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Part One
Something Really Bad
One
“It’s gonna rain all over our dead guy,” said Olson.
The sky was the color of a nasty bruise, serious contusion gone a deep wicked purple, a day or so after a bad beating. Somebody beat the hell out of that sky, thought Dooley. “Turn your headlights on,” he said.
Olson reached for the knob. “They’ll never get that ball game in. They’ve already had a couple of delays and they’re gonna run out of daylight soon.”
Dooley watched lightning flicker in the void far out over the lake. “Who they playing?”
“Astros. Jenkins throwing for us. They win today, that’s six in a row.”
“Break out the champagne.”
“Hey, it’s their year. Who’s gonna beat ’em? You gonna tell me the Cards are gonna catch ’em?”
Dooley shrugged. “What’d he say, Weed?”
“Weed and the river. Just south of North.”
“You shoulda took Elston.”
“Why? Weed’s on this side of the river.”
“Now you gotta double back on North. From Elston you come on east across the river and you’re there.”
“Ah, what’s the difference? We’ll get there.”
“Not before the rain, we won’t.”
The sky had opened up again by the time they found the squads parked at the end of Weed Street where it dead-ended at the river in an industrial nowhere of train tracks, chain-link fences and long factory blocks. Nobody wanted to get out and stand in the rain, but they all did eventually, Dooley and Olson and the four officers from the squads, huddling together in the lee of a warehouse.
“Those two little colored kids found her,” said one of the patrol guys, nodding at the farther squad. The dome light was on and Dooley could see two small dark figures on the seat through the streaming glass.
“A woman, huh?” said Olson.
The copper gave a single shake of the head. “I didn’t get too close. But it looked like a woman to me. Through the fence there.”
There was a fence at the end of the street but nobody had mended it where the wire had peeled away from the post and there was a gap big enough to step through with a little bit of a stoop. Dooley took a look at the trampled grass around the gap. “You guys go through here?” he called back to the nearest patrolman.
“Just far enough to see the body. There weren’t any prints or anything.”
Not now there aren’t, thought Dooley. He ducked through, trying to step over the trampled patch, and stood where the riverbank fell away into brush and debris down to the revetment four feet above the water. Rain stippled the leaden surface of the river. Small trees clinging to the bank gave a little shelter. Dooley stood with his shoulders hunched, hands in the pockets of his raincoat, looking down at the problem. All he could see was an expanse of naked back, pale in the twilight, and a tangled mass of hair. Through the fence Olson said, “I don’t know how he can be so sure. You seen the hair on some of these hippie guys these days?”
“That’s a woman,” said Dooley.
“If you say so.”
Dooley stood and looked down the slope for a long moment, scanning for signs but finding nothing but rivulets of water taking evidence into the river. Rain spattered on leaves above his head. Dooley pulled a handkerchief out of an inside pocket and wiped water off his forehead. “She’s nestled right into the weeds. There’s no trampling.”
“Yeah. So somebody just threw her down there after she was dead.”
“Or she walked down there and laid down to die.”
“Without her clothes?”
“I didn’t say it was likely. Who gets to get his shoes dirty?”
Olson said, “I just bought a new pair of Florsheims. And you’re already there.”
Dooley moved up the bank, away from the body, looking for a place to go down where he wouldn’t disturb any evidence. When he’d gone ten or twelve feet he stepped onto the slope and slipped, going to a knee to stop the slide. “To hell with your Florsheims,” he said. “I just got this suit cleaned.”
Where the slope leveled off at the edge of the revetment, Dooley found some footing and started working his way back along the bank toward the body, trying to ignore the rain in his face. He saw the soles of two feet, smudged black; he saw the swell of one bare buttock above the weeds. Dooley knelt, a hand to the ground for support, and felt for that place inside him where he could regard this poor massacred soul as nothing but a paycheck. When he had it he bent closer and parted the weeds. “Ah, shit,” he said gently.
The woman lay face to the river, legs and arms drawn up in front of her. Beneath the tangle of dark brown hair there was a face still there, but nobody was going to look at it and say “That’s my girl.” The eyes were closed, swollen to the size of plums and about the same color, and the nose had been smeared sideways. The lips looked like blood sausage, split open in a couple of places. Looking at the dead woman’s face Dooley saw the color of the sky.
Olson called down, “What’s she doing, saying her prayers?”
“She’s tied up.” Dooley tugged gently at the taut twine at the ankles. “They hog-tied her.”
Olson said, “Call it a homicide, Professor?”
“I don’t think we’re gonna get an argument on that. Get a wagon, get the mobile lab over here, call the sergeant.”
“Roger wilco. Don’t fall in there, ’cause I ain’t pulling you out.”
Dooley heard Olson hustling away to get out of the rain. He knelt there with water trickling down the back of his neck and ran his fingertips over the dead woman’s back. Her skin was cold and slick, the smooth white surface dotted with small round patches of discolored skin, rough to the touch. Dooley shifted his feet, rose to a crouch. He grabbed a tree limb for support and leaned over the woman, looking at the mottled patches of dark skin on shoulder and hip. He took another long look up the slope and bet himself the evidence technicians weren’t going to find much today.
Back at the end of the street Dooley spoke to the nearest patrolman. “Let’s have a word with your witnesses.”
On the back seat of the squad sat two boys maybe eight or ten years old, big white eyes in small black faces. They looked wet and cold and either scared or thrilled to death, Dooley couldn’t quite make up his mind which. He slid onto the passenger seat in front and put an elbow over the back of the seat, wiping his face with the handkerchief. “How you boys feeling?” In response he got one OK and one widening stare. “What’s your name, son?” he said to the one who had managed to answer.
“Jerome.”
“Jerome what?”
“Jerome Hayes. We gonna get in trouble?”
“No, you’re not gonna get in trouble. I just need you to tell me how you came to find that lady down there.”
The silent one piped up all of a sudden: “She’s dead, ain’t she?”
Dooley nodded. “I’m afraid she is.”
“What happened to her?”
Dooley thought of two or three different things he could say while he stared at the kid. “Something really bad,” he said finally.
The rain stopped; the sky cleared; the sun went down. Dooley barely noticed. While Olson talked into the radio and started bossing patrolmen around, Dooley walked the streets: Weed, Kingsbury, Blackhawk. He stood looking up Kingsbury to North Avenue, thinking I have her body in the trunk and I have her clothes. What do I do? The book said canvass the area but there was nobody to canvass, just closed-up factories and warehouses. He and Olson walked down alleys, checking doors, rattling gates, looking in trash cans, looking for ways through to the river, looking for a shoe, a purse, a bundle or a scrap of cloth.
The sergeant arrived, a busy man and a hard one to please; Dooley spent a few minutes justifying his existence and watched the sergeant drive away. The setting sun found him and Olson half a mile from their murder scene on a twelfth-floor high-rise walkway that was wired in like the lion’s cage at the zoo, knocking on doors and looking for a mother, a grandma, anybody to take charge of his two witnesses and verify an address for them. They spent a tense fifteen minutes convincing a posse of male relatives the boys weren’t being charged with anything but there were procedures to follow; Cabrini-Green was not friendly territory for two white cops. It was a long walk down a dark stairwell and back to the car.
Dooley watched evidence technicians root through weeds in the fading light; he watched a wagon roll away, in no hurry.
“Flip you for it,” said Olson.
Dooley shrugged. Partners had their preferences; Olson could type better than Dooley and he was a good detail man, but he didn’t have Dooley’s iron stomach. “Drop me at Polk Street and go get a start on the paper,” Dooley said.
The medical examiner was a thin and pale man who looked as bad as some of his customers under the fluorescent lights; the coppers joked that if he ever dozed off on the job the assistants would have him up on a table in an instant. “Got our make-up smeared a little, did we, dear?” he said to the woman on the table.
“I need a cause of death,” said Dooley.
“Slow down, cowboy. I’m looking at a smorgasbord of injuries here. You’re going to have to give me a minute. You’ll notice she’s in rigor.” The medical examiner pushed on a knee and let the body rock back, still in its fetal position.
“I saw that.”
“Which means she’s been dead at least eighteen hours. And looking at this lividity, I’d say she lay somewhere for a while before she was dumped. Maybe in the trunk of a car. But then I don’t want to prejudice your investigation.”
“So some time yesterday afternoon or evening.”
“Probably. Stomach contents may tell us more.”
“And what killed her?”
“You want a wild guess? Just looking at her neck here? Cause of death was strangulation.”
“Yeah.” Dooley was looking at her back. “Somebody used her for a God damn ashtray.”
“And she looks like she went about ten rounds with Sonny Liston,” said the examiner. “With no gloves. And that was the easy part.” He was pulling gently at limbs, craning to look at what her legs had been hiding.
“I’m seeing a lot of blood all of a sudden,” said Dooley.
“And in bad places.”
Dooley nodded. “She was alive for all of this, wasn’t she?”
“All but the last bit.” The medical examiner straightened up, a look of faint distaste on his face. “I’d say strangulation was probably the best thing that happened to her yesterday.”
“So what do we got?” said Olson, leaning back on his chair. He looked like somebody had chased him around the block a few times. Under the fluorescent light his brow glistened where his hair had beaten a retreat and he had loosened his tie for comfort. He looked a lot like a homicide dick some time after midnight with nothing to put on paper and a lot of paper to fill.
Dooley, who felt worse than Olson looked, shook his head. All the windows in the third-floor Homicide/Sex office were open but the cool night air wasn’t finding its way in. “We don’t have shit,” he said. “We got a dead girl with no face and no name. We got no crime scene, no witnesses. If she was a nice ordinary girl her prints aren’t going to help us. We got no grieving mamas, no worried girlfriends, no jealous boyfriends. We don’t even have her clothes. Until somebody tells us who she was, we got nothing at all.”
Olson nodded. “When it hits the news the phone’ll start ringing.”
“Let’s hope. We gotta find the clothes.”
“Think they’re down there close somewhere?”
“Maybe not. They took them off her before they killed her. What did they do with them?”
“Depends on how smart they are. I’d burn them or put them way down in deep water, a long way from where I put the body.”
Dooley nodded for a few seconds, mechanically, looking far away. “Well, we got an autopsy to keep us entertained.”
A few seconds went by and Olson said, “Want me to go?”
Dooley shrugged. “I’ll go. You get on the missing persons reports.”
Somebody laughed out in the hall; a car hissed by on the rain-washed street outside. Olson ran a hand over his face. “What do you think, Mike? It’s a pretty short haul from the projects to the river.”
“That’s never a bad first guess. But I don’t think Jerome and Claudell had anything to do with it.”
“But they might have an idea who did. You really think they were back there looking for pop bottles?”
“I think if they knew who did it they wouldn’t have flagged down that squad. And they had a bag full of pop bottles with them. I’ll tell you what else I think.”
“What’s that?”
“I think they’re not going to find any semen in her tomorrow.”
Olson considered that like a man weighing a remark about the weather. “How come?”
“I don’t think you take so much time with the rough stuff if you’re gonna rape her. Somebody really worked her over.”
“OK, so the guy can’t do it anymore. That’s why he beats her so bad. The rage. We’ve seen it a hundred times.”
“I don’t know, all those shallow puncture wounds. The cigarette burns. That didn’t look like rage.”
“All right, it’s late and I’m getting a little punch-drunk here. What did it look like?”
“It looked to me like somebody wanted something from her.”
Olson let out a long sigh as his front chair legs hit the floor. He put his hands on the edge of the desk and hauled himself to his feet. He put his hands in his pockets and stood looking down at Dooley with his washed-out blue Swede eyes. “I’d like to meet these guys, I really would. Want to hit J.J.’s?”
“Sure.” Dooley stood up and reached for his jacket. “Look on the bright side.”
“What’s that?”
“We probably will, before too long.”
J.J.’s had nothing to recommend it to a thirsty copper but its location across the street from the old red-brick station at Damen and Grace. It had a pool table in the back, a juke box on the wall, and a wide selection of whiskeys kept corked to avoid evaporation. The two brothers who ran the place were fastidious, abstemious and long-suffering; the only thing the cops loved as much as a drink was a prank. Dooley had seen horseplay that would make a junior-high kid blush. The brothers put up with the nonsense because a room full of armed policemen was about the best clientele a barkeeper could ask for.
Tonight there was a celebration going on; Frank Finley had made lieutenant and was moving downtown. “Whiskey for the gentlemen, please,” he called out as Dooley and Olson pushed toward the bar. Finley and Dooley had shared a patrol beat for a year or so in the early fifties and Dooley respected him.
“I’ll take one, too,” he said. “When you’re through serving the gentleman.” He shook Finley’s hand. “Congratulations, pal.”
“Thanks, Mike. I’ll miss you.”
“No, you won’t.”
“Nah, you’re right. OK, how’s this? I’ll try to remember your name for a while.” Finley was half in the bag and having a good time.
“That’s more like it. Seriously, you earned it. I hope you go a long way.” Finley was a good cop, just possibly good enough in Dooley’s estimation for his integrity to survive his ambition.
“I appreciate that.” Finley’s grin faded and he leaned in close to Dooley as the whiskey was delivered. “Listen, Mike. You could be doing the same thing, moving up. You don’t have to be a homicide dick on third watch for the rest of your life.”
“I don’t want to be anything else.”
“Ah, don’t bullshit me, Dooley.”
“Third watch is where the action is.”
Finley looked at him with drunken benevolence. “You’re one stubborn mick, aren’t you?”
Dooley drank and said, “I don’t like the games, that’s all.”
“Jesus. So you have to throw a sawbuck in the desk drawer now and then to get the vacation time you want. It’s life, Mike. That’s how it works everywhere.”
“I know. I don’t have to like it.”
“No, you don’t. Ah, hell, here’s to you. A career dick and one of the best. God bless you.” Finley practically cracked Dooley’s glass with his own, then turned his back on him.
Dooley nursed his whiskey along for a while, enjoying the banter, mostly listening. When he finished it off he slapped Olson on the shoulder. “Bed time. See you tomorrow.”
“Sweet dreams.”
“You know it.” Dooley got in his car and drove. The city had that washed-clean feel after the rain and Dooley rolled the window down and let the damp air blow on him. The traffic was thin and he made good time out Elston.
Merrimac Avenue was asleep, happy and ignorant. Out here in the M streets there were no weeds for bodies to lie in. Sometimes Dooley felt guilty sneaking home in the middle of the night, bringing corruption and death out to the Northwest Side.
Dooley sat in the car in the dark for a while after pulling into the garage. He made sure to switch off the ignition, tired as he was; one of these nights he was going to forget, fall asleep in the car and die of carbon monoxide poisoning. Cop’s suicide stuns family, friends. He could see the headlines.
After a while he climbed out of the car, pulled down the garage door and felt his way to the door that led into the kitchen, key in hand. Dooley always tried to leave everything in the dark garage; he hated to bring bad things into Rose’s kitchen with the single light on over the sink, dishes shining in the drainer, the table top cleared and the chairs squared away. He draped his jacket over the back of a chair.
He made his way through the hall, up the stairs, sticking close to the wall so the steps wouldn’t creak, listening for soft voices in the dark. Once in a while Kathleen or Frank would be awake and call out hi Daddy or hey Pop to him; when he was little Kevin used to do that a lot and Dooley would wonder if he ever slept. Dooley hated to wake his kids up but liked putting his head in the door and telling them to go back to sleep.
Rose never called out; she would just wait until he came to her. Tonight she stirred and murmured “Hi darling,” half asleep, as he stepped softly across the rug toward her. He sat on the side of the bed and leaned down to kiss her, lingering for a moment with his nose in her hair, lips on her soft damp temple. She found his hand and squeezed. Dooley straightened up and then just sat there for a while holding her hand, waiting for her to go back to sleep. This was just about the best part of his marriage these days.
After a time he kissed Rose again and let go of her hand. He took off his holster and locked the .38 and his star in the drawer. He sneaked out of the room and back downstairs and into the kitchen again. He took the bottle of Jameson’s out of the cupboard and got a glass from the drainer. He poured an inch of whiskey into the glass and put the bottle back. The clock over the door said two-twenty-two. Sometimes Dooley sat in the kitchen for his nightcap, just looking at the pattern in the Formica table top, but tonight he walked up the hallway into the living room and found his armchair in the dark.
He knew drinking alone in the dark wasn’t a good way to drink and he knew that sometime after dawn he would have to get out of bed and piss, long before he had gotten enough rest, but he didn’t care because he liked to drink his Jameson’s and he figured he had earned it.
It would be two-twenty-two in the afternoon in Quang Tri province, Viet Nam. Dooley had worked it out looking at a globe; Viet Nam was just about exactly half way around the world from Chicago. It would be hot, like it had been on Bougainville or Luzon. Two in the afternoon and hot as hell. Dooley could still feel it.
Dear Father don’t let anything really bad happen to him, Dooley prayed, the only thing he ever prayed any more. He took a sip of whiskey.
One way or another Dooley had been dealing with bad things for a little over twenty-five years, but out in the Pacific he had learned all about degrees of bad. Getting shot was what you hoped for sometimes. The first time Dooley had seen a man burned black and crisp, screaming on the ground, he had started to learn about really bad things.
The woman on the river bank had run into it. She hadn’t been lucky enough to get a knife in the chest, a bullet through the head or a few quick whacks with a baseball bat. She had run into the thing that Dooley felt had been stalking him since 1943, when the Japanese 17th Army had taken his education in hand on Bougainville, the thing that he feared would not be content until it had his son. She had run into Something Really Bad.
I’ll find them, Dooley promised her in the dark, raising his glass.
Two
The governor wanted a 4 percent state income tax but his own party wasn’t buying it; the feds were trying to figure out if the Chicago mob was manipulating the stock market. Where the hell have you guys been, thought Dooley. Accardo, Cerone, Alderisio. Dooley had been hearing the names for twenty years and he wouldn’t have been surprised to read that the Outfit owned the stock market. He turned the page. The FBI had been busy; they’d raided Panther headquarters on the West Side with a fugitive warrant and scooped up a couple of wagon loads; eight of them were right back out on bond. Dooley kept on scanning. The VC had hit Saigon and towns in the Delta with terror bombs but there was nothing about the 3rd Marines up in Quang Tri province.
The Cubs had gotten the game in after all; six in a row. Dooley folded the paper and shoved it away. He drained his coffee cup and went to put it in the sink. Rose came in with a handful of flowers from the garden and put them in a vase. She was wearing a sleeveless blouse and a pair of baggy shorts that did nothing to hide the size of her rear end. Dooley had to look away.
“You’re up early. You have to go to court today?” Rose set the vase on the table and looked up at him.
“Nah. Just a nice little autopsy.”
She came over to him, arms folded, wearing the tight-lipped look with which she met all his flippancy. “Any chance you can swing home for lunch?”
“After an autopsy? Depends on what you’re serving.”
“Tripe.” Rose gave a fleeting smile, and for a second Dooley caught it, a vision of her the way she had been, his Irish Rose circa 1948. He wished he could see it more often, in there beyond the hair streaked gray and the extra weight, the complexion that had been peaches and cream and was now just patchy red. He had a middle-aged Irish lady on his hands and he didn’t know where the hell she’d come from. “Nah, it’s a long way to drive to come home for lunch. I’ll just go straight to work. Where’s Frank?”
“Still in bed, I guess.”
“Jesus, it’s nearly ten.”
“He was up late last night, listening to music.”
Dooley shook his head. “The kid needs a job. Something to get him out of bed in the morning.”
“He’s working on it. The summer just started, he deserves a little vacation.”
“When I was his age I worked year round. After school, all summer.”
“And you found plenty of time to play ball.”
Dooley shrugged. “Sure. I kept busy. I didn’t lay around listening to records all the time. Hell, I’d love it if Frank got interested in playing ball.”
“He’ll be OK. Francis will be OK.”
Dooley let it drop and turned to rinse out his cup. “I saw the ticket Kathleen got. I’m not gonna try and fix it. She can pay the damn thing. She needs to learn.”
“She ran a stop sign. I’ve run stop signs. So have you.”
“I need to take her out some time and teach her how to drive. She’s got a lot to learn.”
“So take her out the next time you’re off. You’re never around.”
“Yeah, well, people keep dying.”
Rose had that look again when he turned around. “You could get off third watch, couldn’t you? Haven’t you earned the right to work days yet?”
Dooley didn’t want to go down this road again. Shaking his head, he said, “It’s not that simple.”
“I know, you like working evenings. It’s where the action is.”
Dooley had never yet lost a stare-down to his wife, and she gave it up after a couple of seconds. Then he felt bad and put out his hands; Rose stepped in close to him, her arms going around him. They stood there listening to somebody’s lawn mower, somewhere down the block. “We haven’t had a letter in a long time,” she said into his throat.
Dooley held onto his wife and tried to think of the right formula. “Two weeks, that’s not so long. You get busy. You get tired. You get a break and all you want to do is sleep.” And sometimes, he thought, there’s nothing to say except things you couldn’t ever put in a letter. “He’ll be all right.”
Rose pulled away far enough to look at him. “How do you know that? How can you possibly say that? What if he’s not?” Dooley hated the rise in her voice, the panicked look in her eye; he wished she could keep a lid on things. “It’s all odds, Rose. It’s a roll of the dice. You gotta believe in the odds. Look at the casualty figures and you see the odds are really in his favor.”
She pulled away from him, and Dooley could see she didn’t buy it. He didn’t really buy it himself, knowing that the longer you were in the field the shorter the odds got, but he wasn’t going to tell anybody that.
The medical examiner got a cigarette going one-handed with his Zippo, flipping over pages on the clipboard lying on the desk with the other hand. “You want the Classic Comics version or the full-length novel?”
“You better stick with the comic book,” said Dooley. “I’m a slow reader.”
The medical examiner shook his head. “Nobody appreciates my work.”
“Hey Doc, tell me who she is and the drinks are on me.”
“That’s all you need, is it? Well, I can’t tell you who she is, but I can tell you what she is. She’s a white female, which you probably figured out already, roughly thirty years of age give or take a half-decade either way, and she’s dead.”
“Well, thanks. I guess I’ll be going then.”
“Hang on, cowboy. She’s been that way somewhere between thirty-six and forty-eight hours. She was stuffed someplace, like maybe a car trunk, shortly after death and then stayed there for half a day or so before being tossed out on the river bank. Rigor mortis had set in fully by the time you found her, so she’d been dead at the very least eighteen hours. That means she died at the latest around midnight Tuesday, probably earlier that evening or afternoon. She hadn’t had anything to eat for at least a day before she died. And she hadn’t had sex in a while, either. At least, nobody ejaculated in her.”
“Did they tie her up before or after she died?”
“Both.”
“Both?”
“Some of the ligature marks were pre-decease and some were after. It looks like they tied her up, let her loose, tied her again, several times. When she died they trussed her up for the last time, maybe to make it easier to carry her.”
Dooley met the medical examiner’s utterly blank look for a second or two. “All right. I guess I have to ask you what all they did to her.”
“I wrote it all up for you, Latin words and all. Comic-book version, they beat her face to a pulp with brass knuckles or something similar, they burned her with cigarettes, they jabbed her with a sharp object, like an ice pick, in some very tender places. Find the place where she died, you’ll find a lot of blood. Unless they’re really good at cleaning up.”
Dooley stood there nodding slowly and looking down at the clipboard. “Did she manage to put up a fight at all?”
“Not enough to get anything helpful under her fingernails. The only thing I can tell you is there was grime on the soles of her feet and her hands and knees that looks like motor oil and dirt. Like she walked and crawled over a garage floor at some point.”
“OK, how about ID? You took her prints, how about dental records?”
“Her jaw was broken in three places and a lot of her teeth were knocked out of kilter. You’ll need a hell of a dentist.”
“Scars, birthmarks, tattoos?”
“Nothing too helpful. She’d had a few stitches on her right elbow at some point a long time ago but that’s about it. I’d pray you’ve got her prints on file if I were you. Or somebody who knew her well enough to recognize a mole or a freckle here or there. The face isn’t going to be much help.”
“Terrific. You got a package for me to take back?”
The examiner pointed at a cluster of tagged plastic bags on a counter. “Right there. Hair, blood, twine, the works. Give me fifteen minutes to finish up the paperwork.”
“Take your time,” said Dooley. “I’ll be right outside.”
“There’s a lot of women missing in Chicago, you know that?” said Olson. “You’d think they’d be easier to keep track of.”
Dooley shrugged out of his jacket and hung it on the chair. “What are we looking at?”
Olson blew out a puff of air. “Crossing off anybody too young, too old, too black, too blonde or with too many missing fingers, I come up with six possibilities. All of them have been missing for at least a week.”
Dooley frowned across the desk. “ A week.”
“Yeah. Does that rule them out?”
“I wish it did. Nothing’s for certain. But this is somebody that probably got killed on Tuesday. And I don’t think she was out of circulation for a long time before they killed her. I don’t think you grab somebody and then let her sit around for a week before you start in on her. I think we’re looking for someone that was still saying hi to the neighbors on Monday. So she hasn’t been missed yet. She lives alone, maybe. One of these big apartment buildings where nobody knows anyone else.”
“Well, she was in the papers this morning. If she’s got any friends at all, if she’s got a job she hasn’t shown up at for a couple of days, that ought to get somebody worried.” Olson thought about it for a second and said, “Unless the person that would normally call her in missing is the one that did it.”
“Yeah, I know. Always the best guess.”
“He catches her playing around or something. He’s had enough and goes ape-shit. He doesn’t rape her because all he wants is to teach her a lesson.”
“Could be.”
“You still think it’s more cold-blooded than that, don’t you?”
Dooley leaned back and clasped his hands behind his head. “She’d been kept in a garage. Jealous rages don’t happen in garages. They happen in kitchens and bedrooms. If it’s a little more premeditated, maybe he lures her down to the basement. What the hell do I know? I’m just thinking out loud. All I’m saying is, I think somebody wanted something from this girl. Jealous husbands use what’s laying around. Bricks, pipe wrenches, the carving knife. With this girl, somebody had a plan.”
“A man with a plan.”
“And a garage.”
“Yeah. There’s a hell of a lot of garages in this city.”
“Not too far from Weed Street. I don’t think they’d want to drive a long way with a body in the trunk.”
“Unless they’re real sharp. In which case they might drive all across the city just to throw us off.”
“Could be.” Dooley scowled at his partner. “She had to make some noise. It had to be some place where they knew they wouldn’t be interrupted. We’re not looking for a garage out behind somebody’s house.”
“OK, we’ve eliminated all but a few thousand places.”
“The clothes may be long gone,” said Dooley. “They took them off her early and got rid of them. But you never know. Get it in the bulletin, discarded women’s clothing in a garbage can, a pair of high heels in the incinerator, whatever. Somebody turns in a woman’s purse, we want to see it.”
Dooley and his partner looked at each other for a few ticks of the clock, two men with shovels looking at each other over a pile of manure.
“We could just sit here all day, wait for somebody to call and tell us who she is,” said Olson.
Dooley smiled. “There’s a reason they dumped her in Weed Street. We go back and look, we may figure it out.”
“You come off of North Avenue, you take the first right that leads to the river.”
Olson shrugged, looking out the windshield at the corner of Weed and Kingsbury. “Or you come up from Division.”
“If you come up from Division, you dump her down there closer to Division. There’s a million places to get through to the river.”
“Could be.”
“Look, if it happened down there in the projects, how’d she get there? What was a white woman doing in there? You telling me they snatched her off the street or something? I think we’d have heard about it.”
“I don’t know, I’m just covering all the bases. So they came off North, fine.”
“I think that’s more likely. And I think they were coming east.”
“How come?”
“What’s east of here, in the way of industrial areas? Not much. You get into Old Town there pretty quick.”
“All right, so they were coming east. Where from?”
Dooley drummed with his fingers on the metal of the car door. “Someplace east of Crawford. Pulaski, I mean. Or say Cicero.”
“OK, I give up. Why?”
“If you’re west of Cicero, you take her out to the forest preserve to dump her.”
“As long as we’re guessing, I guess that’s a good one. So you’re saying Humboldt Park. We looking for a bunch of Puerto Ricans?”
“Maybe. But there’s another way to look at it.”
“What, after you got me believing in this? Don’t let me down.”
“Say you’re right. Say they didn’t want to dump her in their own back yard. We’re talking about people with some savvy, not just a bunch of derelicts on a bender. Still, they don’t want to drive all night. So they think of the river, ’cause that’s their closest option, but they go up it or down it a ways to find a place. They still started out east of Cicero, and I bet they were south of North, because there’s more industry down that way, more areas where you could beat up a woman in a garage and nobody’d hear her. They came up Halsted maybe, or Ashland, from the near West Side. Ashland, because if they came up Halsted, they’d have run into the river and other places to turn off before they got to North Avenue.”
“Jesus, you’re a hell of a guesser. Let’s go write up the guess report and go home.”
“There’s a million garages in this city, but there can’t be too many of them on the near West Side where the owner either doesn’t know or doesn’t care what goes on in there in the middle of the day. I think we’re looking for a place with a reputation. We’re looking for a place the auto theft people know about, or the local patrol guys wonder about, driving by it. Be worth a talk with somebody over at Monroe Street.”
Olson reached for the ignition. “It’s gonna turn out she was killed in New Orleans and brought up the Mississippi and thrown off a boat. And then you won’t look so damn smart.”
“If they ever had her on a boat,” said Dooley, “she’d be at the bottom of the lake.”
“You got all the answers, don’t you?” said Olson, shoving it in gear.
“Sheesh, take your pick,” said the sergeant with the six strands of hair plastered across his shiny dome. “There’s so many places to hide around here you could lose a fuckin’ army. Since the riots, anybody with any sense has found someplace else to do business. Go a few blocks west and you got your pick of empty buildings.”
Dooley had a feeling he was not getting through. “I don’t know if we’re looking for a place that’s derelict. I don’t mean some burned-out shell where the junkies go to shoot up. I’m thinking about places you’ve had your eye on. Chop shops, fencing operations, a place where you see cars parked outside but you don’t know exactly what goes on in there. The type of place you wonder about.”
The sergeant shrugged. “It’s a big district. Chop shops, I don’t think so. Not around here. Fencing, I could show you half a dozen places where I know they’re taking in stolen goods. But I don’t think they’re renting out the back room to sex maniacs.”
“No, I know. But there’s got to be places where things get stored, places where things get hidden. Places that are number one secure, number two a bit isolated and number three not part of a going concern with employees going in and out all day. Your patrol guys would know.”
“You want to know the truth, around here my patrol guys worry mainly about not getting shot by some spade who thinks it’s time to start the revolution. Stolen TV’s are the least of our worries. It ain’t fun out there.”
“That I can believe. But you can announce it at roll call. You can ask anyone who’s got an idea about a place to give me a call. Anybody who knows a place where things go on late at night, where cars turn up at odd times, where they saw something that looked funny last Tuesday, whatever. Just put out the word and have ’em give me a call.” Dooley slid his card across the desk.
The sergeant took it and gave Dooley an amused look. “Sounds to me like you’re all out of leads and down to the guessing.”
“I never had any leads. I got a corpse with no name, I got no witnesses, no crime scene. You got any bright ideas, I’m listening. All I can think of to do is start shaking trees and see what falls out.”
“You start shaking trees,” said the sergeant, “you better be ready to duck.”
“You think you’re gonna spot it like this, huh? Just driving around?” Olson sounded bored but he was scanning the street like a good cop.
“No, we’re just taking the scenic route home.” Dooley was driving for a change, cruising west on Madison. “We’re tourists, that’s all. I don’t know about you, but I can’t afford to take the family to Wisconsin this summer. I’m thinking of bringing them down here, show them a foreign country.”
Olson made a little puffing noise that might have been a laugh. “The heart of darkest Africa. Jesus, they tore the place up, didn’t they?” Half the buildings on the block were gone, burned to the ground, and the ones that were left had no glass, just plywood and padlocked grates over the doors. The West Side looked like a flight of B-29’s had unloaded on it. “You’d think someone would have said, ‘Hey, remember we gotta live here.’ ”
“If you can call it living.”
Dooley and Olson had spent some frantic hours out on the West Side in the riots the year before, the first time Dooley had been shot at since 1945.
“Look—natives.” On a corner, five or six black men with giant Afros glared at them as they rolled past. “Geez, Mike. How come they don’t like us?” said Olson, mock-plaintive.
“Because they know we don’t like them.” The scenery got worse: Dooley remembered what Madison had looked like when he was a kid and wondered where the hell everything went. “There,” he said. “That’s the kind of place we’re looking for.”
It was an island now, a single intact building in a block of charred rubble and a few cleared demolition sites. It was hard to say whether any of the storefronts still housed a going concern, but at least the windows were intact behind the accordion grilles and there were no scorch marks up the façade. There was a faded, peeling sign that said Auto Repair over a big overhead door, but the door was shut tight and there were no vehicles parked anywhere near the place. “Something like that,” said Dooley. “That’s where they took her.”
“Well, that really narrows it down now, doesn’t it?” said Olson. “I’d bet we’ve narrowed the field to a couple hundred places over two or three square miles. Let’s go get lunch.”
Dooley swung up Ashland and went north. “They left tracks,” he said. “Had to. They always do.”
Three
Rain again, on a Saturday; June so far was a poor excuse for summer. Dooley drove to Damen and Grace with his wipers on, tires hissing on the pavement. Upstairs, at least, the temperature was bearable, the only good thing about the weather. Somebody had left a Daily News on a desk and Dooley paged through it looking for the story, knowing he was only going to find the same wire service reports he’d seen at home. There was another picture of Nixon and Thieu at Midway, more D-Day reminiscences. Dooley didn’t give a damn about D-Day; twenty-five years ago yesterday he’d been on the other side of the world from Normandy with his own problems. And here was the Viet Nam report: Da Nang shelled, the 25th Infantry Division hit in the Delta, and action up in Quang Tri near the DMZ, no units specified but ten marines dead in an ambush. Dooley tossed the paper onto a chair.
“You see where Namath called it quits?” Olson sat down across from him clutching a cup of coffee.
It took Dooley a second to stop thinking about dead marines. “What happened, his knees give out?”
“No, he says he won’t give up the bar. He’d rather hang out with his mobster pals than play football.”
“Well, he’s got his money in the bank.”
“Yeah. Be nice to have enough you could walk away like that. Son of a bitch sure could throw the ball.”
“Who needs him?” Dooley was leafing through message slips. “You look at these?”
“I just got in myself. I can’t look at a piece of paper until I have some coffee.”
“Well, get ready to look at a lot of it.” He slid a message across the desk. “Somebody came up with a name for the guy that was seen with the dead kid over on Hoyne last week. Let’s find out what the B of I’s got on him.”
“Anybody call to tell us who our dead girl is?”
“Doesn’t look like it. You looked at everything that came in on the teletype this week, right? No missing girls that might be ours?”
“Nobody that matched the description.” Olson drank coffee and said, “She’s been dead four days and nobody’s reported her missing. We’re talking about a lady of the evening, maybe.”
“I talked to Vice already. We can try and match her prints up with somebody they know.”
“Man, till we get a name I don’t know what we’re gonna do with her.”
“Me neither. Hey.”
“What?”
Dooley waved a message slip at him. “Guy from Monroe Street called. ‘May have info for you. Off today, call at home.’ Here’s my alert patrolman, I bet you.”
“Probably some rookie who got excited about a broken window.”
“I think it probably takes more than a broken window to get people excited out on the West Side,” said Dooley, reaching for the phone.
“Yeah, right, they said you were looking for a possible murder scene in our part of the woods.” Over the phone Donald Gray didn’t sound like a breathless rookie. He had taken his time getting to the phone but Dooley was used to that; he spent half his life on the phone.
“Just trolling,” said Dooley. “Looking for a place where somebody could get away with murder.”
“We got a lot of those. The reason I called was, they mentioned Tuesday.”
“Yeah. That’s when we think it happened.”
“Well, all I can tell you is, Tuesday night we picked up one of our regulars, an old wino that lives on the street mostly, around Madison and Halsted, in there. Somebody complained because he was panhandling at a bus stop. Last thing in the world we wanted to do was put him in the squad, believe me, the way he smelled, but we had a couple of irate citizens standing right there. So anyway, as we’re taking him around the corner, he starts hollering about how come we’re bothering him when people are being murdered all over the place. We thought he was just ranting at first, but then he says a couple of things that get our attention. ‘They’re killing women back there,’ he says. ‘And you’re wasting your time with me.’ So we stop and ask him what the hell he’s talking about and he says he can show us the place. So we start driving around, Jackson, Adams, west of Halsted a few blocks, with him saying down there, and then no, it musta been the next street over, and I’m starting to think he’s full of shit and trying to get him to tell us what he saw or heard and he’s talking nonsense. Drunk on his ass. And just as I’m losing patience he says there, right down that alley, and this time he’s pretty definite and shows us where he was trying to sleep when he heard somebody screaming. It was an alley between Adams and Monroe west of Sangamon, there’s this factory or something with a door on the alley, and he claimed he heard a woman scream inside there, sometime that day. He was sleeping off a drunk in the alley and had just woke up, he said. He said he laid there and listened to her scream for a while, real faint, inside a building somewhere, and then she quit.”
“And he ran to the nearest phone to report it,” said Dooley.
“I asked him about that. He said he wasn’t sure at first he’d really heard it and anyway he knew we wouldn’t believe somebody like him. I asked him if he was sure now if he’d really heard it and he started to back down and finally said no, maybe he hadn’t really heard it. We couldn’t pin him down. We tried to raise somebody, checked the doors, and everything was locked up tight and we couldn’t see much through the windows and so we just noted the address and called in and asked about reports of incidents around there and there weren’t any. So frankly I just told him to get lost and kind of forgot about it, because with these old half-dead winos you never know. They do hear things a lot of times. But when they announced this at roll call I remembered and thought I oughta call you.”
“It’s good you did. Can you give me the address?”
“Sure. The building’s on Adams, it’s 952 Adams, and there’s a sign in front that says ‘Mid-America Screw Company’ or something like that. There’s an overhead door in back on the alley.”
Scribbling fast, Dooley said, “OK, now can you tell me who your wino is and where to look for him?”
“I can give you his name, I’ve booked him enough times. Ernest McGill, age forty-four or so he claims, but he looks about seventy. He’s an Indian. They call him Chief, but then they call all the Indians Chief. He hangs out sometimes at the Jack Pot on Madison and panhandles up and down Halsted. The wagon guys can probably scoop him up if you put out a stop order on him.”
“OK, thanks, Don, I appreciate it.”
“I gotta tell you, it’s been bothering me, thinking I should have maybe done more. I didn’t know if it was just the DT’s or what, and then the night got kinda busy and I didn’t have time to think about it any more. But I’d hate to think I could have prevented something and didn’t.”
Dooley considered. “This was Tuesday night?”
“About nine in the evening.”
“Then I wouldn’t worry about it. If it was the place we’re looking for, it was probably all over by then.”
The rain had stopped but a creeping fog had taken its place: everything in the glistening streets was muted, remote, furtive: pedestrians with their heads down, scuttling into the streets without looking, the murmur of traffic outside the closed car windows broken by a sudden squeal of brakes, a long blast on a car horn. Olson nearly rear-ended a Bonneville on Halsted when it balked at a yellow light.
The 900 block of Adams was intact; the riots had missed it, but economic decline could wreck a block just as badly, only slower. The Mid-America Screw Company was long gone, leaving one story of sturdy brick industrial plant with wired-over windows, empty. Through a window on Adams Dooley and Olson could see scarred linoleum and a gutted filing cabinet lying on its side. Sometimes you had to try to find somebody awake at the County Clerk’s office to find out who owned a building, but sometimes it was easy: there was a sign on the door in front that said Managed by Athens Realty 812 W. Jackson. Olson wrote it down and they walked around the corner.
In the alley in back they found the overhead door and a regular one next to it. There were windows here, too, but they were too grimy and it was too dark inside to see anything. Dooley stood looking at the cracked pavement in front of the overhead door and saw it wiped clean by the rain. “Let’s go find our wino,” said Dooley.
“You don’t want to go talk to Athens Realty first? That’s a couple of blocks away.”
Dooley shook his head. “I don’t mind finding out what we can about Athens Realty, but I don’t want anybody over there to have any idea we’re interested until I’ve got probable cause for a search warrant. I want to have a stick to hit somebody with.”
Olson looked at the sky and jammed his hands deep in the pockets of his raincoat. “We could just wait till the local guys haul him in.”
“What else were you planning to do today? You got a date or something?”
“I’m just thinking, there’s a lot of winos on these streets.”
“They won’t be on the streets today,” said Dooley. “They’ll be looking for a roof.”
Dooley had worked on Skid Row as a young patrolman, twenty years earlier. Not a lot had changed, though the high and mighty were always making noises about bulldozing it. West Madison Street was like a weed with tough roots: it looked bad but it was easier to leave it in place and pretend it belonged there. From Clinton west across the expressway all the way to Ogden, Madison was crowded with the type of establishment designed to make a buck off men who had no money. On Madison Street you could sell your shoes for the price of a bottle of port and have only a few feet to walk in your beat-up relievers to get the wine. Madison Street was where you wound up when you’d run out of drive or run out of options.
“Try the bars first, then the missions, then the flophouses. We’re lucky the weather’s lousy. Not a great night to sleep out.” Dooley pulled the Plymouth to the curb and put it in park. “Here’s the Jack Pot. Maybe we’ll hit it, first time lucky.”
The Jack Pot Inn, like all the Skid Row bars, let you know right up front what you were going to have to pay; the clientele usually didn’t have much of a margin to work with. Big painted signs in the window announced Schooner Beer 15¢ Shot Whiskey 15¢ Shot & Beer 35¢ and the ever popular Sweet Wine 15¢. Inside was a long gloomy room with a moderately populated bar stretching down the left side and bare light bulbs hanging from the ceiling. There was a strong smell of spilled beer that had never gotten wiped up. There was black linoleum on the floor and cardboard boxes stacked against the wall. Nobody who cared about decor ever drank here; it was as close to purely functional as a place could get.
The bartender knew what they were, if not who; Dooley didn’t even bother with ID. The bartender was a broad heavy bald man who looked as if he had won a lot of fights in his life but was starting to tire in the late rounds. “You got a customer named Ernest McGill?” said Dooley. Olson strolled slowly on down the room, hands in his pockets.
The bartender shifted a couple of glasses behind the bar. “Could be. I don’t know ’em all by name.”
“They call him Chief. He’s an Indian.”
The bartender looked down the bar to a knot of drinkers who were long past worrying about a couple of coppers. “Hey, anybody know an Indian named Chief?”
That brought a rumble of laughter, but Dooley wasn’t in the mood to join in. “How many Indians you got that drink in here regularly?”
The barkeep shrugged. “I don’t keep a list.”
Dooley gave him the look, the one that said I can make things just as hard as you want. “Two? Three? Five?”
“A couple.”
“OK, I want you to think hard for a second and tell me what you can about those two individuals. Names, where they sleep, where they eat, who they run with. What time of day they normally drop in to your fine establishment here. Whether you ever cash checks for them and what the name on the check is.”
The bartender put on an injured look, not one that he did particularly well. “I’m not a social worker for Christ’s sake. I’m a saloon keeper.”
“Yeah, I know. You just pour the drinks. They got names?”
A barkeeper who didn’t at least try to protect his customers from the law could start to lose them, but the man knew he had to stay on the good side of the cops, too. Olson had returned from his little tour and stood backing up Dooley’s patient stare. The bartender swiped at a couple of wet spots with a towel and said, “I think you must want Mac. Haven’t seen him in a few days. I don’t know where the hell he bunks, but I know he eats next door sometimes, when he bothers to eat.”
“Mac? You mean the Indian guy, wears the plaid jacket? Yeah, he comes in here. Haven’t seen him in a couple days. He knows better than to come in here when he’s drunk. He only comes in to eat when he’s made a couple of bucks. I don’t know what he does, collects bottles maybe. I think he sleeps up at the loading docks, on Kinzie. That’s mostly where the Injuns flop. Mac’s OK, when he’s sober. I’ve seen him outside the missions sometimes. Try the Bible Rescue Mission.”
“They’ll start lining up for the missions in a while and we can work the lines. Then there are maybe fifteen hotels between here and Ogden. Rule out the ones that are all black and it won’t take that long.”
“What do you say, want to try the Holiday Inn there, just in case?”
“That one I think we can rule out.”
“I think Mac went up north.”
“Where’s that, the reservation?”
“No, shit, you kidding me? Mac ain’t seen the reservation in thirty years. I mean up on Wilson Avenue. He goes to the Indian bars up there. He knows people, I think he’s got a place he knows up there to flop at. He’ll be gone a few days, then he’ll show up around here again. What the hell’d he do, anyway?”
“I can’t believe what I’m seeing here, Mike. It’s pouring rain and they’re making these poor bastards stand out here.”
“The mission doesn’t open till six.”
“But I mean, Christ, they’re standing there inside looking out at all these fuckers getting soaked. You’d think they could open the damn doors five minutes early.”
“I don’t think that’s what they mean when they say it’s a rescue mission.”
“Mac. Never heard him called that. You mean Chief. Indian guy in a plaid jacket, yeah. Hey Danny, you seen Chief around?”
“Big Chief or Little Chief?”
“What the hell, Chief. That Injun that hangs around here. In the plaid jacket.”
“That’s Little Chief. Big Chief’s the one with the eye patch. Yeah, I seen him the other day in Rothchild’s. Who wants to know?”
“The officer here needs to talk to him.”
“I don’t talk to no fuckin’ bulls.”
“Excuse him, officer, he’s got a little drunk on, you know? Say, listen, as long as I been helpful and all, I don’t suppose you could help me out with a starter on a jug, could you?”
“I run a clean place here. You got no call to bother me.”
“Nobody’s going to bother you. I need to see your register, that’s all.”
“Who you looking for?”
“Ernest McGill. You know him?”
“No, I mean what’s he done? We don’t never have no troublemakers here. I run a clean God damn shop.”
“Let me see the register.”
“I don’t allow no women upstairs, I don’t let no jackrollers in here. I run a tight God damn ship.”
“You’re going to run the ship right up on the rocks, drinking on duty like this. Don’t bullshit me, I can smell it on your breath.”
“You don’t need to tell me my business, mister. I been running this place more years than you’ve been alive.”
“Lemme see the book, Grampa.”
“I need a shower. I might need two showers.” Olson turned the ignition key and revved the engine. “Mike, promise me something, will you?”
“What?” Dooley finished jotting down notes and slid the legal pad into his briefcase.
“If I ever take to drink, promise me you’ll shoot me before you let me wind up down here.”
“OK, I promise. I’ll shoot you like a dog.”
“We ready to call it a night? We’ve pretty much covered the street.”
Dooley smiled at his partner. “We haven’t done the alleys yet.”
Four
“Cubs got washed out today,” said Olson. “That’s gotta hurt, losing a big Sunday crowd like that.”
“It hurt me, that’s for sure,” said Dooley, sifting through papers. “My kid was gonna go to the game, and when it got rained out he couldn’t find anything better to do than lay around the house and be a pain in the ass. Coming to work was the good part of my day, and that was pretty much a washout, too.”
“Oh, I don’t know. I think we gave the taxpayers pretty good value for money today.”
“What the hell did we accomplish?”
“We knocked on doors. We put miles on the odometer. We showed the flag and cowed the populace. What else do you want?”
“I want the R.D. number on that rape out on Belmont. Where the hell’d it go?”
Olson tapped a finger on a form. “Right there. You’re getting punch-drunk, pal.”
“I wish to God I was drunk.”
“We can probably arrange that.”
“It could only help. What are we missing on this rape?”
“Nothing. I did the submission forms to the bulletin. It’s all there. We did a good day’s work.”
“Shit. We chased our damn tails all day.”
“Man, you need a vacation. Or a shot and a beer at least. What’s eating you?”
Dooley jammed his ballpoint into his shirt pocket. “The girl on the riverbank.”
“Hey. We got our feelers out, got our sentries posted. We just have to wait for something to come in.”
“She knew somebody,” Dooley said, pushing his chair away from the desk. “Everybody knows somebody. Somebody misses her. How come they haven’t called us?”
Olson brought a fist down on the stapler. “Because they don’t know she’s dead. She’d have to be out of touch for more than a week before they get worried. And they don’t read the Chicago papers, don’t get Chicago TV, so no bells have gone off yet. So she’s from out of town, or at least her folks are out of town. Or maybe her folks are dead. We really don’t know shit about this girl.”
“No, we don’t. Except she had something somebody wanted.”
“Or they thought she did.”
“Good point. If you stuck an ice pick up my ass, I’d give you whatever you wanted in a hurry. I wouldn’t sit there and take that kind of abuse if I could help it.”
They sat and looked at each other for a few seconds before Olson said, “Well, how many hotels and motels are there in Chicago? We could call every one of them and see if they’ve had any female guests go missing.”
“It may come to that. A short cut would be to look at complaints of people skipping out on their hotel bills. But I don’t know, I don’t think she was at a hotel. I think she was hiding.”
“That would make sense. Where?”
“I don’t know, but I can do some more guessing. Let’s say you’ve got problems with somebody in Chicago, so you leave town. But you don’t go too far, for whatever reason. You’re close enough that when they catch up with you, they throw you in a car and bring you back here to work you over instead of doing it on the spot. Just far enough that we don’t get the missing person report.”
“I see. Like maybe over a state line.”
“Yeah. I think we need to do more than just look at the teletype. I don’t think a disappearance necessarily goes out on the teletype unless somebody has a reason to think the victim’s going for a ride. I think we need to talk to the state police in Wisconsin, Michigan, and Indiana for starters, see who they’re looking for, who didn’t come home last week.”
“OK. I can do that tomorrow.”
The phone rang across the room. Harper answered it and after a few murmured words put his hand over the mouthpiece and yelled, “Dooley! Twelfth District for you.”
Dooley took the phone. “You looking for an Ernest McGill?” said a voice at the other end.
“Yeah. You got him?”
“Scooped him up in the last wagon load for public intoxication. Somebody saw your stop order, we thought we ought to give you a call.”
Dooley looked at his watch: close to midnight. “Thanks, I appreciate it. I tell you what, I’m not going to do anything with him tonight. Hang on to him after court in the morning and I’ll come and take him off your hands.”
The Monroe Street lockup was a second home for a good many men on Skid Row; if you spent a lot of your time drunk, the ritual of the wagon, the lockup, the bullpen and the Call Court was going to be a big part of your life. This time though, as he came through the barred door from the cells, Ernest McGill looked like a first-timer, dazed and bewildered in his filthy plaid jacket. He looked at Dooley standing there waiting for him and flinched as if someone had walloped him before limping over to the desk. Dooley could see he was stone cold sober and suffering for it. He signed the paperwork while McGill reclaimed his personal effects and then said, “Come on, Mac. Let’s go have a talk.”
“What the hell did I do?” said Ernest McGill in a ragged bass. He was a little bandy-legged man with a dark seamed face and a wild thatch of black hair. He looked a little like a picture Dooley had seen of Sitting Bull, if Sitting Bull had had his hair cut with garden shears and spent a few nights in the gutter. “They let everyone else go but me.”
“You didn’t do anything that I know about. You got something on your conscience today?”
“I don’t know nothing.”
“Me neither, Mac. That’s why I need to talk to you.” He turned to the officer at the desk. “Can we borrow one of your interview rooms?”
“Be my guest.”
In the room with the door closed Dooley said, “They treat you OK back there?”
McGill sat sideways on his chair, an elbow over the back, slumped like a man in pain. He looked like hell and smelled worse. “What’s it to you?”
“You’re my witness. I don’t let people mess around with my witnesses.”
McGill blinked at him. “They took ten dollars off me. Worst God damn jackrollers out here, the men in blue.”
Dooley had seen cops rob drunks blind in his time on the street: not many, but it didn’t take many to make a reputation. He said, “You get a name?”
“Huh?”
“Do you know the name of the arresting officer?”
McGill’s hand trembled as he passed it over his mouth. “Sure I know his name.”
“Well, you want to go out there and make a complaint, I’ll back you up. But then, I get to drive out of the neighborhood afterwards, so that’s easy for me to say. It’s your call.”
A cop as an ally was a brand new concept for McGill, Dooley could see. He watched the Indian making all the necessary calculations. Dooley hoped like hell he would decide against it, because he was going to have a busy enough day as it was, but he needed Ernest McGill on his side and figured this might be part of the price. “Forget it,” said McGill. “It ain’t worth the trouble.”
“If you say so.” Dooley pulled out his wallet and took out a ten. “Here.”
McGill thought about it long and hard; where he came from nobody ever gave you anything for free. But ten bucks was a lot of money for a man like him and in the end he put out his trembling hand and took the bill just like Dooley knew he would. “This is about what I told that cop the other day, ain’t it?” said McGill.
“About what you heard in the alley, yeah.”
“I don’t want to get in no trouble.”
“Who with? You worried about someone?”
“No, I mean, I can’t go to no court or nothing.”
“Well, Mac, I don’t know that it’s going to come to that. I need two things from you. I need you to tell me exactly what you heard, and I need you to show me exactly where you heard it. Can you do that?”
“Like I said the other day, I was sleeping off a drunk. I might have dreamed it.”
“I don’t think so. If you’d dreamed it you wouldn’t have brought it up the other night. You told Officer Gray about it because you were sure, weren’t you?”
Dooley watched his witness fighting it, watched his head sag and watched him clasp his hands to stop them trembling. “I don’t feel so good,” said McGill.
“What do you need, Mac? You want to eat something? I’ll buy you breakfast.”
“I could use a drink.”
“I could probably spring for that, too. But you got to help me out.” Dooley gave it three or four seconds and said, “Look at me, Mac.” To the Indian’s sidelong squint he said, “Somebody got hurt the other day. Real bad. And you know it. And you wouldn’t have said anything about it if you didn’t want to help us catch the people that did it. You got a chance to do a good thing here, Mac.”
Ernest McGill held out for nearly half a minute while Dooley stared at him. Finally McGill said, “I could show you where I heard it.”
“He took me right to the spot,” said Dooley into the phone. “Same place he took the first officer to. No hesitation this time, no confusion. He showed me where he was sleeping and pointed out the building in question, just across the alley. He was positive about it.”
“Well, sounds like you might have what you need then,” said the state’s attorney at the other end of the line. “Just one thing. What was he doing in the alley?”
Here we go, thought Dooley. “He was sleeping.”
After a brief pause the state’s attorney said, “Sleeping? This was what time?”
Dooley clenched the phone and said, “He was sleeping off a drunk. Look, if he woke up he had to be almost sober.”
The lawyer puffed into the phone. “You’re going to have a hell of a time selling that to a judge.”
“Listen, you got to talk to the man. You’ll see. He was positive.”
“I’ll tell you what, the judge is going to want to talk to the man. You want him to sign off on a search warrant, he’s going to want to look your man in the eye and hear him tell it in clear bell-like tones.”
“Shit,” said Dooley, with passion. Back in the interview room he handed McGill a cup of coffee and said, “Mac, here’s the deal. You’re gonna get a shower and a meal and a pint of vodka. Only thing is, you get the vodka a little at a time, just enough to keep you going, because we have to go talk to a judge.”
“A judge? What do I gotta talk to a judge for?” Ernest McGill had put up with a lot, and Dooley could see he was getting close to his limit.
Dooley clasped his hands on the table and waited for McGill to focus on him. “Let me explain what I’m trying to do, OK? I need to get a search warrant to get inside that building. To do that, I have to convince a judge that I have what’s called probable cause. That means I have a good reason to look inside there, good enough that some sharp defense lawyer can’t poke holes in it. Used to be, the judge would just take our word for everything, but now I have to get a state’s attorney to rule on everything I do so they don’t throw it out of court later, and the one I just talked to says I need to take you in to let the judge have a look at you. If the judge thinks you’re just a hopeless drunk who made the whole thing up, he won’t give us our search warrant. But if you can hold things together long enough to go and look that judge in the eye and tell him what you heard, leave no doubt in his mind that you’re in possession of all your faculties and you’re an upstanding citizen, then we get our warrant and we can maybe see what happened in there and maybe catch somebody. And then by God, Mac, I swear I’ll do what I can to make things easier for you around here, I’ll put the word out that you helped me out and nobody should mess with you. And I’ll buy you dinner at the Pump Room if you want.”
McGill looked at Dooley and did the last thing in the world Dooley expected. He shook a few times like an old jalopy trying to turn over and he gave out a string of sucking, gasping sounds that Dooley finally recognized as laughter. “You’re a hell of a psychologist, officer,” he said finally. “There’s just one problem.”
“What?”
“I don’t drink vodka.”
“You do this morning,” Dooley said, rising. “He won’t smell vodka on your breath.”
The judge had gray hairs coming out of his ears and tufts of steel wool where most people had eyebrows. Dooley stood watching him skim the affidavit. “You say you were asleep?” the judge said without looking up. He spoke brusquely, with the voice of authority: penetrating, imperious, unused to modulation. Dooley had a feeling the man would use the same voice asking his wife for more coffee in the morning.
“Yes sir.” Ernest McGill sat on the edge of his chair, looking like a waif in the oversized seersucker jacket Dooley had bought him at a second-hand shop on Madison, hands resting on his thighs, knuckles just barely showing. “I had done a lot of work that morning and I was tired.”
The judge looked at McGill from beneath the eyebrows. “What kind of work do you do, sir?”
“That morning I was collecting bottles.” After the judge’s blare McGill’s voice was a hollow rumble, a barrel rolling slowly over gravel. “There’s a feller on Sangamon that pays for empties. I’d spent the morning picking up bottles and I’d just turned in a load. Then I was tired and needed to lay down.”
“Had you had anything to drink?”
Dooley frowned at a ragged fingernail, trying hard not to look as his search warrant went through the rail and over the cliff. “Yes, Your Honor, I had,” said McGill. “But just enough to calm the shakes and put me to sleep. They only pay you half a cent per bottle, so all I’d managed to raise was the price of a pint of wine.”
“I see.” In the silence the judge flipped over a page of the affidavit. “And a pint of wine is not sufficient to inebriate you?”
“No, sir. You see, sir, I’m an alcoholic, but that don’t mean I’m drunk all the time. A pint of wine is just about enough to settle me down a bit. Most times it don’t even put me to sleep, but I’d walked a hell of a lot all day picking up bottles, and the night before I didn’t sleep a whole lot ’cause I got chased out of the docks by a feller I had a beef with. So when I got a little wine in me I went to sleep for a couple of hours in this stairwell I know about in that alley.” McGill passed a hand over his mouth, a fairly steady hand, and let it fall to his thigh again. His eyes were watering a little but he was looking straight at the judge.
The judge let the affidavit fall to the desktop. “And what woke you up?”
“I don’t exactly know. I just kind of came to, and just set there for a little while, feeling OK but not ready to move, and then I heard her scream. Faint like, a long way off. Or on the other side of a wall. But I heard it.”
“And did you investigate?”
McGill’s gaze fell away from the judge, and his hand went back to his mouth, and Dooley shifted his weight and started thinking about new approaches. “No, judge, I didn’t,” said McGill. “I just set there. I wasn’t sure at first, and then when she screamed again I was scared, and then finally I came up out of the stairwell and went to listen at the door, and I heard her one more time. And then I got scared and left.”
“And did you give any thought to finding help, or reporting it?”
McGill was looking at the judge again, and it was the look of a haunted man. “No sir. Well, yeah, I thought about it a little. I even walked a little ways looking for a policeman, but I didn’t see any, and then—I don’t know. I kind of tried to forget about it. It wasn’t the first time I ever heard somebody scream. And you want to know the truth, the police aren’t always real helpful when you need their help.” He shot a quick look at Dooley. “But…” McGill’s hand rose, fluttered, and fell back to his thigh.
“But what?”
“But I felt bad about it.”
The judge gave McGill a long look that said a lot about the judge’s opinion of McGill’s feelings, and then he looked up at Dooley. “If I understand this affidavit correctly, you have no real evidence that this man’s account is connected with the crime you’re investigating.”
“Just the fact of the time, Your Honor. We believe our victim was killed that afternoon.”
“But the speculation as to where your victim was killed is just that, speculation.”
“It’s a guess, sir.” Dooley had learned that trying to bullshit a judge was always bad policy. “But it’s a damn good one.”
The judge made a noise in his throat that might have meant just about anything and turned over the pages of the affidavit again. Seconds ticked by while McGill wiped his mouth and Dooley jingled change in his pocket. Finally the judge pulled back the sleeve of his robe and looked at his watch. Dooley thought it was all over. “I’ve seen stronger affidavits,” the judge said. “But I’ve seen a lot of worse ones, too.” He reached for a pen.
The sun had started sliding down the sky by the time they came out of the Cook County Criminal Court and walked down the steps onto California Avenue. Dooley folded the search warrant and slipped it into the inside pocket of his suit jacket. He slapped Ernest McGill on the shoulder. “Mac, you’re a hell of a man.”
“Can I have the rest of the bottle now?” McGill
“You can have whatever you want. You hungry?”
“A little bit.”
“Where do you want to eat?”
“I don’t know. You can drop me on Madison, I guess.”
“Hey, I can do better than that.”
“That’s all right. Just drop me there. I’m OK.”
“Whatever you say, Mac.”
The ride up Ogden was silent. For a while Dooley could hear a faint sloshing as McGill put the bottle to his lips, and then as they neared Madison Street there were gentle snoring sounds in the back seat. When Dooley pulled over on Madison, McGill took a few seconds to come around. He focused on Dooley watching him over the back of the seat and struggled to sit up. “Hey, sorry. Kinda tired, I guess. Thank you for the ride.”
“My pleasure, Mac,” said Dooley. “And listen, I will put in a good word for you over at the district. You been a big help. Anything I can do for you, let me know, OK? You got my card.”
Ernest McGill steadied himself with a hand on the seat back and looked at Dooley with a lost and forlorn expression. “Just one thing, mainly,” he said.
“What’s that?”
“Catch ’em.” In the dim light inside the car, McGill’s eyes shone wide and white in the wrecked red man’s face. “See, there are times, Christ, I can still hear her screaming.”
Five
“Nothing I hate more in the world,” said Stan Kowalczyk, holding a lighter to a Pall Mall. “Taking next of kin to the morgue.” He flipped the lighter shut and put it away in a pocket of his shirt. “I’ve had people faint on me, I’ve had ’em go nuts and beat their heads on the wall, I’ve even had people come after me, like it was my God damn fault somebody killed their kid.”
Kowalczyk was in the region of forty but his vocal cords were going on sixty, eroded by too many cigarettes, possibly a few too many drinks, and too many years of laying down the law to people who didn’t know how to listen. He blew smoke and said, “This guy I felt sorry for. Drove up from Kankakee thinking we might have his daughter. Looked like a walking dead man. The guy was a wreck.”
“Why’d he think it was her?” Dooley was scanning the Supplementary Report Kowalczyk had tossed on the desk.
“He read about your stiff in the paper. His daughter’s been gone a month. He talked to somebody at Eleventh and State who said sure, come on up and have a look at her. Never saw a man so happy to waste a day. I wouldn’t say he exactly had a spring in his step walking out of there, but at least there were signs of life.”
“OK, how’s he sure it’s not her?”
“His daughter’s got a mole on the back of her neck and a vaccination scar on her arm. Your girl doesn’t.”
“OK, thanks for handling it.”
“Always glad to clean up after the night shift. I’m just glad this one had a happy ending.”
“If you can call it that,” said Dooley. “His daughter’s still missing.”
“Well, hell with it. Who needs happy endings? We’re coppers, for Christ’s sake.”
When Olson came in Dooley was staring out the window into the haze over the distant Loop. The rain had moved on after spoiling the weekend and left the first hint of steamy weather to come behind it.
“You don’t have to wait for me,” said Olson. “You want to open that file without me, I give you permission.”
“Don’t worry. Kowalcyzk’s doing the work for us.”
“Jesus. Are you sure that’s wise?”
“He had a guy come in for a possible ID our mystery girl this morning, but it was a false alarm.”
“Well, shit. That’s what you get for letting a Polack take care of it.”
Kowalczyk flipped him a casual finger and went on packing up his briefcase. “How’d it go with your wino?” said Olson, settling onto a chair.
“Perfect,” said Dooley. “We got a warrant.”
“You’re kidding me.”
“I told you it would fly.”
“Damn. You sure know how to sweet-talk a judge. So, we ready to go wave it at somebody?”
“I didn’t get it to wipe up your damn coffee spills. Who’s driving?”
The realty company was on Jackson just around the corner from Halsted. Athens Import-Export was painted on the glass, with Greek characters below it. The display window was filled with candles, souvenir tablecloths bearing images of the Acropolis, books in Greek. Inside there was a counter and shelves crowded with knickknacks: statuettes and glassware. There was nobody behind the counter but when Dooley called out, a man came through a door from the rear.
“Is this Athens Realty?” Dooley said.
The man was middle-aged and bald, scrawny and a little stooped, with a gray moustache. He looked from Dooley to Olson, not liking what he saw. He had slightly watery eyes. “Who wants to know?” he said.
Dooley pulled his star out of a pocket. “Officers Dooley and Olson, CPD Area Six Homicide. You got a realty company back there somewhere?”
The man looked at the badge and then at Olson and Dooley in turn and seemed to sag just a bit, like a little air had gone out of him. “That would be my brother you need to talk to,” he said. “He’s not here.”
“What’s your brother’s name?”
“Theodore Athanasopoulous. I’m Michael.”
“Where could we find your brother, Mr. Athanasopoulous?”
The man’s eyes flicked back and forth between the two cops. “He went back to Greece.”
“When was that?”
A shrug. “Maybe two months ago.”
“When’s he coming back?”
“I don’t know. He had some problems there to deal with.”
“I see. And he’s the owner of Athens Realty?”
“That’s right. Athanasopoulous is too long to fit on a sign, he said.”
“So who’s running the real estate company while he’s gone?”
That was a tougher question than Dooley had anticipated, apparently; at least Michael Athanasopoulous seemed to be having trouble with it. After frowning down at the countertop for a couple of seconds while he rubbed at something on it with his thumb, he looked up and said, “Well, I guess I am.”
“OK. You have a building at 952 West Adams?”
“Maybe. I don’t know all the addresses. Normally, see, I don’t have anything to do with the real estate. I mainly just run the store.”
“There was a factory there. It’s empty now. Who do we talk to about getting in there?”
There was a pause while the watery eyes blinked a few times. “What happened?” he finally said.
“Maybe nothing at all. We’ve been given information that may indicate that a crime took place there. We’d like to take a look at the premises if we could. Who would I talk to about that?”
Dooley could see the man trying to guess what his legal rights and obligations were and having trouble with it. After a few seconds, Michael Athanasopoulous said, “Don’t you need a warrant?”
“You mean one of these?” Dooley pulled it out of the inside pocket of his jacket, unfolded it and laid it on the counter.
Athanasopoulous stood looking down at it as if he were afraid to touch it. Finally he looked up and said, “Well, I told you, Ted’s in Greece. He’s the owner.”
Dooley stared at him for a few ticks of the clock, watching the watery eyes blink. “I’m just guessing, but I’d say if I took a look at the papers I’d find out Ted’s a partner in the import-export company. Am I right?”
A suspicious look was followed by a shrug. “Yeah.”
“And I’d also guess if I looked at the papers I’d find out you were a partner in the real estate company. Am I right?”
“Yeah, OK, officially. But it’s mainly Teddy’s project. He does real estate, I run the import business. We run ’em both out of this office. But we pretty much stick to our own thing.”
“OK. But you could let us in.”
Michael Athanasopoulous closed his eyes. He let out a long breath and his head drooped. For a moment Dooley thought he was praying, leaning on the counter. Then he raised his head and looked Dooley in the eye. “I tried to tell the stupid son of a bitch,” he said.
Dooley had had a lot of practice waiting for people to tell him things that would make their lawyers blanch. He had a special look he put on: impassive, not too intent, patient.
Michael Athanasopoulous sighed. “You gotta help me out,” he said. “I got a hell of a problem on my hands.”
The office behind the store had a couple of desks littered with paper, some filing cabinets, stacks of cardboard boxes. Athanasopoulous cleared chairs for them and collapsed on another one behind a desk. “The first thing you have to understand is that my brother is an idiot.”
“Everyone’s got a brother or two like that,” said Dooley. “What’d he do?”
“I told you Teddy had some problems over in Greece? I lied. The problems were here.”
Dooley thought he could predict how this was going to go. “Go on.”
“I don’t know what to do now. Maybe you can tell me.”
“Only if you tell us what’s eating you first.”
“My brother got himself in big trouble. Money trouble.”
“It happens.”
“See, he’s got a problem.”
“Yeah, and so do you. You told us.”
“OK, look. My brother likes to gamble. Thinks he’s a genius, can’t lose. Goddam expert, always studying the papers, thinks he can beat the odds. Says it’s a science. I says to him, it’s a science for those bookies, that’s for sure. Thing is, for a while he was winning. Then he starts to lose, and so he starts to bet more, to catch up. And then before he knows it, he’s in so deep he won’t ever catch up. The dumb son of a bitch dropped thousands of dollars on bets over the last couple of years.”
Athanasopoulous paused, eyes watering, looking forlorn, maybe waiting for sympathy.
“You were saying,” said Dooley.
“So they started coming around.”
“Who did?”
“The goons.”
Dooley nodded, thinking, yeah, them. “You get any names?”
“Names, are you kidding? They don’t give names.”
“From your brother. Did he tell you who he owed money to?”
“No. He didn’t want to talk about it. He knew I didn’t like it and he tried to keep it a secret. These goons who came looking for him kinda blew his cover, though. Finally I caught him monkeying around with the books, trying to hide the fact he was taking money out of the company to cover his losses. Then he had to tell me about it. The dumbshit.”
“Did he give you the name of the bookie?”
“No. All I know is, he had a guy he called things in to. He’d go pick up his money at a bar somewhere when he won. But I don’t know the name of the place. I didn’t ask. What the hell was I going to do? I just wanted him to pay off the debts and stop gambling.”
“So what happened? He ran away?”
“He cut some kind of deal with them. He came to me one day and said he’d worked out a deal and it was all square and they weren’t gonna bother us no more. And then a week after that Ted tells me he needs a vacation in Greece and I’m in charge of things till he gets back. Don’t worry about the real estate, the rents will come in the mail and Steve’s the guy to call for maintenance problems and just refer anything else to him, he says. OK, I’m referring you to him. I can give you a number in Athens.”
“What do you think the deal was?”
Athanasopoulous was having trouble looking at Dooley. “I’m pretty sure I know what the deal was. One thing he told me before he left was that 952 Adams was not for rent any more. Just forget about it for a while, he said. Anyone inquires, say it’s been rented.”
Dooley nodded slowly. “You have a key?”
Athanasopoulous sighed and pulled open a drawer in the desk. “Here’s where we keep the keys. I looked. There’s none for 952 Adams.”
“How about your maintenance guy? Would he have one?”
“He might. But before we go any farther, can I ask you a question?”
“Sure.”
“Do I need a lawyer?”
Dooley knew the correct answer to that one, from the other man’s point of view: hell, yes. But he wasn’t going to say that. “I don’t see that you’ve done anything that I would want to charge you with.”
Nodding, Athanasopoulous said, “You gonna protect me if somebody objects to my letting you in there?”
Dooley knew he had to give that one some serious consideration; he looked at it for a while and said, “Anybody gives you any grief, you show them the search warrant. You were forced to let us in, you didn’t have any choice. And you didn’t tell us a thing. ”
Athanasopoulous stared at him and Dooley could see a faint light of hope in the watery eyes, and something else maybe besides: relief. “I think I can live with that,” said Michael Athanasopoulous.
Dooley stood patiently on the sidewalk while an elderly man fumbled with keys, Athanasopoulous muttering in Greek at his elbow. The door gave, and Dooley motioned Athanasopoulous in ahead of him, with Olson bringing up the rear. Inside it was dark. Athanasopoulous found a light switch. They were in a small office with a counter. A window in the back wall gave onto a larger space, darkened, and there was a door beside it. The maintenance man tried several keys in the door. One of them worked.
They followed him into a large workshop which lit up gradually as fluorescent lights flickered on. The concrete floor showed traces of the machines that had been bolted there. Dooley and Olson took diverging paths through the room, walking slowly. Their steps echoed in the emptiness. The two Greeks lingered by the door. Dooley scanned the floor, working his way toward the back of the shop.
In the far corner there was a broad doorway into another big room, and enough light shone through to outline the overhead door in the back wall. Dooley paused in the doorway and looked for a switch. He found it and more lights came on, showing a space big enough for a sizable truck to back in. The concrete floor was smudged with years of grease and dirt. Dooley walked along a wall toward the front of the building, Olson trailing him. There was a small office tucked into the corner of the garage opposite the overhead door, two partitions at right angles with a window in each forming a roofed cubicle ten feet square. Dooley shoved the door open with the toe of his shoe. He leaned in and flicked a switch.
He and Olson stood looking at cheap gray linoleum, cheap fake wood paneling with scraps of masking tape still holding torn corners of paper and some graffiti scrawled in black, and a desk. The desk sat obliquely across the middle of the office and there was a straight-backed wooden chair lying on its side on the floor. In the bleak fluorescent light the room looked like the end of the world. “What do you see?” asked Dooley.
“Nice and clean,” said Olson after a minute. “Where’s the dust?”
“And what do you smell?”
Olson sniffed a couple of times, just perceptibly. “Pine-Sol,” he said.
A mobile crime lab van was parked in the alley, one squad drawn up behind it and another one beside it, blocking the alley. The overhead door was raised and inside the garage the lights were on. Through the windows of the cubicle in the far corner Dooley could see men moving with great deliberation around the little office. “I’m amazed you got a judge to go along with this,” said the man with wavy gray hair who stood next to Dooley.
Francis McCone had retained a touch of brogue despite forty years on the streets of Chicago, possibly because he considered Chicago merely an extension of his native Ireland. From County Cork to County Cook, he was fond of saying by way of autobiography. McCone was the third watch detective supervisor and no fool despite the jovial manner. “You don’t even know if a crime was committed here,” McCone said. “When you have some evidence something happened here besides somebody spilled coffee and wiped it up, come talk to me.”
“They’ll find something. Nobody can clean up that well.”
“Did you get in touch with the owner?”
“We sat and watched his brother talk Greek into the phone for a while. He said his brother’s traveling, somewhere outside Athens. He’s going to keep trying to track him down. We got anybody with good enough Greek to call over there and make sure he wasn’t trying to pull the wool over our eyes?”
“Steve Dimas always claims to speak it.”
Dooley nodded. “And he gave us a couple of names, people that might know who the brother bet with. We need to work both ends. Run down the brother over in Greece, run down his associates here. Am I forgetting anything?”
McCone jerked his head toward the interior of the garage. “Just this little matter here. If they don’t find anything, all you’ve done is stir up a hornets’ nest. It all depends on that. Either this was brilliant police work, or it’s an irresponsible waste of time and money.”
Out of the door in the corner office came Pete Olson. He came across the garage, hands in pockets, skirting patches of the floor that had been marked off with chalk. “Bingo,” he called as he came.
“What?” said Dooley.
“They found blood. At least that’s what they think it is. In a crack on the chair.”
Dooley nodded, tight-lipped, being careful not to look at McCone.
Olson reached them and said, “Of course, in a place like this people are always skinning their knuckles and bleeding on things while they get a Band-Aid from the first aid kit.”
McCone said, “That’s right. Doesn’t mean a thing until they match it up with the victim’s. If they can. Still too early to say whether you’re a hero or a bum, Mike.”
Dooley thought McCone was smiling as he turned away, but he couldn’t be sure.
“I don’t know how you do it,” said Olson. “A man of your modest talents looking so brilliant.”
“I only look brilliant next to you,” said Dooley, jabbing at the typewriter.
Olson chuckled and said, “I mean it, though. You were right, you son of a bitch.”
“Maybe,” Dooley battered the last sentence of his Supplementary Report into submission and jerked the form out of the machine. “Until they match that blood with our girl’s it looks a lot like nothing at all. A drunk had a bad dream outside a building with a lousy gambler for an owner. Coincidence.”
“Ah, come on. You don’t believe that.”
“I don’t believe anything. I just write the damn reports.”
“I know. You’re just trying not to be cocky.”
Dooley shot his partner a look. “If we have found the place where she was killed, we were pretty God damn lucky. You know that as well as I do. And I think that’s just about it for our good luck on this one. From here on out, it’s going to be pure hell, because if it’s an Outfit thing, you know nobody’s going to talk. Ever, about any of it. Unless we can find a big enough stick to wallop somebody with. When was the last time anyone got convicted for a mob hit?”
“Hey, there’s always a first time.”
“Yeah,” said Dooley, rising wearily from his chair. “So they say.”
The letter was lying on the kitchen table, facing Dooley as he came in from the garage. His heart leapt when he saw it, but he made himself go through his routine calmly before looking at it: hanging the jacket over the chair, getting the bottle out of the cabinet and a glass out of the drainer. He poured his inch of Jameson’s into the glass with great concentration and put the bottle back. Then he sat down and pulled the single sheet of paper toward him, covered with Kevin’s careful, slightly meandering handwriting in blue ballpoint.
Dear Mom, Dad, Kathleen, Frank—May 26, 1969
First of all, don’t worry, I’m OK, things have been pretty quiet recently and we’re hoping they’ll stay quiet. I know I haven’t written for a while and I’m sorry. We’ve been in the field for a couple of weeks and even when there’s not much action it’s hard to find time to write. You walk the trails all day and then you have to set up a perimeter and before you know it it’s dark and you can’t see to write. But I’ll try to do better. We’re back at base now and I got your last 3 letters. Hey Kathleen, that’s neat you got your license. Be careful and don’t hit anyone. Frank, I hear the Cubs are doing good, fill me in.
We have seen some action this month, but we haven’t run into anything too heavy, and we haven’t taken too many casualties. Everyone’s hoping for a nice quiet summer. Maybe we’ll get in some time at the beach! That would beat the jungle by a long shot. I never thought I would say it, but camping out is getting pretty old.
Well, 9 months down, 4 to go. It will be good to get home. Mom, thanks for the care package. Dad, I guess you know how it is out here, don’t worry about me, I can take it OK. Pray for me please, I miss you all and love you and will SEE YOU IN OCTOBER.
Love,
Kevin
Dooley cried a little like he always did over his son’s letters, silently, being careful not to let any tears fall, wiping his eyes with his sleeve, taking a couple of deep breaths and puffing out his cheeks to get over it, hearing his son’s voice in his head. I guess you know how it is out here. Yeah, Kevin, I have a pretty good idea. I can take it OK. Dooley knew what that meant; that meant It’s hell, Dad, the worst thing I’ve ever been through, and I wish I had listened when you tried to tell me, but I have to take it; I don’t have any choice. And then that please, which tore Dooley’s heart out.
Nothing really bad, Dooley prayed. Don’t let anything really bad happen to my boy, please.
Dooley drained his glass and went up to his wife.
Six
Dooley wondered what the hell was happening in his living room; from the head of the stairs it sounded like a bad industrial accident was in progress. He came down the stairs and walked into the living room with his hands in his pockets, frowning. Frank was lying on the couch, tapping his fingers on the edge of the album cover in time to the music. He caught sight of Dooley and froze with a wary look on his face. Dooley grimaced at him and mimed turning a knob counter-clockwise. Frank took on a sullen look and swung his feet to the floor. Moving with calculated slowness, he shambled to the stereo and turned down the volume.
“How many times do I have to tell you not to put your feet up on the couch?” Dooley said.
“I don’t have my shoes on,” said Frank, flopping back on the couch.
“I don’t care. I don’t want to see your feet up there.” Dooley stood peering at the record spinning on the stereo. “This guy’s in pain,” he said. “The music’s so bad it’s making him scream.”
“That’s so funny I forgot to laugh,” said Frank.
“Who’s this then?” said Dooley, holding out his hand. Frank glared but gave him the album cover and Dooley peered at it, a smile spreading slowly. “Holy Mother of God, it’s my Aunt Mary,” he said.
“Cut it out.”
“I’m serious. She looked just like that, when she let her hair down. Homeliest woman on earth.” Dooley squinted at the name on the cover. “This is a man? I don’t believe it.”
“Gimme that, will you?” Frank grabbed for the album cover.
Dooley shook his head. “Listen, you’re not gonna lay here all day.”
“I know it. I’m going out later.”
“Not before you’ve painted the trim you’re not.”
“I’ll get to it.”
“You’ll get to it today.”
“But I’m supposed to go to the lake with Terry.”
“You can go to the lake when you get the painting done.”
“Aw, come on. You said I didn’t have to do it right away.”
“I’m tired of seeing you sitting around on your butt. It better be done when I get home tonight. And it better be a good neat job.”
“Aw, come on, Pop.”
Dooley left the room before he got mad; his younger son just had that effect on him these days. In the kitchen Kathleen was perched on a chair underneath the wall phone, listening to somebody at the other end, winding the cord around her finger, long tan legs crossed. She freed her fingers from the phone cord and waggled them at Dooley. He poured himself a cup of coffee from the percolator on the stove and doctored it at the table, looking down at the paper lying there.
John L. Lewis was dead, eyebrows and all. Nixon wanted to keep the tax surcharge; the Russians and the Chinese were shooting at each other. The more the merrier, thought Dooley. He went and got himself a bowl of Wheaties and sat down. On the South Side a gang of Negroes had stuck up a tavern, kidnapped a white girl, and raped her in an abandoned building. Dooley shook his head but turned the page; not his problem. Here was the real news: A convoy from the 4th Infantry Division had been hit north of Pleiku, and up in Quang Tri, where things had been pretty quiet recently, James Stewart’s stepson, a lieutenant in the Marines, had been killed in action. Dooley gave up on the paper and poured himself more coffee.
Kathleen finally hung up the phone. “Hi, Daddy.”
“Hi, sweetheart.”
“Can I go to a movie tonight with Carol?”
“Depends on what it is.”
The hesitation told Dooley what kind of movie it was; he looked up in time to catch Kathleen’s calculating look, her lips just parted. “It’s called Midnight Cowboy.”
“A western, huh? I thought you didn’t like westerns.”
“Um, this is kind of a modern western.”
“What’s the rating on it?”
Kathleen was wandering toward the sink, not looking at Dooley. “I’m not sure. Probably M.”
“M, what’s that, mature ? Now why would that be, I wonder?” Dooley reached for the paper again. “Let’s see what it looks like.”
“Daddy, M just means it’s a serious drama. It has an adult theme or something. It doesn’t mean it has lots of naked people running around or anything.”
“These days you never know. Where the hell?” Dooley thrashed at the pages; he never went to the movies, so he could never find the movie section. “Your aunt Barbara said that thing last year, The Graduate, was the dirtiest movie she’d ever seen.”
“Oh God, Aunt Barbara. She’d think National Geographic was dirty.”
“It is.”
“Daddy.”
“Relax, I’m just kidding. Here we go. What’s the name of this thing?”
Kathleen hesitated again. “Midnight Cowboy.”
Dooley found it. “X? What the hell’s that? Under eighteen not admitted?” He looked up at his daughter.
Kathleen’s eyes were wide. “You’re kidding! X? ”
“You knew that, didn’t you?”
“No! I had no idea.”
“Don’t lie to me. I’m a detective, remember?” He stabbed at the ad with his finger. “Look, isn’t this the guy that was in The Graduate? Yeah, I’m sure that’s the same guy. There is no way you’re going to this movie.”
“Daddy, I’m almost eighteen.”
“Well, kiddo, ‘almost’ ain’t gonna do it for you. You got to be eighteen to get into this one. It’s out of my hands. God, I can’t believe what they’re getting away with nowadays.” He threw the paper on the table. “You were figuring on passing for eighteen, were you?”
“I didn’t know it was X. And don’t call me a liar!”
“Don’t try and pull the wool over my eyes.”
“I wasn’t. And I’m tired of being treated like a child.”
Dooley’d had enough. “I’ll treat you like you deserve to be treated. As long as you’re under my roof, you go by my rules. And don’t you walk out on me when I’m talking to you! ”
His bellow froze her in the doorway, and she turned slowly to stand staring at him, pale and stiff with defiance. “Are you done?” she said quietly.
“Not quite.” Dooley heaved a great sigh. “Kathleen, there’s a lot of unpleasant things in life. I see them every day. I’m just trying to protect you from that. Don’t be in such a hurry to grow up.”
She folded her arms and said, “I’m not your little girl anymore.”
Dooley could see that, and it was one more thing that made him sad. “I know.”
“Can I go now?”
Dooley waved her away. “Yeah. And go tell your brother to turn that crap off.”
There was no such thing as a simple job, Dooley had learned. Something always went wrong. There wasn’t enough lumber or the screws were stripped or there were severe structural problems under the wallpaper. In this case the stringer had rotted out at the bottom, meaning the whole flight of steps up to the porch had to be re-built. From a quick morning’s work it had turned into a two-day job.
Dooley measured again, marked his cut, and stuck the pencil behind his ear. He wanted to finish the job and get the hell out of there and put some lotion on his sunburned neck, but he resisted the urge to hurry. “Hurry up and make a mistake,” his father had always told him when he was breaking him in, standing there watching him with his eagle eye. At sixteen, Dooley had chafed at the bit but learned the old man was right about that like he was right about everything else: hurrying only got you in trouble.
He straightened up from the sawhorses when Rob’s truck pulled into the driveway. Rob got out of the cab and walked over, giving the new steps a critical eye. “Thought you’d be done by now,” he said. “Got a beer in the cooler for you.”
Dooley wiped sweat off his brow with the back of his hand. “I had to cut a new stringer from scratch. And I had a hell of a time taking out the old steps without tearing up the siding. I’m gonna have to re-caulk it when it’s done, too.”
“Shit. Well, how much longer you think it’ll take?”
“I got maybe an hour of work left.”
Rob ran his eye over things and shrugged. “OK. Do what you have to. Want to stop by the house later for your dough?”
“Sure.”
“When are you off next? I got a lot of jobs coming up. I can keep you busy all summer if you want.”
Dooley picked up the saw and bent to his work, not answering. The truth was, he was tired as hell of working for Rob Devlin; every year it got harder. Dooley and Devlin went way back to the West Side. Their fathers had worked together, and after the war Rob had taken over his old man’s business while Dooley went on the department. But maybe just for old times’ sake Dooley had moonlighted doing carpentry for Rob all these years instead of doing what most cops did, finding some way to parlay their status into a cushy second job that was easy on the feet. It had always been a good deal for both of them, cash in hand for Dooley and reliable occasional labor for Rob, but Dooley was starting to wonder if it wasn’t time to look for something indoors. He made his cut and shut off the saw. “I don’t know. I’ll have to check.”
Rob stood there looking at him, squinting a little into the late afternoon sun. “You’re getting tired, aren’t you?”
Dooley brushed sawdust off the plank. “I’m OK.”
Rob laughed, softly. “Look, Mike. You don’t have to keep doing this just for me. I been wondering when you’d get sick of it.”
Dooley looked up at him finally. “I could maybe use a little break, ease off a little. I don’t want to leave you high and dry.”
Rob nodded. “I appreciate that. But I got other guys. I just hired a young guy that looks pretty good. Strong as a fuckin’ ox.”
“Like we used to be, huh?”
“You said it. Look, the truth is, I could use you this summer but I won’t have any trouble replacing you. It’s up to you.”
Dooley shrugged. “Let me think about it and give you a call.”
Rob slapped him on the shoulder. “Do that.” He turned and made for his truck. “We’re not twenty years old any more, Dooley.”
“Thank God,” said Dooley.
Dooley stood in a corner of his back yard, hands on his hips. He had been standing that way for some time, staring into the angle of the high board fence where Rose had planted her hydrangeas. Every once in a while a car purred along a street somewhere near at hand; very faintly he could hear pop music on a distant radio. Dooley wished he could go on standing there forever.
The screen door slammed and Rose’s steps sounded on the patio. Dooley turned toward her as she came across the grass with two glasses of iced tea. “What you doing?” she said.
“Looking at the fence.”
“What’s wrong with it?”
“There’s a couple of cracked boards down there. I’d try and get Frank to do it, but I don’t trust him to do the job right.”
“Well we’ve lived with it that way for this long, we’ll probably survive a few more years.”
Dooley took a glass of tea and sipped it. There was not enough sugar in it, as usual; as usual he drank it without complaint.. “Sure. Like we live with the peeling paint and the water damage in the basement. There’s a million things to do around this God damn place. I fix one thing and another one breaks.”
“Thanks for taking care of the toilet.”
“I got to start teaching Frank to do that kind of thing. There’s nothing hard about it.”
“Frank would love it if you taught him something. Anything.”
“Think so? Every time I try and tell him something he rolls his eyes like I’m not worth listening to.”
“Well, you go at him like a cop all the time. Try approaching him like a dad.”
Dooley made for the patio. “Aw hell, I’m tired of worrying about Frank.” He sank onto a chair with a creak. “I’m tired of worrying about Kathleen, too. I got enough to worry about with Kevin over there.”
Rose sat down across from him and he was sorry he’d mentioned Kevin; he was going to set her off again. But she only frowned into her tea and said, “What about this troop withdrawal they’re talking about? You think Kevin might get to come home early?”
“Who the hell knows? Laird was saying in the paper this morning both army and marine units would be included. We could get lucky, I guess.”
Rose stared into swirling ice cubes for a while and said, “Frank and I started a letter. It’s on the kitchen table.”
“I’ll get to it.”
She looked up at him. “I don’t mean to make another chore for you.”
“Nah, I know. I’ll get to it.”
She let a few seconds pass. “You want to get off by yourself, go see a movie or something?”
“A movie? When was the last time I went to a movie? I think the last movie I saw was in black and white. It was a talkie, I remember that.”
“Just an idea. Sorry.”
“I’m sorry, Rose.” Dooley looked at his wife and shrugged. “I don’t know what I want. I just got a lot on my mind these days.”
“Yeah,” she said, looking at him with what he thought of as her Martyr of the Faith look, “me too.”
Dooley sat at the kitchen table with a ballpoint pen in his hand, staring at the paper in front of him. He could hear the faint hum of the clock on the wall. Dear Kevin, he had written, some time ago. There was a lot of blank paper below that. His eye ran over Frank’s hurried scrawl on the top half of the page for the tenth time: Williams and Santo are hitting a ton and Jenkins and Hands are having a good year. Everyone says this is their year and I think it is. I’ve been to a few ball games and it’s really cool, lots of people in the bleachers acting crazy and having a good time. Maybe you’ll be home before the Series and we can get some tickets. Be real careful and I’ll see you then.
Dooley had learned to squeeze a serviceable report out of a typewriter, but writing was not something that came easily to him. What could he put on a piece of paper that would get across what he wanted to say to his son and that he could let anybody look at? He sure as hell wasn’t going to let Rose see the things he really wanted to tell Kevin. Now you know what I know, son. Nothing’s ever going to be the same for you. There was no way Dooley was going to put that in a letter. Maybe when Kevin got home they could go off some place together, go fishing or something, and maybe over a campfire or leaning on a bar they could talk about it. Dooley would have loved to have somebody to talk about it all with when he got back from the Pacific, but he never had.
Nothing much to report here, Dooley wrote. Just lots of work. People keep getting killed.
When Dooley walked in Olson was already at the desk, leafing through papers. He looked up and said, “You look like a new man. Enjoy your days off?
“You bet. Nothing I like better than screaming at my kids and fighting with the old lady. What the hell are you doing here?”
“You’re the only one who’s allowed to come in early, are you? I been on the phone with our neighbors across the state line, like you said to do. I never got to it the other day, with all the excitement. Got ’em to send me some things on the wire.”
“Oh yeah. Come up with anything?”
“Could be. Here’s a girl with brown hair who’s been missing for a week in Marion, Indiana, but she’s only eighteen.”
“Probably too young, but you never know.”
“This one could be a little more promising. A thirty-year-old woman was reported missing near Elkhart Lake, Wisconsin last Thursday. The report says she was last seen the previous Monday. Brown hair, right age and size, it looks like. Then there’s a couple more. I just started looking through these. I’ll get on the phone if something looks good.”
“OK. Where’s the case file? Let’s see what second watch came up with on Athanasopoulous and his friends.”
“I looked already. Doesn’t look like anybody did a damn thing.”
Dooley scanned. “Lazy bastards. What do they do all day?”
“They’re busy, too, I guess. People keep dying.”
“All right. Look, let’s go track down some of these jerks. Christ, I take a couple of days off and things go all to hell.”
“Teddy Athanasopoulous? What about him?” The butcher had thick black eyebrows and thinning white hair. There was sweat on his brow and blood on his apron. He had paused in the act of slicing steaks off a hunk of beef, and the size of the knife in his hand made Dooley glad there was a counter between them.
“I need to talk to him.”
“Haven’t seen him in a couple of months. I heard he went back to Greece.” That was a dismissal; the butcher put knife to flesh again.
“You’re still here.” Dooley had on his patient look.
A couple more steaks came off onto the block. “I’m not Teddy Athanasopoulous.”
“You’ll do. You’ve gone through enough drinks with him.”
“Who says?” The knife stopped moving.
Dooley gave the butcher a look that said you should know better than to ask me that. “Look, you want to talk about this in front of the customers, or you want to discuss it in private?” Dooley had gotten the undivided attention of the three women with their shopping baskets as soon as he’d pulled out his star.
The butcher’s scowl began to look a shade more thoughtful. He turned to call through a door into the back of the shop. “Panos! Get out here for a second.” A younger man came through the door. “Take care of these people, will you? Six steaks for the lady here.” The butcher yielded the knife and came around the end of the counter. “Let’s go outside.”
There was an awning over the door that protected them from the sun. The butcher pulled a pack of Chesterfields out of a pocket and lit one. “What do you need to know?”
“I need to know who Athanasopoulous placed his bets with.”
The butcher blew smoke at Jackson Boulevard and said, “What bets?”
“The bets that lost him so much money he had to leave the country. Those bets.”
“How the hell should I know?”
Dooley moved, just close enough to the butcher that he had to take notice, had to turn and look him in the eye. “If you weren’t in a position to know, you’d be shocked and asking questions right now. If you know he had to leave town because of his betting, you know who he bet with. Now, don’t bullshit me any more.”
The butcher looked away, smoked, and said, “That prick little brother of his told you, huh?”
Dooley was almost starting to feel sorry for Michael Athanasopoulous, almost. “I need a name,” he said.
The butcher watched cars go by. He dragged on the cigarette, squinting at something over Dooley’s shoulder. “We never bet that much, for Christ’s sake. Teddy just had a run of bad luck.”
Dooley could see he had a slow learner on his hands. “Look, Nick. You weren’t paying attention when I introduced myself, were you? I’m not a vice cop. I don’t give a damn about your gambling.”
The butcher looked at Dooley. “What are you then?”
I’m a homicide cop. You know what that means?”
Starting to sound shocked, the butcher said, “Who got killed?”
“I’m the one with the questions. Now who’d you bet with?”
Dooley watched as it spread across the butcher’s face, the dawning awareness of the depth of the waters around him. “What’s gonna happen if I tell you?”
“To you? Not a damn thing. You think I’m likely to tell your man who gave me his name? Give it up and I’m done with you.”
The butcher gave a shake of the head. “I don’t know.”
Dooley sighed. “Like I said, Nick, I’m a homicide cop. But I do know some vice cops. And they might be interested in what you do with your folding money. They don’t need to know, of course.”
Dooley watched the butcher’s face harden, and he watched the butcher come to the inevitable conclusion. The butcher sucked hard on the cigarette and said, “I only know the guy’s nickname. Charley Sawbucks.” He threw his Chesterfield away into the gutter. “Italian guy.”
“Italian guy. The plot thickens.” McCone looked amused, leaning back on his chair behind his desk. “Anybody surprised?”
“Italian guy with a dumb nickname. No, I’m not surprised.”
“So, you know where to find this Charley Sawbucks?”
“I’ve got a trail to follow. But I’m going to talk to somebody in Intelligence first. I want to know who the hell I’m dealing with.”
“Call Ed Haggerty at Maxwell Street. He’s been in all those guys’ hair for years.”
“First thing tomorrow. Now we have to sit down with the phones. We’ve got some out-of-state missing reports to follow up.”
“Go run up the city’s phone bill, then.” McCone was already reaching for a pen, dismissing him. Just as Dooley reached the door, though, he stopped him. “Mike.”
“Yeah?”
“Good job.”
Dooley swung the door open. “It’s a little early to say, isn’t it?”
“Mrs. Victoria Radke, please.”
“Um, speaking, that’s me.” The voice was small and far away, the tone uncertain; Dooley was used to hearing that note of apprehension in response to his no-nonsense phone voice.
“Mrs. Radke, this is Officer Michael Dooley of the Chicago Police Department. I understand you filed a missing person report on a Sally Kotowski last week?”
It took her a couple of seconds to find her voice. “Have you found her?”
“We’re not sure, Mrs. Radke.” Dooley had learned long ago that it wasn’t his problem to deal with the emotions. That was the other person’s problem; all he could do was lay it out there in a neutral tone of voice and be ready for the fallout. “We have an unidentified homicide victim that may fit the description you gave in your report.”
“Oh, God.” For a moment Dooley thought he’d lost Victoria Radke, and then she was back, her voice barely making it out of a tightened throat. “I can’t believe it. Not that. What happened to her?”
“Well, like I said, we’re not sure at this point who the victim is. What we need from you is any information you can give us that may help with an identification, even if it’s negative. If you’re lucky you might help us rule your friend out.” Give ’em something to hang on to, an old dick had once advised Dooley.
She was trying, Dooley could tell; he could practically hear her fighting for control. “What can I tell you?” she said finally, in a steady voice.
“First you could go over your description with me if you would, just clear up a few points. Your report states that Sally had brown hair?”
“Yes, that’s right. Kind of a light brown.”
“I see. And could you tell me approximately how long her hair was, how she wore it? At the time she disappeared?”
“Well, it wasn’t too long, not like a lot of girls wear it. Maybe like just touching her shoulders, you know? And she styled it so it had some body, so it didn’t just hang there, it curled in toward her neck, you know what I mean? Kind of like, I don’t know, like Barbara Feldon wears it on TV, if that helps. She had on one of those hair bands that last night she went out, to hold it back behind her ears, you know?”
“Yes.” The hair on Dooley’s dead girl had been matted with mud and grease and any style it had possessed was long gone, but the length sounded about right. Dooley had a feeling this was going to be one of those conversations where two people were rooting for opposite things. He thought it might be time to be careful with his verb tenses. “Could you tell me if Sally has any distinguishing marks that might help us? Any scars, birthmarks, tattoos, that kind of thing?”
“Tattoos? God, no. I can’t think of… birthmarks, no, none that I ever saw.”
“What about scars? Any old stitches, surgical scars, anything like that?”
“I don’t think so. Not anything big. Uh... I remember once when we were kids she had to get some stitches in her elbow after she cut it on a broken window, but I don’t know if that would still show up.”
Dooley had to take the phone away from his face while he took a deep breath through his nose. Here was the hard part: what made him want to celebrate was devastation for the woman at the other end of the phone line. Carefully he said, “Mrs. Radke, do you have any possessions of Sally’s still with you?”
“Oh yeah, all of them. We just packed them up and put them in a storeroom.” A second or two went by. “Why?”
Not your problem, Dooley reminded himself, hating this moment as he always did: “Mrs. Radke, I think we’re going to need you to come down for a possible identification.”
“No.”
“And if you can bring any objects that might have Sally’s fingerprints on them, that would be a big help.”
Somewhere up in Wisconsin a woman was in pain, her voice fading farther and farther from the phone receiver. “Oh, no. Oh, God. Sally, Sally, Sally…”
Seven
“Charley Sawbucks. They still call him that, do they?” At the other end of the phone line Ed Haggerty had the fraying voice of a man well into middle age. Dooley had never met him but had heard the tales: in an Intelligence Division that some people said was there to stifle intelligence as much as gather it, Haggerty stood out. He had busted everyone from Alderisio to Yaras at least once and had probably torpedoed his own career by the stubborn habit of doing his job. “Well, you’re talking about Mr. Charles Scaletta, if I’m not mistaken. An old hand at the business.”
“Bookmaking, you mean,” said Dooley. “I’m assuming he’s not a killer.”
“Oh, hell, no. Charley’s a numbers guy. All Charley does is take bets. And he’s good at it. I don’t think he’s ever actually done any time. Charley’s never there when the sheriff’s guys kick in the door. It’s always his employees crowding into the back of that wagon. Charley pays the bail, pays the fines, sets up another room. Just a cost of doing business. He’s been at this since Nitti and Guzik were dealing out concessions in the thirties. Nah, Charley doesn’t hurt people. Charley’s got people who take care of that for him if necessary.”
“OK, here’s the situation. One of his customers got in over his head and people started coming around to muscle him. The customer’s left the country but we think he made a deal before he went and part of the deal was to hand over the keys to a vacant building he owned. Now it appears there’s been a homicide inside the place and I’m trying to follow the chain from Charley to whoever has the keys.”
“A homicide? Who got killed?”
“We think maybe the girl on the riverbank was killed there.”
There was a brief silence. “That would surprise me. That would surprise me a lot. They don’t go in for that type of thing usually.”
“We’re thinking they wanted something from her. But we don’t even know for sure that’s where she got done. I’m just following a trail.”
“Well, first of all, if there was any muscling done, Charley won’t know a thing about it, even if he does, if you know what I mean. Any muscle he ever needs is just a word-in-the-ear type of thing, pick up the phone and say hey, I’ve got a guy who’s getting behind here, could one of your guys have a talk with him, that kind of thing. Charley’ll give you that innocent look and probably deny he even knows the customer. You got solid information on the deal?”
“Inference. Before he left, the customer told his brother basically the place was off limits, and the keys are missing. I’m pretty sure the brother’s clean and more or less in the dark about the whole thing. He’s been cooperative.”
“I see. I’d say you better find the other brother, because you’re not going to get anything out of Charley.”
“I didn’t think so. I just wanted to know where he stands in the scheme of things. Who does he answer to, whose ear did he put that word into?”
“Well, Charley answers to Taylor Street, which means Joey Aiuppa, at the top. But that crew has a lot of soldiers, a lot of guys Charley could call on. And I don’t think Charley Sawbucks has any use for a vacant building. My guess would be that the muscle, or whoever lent Charley the muscle, took the keys as part of his own side deal, just saw an opportunity. An Outfit guy can always find a use for a nice anonymous building with a good lock on it. Was there anything in there? Like stolen merchandise, I mean?”
“Not that I’ve heard of. The evidence people went through it pretty good.”
“OK. I don’t know right off the top of my head who takes care of Charley’s problem collections. I’d have to make a couple of calls and get back to you.”
“All right, you got my number.”
“I got it. I think you got your work cut out for you. On something like this, if the Outfit did have anything to do with it, mouths are gonna be shut real tight.”
“We’re used to that,” said Dooley. He hung up the phone and looked up at Olson, who was standing by. “What’s up?”
“Got a call from the Radkes. They just pulled into town. I told them to meet us at the morgue.”
Victoria Radke was a blonde who might have qualified as a looker a few years or even a few days earlier, but grief tends to do bad things to a woman’s posture and complexion. Dooley could see the first faint sketch of the old woman, broken by cares, in the thirty-year old female slumped across from him with her head on her husband’s shoulder, a fistful of Kleenex pressed to her nose.
“I’m sorry,” said Victoria Radke. “I don’t know what happened. I’ve never fainted before.”
“Don’t worry about it,” said Dooley. “You sure you’re OK now?”
“I’ll never be OK.”
“She shouldn’t have to see that,” said the husband, who sat with one arm around his wife and his free hand planted on his thigh. He was close to forty, tall and horse-faced and going gray, and he was one of those people who react to shock by getting angry at the world. “I could have gone in there by myself. You shouldn’t have to put her through that.”
“You’re right about that,” said Dooley. “Are you certain about the identification?”
Radke shook his head fiercely. “I don’t know if I could say certain. It looked like her, but I couldn’t swear to it.”
“Well, the fingerprints will tell us for sure.”
His wife stifled a sob and said, “It’s so awful. I can’t even be sure it was her. Her hair was that color, that’s all I can tell you. And she had a scar there. But… God, what did they do to her?”
Dooley shifted his notepad a few inches. “They beat her pretty badly.”
“How did she die?”
“She was strangled.”
“Oh God, that’s awful.”
And you don’t know the half of it, thought Dooley. He said, “It’s over for her now. She’s at peace. Now it’s up to us to catch the people that did it.”
“It was the Mafia. I’m sure that’s who it was.”
“Why do you say that?”
“She had a mobster boyfriend. He got shot last winter.”
Dooley had interviewed thousands of witnesses over the years, but he could count on one hand the ones that had jerked his head up from the notepad like this. “She told you that?”
“Yes. She called me from Chicago in, I don’t know, February maybe, the first time we’d talked in a while. She said she was thinking about leaving Chicago and asked if she could come and stay with me for a while if she did. That’s when she told me about the boyfriend. Sally didn’t have very good luck with men. Or maybe she had bad judgment. I don’t know.”
“Can you tell me who the boyfriend was?”
“Herb something. That’s all I know. She talked about Herb this, Herb that. He was a gambler or something and he spent a lot of time in Las Vegas. He took her out there with him a few times.”
Dooley thought hard about the previous winter. The mob wasn’t his area of expertise but he had heard all the names. “Was it Herb Feldman by any chance?”
“I don’t know. I don’t think she ever told me his last name. She just said he was a gambler and he had lots of friends in the Mafia and then he did something wrong and they killed him.”
Dooley remembered the hit but not the details; he thought it had happened somewhere in the western suburbs. “And that was why she had to leave town?” he said.
“That’s not what she said. She just said she wanted to be out of that life. She’d had enough of gangsters finally, she said. Anyway, that was in February and she didn’t come to stay until early May.”
“Had she been associating with gangsters for a long time?”
“I couldn’t really tell you.” Victoria Radke dabbed at her nose and rallied, sitting up straight and exhaling heavily. “See, Sally and I grew up together, in Aurora, but we hadn’t seen each other in a long time. She always wanted to go to Chicago and she took off right after high school and got a job there and never came back. We kept in touch but not all that close, you know? I went to see her a few times in Chicago the first few years, and then I met Bob and got married and moved to Wisconsin and we kind of lost touch for a while. Until February. She’d called my mom to get my number. And then in May she called me up again and asked if she could come stay with me. I’d written her about the resort and she asked if she could stay with us for a while and work there or something. So I said yes.”
“Sorry, what resort?”
“Bob’s family owns a resort on the lake. We live there and run the place. We gave Sally a room and let her do odd jobs. Help out in the kitchen, clean rooms, stuff like that. Just till she decided what to do next.”
“I see. Do you know how she got involved with gangsters in the first place?”
“Not really. Except that was kind of the life style she got into. Night clubs and bars and all that. It probably started when she was a bunny.”
Dooley’s brow wrinkled. “A bunny?”
“At the Playboy Club.
“I see.”
“Sally always wanted to get into show business. She was really glamorous, really good-looking, and after she’d been in Chicago for a while she got the job at the Playboy Club. She sent me a picture of herself in the costume. She was perfect for it.”
“How long did she work there?”
“At the Playboy Club, I don’t know, a couple of years maybe. Then she got a job dancing in some bar somewhere.”
“Rush Street,” put in the husband. “It was some place on Rush Street.”
Dooley waited for more but Radke just sat scowling at him. “You remember the name?”
“No. All’s I know is, she said she worked on Rush Street. I couldn’t tell you where. I don’t think she ever said where.”
“Did she mention any associates, any friends?”
“She had a friend,” said Victoria Radke. “Another girl that worked at the Playboy Club, another bunny. I think they roomed together. Laura, her name was. I remember that.”
“No last name?”
“I don’t think she ever said it. She just said Laura was her best friend in Chicago.”
“OK, we can probably track her down through the club. Now, can you tell me what happened the day she disappeared? That was what, last—Monday of last week you said? That would have been Monday the second?”
After a look at her husband the woman said, “Nothing really happened. We just didn’t see her after that Monday night. She went out to the bar after she finished up in the kitchen and she never came back. She came and went pretty much like she wanted. She didn’t even have a regular job really, she just pitched in where we needed her. We didn’t even start to wonder until the next afternoon. Bob wanted her to tend bar down on the beach that day. We have a little sort of cabana thing where people can buy drinks, and he couldn’t find her.”
Radke frowned. “I was irritated, because I was counting on her and she didn’t show up. I didn’t have any idea anything had happened to her.”
His wife sniffed. “And then that night we started to get a little worried. We asked around town but nobody’d seen her.”
“Where was the bar?”
“Just down the street. It’s a small town, there’s like two bars. She used to go to the one just a few blocks away. She’d made some friends there, just people from town.”
“And she told you that was where she was going?”
“Well, she came by the office and said she was going out for a drink and did I want to come. I had stuff to do and I said no.”
“She was at the bar,” said Radke. “I went by there the next day and asked. She had a couple of drinks, talked to some people, and then left around ten.”
“You’re sure she didn’t come back to your place? Could she have come back without your seeing her, then left again? Slipped out some time in the night? Met somebody and gone off with them?”
The Radkes exchanged a look and the husband said, “I don’t think so. Well, sure, I guess. I mean, she had her own room up on the second floor. She could have gone up the back steps, I guess.”
“I think somebody would have seen her,” said Victoria. “There’s always people around, even late. People sit up on the porch till all hours. Even around back, especially out back. There’s always people around.”
Radke said, “But I guess she could have come back. All I can tell you is, we didn’t see her and nobody mentioned seeing her after she left for the bar.”
“I see.” Dooley pondered for a moment and said, “Did she ever get any phone calls?”
They exchanged a look and Victoria said, “Yeah, a few. She’d made a couple of friends.”
“Guys,” put in her husband. “She was a hit with the local guys.” There was a brief freeze and he added, “I just mean, she was a good looking woman. Guys noticed. But the cops checked that out. The names I was able to give them, they went and asked them. And I think they all checked out, had alibis and stuff, I mean.”
“You don’t remember any particular calls that day?”
Victoria said, “She worked in the office for a while that afternoon. I heard her take one call, and she might have gotten others when I wasn’t around.”
Dooley nodded. “Uh-huh. Was she on foot that night?”
“Yeah. She didn’t have a car.”
“How’d she get up there from Chicago?”
“She took a bus to Sheboygan and we went over and picked her up.”
“OK. So she walked. Anybody see her going to or from the bar that night?”
“Not that anybody’s said. But you wouldn’t expect them to. We’re right at the edge of town and between us and the bar it’s not real well lit at night. It’s really almost a country road until you get to the block where the bar is. There’s some houses, but they’re set back from the road. Nobody saw any strange cars or anything. That’s what they told us anyway. The sheriff’s officers went over it all when we finally called her in missing on Thursday.”
“That was three days after she left. You weren’t worried?”
Victoria was starting to crumple again, fist to her mouth. “We just figured she was a big girl and she’d gone off somewhere on her own and we’d missed a message somehow. We looked in her room, we asked around. Nobody had seen anything that sounded like anything bad had happened.”
“To tell the truth, we figured she’d found herself a boyfriend,” said Radke. “I thought she was holed up somewhere with a man and just hadn’t gotten around to calling. It wasn’t really my business, I thought.”
A single sob made it past his wife’s fist and she said, “I knew something was wrong. If we’d called the police sooner…”
“You don’t know that it would have made any difference,” said Dooley mechanically, getting a glimpse of rough nights ahead for the Radkes. He pulled the teletype from the Wisconsin cops out of the folder. He’d read it already but it was something to do while Victoria Radke cried. He looked up as Olson came into the office. From the look on his partner’s face Dooley knew pretty much what he was about to hear.
Olson pulled up at the desk and stood looking down at the Radkes with professional gravity. “I’m afraid it’s her,” he said. “The fingerprints check out.”
“Well, we got our victim.” Olson tossed a wad of paper at a distant wastebasket and missed by a mile. “They can put her in the ground now.”
“Thanks for handling the call.” Dooley had won the coin toss and chosen the paperwork.
“Hey, my pleasure. My favorite part of the job. ‘Hi there. Did you know your daughter was tortured to death last week?’ It’s all tone of voice, you just handle it like a lost wallet. People love talking to me.”
Dooley had made his share of those calls and recognized the bitter tone. “She say anything useful?”
“She didn’t even know Sally was missing. You know what she said? She said, ‘I gave up on that girl when she was about fourteen.’ I don’t think this was the closest mother-daughter relationship, somehow.”
Dooley signed the supplementary and shoved it away. “OK, we got our victim, we got our crime scene. Now I want witnesses.”
“Well, that ought to be a piece of cake. I’m sure we’ll have a regular parade of mob guys through here anxious to talk about it.”
“Feldman. We get in touch with Intelligence and find out what they know. This and that, you know it’s the same case.”
“You’re sounding kind of cocky all of a sudden.”
Dooley leveled an index at him. “Why do syndicate guys get killed?”
“They talk. Or somebody thinks they’re about to talk.”
Dooley nodded. “Or they hold out. That’s a big no-no. Maybe the biggest one.”
The light of understanding shone in Olson’s eyes. “Oh my God, the poor stupid bitch.”
“Maybe she was stupid. Maybe she was loyal. Or maybe she was just unlucky.”
Olson frowned at it for a couple of seconds. “Why did she wait until May to run?”
“Maybe she didn’t wait. We don’t know where she was between February and May.”
“And why didn’t she just give it up when they caught her? Put me in that situation, I’d hand it over so fast they wouldn’t know I ever had it.”
“I bet she tried. I bet she tried like hell to give it up.”
Olson shook his head, thinking about it. “Jesus Christ.”
“Yeah. We’re not dealing with a bunch of God damn altar boys here. Anyway, the question is, where is it? I think if she had it with her, she would have given it up when they grabbed her. I don’t think she would have let them bring her back here if the money was sitting in her room up there or something. What happened to her suggests to me she didn’t have it and couldn’t get to it when they grabbed her. So what did she do with it?”
“Stashed it somewhere.”
“Yeah. The Radkes cleaned out her room, after the cops up there had a look at it, and they swear everything she had was in that suitcase and that box they brought with them. I went through it all and there’s no locker keys, no bank slips, no address book, nothing. If she had something like that, it was probably in her purse, and Mrs. Radke says she’s pretty sure Sally took it with her that night. The Wisconsin cops might have found something. We need to call up there and check. But who the hell knows? It’s all guessing. Maybe she coughed it up right away, came back to her room and pulled it out of her sock drawer and handed it over.”
Olson watched him shove papers around for a moment and said, “In which case, what they did to her was just…”
“Punishment,” said Dooley. “Or worse than that.”
“Worse?”
“Maybe it was just fun.”
Eight
The girl lay dead in an armchair, in a blue and yellow bikini, a basket with an orange beach towel peeking out of it at her feet. Her head lolled to one side and blood had trickled out of the hole in her temple and run down her neck and chest to seep under the bikini top between her breasts. Her eyes were open, but the lids were drooping; she looked bored, as if death had been a real disappointment so far.
“I don’t know what the hell happened,” said the man on the couch. He had on bathing trunks and sneakers and a loud sport shirt. He had sandy hair and with his vacant eyes he looked like somebody had rung his bell with a two-by-four. “I could have sworn it was unloaded,” he said.
“I want to make sure I have this right,” Dooley said. “You wanted to scare her?”
“I didn’t even want to scare her. I was just fooling around.”
“So you pointed the gun at her and pulled the trigger.”
“I didn’t even mean to pull the trigger. I was just gonna say boo, have her look over and see the gun, you know...”
“Scare her,” said Dooley.
The vacant blue eyes met Dooley’s but didn’t linger. “I guess so. I don’t know how it went off. I didn’t try and pull the trigger. It just went off.”
Dooley looked at Olson, who stood frowning faintly at the man on the couch, pen poised over his notebook. Olson’s eyes flicked to Dooley’s and his lips tightened. The patrolman who had been waiting for them in the basement apartment gave a silent shake of the head in the doorway.
Dooley jutted his chin at the automatic lying on the carpet. “Where’d you get the gun?”
“My cousin gave it to me when I moved to Chicago. He said I’d need it living up here.”
“You ever fired it before?”
“Uh-uh. Just kept it in a drawer.”
“And why’d you pull it out now?”
“I don’t know. I guess I just wanted to show her I had it. We were gonna go to the beach but we got to talking and she asked if I was worried about burglars here, and I said no and I was just gonna show her why not. So I went to get it. Jesus, I took the clip out.”
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/340930 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!