Charley Albano, Mr. Kincaid of Caxton Industries, and a host of smaller fry-bribery, extortion, fraud, and selling the favors of office. Irving Kezar wasn’t arrested-he was the one who turned all the others in. The star witness, telling all.
“The F.B.I. was onto the Wyandotte affair almost a year,” Gazzo said. “They never told the Wyandotte officials or the New Jersey police. They let it go on.”
“To make their own case. Kezar wouldn’t talk until he’d taken his cut, and disposed of it,” I said. “Now I know who took that gun from me-the F.B.I. To protect Kezar. They’ll let him go free on the murder charge, because without Kezar they have no case.”
“You’re not sure of that, Dan.”
“I’m sure,” I said. “That gun was what killed Meyer, and it’s got Kezar’s prints on it.”
“Jenny could have done it,” Gazzo said.
“Yeh,” I said. “Who’s worse, Captain? Charley Albano for being ready to corrupt, or Dunlap for being ready to be corrupted? Or Kincaid, the clean businesssman who’s ready to pay anyone to get the job done fast and smooth? Kezar, screwing everyone for his cut of anything he can get his hands on? Or maybe the F.B.I., paying a man to inform on everyone he works his dirty deals with-after he’s got his share-and then protecting him so they can make a case in court?”
“I’ll think about it,” Gazzo said.
I went out to find my usual haven. I had a double Irish. In a way, the Wyandotte deal had killed them all-the need for a few dirty bucks on the side. If Dunlap hadn’t wanted his share of the action, Diana Wood might never have met Andy Pappas. Hal Wood might never have had to kill anyone.
I said it at the start-we all tend to dream of perfection, and our reality falls a lot short of coming close. We have to live in the pit between. The dark pit where the Pappases and Kezars profit, where most of us try to survive in peace and a little honor, and where a Hal Wood breaks apart and kills for his dreams.
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