ELMORE LEONARD
CITY PRIMEVAL
IN THE MATTER OF ALVIN B. GUY, Judge of Recorder’s Court, City of Detroit:
The investigation of the Judicial Tenure Commission found the respondent guilty of misconduct in office and conduct clearly prejudicial to the administration of justice. The allegations set forth in the formal complaint were that Judge Guy:
1. Was discourteous and abusive to counsel, litigants, witnesses, court personnel, spectators and news reporters. 2. Used threats of imprisonment or promises of probation to induce pleas of guilty. 3. Abused the power of contempt. 4. Used his office to benefit friends and acquaintances. 5. Bragged of his sexual prowess openly. 6. Was continually guilty of judicial misconduct that was not only prejudicial to the administration of justice but destroyed respect for the office he holds.
Abridged examples of testimony follow.
On April 26, Judge Guy interceded on behalf of a twice-convicted narcotics dealer, Tyrone Perry, who was being questioned as a witness and possible suspect in a murder that had taken place at Mr. Perry’s residence. Judge Guy appeared at Room 527 of police headquarters and told the homicide detectives questioning Perry that he was “holding court here and now” and to release the witness. When Sergeant Gerald Hunter questioned the propriety of this, Judge Guy grabbed him by the arm and pushed him against a desk. Sgt. Hunter voiced objection to this treatment and Judge Guy said, before witnesses, “I’ll push you around any time I want. You’re in my courtroom and if you open your mouth I’ll hold you in contempt of court.” Judge Guy then left police headquarters with Mr. Perry.
In testimony describing still another incident the respondent gave the appearance of judicial impropriety by his harrassment of a police officer.
The respondent had presided over a murder case in which one of the three codefendants was Marcella Bonnie. The charges against Miss Bonnie were dismissed at the preliminary examination.
Judge Guy was talking to Sgt. Wendell Robinson of the Police Homicide Section about the forthcoming trial of the codefendants and revealed how he had met Miss Bonnie in a bar and thereafter spent the night with her. He went on to say that “she was a foxy little thing” and “better than your average piece of ass.”
Sgt. Robinson was quite surprised and chagrined to hear a judge boasting of his sexual participation with a former criminal defendant. As a result, Robinson prepared a memorandum about the incident which he forwarded to his superiors.
The respondent learned of this memorandum and exhibited his vindictiveness by improper and heavy-handed efforts to impair Robinson’s credibility, referring to Sgt. Robinson before witnesses as “a suck-ass Uncle Tom trying to pass for Caucasian because he’s light skinned.”
Attorney Carolyn Wilder testified to the events in People v. Cedric Williams. The charges in this preliminary examination held June 19, were “second-degree criminal sexual conduct and simple assault,” and Ms. Wilder, counsel for the defense, had stated clearly that her client would go to trial before entering a reduced plea. However, the respondent, Judge Guy, requested the defendant and his counsel to approach the bench, where he stated that if the defendant pled guilty to the lesser charge of assault and battery—a misdemeanor—he would be placed on probation and that would be the end of it.
“I’m street, just like you are,” the judge said to the defendant, “and your attorney either doesn’t have her shit together or your best interests at heart.” Whereupon he sent the defendant and Ms. Wilder out into the hall to “talk the matter over.”
When they returned to the bench and Ms. Wilder still insisted on a trial, Judge Guy said to the defendant, “Look, you better take this plea or your motherfucking ass is dead.” When Ms. Wilder informed the bench that her client would, under no circumstances, plead to the lesser charge, Judge Guy berated the defense counsel, threatened her with contempt and stated: “I see now how you operate. You want your own client to be convicted . . . obviously pissed off because a black man got a little white pussy in this case.”
Again in testimony Carolyn Wilder told how she attempted to serve a notice of appeal on Judge Guy as a favor to another attorney, Mr. Allan Hayes. The judge berated Ms. Wilder for one half hour calling her “a non-dues, honkie liberal,” who had disrupted the orderly process of his courtroom.
Ms. Wilder: “At this time I asked if he was going to hold me in contempt. He did not respond but continued his berating monologue. When Mr. Hayes entered, having learned what was in progress, the judge addressed him at the bench, saying, ‘I want you to explain to this honkie bitch who I am and I want her to understand I won’t put up with any bullshit ego trips.’ ”
Sometime thereafter, the respondent, in a mellower mood, asked Ms. Wilder for a date, which she refused. Judge Guy responded to her refusal with a tasteless and insulting inquiry as to whether she was a lesbian. Thereafter, whenever Ms. Wilder came into court, the respondent would seize upon the opportunity to verbally embarrass and harass her.
That Judge Guy abused his contempt of court power was witnessed in an incident which involved Sgt. Raymond Cruz of the Detroit Police Homicide Section.
On this occasion Judge Guy ordered a twelve-year-old student to be locked up in the prisoner’s bullpen for causing a disturbance in the courtroom during a school field-trip visit. Sgt. Cruz—testifying at the time in a pre-trial hearing—suggested the judge make the boy stand in a corner instead. At this the judge became enraged, held Sgt. Cruz in contempt of court and ordered him to spend an hour in the bullpen with the boy.
Sometime later, with the court in recess, Judge Guy said to Sgt. Cruz before witnesses, “I hope you have learned who’s boss in this courtroom.” Sgt. Cruz made no reply. The judge said then, “You are an easy person to hold in contempt. You had best learn to keep your mouth shut, or I’ll shut it for you every time.”
Sgt. Cruz said, “Your honor, can I ask a question off the record?” The judge said, “All right, what is it?” Sgt. Cruz said, “Are you ever afraid for your life?” The judge asked, “Are you threatening me?” And Sgt. Cruz said, “No, your honor, I was just wondering if anyone has ever attempted to subject you to great bodily harm.”
Judge Guy produced a .32-caliber Smith and Wesson revolver from beneath his robes and said, “I would like to see somebody try.”
The record indicates that on several occasions Judge Guy abused members of the media by communicating with them in a manner unbecoming his office. The findings of the Tenure Commission with respect to this allegation state in part:
“Miss Sylvia Marcus is a reporter for The Detroit News. In his courtroom and before witnesses, Judge Guy subjected Miss Marcus to discourtesies of a crude nature . . . engaged in an undignified harangue about her newspaper being racist and, further, warned her ‘not to fuck around with him.’ ”
* * *
In summary, the Judicial Tenure Commission warned:
“A cloud of witnesses testify that ‘justice must not only be done, it must be seen to be done.’ Without the appearance as well as the fact of justice, respect for the law vanishes.
“Judge Guy has demonstrated by his conduct that he is legally, temperamentally and morally unfit to hold any judicial position.
“By reason of the foregoing, it is our recommendation to the Supreme Court that Judge Guy be removed from the office he holds as Recorder’s Court Judge of the City of Detroit and further, that he be permanently enjoined from holding any judicial office in the future.”
At a press conference following the release of the Tenure Commission opinion, Judge Guy called the investigation a “racist witch-hunt organized by the white-controlled press.” In the same statement he accused the Detroit Police Department of trying to kill him, though offered no evidence of specific attempts.
Alvin Guy stated emphatically that if the State Supreme Court suspended him from office he intended to “write a very revealing book, naming names of people with dirty hands and indecent fingers.
“Remember what I’m saying to you if they suspend me,” Guy added. “The stuff is going to get put on some people, some names that are going to amaze you.” 1
ONE OF THE valet parking attendants at Hazel Park Racecourse would remember the judge leaving sometime after the ninth race, about 1:00 A.M., and fill in the first part of what happened. With the judge’s picture in the paper lately and on TV, he was sure it was Alvin Guy in the silver Lincoln Mark VI.
Light skin, about fifty, with a little Xavier Cugat mustache and hair that hung long and stiff over his collar and did not seem to require much straightening.
The other car involved was a Buick, or it might’ve been an Olds, dark color.
The judge had a young white lady with him, about twenty-seven, around in there. Blond hair, long. Dressed up, wearing something like pink, real loose, lot of gold chains around her neck. Good-looking lady. She had on makeup that made her look pale in the arc lights, dark lipstick. The valet parking attendant said the judge didn’t help the lady in. The judge got in on his own side, giving him a dollar tip.
The other car, the dark-colored Buick or Olds—it might’ve been black—was pretty new. Was a man in it. The man’s arm stuck out the window—you know, his elbow did—with the short sleeve rolled up once or twice. The arm looked kind of sunburned and had light kind of reddish-blond-color hair on it.
This other car tried to cut in front of the judge’s car, but the judge kept moving and wouldn’t let him in. So the other car sped off down toward the head of the exit line, down by the gate, the man in a big hurry. There was a lot of horns blowing. The cars down there wouldn’t let the other car in either. People going home after giving their money at the windows, they weren’t giving away nothing else.
It looked like the other car tried to edge in again right as the judge’s car came to the gate to go out on Dequindre. There was a crash. Bam!
The valet parking attendant, Everett Livingston, said he looked down there, but didn’t see anybody get out of the cars. It looked like the judge’s car had run into the front fender of the other car as it tried to nose in. Then the judge’s car backed up some and went around the other car and out the gate, going south on Dequindre toward Nine Mile. The other car must have stalled. A few more cars went past it. Then the other car made it out and that was the last the valet parking attendant saw or thought of them until he read about the judge in the paper.
Leaving the track, all Clement wanted to do was keep Sandy and the Albanian in sight.
Forget the silver Mark VI.
Follow the black Cadillac, the Albanian stiff-arming the wheel like a student driver taking his road test, hugging the inside lane in the night traffic. It should’ve been easy.
Except the Mark kept getting in Clement’s way.
The ding in the fender didn’t bother Clement. It wasn’t his car. Realizing the guy in the Mark was a jig with a white girl didn’t bother him either, too much. He decided the guy was in numbers or dope and if that’s what the girl wanted, some spade with a little fag mustache, fine. Since coming to Detroit, Clement had seen all kinds of jigs with white girls. He didn’t stare at them the way he used to.
But this silver Mark was something else, poking along in the center lane with a half block of clear road ahead, holding Clement back while the Cadillac got lost up there among all the red taillights. The jig was driving his big car with his white lady; he didn’t care who was behind him or if anybody might be in a hurry. That’s what got to Clement, the jig’s attitude. Also, the jig’s hair.
Clement popped on his brights and could see the guy clearly through the rear windshield. The guy’s hair, when he turned to the girl, looked like a black plastic wig, the twenty-nine-dollar tango-model ducktail. Fucking spook. Clement began thinking of the guy as a Cuban-looking jig. Oily looking. Then, as the chicken-fat jig.
Sandy and the Albanian turned right on Nine Mile. Clement got over into the right lane. When he was almost to the corner the silver Mark cut in front of him and made the turn.
Clement said, You believe it?
He followed the taillights around the corner and gunned it, wanting to run up the guy’s silver rear-end. But instinct saved him. Something cautioned Clement to take her easy and, sure enough, there was a dark-blue Hazel Park police car up ahead. The Continental shot past it. The police car kept cruising along and Clement hung back now.
He saw the light at the next intersection, John R, change to green.
The Albanian’s Cadillac was already turning left, followed by several cars. Now the Mark was swinging onto John R without blinking, making a wide sweep past the Holiday Inn on the corner. Clement began to accelerate as the police car continued through the intersection. He reached the corner with the light turning red, heard horns blowing and his tires squealing and thought for a second he was going to jump the curb and shoot into the Holiday Inn—a man on the sidewalk was scooping up his little dog to get out of the way—but Clement didn’t even hit the curb. As he got straightened out he floored it down John R, beneath an arc of streetlights and past neon signs, came up behind the lumbering Mark and laid on his horn. The chicken-fat jig’s head turned to his rear-view mirror. Clement pulled out, glanced over as he passed the Mark and saw the jig’s face and his middle finger raised to the side window.
My oh my, Clement thought. I’ll play a tune on your head, Mr. Jig, you get smart with me.
Except he had to be alert now. The next light was Eight Mile, the Detroit city limits. Sandy and the Albanian could turn either way or make a little jog and pick up 75 if they were headed downtown. If they made the light Clement would have to make it too. Else he’d lose them and have to start all over setting up the Albanian.
The Eight Mile light showed green. Clement gave the car some gas. He glanced over, surprised, feeling a car passing him on the right—the Mark, the silver boat gliding by, then drifting in front of him as Clement tried to speed up, seeing the light turn to amber. There was still time for both of them to skin through; but the chicken-fat jig braked at the intersection and Clement had to jam his foot down hard, felt his rear-end break loose and heard his tires scream and saw that big silver deck right in front of him as he nailed his car to a stop.
Sandy and the Albanian were gone. Nowhere in sight.
The chicken-fat jig had his head cocked, staring at his rear-view mirror.
Clement said, Well, I got time for you now, Mr. Jig, you want to play . . .
The girl turned half around and had to squint into the bright headlights.
“I think it’s the same one.”
“Sure it is,” Alvin Guy said. “Same wise-ass. You see his license number?”
“He’s too close.”
“When I start up, take a look. If he follows us pick up the phone, tell the operator it’s a nine-eleven.”
“I don’t think I know how to work it,” the girl said. She had lighted a cigarette less than a minute before; now she stubbed it out in the ashtray.
“You don’t know how to do much of anything,” Alvin Guy said to the rear-view mirror. He saw the light change to green and moved straight ahead at a normal speed, watching the headlights reflected in the mirror as he crossed Eight Mile and entered John R again, in Detroit now, and said to the headlights, “Out of Hazel Park now, stupid. You don’t know it, but you’re going downtown—assault with a deadly weapon.”
“He hasn’t really done anything,” the girl said, holding the phone and looking through the windshield at the empty street that was lighted by a row of lampposts but seemed dismal, the storefronts dark. She felt the jolt and the car lurch forward as she heard metal bang against metal and Alvin Guy say, “Son of a bitch—” She heard the operator’s voice in the telephone receiver. She heard Alvin Guy yelling at the operator or at her, “Nine eleven, nine eleven!” And felt the car struck from behind again and lurch forward, picking up speed.
Clement held his front bumper pressed against the Mark, accelerating, feeling it as a physical effort, as though he were using his own strength. The Mark tried to dig out and run but Clement stayed tight and kept pushing. The Mark tried to brake, tentatively, and Clement bounced off its bumper a few times. The Mark edged over into the right lane, the street empty ahead. Clement was ready, knowing the guy was about to try something. There was a cross-street coming up.
But the guy made his move before reaching the intersection: cut a hard, abrupt left to whip the car off his tail, shot into a parking lot—no doubt to scoot through the alley in some tricky jig move—and Clement said, “You dumb shit,” as headlights lit up the cyclone fence and the Mark nosed to a hard, gravel-skidding stop. Clement coasted in past the red sign on the yellow building that said American La France Fire Equipment. A spot beamed down from the side of the building, lighting the Lincoln Mark VI like a new model on display.
Or an animal caught in headlight beams, standing dumb. Clement thought of that, easing his car up next to and a little ahead of the Mark—so he could see the chicken-fat jig through his windshield, the jig holding a car telephone, yelling at it like he was pretty sore, while the girl held onto gold chains around her neck.
Clement reached down under the front seat, way under, for the brown-paper grocery bag, opened it and drew out a Walther P.38 automatic. He reached above him then to slide open the sunroof and had to twist out from under the steering wheel before he could pull himself upright. Standing on the seat now, the roof opening catching him at the waist, he had a good view of the Mark’s windshield in the flood of light from above. Clement extended the Walther. He shot the chicken-fat jig five times, seeing the man’s face, then not seeing it, the windshield taking on a frosted look with the hard, clear hammer of the evenly spaced gunshots, until a chunk fell out of the windshield. He could hear the girl screaming then, giving it all she had.
Clement got out and walked around to the driver’s side of the Mark. He had to reach way in to pull the guy upright and then out through the door opening, careful, trying not to touch the blood that was all over the guy’s light-blue suit. The guy was a mess. He didn’t look Cuban now; he didn’t look like anything. The girl was still screaming.
Clement said, “Hey, shut up, will you?”
She stopped to catch her breath, then began making a weird wailing sound, hysterical. Clement said, “Hey!” He saw it wasn’t going to do any good to yell at her, so he hunched himself into the Mark with one knee on the seat and punched her hard in the mouth—not with any shoulder or force in it but hard enough to give her a drunk-dazed look as he backed out of the car. Clement stooped down to get the guy’s billfold, holding the guy’s coat open with the tips of two fingers. There were three one-hundred-dollar bills and two twenties inside, credit cards, a couple of checks, ticket stubs from the track and a thin little 2 by 3 spiral notebook. Clement took the money and notebook. He leaned into the Continental again, bracing his forearm against the steering wheel, pulled the keys from the ignition and said to the girl giving him the dazed look, “Come on. Show me where your boyfriend lives.”
They drove over Eight Mile to Woodward and turned south, Clement glancing at the girl sitting rigidly against the door as he gave her a little free advice.
“You take up with colored you become one of them. Don’t you know that? Whether it’s a white girl with a jig or a white guy with a colored girl, you’re with them, you go to their places. You don’t see the white guy taking the little colored chickie home or the white girl neither. He ever come to your place?”
The girl didn’t answer, one hand on her purse, the other still holding onto her gold chains. Hell, he didn’t want her chains, even if they were real. You start fooling around trying to fence shit like that . . .
“I asked you a question. He ever come to your place?”
“Sometimes.”
“Well, that’s unusual. What was he in, numbers, dope? He’s too old to be a pimp. He looked like a pimp, though. You know it? I can’t say much for your taste, Jesus, a guy like that—Where you from? You live in Detroit all your life?”
She said yes, not sounding too sure about it. Then asked him, “What’re you gonna do to me?”
“I ain’t gonna do nothing you show me where the man lives. He married?”
“No.”
“But he lives in Palmer Woods? Those’re big houses.”
Clement waited. It was like talking to a child.
They passed the State Fairgrounds off to the left, beyond the headlights moving north to the suburbs, going home. The southbound traffic was thin, almost to nothing this time of night, the taillights of a few cars up ahead; but they were gone by the time Clement stopped for the light at Seven Mile. He said, “This ain’t my night. You know it? I believe I’ve caught every light in town.” The girl clung to her door in silence. “We turn right, huh? I know it’s just west of Wood’ard some.”
He heard the girl’s door open and made a grab for her, but she was out of the car, the door swinging wide and coming back at him.
Shit, Clement said.
He waited for the light to change, watching the pale pink figure running across Seven Mile and past the cyclone fence on the corner. All he could see was a dark mass of trees beyond her, darker than the night sky, the girl running awkwardly, past the fence and down the fairway of the public golf course, Palmer Park Municipal—running with her purse, like she had something in it, or running for her life. Dumb broad didn’t even know where she was going. A Detroit Police station was just down Seven a ways, toward the other side of the park. He’d been brought in there the time he was picked up for hawking a queer and released when the queer wouldn’t identify him. If he remembered correctly it was the 12th Precinct.
Clement jumped the car off the green light so the door would slam closed, turned right, cut across Seven Mile in a jog to the left and came to a stop at the edge of the golf course parking lot. The girl was running down the fairway in his headlight beams, straight down, not even angling for the trees. Clement got out and went after her. He ran about a hundred yards, no more, and stopped, even though he was gaining on her.
He said, What in hell you doing, anyway? Getting your exercise?
Clement extended the Walther, steadied it in the palm of his left hand, squeezed off a round and saw her stumble—Jesus, it was loud—and shot her twice more, he was pretty sure, before she hit the ground.
Anybody standing there, Clement would have bet him the three rounds had done the job. Except he saw the girl, for just a second, sitting in a Frank Murphy courtroom fingering her chains. Better to take an extra twenty seconds to be sure than do twenty years in Jackson. Clement went to have a look. He saw starlight shining in her eyes and thought, That wasn’t a bad looking girl. You know it?
Walking back to his car Clement realized something else and said to himself, You dumb shit. Now you can’t go to the man’s house. 2
“I THINK YOU’RE AFRAID OF WOMEN,” the girl from the News said. “I think that’s the root of the problem.”
Raymond Cruz wasn’t sure whose problem she was referring to, if it was supposed to be his problem or hers.
She said, “Do you think women are devious?”
“You mean women reporters?”
“Women in general.”
Sitting in Carl’s Chop House surrounded by an expanse of empty white tablecloths, their waitress off somewhere, Raymond Cruz wondered if it was worth the free drinks and dinner or the effort required to give thoughtful answers.
“No,” he said.
“You don’t feel intimidated by women?”
“No, I’ve always liked women.”
“At certain times,” the girl from the News said. “Otherwise, I’d say you’re indifferent to women. They don’t fit into your male world.”
Wherever she was going the girl writer with the degree from Michigan and four years with The Detroit News seemed to be getting there. It was ten past one in the morning. Her face glistened, her wine glass was smudged with prints and lipstick. The edge remained in her tone and she no longer listened to answers. Raymond Cruz was tired. He forgot what he was going to say next—and was rescued by their waitress, smiling through sequined glasses.
“I haven’t heard your beeper go off. Must be a slow night.”
Raymond touched his napkin to his mustache and gave her a smile. “No, it hasn’t, huh?” And said to the girl from the News, “One time Milly heard my beeper three tables away. I had it on me and didn’t even hear it.”
“You weren’t feeling no pain either,” the waitress said. “I come over to the table. I said isn’t that your beeper? He didn’t even hear it.” She picked up his empty glass. “Can I get you something else?”
The girl from the News didn’t answer or seem interested. She was lighting another cigarette, leaving a good half of her New York strip sirloin untouched. She already had coffee. Raymond said he’d have another shell of beer and asked Milly if she’d wrap up the piece of steak.
The girl from the News said, “I don’t want it.”
He said, “Well, somebody’ll probably take it.”
“You have a dog?”
“I’ll eat it for breakfast. Here’s the thing,” Raymond said, trying to show a little interest. “A man wouldn’t say to me, ‘I think you’re afraid of women.’ Or ask me if I think women are devious. Women ask questions like that. I don’t know why, but they do.”
“Your wife said you never talked about your work.”
His wife—The girl from the News kept winging at him, coming in from blind sides.
Raymond said, “I hope you’re a psychiatrist along with being a reporter—you’re getting into something now. In the first place she’s not my wife anymore, we’re divorced. Is that what you’re writing about, police divorce rate?”
“She feels you didn’t say much about anything, but especially your work.”
“You talked to Mary Alice?” Sounding almost astonished. “When’d you talk to her?”
“The other day. How come you don’t have children?”
“Because we don’t, that’s all.”
“She said you seldom if ever showed any emotion or told her how you felt. Men in other professions, they have a problem at work, they’re not getting along with a customer or their boss, they come home and tell their wives about it. Then the wife gives hubby a few sympathetic strokes—poor baby—it’s why he tells her.”
The waitress with the gray hair and sequined glasses, Milly, placing his shell of beer on the table, said, “Where’s your buddy?”
The girl from the News jabbed her cigarette out. She sat back and looked off across the field of tablecloths.
“Who, Jerry?”
“The kinda sandy-haired one with the mustache.”
“Yeah, Jerry. He was gonna try and make it. You haven’t seen him, huh?”
“No, I don’t think he’s been in. I wouldn’t swear to it though. Who gets the doggie bag?”
The girl from the News waited.
“Just put it there,” Raymond said. “She doesn’t take it, I will.”
“I have a name,” the girl from the News said as the waitress walked away. Then hunched toward him and said, “I think your values are totally out of sync with reality.”
Raymond sipped his beer, trying to relate her two statements. He saw her nose in sharp focus, the sheen of her skin heightened by tension. She was annoyed and for a moment he felt good about it. But it was a satisfaction he didn’t need and he said, “What’re you mad at?”
“I think you’re still playing a role,” the girl said. “You did the Serpico thing in Narcotics. You thought Vice was fun—”
“I said some funny things happened.”
“Now you’re into another role, the Lieutenant of Homicide.”
“Acting Lieutenant. I’m filling in.”
“I want to ask you about that. How old are you?”
“Thirty-six.”
“Yeah, that’s what it said in your file, but you don’t look that old. Tell me . . . how do you get along with the guys in your squad?”
“Fine. Why?”
“Do you . . . handle them without any trouble?”
“What do you mean, ‘handle them’?”
“You don’t seem very forceful to me.”
Tell her you have to go to the Men’s, Raymond thought.
“Too mild-mannered—” She stopped and then said, with some enthusiasm, making a great discovery, “That’s it—you’re trying to look older, aren’t you? The big mustache, conservative navy-blue suit—but you know how you come off?”
“How?”
“Like someone posing in an old tintype photo, old-timey.”
Raymond leaned on the table, interested. “No kidding, that’s what you see?”
“Like you’re trying to look like young Wyatt Earp,” the girl from the News said, watching him closely. “You relate to that, don’t you? The no-bullshit Old West lawman.”
“Well,” Raymond said, “you know where Holy Trinity is? South of here, not far from Tiger Stadium? That’s where I grew up. We played cowboys and Indians over on Belle Isle, shot at each other with B-B guns. I was born in McAllen, Texas, but I don’t remember much about living there.”
“I thought I heard an accent every once in a while,” the girl from the News said. “You’re Mexican then, not Puerto Rican?”
Raymond sat back again. “You think I was made acting lieutenant as part of Affirmative Action? Get the minorities in?”
“Don’t be so sensitive. I asked a simple question. Are you of Mexican descent?”
“What’re you, Jewish or Italian?”
“Forget it,” the girl from the News said.
Raymond raised a finger at her. “See, a man wouldn’t say that either. ‘Forget it.’ ”
“Don’t point at me.” The girl’s anger rising that quickly. “Why wouldn’t a man say it, because he’d be afraid of you?”
“Or he’d be more polite. I mean why act tough?”
“I don’t carry a gun,” the girl from the News said, “and I’m not playing the role, you are. Like John Wayne or somebody. Clint Eastwood. Don’t you relate to that type? Want to be like them?”
“Do I want to be an actor?”
“You know what I mean.”
“I’m in homicide,” Raymond said. “I don’t have to make up anything; it’s usually dramatic enough the way it is.”
“Wow, is that revealing.” She stared with a look that said she knew something he didn’t. “You’re almost in contact with your center. You catch a glimpse of it and the transference is immediate. I have to be this way because of my job—”
“I don’t like to look at my center,” Raymond said, straight-faced.
“A smart-ass attitude is another defense,” the girl said. “I think it’s fairly obvious the basic impediment is all this machismo bullshit cops are so hung up on—carrying the big gun, that trip. But I don’t want to get into male ego or penis symbols if we can help it.”
“No, let’s keep it clean.”
The girl studied him sadly. “I could comment on that, too, the immediate reference to sexuality as something dirty. It’s not a question, lieutenant, of keeping it clean, but I guess we should try to keep it simple. Just the facts, ma’m, if you know what I mean.”
He wondered if it was safe to speak. Then took a chance. “I’ll tell you what influenced me most, once I joined the force. The detective sergeants, the old pros. You had to be in at least twenty years to make detective sergeant. Now, we don’t have the rank anymore. You don’t wait your turn, you take a test and if you pass you move up.”
“Like you did,” the girl from the News said. “A lieutenant with only fifteen years seniority. Because you went to college?”
“Partly,” Raymond said. “If I was black I might even be an inspector by now.”
The girl from the News perked up. “Do I hear resentment, a little bias, perhaps?”
“No, you don’t. I’m telling you how it is. The old pros are still around; but they’ve been passed up along the way by some who aren’t pros yet.”
“You sound bitter.”
“No, I’m not.”
“Then you sound like an old man. In fact you dress like an old man.” The girl from the News kept punching at him.
Dressing this afternoon, knowing he was going to be interviewed, Raymond had put on the navy-blue summer-weight suit, a white short-sleeved shirt and a dark-blue polka-dot tie. He had bought the suit five months ago, following his appointment to lieutenant. He had grown the mustache, he would have to admit, to look older, letting it grow and liking it more and more as it filled in dark and took a bandit turn down around the corners of his mouth. He felt the mustache made him look serious, maybe a little mean. He was five-ten and a half and weighed one-sixty-four, down fifteen pounds in the past few months. It showed in his face, gave him a gaunt, stringy look and made him appear taller.
The girl from the News brought it back to impressions, images, the possible influence of certain screen detective types, and Raymond said he thought movie detectives looked like cowboys. A mistake. The girl from the News jumped on that, said it was revealing and wrote something in her notebook. Raymond said he didn’t mean real working cowboys, he meant, you know, the jeans, the denim outfits some of them wore. He said Detroit Police detectives had to wear coats and ties on duty. The girl from the News said she thought that was a drag.
They didn’t seem to be getting anywhere. Raymond said, “Well, if that’s it . . .”
“You still haven’t answered the question,” the girl from the News said, giving him a weary but patient look.
“Would you mind repeating it?”
“The question is, why can’t a cop leave his macho role at headquarters and show a little sensitivity at home? Why can’t you separate self from your professional role and admit some of your vulnerability, your fears, and not just talk about your triumphs?”
It was the first time he had heard anyone use the word. Triumphs.
“You know, like”—lowering her voice to sound masculine—“ ‘Well, we closed another case, dear. Let’s have a drink.’ But what about your resentments, all the annoying, picky things that’re part of your job?”
Raymond nodded, picturing the scene. “Okay, I come home, my wife says, ‘How’d it go today, dear?’ I say, ‘Oh, not too bad, honey. I got something I want to share with you.’ ”
The girl from the News was staring at him, a little hurt or maybe resigned. “I was hoping we could keep it serious.”
“I’m serious. You’re the wife. You say, ‘Hi, honey. Have anything you’d like to share with me?’ And I say, ‘As a matter of fact, honey, I want to tell you something I learned today about sharing, as a matter of fact.’ ”
The girl from the News was suspicious, but said, “All right, what?”
“Well, a young woman was murdered,” Raymond said solemnly. “Cause of death strangulation, asphyxia due to mechanical compression, traces of seminal fluid in mouth, vagina and rectum—”
The girl from the News said, “God.”
“So today we talk to a couple of suspects and one of them agrees to cop if we’ll trade off with nothing heavier than manslaughter. We dicker around, offer him second degree and finally he says okay. He says actually it was his buddy that killed her. His buddy’s fresh out of the joint and very horny. See, what happened, they met the girl in a bar and the guy making the statement says she was all over him. So they take her out in a field and after the first guy’s done he lets his buddy have seconds.”
“Lieutenant—”
“That’s what he said, let his buddy have seconds. Well, the buddy gets in there and won’t stop. I mean he just keeps, you know, going. Make a long story short, the girl starts screaming and the buddy panics and strangles her to shut her up. But, he’s not sure she’s dead. What if she comes to and identifies them in a lineup? So, they find this big chunk of concrete that’d been used to anchor a fence post—weighed about a hundred pounds—and they pick it up and drop it on the girl’s face. Pick it up, drop it on her face again.”
The girl from the News was reaching for her big mail-bag purse.
“Pick it up, drop it. When we found her, we thought maybe a semi had run over her. I mean you wouldn’t believe this was a girl’s face.”
“I don’t think you’re funny.”
“No, it isn’t funny at all. But then the guy said in his statement—”
The girl from the News was walking away from the table.
“He said, ‘This is what I get for playing Mr. Nice Guy and sharing my broad with my buddy.’ ”
He walked across Grand River to Dunleavy’s. Jerry Hunter was at the bar with a girl who was resting her arm on Jerry’s shoulder, close to him but acting bored. She took time to look Raymond Cruz over while he placed his doggie bag on the bar and ordered a bourbon.
Hunter said, “Where’s your girlfriend?”
“They have a new thing,” Raymond said. “They invite you to dinner. Then just before the check comes they get mad and walk out. Leave you with a forty-two-dollar tab.”
The girl with Hunter said, “Is he one, too? He’s kinda cute.”
Hunter said, “She’s trying to figure out what I do for a living.”
“If anything,” the girl said, moving slightly to the jukebox disco music. “Don’t tell me, okay?” She narrowed green-shadowed eyes as she moved with the beat. “If we were over at Lindell’s—who’s in town?— you might be ballplayers. Except they never wear ties. Nobody wears ties.” She stopped and gave Hunter a shrewd look. “Tie with a sportshirt, suitcoat doesn’t match the pants—you teach shop at some high school, right? And your buddy”—looking at Raymond Cruz again—“what’s your sign?”
There was an electronic sound close among them, faint but insistent, a mechanical voice saying beep beep beep beep—until Raymond opened his coat and shut it off. Going to the payphone he heard the girl saying to Hunter, “Jesus Christ, you’re cops. I knew it. That’s the next thing I was gonna say.”
Everybody knows everything, Raymond Cruz thought. How’d everybody get so smart? 3
BECAUSE OF THE LIGHTS Raymond Cruz thought of a movie set. The overhead burglar spot and the headlights illuminating the scene. He thought of an actor in a television commercial saying, “The victim’s suit is light blue, the blood dark red and the gravel a grayish white.” He thought of a movie running backward in a projector, seeing the uniformed officers sucked into the blue and white Plymouths and the squad cars and the EMS van and the morgue wagon yanked out of the picture. Stop there—leaving the silver Continental and the murder victim. He heard Jerry Hunter say, “Well, somebody finally did in the little fucker.”
It was difficult to think of Alvin Guy as victim.
“When I talked to Herzog,” Raymond said, “the first thing I thought was how come it hasn’t happened before this?” He stood at the edge of the scene with Hunter and his executive sergeant, Norbert Bryl. “Who found him?”
“Car from the 11th,” Bryl said. “The judge’d called nine-eleven on his car phone, but the operator couldn’t get the location. Then a few minutes later a woman on the next street over there, 20413 Coventry, she calls at one-thirty-five to report gunshots.”
“How about witnesses?”
“Nothing yet. Wendell’s talking to the woman. Maureen’s around someplace. American La France doesn’t have a night number, but I don’t think Judge Guy was here buying fire equipment.”
“The squad-car guys make him?”
“Yeah. They couldn’t tell by looking at him, but his wallet was lying there.”
Raymond said, quietly but earnestly, “If they knew it’s Guy then why didn’t they pick him up and dump him in Hazel Park? It’s two blocks away.”
“Lieutenants aren’t supposed to talk like that,” Bryl said. “It’s a nice idea though. Their body, their case. The squad-car guys didn’t know for sure he’s dead, so they call EMS. EMS comes, they take one look, call the meat wagon.”
Hunter said, “They don’t know he’s dead? He took about three in the mouth, two more in the chest, through and through, big fucking exit wounds—they don’t know he’s dead.”
Uniformed evidence technicians were taking Polaroid shots of the body and the Mark VI, measuring distances, drawing a plan of the scene, picking up betting ticket stubs, credit cards, cigarette butts; they would haul the judge’s car to the police garage on Jefferson and go over it for prints, poke around in all its crevices. One of the morgue attendants, in khaki shirt and pants, stood watching with a plastic body bag over his shoulder. Bryl began making notes for his Case Assigned Report.
It was 2:50 A.M. Alvin Guy had been dead little more than an hour and Raymond Cruz, the acting lieutenant in the navy-blue suit he had put on because he was meeting the girl from the News, felt time running out. He said, “Well, let’s knock on some doors. We’re not gonna do this one without a witness. We start dipping in the well something like this we’ll have people copping to everything but the killing of Jesus. I don’t want suspects out of the file. I want a direction we can move on. I want to bust in the door while the guy’s still in bed, opens his eyes he can’t fucking believe it. Otherwise—we’re all retired down in Florida working for the Coconuts Police Department, the case still open. I don’t want that to happen.”
Norbert Bryl, the executive sergeant of Squad Seven, Detroit Police Homicide Section, had his graying hair razor-cut and styled at “J” Roberts on East Seven Mile once a month. He liked dark shirts and light-colored ties, beige on maroon, wore wire-frame tinted glasses and carried a flashlight that was nearly two feet long. Bryl plotted a course before he moved.
He said, “You don’t want to rule out robbery as the only motive.”
“Fires through the windshield and hits Guy in the mouth,” Raymond said. “I want to meet this robber before he gets into something heavy.”
The acting lieutenant left a few minutes later to find a telephone and report to Inspector Herzog. They did not talk about murder over radios.
Wendell Robinson, in a three-piece light-gray suit, came out of the darkness holding a small brown-paper sack. He said, “You doing any good? . . . I talk to the woman on Coventry call the nine-eleven? I say, I believe you heard some gunshots. The woman say yeah, and I saw the man done it. Earlier he was out in the alley and I saw him with this gun. I ask her which man is this and she told me he lives down the street, twenty-two five-eleven. I go down there, get the man out of his bed and ask him about a gun he has. Man frowns and squints like he’s trying to get his memory working. Says no, I don’t recall no gun. I say well, the lady down the street saw you with a gun, out’n the alley. You come on downtown we’ll have a witness lineup, see if she can pick you out. The man say oh, that gun. Yeah, old thing I was looking to shoot rats with. Yeah, I found that gun yesterday, right in the same alley.” Wendell held up the bag. “Little froze-up Saturday night piece, blow the man’s hand off he ever fire it.”
“They lie to you,” Hunter said. “They fucking lie right to your face.”
Another man sitting in a car had been shot to death in front of the Soup Kitchen, corner of Franklin and Orleans, and the shooter—they learned later—had waited around to see the police cars and the EMS van arrive before he hopped on a Jefferson Avenue bus and went home.
There were people here, hanging around the unmarked blue Plymouth sedans, who had thrown on clothes or a bathrobe to come out and watch. Most of them seemed to be black people. Women holding their arms like they were cold. Figures silhouetted by the street light on the corner. It was a clear night, temperature in the mid-60s, warm for October.
Hunter, running a finger beneath his sandy mustache, stared openly at the watchers, studying them. When he turned to Bryl he said, “If it’s robbery, why’d the judge pull in here?”
“To take a leak,” Bryl said. “How do I know why he pulled in. But he was robbed and that’s all we got so far.”
“It was a hit,” Hunter said. “Two guys. They set him up—see him at the track, arrange a meet. Maybe sell him some dope. One of ’em gets in the car with the judge, like he’s gonna make the deal, the other guy—he’s not gonna shoot through the window, his partner’s in the line of fire. So he hits him through the windshield. With a .45.”
“Now you have the weapon,” Bryl said. “Where’d you get the .45?”
“Same place you got the piss he had to take,” Hunter said. “Any way you put the judge here, for whatever reason, it’s still a hit.”
“This other man in the car,” Wendell Robinson said, “he sitting there while the judge’s calling the nine-eleven?”
“You guys’re hung up on details,” Hunter said. “We’re talking about motive. Did the shooter have a motive other’n robbery?”
“Okay, I’m gonna give you the job, make up the list of suspects,” Bryl said, “if you have enough paper and pencils and you have about a month with nothing to do, because you know how many names you’re talking about? Every lawyer ever had a case in front of Judge Guy. Every guy he ever sent away. Everybody in the Wayne County Prosecutor’s office. Every police officer—I’ll be conservative—half the police officers in the city. Put down about twenty-six hundred names right there. Anybody even knew the prick, it’s gone through their mind.”
Wendell Robinson said to Hunter, “Idea upsets him.”
“Yeah, he don’t want to think about it,” Hunter said, “but it was a fucking hit and he knows it.”
Maureen Downey appeared out of the dark now and stood listening, holding a notebook and purse to her breast the way young girls carry school books. When Hunter noticed her she said, “If it was a hit, why’d he drive in here?”
“To go the bathroom,” Hunter said. “Maureen, let’s get out of here and find a motel.”
She said, “Let’s see if we can get a positive I.D. on the other car first.”
Hunter said, “You think you’re gonna impress me with that detective shit, you’re crazy. You’re a girl, Maureen.”
“I know I’m a girl,” Maureen said. She smiled easily and was never shocked, by words or bullet wounds. She had the healthy look of a brown-haired, 110-pound marathon runner and had been a homicide detective five of her fourteen years with the Detroit Police Department. Hunter would remind Maureen she was a girl. Or Hunter would tell her she was just one of the dicks. Hunter liked to play with Maureen and see her perfect teeth when she smiled.
Bryl used his flashlight to poke her arm and said, “What other car, Maureen?”
* * *
They waited as Raymond Cruz walked over to them from the Plymouth. He said, “Who wants another one?” Keeping his voice low. “Twenty-five-to-thirty-year-old white female, no I.D. Well dressed, shot, possibly raped, burn marks—what look like burn marks—on the inside of her thighs. Found her in Palmer Park half hour ago.”
“Insect bites,” Hunter said. “They can look like burn marks. Remember the guy—what was his name—the GM exec. Looked like he’d been burned, it turned out to be ant bites.”
“Somebody lying in the weeds a couple of days, maybe,” Raymond said. “This one’s fresh. Car from the 12th spotted a guy out on the golf course, two o’clock in the morning. They put a light on him and he runs. Start chasing him and almost trip over the woman’s body.”
Bryl said, “They get the guy?”
“Not yet, but they think he’s still in the park.”
Hunter said, “Tell ’em they want to I.D. the lady, go across Woodward—what’s the name of that place?—where all the hookers and the fags hang out.”
“I asked Herzog, he said no, she doesn’t look like a hooker. Probably she was dumped there. So—we can have her if we want. Herzog says how’s it look here? I told him I don’t know, we could be around all day and still use some help.”
Maureen said, “We’ve got a second car at the scene. Young guy hanging around—wait’ll you hear the story.”
Raymond took time to give her a warm look that was almost a smile. “I turn my back a few minutes, Maureen, what do you do? Come up with a witness. Is he any good?”
“I think you’re gonna like him,” Maureen said, opening her notebook.
In his statement Gary Sovey, twenty-eight, explained how his car had been stolen the previous week and how a friend of his happened to see it this evening in the parking lot of the Intimate Lounge on John R. Gary said he went over there with a baseball bat to wait for whoever stole it to come out of the lounge and get in the car, a ’78 VW Scirocco. Gary stated that he waited in the vicinity of Local 771 UAW-CIO headquarters, which is between the Intimate Lounge and the American La France Fire Equipment Company. At approximately 1:30 A.M. he saw the Silver Mark VI traveling at a high rate of speed south on John R with a black Buick like nailed to its tail. He heard tires squeal and thought the two cars had turned the corner onto Remington. He was on the north side of Local 771, in other words away from the American La France parking lot, so he didn’t actually see what happened. But he did hear something that sounded like gunshots. Five of them that he could still hear if he concentrated. Pow, pow, pow, pow, pow. About a minute later he thought he heard what sounded like a woman screaming, but he isn’t positive about that part. Was he sure the black car was a Buick? Yes. In fact, Gary said, it was an ’80 Riviera and he would bet it had red pin-striping on it.
“The part about the woman screaming—” Raymond stopped. “First—did he get the guy who stole his car?”
Maureen said it turned out the car had been there two or three days, abandoned, and the Intimate Lounge owner was about to call the police. So Gary was still mad.
She said, “I like the part about the woman screaming too. We can talk to Gary about it some more.”
Raymond said, “If there was a woman with the judge and the guy’s gonna shoot her anyway, why didn’t he do it here?”
Hunter said, “Took her to the park, fool around a little first.”
Bryl said, “I love to listen to you guys. You take the bare possibility a woman was even here and you make her the one found in the park. Two separate shootings with no apparent nexus at all except they were both shot about the same time. The judge here, the woman four, five miles away in Palmer Park.”
“Across the street from Palmer Woods,” Raymond said, “where the judge lived.”
It stopped Bryl for a moment. He said, “Okay, you want to believe it, that’s fine. If there’s a connection we’ll know by this afternoon, but right now I’m not gonna jump up in the air and get all excited. You know why?”
As he spoke they separated, moving aside to let the morgue wagon roll out to the street and Raymond didn’t hear the rest of what Bryl said. He didn’t have to. Norb Bryl wasn’t going to jump up in the air because he was Norb Bryl—who weighed evidence before giving an opinion and kept hunches to himself. He would say, “We don’t even know absolutely for sure from the medical examiner the cause of death and you’re talking about a nexus.” Bryl had established his image.
Raymond Cruz was still working on his.
Thirty-six years old—what do you want to be when you grow up? He wanted to be a police officer. He was a police officer. But what kind? (This is where it became gray, hazy.) Uniformed? Precinct Commander? Administrative? Deputy Chief some day with a big office, drapes—shit, why not work for General Motors?
He could be dry-serious like Norbert Bryl, he could be dry-cool like Wendell Robinson, he could be crude and a little crazy like Jerry Hunter . . . or he could appear quietly unaffected, stand with hands in the pockets of his dark suit, expression solemn beneath the gunfighter mustache . . . and the girl from the News would see it as his Dodge City pose: the daguerreotype peace officer, now packing a snub-nosed .38 Smith with rubberbands around the grip instead of a hogleg .44.
How did he explain himself to her? Pictures could jump in his head, as they did right now, clamor for him to tie in the two killings, because he knew beyond any doubt there was a nexus and ballistics and lipstick on cigarette butts would prove it . . . Or, tests would prove nothing and that’s why there were bored, cynical policemen who seldom ever hoped and were never disappointed . . . if you wanted to get into poses. Tell her there were all different kinds of policemen just as there were all different kinds of priests and baseball players. Why would she tell him he was posing? Playing a role, she said. You had to know you were doing it before you could be accused of posing. The gunship colonel in that Vietnam movie who wore the old-fashioned cavalry hat—what’s his name, Robert Duvall—strutting across the beach, taking his shirt off to go surfing while the VC were shooting at him—that was posing, for Christ’s sake.
Raymond Cruz said to his sergeants, watching the morgue wagon drive off, “Who wants to go to Palmer Park? . . . Maureen?”
Alone together in the blue Plymouth neither of them said a word until they were almost to the park. Maureen assumed Raymond was going over the case, sorting out evidence, understandably withdrawn. Which was fine. She never felt obliged to talk, make up things, if there was nothing to say.
Maureen Downey wrote a paper in the ninth grade entitled “Why I Want To Be A Policewoman Someday.” (“Because it really sounds exciting . . .”) She had to leave Nashville, Michigan, to do it, entered the Detroit Police Academy and was assigned, for nine years, to Sex Crimes. Jerry Hunter would ask her why she supposed she was chosen for it and study her through half-closed eyes. He would ask her about deviates with weird fetishes and Maureen would say, “How about a guy who licks honey off of girls’ feet?” Hunter would say, “What’s wrong with that? . . . Come on, Maureen, give me a really weird one.” And Maureen would say, “I’m afraid if I give you a raunchy one you’ll try it.”
She was comfortable with all the members of the squad, maybe with Raymond a little more than the others; which didn’t seem to make sense, because most of the time he was pretty quiet, too. But when he did talk he said unexpected things or asked strange questions that didn’t seem to relate to anything.
Like suddenly, after long minutes of silence, asking her if she had seen Apocalypse Now.
Yes. She liked it a lot.
“What’d you like about it?”
“Martin Sheen. And the one on the boat, the skinny one that almost died of fright when the tiger jumped out.”
“You like Robert Duvall?”
“Yeah, I think he’s great.”
“You ever see a movie called The Gunfighter?”
“I don’t think so.”
“Gregory Peck. It’s pretty old—it was on the other night.”
“Not that I remember . . .”
“There’s a part in it,” Raymond said, “Gregory Peck’s sitting at a table in the saloon, his hands are out of sight, like in his lap, and this hotshot two-gun kid comes in and tries to pick a fight, needles Gregory Peck, you know, to go for his gun, so the kid can make a name for himself.”
“Did Gregory Peck have a big mustache?”
“Yeah, kinda. Pretty big.”
“Yeah, I think I did see it. It was a lot like yours.”
“What?”
“His mustache.”
“Kind of. Anyway, Gregory Peck doesn’t move. He tells the hotshot kid if he wants to draw, go ahead. But, he says, how do you know I don’t have a .44 pointing at your belly while you’re standing there? The kid almost draws, you can see him trying to make up his mind. Does Gregory Peck have a gun under there or not? Finally the kid backs off. He walks out and Gregory Peck sits back in the saloon chair and you see what he had under there was a pocket knife, paring his fingernails.”
“Yeah, I did see it,” Maureen said, “but I don’t remember much about it.”
“That was a good picture,” Raymond said, and was silent again. 4
WHEN SANDY STANTON first told Clement about the Albanian, Clement said, “What in the hell’s a Albanian?”
Sandy said, “An Albanian is a little fella with black hair and a whole shitpile of money he keeps down in his basement. He says in a safe inside a hidden room. You believe it?”
Clement said, “I still don’t know what a Albanian is even. What’s he do?”
“His name’s Skender Lulgjaraj—” pronouncing it to rhyme with Pull-your-eye.
“Jesus Christ,” Clement said.
“And if I spelled it you wouldn’t believe it,” Sandy said. “He’s a little black-eyed doll baby that loves to disco. Owns some Coney Island hot dog places and tells me about all this money he’s got every time I see him.”
“How many times is that?”
“I been seeing him at discos for months. Dresses nice; I think he’s doing all right.”
“Well, let’s go over and have us one with everything,” Clement said.
“Wait till I find out if he’s for real,” Sandy said. “Skender wants to take me to the race track.”
That had sounded pretty good. See what kind of a spender the Albanian was. Clement would tag along in Sandy’s other boyfriend’s car and Sandy would introduce him later that night—like they just happened to run into each other.
Except Clement ran into something else.
Del Weems wasn’t exactly Sandy’s other boyfriend, but she was staying in his apartment while he was out of town giving management seminars. Clement was staying with her.
Clement had never met Del Weems. He prowled around the man’s apartment learning about him: studying weird prints and pottery and metal sculptures the man had acquired as a member of the Fine-Art-of-the-Month Club and trying on the man’s Brooks Brothers clothes, size 42 suits, size 36 pants, the length not too bad but the bulk of the garments obscuring Clement’s wiry 160-pound frame. Sandy said he looked like he was playing dress-up, trying on his dad’s clothes. She said a boy with his build and his tattoos ought to stick to Duck Head bib overalls. They’d laugh and Clement would come out of the bedroom wearing yellow slacks and a flowery Lily Pulitzer sports jacket Clement said looked like a camouflage outfit in the war of the fairies and they’d laugh some more: the thirty-four-year-old boy from Lawton, Oklahoma, and the twenty-three-year-old girl from French Lick, Indiana, making it in the big city.
Sandy had met Del Weems when she was a cocktail waitress at Nemo’s in the Renaissance Center (and had quit after six months because she could never find her way out of the complex with all its different walks and levels and elevators you weren’t supposed to use—like being in Mammoth Cave—you looked way up about one hundred feet to the ceiling, except the RenCen was all rough cement, escalators, expensive shops and ficus trees). Del Weems was a good tipper. She started going out with him and staying over at his apartment, at first thinking Clement would love Del’s specs: forty-seven, divorced management consultant, lived on the twenty-fifth floor of 1300 Lafayette, drove a black Buick Riviera with red pin-striping, owned twelve suits and eight sportcoats; she hadn’t counted the pants.
Clement had asked what a management consultant was. Sandy said he like put deals together for big companies and told corporate executives—the way she understood it—how to run their business and not fuck up. Clement was skeptical because he couldn’t picture in his mind what Del Weems actually did. So when the man went off on this latest seminar and Clement came to stay, he pulled the man’s bills and bank statements out of the teakwood desk in the living room, studied them a few minutes and said shit, the man didn’t have money, he had credit cards. Clement said, You stick a .38 in the man’s mouth—all right, partner, give me all the money you been raking in off these fools, and what does the chicken fat do? Hands you his visa card. Shit no, it had to be cash and carry. Ethnics were the ones, Clement said. Ethnics, niggers, anybody that didn’t trust banks, had a piss-poor regard for the IRS and kept their money underneath the bed or in a lard can. Ethnics and dentists.
That’s why the Coney Island Albanian sounded good—if Clement could ever get close enough to check him out. In the meantime, cross off the chicken-fat consultant as a score, but use his place to rest up and get acquainted with the finer things in life. Drink the man’s Chivas, watch some TV and look out at the twenty-fifth-floor view of Motor City. Man oh man.
The Detroit River looked like any big-city river with worn-out industrial works and warehouses lining the frontage, ore boats and ocean freighters passing by, a view of Windsor across the way that looked about as much fun as Moline, Illinois, except for the giant illuminated Canadian Club sign over the distillery.
But then all of a sudden—as Clement edged his gaze to the right a little—there were the massive dark-glass tubes of the Renaissance Center, five towers, the tallest one seven hundred feet high, standing like a Buck Rogers monument over downtown. From here on, the riverfront was being purified with plain lines in clean cement, modern structures that reminded Clement a little of Kansas City or Cincinnati—everybody putting their new convention centers and sports arenas out where you could see them. (They had even been building a modernistic new shopping center in Lawton just before the terrible spring twister hit, the same one that picked Clement’s mom right out of the yard, running from the house to the storm cellar, and carried her off without leaving a trace.) Clement would swivel his gaze then over downtown and come around north—looking at all the parking lots that were like fallow fields among stands of old 1920s office buildings and patches of new cement—past Greektown tucked in down there—he could almost smell the garlic—past the nine-story Detroit Police headquarters, big and ugly, a glimpse of the top floors of the Wayne County jail beyond the police building, and on to the slender rise of the Frank Murphy Hall of Justice, where they had tried to nail Clement’s ass one time and failed. Clement liked views from high places after years in the flatlands of Oklahoma and feeling the sky pressing down on him. It was the same sky when you could see it, when it wasn’t thick with dampness, but it seemed a lot higher in Detroit. He would look up there and wonder if his mom was floating around somewhere in space.
Sandy stayed with the Albanian all night and came home to the high-rise apartment about noon with a tale of wonders—a secret door, a room hid-den away in the basement—aching to tell Clement about it.
And what was Clement doing? Reading the paper. Something he never did. Sitting on the couch in his Hanes briefs, scratching the reddish hair on his chest, idly tugging at his crotch, hunched over and staring at the newspaper spread open next to him, his mouth moving silently as he read.
“You reading the paper?”
Clement didn’t even look up. Now he was scratching the bright new blue and red tattoo of a gravestone on his right forearm that said In Memory of Mother.
“Hey!”
Hell with him. Sandy went into the bedroom and changed from her silk shirt and slacks to green satin jogging shorts and a T-shirt that said, Cedar Point, Sandusky, Ohio. She looked about seventeen, a freckled, reddish-blond 95-pounder with perky little breasts. Sort of a girl version of Clement, though a lot better looking. Not the type, at first glance, some management consultant would keep in his stylish apartment. But look again and see the fun in her eyes. It gave a man the feeling that if he turned her little motor on she’d whirl him back to his youth and take him places he’d never been.
Back in the living room she tried again. “You still reading the paper?”
You bet he was, every word for the second time, wondering how in the world he hadn’t recognized the judge last night—the face with the little tango-dancer mustache staring up at him from the front page. He had shot and killed Judge Alvin Guy and didn’t have a thing to show for it. Not even peace of mind now. If there wasn’t a reward for shooting the little dinge he ought to get a medal, something.
Sandy Stanton said, “Well, I saw the secret room and I saw this little safe he’s so proud of. I think me and you could pick it up without any fear of getting a hernia. But it was weird. I mean the room, with all these cots folded up and a fridge, one tiny room like full of canned goods . . . Hey, you listening or what?”
Clement sat back on the couch, exposing the pair of bluebirds tattooed above his pure-white breasts. When they had first met three and a half years ago at a disco, Clement had said, “You want to see my birds?” and opened his shirt to show her. Then he’d said, “You want to see my chicken?” When Sandy said yes he pulled his shirt out of his pants and showed her his navel in the center of his hard belly. Sandy said, “I don’t see any chicken.” And Clement said, “It’s faded out; all that’s left is its asshole.”
He nodded toward the picture in the paper. “You know who that is?”
“I saw it,” Sandy said. She looked from the bold headline, JUDGE GUY MURDERED, and the grinning photograph to Clement’s solemn face. Her mind said, Uh-oh, what does he care? And edged toward the answer, saying, “He couldn’ta been a friend of yours. Why you taking it so hard?”
Silence.
Uh-oh.
Sandy said, “Hey, quit biting your nails. You want to tell me something or’s it better I don’t know?”
Clement said, “Wouldn’t you think they’d be a bounty on the little fucker? A reward you could claim?”
“Who could claim?” Sandy waited while Clement bit on the cuticle of his middle finger, left hand, like a little boy watching his dad read his report card.
“You know how many people,” Clement said, “would pay money—I mean real money—to have this done? Jesus.”
“Maybe somebody did pay.”
“Nuh-uh, it was done free of charge. God damn it.”
“Oh, shit,” Sandy said, with a sigh of weariness. “Don’t tell me no more, okay?”
She was in the kitchen, Clement was still scratching, biting his nails, staring at the grinning ex-judge, when the security man in the lobby called. He was an older colored man that Sandy liked to kid with, calling him Carlton the doorman. They didn’t kid around today, though. Sandy came out to the living room.
“Maybe they come to give you the medal.”
Clement hadn’t even heard the buzzer. He looked up now. “Who’s that?”
“The police,” Sandy said. 5
RAYMOND SAID TO WENDELL ROBINSON, “You want to be the good guy?”
“No, you be the good guy,” Wendell said. “I’m tired and grouchy enough to be a natural heavy, we need to get into that shit.”
Raymond said, “What’re you tired from?” But didn’t get an answer. The door opened and a girl in a Cedar Point T-shirt and satin shorts was looking at them with innocent eyes. Raymond held up his I.D.
“How you doing? I’m Lieutenant Raymond Cruz, Detroit Police. This is Sergeant Robinson. We understand—the man downstairs says your name’s Sandy Stanton?” Very friendly, almost smiling.
The girl gave them a nod, guarded.
“He said Mr. Weems is out of town.” Raymond watched the girl’s wide-eyed expression come to life.
“Oh, you’re looking for Del.”
Raymond said, “Is that right, Sandy, he’s out of town?”
“Yeah, on business. I think he went out to California or someplace.”
“You mind if we come inside?”
“I know it sounds corny,” Sandy said, as though she hated to have to bring it up, “but have you got a warrant?”
Raymond said, “A warrant—for what? We’re not looking for anything. We just want to ask you about Mr. Weems.”
Sandy sighed, stepping out of the way. She watched the two cops, the white one in the dark suit and the black one in the light-gray suit, glance down the short hallway at the closed doors as they went into the living room: the white cop looking around, the black cop going straight to the windows—which is what almost everyone did—to look out at the river and the city. The view was sharply defined this afternoon, the sun backlighting the Renaissance Center, giving the glass towers the look of black marble.
Raymond didn’t care too much for the colors in the room: green, gray and black with a lot of chrome. It reminded him of a lawyer’s office. He said, “I understand you drove Mr. Weems to the airport.”
“The day before yesterday,” Sandy said. “What is it you want him for?”
“You drive him out in his car?”
“Yeah . . . why?”
“Buick Riviera, license PYX-546?”
“I don’t know the license number.”
“What do you do for a living, Sandy?”
“You mean when I work? I tend bar, wait tables if I have to.”
“You use the car last night?”
“What car?”
“The Buick.”
“No, as a matter of fact, I didn’t,” Sandy said. “I went to the race track with somebody.”
“What one, over in Windsor?”
“No, out to Hazel Park.”
She saw the black cop turn from the window. He looked like a suit salesman or a professional athlete. A colored guy who spent money on clothes.
The other one was smiling somewhat. “You win?”
Sandy gave him a bored look. “You kidding?”
“I know what you mean,” Raymond said. “Who’d you go with?”
“Fella I know. Skender Lulgjaraj.”
Amazing. The white cop didn’t blink or make a face or say, Lul-what?
“What time’d you get home?”
“It was pretty late.”
“Skender drive?”
There, again, like he was familiar with the name. “Yeah, he picked me up.”
Raymond frowned, like he was a little confused. “Then who used Mr. Weems’ car last night?”
He had a little-boy look about him, even with the droopy mustache. The dark hair down on his forehead . . .
“Nobody did,” Sandy said.
She watched them give her the old silent treatment, waiting for her to say too much if she tried to fake it or tried to act innocent or amazed—when all she had to do was hang tough and not act at all. It was hard, though; too hard and finally she said, “What’s wrong?”
Raymond said, “Did you loan the car to somebody?”
“Uh-unh.”
“Did Mr. Weems, before he left?”
“Not that I know of. Hey, maybe it was stolen.”
“It’s downstairs,” Raymond said. “You have the keys, don’t you?”
“Yeah, someplace.”
“Why don’t you check, just to make sure.”
Oh shit, Sandy thought, feeling exposed now in her shorts and T-shirt and barefeet, wanting to walk over to the desk and pick up the keys, but having no idea in the world what Clement did with them—trying to picture him coming in then. No, she had come in and he was sitting on the couch reading the paper—the paper still lying there pulled apart. She said, “Gee, I never know what I do with keys,” and got away from them, starting to move about the room.
Raymond said, “Maybe we can help you,” and began looking around.
“That’s okay,” Sandy said, “I think I know where they are. You all sit down and take it easy.” She made herself walk down the short hallway, dark with the doors closed, went into the master bedroom and shut the door behind her.
Clement was stretched out on the king-size bed. He put his hands behind his curly head as Sandy entered and wiggled his toes, showing her how cool he was.
“They gone?”
“No, they’re not gone. They want the keys.”
“What keys?”
“The fucking car keys, what do you think what keys?” Her whisper came out hoarse, as though from a bigger, huskier woman.
“Shit,” Clement said. He thought a moment, watching her feel the top of the dresser. “They got a search warrant?” She didn’t answer him. “Hey, you don’t have to give ’em no keys.”
“You go out and tell ’em that,” Sandy said. She had the ring of keys in her hand now, moving toward the door.
“Well, it’s up to you,” Clement said. “You want to give ’em the keys, go ahead.”
Sandy stopped at the door. “What else’m I supposed to do?” Her whisper a hiss now.
“Give ’em the keys,” Clement said. “It don’t matter.”
“What if they find your prints in the car?”
“Ain’t no prints to find.” Clement’s arms were reddish-tan, his body pure white, his bluebirds and ribs resting against the green and gray swirls of Del Weems’ designer bedspread. Sandy started to open the door and he said, “Hon? I had sort of an accident parking the car when I come back.”
“I love the time you pick to tell me.” Sandy took time herself to raise her eyes to the ceiling, giving her words a dramatic effect. “What’d you hit?”
“You know those cement pillars?” Clement said. “I scraped one of ’em parking, took a little paint off the fender—if they was to ask you how it happened.” He paused, letting her stare at him. “Why don’t we keep it simple, say you did it. How’s that sound to you?”
Raymond Cruz looked at the desk, wanting to open the drawers. He looked at the metallic stick figures on the glass coffeetable. He looked at the newspaper lying open on the couch and then over to the dark hallway. What if he walked in there and started opening doors? . . .
Sandy Stanton. He could see the name in a typewritten report, a statement. He tried the name in his mind. Sandy Stanton. He tried it with Norb Bryl saying the name, Sandy Stanton, and then with Jerry Hunter’s voice, Sandy Stanton. The name, just the name, was registered in his mind from a time in the past. He walked to the window and looked out. Then turned again, abruptly, and was facing the room as Wendell came out through the dining-L from the kitchen, Wendell shaking his head.
Raymond motioned to the window. “You can see 1300 from here.”
“I noticed,” Wendell said. “You can see the window of the squad room.”
Past the Blue Cross building and beyond the dome of old St. Mary’s to the granite nine-story municipal building, police headquarters—1300 Beaubien—to a window on the fifth floor, above the police garage.
“You notice,” Raymond said, “that’s 1300 and this is 1300?”
“No shit,” Wendell said. “I notice something else, too, while I’m busy noticing. You got hold of something in your head you’re playing with.”
Raymond frowned at him, amazed. What was going on? Everybody, all of a sudden, reading him.
“You’re laying back, savoring it,” Wendell said. “You gonna share it with me or keep it a secret?”
Amazing. It was spooky. Raymond thought of the girl from the News and said, “You tell your wife what you do?”
Now Wendell was frowning. “What I do? You mean tell her everything? Do I look like I want to get shot with my own gun?”
“How do you know what I’m thinking?” Raymond said.
“I don’t. That’s why I’m asking.”
“But you said—like I was onto something.”
“Some kind of scheme,” Wendell said. “When you lay back and don’t move around you understand?— but look like you want to be doing something? It means you ready to spring. Am I right?”
“Sandy Stanton,” Raymond said.
“Cute little lady.”
“Where’ve you heard the name?”
“I don’t have the recall you do,” Wendell said, “but it’s familiar, like a movie star or a name you see in the paper.”
“Or in a case file.”
“Now we moving,” Wendell said.
“Albert RaCosta,” Raymond said.
Wendell nodded. “Keep going.”
“Louis Nix . . . Victor Reddick. And one more.”
“Yeah, the Wrecking Crew.” Wendell was still nodding. “I know the names but they were a little before my time.”
“Three years ago,” Raymond said. “I’d just come over to Seven.”
“Yeah, and I came like six months after you,” Wendell said. “I read the file, all the newspaper stuff, but I don’t recall any Sandy Stanton.”
Coming into the living room Sandy said, “What’re you doing, talking about me?” She held up the ring of keys. “I found ’em. But if you want to take the car—I don’t think I can let you. I mean you haven’t even told me why you want it.”
Raymond said, “You’re sure, Sandy, those’re the keys to the Buick?”
“Yeah.” She held them up again. “GM keys. He’s only got one car.”
“When’s the last time you drove it?”
“I told you—when I took him to the airport.”
“The car was in good shape?”
“Yeah, I guess so.”
“No dings in it or anything?”
“Oh,” Sandy said and made a face, an expression of pain. “Yeah, I guess I scraped the fender, you know, on the cement down where you park. Del’s gonna kill me.”
“Getting into a tight place, huh?”
“Yeah, I misjudged a little.”
“Which fender was it you scraped, Sandy?”
She held her hands up in front of her and looked at them, trying to remember if shitbird, lying on the bed in his bikinis, had told her. “It was . . . this one, the left one.” She looked from the white cop to the black cop and back to the white cop, wanting to say, Am I right?
“You’re sure?” Raymond asked her.
Shit, Sandy thought. “Well, I’m pretty sure. But I get mixed up with left and right.”
“You live here, Sandy?”
God, it was hard to keep up with him. “No, I’m just staying here while Del’s gone, like apartment-sitting.”
“Anybody staying with you?”
She hesitated—which she knew she shouldn’t do. “No, just me.”
“Is anybody else here right now?”
Christ. She hesitated again. “You mean besides us?”
“Uh-huh, besides us,” Raymond said.
“No, there isn’t anybody here.”
“I thought I heard you talking to somebody—you went out to the bedroom.”
Sandy said, “I don’t think you’re being fair at all. If you aren’t gonna tell me what you want, then I’m gonna ask you to please leave. Okay?”
“You were at the Hazel Park track last night?”
“I already told you I was.”
“You see, Sandy, a car that sounds like Mr. Weems’ Buick—maybe the same license number—was involved in an accident out there. About one o’clock.”
Sandy said, “You’re traffic cops? Jesus, I thought this was something more important than that.”
“Like what?” Raymond asked.
“I don’t know. I just thought . . . two of you come up here, it has to be, you know, something important.” Sandy began to feel herself relax. The white cop was saying, well, they have to check out the car first, see if it might be the one, before they get into anything else. Probably—Sandy was thinking at the same time—it was a car that looked like Del’s and had almost the same license numbers. That could be what happened, a coincidence, and shitbird in the bedroom had nothing to do with it. There were all kinds of black Buicks, it was a very popular color this year . . . she told the white cop that, too, and the white cop agreed, nodding, and then he was saying, “Oh, by the way . . .
“You seen Clement Mansell lately?”
Like a total stranger coming up to you and saying your name—she couldn’t believe it because she could look right at the white cop and was positive she had never seen him before in her life; he couldn’t know anything about her. She felt exposed and vulnerable again standing there barefoot with no place to hide, no way to play it over again and be ready for the question. Still, she said, “Who?”
“Clement Mansell,” Raymond said. “Isn’t he an old friend of yours?”
Sandy said, “Oh . . . you know him? Yeah, I recall the name, sure.”
Raymond took a business card out of his suitcoat pocket. Handing it to her he said, “You see him, have him give me a call, okay?” The white cop and the black cop both thanked her as they left.
In the elevator Wendell said, “Clement Mansell. You name the Wrecking Crew and save the best one. I don’t know how I forgot him.”
Raymond was watching the floor numbers light up in descending order. “I probably shouldn’t have done that.”
“What, ask her about him? We all stunt a little bit.”
“If it’s Mansell I want him to know. I don’t want him to run, but I want him to think about it. You understand what I mean?”
“Man could be back in Oklahoma, nowhere around here.”
“Yeah, he could be in Oklahoma,” Raymond said. His gaze came down from the numbers to the elevator door as it opened. They walked out of the alcove, across the lobby to the desk where the doorman sat with a wall of television monitors behind him. Raymond waited for him to look up at them.
“You didn’t tell us somebody was with her, Miss Stanton, twenty-five oh-four.”
“I don’t believe you ask me,” the doorman said.
Wendell said, “How long he been staying with her, uncle?”
The middle-aged black man in the porter’s coat looked at the younger, well-built black man in the three-piece light-gray suit. “How long is who been staying with her?”
“Shit,” Wendell said. “Here we go.” 6
ONE TIME CLEMENT WAS RUN OVER by a train and lived. It was a thirty-three-car Chesapeake & Ohio freight train with two engines and a caboose.
Clement was with a girl. They were waiting at a street crossing in Redford Township about eleven at night, the red lights flashing and the striped barrier across the road, when Clement got out of the car and went out to stand on the tracks, his back to the engine’s spotlight coming toward him at forty miles an hour. Yes, he was a little high, though not too high. He was going to jump out of the way at the last second, turned with his back to the approaching train, looking over at the girl’s face in the car windshield, the girl’s eyes about to come out of her head. Instead of jumping out of the way Clement changed his mind and laid down between the tracks. The train engineer saw Clement and slammed on the emergency brake, but not in time. Twenty-one cars passed over Clement before the train was brought to a stop and he crawled out from beneath the twenty-second one. The train engineer, Harold Howell of Grand Rapids, said, “There was just no excuse for it.” Clement was taken to Garden City Hospital where he was treated for a bruised back and released. When questioned by the Redford Township Police Clement said, “Did I break a law? Show me where it says I can’t lay down in front of a train if I want?”
Clement said it was like conditioning, prepar-ing for the ball-clutching moments of life while building your sphincter muscle. After lying in front of a freight train you can lie in bed in your underwear while two cops are visiting, asking about a certain black Buick—and while a mean-looking Walther P.38 automatic is hidden nearby at that very moment—and not worry about making doo-doo in the bed.
See, just as he knew he could easily have jumped out of the train’s way—as he explained it to Sandy—he knew he had time to skin through this present situation and get rid of the gun—though he hated to do it—before the cops came back with a warrant to search or impound the car. He admired the cops’ restraint these days in not opening bedroom doors or looking inside cars without a warrant. Cops had to go by the rules or have their evidence thrown out of court. It gave Clement, he felt, an edge: he could grin at the ball yankers, antagonize them some, knowing they had to respect his rights as a citizen.
But who in the hell was Lieutenant Raymond Cruz? Clement studied the business card, then looked out the bedroom window and squinted toward the police headquarters building.
“I don’t know any Lieutenant Raymond Cruz.”
“Well, he knows you.”
“What’s he look like? Regular old beer-gut dick?”
“No, he’s skinny almost.”
“Raymond Cruz,” Clement said thoughtfully. “He’s a greaser, huh?”
“Well, he’s sort of dark, but not real. He seems quiet . . . Except, it’s funny, I get the feeling there’s some meanness in him,” Sandy said. “Otherwise he’s kinda cute.”
Clement turned from the windows to look at her, idly scratching himself. “He’s cute, huh? I got to see a De-troit homicide dick that’s cute; that’ll be one of my goals in life.” He said then, “I guess you better get dressed.”
“Where we going?”
“Want you to drive over to Belle Isle for me.”
“Now wait a sec—”
“I’ll tell you where the gun’s hid down the garage. Up over one of them beams? Put it in your purse—it’s in a paper sack so it won’t get your purse oily or nothing—go on over to Belle Isle and park and come walking back across the bridge part way. When there’s no cars around—‘specially any blue Plymouths—take the sack out of your purse and drop it in the river.”
“Do I have to?” Sandy turned on her pained expression. Clement just looked at her, patiently, and she said, “I ought to least have a joint first. Half a one?”
“I want you clear-headed, hon bun.”
There wasn’t any grass in the apartment anyway. Down to seeds and stems. She’d have to stop at the store on the way and pick up a baggie.
Clement tucked Raymond Cruz’s business card into the elastic of his briefs and took hold of Sandy’s arms, sliding his hands up under the satiny sleeves and tugging her gently against him. He said, “What’re you nervous about, huh? You never been nervous before. You need one of Dr. Mansell’s treatments? That it, hon bun, get you relaxed? Well, we can fix you up.”
“Mmmmm, that feels good,” Sandy said, closing her eyes. She could feel him breathing close to her ear. After a moment she said, “I have to do it, huh?”
“You want us to be friends, don’t you?” Clement said. “Don’t friends help each other?”
“I think I feel another little friend—”
“See, Homer don’t pout or wimp out on you. He’s always there when you need him. ‘Specially when I’m hung over some, huh? You can hit him with a stick and he won’t go ‘way.”
“Does it have to be in the river?”
“Can you think of a better place? You get back, sugar, we’ll go see your Albanian. How’s that sound?”
Tell ’em anything long as you tell ’em something.
Women were fun, but you had to treat them like little kids, play with them, promise them things; especially Sandy, who was a good girl and never let him down. Clement kissed her goodbye and looked at his situation as he got dressed.
He’d have to leave here in the next day or so. He’d miss the view, but there was no sense in being easy to reach. Man, they were swift this time. Or lucky. He couldn’t recall a Lieutenant Raymond Cruz. Maybe if he saw the man’s face. Get rid of anything incriminating, like the gun. Which was a shame; he loved that P.38.
Clement picked up his pants from the floor and dug out what he’d scored off the judge. The money, three hundred forty bucks, was clean, no problem with it. He’d left the checks in the wallet; he couldn’t see himself peddling a dead man’s checks. The little 2 by 3 spiral notebook—it was thin, like pages had been torn out—had names and phone numbers in it, also columns of figures and dates, impressive amounts up in the thousands with a lot of dollar signs, but meaningless to him . . . until he came to a right-hand page—the second to last one in the notebook—and a phone number jumped out at him.
W.S.F. 644-5905.
The initials and numbers gone over several times with a ballpoint and then underlined and enclosed within a heavily drawn square.
To make it special, Clement thought. He didn’t recognize the initials, but the number was sure familiar, one he had seen not too long ago. But where?
Two officers from the Major Crime Mobile Unit—in street clothes, in a black unmarked Ford sedan—were assigned the surveillance of the Buick Riviera, license number PYX-546, located in the lower-level parking area at 1300 Lafayette East. They were given mug-shot photos of Clement Mansell, 373-8411, full face and profile, the photos bearing a ’78 date. If he got in the car, Mansell was to be approached with caution and taken into custody for questioning. If he refused, resisted or tried to drive off, the officers were to arrest him, but under no circumstances search the car. If a woman got in the car they were to follow, keep her under close surveillance and call in.
Which is what the MCMU officers did when Sandy drove off in the Buick, took Jefferson to East Grand Boulevard, turned left—going away from the Belle Isle bridge—and proceeded to a bar named Sweety’s Lounge, located at 2921 Kercheval. The subject went inside, came out again in approximately ten minutes with a middle-aged black male and accompanied him next door, to 2925 Kercheval, where they entered the lower household of a two-family flat.
MCMU called Homicide, Squad Seven, and requested instructions. 7
TECHNICALLY, SQUAD SEVEN of the Detroit Police Homicide Section specialized in the investigation of “homicides committed during the commission of a felony,” most often an armed robbery, a rape, sometimes a breaking and entering, as opposed to barroom shootings and Saturday night mom and pop murders that were emotionally stimulated and not considered who-done-its.
The squad’s home was in Room 527 of Police Headquarters, a colorless, high-ceilinged office roughly twenty-four-by-twenty that contained an assortment of ageless metal desks and wooden tables butted together, file cabinets, seven telephones, a Norelco coffeemaker, a GE battery-charge box for PREP radios, a locked cabinet where squad members sometimes stored their handguns, two banks of flickering fluorescent lights, a wall display of 263 mug shots of accused murderers, a coatrack next to the door and a sign that read:
Do something— either lead, follow or get the hell out of the way!
A very old poster, peeling from the column that stood in the middle of the squadroom and left over from another time, stated: I will give up my gun when they pry my cold fingers from around it.
It was 2:30 in the afternoon when Raymond Cruz returned to the squadroom. The investigations into the deaths of Alvin Guy and the young woman found in Palmer Park were less than thirteen hours old.
Raymond hung up the suitcoat he’d been wearing for the past twenty-four hours, crossed to the unofficial lieutenant’s desk in the corner—the desk facing out to the squadroom, beneath the room’s only window and the air-conditioning unit that didn’t work—and listened.
Norb Bryl’s desk faced the lieutenant’s. Bryl was on the phone—taking notes and saying, “. . . keyhole defectment, bullet found in anterior cranial fossa . . .”—talking to someone at the Wayne County morgue.
Hunter, also on the phone, had a young black guy sitting at his desk who was the suspect/witness in the Palmer Park murder. They sat almost knee to knee, the young black guy slouched low, wearing a white T-shirt and a plaid golf hat with a narrow brim that he fooled with as he waited for Hunter, who was waiting for someone to come back on the line. No one else was in the squadroom.
Still waiting, Hunter said to the young black guy, “Twenty-five years old and all you got are some traffic tickets? You must’ve been in the army a while.”
Raymond watched the young black guy give a slow shrug without saying anything.
Hunter said, “Let’s see your hair.”
The young black guy raised his hat above his head and held it there.
“We’ll call it nappy,” Hunter said and made a notation on the DPD Interrogation Record lying on his desk.
“It’s Afro,” the young black guy said.
Hunter said, “An Afro? It’s a shitty looking Afro. We’ll call it a nappy ‘fro.” He straightened then and said into the phone, “Yeah? . . . Darrold Woods? . . . Okay, give me what you got.” Hunter nodded and said yeah, uh-huh, as he made notes on a yellow legal pad. When he finished, Hunter picked up a Constitutional Rights Certificate of Notification form and said to the young black guy, “How come you signed this Donald Woods? You lied to me, Darrold”—sounding a little hurt—“try to tell me you’re cherry and they got a sheet on you, man. First thing, I’m gonna erase this zero cause it’s a bunch of shit.”
Darrold Woods was saying, “Two larceny from a person reduced from larceny not armed and a little bitty assault thing . . .”
And Hunter was saying, “Little bitty . . . little bitty fucking tire iron you used on the guy . . .”
Bryl put his hand over the phone and said to Raymond, “Cause of death multiple gunshots . . . two slugs, one with copper jacket recovered intact within the spinal canal, the other one in his head . . .”
Raymond said, “Judge Guy?”
Bryl nodded and said into the phone, “Okay, how many holes in the girl, Adele Simpson? . . . You sure? . . . Can’t find any more, uh?” He put his hand over the phone and said to Raymond, “It’s looking good. Maureen’s already taken the slugs over to the lab.”
Hunter was saying to the young black guy, “How well did you know Adele Simpson?”
“I never seen her before right then.”
“You took her purse—what else?”
“What purse you talking about?”
“Darrold, you had Adele Simpson’s credit cards on you.”
“I found ’em.”
Hunter said, “You gonna start shucking me again, Darrold? We’re talking about murder, man, not a little half-assed assault. You understand me, mandatory life . . .”
Raymond got up from his desk. He walked over to the young black guy in the plaid golf hat and touched him on the shoulder.
“Let me ask you something, okay?”
The young black guy didn’t answer, but looked up at the lieutenant.
“The woman’s lying there dead—is that right?”
“What I been trying to tell him.”
“What did you burn her with?”
The young black guy didn’t answer.
“Shit,” Hunter said, “let’s put him upstairs.”
“I just touch her a little,” the young black guy said then, “see if she’s alive.”
Hunter said, “What’d you touch her with, your dick?”
“No, man, nothing like that.”
“They’re doing an autopsy on her,” Hunter said. “Now they find any semen in her and it matches your blood type—then we got to ask you, Darrold, you rape her before or after you shot her?”
“I didn’t shoot her. You find a gun on me? Shit no.”
“Where’d you touch her?” Raymond asked.
After a moment the young black guy said, “Like around her legs.”
“Just touched her a little?”
“Yeah, just, you know, a little bit.”
“You touch her with a cigarette?” Raymond asked.
“Yeah, I believe was a cigarette.”
“Lit cigarette?”
“Yeah, was smoked down though, you know, like a butt.”
“Why’d you touch her with a cigarette?”
“I told you,” the young black guy said, “see if she’s alive, tha’s all.”
Raymond went over to the coffeemaker, picked up the glass pitcher and walked out.
Maureen Downey, coming along the hall, raised a file folder she was carrying. She looked eager, pleased.
Raymond waited for her.
“Pathologist reports,” Maureen said.
“How about the lab?”
“They’re still comparing, but as far as they’re concerned the slugs’re identical.”
“What kind of gun?”
“They got frags from the woman and two good ones from Guy, the casing intact . . .”
“Norb told me.”
“Nine-millimeter or a .38. You know what they’re leaning toward and looking into now?” Maureen was beaming.
“Walther P.38,” Raymond said.
Maureen’s grin dissolved. “How’d you know?”
“November, seventy-eight,” Raymond said, “the shooting in the drug house on St. Mary’s—”
Maureen’s eyes came alive again.
“Remember? Two slugs were taken out of the woodwork, from a P.38.”
“My God,” Maureen said. “You don’t suppose—”
“I sure do,” Raymond said. “Go on back to the lab, get ’em to do a comparison, the slugs out of the wall with the slugs from Judge Guy and Adele Simpson.”
“It sounds too good to be true,” Maureen said.
“If they compare,” Raymond said and continued down the hall and around the corner to the sink in the janitor’s closet where he rinsed out the glass percolator and filled it with fresh water—aware of the good feeling, the rush of excitement he would have to contain, the feeling telling him—without any doubt or pauses or maybes—that all the slugs would compare. He saw Clement Mansell in a green-red-and-yellow Hawaiian sportshirt standing before the judge’s bench. He saw Clement Mansell turn and walk out of the courtroom, grinning at everybody. 8
THEY WERE QUIET MEN who discussed murder in normal tones.
Robert Herzog, Inspector of the Homicide Section, seated at a glass-topped desk in his glass-walled office: twenty-nine years a policeman, a large man with a sad face, a full head of gray hair. And Raymond Cruz, whose gaze came away from the window when Herzog asked him if the glare bothered him.
“No, it’s fine.”
“You look like you were squinting.”
The window, directly behind Herzog, facing south toward the river, framed late afternoon sunlight and the top half of a highrise in the near distance.
“So what do we know about Adele Simpson?”
“Worked for a real estate company, divorced, no children. Lived alone, apartment over near Westland, dated a couple of guys from the office. One of them married.”
“Can you tie in either of the guys to Judge Guy?”
“I don’t know yet, but I doubt it.”
“You’re gonna need help on this one. I’ll see what I can do.”
“I don’t know . . .” Raymond said, easing into it, wanting to hear his own theory out loud and not rush it or leave anything out. Herzog was looking at him expectantly now; but he knew Herzog would ask the right questions and let him take his time.
“Maybe it was luck you gave us both cases,” Raymond said. “I mean the two investigations might’ve never been related, but the first thing we did was look for a nexus and there it was. Same gun was used on Guy and Adele Simpson.”
“So,” Herzog said, “you assume the same guy did ’em both, but you don’t know if it was revenge or jealousy or what.”
“Actually,” Raymond said, “I’m not too anxious about motive right now. Take the most obvious approach, you’d say it’s a hit and the girl, it’s too bad, happened to be with the judge.”
“How do you know the girl was there?”
“Witness heard five shots, exactly five. Then a woman scream, though he’s not positive about it. Three slugs in Guy plus two exit wounds, two slugs found in the car upholstery, in the backrest of the seat. Two matching slugs were taken from Adele Simpson’s body. They caught her in the back, shattered her spine and were deflected into her lung. A third gunshot was through and through.”
“But the scream,” Herzog said, “didn’t necessarily come from Adele Simpson.”
“No, I wouldn’t want to offer it in court,” Raymond said, “but we’ve got a valet parking attendant at Hazel Park by the name of Everett Livingston who tells us Guy left there in his silver Mark VI with a blond lady wearing like a pink dress, gold chains and dark lipstick. Which matches Adele Simpson.”
Herzog said, “What’s Everett doing parking cars?”
“Everett remembers the judge because he knows him by sight. And, because the judge was involved in a little bumper tag with a black car that was either a Buick or an Olds.”
“He describe the driver?”
“He described the driver’s left arm—sort of sun-burned with reddish hair, sleeve turned up. Which brings us to Gary Sovey—white, twenty-eight years old, he saw a black Buick Riviera pushing or racing the judge’s car down John R.”
Herzog said, “Where do you find witnesses like that?”
“It gets better,” Raymond said. “A guy was standing on the corner of Nine Mile and John R, one-thirty this morning, when a black late-model GM car, possibly a Buick, nearly jumped the curb and almost ran over his dog taking a leak. License number, the guy says, PVX-five something. Lansing doesn’t have a Buick with a PVX five-something number, but they sure have a PYX-546 . . . Buick Riviera registered to a Del Weems who lives right over there in that building.”
“What building?”
Raymond nodded toward the window. “Thirteen hundred Lafayette East.”
Herzog swiveled to look over his shoulder at the highrise and came back to the desk again. “Del Weems have red hair on his arms?”
“I don’t know what color hair he’s got. He was out of town last night.”
“Then why’re you telling me about Del Weems?”
“He’s got a dinged front left fender,” Raymond said.
“That’s interesting,” Herzog said.
“And he’s got a young lady living in his apartment who was out at Hazel Park last night.”
“The lady have red hair?”
“Sort of, but more blond than red. No, the young lady wasn’t in the Buick, she was in a Cadillac with—you ready?—Skender Lulgjaraj.”
Herzog said, “That’s kind of a familiar name.”
“Skender’s Toma’s cousin.”
“Ah, Toma,” Herzog said, “the Albanian. We haven’t heard from him in a while, have we?”
“No, at the moment the Albanians are quiet,” Raymond said. “We talked to Skender and he said yes, he was at the track with a young lady, but wouldn’t give her name.”
“Why not?”
“It’s the way they are, a very private group. But it doesn’t matter,” Raymond said, “we know it’s the same young lady who’s living in Del Weems’ apartment, the guy who owns the Buick Riviera, and the young lady’s name is Sandy Stanton.” Raymond waited.
Herzog waited. He said, “I give up. Who’s Sandy Stanton?”
Raymond said, “Let me take you back to November, seventy-eight, to a little house on St. Marys Street . . .”
“Ah, yes,” Herzog said.
“. . . where you could get top-grade smack when everybody else was dealing that Mexican brown—an evening in November and three white dudes walk in off the street a little past eleven . . .”
Herzog said, “Albert RaCosta, Victor Reddick . . . let’s see if I can remember. Louis Nix . . .”
“He was the driver,” Raymond said. “You’re saving the best for last, aren’t you? Everybody does that.”
Herzog seemed to smile. “And Clement Mansell.”
“And Clement Mansell, yes sir,” Raymond said, “with the reddish hair on his arms and the bluebirds. Remember the bluebirds? Well, Clement’s address at the time was also Sandy Stanton’s. Somebody, I think Norb, talked to her. I didn’t, but I remember seeing her in court . . . then this afternoon.”
Herzog was moving ahead, thinking of something else. “Louis Nix was killed with a P.38, wasn’t he?”
“We think he was,” Raymond said, “but we only got a frag for the test—remember? Not enough to say conclusively it was from a Walther. But—you remember something else? The woodwork in the house on St. Marys?”
“The woodwork . . .” Herzog said.
“The frame around the opening between the living room and the dining room,” Raymond said. “Two slugs from a Walther were dug out of the woodwork, but the gun wasn’t found on the scene. We found victims, three of ’em. Guy by the name of Champ, who ran the house. Guy by the name of Short Dog, eighteen years old, he was the doorman. And Champ’s little girl, seven years old, asleep in the bedroom at the time, killed by one shot that went through the door.”
“I remember the little girl,” Herzog said. “And the same gun did all three of ’em?”
“Yes sir, but not the Walther, a Beretta .22-caliber Parabellum. The gun was found in the back alley, no prints, if you recall. But when Louis Nix copped he identified the Beretta as belonging to Clement Mansell.”
Herzog said, “I vaguely remember that part. Is it important?”
“I don’t want to leave anything out that might be,” Raymond said. “What happened—somebody in the neighborhood heard the shots, called in, a squad car arrives and Louis is sitting out front in a van with the engine running. By this time, Clement and RaCosta and Reddick had gone out the back, leaving Louis sitting there not knowing what’s going on. So, we offer Louis a deal and he gives us his three buddies. Reddick and RaCosta were convicted, got mandatory life. Clement Mansell was also convicted, but he appealed on that federal detainer statute—you remember that?”
“Yeah, sort of. Go on.”
“Court of Appeals reversed his conviction and Clement walked.”
“Something about another charge against him,” Herzog said, trying to remember.
“I think the prosecutor blew it,” Raymond said. “At the time Clement was arrested the feds wanted him on some shitty little charge, auto theft, transporting across a state line—he was taking a Seville down to Florida—so Clement’s lawyer gets him to plead guilty to the federal indictment and they send him to Milan for nine months. While he’s there, he’s brought back to stand trial on the triple and he’s convicted. Louis Nix took the stand, told how they planned the whole thing, how Clement had the Parabellum, everything, and off they go to Jackson, mandatory life. All three of them appealed, naturally. Reddick and RaCosta are turned down; but Clement gets his appeal and wins and you know why?”
Herzog said, “This is the detainer part.”
“Right—because when a prisoner is serving time and he’s got another indictment pending in another court, he has to be brought to trial within a hundred and eighty days, otherwise”—Raymond paused, getting the thought clearly in his mind—“if he has to wait any longer it could produce uncertainties in the mind of the prisoner and fuck up his rehabilitation.”
“That’s how the statute reads?”
“Words to that effect,” Raymond said. “If you recall, about that time Recorder’s Court was in a mess, the docket overloaded. Well, the trial that convicted Clement Mansell and the Wrecking Crew didn’t come up until the hundred and eighty-sixth day after they were arraigned. Clement’s lawyer filed on the grounds of the detainer statute and he walked . . . after being convicted without any doubt . . . even after Reddick and RaCosta testified the murder weapon, the Parabellum, was Clement’s and that it was Clement who killed the two guys and the little seven-year-old girl . . . The guy walks because he was brought to trial six days later while being held in federal detention . . . which fucked up his peace of mind and rehabilitation.”
“Who was his lawyer?”
“Carolyn Wilder.”
Herzog said, “Ahhh—” and nodded and seemed to smile. “That’s a very smart woman. I’ve watched her and I can say I’ve always enjoyed it. Clement’s got the mandatory hanging over him, nothing to lose. She knows the Recorder’s Court docket’s all fucked up, so she hands him to the feds hoping six months’ll go by before he’s brought back for the triple.”
“And makes it by six days.”
“Figuring the prosecutor’s office isn’t counting or might not even be thinking of a detainer,” Herzog said. “Yes, that’s a very smart woman.”
“Clement walks,” Raymond said, “and a couple weeks later Louis Nix is found shot in the head. Up through the head with a gun that was stuck in his mouth . . . very, very likely the same gun that put the slugs in the woodwork on St. Marys Street and the same gun, I like to believe, that killed the judge and Adele Simpson. A Walther P.38.”
“I’d like to believe it too,” Herzog said.
“Well, the lab’s fairly sure, but they want to test the gun before they’ll say absolutely.”
“Where’d the gun come from?”
“Champ, the guy that was running the house,” Raymond said, “his wife said Champ carried a Luger. Only it didn’t turn up at the scene.”
“A P.38 isn’t a Luger,” Herzog said, “but I see what you mean.”
“Right, it looks like one and the woman wouldn’t know the difference. So we place a P.38 at the scene of the triple three years ago. Say Clement lifted it off the guy. We find the same gun used in a double that went down this morning. The victims were at the race track, so was Clement’s girlfriend, Sandy Stanton. The car she’s driving around in right now—as a matter of fact—it’s possible we can place it at the race track last night and at the scene where the judge was killed.”
“So why didn’t you impound the car?”
“We will, soon as Sandy gets done riding around. She just went over to a house on Kercheval.”
“Grosse Pointe?” Herzog sounded surprised.
“No, no, way this side, twenty-nine twenty-five, off East Grand, next to a place called Sweety’s Lounge. Maybe she’s a junkie, but I don’t think so. We’ll check the place out.”
“If Mansell did use the car last night,” Herzog said, “she could be riding around with the gun.”
“It’s a judgment call,” Raymond said. “Do you pick up the car, go over it, or follow Sandy around and do the car later? If Clement used it I assume he’s wiped it down. But anything he might’ve missed’ll still be there for the evidence techs.”
Herzog nodded; yes, it was a matter of judgment.
“MCMU’s doing the surveillance,” Raymond said. “If it’s apparent, I mean Sandy drives down to the river or stops by a trash barrel, they’ll jump her. But I don’t want to panic anybody right at the moment, including myself. I don’t want to go bust in the wrong door and have Clement take off on us.”
“He could’ve already,” Herzog said.
“That’s right,” Raymond said, “or he could be in that highrise over there, twenty-five-oh-four. If you remember Clement, he’s got very large balls. The papers at the time called him the Oklahoma Wildman, but he’s more like a daredevil, a death-defier . . .”
“Evel Knievel with a gun,” Herzog said.
“That’s right, he likes to live dangerously and he likes to kill people.”
Herzog said, “Well, if you don’t get him with the gun, the Walther, what do you get him with?”
“That’s it,” Raymond said, “we got an arm with reddish hair sticking out a car window, but I never heard of a lineup of just arms. No, we got to get him with the gun in his possession, I know that.”
“You seem very calm about it,” Herzog said. “It can’t be lack of desire.”
“No, I’m trying to hold back from kicking in doors,” Raymond said. “I don’t want to blow it and see him walk like he did the last time.”
Herzog said, “Why’d he shoot Guy?”
“I’m gonna ask him that,” Raymond said, “soon as I get him sitting in the corner. He never appeared before Guy, so I don’t think it’s something personal. He saw him at the track, maybe Guy was winning, and Clement set something up. Maybe. Or, the way I’m inclined to lean, somebody paid Clement to do him.
“Or,” Raymond said then, “he was out at the track because Sandy was there with Skender and they’re setting up the Albanian. Same kind of thing Clement used to work with the Wrecking Crew. Find some ethnic storeowner, guy who might be taking his money home . . . the Wrecking Crew pays a visit, beats the shit out of the guy after they turn his place upside-down and walk out with his savings. I think Clement’s still at it.”
Herzog said, “How about arrests since the triple?”
“Nothing. Clement’s been a suspect—shit, he’s always a suspect, but nothing new on the computer. Less you want to count a drunk-driving charge. He got it in Lawton, Oklahoma last spring. Oklahoma sent it to Lansing and Lansing revoked his license.”
“Well, if you catch him driving without it . . .” Herzog said. “I’m gonna be off next week, drive up to Leland with Sally.”
“Taking her kids?”
“No, that’s the whole idea, get away alone. If we can work it.”
“What do you need, a sitter?”
“No, her kids’re old enough. It’s the mothers. Sally’s mother asks her who she’s going with, she says me. Alone? Yeah, just the two of us. Her mother’d have a fit.”
“Why?”
“Why?” The large man behind the desk who had been a policeman twenty-nine years seemed self-conscious, vulnerable.
“Because we’re not married. Last winter, trying to get to Florida for a week? The same thing. I tell my mother I’m going with Sally, my mother says, ‘Oh, are you married now?’ Sally’s forty-nine, I’m fifty-four, both of us divorced. Our kids have traveled all over the country with their boyfriend, their girlfriend . . . see, it’s the grandchildren and they accept that. But if Sally and I tried to do it—”
“You’re kidding,” Raymond said.
“Is your mother still living?” Herzog asked him.
“Yeah, in Daytona.”
“Okay, try it. Tell her you’re coming down with a woman you’re very fond of but you’re not married to, see what she says. ‘You mean the two of you’re traveling alone together?’ Shocked, can’t believe it. I know you’re not as old as I am,” the Inspector of Homicide said, “but I’ll tell you something, we’re in the wrong fucking generation.” 9
MARY ALICE, Raymond’s former wife, called at 6:20. It was dark outside. He had come home to his apartment in bright fall sunlight, stepped into the shower . . . and now the sun had vanished from the living room window. He could see his reflection, the white towel wrapped around his middle. Mary Alice told him the roof was leaking again in the family room. She described what the water was doing to the walls and the carpeting, how it was impossible to dry the carpeting completely and take out the stain.
He wanted to say, “Mary Alice, I don’t give a fuck about the carpeting . . .” But he didn’t. He said, “What do you want me to do about it?” Knowing what she was going to say.
She told him she wanted him to pay to have the roof repaired and the carpeting replaced, speaking to him without using his name. Also, she needed a new clothes dryer.
His first-floor apartment was on the south edge of Palmer Park, across from a heavily wooded area, about three-quarters of a mile from where Adele Simpson’s body was found and a mile from Judge Guy’s residence. He said, “Mary Alice, I don’t think you understand. We’re not married any more. You have the house, I don’t have anything to do with it now.” She started to speak again, using her quiet, almost lifeless tone, and he said, “It hasn’t even rained lately.”
She said he shouldn’t have given her the house in the condition it was in—getting an edge to her tone now. She always had the edge ready for when she needed it. A pouty edge. She could tell him what they were having for dinner and sound defensive, conspired against. She said she would get some estimates—not having heard a word he said—and let him know. Raymond said fine and hung up.
He sliced the leftover New York strip sirloin into thin pieces and fried them in a hot skillet, watching the pieces sizzle and curl, thinking of the girl from the News, picturing her face the way it had appeared, soft, pleasant, before taking on a sheen and her features became sharply defined. He had looked at her as a possibility, a very attractive girl. But with acid-etched opinions that came out and changed her looks. She could be right, though.
You know it? Raymond thought.
And then thought, No, there was no way in the world he could have talked to his wife and told her how he felt. In the first place she didn’t like the idea of being a policeman’s wife. She wanted him to sell the life insurance like her dad and join her dad’s Masonic lodge and go deer hunting with her dad and remodel the back porch into a family room with an acoustical tile ceiling and use some of her mom and dad’s maple furniture. The marriage counselor they visited six times said, “Have you considered having children?” Mary Alice told him she’d had two early miscarriages. She did not tell him she refused to even consider trying again and would begin love-making with reluctance and remain detached while Raymond slowly, gently, tried to involve her to the point of losing herself. (Which had nothing to do with not wanting to have children.) In her detachment, in the automatic, monotonous movement of her hips, she would remain wherever she was, alone.
The marriage counselor asked Raymond if he had always wanted to be a police officer. Raymond said no, he had wanted to be a fireman, but didn’t pass the test. The marriage counselor asked him if he had ever had a homosexual experience. Raymond said, “Well—” The marriage counselor said, “Tell me about it.” Raymond said, “Well, when I was working Vice I’d go into the Men’s room of a gay bar; I’d stand at the urinal and when a guy would come up next to me I’d take out a salt shaker and shake some of it, you know, down like right in front of me. And if the guy rolled his eyes and rubbed his tummy I knew I had a collar.” The marriage counselor stared at him and said, “Are you serious?” Raymond said, “Look, I like girls. I just don’t like her. Don’t you see that?”
He ate the fried steak with sliced tomatoes and onions and a can of Strohs. He wasn’t tired. He hadn’t slept since yesterday morning, but he wasn’t tired. He thought about going out. The prospect still gave him a strange feeling after twelve years of married life. He thought about the girl from the News. He thought about Sandy Stanton and wondered how he might run into her somewhere. He thought of girls he had met at Pipers Alley on St. Antoine, the Friday after-work place, girls who came with toothbrushes in their purses. He thought of girls and saw glimpses of pleasure in strange apartments, chrome lamps turned down, macrame and fringed pillows made of wool, drinking wine, performing the ritual to the girl playing coy or seductive, giving him dreamy eyes, saying undress me and getting down to the patterned bikini panties, wondering why none of these girls wore plain white ones, most of them big girls, bigger than the girls he remembered in college sixteen years ago, the girls acting coy all the way to bed then accepting the decorator-patterned sheets as a release point and turning on with moans like death-throes and dirty words that took some getting used to, though girls in bars said fuck all the time now and when the girl would say do-it-to-me, do-it-to-me, he would think, What do you think I’m doing? Never ever completely caught up in it, but aware and observing, giving it about seventy percent . . . He remembered the girl from the News saying he was old-fashioned—no, old-timey; but it probably meant the same thing. The girl who knew everything . . .
The phone rang.
The woman’s voice, quiet, unhurried, said, “Lieutenant, this is Carolyn Wilder. I understand you’re looking for a client of mine, Clement Mansell.”
Raymond saw her in a courtroom, slim in something beige, light-brown hair—and had recognized her voice—the goodlooking lady with the quiet manner who defended criminals. He said, “How about if you bring him in tomorrow morning, eight o’clock.”
“If you don’t have a warrant, why bother?”
“I’d like to talk to him,” Raymond said.
There was a pause, silence.
“All right, you can talk to him in my office, in my presence,” Carolyn Wilder said. “If that doesn’t suit you, get a warrant and I’ll see you at the arraignment.”
He asked her where her office was. She told him the 555 Building in Birmingham and asked him to please come within an hour.
Raymond said, “Wait, where’d you get my number?”
But Carolyn Wilder had hung up. 10
“SEE, A BLACKJACK’S THE BEST,” Hunter said. “Put it in your pants pocket, you know, right against your thigh. You don’t have a blackjack then you move your gun around, stick it in front by your belt buckle. You start dancing close with the broad, watch the look on her face.”
Raymond said, “You horny tonight?”
Hunter said, “What do you mean, tonight? I’ve always wanted to try one of these broads out here. Husband’s a vice-president with General Motors, bores the shit out of her . . . Look-it that one, fucking outfit on her.”
They were in Archibald’s on the ground floor of the 555 Building—shoulder to shoulder with the after-work cocktail crowd, the young lawyers and salesmen from around the north end and the girls that came from everywhere—Hunter with visions of restless suburban ladies looking for action, waiting to be dazzled by the homicide dick with the nickel-plated 9-mm Colt strapped to his belt.
Raymond said, “You know how old the bored wife of a GM vice-president would be?” He finished his bourbon and placed the glass on the bar. “I’m going up. Clement parked across the street. Tan Chevy Impala, TFB seven-eighty-one.”
“Probably stole it,” Hunter said.
“The phone’s over there by the men’s room.”
“I saw it when I came in.”
“Clement leaves before I do, I’ll call you.”
Raymond walked out of the bar, edging past the secretaries and young executives and took an elevator up to seven, to Wilder, Sultan and Fine, celebrity names around Detroit Recorder’s Court, criminal lawyers venturing into the corporate world now, out seventeen miles from downtown, into contracts and tax shelters and a brown leather lobby with copies of Fortune and Forbes on glass tables.
He went in past the row of clean secretary desks and covered typewriters to an office softly lighted where Carolyn Wilder and Clement Mansell were waiting—Clement watching him, beginning to grin, Carolyn Wilder saying, “Why don’t you sit down.”
He concentrated on observing, noticing Clement’s shiny blue and red tattoo on his right forearm, Clement in a sport shirt sitting at one end of the couch with his elbows drawn back, limp hands in his lap, a faded denim jacket on the couch, next to him. Raymond saw a file folder on the coffee table, a pair of glasses with thin dark frames. He noticed the line of Carolyn Wilder’s thigh beneath a deep red material, one leg crossed over the other, the criminal lawyer and her client sitting away from the desk at the other end of the room, the lawyer relaxed but poised in a leather director’s chair, open white blouse with the dark maroon suit, tailored, soft brown hair with light streaks almost to her shoulders . . . brown eyes, saying nothing now . . . somewhere in her mid-thirties, better looking, much better looking, than he remembered her.
She said, “You don’t seem especially interested, Lieutenant. Are you bored?”
It was in his mind: Pick Clement up and throw him against the wall, hard enough to put him out, then cuff him and say to her, No, I’m not bored.
Get it done.
Raymond didn’t say anything. He looked from Carolyn Wilder to Clement, who was staring, squinting his eyes at him.
Clement said, “I don’t recall your face.”
“I remember yours,” Raymond said and stared back at him, looking at a point between Clement’s half-closed eyes.
“I should know you, huh?”
Raymond didn’t say anything. He heard Carolyn Wilder sigh and murmur a sound and then say, “This is in connection with the Guy murder?”
Raymond nodded, turning his head to her. “That’s right.”
“What have you got?”
“Witnesses.”
“I don’t believe you.”
“A car.”
Clement said, “Shit, he ain’t got any witnesses. He’s blowing smoke at us.”
“The racetrack and the scene,” Raymond said.
Carolyn Wilder turned to Clement. “Don’t say anything unless I ask you a question, all right?” And to Raymond, “Are you going to read his rights?”
“I hadn’t planned on it,” Raymond said.
Carolyn Wilder looked at him a moment and then shrugged. “He’s not going to say anything anyway.”
“Can I ask him a question?”
“What is it?”
“Was he driving around in a Buick Riviera last night, license number PYX-5-4-6?”
“No, he’s not going to answer that.”
Clement looked from his attorney to Raymond, enjoying himself.
“Can I ask if he’s seen Sandy Stanton lately?”
“Is it her car?” Carolyn Wilder asked.
“A friend of hers.”
“I don’t think you can put together even circumstantial evidence,” Carolyn Wilder said. “And he’s not going to say anything, so why bother?”
Raymond looked directly at Clement now. “How you doing otherwise?”
“Can’t complain,” Clement said. “I’m still trying to place you. You have a mustache that time—what was it, three years ago?”
“I just grew it,” Raymond said and was aware of Carolyn Wilder staring at him.
“You were heavier then.” Clement began to nod. “I remember you, the quiet fella, didn’t say much.”
“It wasn’t my case. I don’t think I ever spoke to you directly.”
“Yeah, I remember you now,” Clement said. “What was that reddish-haired fella’s name? Not reddish, kinda sandy.”
“Hunter,” Raymond said. “Sergeant Hunter.”
Clement was grinning again. “He tried every which way get me to say I pulled the trigger. Was in that little room with all the old files?”
Raymond nodded, feeling a strange rapport with the man that excluded the woman lawyer, made her an outsider.
“He had me in there, I thought he was gonna punch me through the wall. He never laid a hand on me, but he come close, I know he did. You ask him.”
Raymond said, “You been anywhere since Milan?”
“I think we should all go home,” Carolyn Wilder said, stirring in the director’s chair, about to get up.
“Milan wasn’t too bad,” Clement said. “You know, there was some famous people there one time. Frank Costello—some others, I can’t think of the names right off.”
Raymond said, “You been staying out of trouble?”
“Long as I got this lady here,” Clement said. He squirmed, getting comfortable. “I’d like to hear how you think you’re gonna lay the judge on me.”
Carolyn Wilder said, “That’s all.”
Clement looked at her. “He can’t use anything I say. He hasn’t read me my rights.” Smirky, having a good time.
“You can say anything you want,” Raymond said, “I won’t hold it against you.” And gave Clement a friendly grin.
Carolyn Wilder stood up, brushing a hand down to smooth her skirt.
“He’s dying,” Clement said. “Got this idea of what happened to the judge and can’t get nobody to—what’s the word, corab . . . corobate it?”
“Corroborate,” Raymond said. “You hang around courtrooms and county jails you learn some words, don’t you?”
“Become a jailhouse lawyer,” Clement said. “I met a few of them here’n there.”
Carolyn Wilder said, “Lieutenant . . . good night.”
Raymond got up. “Can I use your phone?”
She nodded toward her desk, a massive dark-wood dining room table set against Levelor blinds and chrome-framed graphics.
Raymond walked across the room, picked up the phone and dialed a number. He waited and then said, “Jerry? You gonna meet me downtown? . . . I’ll see you.” And hung up, wondering as he turned from the desk if they heard Hunter’s voice, Hunter saying, “Fuck you, I’m not leaving here, man, this is the place.”
Clement was saying something to Carolyn Wilder, both standing now, Clement with his hand on her arm, and Carolyn frowning as she stared at him, as though trying to understand what he was telling her—twenty feet from Raymond Cruz—and now she pulled her arm away abruptly, amazed or shocked, and said, “What!” and Clement was shrugging, saying a few parting words as he turned and walked out of the office.
There was a silence. Raymond moved toward her. He said, “What’s the matter?”
But she was still in her mind and didn’t answer. She was not the woman lawyer he had watched in court, but a woman caught off balance, a girl now, vulnerable, a girl who had just been grossly insulted or told a terrible secret. Raymond wanted to touch her and the words came out easily.
“Can I help you, Carolyn?”
It surprised him, using her first name, and yet it sounded natural and seemed to touch an awareness in her. She looked at him in a different way now, not with suspicion as much as caution, wanting to be sure of his tone, his intention.
“Did you happen to hear what he said?”
Raymond shook his head. “No.”
“Any part of it?”
“No, I didn’t.”
He watched her pick up the file from the coffeetable and come past him to her desk, saying, “He’s a beauty.” Sounding tired.
“He kills people,” Raymond said.
She looked at him now. “Tell me about it. You’ve been a downtown cop long enough—I know I’ve seen you around—so you know what my job is and I know what yours is.”
“But can I help you?” Raymond said.
She hesitated, staring at him again and seemed about to tell him something. But she hesitated too long. He saw her gaze move and come back and move again and now she was sitting down at her desk, looking up at him with a bland expression.
“I think you mean well . . .”
“But it’s none of my business,” Raymond said. He picked a Squad Seven card out of his coat pocket and laid it on her desk. “Unless he scares you again, huh? And you admit it.”
“Good night, lieutenant.”
He said, “Good night, Carolyn,” and left, feeling pretty good that he hadn’t said too much, but then wondering if he shouldn’t have insisted on helping and maybe said a lot more.
Hunter used the phone next to the men’s room, staring at the slim girl in the fur vest and wide leather belt as he called MCMU directly, the Major Crime Mobile Unit. He told them a tan ’79 Chevy Impala, Tango Fox Baker 781, was heading south on Woodward and would cross the overpass at Eight Mile in about twelve minutes. He told them to check the sheet on the car, apprehend the driver and take him down to 1300, Room 527. MCMU asked Hunter on what charge and Hunter said, “Driving without an operator’s license.”
He returned to the bar, worked his way in next to the stylish girl in the fur vest and said to her up-raised profile, “If we can’t fall in love in the next twelve minutes, you want to give me your number and we’ll try later?”
The girl looked over her shoulder to stare at him with a mildly wistful expression. She said, “I’m not against falling in love, sport; but I’m sure as hell not gonna hustle a cop. I mean even if I thought you’d pay.” 11
THEY LET CLEMENT SIT ALONE in the interrogation/file room for about forty minutes before Wendell Robinson went in to talk to him.
It was close to 10:00 P.M. Raymond Cruz crossed his feet on the corner of his desk and closed his eyes to the fluorescent lights . . . while Hunter made coffee and told about Pamela and the rough time Pamela was having trying to make it with all the goddamn amateurs out there giving it away, selling themselves for Amaretto on the rocks, Kahlua and cream . . . Raymond half listening, catching glimpses of the Carolyn Wilder he had never seen before this evening, wondering what Clement had said to her, wondering if—at another time, the right time—she’d be easy to talk to.
The windowless file room, about seven-by-eleven, held three folding chairs, an old office table and a wall of built-in shelves where closed case-records were stored. On the wall directly behind Clement was a stain, a formless smudge, where several thousand heads had rested, off and on, during interrogations.
Wendell said, “How well you know Edison?”
Clement grinned. “Detroit Edison?”
“Thomas Edison.”
“I never did understand nigger humor,” Clement said.
“Man whose car you were driving this evening.”
“That’s his name? I just call him Tom. Only nigger I ever knew owned a Chevy. He loaned it to me.”
“He a friend of yours?”
“Friend of a friend.”
“I understand he’s a doorman. Works over at 1300 Lafayette. That where your friend live?”
“I forget which friend it was’s a friend of old Tom’s.”
“Sandy Stanton lives over there,” Wendell said. “She’s a pretty good friend, isn’t she?”
“You know everything, what’re you asking me for?”
“She a friend of yours?”
“I know her.”
“She loan you the Buick last night?”
“It tickles me,” Clement said, “you people trying to act like you know something. You don’t have shit, else I’d be over’n the Wayne County jail waiting on my exam.”
“We want to be ugly, we could get you some time over there right now,” Wendell said. “Driving after your license was revoked on a D.U.I.L., that’s a pretty heavy charge.”
“What, the drunk-driving thing? Jesus Christ,” Clement said, “you trying to threaten me with a fucking traffic violation?”
“No, the violation’s nothing to a man of your experience,” Wendell said. “I was thinking of how you’d be over there with all them niggers.”
“Why is that?” Clement said. “Are niggers the only ones fuck up in this town? Or they picking on you? I was a nigger I wouldn’t put up with it.”
“Yeah, what would you do?”
“Move. All this town is is one big Niggerville with a few whites sprinkled in, some of ’em going with each other. You’d think you’d see more mongrelization, except I guess they’re just fucking each other and not making any kids like they did back in the plantation days . . . You want to know something?”
“What’s that?”
“One of my best friend’s a nigger.”
“Yeah, what’s his name?”
“You don’t know him.”
“I might. You know us niggers sticks together.”
“Bullshit. Saturday night you kill each other.”
“I’m curious. What’s the man’s name?”
“Alvin Guy.” Clement grinned.
“Is that right? You knew him?”
Clement said, “Shit, I could tell you anything, couldn’t I?”
“There was a window in there I’d have thought seriously about throwing him out,” Wendell said, and Raymond nodded.
“I know what you mean.”
“Man doesn’t give you anything to hook onto. You understand what I’m saying? He jive you around with all this bullshit, you don’t know who’s asking who the question. See, he does the judge, then goes home to his bed. We been up two days and a night.”
“Go on home,” Raymond said.
“I’ll stay on it, you want me to.”
“We’ll let the old pro take a shot,” Raymond said, looking over at Hunter. “The old reddish-gray wolf. What do you say? If we can’t shake him tonight we’ll turn him loose, try some other time.”
Hunter got up from his desk. He said, “You want to watch, see how it’s done?”
* * *
There was no clear reason why Hunter was the squad’s star interrogator: why suspects so often confided in him and why the confessions he elicited almost always stood up in court. Maureen said it was because the bad guys got the feeling he was one of them. Hunter said it was because he was patient, understanding, sympathetic, alert, never raised his voice . . . and would cite as an example the time last winter he questioned the suspect, young guy, who admitted “sort of strangling” two women while “overcome with cocaine.” The young guy said he thought this belt one of them had was a snake and wanted to see what it would look like around their necks; that’s how the whole thing had come about, while they were sitting on the floor tooting and having a few drinks. But he refused to tell what he did with their bodies. Hunter said, well, the bodies would show up by spring, when the snow melted, and added, “Unless you’re some kind of animal and you stored them away for the winter.” Hunter noticed the suspect appeared visibly agitated by this off-hand remark and quickly followed up on it, asking the suspect if he liked animals or if he was afraid of them or if he related to animals in some way. The suspect insisted he hated animals, rats especially, and that when he went out to the abandoned farmhouse a few days after and saw that rats had been “nibbling” on the two women he immediately took measures to prevent them from being “all eaten up.” He cut the bodies up with a hacksaw and burned them in the coal furnace. He was no animal . . .
“What you do,” Hunter said, “you see your opening and you step in. You don’t let the guy out until he’s told you something.”
“Remember this room?” Hunter asked Clement.
“Yeah, I remember it. I remember you, too.”
“Still put grease on your hair?”
“No, I like the dry look now,” Clement said.
“Good,” Hunter said. “You messed up the wall the last time—all that guck you slicked your hair down with.”
Clement looked over his shoulder at the wall. “Don’t you ever clean this place up?”
“We hose it out once a week,” Hunter said, “like at the zoo. Get rid of the stink.”
“What’re you,” Clement said, “the heavy? First the nigger and then you. When’s the good guy come in?”
“I’m the good guy,” Hunter said. “I’m as good as it’s gonna get.”
“You haven’t read me my rights.”
“I figured you know it by heart. You want me to read ’em to you? Sure, I’ll read ’em.”
Hunter went out into the squad room. Raymond Cruz sat at his desk with his eyes closed. Hunter poured himself a mug of coffee, picked up a Constitutional Rights form and went back into the file room, sat down and read the first paragraph of the document to Clement.
“You know your rights now? Okay, sign here.” Hunter pushed the document over to Clement with a ballpoint pen.
“What if I don’t want to sign?”
“I don’t give a shit if you sign or you don’t sign. I’ll put down you refused, give us a hard time.”
“But why do I need to sign it?”
“I just told you, asshole, you don’t.”
“I’m in here for questioning as . . . what?”
“You were arrested.”
“For not having a driver’s license? What’s this got to do with it?”
“While in custody the defendant’s record was examined with reason to believe he might be involved in a homicide under investigation and was detained for questioning.”
“Detained—I can hear you,” Clement said. “And then my lawyer stands up and says, ‘Your Honor, this poor boy was held against his will, without any complaint being filed and was not read his rights as a citizen.’ Buddy, I don’t even know why I’m here. I mean, nobody’s told me nothing yet.”
“You’re in here, Clement, because you’re in some deep shit, that’s why.”
“Yeah? Friend of mine was in this room one time, he refused to sign and nothing happened to him.”
Hunter said, “Look at it from the court’s point of view, Clement, all right? . . . Which looks better, we get a warrant and arrest you for first degree murder, which carries mandatory life? Or, we report you came to us voluntarily to make a statement. Under no duress or apprehension you describe the circumstances—”
Clement began to smile.
“—under which a man lost his life, telling it in your own words, putting in whatever mitigating factors there may be, such as your mental or emotional state at the time, whether there was some form of incitement or threat to your well being . . . what’re you grinning at?”
“You must think I went to about the fifth grade,” Clement said, “buy that load of shit. I don’t have to say a word to you. On the other hand I can say anything I want and you can’t use it because I ain’t signed your piece of paper. So what’re we sitting here for?”
“It’s a formality,” Hunter said. “I got to give you the opportunity to make a statement. You don’t, then I take you down the garage, stand you against the wall and beat the shit out of you with the front end of a squad car.”
* * *
Hunter said to Raymond Cruz, “Fuck—we don’t get him with the piece, we don’t get him.”
“He sign the sheet?”
“No, but what difference does it make? He’s not gonna say anything. He knows the routine better’n we do.”
“I’ll give it a try,” Raymond said. “Go on home.”
“No, I’ll stick around.”
“Go on. What’re we doing, we’re just chatting with the guy.”
“Clement . . . how you doing?”
“You’re in trouble,” Clement said. “Carolyn told you, you guys don’t talk to me without her.”
Raymond said, “You spend the night here, she might be a little mad when she finds out, stamp her feet maybe. But she knows it’s part of the business. We see a shot, we have to take it. Listen . . . let’s go in the other room. You want some coffee?”
Clement said, “I wondered who the good guy was gonna be.”
He sat at Hunter’s desk swivelling around in the chair, unimpressed, until he spotted the mug-shot display, the 263 color shots mounted on the wall and extending from Norb Bryl’s desk—where Raymond sat—to the coatrack by the door. Raymond sat sideways to the desk facing Mansell, ten feet away, who was turned sideways to Hunter’s desk.
“Poor fuckers,” Clement said. “You put all those people away?”
“About ninety-eight percent of ’em,” Raymond said. “That’s this year’s graduates, so far.”
“About ninety-eight percent niggers,” Clement said. “The fuck am I doing sitting here?”
“You want me to tell you?” Raymond said.
“I wish somebody would,” Clement said. “I can guess what your heart’s desire is, but I know you don’t have nothing good else I’d be across the street.”
“I might’ve jumped the gun a little.”
“I believe you jumped the hell out of her.”
“You know how you get anxious.”
“Got to stay cool,” Clement said. “Evidently you got somebody made a car somewhere—”
“At the scene, for one.”
“Yeah?” Non-committal.
“And at the Hazel Park track,” Raymond said. “The car belongs to Del Weems, a friend of Sandy Stanton.”
“Yeah?”
“She’s staying at Del Weems’ apartment, using his car sometimes.”
“Yeah?”
“So are you. I know I can place you over at 1300 Lafayette if I talk to enough people. And there’s a good chance I can put you in the car at Hazel Park, the same time the judge was there, same night he was killed.” Raymond looked at the wall clock. “About twenty-two hours ago . . . What did you think when we got on you this fast?”
“You got a tape recorder going some place?”
Raymond raised his hands, helpless. “For what?”
“Won’t do you any good if you have.” Clement looked up at the ceiling and raised his voice as he said, “You can’t use anything I’m saying, so fuck you!”
“I can hear you fine,” Raymond said pleasantly. “I’m not trying to pull anything, legal or otherwise. I just thought you and I might save some time if we know where we stand.”
“That sounds like it makes sense,” Clement said, “except I think it’s pure bullshit. There’s no way I can be doing myself any good sitting here. This is a miserable fucking place, you know it?”
“You never went before Guy, did you?”
“No, I was never in his court.”
“So it couldn’t be anything personal.”
“Jesus, you got your mind made up, haven’t you?”
“The only other reason I can think of, somebody must’ve paid you.” Raymond waited. Clement didn’t say anything. Raymond smiled slightly. “That person finds out you’re in custody I think it would clutch him up some . . . the kind of situation you get into when two or more people are involved in a murder. Like the guy that was shot in front of the Soup Kitchen, the promoter. You remember him? This past summer. Who was convicted? The shooter. Not the guy that arranged it. He copped and we gave him immunity.”
“Jesus Christ,” Clement said, “you’re starting to sound like that other chicken-fat dick, giving me this scary story like I got grits or something for brains.”
“I guess I ought to come right out with it,” Raymond said.
Clement nodded. “I think you’d feel better.”
“Okay,” Raymond said, “what’s gonna happen as soon as we put you in the Buick—we already have the Buick at the scene—you’ll want to start talking deal. You’ll give us something if we’ll ease up a little. Except by then it will probably be too late. We settle for Clement Mansell, he gets the mandatory, that’s it. Did somebody pay him? Who knows? Or more to the point, who cares? See, there isn’t that much wrath, you might say, or righteous indignation involved. Some people think the guy who did the judge ought to get a medal instead of a prison term. But it’s a capital crime, so we have to go through the motions. I want you to understand now we will nail you down, there isn’t any doubt about that . . . unless, before we put in all these hours and get pissed off and cranky and unreasonable . . . you say okay, here’s what happened, here’s the name of the guy that put up the fee . . . then we could probably do something for you. Talk to the prosecutor about second degree, maybe even get it down to manslaughter and put the mandatory on the guy that hired you. You see what I mean?”
Clement leaned his right forearm on the desk and stared across the ten feet at Raymond Cruz.
“You got a nice, polite way about you. But underneath all that shit, you really want my ass, don’t you?”
“I don’t have a choice,” Raymond said.
“You feel this as something personal? I mean this particular case?”
Raymond thought a moment; he shrugged.
“Shit no,” Clement said. “What’s bothering you, three years ago you guys blew it. You had me convicted on a triple, air-tight with witnesses, and I walked. That’s been bothering the shit out of you. So now you’re gonna try and get me on this one to make up for it. See, now it does get personal. Right? You don’t care who hit the judge, you just want me. Am I right or wrong?”
Raymond took his time. He said, “See, we’re finding out where we stand.”
“Am I right or wrong?”
“Well, I have to admit there’s some truth in what you say.”
“I knew it,” Clement said. “You got no higher motive’n I do, you talk about laying things on the table, see where we stand. You don’t set out to uphold the law any more’n I set out to break it. What happens, we get in a situation like this and then me and you start playing a game. You try and catch me and I try and keep from getting caught and still make a living. You follow me? We’re over here in this life playing and we don’t even give a shit if anybody’s watching us or not or if anybody gets hurt. We got our own rules and words we use and everything else. You got numbers, all these chicken-fat dicks that’d rather play the game than work; but I got the law to protect me and all I got to do is keep my mouth shut, don’t associate with stupid people and there’s no way in hell you’re gonna lay this one on me . . . or any of the others.”
Raymond nodded, thoughtful but at ease, alert but not showing it. He said, “You know what, Clement? I think you’re right.” There was a silence. “What others?”
And again, a silence.
Clement leaned on his arm that rested along the edge of the desk, as if to draw a little closer to Raymond Cruz.
“You know how many people I’ve killed?”
“Five,” Raymond said.
“Nine,” Clement said.
“In Detroit?”
“Not all in De-troit. One in Oklahoma, one in Kansas.”
“Seven in Detroit?”
“That’s right. But five—no, six of ’em was niggers.”
“Counting Judge Guy.”
“Count who you want. I ain’t giving you a scorecard lineup.”
“When you were with the Wrecking Crew, huh?”
“Most by myself. Well, kind of by myself. Other fella didn’t do shit.”
“Going into dope houses, huh?”
Clement didn’t answer.
“Like the one on St. Marys, the triple?”
Clement didn’t say anything.
“I don’t mean to pry,” Raymond said. “You arouse my curiosity.” He sat back in Norb Bryl’s stiff swivel chair and placed his legs on the corner of the desk. “It’s interesting what you said, like it’s a game. Cops and robbers. A different life that’s got nothing to do with anybody else.”
“Less we need ’em,” Clement said. “Then you get into victims and witnesses. Use who you can.”
“But what it comes down to,” Raymond said, “what it’s all about, I mean, is just you and me, huh?”
“That’s it, partner.”
“Some other time—I mean a long time ago, we might have settled this between us. I mean if we each took the situation personally.”
“Or if we thought it’d be fun,” Clement said. “You married?”
It took Raymond by surprise. “I was.”
“You got a family? Kids?”
“No.”
“So you get bored, don’t have nothing to do and you put more time in on the job.”
Raymond didn’t say anything. He waited, looking at the wall clock. It was 11:15.
Clement said, “You ever shoot anybody?”
“Well . . . not lately.”
“Come on, how many?”
“Two,” Raymond said.
“Niggers?”
He felt self-conscious. “When I was in Robbery.”
“Use that little dick gun? . . . I been meaning to ask why you put the rubber bands around the grip.”
“Keep it from slipping down.”
“Cheap fuck, get a holster. Shit, get a regular size weapon first, ‘stead of that little parlor gun.”
“It does the job,” Raymond said. It sounded familiar: a table of cops at the Athens Bar drinking beer.
Clement said, “Yeah?” and let his gaze move around the squad room before returning to Raymond Cruz, sitting with his feet on the desk. “Say you’re pretty good with it, huh?”
Raymond shrugged. “I qualify every year.”
“Yeah?” Clement paused, staring at Raymond now. “Be something we had us a shooting match, wouldn’t it?”
“I know a range out in Royal Oak,” Raymond said. “It’s in the basement of a hardware store.”
“I’m not talking about any range,” Clement said, staring at Raymond. “I was thinking out on the street.” He paused for effect. “Like when you least expect.”
“I’ll ask my inspector,” Raymond said, “see if it’s okay.”
“You won’t do nothing of the kind,” Clement said, “cause you know I’m not kidding.”
They stared at each other in silence and Raymond wondered if this was part of the game: who would look away first. A little kids’ game except it was real, it was happening.
He said, “Can I ask you a question?”
“Like what?”
“Why’d you shoot Guy?”
“Jesus Christ,” Clement said, “we been talking all this time, I think we’re getting some place—what difference does it make why? Me and you, we’re sitting here looking at each other, sizing each other up—aren’t we? What’s it got to do with Guy, or anything else?” 12
SOME MONTHS BEFORE, a story in The Detroit News Magazine, part of the Sunday edition, had featured eight “Women At Work” in which they described, beneath on-the-job photos in color, exactly what they did for a living. The women were a crane operator, automotive engineer, realty executive, homemaker, attorney, waitress, interior decorator and city assessor.
The attorney was Carolyn Wilder, photographed in an ultra-suede jacket leaning against her dining-table desk. Framed on the wall behind her and almost out of focus was an enlarged printed quotation that read:
“Whatever women do, they must do twice as well as men to be thought half as good. Luckily, this is not difficult.”
CHARLOTTE WILTON
Mayor of Ottawa, 1963
Set in two columns beneath the photo, the text read:
CAROLYN WILDER, Attorney, Senior Partner of Wilder, Sultan and Fine, Birmingham. “At one time I thought I was an artist. In fact I attended The Center for Creative Studies three years, believed I could draw, paint adequately, set out with my portfolio and found work in the art department of a well-known automotive ad agency where the word ‘creative’ was heard constantly but appeared exiguously, if at all, in their advertising; married a ‘creative’ director and was both fired and divorced within fifteen months on two counts of insubordination. (No children, a few samples.) The switch to law is an involved tale; though I did have clear visions, goals, that saw me through the University of Detroit Law School and two years with the Legal Aid and Defender Association. The latter prepared me for criminal law as it is served in the Frank Murphy Hall of Justice on a daily basis. My clients, for the most part, are charged with serious felonies: varying degrees of murder, rape, armed robbery and assault. Seventy-nine percent of them are acquitted, placed on probation, or, their charges are dismissed. Implicit in the question I’m most frequently asked—why am I in criminal law?—is the notion that women by nature abhor violence and would never, under any circumstances, help violent criminals remain at large. The truth is: criminals are a police problem; individuals accused of crime are mine.”
Another notion, that life can be simple, if you base it on a fairly black and white attitude about behavior, appealed to Carolyn in providing answers to dumb questions. It made her sound at least curt when not profound and helped develop her courtroom image as an incisive defense counsel. Wayne County prosecuting attorneys referred to her, not altogether disparagingly, as the Iron Cunt. She might say hello on an elevator; she might not. She would never, under any condition, give her view of the weather. When facing her in court the prosecutor had better have his case documented far beyond implications or dramatic effects or Carolyn would counterpunch him to a decision with pure knowledge of law. Recorder’s Court judges were known to sit up straighter, listen more attentively, when Carolyn was working their courtrooms.
Raymond Cruz ran into her on the fifth floor, where two of the Frank Murphy courtrooms were holding pretrial examinations and witnesses and families of defendants were waiting in the corridor.
It was 11:00 A.M. Raymond was coming out of an exam, having identified the photograph of a woman, bound and gagged with a pantyhose and shot twice in the back of the head, as Liselle Taylor, and testified that upon showing the photo to Alfonso Goddard, Mr. Goddard denied knowing the deceased until, after several hours of questioning, he stated: “Oh, yeah, I know her. See, you asked me if she was my girlfriend and I said no to that, because she wasn’t my girlfriend, we was only living together, you understand?” . . . There were two more exams scheduled this week . . . five cases in the squad’s “open” file . . . when Carolyn Wilder stopped him, taking him by the arm in the crowded corridor.
She said, “Don’t ever do that to me again. I don’t care if you just wanted to buy him a drink, when I say you can only talk to a client in my presence it means exactly that.”
Raymond touched her hand on his arm, covering it with his own in the moment before she drew it away.
“What did he tell you?”
“He was arrested—how you used that drunk-driving charge—”
“We let him go, didn’t we? Listen, I don’t even know how he got home. But if he keeps driving without a license he’s gonna get in serious trouble.”
Carolyn didn’t smile. She seemed genuinely disturbed, her esteem damaged. Raymond stepped quickly, quietly, inside her guard. He said, “What did Clement tell you last night? In your office.”
And there was the vulnerable look again, a glimpse of the girl who could be uncertain, afraid.
“If he scared you, and I mean that as a compliment, then he said something pretty bad.”
“You’re out of line. Whatever my client says to me, if you don’t know, is privileged information—”
“Yeah, but it wasn’t like that. He didn’t confide something, he scared you. The look on your face—you could have filed a complaint for assault. Or improper advances, lewd suggestions . . . Let me tell you something if you don’t already know it.” Raymond looked around. He took Carolyn by the arm then and guided her through the waiting people, held doors open and followed her into an empty courtroom.
“You want to sit down?”
She went into one of the spectator rows that were like widely spaced church pews, sat down, crossed her legs beneath a gray skirt, smoothing it, and turned on the contoured bench to face him or to keep some distance between them.
“What?”
“Clement Mansell killed the judge and Adele Simpson. We know he did.”
“All you have to do is prove it,” Carolyn said.
Raymond took time to gaze all around the courtroom before looking at Carolyn again. He said, “Just quit being the lawyer for a minute, all right? Clement Mansell has killed nine people. Four more than we know of and seven more than he’ll ever be convicted for. He isn’t a misguided boy, somebody you can defend, feel sorry for. He’s a fucking killer. He likes it. He actually likes killing people. Do you understand that?”
Carolyn Wilder said quietly, “Even a fucking killer has rights under the law. You said last night, ‘He kills people.’ And I believe I said, ‘Tell me about it.’ We both know the purpose of this room. If you feel you have a case against Mansell, let’s bring him in and find out. Until then, leave him alone . . . All right?”
The lady lawyer rose from the bench.
Raymond was dismissed.
He had felt this way standing before judges who had the final word and would pound a gavel and that was it. He had felt the urge to punch several judges. He had once felt the urge to punch Alvin Guy just as he felt the urge now to punch Carolyn Wilder. It seemed a natural reaction. The strange part was—he realized now, in the same moment—he did not have the urge to punch Clement Mansell.
He could see himself killing Mansell, but not hitting him with a fist, for there was no emotion involved.
It stopped him, brought him back to where he could say something and not be afraid of his tone, of an edge getting in the way. She had moved past him and was almost to the door.
“Carolyn? Let me ask you something.”
She waited, half-turned, giving him a deadpan look. No person inside. Let him try to get through if he could.
“How come in the hall before, you said, ‘Don’t ever do that to me again’? About picking Clement up and bringing him in. How come you didn’t say don’t ever do that to him again?”
Carolyn Wilder turned without a word and walked out.
Raymond felt better, but not a whole lot. 13
NORBERT BRYL SAID, “You didn’t question him in the room?”
“Nobody was here by then. I sat right where you’re sitting, he was over at Jerry’s desk.”
Hunter said, “Jesus, I better check the drawers.”
Bryl said, “What’ve you got that he’d want?” And swivelled back to Raymond Cruz. “So how’d you get to the nine people?”
The phone rang. Hunter said, “Take that, will you, Maureen? Act like you’re the secretary.”
Maureen, at her desk next to the file-room door, said, “Sure,” and picked up the phone. “Squad Seven, Sergeant Downey—”
Wendell Robinson entered with a young black male wearing a T-shirt and a wool watchcap, motioned him into the file room to wait and closed the door. “Another boyfriend of Liselle Taylor. Says he believes Alfonso killed her, and if we can get his traffic tickets tore up—like three hundred dollars’ worth and a suspended license—he’ll tell us things so we’ll believe it too.”
“Tell him what the food’s like across the street,” Hunter said.
“He’s been there. Probably likes the food.”
Raymond said, “Before you go in—what’d Clement say to you, something about having a black friend?”
“He said one of my best friends,” Wendell answered. “I said what’s his name? He wouldn’t tell me.”
“Yeah—” Raymond, thoughtful, looked from his desk to Hunter. “He mention a friend to you?”
Hunter said, “How could that asshole have a friend?” But then squinted, closing one eye. “Wait a minute. He did say something. He wouldn’t sign the rights sheet and he said, yeah, he said he had a friend who wouldn’t sign it either and nothing happened to him.”
“The Wrecking Crew,” Raymond said, “they ever use a black driver?”
No one answered him.
“Then before the Wrecking Crew. You see what I’m getting at? He knows a black guy who was brought in here. The black guy wouldn’t say anything about whatever it was. Which could be the reason Mansell thinks of him as a friend. Why, because the black guy wouldn’t talk? A matter of principle? No, because the black guy wouldn’t talk about Mansell. How’s that sound?”
“That’s not bad,” Bryl said. “Let me go consult the great computer, see what it says.”
Raymond said, “Check with Art Blaney in Robbery. He’s got a memory better than a computer. Ask him if he recalls a black guy that ever ran with Mansell.”
Bryl went out. A uniformed officer stood holding the door open. He said, “Judge Guy was shot four times with a .38, right?”
Hunter looked up. “Five times.”
“Shit,” the uniformed officer said, “I went and played four-three-eight.”
The door swung closed.
Hunter said, “Probably boxed it, too, the dumb shit.”
Raymond said, “He tells me he’s killed nine people. I say, oh, in Detroit?”
The door swung open. A black officer in shirtsleeves, wearing a .44 magnum revolver in a white shoulder rig, came in with a stack of papers, licked his thumb, took off the top sheet and said, “Who wants it? Schedule for the play-offs, nine-thirty, Softball City. Homicide versus Sex Crimes.”
The door swung closed.
Maureen hung up the phone. “MCMU. Mansell and Sandy Stanton just left 1300 Lafayette in a cab.”
* * *
Inspector Herzog listened with his hands clasped as though in prayer, fingers pressed together, pointing straight up.
“He’s telling me he’s killed nine people,” Raymond said, “without going into detail, two there, seven here, and I’m trying to get him to be a little more specific. With the Wrecking Crew? He says no. Well, we know he performed the triple on St. Marys and that was with the Crew. So what he meant was none of the others. But he was with somebody. He said the guy was along but didn’t do anything.”
“This is the black guy?” Herzog asked.
“He didn’t say he was black,” Raymond said. “He only told me another guy was along. But he told Wendell he had a black friend. See, first he keeps throwing ‘nigger’ in Wendell’s face, then he tells him, ‘One of my best friends is a nigger.’ He tells Jerry he’s got a friend who was questioned here and refused to say a word or even sign the rights sheet. He tells me a guy was with him when he killed some people and now we put the pieces together and Norb consults the computer, checking out Mansell in depth, all his arrests for whatever, all the times he was picked up on suspicion, brought in for questioning, to see if he’s got a black guy in his past anywhere.”
Raymond’s gaze moved to the window framing Herzog’s mane of gray hair. He could see the top floors of the highrise in the near distance.
“Incidentally, Clement and Sandy, about an hour ago they took a cab out to the Tel-Twelve Mall. They went inside, MCMU lost them.”
“They’re not using the Buick,” Herzog said. “How come?”
“I think he cleaned it up,” Raymond said, “doesn’t want to touch it again.”
“Maybe you should’ve picked it up yesterday.”
“Well, as I mentioned to you,” Raymond said, “it was a judgment call. MCMU followed Sandy around, they’re pretty sure she didn’t dump anything. And if they hadn’t followed her, then Mr. Sweety wouldn’t be the important man he is today.”
“Who’s Mr. Sweety?”
“You remember yesterday Sandy went to a place on Kercheval, Sweety’s Lounge?”
Herzog nodded. “Came out with a guy and went in the house next door.”
“Came out with Mr. Sweety and went to his house,” Raymond said. “It’s where he lives.”
“I think you said yesterday the guy’s black.”
“Yes, and according to the sheets on Mansell, so is a guy by the name of Marcus Sweeton who did some work with Clement back when he first came here and before he joined the Wrecking Crew. Sweeton’s had two convictions—one probation, two years on a gun charge and I guess he’s not looking forward to that third fall, because he’s been pure ever since, now operates Sweety’s Lounge.”
“How’d he get a liquor license?”
“It’s in his brother’s name. Sweeton says he’s only a bartender; but he runs the place and lives next door with his girlfriend, Anita. The brother works out at Chrysler Mound Road. So we know Marcus is the original Mr. Sweety of Sweety’s Lounge. Art Blaney remembers him—”
“What do we need a computer for with Blaney?” Herzog said.
“That’s what I said to Norb. Art looks up at the ceiling, it’s like he wrote some notes up there. What do you want to know? Marcus Sweeton, a.k.a. the Dark Mark, Sweetwater, a couple more and Mr. Sweety. He makes about fifteen grand a year from the bar and another twenty-five or thirty from drugs, nothing worth busting, little neighborhood store.”
“This is how he stays pure,” Herzog said.
“Well, it’s relative,” Raymond said. “Pure compared to going in someplace with a gun. Art says Mansell used him as a bird dog. Mr. Sweety would go in a dope house—very friendly type of guy—sit around and chat a while, pass out some angel dust, tell a few jokes—that’s the way they worked. Get ’em laid back on the dust, then Clement comes in and takes ’em off easy—all these clowns sitting around grinning at him.”
“How many times can you do that?” Herzog said.
“In this town?” Raymond said. “You put all the dope stores on a computer the printout would reach down the hall, down the stairs, out onto Beaubien—”
“I get the picture,” Herzog said. “So now you’ve got a possible witness to one or more of these nine killings Mansell claims he did. Are you trying to tie in Mr. Sweety to Judge Guy and Adele Simpson?”
“Not necessarily,” Raymond said. “See, the original idea, find out who this old buddy is, tie him in to Mansell as an accessory and get him to cop on one of the earlier murders. Just in case we don’t get Mansell on the current one, the judge and Adele. I thought, ah, use a lead Mansell himself gave us and doesn’t even know it. Bring him in and watch his mouth fall open.”
“I’m not gonna hold up my vacation on that happening,” Herzog said.
“No, I said that was the original idea,” Raymond said. “But now—what is this? Mansell shoots the judge and Adele and the next day Sandy Stanton goes to see the old buddy, Mr. Sweety. What’s going on here?”
“So you are trying to tie him in.”
“Yeah, but not necessarily in the way I think you mean.”
“I’m not sure I know what I mean,” Herzog said.
“Look at it this way,” Raymond said. “If Mansell was hired to do the judge and then he hired Mr. Sweety to drive for him—”
“Then why didn’t Sweety get a car?”
“That’s the first question. The next one—since Mansell knows we’ve made the Buick, would he tell Sandy to drive over to Mr. Sweety’s house in it the next day?”
“I don’t know,” Herzog said, “would he?”
“Or—did Sandy go over there on her own?”
“For what?”
“I don’t know.”
“Why don’t you ask her.”
“I’m going to,” Raymond said, “soon as she gets home.”
“But then she tells Mansell and he’ll know you’re onto Mr. Sweety. How do you get around that?”
“It’s a game, isn’t it?” Raymond said. “Nothing but a game . . . Why don’t I just go find Clement and shoot him?”
Herzog said, “That’s the best idea I’ve heard yet.” 14
CLEMENT BOUGHT A TEN-SHOT .22 Ruger automatic rifle, a regular $87.50 value for $69.95, and a box of .22 longs at K-mart in the Tel-Twelve Mall. He went over to the typewriter counter and asked the girl if he could try one. She said sure and gave him a sheet of notepaper. Clement pecked away for a minute, using his index fingers, pulled the notepaper out of the Smith-Corona and took it with him. He saw a black cowboy hat he liked, put it on and walked out with it . . . down a block to Red Bowers Chevrolet where Sandy Stanton was wandering around the used car lot in her high-heel boots and tight jeans.
She saw him coming with the black hat on, carrying the long cardboard box sticking out of the K-mart sack and said, “Oh, my Lord, what have you got now?”
He told her it was a surprise and Sandy brightened. “For me?” Clement said no, for somebody else. He looked around at the rows of “Fall Clean-up Specials” and asked her if she’d picked one out.
Sandy led him to a Pontiac Firebird with a big air scoop and the hood flamed in red and gold, sunlight flashing on the windshield.
“Isn’t it a honey? Looks like it eats other cars right up.”
Clement said, “Sugar, I told you I want a regular car. I ain’t gonna street race, I ain’t gonna hang out at the Big Boy; I just need me some wheels in your id till things get a little better. Now here’s seven one-hundred-dollar bills, all the grocery money till we get some more. You buy a nice car and pick me up over there—if I can make it across Telegraph without getting killed—where you see that sign? Ramada Inn? I’ll be in there having a cocktail.”
Sandy got him a ’76 Mercury Montego, sky blue over rust, with only forty thousand miles on it for six-fifty plus tax and Clement said, “Now you’re talking.”
A boy who was born on an oil lease and traveled in the beds of pickup trucks till he was twelve years old would be likely to have dreams of Mark VIs and Eldorados. Not Clement. He had driven, had in his possession for varying periods of time in his life, an estimated 268 automobiles, all makes and models, counting the used ‘56 Chevy four-barrel he’d bought when he was seventeen and the used TR-3 he’d bought one time when he was feeling sporty; all the rest he stole. Clement said cars were to get you from here to there or a way of picking up spending money. If you wanted to impress somebody, open their eyes, shit, stick a nickel-plate .45 in their mouth and ear back the hammer.
Clement drove back downtown and over to Lafayette East, but didn’t go to the apartment. Sandy said she wanted to get some Vernor’s. So while she was in the supermarket down the street from the apartment building, Clement found a telephone booth with a directory and looked up Cruz . . .
Cruz, Cruz, Cruz . . . no Raymond Cruz, which he didn’t expect to find anyway, but there was an M. Cruz—the kind of initial-only listing women thought would prevent dirty phone calls—and Clement bet twenty cents, dialing the number, that M. Cruz was Raymond Cruz’s former wife.
MCMU called Raymond Cruz. Sandy Stanton was back, crossing the street toward 1300 Lafayette with a bag of groceries. Alone. A 1st Precinct squad car got him over there, up the circular drive to the entrance, in less than four minutes. Sandy was in the lobby, pulling Del Weems’ credit-card bills out of the mailbox, when Raymond walked in.
“Well, hi there.” Sandy gave him a nice smile.
Raymond smiled too, appreciating her, close to believing she was glad to see him.
“What brings you around, may I ask? Del isn’t back yet, if you’re looking for him.”
Raymond said, “No, I’m looking for you, Sandy.” And she said, oh, losing some of her sparkle. They went up to 2504. Raymond walked over to the skyline view while Sandy ran to the bathroom. She was in there a long time. It was quiet. Raymond listened, wondering if she was flushing something down the toilet. She came out wearing her satin running shorts, a white T-shirt with a portrait on it, barefoot, saying she had to get out of those tight designer jeans. Saying she wished uncomfortable outfits weren’t so fashionable, but what were you supposed to do? You had to keep up. Like with cowboy boots now. Back home she’d worked at a riding stable at Spring Mills State Park and wore cowboy boots all the time, never dreaming they’d be the fashion one day and you’d even wear ’em to shopping centers . . . Sandy talking fast to keep Raymond from talking and maybe he’d forget why he came. It did give him time to identify the portrait on her T-shirt and read the words SAVE BERT PARKS.
She hesitated too long and he said, “Where’s Clement?”
“Well, so much for the world of fashion,” Sandy said. “I don’t know where he is.”
“You drop him off someplace?”
“You think I’m dumb or something? I’m not gonna tell you a thing. If I didn’t have a kind heart, I wouldn’t even be talking to you . . . You want a drink?”
Raymond was ready to say no, but paused and said sure and went with her into the kitchen that was like a narrow passageway between the front hall and the dining-L. She asked him if Scotch was all right. He said fine and watched her get out the ice and pour the Chivas. Sandy opened a can of Vernor’s 1-Cal ginger ale for herself. She said, “Ouuuuuu, it sure tickles your nose, but I like it. You can’t buy it most other places but here.”
Raymond said, “You have any grass?”
“Boy—” Sandy said. “You never know anymore who’s into what.”
“You have trouble getting it?”
“What do you want, my source?”
“No, a guy in the prosecutor’s office I know has a pretty good source. I was thinking maybe I could help you out, I mean if Mr. Sweety isn’t coming through.”
“Man oh man,” Sandy said. “I think I better go sit down. You’re scary, you know it?”
“Looks like Mr. Sweety’s in some trouble.”
“Jesus, who isn’t?”
“Have to be careful who you associate with.”
“That is the truth,” Sandy said. “I think I might be running around with the wrong crowd. Let’s go in the other room; I feel cornered in here.”
“I just wanted to ask you something,” Raymond said. “See, we’re gonna be talking to Mr. Sweety. He was supposed to be working the night the judge was killed. Maybe he was. But we do know you have something going with him—”
Sandy said, “Have something going?”
“You went to his house yesterday—”
“To get some dope. You already said—you know he’s a source I use. You just said so.”
“Yeah, but why would Clement send you over there?”
“He didn’t. He didn’t even know I went.” Sandy paused. “Wait a sec, you’re confusing me. I did go over there yesterday to score some grass. Period. It’s got nothing to do with anything else.”
“Clement let you use the car?”
“It isn’t his car, it’s Del Weems’.”
“I know, but I wondered why he’d let you go there.”
“He didn’t know I went. I already told you that.”
Twice, Raymond thought. He believed her because he wanted to, because it was reasonable. He didn’t like to come onto facts that appeared unreasonable and have to change his course.
He liked it that she was upset and he kept going now. “I mean considering everything,” Raymond said. “Here we’ve got a car that was identified at a murder scene, Del’s Buick . . .”
Sandy rolled her eyes—little girl standing there in her satin running shorts, nipples poking out at Bert Parks on her T-shirt. Skinny little thing—he felt sorry for her too.
“What’s the matter?” Raymond asked.
“Oh, nothing . . . Jesus.”
“We don’t have Clement in the car yet, but we know Clement did both the judge and the girl, Adele Simpson.”
“Now it’s starting to snow,” Sandy said, “and we’re hardly into October.”
“Ask him,” Raymond said. “But here’s the thing. Would Clement like to know you were over there in the car, the Buick, seeing a man who used to work with him and could be a suspect in Guy’s murder? You understand what I’m saying?”
“Do I understand? Are you kidding?”
“So it isn’t so much Clement doesn’t know you went over there,” Raymond said. “You don’t want him to know.”
“If you say so.”
“Why don’t you want him to know, Sandy?”
“He don’t like it when I smoke too much grass.”
“Like when you get nervous or upset?”
“Yeah, usually.”
“Well, the way things’re going, Sandy,” Raymond said, “I think you better hit on a couple pounds of good Colombian.” 15
CLEMENT HAD NEVER ICE-SKATED, but he could see the Palmer Park lagoon would be a good place. It wasn’t a big open rink, like most. It was a pond, several acres in size, with wooded islands in it to skate around. A good place to dump the Ruger when he was finished with it. He parked by the refreshment pavilion and cut through the woods along Merrill Plaisance Drive to where he had hidden the rifle in some bushes a few minutes before.
It was almost six o’clock; getting dark in a hurry. He picked up the rifle and moved up to the edge of the trees where he could look directly across Merrill Plaisance, across the narrow island separating the drive from the residential street and the front of the four-story, L-shaped apartment building that was 913 Covington, the home of Lt. Raymond chicken-fat Cruz—with the sad mustache and the quiet way about him, which could be politeness or just empty-headed dumbness.
Clement had said to the woman’s voice on the phone, the cop’s former wife, “What’s Ray’s address again? I lost it . . . And the apartment number? . . . Oh, that’s right on the first floor, huh?” Then had got the id of the building manager off her mailbox and called her saying this was Sgt. Hunter: they were planning a surprise party for Lt. Cruz; the guys were gonna drop in and then, when he wasn’t looking, reach out the window and haul in this present as a surprise, a stereo outfit, and he wanted to know which window to put it outside of. The landlady said in this neighborhood they better put a policeman with it or they would be the ones surprised when they reached out to get it.
There were three windows: one with an air-conditioning unit, one with a plant, one with raised venetian blinds, close to the sidewalk on Covington.
Ten past six.
The landlady had said he was usually home by six-thirty the latest, unless he didn’t come home. Her apartment was next to his and if she was in the kitchen she’d hear his door slam and then sometimes she’d hear him playing music . . . Didn’t he already have a victrola? . . . A little cheap one, Clement told her, which was probably the truth.
Look for a medium-blue four-door Plymouth. Clement had heard cops didn’t use their own cars on the job because no one would insure them.
Twenty after. There was a last trace of red in the sky. The front of the building was without definition now, a few lights showing in apartments. Clement practice-sighted on Raymond Cruz’s dark windows. Range, about fifty yards. But a tough shot with the cars going by in front of him, on the park drive.
Maybe this Raymond Cruz did use his own car. Or lieutenants got a different color than that shitty medium blue. Clement didn’t worry about odds or luck. Something happened or it didn’t. The man would come home or he wouldn’t. If not tonight, tomorrow. Clement didn’t plan on waiting around forever; but a little patience was good and more often than not got rewarded.
That’s why Clement wasn’t too surprised or especially elated when he saw the light go on in Raymond Cruz’s apartment. Sooner or later it was supposed to. Clement put the Ruger against a tree and lined up his sights on the figure moving inside the apartment, Clement waiting for a lull in the traffic . . .
Raymond had come into the apartment building from the alley, walked through to the foyer and got his mail: Newsweek, a visa bill, a bank statement, a thick window-envelope from Oral Roberts, Tulsa, Oklahoma, addressed to Mr. M. Cruz, and a folded piece of notepaper.
In his apartment Raymond dropped the mail on the coffeetable, went into the kitchen with Newsweek and got a can of Strohs out of the refrigerator. He drank from the can as he glanced through the magazine on the counter, learning that beer was now discovered to cause cancer along with everything else. In the living room again he sat down at the end of the couch by the floor lamp he’d bought at Goodwill Industries. He picked up the mail from the coffeetable, threw back the bill from visa and the bank statement, laid the Oral Roberts envelope on his lap and opened the piece of notepaper that was folded three times. The typewritten message said:
SURPRISE CHICKEN FAT!!!
Raymond would replay the scene, what happened next, and at first believe the guy was right outside because the timing was that good . . . sitting there looking at the typed words, wondering . . .
And the front window and the lamp exploded, the glass shattering and he was in darkness, instinctively rolling off the couch, catching a knee on the coffeetable, trying to yank the snub-nosed .38 out of his waistband that was tight on his hip, crawling toward the window now, the flat sound of reports reaching him, erupting through fragments of glass, thudding into the wall, six, seven shots—he got his legs under him, turned and ran for the door . . . down the hall, out the front entrance. Cars were going by on the park drive, headlights on, making faint humming sounds. He crossed Covington to the island, kept going, heard a car horn and brakes squeal and he was into the trees, in darkness, with no sense of purpose or direction now, no sounds except for the cars going past on the park drive.
In the apartment again he picked up the phone, began to punch buttons. He stopped, replaced the receiver. If Sandy was home with the Buick, what was Clement driving? Could it have been someone else? No. He sat in semidarkness, a light showing in the open doorway to the hall.
Raymond picked up the phone again and punched a number.
“Mary Alice, I just want to ask you a question, okay? . . . No, I don’t have time to get into that. Somebody called and you gave him my address. Did the guy have kind of a southern accent? . . . I know you didn’t know who it was. Mary Alice, that’s why you’re not supposed to give out . . . No, you just tell them you don’t know. Last night, did a lady call? . . .”
Jesus Christ, Raymond said. He put the phone, in both of his hands, in his lap and could hear her talking. He saw streetlight reflections in the jagged pieces of windowpane. Raising the phone again he heard her pause and said, quickly, “Mary Alice? Nice talking to you.”
He called Squad Seven. Maureen answered and he asked her to look in his book and give him Carolyn Wilder’s phone number. Maureen came back and said, “Six-four-five . . .”
And Raymond said, “No, that’s her office. Give me her home number. And the address.” He got out his pen and wrote on the back of the Oral Roberts envelope as Maureen dictated. Maureen said, “Why would she have an office in Birmingham if she lives on the east side?”
Raymond said, “You want me to I’ll ask her. But I got a few other questions first.”
He dialed Carolyn Wilder’s home number. Following the first ring her voice came on. “Yes?”
“You were waiting for me to call,” Raymond said.
“Who is this?”
He told her and said, “I’d like to talk to the Oklahoma Wildman, but I don’t know where he is.”
“He isn’t here.”
It stopped Raymond. “I didn’t expect him to be.”
There was a pause. “He was here,” Carolyn Wilder said. “He left a few minutes ago.”
Raymond said, “Carolyn, don’t move. You just stepped in a deep pile of something.” 16
CAROLYN WILDER’S HOME on Van Dyke Place, off Jefferson, had been built in 1912 along the formal lines of a Paris townhouse. During the 1920s and ‘30s it had changed from residence to speakeasy to restaurant and was serving a limited but selective menu—for the most part to Grosse Pointe residents who knew about the place and were willing to reserve one of ten tables a week in advance—when Carolyn Wilder bought it as an investment, hired a decorator and, in the midst of restoring a past splendor, decided to move in and make it her home.
Standing in the front hall, facing the rose-carpeted stairway that turned twice on its way to the second-floor hall, Raymond said, “It looks familiar.”
The young black woman didn’t say anything. She stood with arms folded in an off-white housedress, letting him look around, the lamplight from side fixtures reflecting on mirrored walls and giving a yellow cast to the massive chandelier that hung above them.
“You look familiar too,” Raymond said. “You’re not Angela Davis.”
“No, I’m not.”
“You’re . . . Marcie Coleman. About two years ago?”
“Two years in January.”
“And Mrs. Wilder defended you.”
“That’s right.”
“We offered you, I believe, manslaughter and you turned it down. Stood trial for first degree.”
“That’s right.”
“I’ll tell you something. I’m glad you got off.”
“Thank you.”
“How long ago was Clement Mansell here?”
There was a pause, silence. “Ms. Wilder’s waiting for you upstairs.”
“I was just telling Marcie,” Raymond said, “your house seems familiar, the downstairs part.” Though not this room with its look of a century later, plexiglass tables, strange shapes and colors on the wall, small areas softly illuminated by track lighting. “You do these?”
“Some of them.”
The room was like a dim gallery. He was sure that most of the paintings, not just some, were hers. “What’s this one?”
“Whatever you want it to be.”
“Were you mad when you painted it?”
Carolyn Wilder stared at him with a look that was curious but guarded.
“Why?”
“I don’t know. I get the feeling you were upset.”
“I think I was when I started.”
She sat in a bamboo chair with deep cushions of some dark silky material, a wall of books next to her, Carolyn half in, half out of a dimmed beam of light. She had not asked him to sit down; she had not offered him a drink, though a cordial glass of clear liquid sat on the glass table close to her chair and a tea-table bar of whiskeys and liqueurs stood only a few feet from Raymond.
“Marcie married again?”
“She’s thinking about it.”
“I bet the guy’s giving it some serious thought too. She live here?”
“Downstairs. She has rooms. Most of it’s closed off though.”
He turned from the abstract painting over the fireplace to look at her: legs crossed in a brown caftan—some kind of loose cover—her feet hidden by a hassock that matched the chair.
“Are you somebody else when you’re home?”
“I’m not sure I know what you mean.”
“You go out much?”
“When I want to.”
“I have a hard question coming up.”
“Why don’t you ask it?”
“Are you working at being a mystery woman?”
“Is that the question?”
“No.” He paused.
He was aware that he had no trouble talking to her, saying whatever came to mind without wondering what her reaction would be or even caring. He felt a small hook of irritation, standing before the woman in shadow, but the irritation was all right because he could control it. He didn’t want to rush the reason he was here. He would hit her with it in time; but first he wanted to jab a little. She intrigued him. Or she challenged him. One or the other, or both.
He said, “Do you still paint?”
“Not really. Once in a while.”
“You switch from fine art to law . . . On impulse?”
“I suppose,” Carolyn said. “But it wasn’t that difficult.”
“You were divorced first—is that where the impulse comes in? The way the divorce was handled?”
She continued to stare at him, but with something more in her eyes, creeping in now, something more than ordinary interest. She said, “You don’t seem old enough to be a lieutenant; unless you have an M.B.A. and you’re somewhere in administration. But you’re homicide.”
“I’m older than you are,” Raymond said. He walked toward her chair, moved the hassock with his foot and sat down on it, somewhat half-turned from her but with their legs almost touching. She seemed to draw back against the cushion as he made the move, but he wasn’t sure. He could see her face clearly now, her eyes staring, expectant.
“I’m almost a year older. You want to know what my sign is?” She didn’t answer. He picked up the cordial glass and raised it to his face. “What is it?”
“Aquavit. Help yourself . . . but it’s not very cold.”
He took a sip, put the glass down. “You watched this lawyer handle your divorce, thinking, I can do better than that . . . Huh?”
“He agreed to their settlement offer,” Carolyn said, “practically everything, let my husband have the house, a place in Harbor Springs, charged ten thousand and billed me for half.”
Raymond said, “And treated you like a little kid who wouldn’t understand anything even if he explained it.”
Her eyes held. “You know the feeling?”
“I know lawyers,” Raymond said. “I’m in court about twice a week.”
“He was so condescending—he was oily. I couldn’t get through to him.”
“You could’ve fired him.”
“I was different then. But at least it turned me around. I actually made up my mind to get a law degree—listen to this—and specialize in divorce and represent poor, defenseless, cast-off wives.”
“I can’t see you doing that.”
“I didn’t, for very long. I decided if I wanted to work with children I should work with real children. I even felt a tinge of sympathy for that jerk who represented me; he’d probably become conditioned to vacuous outbursts and treated all his women clients exactly the same. Eventually I found my way into the Defender’s office and Recorder’s Court.”
She was more relaxed now, not making a pretense of it.
“I’ve always liked to watch you,” Raymond said. “You never seem to get upset. You’re always prepared . . . full of surprises for the prosecutor.” He placed a hand on the brown cotton material covering her knee.
Her eyes, still calm, raised from his hand to his face.
“But you’re fucking up, Carolyn, and it isn’t like you, is it?”
“If I tell you Mansell was here this evening,” Carolyn said, “it means I’m not going to discuss his involvement in anything until you produce a warrant and he’s placed under arrest.”
“No, it means you’re telling me a story,” Raymond said. “Clement wasn’t here.” He watched her expression; it didn’t begin to change until he said, “He was outside my window at 6:30 P.M. trying to blow my head off with an automatic rifle. Otherwise—if he was here at the same time, then Clement’s into bilocation. And I’m getting off the case.”
Carolyn took her time, as if studying him before she said, “You saw him?”
“No.”
“How many people, do you think, you’re directly responsible for sending to prison? In round numbers.”
“I don’t know—five hundred?”
“Then count their friends, relatives—”
“Lot of people.”
“You have the gun whoever it was used?”
Raymond shook his head.
“Do you have the gun that killed Guy and the woman?”
Raymond almost smiled. He said, “Why?”
“You know you’re not going to get Mansell unless you can produce the murder weapon and prove it’s his and even then you’re going to have a tough time. On this new allegation, a suspicion of an attempt—what have you got? Did anyone see him? At 6:30 it’s already dark. Where are you going to even look for a witness?”
“Carolyn,” Raymond said, getting used to saying the name. “Clement wasn’t here.”
“What I said to you on the phone,” Carolyn said, with a hint of irritation now, in eye movement more than tone, “is not something you can enter as evidence, even if you recorded the conversation. You know that, don’t you?”
“You lied,” Raymond said.
“God damn it—” She seemed to come up from the cushion, but in the next moment she was composed again. “If I don’t care to admit I made a statement, whether to protect my client or because of the particular interpretation I believe you might give the statement, then I’ll rephrase it to the best of my ability and memory.”
“Why did you lie?” Raymond said.
“Jesus Christ, are you dense or something?” Finally with a bite to her tone, “If you intend to use whatever I said then I’ll flatly deny it.”
Raymond got up, giving her a chance to breathe, maybe bring her guard down a little. He went over to the tea-table bar, found a cordial glass and concentrated on pouring aquavit into it, up past a crisscross design in the crystal.
“I’m not threatening to use what you said in court. I’m not threatening, period.” He sipped the clear liqueur from the rim of the glass and came back to the hassock, watching the glass carefully as he sat down again. “All I’m trying to do”—looking at her now—“see, I have a feeling that Clement, that time in your office, scared you to death . . . holding something over your head. He called you this evening and did it again. Scared you to the point of covering for him. Then you have a couple of these and calm down and you’re the lawyer again and you start using words on me, try and dazzle me with your footwork. But it doesn’t change Clement, does it?”
She said quietly, “I can handle Clement.”
He wanted to grab her by the arms and shake her and tell her to wake up. Fucking lawyers and judges who used words and a certain irritating tone and there wasn’t a thing you could do about it . . .
Holding the cordial glass helped. He took a sip and placed it on the table next to hers. It was hard, but he was going to play this with her. He said, “A man by the name of Champ who packed a Walther P.38 thought he could handle Clement and Clement took him out. Remember? Three years ago. I’ll bet Judge Guy, calling the nine-eleven in his car, the judge thought he could handle him too. Clement’s holding something over your head, he’s threatening you or extorting you and you’re letting him do it.”
Carolyn picked up her glass and he knew she was going to dodge him.
“He did tell me something interesting,” Carolyn said. “That you want to meet him somewhere and have it out. Just the two of you.”
“He said that?”
“How else would I know?”
“There are stories,” Raymond said, “the cop takes off his badge and they settle it man to man in the alley. If you think it’s like that—no, this is Clement’s idea. You look at my living room window you’ll see he’s already started.”
“You’re saying, what, he challenged you to—what amounts to a duel?”
“He didn’t give me his card or slap my face or anything, or give me a choice of weapons; but it looks like he leans toward automatic rifles. This is your client I’m talking about. The one you can handle.”
Carolyn said, “What’re you going to do about it?” Quietly but with new interest.
“I’m gonna keep looking over my shoulder, for one thing,” Raymond said. “I’m not gonna turn a light on with the shades up.”
“What does the department say about it?”
“The police department?”
“Your inspector, commander, whoever you report to.”
“I haven’t told anybody yet. It just happened.”
“Are you going to?”
“I’m gonna report the shooting, yes.”
“You know what I mean. Are you going to tell them Clement challenged you?”
Raymond paused. “I haven’t thought about it.”
“What’s the difference in the way you look at Clement Mansell and the way I do?” Carolyn said. “I tell you I can handle him. You imply to me, in effect, the same thing, that it’s a personal matter.”
“There’s one big difference,” Raymond said. “I’ve got a gun.”
“I know. That’s why I think the idea appeals to you,” Carolyn said. “Mano a mano. No—more like High Noon. Gunfight at the O.K. Corral. You have to go back a hundred years and out west to find an analogy. But there it is.”
He thought of the girl from the News.
He said, “I don’t know—” and paused. In his mind the allusion to a western scene, the street, men with guns approaching, dissolved and now he saw kids playing guns in a vacant lot near Holy Trinity, before the places where they played disappeared beneath a freeway, seeing the same kids in school then, a little blond-haired girl named Carmel something, on a dismal fall afternoon in the fifth grade, dropping a note on his desk that said I Love You on ruled paper, like an exercise in Palmer Method—kids sharing secrets—a long time ago but still clear in his mind, part of him now as he sat in dimmed light with someone else who had a secret. He wondered if she had close friends or someone she spoke to intimately.
She said, “What don’t you know?”
“I thought of that, it’s strange, what you said. When I was talking to Clement he kept making the point that I wasn’t any more interested in upholding the law than he was in breaking it—”
“He said that?”
“Yes, that it was a personal thing between us that didn’t have anything to do with other people.”
“Did you agree?”
“I said, ‘A long time ago we might’ve settled this between us.’ And he said . . . ‘Or if we thought it might be fun.’ ”
Staring intently she said, “You haven’t told this to the people you work with. But you’ve told me.”
She came up from the silky cushion, close to him now but closed in on herself, arms against her body, hands clasped on her knees.
“You said the other night in my office, ‘Can I help you?’ You said it twice. Both times, the way you said it, I came so close to telling you, I wanted to—”
Her eyes were brown, the pupils dilated in the dim light, making her eyes appear dark and clearly defined, like eyes in a drawing that were accentuated, inked in except for a small pale square to indicate reflected light, a soft sparkle.
“Everybody,” Raymond said, “has to have somebody to tell secrets to.” He liked the delicate line of her nose, the shape of her mouth and saw where he would go in and take part of her lower lip, biting it very gently.
She said, “I make assumptions—I think I know you, but I don’t. You say, ‘fine art.’ You say, ‘if he’s into bilocation . . . ‘ “
Raymond said, “But he isn’t, is he?”
She didn’t answer.
“Let me help you.”
She continued to look into his eyes, into the deep end of a pool, gathering courage—
“Carolyn, I give you my word . . .”
She said, “Hold me . . . please.” 17
THEY MADE LOVE IN A BED with white sheets and a dark oak headboard that towered to the ceiling. They made love almost at once, as though they missed each other so much they couldn’t wait, hands moving, learning quickly, and when he entered her she breathed a sound of relief he had never heard before—even in the beds with decorator pillows and designer sheets, with the girls who would groan dramatic obscenities—none of them came out of themselves the way Carolyn did. Raymond moved with her, involved, but aware of himself too, because he couldn’t believe it was happening, he couldn’t believe it was Carolyn Wilder moving and making the sounds, thrusting, arching up with her head back, straining in faint light that let him see her face in a way she would never see it or recognize herself, Raymond seeing a secret Carolyn and then, for a moment, seeing her eyes open, seeing her awareness. He wanted to say something to her. He said, “I know you.” The moment became a brief silence that was gone as her eyes closed again and then became something that had happened a long time ago.
They remained in darkness, in silence for several minutes, Raymond holding her, seeing the faint outside light against window shades across the bedroom. He heard her say, very quietly, close to him, “God, that was good.” He thought of ways to reply but said nothing. She would feel him holding her, his hands moving gently, stroking; she would know what he felt.
Finally she said, in a voice that was a murmur but clear in the silence, “In my office the other night, when you were on the phone—” She paused. “He said, as he started to leave he said, ‘When do I get the money?’ I looked at him, I didn’t know what he was talking about. He said, ‘The hundred-thousand you promised me for killing the judge.’ I said ‘What?’ I couldn’t believe it. He said, ‘Don’t try and act dumb to get out of paying me. I have proof the judge was putting the stuff on you.’ I said, ‘What do you mean?’ But that was all. He said something else like ‘I’ll be in touch,’ and left.”
“Then tonight,” Raymond said, “he called you—”
“He called this morning, too. Tonight he called just a few minutes before you did. He said, ‘I’ve been at your place the past hour if anybody wants to know.’ I didn’t say a word to him; I hung up the phone. He called back within a minute and said, ‘Look, if I take a fall on the Guy thing, you’re going with me.’ This time I told him if he was worried about it he’d better get a lawyer, because I was no longer representing him. He said . . . ‘Oh, yes you are.’ He said if it even looked like he might be convicted he’d sign a statement that I had paid him to kill Guy and he’d—words to the effect that he’d produce enough evidence to substantiate it or at least give credence to a motive.”
“How can he do that?”
“That’s what’s interesting about it, that he thinks he can implicate me.” Carolyn turned enough to see his face in the darkness. “This is in confidence, right?” Raymond didn’t say anything. “I’m not telling you something you can use anyway.”
He was aware of a strange feeling—even with her breast against his arm and their naked thighs touching—that the lawyer was returning, that the woman who had let go was pulling in again, regrouping, perhaps not even aware of it herself as she lay in his arms.
Carolyn said, “I mean if I filed a complaint against him, say on the grounds of extortion, it would be my word against his. Which would be considerable, but not nearly enough to convict him. He’ll put on his dumb-hillbilly act and say I misunderstood him. Clement is very good at playing dumb.”
Raymond said, “Let’s go back a little bit. First, he wants a hundred thousand or he’ll cop, swear you paid him to kill Guy.”
“I think,” Carolyn said, “considering he’s an opportunist, Clement’s first thought is to capitalize on Guy’s death.” She paused. “Whether he killed him or not.”
Raymond told himself to wait, be patient. Ignore, for the time being, the warning trying to tighten up his insides.
“But now he’s a suspect and he’s telling me to use every effort to keep him out of jail—I presume free of charge—or else he’ll take me with him.”
“When did he tell you this?”
“This morning, he called me at the office.”
“What’d he say exactly?”
“He said he knows and can prove I had some kind of bribe scheme going with Guy, that I paid him off for acquittals or reduced sentences. But, because I testified against Guy before the Tenure Commission, helped to get him thrown off the bench in fact, I’m supposedly one of the ones Guy threatened to expose. He was going to write a book, ‘name names of people,’ Guy said in the paper, ‘with dirty hands and indecent fingers.’ Clement will say I had Guy killed to keep him from writing the book.”
“Clement thought up all this?”
“Everybody misjudges him,” Carolyn said. “That’s how he gets away with what he does, why he’s . . . fascinating, really.” She stirred, bringing her arm out from beneath Raymond. “Would you like a drink?”
Carolyn left the bed naked and came back wearing the brown caftan. She handed Raymond a glass of aquavit and turned on the night table lamp before getting into bed again to rest against the headboard. When Raymond placed his hand on her thigh she raised her glass and sipped the clear liqueur. He had never thought of women using men other than to get carpeting and appliances. He had said to her, “I know you,” and she had said nothing in return. He wondered what he felt about her beyond the fact he liked her eyes and her nose and her body. He wondered if he had been genuinely moved or if he had only wanted to mount and subdue the dignified, distinguished lady lawyer, or if it had been the other way around and it was Raymond Cruz who had been seduced.
“Is he saying he has proof you were involved with Guy,” Raymond said, “or does he have something?”
She turned, leaning against the headboard, to look at him, holding her glass in two hands. “Are you asking was I actually involved, and could there be some valid bit of evidence?”
“I’m asking what he’s holding over you.”
Carolyn paused. “Well . . . if, for example, you found my name in Guy’s address book . . . name, phone number and figures that could be interpreted to represent amounts of money, perhaps, by some stretch of the imagination, a list of payments made to him, Guy—and you were looking for a suspect, someone who might have contracted for Guy’s murder—would you consider that evidence?”
Raymond shook his head. “Not by itself . . . Did you see the address book?”
“What address book?”
“The one Clement, I assume, lifted off the judge.”
Carolyn was still looking at him, at ease against the headboard. “I said what if you found my name in his book. I didn’t say Clement took it, did I?”
“We’ve come a long way,” Raymond said, “but I get the feeling we’re back where we started. You were scared to death of him a little while ago—”
“I’m still reasonably afraid,” Carolyn said, “enough to know that I have to be very careful with Clement. But that doesn’t mean I can’t handle him.”
“You don’t have to handle him. All you have to do is make a statement, Clement admitted to you he shot the judge.”
“Because he’s trying to capitalize on it,” Carolyn said. “I told you before, that doesn’t mean he actually did it.”
“But he did!” Raymond spilled some of the aquavit, pushing himself up on the pillow to get to Carolyn’s level. She watched him brush at the wet spot on the sheet.
“Don’t worry about it,” she said quietly, “the bed’s going to be changed.” She lounged against the dark wood of the headboard while Raymond sat erect, stiffly, bare above the sheet around his waist. She said, “Look, we’ve confided in each other because sometimes we feel the need. You said before, everybody has to have somebody to tell secrets to. I’ve told you things I wouldn’t tell my partners and you’ve told me things, you’ve indicated, you aren’t going to tell your people. You have your game with Clement and I have mine. We both will admit he’s an unusual study, a pretty fascinating character, or neither of us would be quite so uniquely involved. Isn’t that true?”
“You told him to find another lawyer,” Raymond said.
“Yes, but he won’t. He not only needs me, he likes me . . .”
Raymond listened to the lawyer and the woman talking at the same time.
“. . . But he is going to have to realize, once he gets this extortion-blackmail bullshit out of his head, that I charge a fee, and if he’s not willing to pay it he will, indeed, have to go somewhere else.” She seemed to smile, though it was a bland expression. “We can play our games, but it still has to be within the context of the jobs we’re paid to do. You can’t expect me to give you information about my client, just as I don’t expect you to shoot him down without provocation . . . Agreed?”
“I guess we are back where we started,” Raymond said.
“Why? Where did you expect to be?”
He paused and said, “I don’t know,” as he got out of bed and then stood naked looking down at her. “But aside from all that, how was the fuck?”
“Let me put it this way,” Carolyn said, her eyes moving up his body to his face, “it was about what I expected it to be.” 18
MARY ALICE HAD SAID TO HIM, “You don’t care about anybody else; you only think of yourself.”
Bob Herzog had said to him, “You know what I admire about you? Your detachment. You don’t let things bother you. You observe, you make judgments and you accept what you find.”
Norb Bryl had said to him, “You spend two hundred and ten dollars on a blue suit?”
Wendell Robinson had said to him, “I don’t mean to sound like I’m ass-kissing, but most of the time I don’t think of you as being white.”
Jerry Hunter had said to him, more than once, “What’s the matter you’re not talking?”
The girl from the News had said to him, “I think you’re afraid of women. I think that’s the root of the problem.”
The woman, Carolyn Wilder, had said to him, “It was about what I expected it to be.”
He had put on his blue suit and left her house because he couldn’t think of anything to say. All the way home he had tried to think of something that would have nailed her to the antique headboard, her mouth open; but he couldn’t think of anything. He went to bed and woke up during the night thinking of lines, but none of them had it. Until finally he said to himself, What’re you doing? What difference does it make what she thinks?
He was working it out slowly, gradually eliminating personal feelings.
But it was not until morning, when he walked into his living room and again saw the broken glass, that he finally realized what he should have said to her and it amazed him that it had nothing to do with him, personally.
He should have told her flatly—not trying to be clever, not trying to upstage her with the last word—that if she continued to play games with Clement the time would come when Clement would kill her.
It was that clear now in his mind. He did not believe for a moment she had had any kind of a kickback scheme going with Guy. She had not denied it directly, because she would feel no need to, would not dignify it. Carolyn Wilder, of all the Recorder’s Court defense lawyers he knew, would be the last one to ever get involved in backcourt deals. Especially with Guy.
He pried flattened chunks of lead from his living room wall and knew by looking at them they weren’t from a P.38. When his landlady came in, approaching the window as though something might again come flying through the broken shards of glass, he told her it was probably kids with a B-B gun, over in the park. The landlady seemed to have doubts, questions, but asked only if he’d reported it to the police. Raymond reminded her he was the police. She told him he would have to pay to have the window replaced.
That morning, Raymond sat at his desk in a gray tweed sportcoat he had not worn since spring—since dieting and exercising—and the coat felt loose, a size too large. He reviewed the Judicial Tenure Commission’s Report on the investigation of Judge Guy, seeing familiar names, Carolyn Wilder’s appearing several times.
He did not tell his squad about the shooting—whether it was an attempt on his life or a challenge—not because he considered it a personal matter, but because he didn’t want to spend the morning discussing it. He was quiet this morning, into himself, and they left him alone. They made phone calls. They worked on other cases. They looked at hard-core sex photos they had picked up during the evidence-search of a victim’s house: exclaiming, whistling, Wendell pretending to be sick; Hunter studying one of the photos and Norb Bryl saying to him, “You go for that kinky stuff, huh?” Hunter saying, “Jesus, Christ, what kind of pervert you think I am?” And Bryl saying, “Oh, one about six foot, sandy mustache, green-striped shirt . . .” At noon, Raymond told them he was going to skip lunch.
After they had left he took off his sportcoat, unlocked the plywood cabinet next to the GE battery charger and hung his .38 snub-nose with the rubber bands around the grip on a hook inside the cabinet. He brought out, then, a shoulder holster that held a 9-mm blue-steel Colt automatic with a hickory grip, slipped the rig on, adjusted it snugly beneath his left arm and put on his sportcoat again, now a perfect fit. 19
SANDY WOKE UP lying on her side, feeling Clement cuddled close to her and something hard pressing against her bare behind.
She said, “Is that for me, or you have to go to the bathroom?”
Clement didn’t answer. She hadn’t heard him come in last night. When she shifted to her back, turning her head to look at the Oklahoma Wildman, he made a face with his eyes still closed and said, “Get off me.”
“Pardon me, did I touch you or something? . . . You have a big time last night?” No answer. “Well, I was somewhere, too, if you think I was sitting home.”
Clement’s little-boy face looked red and swollen; his breath smelled of sour-mash whiskey.
“The wildman all tuckered out? You big shit, where’d you go?”
Clement opened his eyes, blinked a few times to focus, seeing noon sunlight in the window and Sandy’s frizzy hair sticking out golden from the pillow. He said, “I went to that place out Wood’ard . . . took me back home it was so good.” Clement’s mouth was partly open against the pillow and he talked as though he had a toothache or had just eaten Mexican peppers.
Sandy said, “What? . . . What place?”
He worked his mouth to loosen the stickiness. “Line up your Albanian, I’m ready for him now,” Clement said. “You all be sitting there when I walk in. You introduce us . . . we’ll look into this business.”
“What place?”
“Uncle Deano’s.”
“Jesus Christ,” Sandy said, “he’s Albanian, he doesn’t like Country. He likes disco.”
Clement stared at his little partner, waiting for what she said to make sense.
Finally he said, “Honey? . . . I want to talk to this man, I don’t want to dance with him.”
“Well, what if he doesn’t want to go there?”
“Hey, aren’t you with the good hands people?” Clement inched his own hand over as he said it and caught Sandy between her slender legs. “Aren’t you?”
“Cut it out.”
“Why, what’s this?” Clement closed his eyes as he felt around. “Whiskers? You growing whiskers on me?”
“That hurts.”
“Yeah, but hurts good, don’t it? Huh? How ’bout right there? Feel pretty good?”
Sandy rolled toward him, pushing out her hips, then stopped. “I ain’t gonna do it less you brush your teeth.”
“Come on,” Clement said, “we don’t have to kiss. Let’s just do it.”
Clement laid around the rest of the day while he thought and stared out at Motor City. Sandy sat at the desk to write a letter to her mother in French Lick, Indiana, that began “Dear Mom, The weather has been very warm for October, but I don’t mind it a bit as I hate cold weather. Brrrr.” And stopped there. She rattled the ballpoint pen between her front teeth until Clement told her to, goddamn-it, cut it out.
She went over and turned on the TV and said, “Hey, Nashville on the Road . . . my God, anybody ever tell you you look like Marty Robbins? You and him could be twin brothers.” Clement didn’t answer. Sandy turned to him again after a few minutes and said, “That doesn’t make any sense, does it? Marty goes, ‘Would you like to sing another song for us?’ And Donna Fargo—you hear her?—she goes, ‘I can’t hardly pass up an offer like that.’ What offer? Marty didn’t offer her nothing.” Clement was staring at her, hard. Sandy got dressed and left the apartment without saying another word.
What Clement thought about was a hundred thousand dollars and the possibility of prying it out of Carolyn Wilder. He heard himself saying to her, “Here’s how it is. You give me the hunnert or else I send the cops this notebook, has your phone number written in the judge’s hand, the initials of your company . . . Wilder, Sultan and Fine . . . I tear a few pages out of the book so on the lefthand page facing your number and all’re these amounts of money, payments, dates and arrows pointing over to you. What do you think?” She had hung up the phone. That’s what she thought. She was a tough lady. She didn’t get wimpy or act scared for no good reason. She listened and then hung up the phone.
Sandy came back after a couple of hours and glanced at him as she turned on the television. He didn’t even look at her, just continued to stare out the window.
Clement thought and thought and finally—with the sun going down and the tall glass stacks of the Renaissance Center turning silver—he said to himself, Jesus Christ, you think too much. That’s the problem, you dumb shit. Thinking.
What was the quickest, surest way to get money off a person? Stick a gun in their mouth and ear back the hammer. Your money or your life, partner. Hell, that’s the way it’s always been done throughout history and around the world. Take it and git.
If Carolyn won’t go for the con, shit, it was a dumb idea anyway, knock her on her ass, straddle her and let her look into the barrel of a Walther—except, shit, he’d gotten rid of it.
Well, some other gun then.
Which reminded him, he’d have to go shopping before meeting Sandy’s Albanian. Go in some nigger bar and make a purchase. He thought of Marcus Sweeton and said to himself, no, stay away from Mr. Sweety for the time being. Sweety had hard bark on him, but he had been messing with dope lately and he wasn’t sure where Sweety stood on matters of trust and not fucking an old buddy. Who could you trust these days? He looked over at Sandy curled up on the sofa watching Mike Douglas. Bless her heart. Clement told her to go ahead and watch her program, he’d fix supper.
They dug into fried steaks breaded country-style and served with Stove-Top Dressing and Miller High Life in the dining-L while the city outside turned dark and began to take on its evening glitter. It was Clement’s favorite time of the day. He said, “All right, I’m paying full attention now. Tell me about Albanians.”
Sandy said, “Okay, you know where like Italy is, how it sticks down? Albania is over on the other side of it.”
Clement thought, Jesus Christ—But he had asked for this and he said, “Yeah?” shoveling Stove-Top into his mouth and sounding all ears.
“The Albanians that live here,” Sandy said, “are mostly—you’ll get a kick out of this—the really hardass ones that wouldn’t live under the Turks or the Communists or somebody. See, so they came here.”
“What’s hardass about ’em?”
“Well, like Skender says, it’s like if you do something to his brother you’re doing it to him. I mean they really stick up for kin if anything happens to them. Like a husband beats up his wife? She goes home, tells her dad. The dad goes looking for his son-in-law and shoots him.”
“Is that right?”
“But then the brother of the son-in-law shoots the dad and the dad’s son, the brother of the guy’s wife, shoots the brother of the husband. And sometimes they have to get somebody from Yugoslavia, where most of the hardass ones are, to come over and settle it, it gets so mixed up and confusing with everybody shooting each other.”
“Where’n the hell are we,” Clement said, “Detroit or East Tennessee?”
“A bunch of ’em live in Hamtramck mixed in with all the Polacks,” Sandy said. “Some others live out in the suburbs, Farmington Hills, all over. There’re more Albanians here than any place in the United States, but they still have these old ways. Skender says it’s called besa, like the Code of the West.”
“The what?”
“Besa. It means like a promise. Like, I give you my word. Or sometimes he refers to it as ‘the Custom.’ ”
“Shit,” Clement said, “how come I never heard of ’em?”
“Skender says, ‘If someone kills my brother and I do nothing, then I am nothing. I can never’—how’d he say it?—‘put my face out among my people.’ ”
“That’s the way he talks?”
“Listen, they’re very serious. They get into one of these blood feuds, they have to hide out to stay alive. That’s why Skender has the secret room. He built it himself four years ago.”
“I think he’s giving you a bunch of shit,” Clement said, digging into his dressing.
“Really.” Sandy was wide-eyed. “I saw the room again. It’s hidden down in the basement behind a cinderblock wall that doesn’t even have a door.”
“Yeah? How you get into it?”
“He turns this switch that’s like part of the furnace, up above it, and the wall—you hear this motor hum—and part of the wall comes open, real slow. That’s where the safe is . . . with forty thousand dollars inside.”
“He show it to you?”
“He told me it’s in there.”
“Uh-huh,” Clement said. “Well, if it’s a secret room, what’d he even let you in there for?”
Sandy got up and went into the kitchen. She came back with her purse. “I’ve been trying to tell you I went out with him last night, but you were into your thinking time. Who am I? I’m not important. Well, take a look at this, buddy.” Sandy brought a small blue-felt box out of her purse, opened it and placed it next to Clement’s beer glass—where the overhead light would reflect off the diamond in tiny glints of color.
“Skender wants to marry me.”
Clement chewed, swallowed, took a sip of beer and sat back with the ring pinched between his fingers.
“What’s it worth?”
“Almost four thousand.”
“Bullshit.”
“You a diamond expert now? I had it appraised over at the RenCen. That’s where I went while you were thinking. It’s worth three thousand seven hundred and fifty dollars. Plus tax.”
“He proposed to you? . . . What’d you tell him?”
“I said I’d have to ask my brother.”
* * *
Before he left the apartment Clement went into Del Weems’ closet and picked out one of his sports jackets, the pink and yellow and green Lily Pulitzer model. He took it down to the lobby with him, handed it across the desk to Thomas Edison, the doorman, and said, “Hey, Tom, this is for you. Case I don’t see you again.”
The doorman, who had seen the coat on Del Weems throughout the past summer, said, “You leaving us?”
“Yeah, time to move on. Feel like I’m living in a fish bowl—people watching every move I make.”
“Yeah, well, I don’t know as I can take this coat.”
“Don’t be bashful,” Clement said. “It’s for letting me use your car . . . shit, for being a good guy. I’ll tell you something. I know white people that’ve been personal friends of mine for years I couldn’t count on like I have you. You wear it and watch all the colored girls’ eyes light up.”
It was nearly eight o’clock and Thomas Edison was going off duty. The night man was standing with him at the desk. They watched Clement walk over to the bank of elevators and get in, going down to the garage. As the door closed, Thomas Edison said to the night man, “What did he say to me?”
“What you think he said,” the night man answered. “It was mighty white of you, boy.”
Thomas Edison took the card out of his pocket that the black detective—Wendell Robinson was the name—had given him, picked up the phone and dialed the number on the card for Homicide, Squad Seven.
He said, “That redneck motherfucker you looking for’s driving a ’76 Mercury Montego, light blue, old beat up piece of shit . . . What? . . . Wait now, I’ll tell you what. You ask me one question at a time, my man, and I’ll see if I can give you the answers. How that be?” 20
RAYMOND CAME OUT of Sweety’s Lounge and walked up to the house next door, 2925, the lower flat. Dull light showed in the windows; the porch was dark. He rang the bell. The black man in the velour bathrobe who opened the door said, “How you doing?” stepping aside. “Come on in.”
Raymond wondered if the guy thought he was someone else. He walked in, smelled incense and turning saw clear plastic covers on the furniture, heard Motown music he couldn’t identify coming from somewhere in back, saw a photograph in an illuminated frame of a young man with long light-brown hair parted in the middle and a full beard. Raymond came all the way around to face the black man, Mr. Sweety, standing now with the door closed behind him, Mr. Sweety raising a hand to rub his face thoughtfully and giving Raymond a flash of gold rings.
“You’re not working tonight,” Raymond said.
“Yeah, I’m working. I just ain’t working yet.” He was studying Raymond, eye to eye with him, though Mr. Sweety was much heavier and when Raymond looked at the dark velour robe trimmed in beige and red he thought of draperies. Mr. Sweety said, “We ain’t gonna bullshit each other, are we? You look like you might chew some plug, officer, but I doubt if you smoke what I got.”
Raymond was showing his I.D. now. As he said his name his beeper went off.
Mr. Sweety said, “I like that. Got sound effects. You want to use the phone it’s in the hall there.”
When Raymond came back in the room Mr. Sweety was sitting at one end of the couch with his legs crossed, smoking a cigarette. He said, “I didn’t think you was the dope squad. They come in, you should see the outfits, shirt open down to here, earrings, some of ’em . . .”
Raymond sat down across from him. He looked at the photo in the illuminated frame again.
“What kind of car you drive?”
“Eldorado. You want the license? S-W-E-E-T-Y.”
“You own a ’76 Montego?”
“No, never did.”
“You know anybody who does?”
“Not offhand.”
“How’s your buddy Clement Mansell doing?”
“Oh, shit,” Mr. Sweety said, tired, shaking his head. “I knew it.”
“What’s that?”
“I mean I was afraid we gonna get to him. I haven’t seen the wildman in, I believe a year or so. Man runs too fast. I settle down, give up that craziness.”
“You saw his girlfriend the other day.”
“Oh, yeah, Sandy come in, Sandy like her weed. She come in time to time.”
“Sandy tell you why he did the judge?”
“Sandy don’t tell me nothing. Little jive chick run in run out.”
“We can close you down,” Raymond said.
“Man, I know that.”
“Send you out to DeHoCo for a year. I thought you might want to trade.”
“What am I gonna trade you? I don’t have nothing to give’s what I’m saying.”
“The little jive chick ran in,” Raymond said, “but she didn’t run right out again, she stayed a while. Didn’t she?”
“Sampling the goods. You know women, they like to shop.”
Raymond hesitated, then took a chance. “How come she doesn’t want Clement to know she was here?”
The question caught Sweety unprepared. Raymond saw it, the startled look in the man’s eyes, there and then gone.
“You seem confused. What’s the problem?”
“Ain’t any problem.”
“Why would Clement care if she came here?”
“I wouldn’t know if he does or he don’t, where his head’s at these days.”
Get off of it, Raymond thought. His gaze moved to the Scandinavian-looking guy in the photo and back to Mr. Sweety. “Why do you think he killed the judge?”
“I don’t know as he did.”
“Yeah, he did,” Raymond said. “But he didn’t have anybody driving for him. That make sense to you?”
“Man, come on, I don’t know nothing, I don’t want to know nothing.”
“What reason would he have?”
Mr. Sweety sighed. “You have to ask him that.”
“I did,” Raymond said.
“Yeah? . . . What’d he say?”
“He said what difference does it make. Those were his words,” Raymond said. “What difference does it make?”
“You talking to him like that, what you talking to me for?”
“Because you’d like to help me,” Raymond said. “You’d like to get the wildman off your back, for good. But you’re afraid if you give me something, Clement’s liable to find out.” Mr. Sweety didn’t say anything. After a moment, Raymond got up. “Can I use your phone again?”
In the dark hallway the moving beat of the Motown sound was closer now, coming from a bedroom. Raymond held one of his cards toward the light to read a phone number written on the back, then dialed the number.
A male voice answered. “Lafayette East.”
“Let me speak to Sergeant Robinson, please.” Raymond waited. When he heard Wendell’s voice he said, “Where are we?”
“Got a call out on the Montego,” Wendell said. “Told ’em to get the number, see if it’s on the sheet and tell MCMU where the car’s at. But you see the problem?”
“Which one?” Raymond said. “That’s all I see are problems.”
“They spot him out in Oakland or Macomb County somewhere,” Wendell said, “then the local people got the case. They pick him up for driving without a license, but they can’t take a weapon out of the car less it’s in plain sight. Say they do. Then he’s out of our jurisdiction on some halfass gun charge. You understand what I’m saying?”
“Tell ’em—” Raymond paused. “I’m not worried about jurisdiction right now. But we have to be sure it’s admissible evidence. We find a gun on him, first it’s got to be the right gun, then it’s got to stand up in court the search was legal and the only sure way is if you take him in on the traffic charge and set a bond and he doesn’t make it. Then you can go through the car when you list his possessions. Otherwise, you say you had reason to believe he was carrying a murder weapon—based on what? Shit,” Raymond said. “I can see us losing him again on a technicality.”
“He won’t have the gun on him anyways,” Wendell said.
“He probably won’t, but what’s he doing, driving around? Where did he get the car? . . . How about Sandy Stanton?”
“Went out, hasn’t come back.”
“What’s your friend say about letting us in the apartment?”
“Yeah, Mr. Edison says fine. Wants to know if we have a search warrant, I told him you’re handling that.”
“Everybody’s into legal rights,” Raymond said. “We see something we want we’ll get a warrant and go back. How about the Buick?”
“Hasn’t moved. Nobody’s gone near it.”
“Okay, call a truck, have it picked up. I’ll be leaving here shortly.”
“I hear the Commodores now,” Wendell said. “You and Mr. Sweety spinning records?”
Raymond was thinking. He said, “Listen, let’s not worry about Clement, I mean picking him up. Tell ’em just try and locate him and stay close. I’ll see you in a few minutes.”
He walked back into the living room, looking again at the illuminated photo of the man with the brown beard and long hair.
“Who’s that, a friend of yours?”
Mr. Sweety glanced over. He said, “This picture here?” and sounded surprised. “It’s Jesus. Who you think it was?”
“It’s a photograph,” Raymond said.
Mr. Sweety said, “Yeah, it’s a good likeness, ain’t it?”
Raymond sat down again, nodding, his gaze returning to the heavyset black man in the bathrobe.
“Are you saved?”
“Man, I hope so. I could use some saving.”
“I know what you mean,” Raymond said. “There’s nothing like peace of mind. But I’m afraid I might’ve upset you. You’re confused now. You don’t know whether you should call Clement or not . . .”
“Wait now,” Mr. Sweety said, with an expression of pain. “Why would I want to do that?”
“Well, to tell him I was here . . . tell him Sandy was here . . . But then you’d be getting involved, wouldn’t you? If I wanted to remain saved,” Raymond said, “especially if I was concerned about saving my ass, I think I’d keep quiet, figuring it’s better to be a little confused than involved, right?”
“Lift my voice only to heaven,” Mr. Sweety said.
“I’d even think twice about that,” Raymond said. “You never know, somebody could have you bugged.” 21
“YEAH, IT’S DARK IN HERE,” Clement said, looking around Uncle Deano’s, at the steer horns on the walls and the mirrors framed with horse collars. “Darker’n most places that play Country, but it’s intimate. You know it? I thought if we was gonna have a intimate talk why not have it at a intimate place?” Clement straightened, looking up. “Except for that goddamn pinball machine; sounds like a monkey playing a ‘lectric organ.” He settled down again. “I’ll tell you something else. If our mom hadn’t been carried away by a tornado last spring, we’d be holding this meeting in Lawton.”
Sandy said to Skender Lulgjaraj, “He means Lawton, Oklahoma.”
“Well, hell, he’s heard of Lawton, hasn’t he? If he hasn’t, he’s sure heard of Fort Sill . . . Here,” Clement said, “make you feel at home.”
He took off his K-mart cowboy hat, reached across the table and placed it on Skender Lulgjaraj’s thick head of black hair. The hat sat high and Skender tried to pull it down tighter as he turned to Sandy.
“Hey,” Sandy said, “you look like a regular cowpoke.”
“I don’t think it fit me,” Skender said, holding onto the brim with both hands.
“It looks cute,” Sandy told him. “Goes with your outfit nice.” She reached over to brush a kernel of popcorn from the lapel of Skender’s black suit, then picked another one from the hair that showed in the open V of his silky beige sportshirt.
Clement was reaching out, stopping their waitress with his extended arm. He said, “Hey, I like your T-shirt. Honey, bring us another round, will you, please? And some more popcorn and go on over and ask Larry if he’ll do ‘You Picked a Fine Time to Leave Me, Lucille’ the next set? Okay? Thank you, hon.” He turned to Skender and said, “Our mom loved that song. She’d listen to it and get real mad and say, ‘That woman’s just trash, leave four children, hungry children, like that.’ I believe she loved that song, I’d say just a smidge behind Luckenback, Texas. I know you heard that one.”
Skender said, “Luke . . . what?”
“He’s putting me on,” Clement said to Sandy. “You putting me on, Skenny? You mean to tell me you never heard Waylon do ‘Luckenback, Texas’? Time we got back to the basics of life?”
Sandy said, “It’s ‘Time we got back to the basics of love’ . . . not life.”
Clement squinted at her. “You sure?”
Sandy glanced over at the bandstand in the corner where Larry Lee Adkins and the Hanging Tree—three guitars and a set of drums—were getting ready for the next set. “He just played it,” Sandy said. “Ask him.”
Clement was thoughtful. “He says let’s sell your diamond ring, get some boots and faded jeans . . .”
“And he says we got a four-car garage and we’re still building on,” Sandy said. “So maybe it’s time we got back to the basics of love.”
“That doesn’t rhyme.”
“I never said it did. But it’s love, not life.”
Skender, with his cowboy hat sitting on top of his head, would look from one to the other.
Clement grinned at him. “Well, it don’t matter. We’re here to talk about the basics of love anyway, aren’t we, partner?” He paused, cocking his head. “Listen. Hear what they’re playing? ‘Everybody Loves a Winner,’ “ Clement half singing, half saying it. “That’s a old Dalaney and Bonnie number.”
“You’re sure full of platter chatter this evening,” Sandy said. “You ought to get a job at CXI and get paid for it.”
“Well, I got nothing against work. I come a piece from the oil fields to the world of speculation,” Clement said, seeing Sandy rolling her eyes as he tightroped along the edge of truth. “But I’d rather see my investments do the work than me, if you know what I mean and I think you do.” He looked over at Skender and gave him a wink. “I understand you’re in the restaurant business.”
“Coney Island red-hot places,” Skender said. “I start out, I save eighty-three dollars and thirty-four cents a month. The end of a year I have one thousand dollars. I buy a HUD house, fix it up and rent it to people. I keep saving eighty-three dollars and thirty-four cents a month. I buy another house, fix it up. Then I sell the first house and buy a Coney Island. I buy another house, more houses, fix them up, sell some of them, buy an apartment, buy another Coney Island. In twelve years I have two apartments now I keep for rent and four Coney Island red-hot places.”
Sandy reached over to touch Skender’s arm, looking at Clement. “Hasn’t he got a cute accent?”
Clement said, “Yeah, I ‘magine you’re paying Uncle Sam a chunk, too.”
Skender shrugged. “Yes, I pay. But I have money.”
“You ever been married?”
“No, thirty-four years old, I never marry. My cousin Toma and my grandfather, the houseman, the head of the family, they try to get me to marry
someone from Tuzi, in Yugoslavia, bring her over here to marry. But I say no and make them very angry, because I want to marry an American girl.”
Clement was listening intently, leaning over the table on his arms. He said, “I know what you mean, partner. Nice American girl . . . knows how to fix herself up, shaves under her arms . . . uses a nice perfume, various deodorants and flavors”—winking at Skender—“if you know what I mean. See,” Clement said, “I don’t mean to get personal with you, but I got to look out for sis here or I swear our mom’ll come storming back from wherever she’s at and give me the dickens. I said to her, Sandy—didn’t I?—it’s entirely up to you. But if this fella is sincere he won’t mind satisfying some of my natural curiousity and concern. I said, after all, if you’re gonna be Mrs. Lulgurri . . .”
Sandy rolled her eyes.
Skender said, “Lulgjaraj. It’s a very common name. When I look in the telephone book I see there are more Lulgjaraj than Mansell. I look hard, I don’t see your name. Another question I have, you don’t mind, if you sister and brother, why do you have different names?”
“One thing,” Clement said, “you can look at us and tell we both got shook out of the same tree, can’t you? Well, it’s a pretty interesting story how Sandy come to change her name . . . while she was out in Hollywood, was right after the Miss Universe contest . . .”
Skender was nodding, smiling. “Yes?” Sandy was sitting back in her chair, rolling her eyes.
Clement stopped. “I’ll tell you, I sure like a man with a natural smile like you got. It shows good character traits.” Clement stared hard at Skender, nodding slowly, thoughtfully, as Skender smiled, the smile becoming fixed in an awkward, almost pained expression.
“I’ll tell you something else,” Clement said. “I’ve been all over this country, coast to coast wherever my work as a speculator takes me, but believe it or not, you’re my first Albanian . . . Where you living now, Skenny?”
Skender went to the Men’s as they got ready to leave. Clement said to Sandy, “I wasn’t able to get a gun.”
She seemed nervous now, which surprised Clement, and said, “Be nice. You don’t have to do it tonight.”
Clement said, “Hell I don’t. I got seven dollars to my name and no place to sleep.”
Clement stayed close behind Skender’s black Cadillac, not letting any traffic get between them: straight down Woodward from Royal Oak into Detroit, east on the Davison Freeway to Joseph Campau and a ride down Hamtramck’s main drag, then a right at Caniff to head west, back toward Woodward, Clement thinking, This bird doesn’t even know how to get home. He turned a corner and parked behind the Cadillac in front of a U-shaped, three-story apartment building, 2781 Cardoni.
Skender told them he had been in this place four years. He had moved in right after his brother was shot and killed. Clement paid attention, looking away from the street signs in the light on the corner, and followed Skender and Sandy into the building.
Say he was shot? Clement asked and found out, yes, by a member of another family. It was a long boring story that Clement didn’t understand, something about an argument in a bar leading to the shooting of the brother, then a cousin and two from the other family were killed before some guy came over from Yugoslavia and settled the matter.
On the stairway Clement asked Skender if he had shot the two from the other family. But Skender didn’t hear him or else ignored the question, telling Sandy, yes, he still lived on the first floor. Sandy wanted to know why they were going up to the second floor then. Skender said wait and see.
Clement couldn’t picture this skinny camel-jockey-looking guy shooting anybody anyway.
He seemed to make a ceremony of unlocking the front apartment on the right and stepping back for them to enter. It was a big apartment. Clement was struck by the newness of everything. He thought it looked like a store display and found out he wasn’t far wrong.
“For my new bride,” Skender said, smiling, showing white teeth and gold caps in the light—Clement getting a good look at him for the first time—Skender sweeping the cowboy hat from his head to present the room, “Decorated with the Mediterranean suit by Lasky Furniture on Joe Campau”—Skender, Clement judged, going about five-nine, a hundred and thirty, maybe shorter, his hair giving him height—Skender showing them the master bedroom then, the other bedroom that would be a sewing room—Clement giving Sandy a nudge—the pink and green bathroom, the fully-equipped kitchen, ice-maker in the refrigerator, two bottles of slivovitz chilled for the surprise celebration . . .
Sandy looked surprised all right. She said, “Gee, it’s really nice.”
Clement wasn’t in any hurry. He let her walk around the apartment touching wild-animal figurines and the petals of the plastic tulip lamps, looking at the twin stardust-upholstered recliner chairs, looking at the painting of the big-eyed little girl and what looked like a real tear coming down her cheek, while Skender opened a bottle of slivovitz and brought it out to them with his fingers stuck in three stem glasses and the cowboy hat on the back of his head.
Clement kept calling Sandy sis. Saying, “Hey, you’re gonna love this place, aren’t you, sis?” Or, “How ’bout that sewing room, sis? God darn but he’s a thoughtful fella, isn’t he?” He said, “Man, this is choice stuff,” and got Skender to open the second bottle, Clement deciding it tasted something like bitter mule piss, but he wanted the Albanian good and relaxed. Near the bottom of the second bottle he said, “Now what’s this about a secret room somewhere? I hope it ain’t for locking sis in when she’s pouty or mean . . .” Sandy appeared to sigh with relief.
It was about the cleanest basement Clement had ever seen, with separate locked stalls for each of the building’s twelve tenants, a big furnace that was like a ship’s boiler with aluminum ducts coming out of it and running along the ceiling, cinderblock walls painted light green . . .
Skender said, “Now watch, please.”
As though Clement was going to look anywhere else—as Skender reached up to what looked like a metal fuse box mounted high on the wall by the furnace, opened it and snapped a switch to the “up” position. Clement heard a motor begin to hum; he located it in the overhead and followed an insulated wire over to a section of cinderblock wall. About three feet of the wall, from cement floor to unfinished ceiling, was groaning on unseen metal hinges, coming open right before his eyes, the motor high-pitched now, straining to actuate the massive load. Son of a gun . . .
The room inside was about ten-by-twelve. Clement stepped inside saying out loud, “I’ll be a son of a gun.” He saw the floor safe right away. About two feet high, with a telephone and a phone book sitting on top. There was an office-model refrigerator that contained a two-burner range, a record player on a stand, a half-dozen folded-up canvas chairs, a pile of sleeping bags, a table with a sugar bowl on it, prints on the wall of a white seaside village, one of Jesus showing his Sacred Heart and one with a lot of funny looking words Clement couldn’t read. Behind a folding door was a smaller room with a sink and toilet and shelves stocked with canned goods.
As Clement looked around, Skender turned on the record player. In a moment Donna Summer was coming on loud, filling the cinderblock room with disco music from one of her Greatest Hits.
Clement tried to ignore the sound. He said, “My oh my oh my. You play house down here or you hide for real?”
Skender, smiling, said, “I’m sorry. What?”
“I heard of Eye-talians going to the mattresses—how come I never heard of you people?”
“Specially since you read so much,” Sandy said.
Clement grinned at her. Little bugger, she was loosening up. That was good; they’d have some fun. He had said to her many times, as he did now, “If it ain’t fun, it ain’t worth doing, is it?”
She said, “You want me to leave?”
“Hell no, I don’t want you to leave. Do we?” Looking over at Skender and seeing him kneeling down at the safe now, opening it—the safe wasn’t even locked—and shoving a window envelope inside he had taken out of his inside coat pocket.
Right before your very eyes, Clement thought. You believe it? He would love to be able to tell this later on. Maybe to Sweety. Watch his old nigger face . . .
He said, “Hey, brother-in-law”—feeling a nice glow from the plum brandy and the bourbon he’d had before—“what you got in that box there?” The music wasn’t too bad . . .
“I keep some money, some things.” Skender drew an automatic out of the safe, held it up for Clement to see. Clement stepped over hesitantly, reached out and let Skender hand the gun to him. He felt Sandy watching, gave her a quick glance.
“This here’s a Browning.”
“Yes, and this one is a Czech seven-six-five. This little one is a Mauser. This one, I think, yes, is a Smith and Wesson. This one . . . I don’t know what it is.” Skender was laying the pistols on the floor next to the safe.
Clement released the clip from the Browning, looked at it and punched it back into the grip. “You keep ’em all loaded?”
“Yes, of course,” Skender said.
“What else you got in there?”
“No more guns. I keep some money . . .”
“How much?”
Skender looked up at him now, for a moment hesitant, then reached up quickly to keep the cowboy hat from falling down his back. “I put some in last week. I think now . . . four hundred, a little more.”
“Four hundred,” Clement said. He waited. “Four hundred, huh?”
“A little more.”
“How much more?”
“Maybe fifty dollars.”
Clement frowned. “You keep money in the bank?”
Skender hesitated again.
Sandy said, “It’s okay, he won’t tell nobody.”
“In a saving certificate,” Skender said, taking the envelope out again and opening it to look at a pink deposit receipt, “forty thousand three hundred and forty-three dollars.”
Clement said, “That’s where your forty grand is, in savings?”
“Yes, of course.”
“I thought you didn’t trust banks.”
Skender looked at him. “Yes, I trust the bank. They loan me money when I need it.”
Clement glared at Sandy. “Turn that goddamn goat-tit music off!” As she hesitated, startled, he stepped over to the record player and swept the arm scratching across Donna Summer’s Greatest Hits. “That disco shit just ricochets off my mind!”
There was a silence.
Sandy said quietly, very slowly, “I think somebody ought to calm down and quit acting like a spoiled brat. You’ll live longer.”
Skender seemed glad to look at Sandy as she spoke. He said, “I don’t understand why he did that.”
“Little misunderstanding,” Sandy said. “Everything’s okay now.”
Clement said, calm again, “How much you got in your checking account?”
Sandy grinned and shook her head as Skender looked up at Clement.
“I don’t keep much there. This time of the month maybe a few hundred.” Skender seemed to prepare himself then and said, “Why do you want to know this?” Hesitant, as though the question might be out of line, an affront to Clement.
“You have a little sister,” Clement said, “you want to be sure she’s taken care of.” He was looking around the room now, hands on his hips.
“You don’t have to worry about that,” Skender said. “Can I have the gun back now? I put them away.”
Sandy was watching Skender. She saw his serious, almost-sad expression now. Disappointed. Or finally getting suspicious.
Clement, still looking around, wasn’t paying any attention to him, not even looking at him as he said, “When you’re hiding in here and the door’s closed, can you open it if you want?”
“Yes, there’s a switch.” Skender nodded. “There.”
Clement walked over to the metal switch housing mounted on the side wall, turned the Browning automatic in his hand to hold it by the barrel and whacked at the housing with the gun butt until it hung loose and he heard some excited words in Albanian. Clement turned and put the Browning on Skender, who was pushing himself up from the floor. “Stay right there, Skenny. Be a good boy.” He tore the switch from the wall, threw it out into the basement, then paused and reconsidered what he was about to do. Locking the guy in wasn’t going to teach him anything. Introduce him to reality. Clement stepped toward the Albanian.
“You got the EMS number handy?”
Skender was staring hard at him, black eyes glowing. Yes, Albanians could get sore at you, Clement decided. He heard Skender say, “I want you to leave here, now.”
“We’re going, partner, but first I want to call the Emergency Medical Service.”
Skender frowned, taking his time. “Why do you need them?”
Yes, they could get pissed at you, but my Lord, they were innocent about things. Place a level on this boy, up one side and down the other and get a true square.
“I don’t need the EMS,” Clement said. “You do.”
He heard Sandy say something like, Oh God, as he lifted the K-mart cowboy hat off the Albanian’s head and placed the nose of the Browning against the man’s hairline, the man’s forehead creasing in furrows as he tried to raise his eyes. “Now edge over to the door,” Clement said.
The Albanian tried to look at Sandy and Clement wrist-flicked the gun, giving him a backhand whack across the head. Skender came to attention. He began moving on his knees toward the opening in the wall, Clement prodding him along.
“Go on out, then turn around and sit down.”
Sandy said, “What’re you gonna do to him?”
“Just bring the phone out, hon. There’s enough cord. Tell the operator you want the Emergency Medical Service. When they answer, tell ’em to send a van over here to twenty-seven eighty-one Cardoni, corner of Caniff.” He looked at Skender, sitting outside the opening in the wall, and said, “Hold on, partner, I’ll be right with you.”
Sandy hurried out of there with the phone, edging past Skender. Clement followed, roughing Skender’s hair with his hand as he came out.
Skender was swallowing. He said something in a language Clement didn’t understand, then said, “You are crazy . . .”
“Lay back and stick your leg in the opening,” Clement said. “Either one, I don’t care.” He walked over to the furnace, reached up, and looked over his shoulder as he flicked the switch. With the hum of the motor the wall began to swing slowly closed. He saw Skender, twisted around watching him, draw his leg away from the wall and Clement switched the motor off. He said, “It’s up to you, partner”—walking over to him and placing the muzzle of the Browning against Skender’s head—“put your leg down or get your fur-cap head all over the basement.”
Sandy was saying into the phone, “Hi, we’re gonna need an ambulance. I mean we do need one, right now . . .”
Clement walked back to the furnace, reached up, flicked the switch on again and watched the wall moving in again, touching Skender’s leg now and pushing it up against the stationary section of wall—Skender staring, not believing it was happening to him—and Clement pulled the switch down. As the hum of the motor stopped, Skender looked around, eyes wide with fright and perhaps a little hope.
Clement said, “I want to impress something on you, partner. I’m disappointed, but I ain’t really mad at you, else I’d be pulling the trigger by now. See, but when you’re laying in the hospital with your leg in a cast, I don’t want you to have any bad thoughts like wanting to tell the police or the FBI or anybody. You do, I’ll come visit you again and stick your head in there ‘stead of your leg. You hear me? Nod your head.”
Sandy was saying, “No, the person didn’t have a heart attack . . .”
Clement flicked up the switch and let his hand come down.
Sandy was saying, “Course it’s serious . . .”
With the hum of the motor Skender began to cry out. He sucked in his breath, holding it, his face straining, then let the sound come out, his eyes closed tightly now and his face upturned, the sound rising, building to a prolonged scream.
Sandy said into the phone, “Hey, does that sound serious enough for you? You dumb shit . . .” 22
RAYMOND HAD A VISION. Or what he imagined a vision might be like. Herzog told him the Albanian was in the hospital and Raymond saw clearly, in the next few moments, what was happening and very possibly what was going to happen.
He saw the Albanians going after Clement.
He saw Clement running to get his gun, to defend himself.
He saw Mr. Sweety, yes, with the gun, the Walther P.38.
He saw Clement holding the gun, the Guy-Simpson murder weapon, and saw himself extending the Colt 9-mm in two hands and saw . . . the clarity of the vision began to fade. He wasn’t sure if visions were always accurate. He told himself to back up, look at it again, carefully, beginning at his desk in the squadroom. He remembered . . .
* * *
Wendell on the phone saying to someone, “What you know for a fact and what you believe, that could be two different things. I want to know what you know.”
Norb Bryl saying to a middle-aged woman sitting at his desk, “We can help her, I give you my word as a man.” And the woman saying something and Bryl saying, “Well, I hope somebody doesn’t kill her.”
Hunter saying to Maureen, imitating a voice out of Amos and Andy, “ ‘Yeah, she come up to me and says she wants to pet my puppy.’ I’m thinking, ah-ha, he got it on with her, before he killed her, right? Isn’t that what it sounds like?” Maureen grinning expectantly. “No, the guy’s got a dog in his car and she wants to pet the dog.”
Inspector Herzog coming in, approaching Raymond’s desk: “You mentioned, wasn’t Mansell’s girlfriend—what’s her name, Sandy Stanton—going with one of the Albanians?”
This was where the prevision began, Raymond feeling the jab in his stomach, realizing he had forgotten to talk to Skender, to warn him, be careful . . .
Saying “Skender Lulgjaraj,” and feeling his stomach knotting.
Herzog saying, “Yeah, Skender. Art Blaney was over at Hutzel visiting his wife. He’s going past a room, sees a familiar face. It’s Toma. Art looks in, Skender’s in traction with a fractured leg. Art wants to know what happened and Toma says, ‘He fell down the stairs.’ ”
Raymond remembered feeling worn out, even with the thing in his stomach, and saying, “Oh, shit . . .”
And Herzog saying, “Let’s go in my office.”
It was while walking from the squadroom to the office with the view of the river and the highrise that Raymond had his vision.
“I was gonna call him,” Raymond said. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I know the guy’s being set up and I didn’t call him.”
“Toma says it was an accident,” Herzog said. “Maybe it was.”
Raymond shook his head. “No—I’m gonna find out what happened, but it wasn’t an accident.”
“Well, you have hunches,” Herzog said, “and most of them turn out to be nothing, so you don’t follow up on some.” Herzog looked over at a wallboard of newspaper clippings covering the Guy-Simpson murders. “Half those news stories are hunches, speculation. Who killed the judge? . . . Who gives a shit? You notice, there’s hardly any mention of Adele Simpson, she’s a minor figure. It’s all about the judge, what a prick he was. We give them a few facts and, for the most part, they’re satisfied, leave us alone and write interviews with people who say, ‘Oh, yes, I knew the judge intimately, it doesn’t surprise me at all.’ They don’t care if we ever solve it, they’ve got so much to write about.”
Raymond, reviewing his vision, seemed patient, attentive.
Herzog said, “That girl from the News, Sylvia Marcus, she’s the only one asks about Mansell. If he’s a suspect, where is he? Why isn’t he upstairs?”
“I haven’t seen her around,” Raymond said.
“She’s here every day. She picked up on him somehow, maybe getting a little here and there, sees a case folder open on somebody’s desk—Sylvia’s a very bright girl.”
“You think so?” Raymond said.
“Well, she asks good questions,” Herzog said. “I have a few myself I’ve been wondering about. Like the car, the Buick. We seem to be taking this one kinda leisurely.”
“I know what you mean,” Raymond said. “But you know how long we’ve been on it? Seventy-two hours. That’s all. Since Sandy got back from visiting Mr. Sweety the car hasn’t moved—till last night, we took it in, had it vacuumed, dusted. It’s like the car’s been driven twelve thousand miles with gloves on. Clement’s driving a ’76 Montego now. He went out last night, but nobody could find him. Didn’t come back this morning. Sandy went out, came back early this morning in a cab. We went in the apartment over there last night while they’re both out. No gun under the underwear or in the toilet tank. Nothing of the judge’s.”
“So he got rid of the gun,” Herzog said.
Raymond didn’t say anything.
“You’ve been holding back, not wanting to break down the doors too soon,” Herzog said. “Meanwhile the guy’s riding around in a Montego, you tell me, and might’ve broken somebody’s leg. If you can’t get Mansell with the gun, how’re you gonna get him?”
“Maybe the gun’s still around,” Raymond said. “But you’re right, I think I’ve been holding back, being a little too polite, expecting people—you might say—to be reasonable and forgetting a very important principle of police work.”
Herzog nodded. “When you got ’em by the balls . . .”
“Right,” Raymond said, “. . . the head and the heart soon follow.”
Someone in the family had died recently and that’s why the Albanians were in black. Coming down the hospital corridor and seeing the figures, Raymond thought at first they were priests. A nurse was trying to remove them from the room, with their packages and paper sacks, telling them only two at a time, please, and to wait in the visitor’s lounge. He saw Toma Sinistaj.
Then Toma said something as he saw Raymond Cruz and the delegation in black move down the hall.
Raymond thought of Toma as a face on a foreign coin. Or he thought of him as a Balkan diplomat or a distance runner. He wore a blue shirt with his narrow black suit and tie. He was about thirty-eight but seemed older; his full mustache was black; his eyes were almost black and never wandered when they looked at you. Raymond remembered this; he knew Toma from several times in the past when Albanians had tried to kill each other and sometimes succeeded. He remembered that Toma owned restaurants, that he carried a Beretta, with license, and a beeper.
Attached to the hospital bed was a frame with an elaborate system of wires that hoisted Skender’s plaster-covered leg in the air: like a white sculpture that would be entitled Leg. Skender’s eyes remained closed. When Raymond asked how he was, Toma said, “He’ll be like that a long time and then he’ll be a cripple. You know why? Because he wanted to marry a girl he met at a disco place. She tells him okay, but first he has to meet her brother.”
“He’s not her brother,” Raymond said.
“No, I don’t think so either. They planned this a long time.”
“How much did they get?”
“What difference does it make?” Toma said. “We don’t look at it, was it a misdemeanor or felony? You know that. He did it to Skender, he did it to me, it’s the same thing. I’m going to look at this Mansell in the eyes . . .”
“It’s not that simple,” Raymond said.
“Why not?” Toma said. “The only thing makes it difficult, you worried you have to arrest me.” He shrugged. “All right, if you prove I kill him. You do what you have to do, I do what I have to do.”
“No, it isn’t that simple, because I want him too,” Raymond said. “You’re gonna have to get in line. After we’re done you can have him charged with felonies, assault, but it isn’t gonna mean much if he’s doing life. You understand what I’m saying?”
“I understand you want him for killing the judge,” Toma said. “I spend some time up on that fifth floor, I talk to people, different ones I know. I understand why you want this man. But if you don’t care personally that he killed the judge, then why do you care who kills him? You see the way I look at it? You tell me to get in line. I tell you, you want him you better get him quick, or he’ll be dead.”
Raymond said, “You always look in their eyes?”
Toma seemed to smile. “If there’s time.”
“He’s killed nine people.”
Toma said, “Yes? If you know he kills people, why do you let him? Before I come to this coun-try when I was sixteen I have already kill nine people, maybe a few more—most of them Soviet, but some Albanian, Ghegs, my own people. Before the Soviets—before my time, were the Turks; but before the Turks, always, we have the Custom. If you don’t know about it you don’t know anything about me.”
“I think of us as friends,” Raymond said, wanting the man to know that he understood.
“Yes, you give your word and keep it,” Toma said. “I think you know about honor because it doesn’t seem to bother you to talk about it. It isn’t an old thing in books to you. But maybe honor goes so far with you and stops. Say a policeman is killed. Then I think you want to kill the person who killed him.”
“Yes,” Raymond said. Basically it was true.
“But you don’t understand the honor that even if a man who’s smoking my tobacco—he doesn’t have to be my brother, but a man I bring into my house—if he’s offended in some way then I’m offended. And if he’s killed then I kill the person who killed him, because this goes back to before policemen and courts of law. Now—wait, don’t say anything, please. A man breaks the leg of your cousin who is like a brother—a very trusting, very nice person—and steals his money. What does your honor tell you to do?”
“My honor tells me,” Raymond said, the word sounding strange to him, saying it out loud, “to take the guy’s head off.”
“You see?” Toma said. “Your honor stops. It tells you something, yes. But you can’t say, simply, ‘Kill him,’ and mean to do it. You say what you feel like doing, something more than killing him. But what you would actually do is . . . what?”
“Arrest him,” Raymond said.
“There,” Toma said. “Well, we’re able to talk about it even if we don’t see it the same. You don’t call me a crazy Albanian.”
Raymond said, “How’re you gonna find him?”
“We have people looking, some others helping, friends. Some of your own people, some with the Hamtramck police, they tell us a few things they hear. We know what kind of car he has, where the girl lives. We find him, all right.”
“What if he leaves town?”
Toma shrugged. “We wait. Why does he live here? He likes it? People are easy to rob? If he leaves we wait for him to come back, or, we go after him. Either way.”
Raymond looked at the man lying in traction. “How’d he break Skender’s leg?”
Toma hesitated, then said, “He broke it very deliberately. You see the Medical Service report?”
“It said he fell down the basement stairs and they found him on the floor. One of the tenants did and called EMS.”
“Yes, that was the girlfriend who called,” Toma said. “As soon as you came in here—see, I know you’re after this Mansell and you figure out he did this; so I’m not going to lie to you, say Skender fell down the stairs. You want that person for murder, but you don’t have him. So I know you don’t have evidence, and if you don’t find some he remains free, even though he’s killed two people—no, nine, you say.”
“It takes time,” Raymond said.
Toma shook his head. “No, it doesn’t. Tell me where to find him. It takes only a few minutes.”
Raymond didn’t say anything.
“For the sake of honor,” Toma said.
“Well, it would take care of yours,” Raymond said, “but it wouldn’t do much for mine, would it?”
Toma studied him with his direct gaze, curious now. “There’s more to it than I know about.” He paused and then said, “Maybe you would take his head off.”
“Maybe,” Raymond said.
Toma continued to stare, thoughtful. “If he resists, yes. I can see that. Or if they tell you, all right, you can shoot him on sight. But if he gives himself up, then what do you do?”
“Turn it around,” Raymond said. “You open the door and he’s just sitting there. What would you do?”
“I’d kill him,” Toma said. “What have we been talking about?”
“I know, but I mean if he was unarmed.”
“Yes, and I say I’d kill him. What does his being armed or not have to do with it? Are you saying there are certain conditions, rules, like a game?” Toma emphasized with his eyes, showing surprise, bewilderment, overacting a little but with style, letting his expression fade to a smile, that remained in his eyes. “This is a strange kind of honor, you only feel it if he has a gun. What if he shoots you first? Then you die with your honor?” Toma paused. “They call us the crazy Albanians . . .”
It was time to leave. Raymond got ready, looking at Skender again. “Tell me how the leg was broken.”
“He tried with a heavy object at first,” Toma said. “It was very painful, but it didn’t seem to injure him enough. So he raised Skender’s foot up on a case, a box, with Skender lying on the floor and struck the leg at the knee with a metal pipe until the leg was bent the other way. He says he remembers the sound of the girl crying out, saying something, then the sound of the ambulance as he was riding in it, going to Detroit General, and that’s all he remembers. This morning,” Toma said, “I had him brought here to a doctor I know.”
“You say he heard Sandy?”
“The girl? Yes, she cried out something.”
“He remember what she said?”
Toma looked at Skender, asleep, then back to Raymond and shrugged. “Does it make any difference?”
“I don’t know,” Raymond said. “It might.”
Hunter was in the blue Plymouth standing at the hospital entrance. He turned the key as Raymond got in . . . held the key, his foot pressing the accelerator, but the car wouldn’t start. It gave them an eager, relentless, annoying sound, as though it was trying, but the engine refused to fire.
“Toma was there. He wants to do Clement himself.”
“Who doesn’t?” Hunter said. “Fucking car . . .”
“He was talking about his code of honor. Says he’s gonna look Clement in the eye and blow him away.”
“Tell him, go ahead.”
“I said, what if he’s unarmed? He says, what’s that got to do with it?”
“Drive this piece of shit, you know why they’re fucking going out of business.” The engine caught and Hunter said, “I don’t believe it.”
“See, what he couldn’t understand, we’d only shoot him if he was resisting.”
“Yeah? . . . Where we going?”
“Sweety’s Lounge, over on Kercheval. But his point was . . .” Raymond paused. “Well, he didn’t understand.”
“He didn’t understand what?”
“I told him the guy’s killed nine people and very calmly he says, ‘Yes? If you know he kills people, why do you let him?’ ”
“What’d you tell him?”
“I don’t know—we started talking about honor then.”
“The Custom,” Hunter said. “Fucking Albanians are crazy.”
Raymond looked over at him. He said, “You sure?”
A young woman with a full Afro and worried eyes, a scowl, holding a floral housecoat tightly about her, opened the door and told them Mr. Sweety was working. Raymond said, “You mind if we just look in? I want to show him something. That picture over the couch.”
The woman said, “What picture?” half turning, and Raymond moved Hunter into the doorway. He waited as Hunter peered in and then came around to look at him as if expecting a punch line. They went down the steps to the sidewalk.
“You see it?”
“Yeah. Picture of some guy.”
“You know who it is?”
“I don’t know—some rock star? Leon Russell.”
“It’s Jesus.”
Hunter said, “Yeah?” Not very surprised.
“It’s a photograph.”
“Yeah, I don’t think it looks much like him.”
Walking next door to Sweety’s Lounge Raymond didn’t say anything else. He was wondering why things amazed him that didn’t amaze other people.
There were white voices in the black bar. Two women in serious, dramatic conversation.
It was dark in here in the afternoon. Mr. Sweety looked like a pirate in his black sportshirt hanging open and a nylon stocking knotted tightly over his hair, coming along the duckboards to the front bend in the bar. The place smelled of beer, an old place with a high ceiling made of tin. Two women and a man sat at the far end of the bar. They looked this way as Raymond and Hunter came in and took stools, then turned back to the voices coming from the television set mounted above the bar. A soap opera.
Raymond said, “I thought you worked nights.”
“I work all the time,” Mr. Sweety said. “What can I get you?”
“You want to talk here or at your house?” Raymond asked. him. “I don’t want to get into anything might embarrass you in front of your customers.”
“Don’t do it then,” Mr. Sweety said.
“No, it’s up to you,” Raymond said.
“How ’bout if I serve you something?”
“There’s only one thing you can give us we want,” Raymond said and held up his two index fingers about seven inches apart. “It’s this big. It’s blue steel. And it’s got P.38 stamped on the side.”
“Hey, shit, come on . . .”
“Sandy told me she gave it to you.”
Mr. Sweety leaned on his hands spaced wide apart on the bar so that he was eye-level with Raymond and Hunter seated on stools. Mr. Sweety looked down toward the end of the bar, seemed to wipe his mouth on his shoulder and looked back at Raymond again.
“Sandy told you what?”
“She said she gave you a Walther P.38 that Clement wanted you to hold for him.”
“Wait,” Hunter said, “let me read him his rights.”
“Read me for what? I ain’t signing no rights.”
“You don’t have to,” Hunter said. “Those people down there’re witnesses. Then we’ll serve you with the search warrant.”
As he said this Raymond took a thick number ten envelope out of his inside coat pocket and placed it facedown on the bar. His hand remained on it, at rest.
Mr. Sweety turned his head back and forth as though he had a stiff neck. “Hey, come on now, man. I don’t know shit about nothing. I told him that last night.”
“I’ll tell you something,” Raymond said. “I believe you. I think you got caught in the middle of something and you’re naturally a little confused. I would be too.”
“I’m not talking to you,” Mr. Sweety said.
“I can understand your position,” Raymond said, “sitting on a hot gun and here we are coming down on you.” Raymond raised his hand from the envelope, palm up. “Wait now. I also see you’re still more confused than involved. Sandy laid this on you and you don’t know what’s going on. She comes in the other day, she tells you Clement wants you to hold the gun for him. But wait a minute. We come to find out Clement doesn’t know anything about it. That’s straight—listen to me. Hear the whole thing. I told you last night Sandy doesn’t want Clement to know she came here. And what do you do? You act very surprised. So I think about it—why would you be surprised? Well, because she said it was from Clement. But if Clement doesn’t know she was here then he doesn’t know she delivered anything. Right? . . . You with me?”
“You losing me on the turns,” Mr. Sweety said.
“I know you’ve got some questions,” Raymond said, “but how much do you really want to know? See, all we want is the gun. Now. Listen very carefully. If we have to look for the gun, then what we’re gonna find is a murder weapon in your possession. Then, you not only get your rights read, you get to see a warrant for your arrest on the charge of murder in the first degree, which carries mandatory life. On the other hand . . . you listening?”
“I’m listening,” Mr. Sweety said. “What’s the other hand?”
“If you tell us of your own free will some person gave you the gun but you don’t know anything about it, whose it is, how it was used, anything; then what we have here is still another example of citizen cooperation and alert police work combining their efforts to solve a brutal crime . . . You like it?”
Mr. Sweety was silent, thinking.
He said, “He don’t know she gave this piece to anybody. I mean Clement. That what you saying?”
“That’s correct.”
“Where does he think it is?”
“Well, I don’t think she lifted it off him,” Raymond said. “Do you?”
“No way.”
“So I think he gave it to her to get rid of and she laid it off on you. It isn’t as easy as it sounds, throwing a gun in the river. Maybe she was coming here anyway, you know? Or maybe she told you to get rid of it. I’m not gonna ask you that. But if she did, that puts a burden on you. You got to take it out in your car somewhere . . . somebody finds the gun, remembers seeing you . . . the way it always happens. You been around, you know these things. Who wants to be associated with a hot gun. No, I don’t blame you.” Raymond waited a moment. “You coming to a decision?”
Mr. Sweety didn’t answer.
“Where’s the gun, at your house?”
“Down the basement.”
“Let’s go get it.”
“I got to call Anita, have her come over here.”
Raymond and Hunter looked at each other but didn’t say anything. They waited for Mr. Sweety to come back from the phone that was halfway down the bar, by the cash register.
Raymond said, “You feel better now?”
Mr. Sweety said, “Shit . . .”
They got back into the blue Plymouth, Raymond carrying a brown paper bag. He said, “It’s work, you know it? It wears you out.”
Hunter said, “That’s why they pay you all that money. Now where?”
“Let’s go see Sandy. No, drop me off and get this to the lab. But don’t tag it yet, I mean with any names on it.”
Hunter held the key turned, his foot mashing the accelerator. “Fucking car . . .”
Raymond waited patiently. He thought back, reviewing the conversation with Mr. Sweety, pleased. Then said, “I think I left the envelope on the bar,” and patted his breast pocket. “Yeah, I did.”
“You need it?”
“From Oral Roberts,” Raymond said. “No, I’ll probably be hearing from him again.” 23
A HAMTRAMCK POLICE DETECTIVE by the name of Frank Kochanski picked up his phone and said to Toma, “Where you been?”
“I’m still at the hospital.”
“This character you’re looking for’s at the Eagle. We saw his car by there and I give Harry a call. Harry says yeah, he’s in there having a few pops, making phone calls.”
“The Eagle?” Toma said, surprised that the man was still in the vicinity of Skender’s apartment, little more than a mile from it.
“The Eagle, on Campau,” Kochanski said. “How many Eagles you know?”
Toma called the bar. Harry said, “Yeah . . . no, wait a minute, he’s picking up his change . . .”
Toma walked down the hall to the third-floor visitor’s lounge where the male members of the Lulgjaraj family were waiting. They watched him unfold a city map, study it for a few moments, then place it on the coffeetable and draw a circle with his finger to take in, roughly, Hamtramck and the near east side of Detroit. He said, “He’s somewhere in here. But he stays most of the time downtown; I think he’ll go there. If he knows how, he’ll take the Chrysler. If he doesn’t, he may take McDougall.” Toma paused. His finger began tracing the line that indicated East Grand Boulevard. “But he could go this way, too, from Joseph Campau. We don’t know him, so we have to look for him all these places.”
About forty minutes later Skender opened his eyes to the beeping sound. It stopped and Toma was standing close to him, touching his face.
“Go back to sleep.”
At the public phone Toma called his service, was given a number and dialed it.
“Where is he?”
“In a house on Van Dyke Place. We’re at the corner of Van Dyke and Jefferson,” the voice said in Albanian.
“Wait for me,” Toma said.
“But if he comes out . . .” the voice began.
“Kill him,” Toma said.
“I think what happens to niggers is they come up here and find out they can talk back to you,” Clement said, “so all they do then’s argue. I tole your nigger woman I know she’s upstairs. I called her office enough times they finally told me she’s home. So what’re you arguing with me for?”
“I’m never home to clients,” Carolyn said. “I’ll see you in my office or, more likely, the Wayne County Jail, but not here. So, Clement, you’re going to have to leave.”
“All you’re doing’s reading. You sick? I see a person in their bathrobe the middle of the day I figure they work nights or they’re sick.”
Carolyn took off her glasses, brought her bare feet down from the hassock and placed the glasses inside the book as she closed it on her lap. “I’m going to argue with you, too, if you don’t leave,” Carolyn said, “and I promise you’ll lose.”
Clement didn’t seem to hear her. He was looking around the room, at the abstract paintings, at the bar, his gaze moving past Carolyn sitting in the bamboo chair in a beige and white striped caftan, to the beige couch that was covered with pillows in shades of blue. He walked over and let himself fall back into it, his boots levering up and then down, hitting hard on the Sarouk carpet. He pulled a pillow out from behind him, getting comfortable.
“Shit, I’m tired. You know it?”
Carolyn watched him, curiosity soothing impatience, calming her as she studied the man half-reclined on her couch, his head bent against the backrest cushion, fingers shoved into tight pockets now. The Oklahoma Wildman. Born somewhere between fifty and one hundred years too late.
Or a little boy she could hear saying, “I don’t have nothing to do.” Kicking at the Sarouk, at the ripple, with the heel of his boot, trying to flatten it.
“That carpet you seem determined to destroy,” Carolyn said, “cost fifteen thousand dollars.”
“No shit?” He looked down at the blue oriental pattern.
“No shit,” Carolyn said. “It’s worth much more than that now.”
“Why don’t you sell it, get the money?”
“I enjoy it. I didn’t buy it as an investment.”
“How much you make a year?”
“Enough to live the way I want.”
“Come on, how much you make?”
“Why do you want to know?”
“You don’t keep any money in the house, do you?” Clement grinned at her. “I know, it’s all in visa cards. That shit’s ruining me, you know it?”
“Am I supposed to feel sorry for you?”
“No, but you could write me a check.”
“Why would I do that?”
“You know why.”
“Clement, you’re a terrible extortionist.”
“I know. But there was that chicken-fat judge dead and nothing to come of it. Seemed a shame. Then I see your phone number in his book and I commenced to scheme.” Clement squinted. “How come he had your number?”
“He called a few times, wanted me to go out with him.”
“Jesus, you didn’t, did you?”
“No, Clement, I didn’t.”
“You ain’t a young girl, but I know you can do better’n that.”
Carolyn said, “This chat’s costing you money, Clement. If we’re getting into your situation there’s a twenty-five-hundred-dollar retainer to think about. If we go to trial, I’ll need another seventy-five, in advance.”
Clement blinked and squinted. Carolyn watched his act indifferently—Clement shaking his head now.
“First thing you must learn in school, I mean lawyers, is how to turn things around. I come up here to get a check and you tell me you want ten thousand dollars.”
“If I’m going to represent you.”
“For what? Shit, they’re dickin’ around, they’re never gonna have a case. I’m pulling out, going down to Tampa, Florida, for the winter. But I don’t have the stake I thought I was gonna. That’s why I need you to write me a check.”
Carolyn sat low in the chair studying Clement, her elbow on the arm, her cheek resting against her hand.
“You never cease to amaze me.”
“I don’t?”
“Always seem so calm. Never upset. How do you manage that?”
“Thinking good thoughts,” Clement said. “Go get your checkbook.”
“What do you need, a couple hundred?”
Clement squinted at her again. “Couple hunnert?” He had come seeking no particular amount. She had mentioned a ten-thousand-dollar fee and that didn’t sound too bad. Nice round number. But now—shit, looking at him like he was the janitor, waiting for him to leave so she could open her book again—he doubled the amount and said, “Twenty thousand oughta do it.”
Carolyn didn’t say anything. She didn’t move until he said, “You’re pretty calm yourself.” Then watched as she came out of the chair, laying the book on the hassock, and went to the desk in the bay of front windows.
With her profile to him, leaning over the desk, she said, “I’m doing this against my better judgment,” opening a business-size checkbook and writing now.
Clement was surprised. He’d expected her to give him an argument. He could see the curve of her fanny against the robe. She tore a check from the book and walked across the room, right past him, not looking at him until she was standing in the doorway that opened on the upstairs hall. Clement could see the railing behind her and now she was offering him the check.
“Here. Take it.”
Something wasn’t right. Clement stared and watched her move out into the hallway now and hold the check over the railing.
“All right, then pick it up on your way out,” Carolyn said. “But if you take it, please don’t expect me to ever help you again, in or out of court. Understood?”
Clement got up and crossed toward Carolyn. Her extended arm looked pale and naked sticking out of the robe. As he reached her she handed him the check. Clement looked at it.
“This says two hunnert.”
Carolyn called over the railing, downstairs, “Marcie?”
“I said twenty thousand. You left out some oughts.”
Carolyn turned to look at him. “Even if I could write a check in that amount, do you really think I would?”
“Yes, I do,” Clement said. “ ‘Stead of me rolling up your rug or taking your jewelry—sure, I do.”
“But a check—you know I could stop payment as soon as you leave.”
“Then I’d come back, wouldn’t I?”
“I don’t believe this,” Carolyn said. “All I have to do is call the police.”
“Man, it’s hard to get through to some people,” Clement said. “Where’s your bathroom?”
Carolyn hesitated, then gestured with her hand, a vague motion. “Right there. The first door.” She turned with her back to the railing for Clement to go past, then tried to pull away as he took her by the arm.
“Let’s me and you go toidy.”
“Now wait a minute—” Clement’s fingers dug into her upper arm and she called out, “Marcie!”
“She’s locked in the pantry.” Clement was moving Carolyn along now. “I told you she was arguing with me. People argue—you’re a lawyer—you got to make your point or shut ’em up, huh?” He pushed Carolyn into the bathroom and swung the door closed behind them, looking around. “Man, this is some biffy; you could have a party in here . . . big stall shower . . . I like a tub-bath myself, but this’ll do fine. Take your robe off.”
“Clement?” Carolyn began.
“What?”
“Whatever you’re doing . . .” She tried a sincere expression with a slight smile. “Can I offer you a little advice?”
“How much’s the retainer?”
“No, this is free. Whatever you have in mind”—slowly, with a soft lilt to her voice—“I think you should consider very carefully the position you’re in.” Clement hooked a finger in the ring of the caftan’s zipper. “Clement, be nice, okay?”
“You’d stop payment, huh?” The caftan opened as he pulled down. She tried to hold it closed. He took her two hands and brought them away, standing close, looking into her face.
“I don’t have anywhere near that much,” Carolyn said, still sincere, “so what difference does it make?”
“How much you got?”
“Let’s go look in the checkbook.”
“Take off the robe first.” He let go of her hands.
“Clement, really, if you’ll stop and think for a minute . . .” His hands slipped inside the rough-cotton garment, moved up her body and felt her elbows come in tightly, her eyes staring into his.
“What you think I’m gonna do to you? . . . Huh? Tell me.” He moved his thumbs across her breasts. “Hey, your nobs’re sticking out . . . That feel pretty good? Juuuust brush ’em a little, huh? . . . They get hard as little rocks.” His right hand moved lightly down her side to her hip, their eyes still holding. “Now what am I gonna do? . . . That your belly button right there? . . . My, we don’t have no panties on, do we?” His voice drowsy. “Tell what you think I’m gonna do to you . . . Huh? Come on . . .”
Clement drew his right hand out of the caftan, bringing it down past his own hip, curled the hand into a fist and grunted, going up on his toes, as he drove the fist into Carolyn’s stomach.
Once he got her into the shower, the caftan off her shoulders, pinning her arms, Clement gave Carolyn a working over with a few kidney punches and body hooks, a couple of stinging jabs to the face before a right cross drew blood from her nose and mouth and he turned the shower on her. The job was trying to keep her on her feet, glassy-eyed and moaning, Clement doubting she had much air left in her. He gave Carolyn a towel and guided her back to the desk in the window bay, bright with afternoon sunlight. Opening the checkbook, Clement said, “Let’s see now how much you want to give me.”
He looked at himself in the mirrored walls of the first floor, grinned a little at the hotshot grinning back at him and walked out of there with a check for six thousand five hundred dollars in the pocket of his denim jacket, thinking: I believe you stumbled onto something, boy.
It was sure nice out.
There was a guy standing across the street. A young guy in a dark suit.
It was sure easier than going in with a gun. Pick out the right party, impress on the party why they should not call the police, then go to a downtown bank at once and cash the check. See, then if the bank calls the party to verify the check, the party is still seeing life through pain and fear and would say, you bet it’s good—fast.
There were three guys over there now, standing, talking.
Carolyn was probably upstairs looking out the window. Man, but it was a big place. Weird. High picket fence, like spears, all around and a blacktop parking area in the side yard—no grass—like the place had once been a residence, then a commercial establishment of some kind, with its big kitchen and bathroom, then a residence again. His car sat over there all by itself, up against the iron fence.
The three guys across the street, he realized now—looking through the fence at them as he approached his car—were wearing black suits. Dark-haired guys with mustaches and black suits . . .
Jesus Christ, he had never even seen an Albanian before yesterday. He said to himself, Oh shit—wanting to run for the Montego, but making himself walk, not wanting to get anybody excited just yet, least not until he was behind the car on the driver’s side and could open the door and reach under the seat.
The three guys were coming across the street. They looked like undertakers. They were opening their black suitcoats and reaching inside . . .
Clement was still five long strides from the car when they drew pistols and began firing at him. He couldn’t believe it. Right out on the street, three guys he’d never seen before in his life shooting at him through the fence, not asking him to wait-up there, find out if he was the party they wanted—Christ, just blazing away at him! Clement got his door open and saw the windows drilled and patterns form at the same time, the windows shattered but held together. He got the Browning from under the seat, edged to the rear curve of the Montego, extended the Browning over the edge of the trunk and, as he saw them through the widely spaced pickets, the three of them coming toward the drive, he began squeezing the trigger, feeling the gun jump, hearing that hard report in his ears, and saw them scatter, running along the fence on the other side of the drive. Clement got in the Montego, backed up, headed toward the rear of the house and almost braked when he saw the chain across the exit drive—thought, What, you don’t want to scratch up your new car?—kept going and tore through those links without even feeling a tug—sailed out hanging a right into the alley and faced another split moment of decision as he saw the end of the alley coming up fast. Turn left, away from the boys in black? Or hang another right and have to drive past the front of the house, where they were presently swarming? To hell with them. He cranked a right . . . saw the black suits back in the street again, looking this way, then all three of them aiming with both arms extended, like they knew what they were doing. The sound of the shots came as pops, far away, but the windshield blossomed at once in fragmenting circles. Clement floored it right at them. Saw them run for the sidewalk and veered over to jump the curb and sweep along close to the fence. Two of them ducked into the drive, out of the way, while the third set a fence-climbing record, just pulling his legs up as Clement scraped the Montego against the metal pickets, swerved back onto the street and took a couple of more shots in the rear end before he got to Jefferson and turned without stopping into the westbound traffic.
He couldn’t believe he had never heard of Albanians. 24
SANDY WAS WEARING her Bert Parks T-shirt with tight faded jeans. She let go of the door, resigned, walked ahead of Raymond into the living room.
“We alone?”
“You mean is Clement here? No. But Del called. He’s coming back this weekend.”
“What’s that do to your arrangement?”
“It doesn’t do nothing. I move out.”
“Clement find another place?”
Sandy seemed worn-out. She didn’t answer, she moved in a circle, indecisive, before dragging herself over to the couch and curling a leg beneath her as she sunk down.
“Tired?”
“Yeah, a little.”
“Out late last night, huh?”
“Pretty late.”
Raymond came over and sat at the other end of the couch, playing with a folded piece of notepaper now, rolling it in one hand the way you might roll a cigarette.
“I’m tired too,” Raymond said. “You want to know where I’ve been?”
“Not partic’larly.”
“First I went to Hutzel . . .”
“What’s Hutzel?”
“It’s a hospital. Up at the Medical Center.”
Sandy held her hands close to her face, idly concentrating on a fingernail, putting it between her front teeth then, holding the nail with her teeth as she twisted the finger.
“I saw Skender.”
“Then where’d you go?”
“Skender’s in traction. He’s gonna be crippled the rest of his life. You can say, oh, what happened? And we can throw that back and forth a while, or you can tell me how you feel about it.”
“I don’t have to talk to you,” Sandy said, “so I don’t think I will.”
“You know the kind of person Skender is—quiet, very nice guy—”
“Hey, come on.” Sandy got up abruptly. She went over to the windows and stood with her back to Raymond, who rolled and unrolled the piece of notepaper between his thumb and fingers.
“What’d Clement call him, the chicken-fat Albanian?” Sandy didn’t answer. “You don’t have a typewriter, do you? I mean Del Weems.”
Sandy shrugged. “I don’t know.”
He handed her the piece of notepaper.
“What’s this?”
“Read it.”
Sandy unrolled it, saw:
SURPRISE CHICKEN FAT!!!
and let the paper curl up again. Raymond took it. He left her standing at the window and returned to the couch.
“He leaves the note and shoots up my apartment with a .22. The question is, was he trying to kill me, or was he just having some fun?”
Sandy turned to the television set that was in the corner between the banks of windows, dialed the knob through the channels, back and forth, stood looking at the screen a moment, then came back to her end of the couch and sat down on her leg, her gaze holding on Bob Eubanks talking to a panel of newlywed wives, asking them what film star will their husbands say “you would most like to make whoopee with.”
“Who would you?” Raymond said.
“Robert Redford,” Sandy answered, watching the television screen. An oriental-looking newlywed wife also said Robert Redford. The other three said John Travolta.
“One time,” Sandy said, with a little more life in her now, “Bob Eubanks asked them what was the most unusual place they ever made whoopee? And this girl goes—it’s bleeped out, but you can read her lips. She goes, ‘In the ass.’ And Bob Eubanks goes, ‘No! I mean a place like a location.’ I thought he was gonna die.”
“You ever married?” Raymond asked.
“Yeah, once. This shithead from Bedford. His big ambition was to move to Indianapolis.”
“I guess you’ve seen some sights.”
“Not a whole lot worth remembering.”
“How old are you?”
“I’m twenty-three.” Giving the number an edge of panic in her tone.
“I don’t mean to sound square,” Raymond said, “but you might consider a different way of life.”
Sandy was still gazing at the television screen. “Look at that”—amazed—“all four of the husbands said John Travolta. Jesus. You know how many John Travoltas there are around? If I had my choice, who I’d pick, you know who it’d be?”
“You said Robert Redford.”
“No, he’s the one I’d like to make whoopee with. No, I mean the one, like somebody I wouldn’t mind being married to.”
“Who’s that?”
“Don’t laugh, but Gregory Peck.”
“Is that right?”
“I mean a young Gregory Peck.”
“Yeah, I’ve always liked him.”
“He’s so . . . calm. You want to know something? When you first came here, the first time, you reminded me of him. A younger Gregory Peck—that’s what I thought of.”
Raymond smiled. “Were you smoking?”
“No. I didn’t have nothing but seeds and stems. I told you that, didn’t I? Didn’t we discuss that one time?”
“You’ve been smoking today though.”
“Some, but I don’t feel it. God, I wish I did.”
“I know what you mean,” Raymond said. “Mr. Sweety told us about the gun.”
Sandy sighed and seemed tired again. “Here we go.”
“A Walther P.38 HP model, made in Germany about 1940,” Raymond said. “It’s probably been to war, killed some people. But the only ones we know for sure it’s killed are Alvin Guy and Adele Simpson. Mr. Sweety says you’re the one gave it to him.”
“He said that?”
“It’s true, isn’t it?”
“I don’t know—I thought Gregory Peck was cool,” Sandy said, “but I think you could give him some lessons. I’ve been seeing it coming and, I’ll tell you the truth, I don’t know what to do. If you think I’m gonna testify against Clement—I mean even if he was paralyzed from the neck down and had to be fed with a spoon—even if you swear you’re gonna put him away forever, like the last time, make me all these promises if I’ll say he had the gun, whatever it was that time, and I wouldn’t do it and thank God, Christ, I didn’t, cause he walked out of the courtroom, didn’t he?”
“He isn’t gonna walk this time,” Raymond said, not even convincing himself.
Sandy said, “Bull shit, you don’t know. Practically everybody he knows made him in that house—where was it, on St. Marys—with that fucking gun and he walked. The only way in the world—I’ll tell you right now—I’d ever testify against Clement is if he’s dead and buried with a stake through his heart and even then I’d be nervous.” Sandy got up. “You can send me to jail you want, but I swear I’m not saying one fucking word.” She went over to the front windows again and stood motionless, looking out.
Bob Eubanks was saying, “Now, gentlemen, listen carefully. Who will your wife say, of all your friends, is the most oversexed? First names only, please.”
Raymond got up. He walked over to the set thinking, Jerry. Turned it off and stood next to Sandy looking down at the city . . . cars coming off the Chrysler Freeway and turning onto Jefferson, the Renaissance Center, people in there coming out of work, conventions, meeting for drinks . . .
“Have you seen him today?”
“No.”
“You talk to him?”
“No.”
“Why do you stay with him?”
He didn’t think she was going to answer; but she said, after a moment, “I don’t know.” Listless again. “He’s fun . . .”
“He kills people.”
“I don’t know that.” She started to turn from the windows and Raymond put his hand on her shoulder, lightly, feeling small bones.
“You wish he’d disappear, leave you alone,” Raymond said. “You won’t make the move because you’re afraid to. He scares you to death. So you pretend he’s a normal person, maybe just a little wild, and say he’s fun. Was he fun when he put Skender’s leg up and took the pipe? . . .”
“I’m not saying one fucking word to you!” She tried to turn and pull free, but Raymond put both hands on her shoulders now and held her facing the pane of glass, the view.
“All I want you to do is listen,” Raymond said. “Okay?” Relaxing his grip, his hands moving gently over her shoulders before coming to rest. “I wondered, why didn’t he kill Skender? He killed the judge, he killed the woman with the judge. You see, I don’t think Clement planned it or anybody paid him to do it. He kills in the line of business, or when he feels like it. I think he came out of the racetrack looking for you and Skender—I know you were setting the poor guy up—and I think the judge got in Clement’s way, that’s all, and one thing led to another and . . . what does Clement do when he gets mad at somebody? Well, he might shoot you. Or, if he halfway likes you or feels sorry for you, he might only break your leg, let you off with a warning. You see what I mean?”
“You answer your own question,” Sandy said.
“What question’s that?”
“Will I testify against him. You admit he kills people he gets mad at. Or breaks their leg. What do you think he’d do to me?”
“I’m not asking you to testify. Have I said anything about testifying?” Raymond paused. “Are you thinking about something else?”
“Are you kidding—something else?”
“I think you’re missing the point here,” Raymond said. “What happens, say in the next day or so, before we pick him up, Clement finds out Sweety has the gun?”
“Oh, Jesus—”
“He’d want to know how he got it, wouldn’t he?”
Sandy came around and was looking up at him with a terrible fear in her eyes that seemed almost a yearning. “Why? I mean he doesn’t have to know that, does he?”
Raymond’s hands moved gently on her shoulders. “What were you supposed to do with the gun, get rid of it?”
“Throw it in the river.”
There it was. Not something he could use; still, it was nice to hear, verifying what he had put together in small pieces.
“So why’d you take it to Sweety?”
“Because I was going there.” She was a little girl again, pouting, resentment in her tone. “I’m not gonna walk out on the Belle Isle Bridge. What am I suppose to be doing if somebody sees me? Standing there on the bridge . . .”
“I know, it sounds easy,” Raymond said, “but it isn’t. What’d you tell Sweety to do with it?”
“Anything he wanted. Just get rid of it.”
“And he looked at it the same way you did. So he hid it down the basement. But weren’t you afraid he might call Clement?”
“Why would he?” Her tone changed as she said, “Listen, I’m not making a statement—if you think you’re being clever.”
“I told you, I’m not asking you to snitch,” Raymond said. “But how come you didn’t tell Clement you took the gun over there?”
“God, I don’t know.” Weary again. “He gets so picky and irritated sometimes . . .” She turned to the window and Raymond kept quiet, letting her stare at her reflection against the fading light. Almost at once the T-shirt image on the window changed to white and she was looking up at him again. “Wait a minute—if you know where the gun is then you already picked it up, huh? You’re not gonna leave it there.”
“Sandy,” Raymond said, “what difference does it make where the gun is? What’s that got to do with you?”
“He’ll find out—”
“Wait. Let me suggest something,” Raymond said, “before he finds out anything, tell him you took the gun over there. That’s all. You’re off the hook.”
“But I didn’t do anything to get him in trouble—I didn’t. Will you just, God, explain it to him?” In desperate need of help, but not listening.
“Sandy, look, all you have to do is tell him the truth. You gave the gun to Mr. Sweety. Tell him, because you were afraid. Isn’t that right? I don’t think Clement was very smart to give it to you in the first place, but that’s not your fault. At the time, I can understand him being a little nervous. What is this? He’s hardly out of bed, reading about the judge in the paper and we’re banging on the door. The gun’s down in the Buick or somewhere—he just wants to get rid of it, quick.” Raymond paused. “Sandy? Look at me. You listening?”
“Yes . . .”
“Do you see any reason to tell him anything else? Maybe get him excited, as you say, picky and irritated? No, just say, ‘Honey, I think I ought to tell you something. I was afraid to throw the gun in the river, so I gave it to your friend Mr. Sweety.’ You can say, you know, looking at him very innocently, ‘Was that all right, honey?’ And he’ll say sure, fine. See, keep it simple. But you’re gonna have to do it pretty quick. Next time you see him, or if he calls.”
“God, I don’t know,” Sandy said, “I got a feeling I’m in awful deep trouble.”
“Well, you go with a guy like Clement you’re gonna have some close ones,” Raymond said. “What I’d do, if you want my advice, I’d tell him and then split. Go find you a young Gregory Peck somewhere. Twenty-three, Sandy, you’re not getting any younger.”
“Thanks a lot,” Sandy said.
“On the other hand you stick with Clement, you have a good chance of not getting any older,” Raymond said. “So there you are.” 25
RAYMOND SAID, “What’re we having, a telethon or something?”
Hunter was on the phone. He raised his eyes and one hand, motioning to Raymond, but didn’t catch him in time. Raymond was moving from the squadroom door to the coffeemaker.
Norb Bryl was on the phone. He was saying it wasn’t the tires, it was the wheel alignment; he said you pay thirty-four hundred dollars for an automobile you expect it to go in a straight line, was that right or wrong?
Wendell Robinson was on the phone, sounding pleasant but in mild pain, saying he had been taking cold showers to keep himself civil; but if someone’s old man didn’t go back on nights pretty soon, then maybe it wasn’t meant to be.
Maureen Downey was on the phone, saying okay, fine, swivelling around from her desk as she hung up to watch Raymond pour a cup of coffee.
“There was a shooting, three o’clock this afternoon. On Van Dyke Place.”
Raymond stopped pouring.
“MCMU told us about it, so I called the precinct, just now,” Maureen said, “and the sergeant read me the PCR. Three unidentified males, all in dark clothes, dark hair, shooting at an unidentified male driving a light blue older-model car that might be a big Ford or a Lincoln.”
“Or a Mercury Montego,” Raymond said. “Did he shoot back?”
“They think so, but no reported injuries or fatalities. MCMU’s checking the hospitals.”
“How was it reported?”
“The call came from the woman next door to two-oh-one, where the shooting took place—in the driveway and out on the street—and we know who lives at two-oh-one, don’t we?”
“They talk to Carolyn Wilder?”
“They said they talked to the maid. She said Ms. Wilder wasn’t home. But then—”
Hunter, off the phone, said, “We got him by the ass!” and Raymond looked over. “It’s the gun, man. Absolutely no question. I’m gonna go pick it up.”
Maureen waited for Raymond to turn back to her. He said, “I’m sorry. What?”
“Carolyn Wilder phoned almost an hour ago. She wants you to call.”
“Okay.” He picked up his coffee mug and started to move away.
“At home,” Maureen said.
Raymond stopped and looked at Maureen again, appreciating her timing. “You ask her if she heard the shots?”
“No, but I’ll bet you she did.”
Raymond went to the unofficial lieutenant’s desk beneath the window and dialed Carolyn’s number.
“I hear you had some excitement.”
“I’d like to see you,” Carolyn said.
“Fine. I’ll be leaving here pretty soon. You sound different.”
“I’ll bet I do.”
Now he was puzzled. Her voice was low, yet colder than he had ever heard it. “Marcie see what happened?”
“No, but I did.”
Raymond didn’t say anything.
“Who are they?” Carolyn said.
And now he wasn’t sure how much to tell her. “Clement picked on the wrong one this time and it snapped back at him. Why, you want to file his complaint?”
“I would like to laugh,” Carolyn said, “but my mouth hurts. Before this sounds even more like farce, why don’t we save it until you get here.”
Raymond hung up, still puzzled. He said to Norb Bryl, who was standing now, clipping several pens into his shirt pocket, “What exactly is farce?”
“It’s a used car that’s supposed to drive in a straight line,” Bryl said, “but pulls to the left. If you don’t need me I’ve got something to do.”
The door closed behind Bryl, then opened again as Hunter came in with a brown paper bag that was grease-stained and could be a bag of doughnuts. He placed it on the lieutenant’s desk, pleased. “No prints, but this is the little mother that did it. Absolutely no question.”
Raymond looked across the squadroom. He said, “Maureen, if you want to go, you can, it’s pretty late; but if you want to stay, lock the door. Okay?”
Wendell said, “How ’bout me?”
“Same thing. You want to leave, go ahead.”
Hunter said, “Shit, you got his interest now. Afraid he might miss something.”
Maureen came over, hesitantly, and sat at Bryl’s desk.
Hunter said, “How come you don’t ask me if I want to leave?”
“You’re already in it,” Raymond said. He looked at Maureen and then Wendell. “We took the gun off this guy Sweety without a search warrant. I’m not worrying it’s gonna kick back at us, that’s not what I’m getting to. I wanted to find out, you know, without typing up all the papers and pleading with some judge, if this is really the gun or not. All right, we find out it is. No question about it—our friend up in the lab checks it out without entering any names and numbers in the book—we have a murder weapon. Now . . . if we take it to the prosecutor at this point he says, fine, but how do we prove it’s Mansell’s gun? We say, well, if we’re very persuasive we can get this guy by the name of Sweety to cop. The prosecutor says, who’s Sweety? We tell him he’s a guy that used to run with Mansell, he’s done time and now he’s dealing drugs. The prosecutor says, Jesus Christ, that’s my witness? We say, well, we can’t help the kind of people we have to associate with in this business; he’s all we got.”
“Sandy,” Maureen said.
“Right, we’ve also got Sandy,” Raymond said, “but you can pull all her fingernails out, which she hasn’t got much of anyway, and she’ll still never say a word. Not out of loyalty, but because Clement scares the shit out of her.”
“How about if I talked to her?” Maureen said.
“Sure, why not? I’m open to suggestions. But let me review what we’ve got. An arm that could be Clement’s sticking out of a car at Hazel Park. Possibly the same car at the scene, which Sandy has the keys to and we say she gave to Clement. Clement’s lawyer, Miss Wilder, looks at us and says, ‘Yeah? Prove it.’ We can put Clement at another scene, three years ago, where slugs were dug out of a wall from a Walther P.38”—Raymond picked up the paper bag—“right here, our murder weapon. But how do we show it belongs to Clement?”
There was a silence.
Maureen said, “Wow. I think I know what you’re gonna do.”
Again a silence. Raymond was aware of the four of them sitting in an old-fashioned police office under fluorescent lights, plotting.
Hunter said, “I don’t see no other way.”
Wendell said, “You want me to talk to the brother, Mr. Sweety?”
“No, it’s my responsibility if anybody gets blamed. I’m gonna do it,” Raymond said. “At least try to arrange it. Wendell, you know Toma pretty well, the Albanians. Have a talk with him, like we’re thinking about busting him for the attempt, we’re watching him, you know, so he better not do anything dumb for the next couple days . . . Maureen, you want to take a shot at Sandy, go ahead. I think she wants somebody to talk to and, who knows . . .”
The phone rang.
“Jerry, let’s see about putting MCMU on Sweety around the clock now.”
The phone rang. Raymond laid his hand on it.
“Put a couple guys in the bar—if they can hang around without getting smashed.”
The phone rang.
Raymond picked it up. He said, “Squad Seven, Lieutenant Cruz.”
Clement’s voice said, “Hey, partner. I got a complaint I want to make. Some crazy fuckers’re trying to kill me.”
He parked behind Piper’s Alley on St. Antoine, a few blocks south of 1300, came through the kitchen with the paper bag and Charlie Meyer, the owner, said, “Raymond,” almost sadly, “you don’t bring your lunch here. This is a restaurant.”
Raymond smiled, gave him a wave and continued out into the main room, looking past plastic fern and Tiffany lamps at the booths of after-work drinkers, a swarm of them at the bar, guys and girls unwinding or winding up for the evening, either way unaware of the policeman with the paper bag who was wondering what it would be like to drop the bag on Clement’s table—sitting there, next to one of the front windows in his denim jacket—say to Clement, Here, I got something for you, and as Clement’s hand goes inside the bag say, loud enough to stop the room, DROP IT! and pull the Colt out of his sportcoat and blow him away.
Clement said, “There he is.” Grinning. “You look like a man with pussy on his mind. See something here you like?”
Raymond sat down and placed the paper bag on the table, to one side. Clement had a drink in front of him—in his denims, someone off a freighter or a trail drive—sizing up the house.
“All these boogers come in here looking for quiff, you know it? Their badges and convention tags on, they end up looking at each other, I swear. What’s in the bag, your lunch?”
“Yes, it’s my lunch,” Raymond said. “You owe me seventy-eight dollars for a new window.”
Clement grinned. “Somebody shooting at you? Listen, partner, I got people shooting at me too. I see these fellas coming across the street, I’m thinking, what’re they, undertakers? Wearing these black suits. What I don’t understand is how come I never heard of Albanians.”
“Well, they never heard of you either,” Raymond said. “But now, it’s a question of who gets you first. You want to turn yourself in, I think you’d live longer at Jackson than out on the street.”
Clement was squinting at him. “You let those fellas loose like that, shoot at people?”
“You want to file a complaint, stop in the precinct. See, we don’t get attempted or assault. Like what you did to Skender.”
“Man, you keep on top.”
“He’d have to file a charge, but they’d rather handle it themselves.”
“And you let ’em?”
“If the man doesn’t report you broke his leg, then we don’t know about it, do we?”
“Jesus—” Clement shook his head. “You want a drink?”
“No, there’s something I have to do yet.”
He watched Clement drain his glass and look around for the waitress—not quite the leisurely, laid-back Clement this evening—half-turning and putting his arm on the table, his hand, Raymond judged, about eight inches away from the paper bag. Clement raised his other hand, motioned with it and looked at Raymond again.
“Reason I called you, I want you to understand something. I’m leaving town. I’m not leaving on account of the Albanians and I’m not leaving on account of you either. But I got no reason to sit around here with my thumb up my ass, so I’m moving on.”
“When,” Raymond asked, “tonight?”
“I was—send you a postcard from Cincinnati—till I got jacked around this afternoon and by the time I got to the bank it was closed. All three banks I went to. I just want you to know, partner, I’m not running, as you know the meaning of the word. But I’m not gonna wait while you dick around and I’m not gonna exchange unpleasantries with some people I don’t even know who they are ‘cept they wear black suits . . . Can you tell me why they dress like that?”
“One of them died,” Raymond said.
“Well, some more of ’em are gonna if I hang around, so tell ’em it’s just as well I’m leaving. I just don’t want them thinking they run me off, cause they haven’t. But shit, I get mixed up with those people—I got no incentive. You understand?” He looked up as the waitress took his glass. “Same way, hon.” As she turned to Raymond, Clement said, “No, he don’t want nothing. That’s Jack Armstrong, the all-American Boy.” Clement smiled at her and looked at Raymond again. “She don’t know shit who I’m talking about, does she?”
“Sandy going with you?”
“I don’t know, I suppose. She’s cute, isn’t she? ‘Cept when she gets stoned. I tell her quit smoking that queer shit and drink liquor like a normal person.”
“Some people,” Raymond said, “you can’t tell ’em anything.”
“That’s the truth.”
“But long as they don’t tell on you . . .” Raymond shrugged and let the words hang.
Clement stared at him.
Raymond was aware of the noise level in Piper’s Alley. It surprised him that when he purposely listened to the sound of the place it was so loud. Everybody working at having fun. He said, “Well, I got to get going.”
Clement stared at him. “You want me to think you know something I don’t.”
“You’re nervous this evening,” Raymond said. “But long as you trust your friends, what’re you worried about?”
Clement stared at him. His head turned a little and he stared at the paper sack. He said, “That ain’t your lunch, is it?”
“No, it isn’t my lunch. Isn’t a bag of fry cakes, either,” Raymond said. “You want it?”
“Oh, my,” Clement said, beginning to grin just a little. “We getting tricky, are we? Want to hand me somebody else’s murder gun?” His eyes raised, his expression changing abruptly as Raymond got up from the table. “Where you going? I ain’t done yet.”
Raymond said, “Yes, you are,” and walked out with the sack. He used the telephone in the kitchen, noise all around him, to call Hunter, told him not to move, he’d be right there.
A few minutes later Raymond walked into the squadroom.
“Maureen leave yet?”
“Right after you did. I put MCMU on Sweety’s place, told ’em to get somebody in the bar and the rest out of sight.”
“Good.” Raymond opened his address book to “S” and began dialing a number. “Clement made an announcement. He’s leaving town tomorrow.”
Hunter said, “We better have the party tonight then.”
Raymond nodded. “I think we should try.” He said into the phone then, “Sandy? This is Lieutenant Cruz. How you doing? . . . Yeah, I know, some are better than others. You having a nice talk with Maureen? . . . Yeah, well, let me speak to her a minute.” He put his hand over the phone as he looked at Hunter. “She says it isn’t her day.” Taking his hand away, Raymond said, “Maureen? . . . listen, tell her Clement’ll probably call or be over in a little while. In fact, any time now, so you better get out of there. Explain to her—she can say we questioned her about the gun, even leaned on her a little, tried to scare her, if she wants. But tell her to keep it simple. She took the gun over to Sweety’s, period. That’s all she knows. Was she crying? . . . Uh-huh, well, tell her if she feels like she’s going to save it for Clement, just in case . . . Hey, Maureen? Tell her you wish you were twenty-three again.”
“You’re all heart,” Hunter said.
“I can sympathize with Sandy a little,” Raymond said, “I can. But I’m not too worried about her. I mean, if she can hang around with Clement three, four years and she’s still in one piece . . .”
“She knows how to cover her ass,” Hunter said.
“If anything’s bothering me at the moment, that I feel a certain responsibility . . .” Raymond paused, thoughtful, and looked over at Hunter. “You got Sweety’s number?”
Hunter dialed it and stayed on the phone. Raymond picked up his phone and sat back, crossing his loafers on the corner of the gray metal desk. He said, “Mr. Sweety, how you doing? This is Lieutenant Cruz . . . What I was wondering, has Clement called you yet?”
“Has Clement called me!”
Both Raymond and Hunter moved the receivers away from their ears, looking at each other with expressions of pain.
“Where are you?” Raymond asked. “You at home or at work?”
“I’m home. What you mean has Clement called me?”
“Anita working?”
“Yeah, she’s over there.”
“Why don’t you go help her,” Raymond said.
“Why?”
“I think you’re gonna be busy tonight.”
There was a silence before Mr. Sweety said, “Why is Clement gonna call me?”
“When he does,” Raymond said, “tell him you’re glad he called, you’ve been wanting to get in touch with him. In fact, you want to see him.”
“I want to see him? For what?”
“To give him back his gun.”
“You took the gun! . . . I gave it to you!”
Hunter had his eyes and mouth open wide, miming Mr. Sweety’s emotional state.
“No, you told us it’s in the basement,” Raymond said, solemn, straight-faced. “We assume it’s still there.”
There was a silence again. Mr. Sweety said, “I don’t want no parts of that man. I’m getting dumped on—whole big load of shit coming down on me.”
“No, you’re all right. You have my word,” Raymond said. “He comes for the gun, tell him where it is. In fact, how about this? Tell him he’ll have to go get it himself, you’re busy.”
Silence. “I’d have to let him in the house.”
“Not if you put the key under the mat,” Raymond said and had to smile now, looking at Hunter. A couple of kids getting away with something.
There were tales of heroics and tales of tricky nonprocedural moves, old-pro stunts, told in the Athens Bar on Monroe in Greektown, two short blocks from 1300 Beaubien. Raymond wondered if, not so much the heroes, the tricky movers ever looked ahead and saw replays, recountings: a twenty-year pro, an insider, telling appreciative someday pros that it wasn’t to go beyond this table: “So he cons the guy into handing over the gun, has ballistics fire it to make sure it’s the murder weapon, then—here’s the part—he puts it back in the guy’s basement, inside the furnace where it was, and has the guy tell the shooter to come get his gun, he doesn’t want any part of it. You follow? He’s got to make the shooter with the gun or he doesn’t make him. He’s got to set him up . . .” And the someday pros at the table wait with expectant grins, gleams in their eyes. Yeah? . . .
Then what? Raymond was thinking, riding in the blue Plymouth police car with Hunter.
Go on . . .
Well, the way it should happen: With Mr. Sweety’s place under surveillance Mansell walks in, comes out with the gun in his pocket and they shine lights on him and that’s it. If he stays inside they ask him to come out and eventually he does, after trying to hide the gun again or pound it apart with a hammer; but they would still have him with the gun, be able to make a case.
But maybe another way it could happen and be told about later in the Athens Bar: For some reason the surveillance is called off . . . There could be a reason.
Clement comes out with the gun, the gun loaded, the way it was found. He comes out on the porch and stops dead as he hears, “That’s far enough—” He sees Cruz on the sidewalk beneath the streetlight. Cruz with his sportcoat open, hands at his sides . . .
You’re weird, Raymond said to himself.
But he continued to picture the scene as they drove over East Jefferson, hearing, “That’s far enough—” and trying to think of what Clement might say then. Yeah, Clement would say something and then he would say something else, something short and to the point and then . . .
Hunter said, “We both going in?”
Raymond, holding the paper bag on his lap, said, “No, I’m gonna do it.” He was silent for about a block and then said, “He’s got another gun. If he was shooting at the Albanians he got another gun somewhere.” 26
MAUREEN LET SANDY PACE the living room in her Bert Parks T-shirt and satin shorts, Sandy shredding a Kleenex tissue, dropping tiny pieces of it but leaving no pattern of a trail. Maybe she had to wear herself out before she’d sit down.
“You jog?” Maureen asked her.
Sandy paused to look at the lady homicide sergeant on the couch in her little schoolteacher navy blazer and gray skirt—like a nun in street clothes except for the gun, Sandy suspected, in the worn brown handbag.
“You kidding? Jog . . . no, I don’t go sailing either, or play golf. Jesus Christ, do I jog . . .”
“You have a nice trim figure,” Maureen said, “I thought maybe you exercised.”
“I’ve been running to the bathroom every ten minutes since your buddy Lieutenant Cruz was here. I don’t need any more exercise, I’ll tell you.” She paced over to the dining-L and back to the desk in the living room before stopping again to look at Maureen. “How would you tell him?”
“Just the way Lieutenant Cruz suggested,” Maureen said. “You gave the gun to Mr. Sweety because you were afraid to throw it away yourself.”
“It’s true.”
“So you have nothing to worry about.”
“He’s gonna ask me if the cops were here, I know he is.”
“Well, I’m here,” Maureen said. “I asked you if you saw a gun in Clement Mansell’s possession, here or anywhere else and you told me no. That’s all you have to say. Don’t complicate it.”
“You don’t know him.”
“I’ll bet I’ve known a few like him though.” Maureen watched Sandy move to the windows and look out toward the river. “There’s one guy we sent to Jackson keeps writing to me. He says we’re pen pals. I think when he gets out in about seven years he wants to get together.”
“Clement’s only been to prison once,” Sandy said. “He’s been to jail plenty of times, but he’s only spent like a year in a regular prison. He says he won’t ever go back again and I believe him. God, he makes up his mind to something . . . but he’s so unpredictable. One time we’re out at Pine Knob, the Allman Brothers were there. Everybody, you know, they’re drinking beer and acting crazy, rolling joints on their coolers. This boy turns around and offers Clement a toke? Clement slaps it out of his hand like he was the boy’s dad or something, gives him this real mean look. All while the Allman Brothers’re playing Clement’s waving his arms around to make the smoke go away. Sometimes, I swear, he’s like a little old man.”
“You must like him a lot,” Maureen said.
Sandy turned from the window. “Shit, I’m scared not to.” She stared off, mouth partly open, then gradually began to grin, though not giving it much. “He’s cute, though, you know it? God, in bed . . . I think that’s where he got his nickname, the Wildman? I swear, he gets it up, like he says, you got to hit it with a stick to make it go down.” Sandy’s grin broadened as her gaze moved to Maureen and she said, “What’re you smiling at?”
“I’ve had some experience there, too,” Maureen said. “I was assigned to Sex Crimes for nine years. I think I saw everything there is to see. I mean, you know, funny things.”
“God,” Sandy said, “that must’ve been interesting. Like rapists and degenerates and all? Perverts?”
“Uh-huh, lot of perverts. People you’d least expect.”
“Isn’t that the way? Like schoolteachers . . . preachers?”
“Uh-huh. A lot of flashers.”
“Yeah? Guys with raincoats and nothing underneath?”
“The pros cut the whole front out of their pants,” Maureen said. “One of the weirdest ones—we got a rape report. Right over in the City-County Building, one of the secretaries was dragged into the stairway and raped, had her clothes torn off. We asked her to describe the guy, if he had any unusual marks or characteristics. The girl said yes, come to think of it, he had an infantile penis.”
“God,” Sandy said, “a rapist.” She sounded a little sad. “Did you get him?”
“We rounded up suspects, repeat offenders,” Maureen said, “but first we had to qualify them, if you understand what I mean.”
Sandy’s face brightened. “Yeah, to see who had an infantile one.” She frowned. “How little is infantile?”
“Wait,” Maureen said. “A suspect would be brought in, then one of the guys in the squad would tell him to drop his pants.”
“Didn’t you see any of ’em?”
“Well, a few. But during the investigation I think something like a hundred and fifty-seven penises were inspected.”
“Wow,” Sandy said, with something like awe. “A hundred and fifty-seven. God . . .” She paused then with a puzzled expression. “Wait a minute. This girl said the guy’s joint was infantile, but compared to what? I mean her old man could’ve had a shlong that hung down to his knees. You know it?”
“We thought of that,” Maureen said. “Compared to what? We never did get the guy.”
“That’s really something,” Sandy said. “At least you get to meet a lot of interesting people.”
“Well, I’m never bored,” Maureen said.
When Sandy was alone again she let the silence and dismal evening sky work on her. It was the best time of the day to be depressed. She was able to cry for a few minutes, shredding another Kleenex, made moaning sounds as she went into the bedroom, stood in front of the full-length mirror and studied her image hiding there puffy-eyed behind Bert Parks’ big grin.
She said out loud, “You poor thing.” She curled her lower lip down and got her chin to quiver and studied the expression. Then parted her lips slightly and opened her eyes wide in a look of surprised innocence. “Well, I didn’t know. God, I thought you’d be glad”—pouty again—“ ‘stead of being an old meany.” Sandy stared at her slumped shoulders, her pitiful expression. She stared for a long silent moment and then said, “Fuck it.” She took off the T-shirt and jeans and tried it again, looking at a bra-less image now, hooked her thumbs into the narrow band of her white panties and cocked a hip . . . turned sideways and stared past her shoulder, letting her eyelids become heavy . . . turned full front again and stared with her bare feet apart, hands moving to her narrow hips.
She said, “Hey, are you Sandy Stanton?” and cocked her head slightly. “Yeah, I thought you were. You’ve got a dynamite body, you know it? I mean anybody can see you’ve got it together. Look at you. You are a fucking groovy chick, you know it? Yeah, I know it. Then what’s the problem? What problem? I don’t have a problem, you have a problem? . . .”
When Clement came in he said, “Where you think you’re at, a nudist camp?” Without a bit of fun in his voice. “Jesus, turn that boresome music off—”
“We a little irritable this evening?”
With a foot-dragging funky step and two whole joints working in her, Sandy got over to the hi-fi just ahead of Clement and saved the Bee Gees from being scratched to death. She said, “What on earth is the matter with you?”
He walked over to the windows and stood looking out at the downtown lights.
Sandy tried again. “This your thinking time?”
He didn’t answer.
“I’ve been worried about you—sitting here all day. There’s such a thing as telephones, you know.” Yeah, get a little pissed at him.
Early this morning Sandy had let the EMS attendants into Skender’s apartment building, told them “Down the basement” and got out of there fast. They drove over to Woodward Ave-nue, pulled up alongside Blessed Sacrament Cathedral and Clement told her to get out, take a cab home. She’d said, “What am I suppose to do, stand out on the street like a hooker?” He gave her a shove. She asked him where he was going to stay and he said, “Don’t worry about it.” In one of his moods.
Evidently still in it. Good. She could think about standing on that Woodward Avenue street corner with all the colored guys slowing up to look her over and get really pissed at him.
She said, “Don’t worry about me, just think about yourself.”
Still looking out the window Clement said, “I was thinking about you. Come on over here. You ever been up the top of the RenCen?”
“Course I have. I used to work there.”
He put his arm around her bare waist, pulling her in close. “Seven-hundred feet up in the air. You sit there with your cocktail and it turns. It turns reeeeeal slow. You look at Canada a while. You look downriver at the Ambassador Bridge. You look over De-troit then as you turn real real slow, giving yourself time to wonder and think about things.”
“I didn’t throw the gun in the river,” Sandy said. “I gave it to Mr. Sweety.”
“I know you did.”
“You want to know why?”
“I know why.”
“How do you know?”
“I talked to him.”
“Are you mad?”
“No . . .” He didn’t sound too sure about it. “See, when I was up there thinking about you? . . .”
“Yeah?”
“I called you up and the line was busy.”
Sandy held on, not making a sound.
“I thought, who could she be talking to? Not the Albanian.”
“Uh-unh . . .” Sandy said, thinking, Please, God—
“And then it come to me. You were talking to Sweety.”
“God, are you smart.” She felt herself shaking a little and slipped her arm around Clement. “I know you don’t like me to smoke weed, but it’s sure good when I’m nervous.”
“Tell me what you’re nervous about.”
“Well, I thought you’d be mad that I didn’t, you know, throw the gun away. But I really thought Mr. Sweety would know how better.”
“I understand that,” Clement said. “But see, then another person knows my business.”
“Yeah, but he doesn’t really know anything. I mean, it’s just a gun.”
“Well, how come he’s nervous and wants me to come get it then? I told him, chuck it in the river you don’t want it. He goes, ‘I ain’t fooling with no hot gun. It’s yours, you take care of it.’ See, why would he think the gun’s hot?”
“Well, maybe the police talked to him.” Right away, Sandy knew she had made a mistake, said too much.
“That’s a thought,” Clement said, giving her a squeeze. “Like they talked to you, huh?”
Even with miles of nighttime lights outside reaching way way off, Sandy felt walls around her, no more room than inside a box, a coffin. It was a terrible feeling. She said, “I was so worried about you today, I didn’t know where you were or if anything happened to you or anything.”
“They come see you today?”
“Well, this lady cop stopped by. Asked if I knew anything about a gun. But she was real nice about it.”
“Tricking you,” Clement said.
“Yeah, but I didn’t tell her nothing. I didn’t.”
Clement patted her. He said, “I know you didn’t, hon. It’s just their chicken-fat ways . . . You been smoking a little?”
“Few tokes is all, now and then.” She was surprised, he was making it sound so simple.
“When’d you get it?”
“The other day.”
“When you give Sweety the gun?”
“Uh-huh. I just got a little bit.”
“Oh my,” Clement said with a sigh. “Life can sure play a tune on you you let it.”
“I didn’t do anything wrong.”
“I know you didn’t, hon. But see what’s happened? They got to Sweety and I ‘magine made a deal with him. He sets me up or they shut him down, put him on the trailer. I come get the gun, walk out of there and twenty squad cars converge on my ass out of nowhere. ‘Throw up your hands, motherfucker!’ They’d have to empty their weapons,” Clement said, “cause I sure ain’t doing hard time. Never have and never will.”
“Let’s go to Tampa, Florida,” Sandy said, “right now.”
“I’d like to, hon, but we got some problems. Those goddamn Albanian undertakers shot your Montego all to hell—no, that’s something I’ll tell you about after,” Clement said, Sandy frowning up at him. “First thing, we got to get shuck of the gun.”
“Why? Why not just walk away from it?” Sandy was still frowning. This was not turning out simple at all.
“Cause I don’t leave behind anything might catch up with me later,” Clement said. “If I don’t get rid of the gun then I got to be rid of anybody could take the stand against me. I don’t think you’d care for that.”
“Yeah, but you know I wouldn’t testify.”
“Hon, I know it but I don’t know it. People change their mind. The only thing perfectly clear in my mind, I ain’t gonna do time. So the gun goes or you and Marcus Sweeton go. Which’d you rather?”
“I thought everything was gonna be good now.” Sandy’s voice was faint, sounding as far away as her gaze, the little girl wishing she was out there somewhere, even out beyond the lights of Canada.
“We’ll make her,” Clement said. “I’m gonna call Sweety back, tell him the arrangements.”
“But you said if you picked the gun up—”
“Trust the good hands people,” Clement said. “You feel that good hand on you there? Here comes another good hand—close your eyes. Here comes another good hand . . . closer . . . closer . . . Where is it going to land? . . .”
Doing was more fun than thinking. But sometimes thinking made the doing more worthwhile. Like if he had known he was going to do the judge he would have thought something up to make it pay more and the doing would have been more satisfying. When he tried to explain this to Sandy, she said she would just as soon not know what he was thinking, if it was all the same. She turned on the television set and he turned it off.
“What am I saying?”
“I don’t know what you’re saying, or want to.”
“I’m saying like in this deal here,” Clement said, “there are ways to skin by. Shit, lay in the weeds and let it pass over. Like that Grand Trunk railroad train passed over me. But there also ways of doing it with some style, so you let the other party know what you think of their chicken-fat scheme. You follow me?”
“No,” Sandy said.
“Then keep your eyes open,” Clement said, “and see if your old dad ain’t a thinker as well as a doer.” 27
RAYMOND THOUGHT OF Madeline de Beaubien, the girl who overheard the plot and warned the garrison Pontiac and his braves were coming to the parley with sawed-off muskets under their blankets and saved Detroit from the Ottawas.
The house could have belonged to one of her early descendants, an exhibit at Greenfield Village that people walked through looking into 19thcentury rooms with velvet ropes across the doorways, a cold house despite amber reflections in the hall chandelier and a rose cast to the mirrored walls. The house was too serious.
That was it, Raymond decided. The house didn’t see anything funny going on or hear people laugh. Marcie told him solemnly, a funeral-home greeter, Ms. Wilder was waiting for him in her sitting room.
An audience with the queen. No more, Raymond thought, mounting the stairway, not surprised to find her in semidarkness, track lighting turned low, directed toward squares of abstract colors, Carolyn lying on the couch away from the lights. She told him he was late and he asked, For what?
He let himself relax and said, “Let’s start over.”
“You were going to leave in a few minutes,” Carolyn said. “That’s what you told me.”
“I know, and then we got into something. What’s the matter with your voice?”
He did not see her face clearly until he turned on the lamp at the end of the couch away from her and saw the bruise marks and swelling, her mouth puffed and slightly open. Carolyn’s eyes held his with a quiet expression, her eyes blinking once, staring at him, blinking again, waiting for him to speak.
“I told you,” Raymond said.
Her expression began to turn cold.
“Didn’t I tell you? No, you can handle him, no problem.”
“I knew you’d have to say it,” Carolyn said, “but I didn’t think you’d overdo it.”
“You didn’t? Listen, I’m not through yet,” Raymond said. “If I can think of some more ways to say it I’m going to, every way I know how.”
She said, “You’re serious . . .”
“You bet I am. I told you, don’t fool with Clement, but you did anyway.”
“I misjudged him a little.”
“A little . . .”
She began to smile and said, “Do you feel better now?”
He said, “Do you?” Then surprised both of them.
He went to one knee to get close to her and very gently touched her face, her mouth, with the tips of his fingers. He said, “You don’t want to be a tough broad.” She said, “No . . .” and slipped her arms around him and brought him against her. The faint sound that came from her might have been pain, but he didn’t think so.
He said, “I want to tell you something. Then we’ll see if we’re still friends, or whatever we are. I didn’t plan this. As a matter of fact, I came here I was a little on the muscle. I was gonna listen, try to be civil and get out.”
“What happened?” Carolyn said.
He liked the subdued sound of her voice.
“I don’t know. I think you’ve changed. Or I’ve changed. Maybe I have. But what I want to tell you, I think you’re too serious.”
She didn’t expect that, or didn’t understand what he meant. “He beat hell out of me . . .”
“I know he did,” touching her face again, soothing her with his voice and his fingers. “I’m not gonna say it any more, you know who he is . . . Tell me why he’s going to the bank tomorrow.”
“He made me give him a check. All the money I had in the account.”
“How much is that?”
“Over six thousand.”
“What did you say one time, he’s fascinating? I’m sorry, I’ve got to quit that . . . Did you stop payment?”
“No, I’m going to file on three counts and get him for assault, extortion and probably larceny from a person. He took more than a hundred in cash.”
“Hold off on it,” Raymond said. “Let me bring him up on the homicides, then you can file all the charges you want.”
“You’ll never convict him,” Carolyn said, “unless you have more than I know about.”
“Did he have a gun?”
“Not when he was here; at least he didn’t show it. But when I heard shots and looked out the bathroom window—I thought it was the police and I remember thinking, Wait, as I went to the window, I want to see him killed.”
“Really?”
“It was in my mind.”
“Did he have a gun then?”
“Yes, shooting back at them. It was an automatic, a fairly good size. But who are they?”
He told her about Skender, Toma. She knew something about Albanian blood feuds and now wasn’t surprised. “On the phone you thought I wanted to file against them on behalf of Clement, while I’m thinking of all the ways I want to see him convicted.”
“Let me do it,” Raymond said. “I’m close. In fact, it could happen tonight, as soon as I hear something.” Looking at her, thinking of Clement, he said, “Did he . . . molest you?”
Carolyn began to smile again, her eyes appreciating him. “Did he molest me? . . .
“Come on—did he?”
Her mood became quiet. “Not really.”
“What does that mean, not really?”
“He touched me . . .”
“Make you take your clothes off?”
“He opened my robe—” Carolyn stopped, she seemed mildly surprised. “You know what I’m doing? I’m being coy. I’ve never been coy in my life.”
“No, you’ve been too busy impressing yourself,” Raymond said. “Tell me what he did.”
“What’re you trying to do, analyze me? He felt me up, but we didn’t go all the way.” Now Raymond smiled and she said, “You think you have insights, is that it?”
“Maybe, if that’s the word. I don’t expect to see something and then look and say, uh-huh, there it is. I try to look without expecting and see what’s actually there. Is that insight?”
“You’re sly,” Carolyn said. “I think I have you down and you slip away.”
He said, “You have me down . . . where? It’s like filling out an Interrogation Record of an Information for Arraignment, you know what I mean? Sometimes the form isn’t big enough, or it doesn’t ask the right questions.”
“You think I presume too much,” Carolyn said, “see only what I expect to see. Is that it?”
“I don’t know, we can talk about it sometime.” He was tired and wasn’t sure if he should close his eyes.
“If I make presumptions,” Carolyn said, “what about you?”
“What about me?”
“We were making love and you said, ‘I know you . . . ‘ “
“I didn’t think you heard me.”
“What did you mean?”
“Well, it was like I saw you. Not what you do or who you believe you are, just you. Does that make sense?”
“I don’t know . . .”
“But you didn’t say anything, did you? I think you changed back after that and I didn’t know you anymore. You became the woman lawyer again who thinks she has to be a tough broad. But look what happens to tough broads.” Raymond was silent a moment. “Let me take care of him, Carolyn.”
* * *
When Hunter called Raymond was sitting on the couch with Carolyn’s legs across his lap, both tired of words, on safer ground now but still intimately aware of one another. Carolyn asked if he had always lived here, trying to picture him in another life, when he wasn’t a policeman. And Raymond said, “In Detroit? No, I was born in McAllen, Texas. We lived in San Antonio, Dallas. We came here when I was ten.” She asked, almost hesitantly, if his father was a farmer and Raymond looked at her and smiled. “You mean, was he a migrant? No, he was a barber. He was a dude, the way he dressed, wore pointed patent-leather shoes.” The phone rang then, Raymond waiting for it. He lifted Carolyn’s legs and got up. “My dad was fifty-seven when he died.”
Hunter said, “Mansell called back, just now. He wants Sweety to bring him the gun.”
“Where?”
“It got complicated. Sweety told him he was going to a family thing at his mother’s—trying to hurry Clement up, get it over with. Clement tells him to take the gun along with him. Sweety says he isn’t gonna touch it. If Clement wants the gun tonight he has to come in the next half hour.”
Raymond said, “What difference does it make? The key’s under the mat.”
“Yeah, he told Clement that,” Hunter said. “But what he did was confuse the issue with this going to see his mother and Clement says, okay, he’d just as soon get it tomorrow anyway, sometime in the afternoon.” Hunter waited. “You still there?”
“You’re gonna have to get Sweety out of there for a while,” Raymond said, “keep the story straight. Clement could check, he could still come tonight.”
“I don’t think he will. It’s something he has to do, but it’s the kind of thing you put off,” Hunter said. “Wendell get hold of you?”
“Not yet.”
“He talked to Toma. Toma says he’ll kill the guy if he sees him. In other words, fuck you. But he slipped and gave us one. Skender’s Cadillac’s missing and Toma thinks Mansell’s got it.”
“Where’re you?”
“In the bar.”
“He could go in there tonight. I don’t mean with the key. He could come in the alley, through the yard, go in a back window.”
“Is that right?” Hunter said, very patiently for Hunter. “It turns out the flat next to Sweety’s is vacant, so MCMU’s spending the night there. Is that close enough? What’s the matter, you got a guilty conscience—I’m out here working my ass off, you’re with a broad?”
When Raymond returned to the couch he stood looking down at her, uncertain, removed from where he had been only a few minutes before. He said, “My mother’s name was Mary Frances Connolly.”
He saw Carolyn’s face against a blue pillow, composed, looking up at him. She said, “Really?” a little surprised.
“You want to know what she did?”
“She was a schoolteacher,” Carolyn said.
“No, she was called Franny and operated a beauty shop in the Statler Hotel, when it was still there.”
Carolyn said, “Do you know what my mother did? Nothing. Why don’t you sit down?”
He lifted her legs and got under them, sitting low in the couch, his head against the cushion.
“You want to go to bed, I’ll get out of your way.”
“No, stay here. You’ve watched me, but I haven’t watched you,” Carolyn said. “You like your work, don’t you?”
“Yeah, I do,” Raymond said.
“You don’t get tired of the same thing every day?”
“Well, nobody likes surveillance; but outside of that it’s usually, well, each one’s different.”
“There’s surveillance and there’s lying in wait,” Carolyn said quietly. “I think you’re setting Clement up.”
He was touching her bare toes, feeling them relaxed, pliable. “You’re not ticklish, huh?”
“A little.”
“That’s the way you are in court, very cool. All the pros make it look easy.”
“I said, I have a feeling you’re setting Clement up.”
“And I have a feeling he knows it,” Raymond said, “so it’s up to him, isn’t it?”
“But you seem fairly certain he’s going to come.”
“He’s gonna do something, I know that.”
“How do you know?”
“We looked each other in the eye,” Raymond said.
He smiled and Carolyn said, “My God, you haven’t grown up either.”
Raymond worked his head against the cushion, getting comfortable. “I was kidding.”
She saw him against lamplight, his eyes closed, simply himself now. She said, “No, you weren’t.” 28
AT EIGHT O’CLOCK the next morning Raymond phoned Inspector Herzog to report on the surveillance. Herzog, he was told, had left a day early on his vacation. Raymond felt relief. Then tensed up again as he had the call transferred to Commander Lionel Hearn, who was a good police officer, quiet, reasonable, but did not smile easily and this bothered Raymond. Commander Hearn was black. Raymond told him about the surveillance of Sweety’s Lounge and residence and the purpose, without offering details. Commander Hearn said fine, and then asked Raymond where he had stationed himself.
Raymond said, “As a matter of fact I’m at Mansell’s lawyer’s place. It’s only about three or four minutes away.” Silence. “I want Ms. Wilder to be there if an arrest is made. I don’t want us thrown out of court on any surprise technicalities. We’re gonna do it absolutely straight.” Silence—while Raymond imagined Commander Hearn putting bits and pieces together in his mind and getting a picture of Raymond in his shirtsleeves, tie off but freshly shaved, a breakfast tray on the desk next to his holstered Colt automatic. The commander said he had never heard of this type of precaution before; was it necessary? Raymond said, “Well, actually Ms. Wilder’s not representing Mansell and won’t be if we bring him to trial. He hasn’t retained her and she’s willing to go along; so I think she could serve as a very valuable witness.” Silence again.
The commander said, “Well, if you think you know what you’re doing, good luck.”
Raymond turned to Carolyn and said, “I’m not this casual, not at all.”
“You convinced me,” she said.
Hunter had gone home at seven and returned just before noon. He kept in contact with Raymond using a phone that MCMU had taken out of Sweety’s residence and connected to a jack in the recently vacated flat next door. Along with Hunter there were six MCMU officers in the flat, three armed with shotguns, watching front and rear. There were no automobiles on the street that could be identified as police cars. Hunter called every hour.
At noon he said, “Everything’s cool. Sweety’s in the bar, the key’s under the mat.”
At 12:50 Hunter said, “Where’d you sleep, on the couch? . . . Yeah, how come you’re changing the subject?”
At 1:55 Hunter said, “I’m gonna have Herzog put you in for a citation. ‘Without regard for his own personal safety’ . . . You getting much?”
At 2:25 Hunter said, “Black Cadillac went past, turned around up the street, coming back. Here we go. Parking right in front.”
“I’m on my way,” Raymond said.
“Shit,” Hunter said.
“What’s wrong?”
“It’s not Mansell. It’s his dizzy girlfriend.”
She was supposed to walk through it, no problem, nothing to get excited about. Fine. Except it took forever to get the front door open while she danced around, dying to go to the bathroom. She couldn’t find the basement light switch. She tried to open the hot water heater before she realized it wasn’t the furnace. She found the gun, the Walther, and dropped it in the brown leather shoulder bag she’d brought along. Upstairs again when she went to use the phone, it wasn’t there. Hey, come on. She found a phone in the kitchen, dialed and said, “The way it’s going, I almost forgot why I fucking came in here. It just isn’t my day . . . Yeah, I got it . . . No, I haven’t seen a soul.” She listened to his voice that was almost a whisper and said, “Hang around for what? You want me to bring it or not?” She looked outside, studying the cars on the street as she was supposed to, and came out looking up and down, dragging the shoulderbag along by the straps, got in the Cadillac and drove off.
Raymond crossed over from Carolyn’s gray Mercedes as Hunter and the MCMU officers came out of the flat next to Sweety’s.
Hunter said, “You see her? She’s so stoned I bet she don’t even know she was here.”
When Toma looked out and saw the car, he thought of a time when he was sixteen and had sighted down the barrel of a Mauser on a Russian soldier who had got out of his truck to relieve himself—the same distance from the apartment window to the car across the street—and had killed the man with one shot. He had waited three days for a Russian truck. He had been in Skender’s apartment perhaps three minutes, getting some books to take to the hospital, and had not looked out the window with the hope or intention of seeing something of interest. But there it was, Skender’s black Cadillac.
Sometimes you had to work hard and sometimes it was handed to you. Toma put the books on the windowsill and took out his .32-caliber Beretta. Then saw that he wasn’t being handed everything. The person in the car was a young girl with funny looking golden hair. Smoking a cigarette. Taking her time.
Toma watched for several minutes. Finally the girl got out of the car and slammed the door. Then opened it again and bent over to reach inside, held this pose for nearly a minute, then came out again with a brown leather bag that appeared worn and soft. The girl held it at her side by the shoulder strap as she crossed the street, the bottom of the bag brushing the pavement, and entered the building’s courtyard. Toma stepped back from the window. She passed along the walk to the front entrance. Now she stood there. She didn’t go into the vestibule, she stood outside, waiting, not more than thirty feet from Toma, who was looking at her back now. She seemed relaxed but didn’t move. Toma turned, looking toward the street again.
A gray Mercedes passed slowly. A black Ford passed . . . another one.
He’s here, Toma thought.
But how could he be?
Then knew—as he turned to look at the girl again and saw the glass door open and Mansell step outside—in the basement. In the room made for hiding.
Or in the apartment upstairs Skender was preparing, furnishing.
Jesus, the man had nerve. Toma went to his knees to raise the window, slowly. The screen was still in place; he’d fire through it. Men with nerve died like anyone else if shot in the right place. But the girl was in the way. He could see only a small part of Mansell. The girl was holding up the big leather purse. Mansell, yes, had a gun in his hand. Toma aimed carefully. But Mansell would move, lean to look past the girl toward the street. Now he was reaching into the purse—Toma thinking, What is this? Is it a show? For a moment he thought he saw a different gun in Mansell’s hand.
Why doesn’t he hurry?
Now he was going inside, the glass door closing, the girl turning away but taking her time.
It was in Toma’s mind to run, now, meet him in the hall . . .
But something strange was going on. The girl was walking out of the courtyard with the same uncertain but uncaring stride . . . then stepping out of the way, onto the grass, and Toma saw familiar faces, Raymond Cruz, Hunter, homicide people, and some not familiar, a woman with them—coming quickly along the entrance walk, past his front-row seat.
Yes, like a show, Toma thought.
Raymond Cruz was looking at the girl. He seemed to hesitate. The girl nodded, once. Not nodding hello, but saying something with the nod. Cruz kept going with the others. All of them eager. Of course—because they know Mansell’s inside.
It is a show, Toma thought.
They were in the vestibule now. He could hear someone buzzing the door open for them.
The girl with the strange blond hair was still in the courtyard, forgotten—looking inside her big purse now, feeling in there like she was looking for her keys as she walked out to the street—past a uniformed policeman getting out of a squad car—and across the street to Skender’s Cadillac.
If she had given Mansell a gun and was leaving him here, of all places—No, not of all places, the only place!
Toma ran from Skender’s apartment down the hall to the back stairs, hearing others on the stairs above him. He turned off the light and started down, as quietly as he could, still not certain what the show was about, even though he had thought of a way to end it. 29
STANDING IN THE FIRST-FLOOR HALLWAY, the MCMU people hurrying past them, Carolyn said, “Does this happen often?”
They had searched every apartment, every room, every closet in the building and were still going up and down halls past each other. Around in circles, Raymond thought. There was no way Mansell could have gotten out, nowhere between the roof and the basement he could be hiding.
He said to her, “We’ll find him.”
“But he’s not here.”
“Yes, he is,” Raymond said, with nothing to lose.
Hunter came up to them. He said, “Well?”
Raymond pictured again what he had seen from the car, going past slowly in Carolyn’s Mercedes: Sandy at the door, Clement coming out. Going past again . . . going in then as Sandy came out, seeing her nod, accepting it because he was anxious, evidently too anxious . . .
He said, “Where’s Sandy?” Hunter looked at him. He looked at Hunter.
Carolyn said, “I don’t believe this.” She watched Hunter walk off toward the front of the building. “What do you do now?”
“Wait,” Raymond said.
“For what?”
Hunter turned and started back. “Hey, you see Toma yet? He’s here.”
As Carolyn watched, Raymond began to smile.
Toma left the apartment door open; he sat reading one of the books he would bring Skender, a book about the cultivation and care of house plants. When Raymond Cruz and a woman and Hunter appeared in the doorway Toma said, “Well, how are you?”
Raymond said, “Toma Sinistaj, Carolyn Wilder. Ms. Wilder does criminal work, she’s one of the best defense attorneys in town. I mention it in case you want to retain her right now and get that out of the way.”
Toma said, “You don’t want to talk to me alone?”
“I want you to tell me where he is. Right here’s fine.”
“I’m giving you something, Raymond; but you don’t want all your people watching. I could have killed him. You understand that? I came very close. Then I said no.”
“Why?”
“You’ll see. Or you won’t; it’s up to you. But I think you better get rid of your people.”
A door closed down the hall.
It was quiet in the building now. Toma took them to the basement where he turned on fluorescent lights and let them stand looking around for a moment, preparing his audience.
“He had a gun,” Toma said. “This one,” opening his suitcoat and drawing an automatic from his waistband. “You see it? It’s a Browning. It belongs to this family and has killed no one.”
“Where is he?” Raymond said.
Toma nodded. “Watch the wall there.” He walked over to the furnace, where Raymond was standing, Raymond stepping out of his way, reached up, stretching to his tiptoes, and pulled the switch down.
With the humming sound the wall began to come apart, the three-foot section of cement blocks opening toward them, gradually revealing the room, the record player, the safe . . . Clement Mansell seated in a canvas chair with his legs crossed.
He said, “Hey, shit, what is going on? I come down here to put back something Sandy give me she says her friend Skender loaned her for protection and this undertaker sticks a pistol in my back, locks me in here.”
“He had the wall already open,” Toma said, “waiting in there for you to find him.”
“With the Browning?” Raymond said.
Toma nodded. “He wants you to believe he got it from the blond girl with the hair.”
“You searched him good?”
“Of course.”
“What about in the room?”
“I made sure.” Toma hefted the Browning. “This is the only gun he had. There were some in there, but I took them out yesterday.”
Clement said, “Are you looking for a gun, it’s got P.38 stamped on the side and some other numbers and kinda looks like a German Luger? . . . I haven’t seen it.”
Pull him out, Raymond thought. No, go in there with him. Tell Toma to close the wall.
“We got Sandy,” Hunter was saying to Clement. “Saw her hand you the gun and you hand it back, thinking you’re foxing somebody.”
“Hey, bullshit,” Clement said. “You had Sandy you wouldn’t be standing there with that egg smeared all over your face.”
Raymond wanted to pull him up out of the chair—where he sat low with one knee sticking out at an angle, his boot resting on the other knee, elbows on the chair arms, hands clasped in front of him—and hit Clement as hard as he could.
The man’s eyes danced from Hunter to Raymond, then to Carolyn. He said, “How you doing, lady?” Frowning then. “Jesus, what’d you do to your face, run into something?” His gaze moved back to Raymond. “What the undertaker says, that’s my story. I come down here to return a weapon Sandy was given or swiped off her boyfriend. If you think you saw something different or you don’t like what you see now, tough titty, I’m sticking to it. There ain’t any way in the world you’re gonna lay the judge on me, partner, or anybody else. And I’ll tell you something, you never will.” His gaze moved to Carolyn and he winked. “Have I got ’em by the gonads, counselor, or haven’t I? I want to thank you very much for that loan.” He patted his jacket pocket. “I got the check right here. Gonna cash her as I leave here for Tampa, Florida, never to return. Which I bet chokes you all up some.” With his half-grin he looked at Raymond again. “What do you say, partner, you give up?”
Raymond said nothing. He reached up with his right hand, felt the switch mounted on the wall and flicked it on.
As the wall began to close Clement said, “Hey—” He didn’t move right away, he said, “My lawyer’s standing right there, shithead.” They saw him rise out of the chair now, saying, “Hey, come on, goddamn-it—” They could see his fingers in the opening before he pulled them in. They could see a line of light inside and hear him scream, “Goddamn-it, open this goddamn—” And that was all.
Raymond reached up again. The humming motor sound stopped. There was a silence. Carolyn turned, started for the stairs, and Raymond looked over.
“Carolyn?”
She didn’t pause or look back. “I’ll be in the car.”
He watched her go up the stairs—no objections from her, no emotion—and again there was silence. Hunter approached the cinderblock wall almost cautiously and ran his hand over it. He looked at Raymond and said, straightfaced, “Where’d he go?”
Toma said to Raymond, “You see why I didn’t kill him. This way satisfies both of us. For me, it’s like Skender doing it to him, which is much better. For you, it seems the only way you’re going to get this man who kills people.”
Hunter said, “You sure he can’t open it?”
“He broke the switch himself when he was here before,” Toma said.
Raymond listened as they spoke in low tones, almost reverently, Toma saying, “He prepared his own tomb. There’s water, a little food for his last meals, a toilet. He could last—I don’t know—fifty, sixty days maybe. But eventually he dies.” Hunter saying now, “We had the place covered, but somehow he slipped out. I don’t see any problem, do you? Man disappeared.” Toma saying, “It’s also soundproof.” Then Hunter wondering if after a while there might be an odor and Toma saying, “One of the tenants complains we open the wall and say, ‘Oh, so that’s where he was hiding. Oh, that’s too bad.’ ”
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THEY HAD SEVERAL DRINKS at the Athens Bar, quiet drinks, Raymond and Hunter alone at a table, with little to talk about until Hunter leaned in to tell what worried him. Like Carolyn Wilder. Would she blow it or not? Raymond said he didn’t think so. She had walked out (her car was gone when they left the apartment building) and it was like saying to them, do what you want. Without saying it. He believed she could handle it. Carolyn had learned to be realistic about Clement: she could send him away for assault and robbery, but knew he would come back if she did.
Hunter said, “You want to know exactly what it’s like? It’s like the first time I ever went to a whorehouse. I was sixteen years old, these guys took me to a place corner of Seward and Second. After, you’re all clutched up, you don’t know whether to feel proud of yourself or guilty. You know what I mean? And after a while you don’t think of it either way; it’s something you did.” Hunter went home to bed.
Raymond walked back to 1300 Beaubien. The snack counter in the lobby was closed and he looked at his watch: 5:40. The squadroom was locked, empty. He went in and sat at his desk beneath the window. It was dismal outside, a gray cast to the sky; somber, semidark inside, but he didn’t bother to turn on lights.
He had felt relief as the wall closed and Mansell disappeared; but the relief was an absence of pressure, not something in itself. He tried to analyze what he was feeling now. He didn’t feel good, he didn’t feel bad. He called Carolyn. She said, “Are you worried I’m going to tell on you?” He said, “No.” She said, “Then why talk about it. I’m awfully tired. Why don’t you call me tomorrow, maybe go out to dinner, get a little high? How does that sound?”
A little after six Raymond looked up at the sound of the door opening. He saw the figure in the doorway backlighted from the hall.
Sandy said, “Anybody home? . . . What’re you doing sitting in the dark?” She came in, letting the door swing closed. “God, am I whacked out.” She dropped her shoulderbag on Hunter’s desk, sunk into his swivel chair and put her boots up on the corner of the desk.
Raymond could see her in faint light from the window. He didn’t move because he felt no reason to. He had not been thinking of Sandy Stanton. He had obvious questions but did not feel like asking them. He did not feel like getting himself into the role, being the policeman right now.
“I pulled in the garage downstairs, a guy goes, hey, you can’t park here. I told him it’s okay, it’s a stolen car, I’m returning it. The guy at the desk downstairs—what is that place?”
“First Precinct,” Raymond said.
“He goes, hey, where you going? I tell him I’m going up to five. He goes, you can’t go up there. I’m thinking, try and get out of here, shit, you can’t even get in . . . I thought you’d be looking for me. I sat in the apartment not knowing what’s going on, finally the phone rang. It was Del. He isn’t coming home, he’s going to Acapulco. You ready for this? And he wants me to fly out to L.A. and go with him . . . and bring his pink and green flowered sportcoat that asshole gave to the doorman. How am I gonna get it back?”
Raymond said, “Is that what you came to ask me?”
“No, I wanted to know if it’s okay to go or if you’re gonna arrest me or what. I’m so fucking whacked I want to go somewhere, I’m telling you, and sleep for about a week.” She made fists, holding them out, and said, “My nerves are like that.”
“You left Skender’s car?”
“Yeah, I told the guy it really wasn’t stolen it was sort of stolen and that you know all about it.”
“What about the gun?”
Sandy dug into her bag. She brought out the Walther and laid it on Hunter’s desk.
She said, “Do we have to get into it again? I haven’t seen shitbird at all, he hasn’t called, thank God, I don’t know where he is, if he’s in jail or what and I don’t want to know. I’m twenty-three and I got to get my ass in gear and I think going to Acapulco could be very good for me. What do you think?”
“I think you ought to go,” Raymond said.
“Really?”
Raymond didn’t say any more. Sandy got up with her bag. “I’ll just leave the gun here.” Raymond nodded. She said, “Listen, I’m not mad at you, I think you’ve been a pretty neat guy, considering. I know you have a job to do and, you know—so maybe I’ll see you again sometime . . .”
Raymond raised his hand to her. As the door swung in, closing off the light from the hall, he brought his hand down and got up. He went over to Hunter’s desk and picked up the Walther, hefting it, feeling its weight. He shifted the gun to his left hand and brought out his Colt 9-mm from the shoulder holster, feeling both of the guns now, judging the Colt to be a good half-pound heavier. Two-gun Cruz. In a dark room all by himself. Two-gun Cruz, shit. Sneaky Cruz . . . Dead-ass Cruz . . . Or how do you like Chicken-fat Cruz, chicken fat?
After a couple of hours Clement put Donna Summer’s “Love To Love You, Baby” on the record player to hear the sound of a human voice. He inventoried the canned goods, found all kinds of mashed chick peas and pressed meat and not one goddamn thing he liked to eat. There was nothing to drink except water and two cans of Tab and he expected they’d be turning the water off when they thought of it—if the plan was to leave him here. He had thought the wall would open again within a minute or so after it closed. All right, five minutes. Well, give ’em ten. Okay, play the game with ’em, maybe a half hour, which was supposed to give him a good scare. No—what they’d do, he realized after an hour or so, sure, they’d open it up and ask him if he wanted to confess, telling him if he didn’t they’d close it up again and take out the motor. The dumb fucks. He’d look scared and say, yes, Jesus, just get me out of here, I’ll confess to anything you want. Then come up for the exam and tell ’em to get fucked, the confession was signed under duress and he was not only walking, he was filing suit against the police department. A hundred thousand dollars for fucking up his nervous system. Look how he was shaking . . .
He had been glancing at his gold watch since the wall closed on him at a little after three and he had never seen time go so slow. He’d sit down, he’d get up and pace around a little to the music, then began picturing disco dancers and moved to the beat some more, seeing if he could do it—shit, it was easy—he could feel it and wished there was a mirror so he could see himself doing it—shit, dancing all by himself to the nigger girl singing in a secret basement room. Nobody in the world would believe it.
He looked at his gold watch at 6:50, 7:15, 7:35, 8:02, 8:20, 9:05 after some dancing, 9:32 turn-ing off the record player for a rest and at 9:42. It was right after that he heard the sound, the wall moving.
Clement got in the canvas chair facing the opening as it widened, seeing the clean basement a little at a time, the light reflecting off the cement floor it was so clean.
If it was the Albanian, he was dead.
It could be Carolyn, her heart bleeding for him. But she’d be too scared—unless it was somebody she sent. No, it would have to be the cops, come back to make their threatening offer. Clement told himself to get ready to look scared.
He waited. The humming sound of the motor continued. No one appeared. Clement got up out of the chair and approached the opening, inched his head out, looking over at the furnace. Nobody there. Nobody jumped on him when he walked out. He went over to the switch, reached up and flicked it off.
Who?
See—it ran through Clement’s mind—if it was a friend, the friend would be standing here. And if he wanted to run through his current list of friends, that could only be one person. So it wasn’t Sandy. Unless she wanted to help him, but not be associated with him anymore—ran like hell. Or it was somebody like the Albanians who wanted to take him outside, which didn’t make sense. Or it was somebody with a guilty conscience, which could make sense even though it was hard to imagine.
Clement went up the stairs to the first-floor hall and followed it to the front entrance. He might as well keep going. Anyone meaning to get him would have considered his slipping out the back, so there was no point in getting tricky. Go on out. And he did, walked out to the street, and what did he see sitting there but Skender’s black Cadillac.
Now, was it a coincidence, the car was picked up and returned? Or had Sandy left it here this afternoon and took off on foot? Or was somebody tempting him again? Or—wait now—was the gun in there and they’d stop him, arrest him with it?
No. He could be stopped for stealing a car—number two hundred and sixty something—but if there was a gun in it somewhere it would belong to the owner, not him. No prints anyway. Clement opened the driver-side door and felt under the seat. No gun. Just the keys. Did he want to think about this a while or did he want to haul ass?
Clement took the Cadillac south to downtown, got off at the Lafayette exit, just past the giant red Strohs Beer sign giving warmth to the night sky, and ten minutes later was in the elevator going up to 2504. He hoped Sandy was home and would be able to explain some of these weird things going on. 31
CLEMENT STILL HAD A KEY to the apartment that Sandy had given him. He went in and saw lights glittering outside the windows but not one was on in the apartment. He listened a moment and called out, “Hon?”
It was about 10:30; she could be asleep, she had probably smoked enough reefers to send her off early. Clement turned on the light in the hallway as he walked into the bedroom. “Hon bun?”
Nope. The bed wasn’t made. That was par—but there weren’t any of her clothes lying around. Clement turned the bedroom light on and went over to the closet. It looked like only Del Weems’ stuff hanging inside. He went to the dresser, was about to bend down to open one of the drawers she used, but never got there.
He saw the Walther P.38 lying on the dresser about ten inches from his eyes.
She still hadn’t dumped the goddamn thing. He could hear himself saying, with pain in his voice, “Hon, I don’t believe it. Twice now. Are you intentionally trying to fuck me or what?” He had a mind to throw the goddamn thing out the window, man, just to be rid of it. Like the goddamn thing had stickum on it. He picked up the gun.
It felt good though. Fired straight and true. He checked the clip, pushed the spring down, saw it was loaded but lacking about two rounds, and punched it back into the grip with the palm of his hand.
He walked into the living room trying to recall something. Fired five at the judge, three at the woman. He had reloaded when he got back to the garage, before he hid it. He seemed to recall he had fully reloaded it. Hadn’t he? . . . He turned on the desk lamp. A note written on pale-green paper lay squarely in position before the chair. Clement sat down without touching it, spreading his elbows to get low, close to the note, and laid the Walther to one side.
Dear Clement:-
If you read this then you don’t know yet I have left. I am not telling you where I’m going for I am leaving you for good as my nerves can’t stand any more of your kind of life and I’m getting too old for it. One thing I guess I have to tell you I did not throw the gun away again and I’ll tell you why. There was somebody every place I went. I would start to get out of the car and somebody would be there watching. I don’t know why but it is not easy to throw away a gun. I have had enough so goodbye.
Yours, Sandy
P.S. I think you better run!!! P.P.S. IT’S TOO LATE.
Clement frowned, staring at the note. Something here was weird. The second postscript was bigger and in a different handwriting. If she scribbled it quick, maybe—but it wasn’t like that. It was in big printed letters. Clement felt goosebumps crawl up his arms, over his shoulders and neck, up under his hair. He stared at the notepaper in the soft glow of the lamp, the rest of the living room dark, almost dark, wanting to look up, wanting to look out past the green-shaded glow of light. He had not heard a sound, but he could feel it. Someone else was in the room, watching him.
There was a button switch attached to a light cord that ran along the floor by the front windows. It was behind Clement’s chair, so that he had to turn half around and reach over with the toe of his boot. He punched the button and a chrome lamp beamed on, its light rising through the branches of a ficus tree.
Raymond Cruz sat only a few feet away from the tree, in a chair by the side windows.
“Jesus,” Clement said, his hand gathering the note, squeezing it into a ball.
“I’ve read it,” Raymond said. “In fact, I wrote part of it.”
Clement was still half turned; the desk, with the Walther lying on it, to his left now. “Was it you let me out?” He saw Raymond nod. “Go have some dinner and think better of it, did you?”
“Yeah, I gave it some thought,” Raymond said. “That wasn’t the way to do it.”
“I hope to tell you,” Clement said. “I thought what you’d do, open it up and tell me to sign a statement else you’d shut me in there for good.”
“I don’t want a statement,” Raymond said.
Clement cocked his head, looking at him warily. “Yeah? What’s this party about then?”
Raymond got up. As he came over to the desk Clement turned in his chair to get both Raymond and the Walther lined up in front of him. “I got something here,” Raymond said. His hand went into his coat. “Now don’t get excited.” The hand came out again holding the Colt 9-mm automatic. Clement sat rigid. Raymond moved the lamp aside and laid the Colt on the desk.
“Pick up yours and I’ll pick up mine. How’s that sound?”
Clement was squinting but starting to smile a little. “You serious?”
“Stand up.”
“What for?”
“You’ll feel better. Come on.”
Clement wasn’t sure. He sensed he should be laying back, not moving too much yet. It was true though, he’d have more choices on his feet. He rose, moving the chair back away from him. They stood now directly across the desk from one another.
“Put your hands on the edge of the desk,” Raymond said, “like this . . . Okay, now whenever you’re ready, pick up your gun. Or, whenever I’m ready.”
Clement said, “You think I’m fucking crazy or something? I don’t even know this piece’s loaded.”
“You checked it in the bedroom,” Raymond said, “I heard you. You want to check it again, go ahead. You’re short two rounds we fired in ballistics, that’s all.”
Clement stared, amazed. “You took the gun from Sweety, tested it and put it back?”
“With the same live rounds,” Raymond said. “You don’t trust me we’ll trade. You use mine, I’ll use yours, I don’t care.”
Clement’s expression seemed bland, open, as though he might be listening or might be off somewhere in his mind.
Raymond said, “This was your idea. Remember?”
“I don’t think you’re serious,” Clement said. “Right here? It’s too close.”
“We can go outside, or up on the roof,” Raymond said. “You want to go outside?”
“Fuck no, I don’t want to go outside. You got some scheme—I don’t know what, but you’re pulling something, aren’t you? Trying to spook me into signing a statement. Man, you’re going way around to do it.”
“I don’t want a statement,” Raymond said. “I told you that. You sign a confession, we come up in court you say it was under duress, coercion, some chickenshit thing. This is fair, isn’t it? You said, why don’t we have a shooting match. Okay, we’re doing it.”
“Just grab for the guns, huh?”
“Wait a minute,” Raymond said. “No, I think the way we ought to do it—pick up the gun and hold it at your side. Go ahead. I think that’ll be better.” Raymond brought the Colt toward him and held it pointing down, the barrel extending below the edge of the desk. “Yeah, that’s better. See, then when you bring it up you have to clear the desk and there’s less chance of getting shot in the balls.”
“Come on,” Clement said, “cut the shit.”
“All right, then you reach for yours and I raise mine,” Raymond said, “it’s up to you.” He waited.
Clement’s right hand edged over to the Walther, touched it, hesitated, then covered the grip and brought it toward him, off the table. He said, “I don’t believe this.”
“Okay, you ready?” Raymond said. “Any time you want, do it.”
“Wait just a minute,” Clement said.
They stared, face to face, three feet apart. There was no sound in the room.
“I SAID WAIT!”
There was a silence again before Raymond said, “What’s the matter, Wildman?”
Clement put the Walther on the desk and walked away. He said, “You’re fucking crazy, you know it?”
Raymond turned, his gaze following Clement as he went around the couch and through the dining-L. He heard Clement say from the kitchen, “You know we could both kill each other? You realize that?”
The kitchen was back of the wall that was a few feet behind the couch. Clement could come out again through the dining-L, to Raymond’s right, or he could come out from the front hall, to Raymond’s left.
Either way, it didn’t seem to make much difference.
Raymond moved from the desk over to the front windows, glancing out at the spectacle of lights and reflecting glass, before turning to stand with his back to it. The apartment looked more comfortable at night with the lamps on; Raymond still didn’t like the colors though, green and gray.
Clement was saying from the kitchen, “That was interesting, that talk we had in your office. I never done that before with a cop . . . like seeing where each other’s coming from. You know it? . . .”
He’ll have something in his hand, Raymond thought.
“. . . Yeah, that was interesting. Getting down to the basics of life, you might say. I mean our kind of life. You want a drink? . . .”
Here we go, Raymond thought. He didn’t answer.
“. . . Don’t say I didn’t ask you. We got some Chivas . . . No, that’s it for the Chivas, aaaall gone. How ’bout a beer? Got some cold Miller’s . . . That mean no? How come you’re not talking?”
It’s his turn, Raymond thought, holding the Colt 9-mm at his side, looking at the dining-L, then moving his gaze slowly across the wall that was behind the couch to the entrance hall.
Clement was saying now, “See, what I got out of that talk we had—me and you are on different sides, but we’re alike in a lot of ways . . .”
He’s trying to put you to sleep, Raymond thought.
“. . . You know it? I figured you were a real serious type, but I see you got a sense of humor.”
Clement appeared, coming out of the front hall with a bottle of beer in each hand and walked over to the desk. “It might be a little weird, your sense of humor, but then each person’s got their own style, way of doing things.”
Raymond watched him place the bottle in his right hand on the desk, then, maybe twelve inches from the Walther. The hand remained there.
“I brought you a beer just in case,” Clement said.
The hand came slowly, carefully, away from the desk to the front of his denim jacket.
“I got a opener here someplace, stuck it in my jeans. Okay, partner? I’m just going in here to get the opener.” He glanced down.
The hand moved inside the denim jacket.
Raymond raised the Colt 9-mm, extended.
As Clement looked up, Raymond shot him three times. He fired seeing Clement’s eyes and fired again in the roomful of sound, still seeing the man’s eyes, and fired again as Clement was slammed against the couch and almost went over it with the momentum but collapsed into cushions and lay there, denim legs stretching to the beer bottle on the floor with foam oozing out of it, his hands holding his chest and stomach now as though he were holding his life in, not wanting it to escape, his eyes open in stunned surprise.
He said, “You shot me . . . Jesus Christ, you shot me . . .”
Raymond approached him. He reached down, gently moving Clement’s hands aside, felt a handle and drew it from Clement’s belt. Raymond looked at it in his hand as he straightened. A curved handle that was fashioned from bone or the horn of an animal, attached to a stainless steel bottle opener.
Raymond went to the desk. He placed the opener next to the Walther, picked up the phone and dialed a number he had known for fifteen years. As he waited he reholstered the Colt. When a voice came on Raymond identified himself, gave the address and hung up.
Clement was staring at him, eyes glazed, clouding over. “You call EMS?”
“I called the Wayne County Morgue.”
Clement continued to stare, dazed, eyes unblinking.
Raymond could hear street sounds very faintly, far away.
Clement said, “I don’t believe it . . . what did you kill me for?”
Raymond didn’t answer. Maybe tomorrow he’d think of something he might have said. After a little while Raymond picked up the opener from the desk and began paring the nail of his right index finger with the sharply pointed hooked edge. The Extra
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The Crime Novels
The Big Bounce(1969)
Jack Ryan always wanted to play pro ball. But he couldn’t hit a curveball, so he turned his attention to less legal pursuits. A tough guy who likes walking the razor’s edge, he’s just met his match — and more — in Nancy. She’s a rich man’s plaything, seriously into thrills and risk, and together she and Jack are pure heat ready to explode. But when simple housebreaking and burglary give way to the deadly pursuit of a really big score, the stakes suddenly skyrocket. Because violence and double-cross are the name of this game — and it’s going to take every ounce of cunning Jack and Nancy possess to survive . . . each other.
Houston Chronicle: “[Leonard is] a sage poet of crime.”
From the novel:
She was facing him now, her cold look gone and smiling a little. Of course it’s loaded.
“You going to shoot something?”
“We could. Windows are good.”
“So you brought a gun to shoot at windows.”
“And boats. Boats are fun.”
“I imagine they would be. How about cars?”
“I didn’t think about cars.” She seemed pleasantly surprised. “Isn’t that funny?
“Yeah that is funny.”
“There’s a difference,” Ryan said, “between breaking and entering and armed robbery.”
“And there’s a difference between seventy-eight dollars and fifty thousand dollars.”
Nancy said, “How badly do you want it?”
Mr. Majestyk(1974)
Vincent Majestyk saw too much death in the jungles of Southeast Asia. All he wants to do now is farm his melons and forget. But peace can be an elusive commodity, even in the Arizona hinterlands — and especially when the local mob is calling all the shots. And one quiet, proud man’s refusal to be strong-armed by a powerful hood is about to start a violent chain reaction that will leave Mr. Majestyk ruined, in shackles, and without a friend in the world — except for one tough and beautiful woman. But his tormentors never realized something about their mark: This is not his first war. Vince Majestyk knows more than they’ll ever know about survival . . . and everything about revenge.
Bergen Record: “First rate . . . an excellent thriller . . . well-plotted and smoothly written and crackles with suspense.”
From the novel:
Majestyk was running across the open scrub, weaving through the dusty brush clumps, by the time Renda got out of the car and began firing at him with the automatic, both hands extended in the handcuffs. Majestyk kept running. Renda jumped across the ditch, got to the fence, and laid the .45 on the top of a post, aimed, and squeezed the trigger three times, but the figure out in the scrub was too small now and it would have to be a lucky shot to bring him down. He fired once more and the automatic clicked empty.
Seventy, eighty yards away, Majestyk finally came to a stop, worn out, getting his breath. He turned to look at the man standing by the fence post and, for a while, they stared at one another, each knowing who the other man was and what he felt and not having to say anything. Renda crossed the ditch to the Jag and Majestyk watched it drive away.
52 Pickup (1974)
Detroit businessman Harry Mitchell had had only one affair in his twenty-two years of happy matrimony. Unfortunately someone caught his indiscretion on film and now wants Harry to fork over one hundred grand to keep his infidelity a secret. And if Harry doesn’t pay up, the blackmailer and his associates plan to press a lot harder — up to and including homicide, if necessary. But the psychos picked the wrong pigeon for their murderous scam. Because Harry Mitchell doesn’t get mad . . . he gets even.
Chicago Tribune: “A splendid thriller.”
From the novel:
The Gray Line sightseeing bus was approaching the foot of Woodward Avenue when Bobby Shy started up the aisle in his light-gray business suit and sun-glasses, past the thirty-six heads he had counted from his seat in the rear. They were mostly couples, out-of-town conventioneers and their wives, middle-aged or older, almost all of them wearing glasses and name tags.
“That beautiful structure on the left is the City-Country Building,” the driver was saying into the mike clipped to his lapel. “And the statue in front is the world-famous ‘Spirit of Detroit.’ Sitting there, that man is sixteen feet high and weighs over sixteen thousand pounds. Ahead of us now you see the Detroit River.”
As the bus turned left onto Jefferson, heads raised and gazes shifted to look at the river and dismal gray skyline beyond.
“Across the way, beautiful downtown Windsor, Ontario,” the drive said. “You can get over to Canada by tunnel or bridge. There used to be a ferry, but I believe he was arrested some time back. The amazing thing is that, at this particular point, Canada is south of the United States.”
At the front of the bus now Bobby Shy ducked his head to look out. Straightening again he reached inside the jacket of his light-gray business suit, came out with a .38 Colt Special and placed the barrel gently against the driver’s ear.
“Give me the mike, man,” Bobby Shy said.
Swag (1976)
Three guys with illegal expertise, a plan to snag a tax-free hundred grand, and a taste of summertime Detroit’s sweet life. But it means committing armed robbery. And being smart enough to get away with it.
Publishers Weekly: “An electrifying novel . . . with a murderous, well-timed suspenseful finale.”
The New York Times: “Leonard is nobody’s follower, and he has a style of his own. “Swag” is one of the best of the year.”
From the novel:
There was a photograph of Frank in an ad that ran in the Detroit Free Press and showed all the friendly salesmen at Red Bowers Chevrolet. Under his photo it said Frank J. Ryan. He had on a nice smile, a styled moustache, and a summer-weight suit made out of that material that’s shiny and looks like it has snags in it.
There was a photograph of Stick on file at 1300 Beaubein, Detroit Police Headquarters. Under the photo it said Ernest Stickley, Jr. 89037. He had on a sport shirt that had sailboats and palm trees on it. He’d bought it in Pompano Beach, Florida.
The first time they ever saw each other was the night at Red Bowers Chevrolet Telegraph when Stick was pulling out of the used car lot in the maroon ’73 Camaro. Frank walked up to the side window as the car stopped before turning out on the street. He said, “You mind if I ask where you are going?”
Unknown Man #89(1977)
Detroit process server Jack Ryan has a reputation for being the best in the business at finding people who don’t want to be found. Now he’s looking for a missing stockholder known only as “Unknown Man #89.” But his missing man isn’t “unknown” to everyone: a pretty blonde hates his guts and a very nasty dude named Royal wants him dead in the worst way. Which is very unfortunate for Jack Ryan, who is suddenly caught in the crossfire of a lethal triple-cross and as much a target as his nameless prey.
The New York Times Book Review: “Remarkably ingenious . . . Will keep you on the edge of your chair.”
From the novel:
A friend of Ryan’s said to him one time, “Yeah, but at least you don’t take any shit from anybody.”
Ryan said to his friend, “I don’t know, the way things’ve been going, maybe it’s about time I started taking some.”
This had been a few years ago. Ryan remembered it as finally waking up, deciding to get off his ass and make some kind of run.
His sister drove him down to the Detroit police car auction where he bough a 1970 maroon and white Cougar for $250. His sister didn’t like the Cougar because it had four bullet holes in the door on the driver’s side. Ryan said he didn’t mind. Didn’t mind; he loved them.
The Hunted(1977)
Al Rosen was doing just fine, hiding out in Israel — until he decided to play Good Samaritan and rescue some elderly tourists from a hotel fire. Now his picture’s been carried in the stateside press, and the guys he’s been hiding from know exactly where he is. And they’re coming to get him — crooked lawyers, men with guns and money, and assorted members of the Detroit mob who are harboring a serious grudge. Playtime in paradise is officially over; Rosen’s a million miles from home with a bull’s eye on his back. And his only ally is a U.S. Embassy marine who’s been looking for a war . . . and who’s damn well found one.
Bergen Record: “Excellent . . . fun to read . . . a plot and a chase as good as anything he has ever written.”
From the novel:
Rosen first noticed the tourist lady on Friday, the day before the fire. He saw her and said to himself, New York.
She had the look — a trim forty-year-old who kept herself together: stylish in a quiet way, neatly combed dark hair and sunglasses; tailored beige sundress, about a size eight or ten; expensive cane-trimmed handbag hanging from her shoulder; nothing overdone, no camera case, no tourist lapel badge that said “Kiss Me, I’m Jewish,” Rosen, watching her walk past the cafe, liked her thin legs, her high can, and her sensible breasts.
The Switch(1978)
Ordell Robbie and Louis Gara hit it off in prison, where they were both doing time for grand theft auto. Now that they’re out, they’re joining forces for one big score. The plan is to kidnap the wife of a wealthy Detroit developer and hold her for ransom. But they didn’t figure the lowlife husband wouldn’t want his lady back. So it’s time for Plan B and the opportunity to make a real killing — with the unlikely help of a beautiful, ticked-off housewife who’s hungry for a large helping of sweet revenge.
Seattle Times: “Nerve-wracking. . . . One of Leonard’s best.”
From the novel:
Ordell brought out his box of Halloween masks set it on the coffee table in front of Louis and said, “Now you know how long I’ve been working on this deal.”
They were in Ordell’s apartment, Louis stretched out in a La-Z-Boy recliner with the Magic Ottoman up. He’d been sitting here four days on and off, since Ordell had met him at Detroit Metro and told Louis he was coming home with him. Louis had said home where? Some Place in Niggerville? Ordell said no, man, nice integrated neighborhoods. Ofays, Arabs, Chaldeans, a few colored folks. Ethnic, man. Eyetaliain grocery, Armenian party store, Lebanese restaurant, a Greek Coney Island Red Hot where the whores had their coffee, a block of Adult Entertainment, 24-hour dirty movies, a club that locked the doors and showed you some bottomless go-go and a park where you could play eighteen holes of golf. Does it excite you?”
City Primeval: High Noon in Detroit(1980)
Clement Mansell knows how easy it is to get away with murder. The seriously crazed killer is already back on the Detroit streets — thanks to some nifty courtroom moves by his crafty looker of a lawyer — and he’s feeling invincible enough to execute a crooked Motown judge on a whim. Homicide Detective Raymond Cruz thinks the “Oklahoma Wildman” crossed the line long before this latest outrage, and he’s determined to see that the hayseed psycho does not slip through the legal system’s loopholes a second time. But that means a good cop is going to have to play somewhat fast and loose with the rules — in order to maneuver Mansell into a Wild Midwest showdown that he won’t be walking away from.
Chicago Sun-Times: “Ranks with his very best.”
From the novel:
It was 2:50 A.M. Alvin Guy had been dead a little more than an hour and Raymond Cruz, the acting lieutenant in the navy-blue suit he had put on because he was meeting the girl from the News, felt time running out. He said, “Well, let’s knock on some doors. We’re not gonna do this one without a witness. We start dipping in the well something like this we’ll have people copping to everything but the killing of Jesus. I don’t want suspects out of the file. I want a direction we can move on. I want to bust in the door while the guy’s still in bed, opens his eyes he can’t fucking believe it. Otherwise — we’re all retired down in Florida working for the Coconuts Police Department, the case still open. I don’t want that to happen.”
Gold Coast(1980)
When he kicked off, Florida mob boss Frank DiCilia left his gorgeous widow Karen everything, but with strings attached. She loses the millions, the cars, the palatial Gold Coast mansion if she ever gets involved with another man. And there’s a crazy cowboy-wannabe thug named Roland who’s acting a Frank’s eyes beyond the grave, making sure — with serious muscle, if necessary — that Karen doesn’t dally. But now Carl Maguire’s come into the picture. A sexy, street-smart Detroit ex-con, Cal’s got a line and a scam for every occasion. And he’s got the perfect plan for getting Karen DiCilia her money and her freedom . . . if it doesn’t get them both killed first.
The Washington Post: “Leonard’s coolly satiric eye for the loopy world of Florida’s Gold Coast is unmatched in contemporary crime fiction.”
From the novel:
“No more double standard, Frank,” said Karen. “If it’s all right for you to fool around, it’s all right for me to fool around. I may mot want to, but I’ll do it, buddy, and you can see how you like it.”
“Karen, Karen, Karen,” sighed Frank. “I could write a book about paying back, then look at it and realize I left a few things out.”
Split Images(1981)
Wealthy industrialist Robbie Daniels has discovered something that gives him an even bigger kick than his palatial homes in Detroit and Palm Beach: homicide. He’s tried it, he likes it, and he’d like to keep doing it — as often as possible — with the help of a really bad ex-cop who quit the force one step away from prison stripes. Motown detective Bryan Hurd strongly suspects that Daniels has been getting away with murder and figures a little Florida R&R might be an ideal way to keep a close eye on the slippery millionaire reptile. But Daniels has money, power, no fear, and an awesome collection of guns — and maybe Hurd’s about to get a little too close to the action. . .
Pittsburgh Post Gazette: “A dandy crime novel.”
From the novel:
The squad car officer wondered at first if Mr. Daniels was a movie star. He had the features and that kind of sandy, curly hair some movie stars had and never seemed to comb. The few lines in his face disappeared when he opened his eyes that were pale blue and seemed amazed in the telling of how he had actually shot a man. Twice in the chest.
“Sir how many rounds you fire?”
“I’m sorry — what?”
“How many times you fire your gun?”
“Twice.”
“What was he about, twenty feet away.”
“Closer. Ten feet maybe.
“Swinging the machete.”
“What? Yes, raising it.”
“But he didn’t get a swipe at you.”
“No.”
Cat Chaser(1982)
The last time Florida motel owner George Moran was in the Dominican Republic he was in a uniform and people were shooting at him. Years later he’s back looking for a girl he lost — and finding one he’d be better off without. But that doesn’t matter to George while he’s sleeping with beautiful Mary de Boya, but it does matter when he discovers his lover is the wife of a former death squad general in exile: one with sordid mob connections. Now George is bringing big trouble back with him to the Sunshine State — as his nostalgic trip down memory lane has tangled him up in a cat’s cradle of drug deals, swindles, vengeance and murder . . . and a love that’s not only blind but lethal.
The New York Times: “A superior example of gritty writing and violent action.”
From the novel:
Moran’s first impression of Nolen Tyner: He looked like a high risk, the kind of guy who falls asleep smoking in bed. No luggage except a six-pack of beer on the counter and a Miami Herald folded under his arm.
He reminded Moran of a show-business personality going to seed. Long two-tone hair thinning fast, what was left of a blond pompadour receding from a sunburned peeling forehead. Moran could see dark roots that matched his dark, neatly trimmed moustache. The khaki shirt was neat too, freshly laundered, faded, the cuffs on the sleeves turned up once, shirttails hanging out, aviator sunglasses hooked to one of the flap pockets. One-time dude over the hill at forty. Maybe half in the bag. Dreamy eyes looked up from the registration card to the calendar on the wall behind Moran, half-closed, squinting.
“Is it October already?”
It was almost November.
Stick(1983)
After serving time for armed robbery, Ernest “Stick” Stickley is back on the outside and trying to stay legit. But it’s tough staying straight in a crooked town — and Miami is a pirate’s paradise, where investment fat cats and lowlife drug dealers hold hands and dance. And when a crazed player chooses Stick at random to die for another man’s sins, the struggling ex-con is left with no choice but to dive right back into the game. Besides, Stick knows a good thing when he sees it — and a golden opportunity to run a very profitable sweet revenge scam seems much too tasty to pass up.
New York Daily News: “A slam-bang, no-bull action thriller. . . . The pace is blistering and nobody but nobody writes better dialogue. . . . Grab it!”
From the novel:
Stick said he wasn’t going if they had to pick up anything. Rainy said no, there wasn’t any product in the deal; all they had to do was drop a bag. Stick said, “And the guy’s giving you five grand?”
“It makes him feel important,” Rainy said, “it’s how it’s done. Listen, this’s the big time, man, and I’m taking you uptown.”
Rainy told Stick that he didn’t even have to say a word unless the guy Chucky asked him something. Which he probably would. Chucky liked to talk. He was a you-all, he talked real nice and easy, real sloow, slower than you, Rainy said. Stick said he could hardly wait to meet the guy, thinking: Rainy and Chucky . . . like they were hanging around in the playground.
LaBrava(1983)
Joe LaBrava first fell in love in a darkened movie theater when he was twelve — with a gorgeous femme fatale up on the screen. Now the one-time Secret Service agent-turned-photographer is finally meeting his dream woman in the flesh, albeit in a rundown Miami crisis center. When she’s cleaned up and sober, though, former movie queen Jean Shaw still makes LaBrava’s heart race. And now she’s being terrorized by a redneck thug and his slimy marielito partner, which gives Joe a golden opportunity to play the hero. But the lady’s predicament is starting to resemble one of her earlier cinematic noirs. And if he’s not careful, LaBrava could end up the patsy — or dead — in the final reel.
Newsday: “Riveting and exhilarating . . . terse and tough . . . Leonard is a master.”
From the novel:
He stepped in, said, “Hey —“ as he raised the camera with the flash attached, put it in Nobles’ face and fired about a hundred thousand candles in the guy’s eyes, blinding him, straightening him for the moment, LaBrava needed to hit him in the ribs with a shoulder, drive him into clattering metal chairs, close to the drunk and the rigid man. LaBrava got Nobles down on his spine, head hard against the wall to straddle his legs. Worked free the bluesteel revolver stuck in his jeans, a familiar feel, a .357 Smith. Held him by the hair with one hand and slipped the blunt end of the barrel into his open mouth. Nobles gagged, trying to twist free.
LaBrava said, “Suck it. It’ll calm you down.”
Glitz(1985)
Psycho mama’s boy Teddy Magyk has a serious jones for the Miami cop who put him away for raping a senior citizen — but he wants to hit Vincent Mora where it really hurts before killing him. So when a beautiful Puerto Rican hooker takes a swan dive from an Atlantic City high-rise and Vincent naturally shows up to investigate the questionable death of his “special friend,” Teddy figures he’s got his prey just where he wants him. But the A.C. dazzle is blinding the Magic Man to a couple of very hard truths: Vincent Mora doesn’t forgive and forget . . . and he doesn’t die easy.
The New York Times: “Intense and inevitable. . . . A higher caliber of entertainment.”
From the novel:
The night Vincent was shot he saw it coming. The guy approached out of the streetlight on the corner of Meridian and Sixteenth, South Beach, and reached Vincent as he was walking from his car to his apartment building. It was early, a few minutes past nine.
Vincent turned his head to look at the guy and there was a moment when he could have taken him and did consider it, hit the guy as hard as he could. But Vincent was carrying a sack of groceries. He wasn’t going to drop a half gallon of Gallo Hearty Burgundy, a bottle of prune juice, and a jar of Ragu spaghetti sauce on the sidewalk. Not even when the guy showed his gun, called him a motherfucker through his teeth and said he wanted Vincent’s wallet and all the money he had on him. The guy was not big, he was scruffy, wore a tank top and biker boots and smelled. Vincent believed he had seen him before, in the detective bureau holding cell. It wouldn’t surprise him. Muggers were repeaters in their strung-out state, often dumb, always desperate. They came out with the adrenaline pumping, hoping to hit and get out. Vincent’s hope was to give the guy pause.
Bandits (1987)
Working at his brother-in-law’s New Orleans funeral home isn’t reformed jewel thief Jack Delaney’s idea of excitement — until he’s dispatched to a leper’s hospital to pick up a corpse that turns out to be very much alive . . . and under the care of a beautiful, radical ex-nun in designer jeans. The “deceased” is the one-time squeeze of a Nicaraguan colonel who’s ordered her dead for trying to “infect” him, and Sister Lucy’s looking to spirit the young woman away from his guns and goons. Plus Lucy’s getting ideas about spiriting away some of the colonel’s millions as well — and someone with Jack Delaney’s talents could come in very handy indeed.
People: “Another winner.”
From the novel:
Every time they got a call from the leper hospital to pick up a body Jack Delaney would feel himself coming down with the flu or something. Leo Mullen, his boss, was finally calling it to Jack’s attention. “You notice that? They phone, usually it’s one of the sisters, and a while later you get kind of a moan in your voice. ‘Oh, man, I don’t know what’s the matter with me. I feel kind of punk.’”
Jack said, “Punk, I never used the work punk in my life. When was the last time? I mean they called. Wait a minute. How many times since I’ve been here have they called, twice?”
Leo Mullen looked up from the body on the prep table. “You want me to tell you exactly?” This is the fourth time I’ve asked you in the past almost three years now.” Leo wore latex gloves and a plastic-coated disposable apron over his vest, shirt, and tie. He looked like a man all dressed up doing the dishes.
Touch(1987)
A Michigan woman was blind and now she can see, after being touched by a young man who calls himself Juvenal. Maybe it was just coincidence, but Bill Hill — who used to run the spectacular Uni-Faith Ministry in Dalton, Georgia, and now sells RVs — can see dollar signs when he looks at this kid with the magic “touch.” The trouble is that others see them also, including a wacko fundamentalist fascist with his own private army of the faithful and an assortment of media leeches. But everyone who’s looking to put the touch on the healer is in for a big surprise — because Juvenal’s got a trick or two up his sleeve that nobody sees coming.
Chicago Tribune: “Thoroughly entertaining. . . . Its twisty plot, curt characterization, and brilliant dialogue are all typical Leonard.”
From the novel:
Bill Hill moved to the front windows of the reception room and looked out at the brewery that was across the Chrysler Freeway, but seemed as near as the next door. Above the red-brick complex was a giant sign that lit up red at night and said Stroh’s Beer for all the alcoholics to see, it could make them thirsty, he bet. Or it could remind them of gutters and weeds and cold vacant buildings. Bill Hill was wearing a yellow outfit today. Yellow-and-white-striped sport shirt, cream yellow slacks, white belt, and white loafers. It was hot in here with no air conditioning. A dim, depressing place.
Freaky Deaky(1988)
Way back when revolution was the thing, bombs were Robin Abbott and Skip Gibbs’s bag — until their explosive “freedom of expression” was curtailed by some considerable prison time. Now the ex-SDSers are back out in the material world and looking to put their pyrotechnic skills to more profitable use. Their target is Woody Ricks, dope-addled Detroit “rich kid” and aging former fellow radical who Robin thinks ratted them out to the Feds. But Motown cop Chris Mankowski also has his eye on Woody — albeit for another matter entirely — and until his recent switch to Sex Crimes, Chris was the Bomb Squad’s golden boy. So it’s only fitting that he’ll be around when the really nasty stuff starts going down . . . or blowing up.
Washington Post Book World: “Quite remarkable . . . right on target and it is extremely funny.”
From the novel:
Chris Mankowski’s last day on the job, two in the afternoon, he got a call to dispose of a bomb.
What happen, a guy by the name of Booker, a twenty-five-year-old super-dude twice-convicted felon, was in his Jacuzzi when the phone rang. He yelled for his bodyguard Juicy Mouth to take it. “Hey, Juicy?” His bodyguard, his driver and his houseman were around somewhere. “Will somebody get the phone?” The phone kept ringing. The phone must have rung fifteen times before Booker got out of the Jacuzzi, put on his green satin robe that matched the emerald pinned to his left earlobe and picked up the phone. Booker said, “Who’s this?” A woman’s voice said, “You sitting down?” The phone was on a table next to a green leather wingback chair. Booker loved green. He said, “Baby, is that you? It sounded like his woman, Moselle. Her voice said, “Are you sitting down? You have to be sitting down for when I tell you something.” Booker said, “Baby you sound different. What’s wrong?” He sat down in the green leather chair frowning, working his butt around to get comfortable. The woman’s voice said, “Are you sitting down?” Booker said, “I am. I have sat the fuck down. Now you gonna talk to me, what?” Moselle’s voice said, “I’m suppose to tell you that when you get yo, honey, what’s left of your ass is going to go clear through the ceiling.”
Killshot(1989)
It’s not Carmen Colson and her ironworker husband Wayne’s fault that they were in the real estate office when a pair of thugs walked in with extortion on their minds. But as far as aging Ojibway Indian hit man Armand Degas is concerned, the Colsons are going to have to pay dearly for seeing too much . . . and for the damage Wayne inflicted on Armand and his sicko partner Richie Nix with a tire iron. The cops here in middle-of-nowhere Michigan can’t help Carmen and Wayne out, and the best the Feds can offer is the Witness Protection Program. So ultimately it’s going to have to come down to one wife, one husband, two killers . . . and one lethal shot.
Seattle Times: “Nerve-wracking. . . . The tightest, best-written thriller of the year.”
From the novel:
Richie Nix bought a T-shirt at Henry’s restaurant in Algonac that had IT’S NICE TO BE NICE written across the front. He changed in the men’s room: took off his old T-shirt and threw it away, put on the new one looking at himself in the mirror, but then didn’t know what to do with his gun. If he put his denim jacket back on to hide the nickel-plate .38 revolver stuck in his jeans, you couldn’t read the T-shirt. What he did was roll the .38 up inside the jacket and carried it into the dining area.
There was a big IT’S NICE TO BE NICE wood-carved sign on the shellacked knotty-pine wall in the main room, over past the salad bar. It had been the restaurant’s slogan for fifty years. Most people who came to Henry’s liked a table by the front windows, so they could watch the freighters and ore carriers if they wanted, though he was more interested this evening in keeping an eye on the restaurant parking lot. He needed a car for a new business he was getting into.
Get Shorty(1990)
Mob-connected loanshark Chili Palmer is sick of the Miami grind — plus his “friends” have a bad habit of dying there. So when he chases a deadbeat client out to Hollywood, Chili figures he might like to stay. This town with its dreammakers, glitter, hucksters, and liars — plus gorgeous, partially clad would-be starlets everywhere you look — seems ideal for an enterprising criminal with a taste for the cinematic. Besides, Chili’s got an idea for a killer movie — though it could very possibly kill him to get it made.
The Wall Street Journal: “The funniest crime thriller ever set among the hustlers and con artists of the movie colony.”
Detroit News: “A Hollywood hit. . . . Bound to knock the socks off a lot of people. . . . Taut, inimitable prose and characters who could have only sprung from the mind of Elmore Leonard.”
From the novel:
When Chili first came to Miami Beach twelve years ago they were having one of their off-and-on cold winters: thirty-four degrees the day he met Tommy Carlo for lunch at Vesuvio’s on South Collins and had his leather jacket ripped off. One his wife had given him for Christmas a year ago. before they moved down here.
Chili and Tommy were both from Bay Ridge, Brooklyn, old buddies now in business together. Tommy Carlo was connected to a Brooklyn crew through his uncle, a guy named Momo, Tommy keeping his books and picking up betting slips till Momo sent him to Miami, with a hundred thousand to put on the street as loan money. Chili was connected through some people on his mother’s side, the Manzara brothers. He worked usually for Manzara Moving & Storage in Bensonhurst, finding high volume customers for items such as cigarettes, TVs, VCRs, stepladders, dresses, frozen orange juice. . . . But he never could be a made guy himself because of tainted blood, some Sunset Park Puerto Rican on his father’s side, even though he was raised Italian. Chili didn’t care to be made anyway, get into all that bullshit having to do with respect.
Maximum Bob(1991)
Hard-ass Palm Beach County judge Bob Isom Gibbs enjoys sending even petty offenders away to do hard time — which has made the list of miscreants who want him dead longer than a fully grown Florida gator’s tail. And a good number of his ill-wishers are probation officer Kathy Baker’s clients, including young Dale Crowe and his psycho uncle Elvin. Now, Kathy’s got an even more daunting task than keeping BIG’s horny hands off her: keeping “Maximum Bob” alive. Because Gibbs’s many enemies seem to be willing to go to any lengths — be it death by amphibian or some more tried-and-true method — to permanently end the career of an oversexed, racist jurist who’s more interested in scoring than in saving his own red neck.
Washington Post Book World: “Scary . . . hilarious . . . strange and risky. . . . A right-on, pitch-perfect novel . . . [with] juicy characters who wrench your heart and gut.”
From the novel:
Dale Crowe Junior told Kathy Baker, his probation officer, he didn’t see where he had done anything wrong. He had gone to the go-go bar to meet a buddy of his, had one beer, that’s all, while he was waiting, minding his own business and this go-go whore came up to his table and starting giving him a private dance he never asked for.
“They move your knees apart to get in close,” Dale Crowe said, “so they can put it right in your face. This one’s name was Earlene. I told her I wasn’t interested, she kept right on doing it, so I got up and left. The go-go whore starts yelling I owe her five bucks and this bouncer come running over. I give him a shove was all, go outside and there’s a green and white parked by the front door waiting. The bouncer, he tries to get tough then, showing off, so I give him one, popped him good thinking the deputies would see he’s the one started it. Shit they cuff me, throw me in the squad car, won’t even hear my side of it. Next thing, they punch me up on this little computer they have? The one deputy goes, ‘Oh, well look it here. He’s on probation. Hit a police officer.’ Well, then they’re just waiting for me to give ’em a hard time. And you don’t think I wasn’t set up?”
Rum Punch(1992)
Ordell “Whitebread” Robbie makes a fine living selling illegal high-powered weaponry to the wrong people. Jackie Burke couriers Ordell’s profits from Freeport to Miami. But the feds are on to Jackie — and now the aging, but still hot, flight attendant will have to do prison time or play ball, which makes her a prime “loose end” that Ordell needs to tie up permanently. Jackie, however, has other options. And with the help of Max Cherry — an honest but disgruntled bail bondsman looking to get out — she could even end up with a serious nest egg in the process.
Washington Post Book World: “Vintage Leonard. . . . As unputdownable as anyone could wish. The plot is pleasingly convoluted. . . . The story goes down easy, and packs a real wallop in the end.”
From the novel:
Sunday morning, Ordell took Louis to watch the white-power demonstration in downtown Palm Beach.
“Young skinhead Nazis,” Ordell said. “Look, even little Nazi girls marching down Worth Avenue. You believe it? Coming now you have the Klan, not too many here today. Some of them in green, must be the coneheads’ new spring shade. Behind them it looks like some Bikers for Racism, better known as the Dixie Knights. We gonna move on ahead, fight through the crowd here,” Ordell said, bringing Louis along.
“There’s a man I want to show you. See who he reminds you of. He told me they’re gonna march up South County and have their show on the steps of the fountain by city hall. You ever see so many police? Yeah, I expect you have. But not all these different uniforms at one time. They mean business too, got their helmets on, their riot ba-tons. Stay on the sidewalks or they liable to hit you over the head. They keeping the street safe for the Nazis.”
Pronto(1993)
The feds want Miami bookmaker Harry Arno to squeal on his wiseguy boss. So they’re putting word out on the street that Arno’s skimming profits from “Jimmy Cap” Capotorto — which he is, but everybody does it. He was planning to retire to Italy someday anyway, so Harry figures now’s a good time to get lost. U.S. Marshal Raylan Givens knows Harry’s tricky — the bookie ditched him once in an airport while in the marshal’s custody — but not careful. So Raylan’s determined to find the fugitive’s Italian hideaway before a cold-blooded Sicilian “Zip” does and whacks Arno for fun. After all, it’s a “pride thing”. . . and it might even put Raylan in good stead with Harry’s sexy ex-stripper girlfriend Joyce.
Entertainment Weekly: “The man knows how to grab you — and Pronto is one of the best grabbers in years.”
From the novel:
One evening, it was toward the end of October, Harry Arno said to the woman he’d been seeing on and off the past few years. “I’ve made a decision. I’m going to tell you something I’ve never told anybody before in my life.”
Joyce said, “You mean something you did when you were in the war?”
It stopped him. “How’d you know that?”
“When you were in Italy and shot the deserter?”
Harry didn’t say anything, staring at her.
“You already told me about it.”
“Come on. When?”
“We were having drinks at the Cardozo, outside, not long after we started seeing each other again. You said it the same way you did just now, like you’re going to tell me a secret. That’s why I knew. Only I don’t think you said anything about making a decision.”
Riding the Rap(1995)
Now that his mom’s gravy train has derailed, gambling, debt-ridden Palm Beach playboy Warren “Chip” Ganz has decided to take somebody rich hostage — with the help of a Bahamian ex-con, a psycho gardener/enforcer, and the beautiful, if underfed, psychic Reverend Dawn. The trouble is they choose bookmaker Harry Arno as their victim, and Harry can scam with the best. The BIG trouble is ace manhunter U.S. Marshal Raylan Givens is sleeping with Harry’s ex-exotic dancer ex-girlfriend, and Joyce wants Harry found. And since nearly everyone has guns, locating and springing the captive bookie most probably can’t happen without some measure of lethal difficulty.
Washington Post: “Leonard remains the uncontested master of the crime thriller. This latest one, ranking up there with his best, secures his hold on the title.”
From the novel:
Ocala Police picked up Dale Crowe Junior for weaving, two o’clock in the morning, crossing the center line and having a busted taillight. Then while Dale was blowing a point-one-nine they put his name and date of birth into the national crime computer and learned he was a fugitive felon, wanted on a three-year-old charge of Unlawful Flight to Avoid Incarceration. A few days later Raylan Givens, with the Marshal Service, came up from Palm Beach County to take Dale back and the Ocala Police wondered about Raylan.
How come if he was a federal officer and Dale Crowe Junior was wanted on a state charge. . . He told them he was with FAST, the Fugitive Apprehension Strike Team, assigned to the Sheriff’s Office in West Palm. And that was pretty much all the marshal said. They wondered too, since he was alone, how he’d be able to drive and keep an eye on his prisoner. Dale Crowe Junior had been convicted of a third-degree five-year felony, Battery of a Police Officer, and was looking at additional time on the fugitive warrant. Dale Junior might feel he had nothing to lose on the trip south. He was a rangy kid with the build of a college athlete, bigger than the marshal in his blue suit and cowboy boots — the marshal calm though, not appearing to be the least apprehensive. He said the West Palm strike team was shorthanded at the moment, the reason he was alone, but believed he would manage.
Out of Sight(1996)
Jack Foley was busting out of Florida’s Glades Prison when he ran head-on into Karen Sisco with a shotgun. Suddenly the world-class gentleman felon was sharing a cramped car trunk with a disarmed federal marshal — whose Chanel suit cost more than the take from Foley’s last bank job — and the chemistry was working overtime. Here’s a lady Jack could fall for in a big way, if she weren’t a dedicated representative of the law that he breaks for a living. And as soon as she escapes, he’s already missing her. But there are some seriously bad men and a major score waiting for Jack in Motown. And there’s a good chance that when his path crosses Karen’s again, she’s going to be there for business, not pleasure.
New York Daily News: “Cool and fun. . . . A sly romance about the missed connections of life, which is also a hell of a comedy crime caper with a fine cast of sociopaths, misfits, and losers.”
From the novel:
From the covered crawl space beneath the prison chapel to the grass just beyond the razor wire perimeter fence. They had been digging since before Christmas with their hands and a broken shovel, using scrap lumber from the construction site of a new wing being added to the chapel to shore up the walls of the tunnel. It was Christmas Day, Foley happen to see Chino and Lulu come out of the ficus bushes in front of the chapel, their faces streaked with black dirt, muck, but wearing clean blues. What were they doing, making out in the bushes? That wasn’t Chino’s style, so Foley the fight fan said, “Don’t tell me about it ‘less you want to.” And Chino said this time to his Anglo friend, “You want to go with us?”
Foley said he didn’t want any part of it — only three feet of crawl space underneath the chapel, pitch-dark in there, maybe run into fucking mole rats face-to-face. No thanks. He’d said to Chino. “Don’t you know you’re digging through Everglades muck? I’ve talked to people. They say it’s wet and’ll cave in on you.” Chino said, yeah, that’s what people thought, but the tunnel only caved in once. . . .
Foley said to Chino that Christmas Day, “If I caught on, how come none of the hacks have?”
Be Cool(1999)
After one triumph and one flop, Mafia loanshark-turned-Hollywood producer Chili Palmer is desperate for another hit . . . of the celluloid sort. And when a similarly relocated former mob associate takes a hit of the bullet-in-the-brain variety while they’re power-lunching, Chili begins to see all kinds of story possibilities. The whacked recording company mogul’s midday demise is leading Chili into the twisted world of rock stars, pop divas, and hip-hop gangstas, which is rife with drama, jealousy, and betrayal — all the stuff that makes big box office. Tinsel Town had better take cover, because Chili Palmer’s working on another movie. And that’s when people tend to die.
Washington Post Book World: “Superior, stunningly alive writing. . . . Be Cool is another boss entry in an incredible body of work.”
From the novel:
The front door of the sedan opened and the guy with the rug got out. A wiry little guy fifty or so wearing some Korean girl’s hair so he’d look younger. Chili felt sorry for him, the guy not knowing the rug made him look stupid. Somebody ought to tell him, and then duck. He looked like the kind of little guy who was always on the muscle, would take anything you said the wrong way. Chili saw him looking toward Swingers no, staring. Then saw him raise both hands, Christ, holding a revolver, a nickelplate flashing in the sunlight, the guy extending the gun in one hand now, straight out at arm’s length as Chili yelled, “Tommy!” Loud but too late. The guy with the rug was firing at Tommy, squeezing them off like he was on a target range, the sound of gunfire hitting the air hard, and all at once here were screams, chairs scraping, people throwing themselves to the ground as the plate glass shattered behind Tommy still in his chair, head down, broken glass all over him, in his hair. . . Chili saw the guy with the rug standing there taking in what he had done. Saw him turn to the car, the door still open, and put his hand inside on the windowsill. But now he took time to look this way, to stare at Chili. Took a good look before he got in and drove the car off.
Pagan Babies(2000)
Father Terry Dunn thought he’d seen everything on the mean streets of Detroit, but that was before he went on a little retreat to Rwanda to evade a tax-fraud indictment. Now the whiskey-drinking, Nine Inch Nails T-shirt-wearing padre is back trying to hustle up a score to help the little orphans of Rwanda. But the fund-raising gets complicated when a former tattletale cohort pops up on Terry’s tail. And then there’s the lovely Debbie Dewey. A freshly sprung ex-con turned stand-up comic, Debbie needs some fast cash, too, to settle an old score. Now they’re in together for a bigger payoff than either could finagle alone. After all, it makes sense . . . unless Father Terry is working a con of his own.
Entertainment Weekly: “Wildly entertaining.”
From the novel:
The church had become a tomb where forty-seven bodies turned to leather and stains had been lying on the concrete floor the past five years, though not lying where they had been shot with Kalashnikovs or hacked to death with machetes. The benches had been removed and the bodies reassembled: men, women and small children laid in rows of skulls and spines, femurs, fragments of cloth stuck to mummified remains, many of the adults missing feet, all missing bones that had been carried off by scavenging dogs.
Since the living world no longer enter the church, Fr. Terry Dunn heard confessions in the yard of the rectory, in the shade of the old pines and silver eucalyptus trees.
“Bless me, Fatha, for I have sin. It has been two months from the last time I come to Confession. Since then I am fornicating with a woman from Gisenyi three times only and this is all I have done.”
They would seem to fill their mouths with the English words pro-nounc-ing each one carefully, with an accent Terry believed was heard only in Africa. He gave fornicators ten Our Fathers and ten Hail Marys, murmured what passed for an absolution while the penitent said the Act of Contrition, and dismissed them with a reminder to love God and sin no more.
“Fire in the Hole”(2001)
In Elmore Leonard’s first original e-book, U.S. Marshal Raylan Givens (featured in Pronto and Riding the Rap) returns to the eastern Kentucky coal-mining country of his youth. When Boyd Crowder, a mail-order-ordained minister who doesn’t believe in paying his income taxes, decides to blow up the IRS building in Cincinnati, Givens is asked by the local marshal to intervene. This sets up an inevitable confrontation between two men on opposite sides of the law who still have a lingering respect for each other. Throw into the mix Boyd’s sister-in-law, Ava, who carries a torch for Raylan along with a deer rifle, and you’ve got a funny, adrenaline-charged story only Elmore Leonard could have written.
Book Page: “’Fire in the Hole,’ is classic Leonard, even if the medium is not.”
From the story:
They had dug coal together as young men and then lost touch over the years. Now it looked like they’d be meeting again, this time as lawman and felon, Raylan Givens and Boyd Crowder.
Boyd did six years in a federal penitentiary for refusing to pay his income tax, came out and found religion. He received his ordination by mail order from a Bible college in South Carolina and formed a sect he called Christian Aggression. The next thing he did, Boyd formed the East Kentucky Militia with a cadre of neo-Nazi skinheads, a bunch of boys wearing Doc Martens and swastika tattoos. They were all natural-born racists and haters of authority, but still had to be taught what Boyd called “the laws of White Supremacy as laid down by the Lord,” which he took from Christian Identity doctrines. Next thing, he trained these boys in the use of explosives and automatic weapons. He told them they were now members of Crowder’s Commandos, sworn to take up the fight for freedom against the coming Mongrel World Order and the govermint’s illegal tax laws.
Tishomingo Blues(2002)
Daredevil Dennis Lenahan has brought his act to the Tishomingo Lodge & Casino in Tunica, Mississippi — diving off an eighty-foot ladder into nine feet of water for the amusement of gamblers, gangsters, and luscious belles. His riskiest feat, however, was witnessing a Dixie-style mob execution while atop his diving platform. Robert Taylor saw the hit also. A blues-loving Detroit hustler touring the Southland in a black Jaguar, Taylor’s got his own secret agenda re the “Cornbread Cosa Nostra,” and he wants Dennis in on the game. But there’s a lot more in Robert Taylor’s pocket than a photo of his lynched great-grandfather. And high-diver Dennis could be about to take a long, fatal fall — right into a mess of hoop skirts, Civil War playacting . . . and more trouble than he ever dreamed possible.
Entertainment Weekly: “God bless Elmore Leonard. Grade A.”
Detroit Free Press: “Elmore Leonard is back at his sly, finger-popping best.”
Los Angeles Times Book Review: “Tishomingo Blues is typical Elmore Leonard. Who could ask for anything more?
From the novel:
Newton Hoon sat in his trailer with a jelly glass of bourbon watching the news: that little TV girl with the two last names in the woods showing where James Rein and Eugene Dean had shot each other, saying both men were from Tunica but nothing about Rose.
There she was now in the glade saying this was where Arlen Novis, former Tunica County sheriff’s deputy, and Detroit realtor Germano Mularoni staged their duel, calling them reenactors in a senseless confrontation of views that resulted in each man’s death. Oh, is that right? No mention of Walter. No mention of the smoke or the two greasers — Newton thinking of the one he’d asked that time where the nigger was and the one said he’d gone to fuck your wife. It had set him off, sure, even knowing it wasn’t true. One, Myrna wasn’t ever home, she played bingo every night of her life. And two, not even a smoke’d want to fuck her, Myrna going four hundred pounds on the hoof. Try and find the wet spot on her.
When the Women Come Out to Dance(2002)
In this collection of short fiction, Elmore Leonard demonstrates the superb characterizations, dead-on dialogue, vivid atmosphere, and driving plotting that have made him a household name. And once more, this master of crime illustrates that the line between the law and the lawbreakers is not as firm as we might think.
Federal Marshall Karen Sisco, from the bestselling novel Out of Sight, returns in “Karen Makes Out,” once again inadvertently mixing pleasure with business. In “Fire in the Hole,” Raylan Givens, last seen in Riding the Rap and Pronto, meets up with an old friend, but they’re now on different sides of the law. In the title story, “When the Women Come Out to Dance,” Mrs. Mahmood gets more than she bargains for when she conspires with her maid to end her unhappy marriage. In all nine stories — each unique in its own right — reluctant heroes and laid-back lowlifes struggle for power, survival, and their fifteen minutes of fame.
Vivid, hilarious, and unfailingly human, these stories ring true with Elmore Leonard’s signature deadpan social observations and diabolical eye for the foibles of the good guys and the bad.
Contains: “Sparks”; “Hanging Out at the Buena Vista”; “Chisaw Charlie Hoak”; “When the Women Come Out to Dance”; “Fire in the Hole”; “Karen Makes Out”; “Hurrah for Capt. Early”; “The Tonto Woman”; “Tenkiller”
From the collection:
“Hanging Out at the Buena Vista”
They lived in a retirement village of cottages set among palm trees and bougainvillea, maids driving golf carts. The woman, Natalie, wore silk scarves to cover what was left of her hair, a lavender scarf the afternoon Vincent appeared at her door. He told her through the screen he thought it was time they met. She said from the chair she sat in most of the day, “It’s open,” closed the book she was reading, a finger inside holding the page, and watched him come in in his khaki shorts and T-shirt.
“You didn’t have to get dressed up on my account.”
She liked his smile and the way he said, “I was right. I’ve found someone I can talk to.”
“About what?”
“Anything you want, except golf.”
“You’re in luck. I don’t play golf.”
“I know you don’t. I checked.”
She liked his weathered look, his cap of white hair, uncombed. “You’re here by yourself?”
“On my own, the first time in fifty-seven years.”
She laid the book on the table next to her. “So now you’re what, dating?”
He liked the way she said it, with a straight face.
“If you’re interested, Jerry Vale’s coming next week.”
“I can hardly wait.”
He said, “I like the way you wear your scarves. You’ve got style, kiddo.”
“For an old broad? You should see me in a blond wig.”
“A woman can get away with a good one. But you see a rug on a guy, every hair in place? You can always tell.”
“That’s why you don’t comb your hair?” Again with the straight face. He shook his head.
“I made a decision,” Vincent said. “No chemo, no surgery. Why bother? I’m eighty years old. You hang around too long, you end up with Alzheimer’s, like Howard. You know Howard? He puts on a suit and tie every day and calls on the ladies. Has no idea where he is.”
“Howard’s been here. But now I think he and Pauline are going steady. Pauline’s the one with all the Barbie dolls.” Natalie paused and said, “I’ll be eighty-two next month.”
“You sure don’t look it.”
“Not a day over, what, seventy-five?”
“I’ll tell you something,” Vincent said. “You’re the best-looking woman here, and that’s counting the maids and the ones that pass for nurses. Some are okay, but they all have big butts. You notice that? Hospitals, the same thing. I’ve made a study: The majority of women who work in health care are seriously overweight.”
The Westerns
The Bounty Hunters(1953, the first Elmore Leonard novel)
The old Apache renegade Soldado Viejo is hiding out in Mexico, and the Arizona Department Adjutant has selected two men to hunt him down. One — Dave Flynn — knows war, the land, and the nature of his prey. The other is a kid lieutenant named Bowers. But there’s a different kind of war happening in Soyopa. And if Flynn and his young associate choose the wrong allies — and the wrong enemy — they won’t be getting out alive.
The Independent (London): “One of the most successful Western writers of his day . . . Leonard’s career as a novelist began with The Bounty Hunters.”
From the novel:
Rellis’s lip curled, grinning. “Mostly when I see a piss-ant I just step on him.”
“Rellis — “ It came unexpectedly, with the sound of the screen door closing.
As Rellis turned his head sharply, the grin died on his face.
Flynn stood in from the doorway. He came on a few strides and stopped, his eyes on Rellis, his right hand unbuttoning his coat.
Rellis wasn’t loose now. “I . . . was just asking where you were, Flynn.”
“I heard you asking.”
“Listen, I didn’t have any part in killing your friend.”
“Rellis,” Flynn said quietly, “you’re a liar.”
“You got no cause to say that.”
Flynn moved toward Rellis. “It’s said.” He paused, watching Rellis’ eyes. “I’m going outside. I’ll expect to see you within the next few minutes . . . with your gun in your hand.”
The Law at Randado(1954)
Phil Sundeen thinks Deputy Sheriff Kirby Frye is just a green local kid with a tin badge. And when the wealthy cattle baron’s men drag two prisoners from Frye’s jail and hang them from a high tree, there’s nothing the untried young lawman can do about it. But Kirby’s got more grit than Sundeen and his hired muscles bargained for. They can beat the boy and humiliate him, but they can’t make him forget the job he has sworn to do. The cattleman has money, fear, and guns on his side, but Kirby Frye’s the law in this godforsaken corner of the Arizona Territories. And he’ll drag Sundeen and his killers straight to hell himself to prove it.
USA Today: “Leonard has penned some of the best Western fiction ever.”
From the novel:
Frye felt the anger hot on his face. “Doesn’t killing two men mean anything to you?”
“You picked yourself a beauty,” Sundeen said to no one in particular. “Why does he pack that gun if he’s so against killin’?”
Jordan said, “Maybe it makes him feel important.”
“Now if it was me,” Sundeen said, “I wouldn’t pick a deputy that whined like a woman.”
Jordan was looking at Frye. “Maybe that’s what this deputy is . . . only dressed up like a man.
Sundeen grinned. “Maybe we ought to take his pants off and find out.”
Frye held his eyes on Sundeen. Just Sundeen — he felt his anger mounting. “Sundeen, if you want to try, stop by the jail tomorrow.”
Escape from Five Shadows (1956)
No one breaks out of the brutal convict labor camp at Five Shadows — but Corey Bowen is ready to die trying. They framed him to put him in there, and beat him bloody and nearly dead after his last escape attempt. He’ll have help this time — from a lady with murder on her mind and a debt to pay back. Because freedom isn’t enough for primed dynamite like Bowen. And he won’t leave the corrupt desert hell behind him until a few scores are settled . . . permanently.
Dallas Morning News: “As welcome as a thunderstorm in a dry spell.”
From the novel:
“I’m giving you warning now,” Renda said, including all the convicts. “One more out of line and somebody shoots. You’ll even think before spitting over the side of the wagon. You hesitate one second when you’re told to do something, you’re dead. You take one step in the wrong direction and you won’t know what hit you.”
He turned to Bowen suddenly. “You understand that?”
Bowen nodded, looking up at Renda.
“Listen,” Renda said, “I’ll tell you something else. That stunt you pulled a while back . . . jumping off the wagon. You wouldn’t get just twenty days for it the second time.”
He looked over the convicts. “You get past the guards, the Mimbres have got orders to take your scalp. You won’t be brought back here . . . just part of you. To prove you’re dead.”
Last Stand at Saber River(1959)
A one-armed man stood before Denaman’s store, and the girl named Luz was scared. Paul Cable could see that from the rise two hundred yards away, just as he could see that everything had changed while he was away fighting for the Confederacy. He just didn’t know how much. Cable and his family rode down to Denaman’s store and faced the one-armed man. Then they heard the story, about the Union Army and two brothers — and a beautiful woman — who had taken over Cable’s spread and weren’t going to give it back. For Paul Cable the war hadn’t ended at all. Among the men at Saber River, some would be his enemies, some might have been his friends, but no one was going to take his future away — not with words, not with treachery, and not with guns.
New York Daily News: “Very tough and realistic.”
From the novel:
Cable stood over Dancey with the Walker Colt in his hand. It was cocked and pointing directly at Dancey’s head. Joe Bob and Royce said nothing.
Dancey said, “You’re not proving anything with that gun in your hand.”
“I don’t have anything to prove.”
Royce said, “You think we won’t be back?”
Cable’s gaze shifted. “You’ll ride into a double load of buckshot if you do.”
Royce seemed to grin. “Man, you’re made to order. Duane’s going to have some fun with you.”
Dancey’s eyes held on Cable. “So one man’s going to stand us off.”
“That’s all it’s taken so far.”
Hombre(1961)
John Russell has been raised as an Apache. Now he’s on his way to live as a white man. But when the stagecoach passengers learn who he is, they want nothing to do with him — until outlaws ride down on them and they must rely on Russell’s guns and his ability to lead them out of the desert. He can’t ride with them, but they must walk with him or die.
Western Writers of America: “One of the twenty-five best Western novels of all time.”
San Francisco Chronicle: “Thrilling.”
From the novel:
[”Carl Everett Allen” is recalling how he came to write this account.]
At first I wasn’t sure at all where to begin. When I asked advice, this man from the Florence Enterprise said begin at the beginning, the day the coach departed from Sweetmary with everybody aboard. Which sounded fine until I got to doing it. Then I saw it wasn’t the beginning at all. There was too much to explain at one time. Who the people were, where they were going and all. Also, starting there didn’t tell enough about John Russell.
He is the person this story is mainly about. If it had not been for him, we would all be dead and there wouldn’t be anybody telling this. So I will begin with the first time I ever saw John Russell. . . .
[S]ome of my ideas about John Russell at the time are embarrassing to put on paper. But I was advised to imagine I was telling it to a good friend and not worry about what other people might think. Which is what I have done. If there’s anything anybody wants to skip, like innermost thoughts in places, just go ahead.
The Moonshine War(1969)
The hill folk of Broke-Leg Country, Kentucky, believed that if the good Lord meant for corn to grow, He also meant for it to be distilled, in spite of the passage of a Federal law called the 18th Amendment, or Prohibition. And if a man wanted to get some really good sippin’ whiskey, Son Martin was the one to see. Son not only made the best moonshine in the area, but it was rumored that he had hidden somewhere on his hill farm his old daddy’s cache of 150 barrels of eight-year old corn whiskey. Of course nobody had ever found any of the liquor, but Son never said that it wasn’t there.
Then one day the tranquility of Broke-Leg County was interrupted by the sudden appearance of Frank Long, an old army buddy of Son’s who knew about the whiskey and was not a Prohibition agent. But his presence had a different purpose than his job as a revenue man. Frank wanted the hidden whiskey to bootleg on his own, and he was willing to use his official position to get it.
In the attempt, he set neighbor against neighbor, and the Moonshine War was on. Involved were Prohibition agents, Louisville gangsters, and local moonshiners, and as the hills of Kentucky rang with their gunshots, each side fought to learn Son’s secret. As the bullets got thicker, Son was left alone, standing on his principles and waiting for his chance to bring the War to its startling and unexpected climax.
The New York Times: “Before Leonard tackled Detroit’s mean streets, he turned out a handful of backwoods crime novels, including this rough-edged little jewel. It’s no surprise that the Big Boys want to take over Son Martin’s still. After all, Son makes the best whiskey in Marlett, Kentucky: ‘He let his mash sit a full six or seven days and didn’t put a lot of devilment in it, like buckeye beans or carbide or lye.’ Archetypes fly as fast as fists in this mythic exploration of the rugged individualist as whiskey-maker.”
Valdez Is Coming(1970)
They laughed at Roberto Valdez and then ignored him. But when a dark-skinned man was holed up in a shack with a gun, they sent the part-time town constable to deal with the problem — and made sure he had no choice but to gun the fugitive down. Trouble was, Valdez killed an innocent man. And when he asked for justice — and some money for the dead man’s woman — they beat Valdez and tied him to a cross. They were still laughing when Valdez came back. And then they began to die. . .
USA Today: “Although known for his mysteries, Leonard has penned some of the best Western fiction ever, including Valdez Is Coming.”
Washington Post Book World: “A Leonard novel that still holds up as one of his very best.”
From the novel:
“Your minute’s up, boy.” Mr. Tanner glanced at his segundo again. “Teach him something.”
The segundo drew the .44 on his right leg, cocked it and fired as he brought it up. And with the explosion the adobe chipped next to Bob Valdez’s face.
Now those who were sitting and lounging by the fires rose and drew their revolvers, looking at the segundo and waiting their turn. One of them, an American, said “I know where I’m going to shoot the son of a bitch.”
One of the others laughed and another one said, “See if you can shoot his meat off.” And another said, “It would fix this squaw-lover good.”
Forty Lashes Less One(1972)
A hellhole like Yuma Prison does all sorts of things to a man. Mostly it makes him want to escape. For two men facing life sentences — Harold Jackson, the only black man behind the walls, and Raymond San Carlos, an Apache halfbreed — a breakout seemed nigh on impossible. That is, until the law gave them two choices: rot in a cell, or track down and bring back the five most ruthless men in Arizona.
New York Daily News: “Long before his slick, dark crime comedies, Elmore Leonard wrote some very tough and realistic Westerns.”
From the novel:
“You want us to run twenty miles?”
“You’re an Apache Indian, aren’t you, Raymond? And Harold’s a Zulu. Well, by golly, an Apache Indian and a Zulu can run twenty, thirty miles a day, and there ain’t a white man in this territory can say that.”
“You want us to run twenty miles?” Raymond said again.
“I want you to start thinking of who you are, that’s what I want. I want you to start thinking like warriors for a change instead of like convicts.”
Gunsights (1979)
Brendan Early and Dana Moon have tracked renegade Apaches together and gunned down scalp hunters to become Arizona legends. But now they face each other from opposite sides of what newspapers are calling The Rincon Mountain War. Brendan and a gang of mining company gun thugs are dead set on running Dana and “the People of the Mountain” from their land. The characters are unforgettable, the plot packed with action and gunfights from beginning to end.
San Francisco Chronicle: “Classic Western fare.”
Chicago Sun-Times: “Leonard’s special kind of tough guys were born in the Old West.”
From the novel:
Bren Early said to Moon, “Do you want to tell him to go stick it in his horse, or should I?”
Sundeen turned toward his partners. They were getting ready.
“I’ll give them three more steps,” Bren said and pulled his matched Smith & Wesson .44s. Moon drew his Colts.
Three more strides and that was it.
Sundeen was hollering something, and his two men on the ends fell dead in the first sudden explosion from the wall where Early and Moon stood with revolvers extended, aiming and firing.
Bren said, “He’s used to having his way.”
Moon said, “But he didn’t come prepared, did he?”
Cuba Libre(1998)
War in Cuba isn’t Ben Tyler’s concern. Still, sailing mares and guns into Havana harbor in 1898 —right past the submerged wreckage of the U.S. battleship Maine — may not be the smartest thing the recently prison-sprung horse wrangler ever did. Neither is shooting one of the local Guardia, though the pompous peacock deserved it. Now Tyler’s sitting tight in a vermin-infested Cuban stockade waiting to face a firing squad. But he’s not dying until he gets the money he’s owed from a two-timing American sugar baron. And there’s one smart, pistol-hot lady at the rich man’s side who could help Ben get everything he’s got rightfully coming . . . even when the whole damn island’s going straight to hell.
Miami Herald: “A wild ride through Cuba during the Spanish-American War. . . . A good old-fashioned Western served with a sly grin and a side dish of scams.”
From the novel:
Tyler arrived with the horse February eighteenth, three days after the battleship Maine blew up in Havana harbor. He saw buzzards floating in the sky the way they do but couldn’t make out what they were after. This was off Morro Castle, the cattle boat streaming black smoke as it comes through the narrows.
But then pretty soon he saw a ship’s mast and a tangle of metal sticking out of the water, gulls resting on it. One of the Mexican deckhands called to the pilot tug bringing them in, wanting to know what the wreckage was. The pilot yelled back that it was the Maine.
Yeah? The main what? Tyler’s border Spanish failed to serve, trying to make out voices raised against the wind. The deckhand told him it was a buque de guerra, a warship.
The Tonto Woman and Other Western Stories(1998)
The Tonto Woman and Other Western Stories is a raw, hard-bitten collection that gathers together the best of Leonard’s Western fiction. In “The Tonto Woman,” a young wife, her face tattooed by Indian kidnappers, becomes society’s outcast — until an outlaw vows to set her free. . . In “Only Good Ones,” we meet a fine man turned killer in one impossible moment. . . “Saint with a Six-Gun” pits a doomed prisoner against his young guard — in a drama of deception and compassion that leads to a shocking act of courage. . . In “The Colonel’s Lady,” a brutal ambush puts a woman into the hands of a vicious renegade - while a tracker attempts a rescue that cannot come in time. . . And in “Blood Money,” five bank robbers are being picked off one by one, but one man believes he can make it out alive.
Contains: “The Tonto Woman”; “The Captives”; “Only Good Ones”; “You Never See Apaches”; “The Colonel’s Lady”; “The Kid”; “The Big Hunt”; “Apache Medicine”; “No Man’s Guns”; “Jugged”; “The Hard Way”; “Blood Money”; “3:10 to Yuma”; “The Boy Who Smiled”; “Hurrah for Capt. Early”; “Moment of Vengeance”; “Saint with a Six-Gun”; “The Nagual”; Trouble at Rindo’s Station”
From the collection:
“The Captives”
He could hear the stagecoach, the faraway creaking and the muffled rumble of it, and he was thinking: It’s almost an hour early. Why should it be if it left Contention on schedule?
His name was Pat Brennan. He was lean and almost tall, with a deeply tanned, pleasant face beneath the straight hat-brim low over his eyes, and he stood next to the saddle, which was on the ground, with the easy hip-shot slouch of a rider. A entry rifle was in his right hand and he was squinting into the sun glare, looking up the grade to the rutted road that came curving down through the spidery Joshua trees.
He lowered the Henry rifle, stock down, and let it fall across the saddle, and kept his hand away from the Colt holstered on his right leg. A man could get shot standing next to a stage road out in the middle of nowhere with a rifle in his hand.
All excerpts from works by Elmore Leonard are copyright © by Elmore Leonard, Inc., in the year of publication. Reprinted here with permission. Selected Filmography
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3:10 to Yuma(1957). Director: Delmer Daves. Cast: Glenn Ford (Ben Wade); Van Heflin (Dan Evans); Felicia Farr (Emmy); Leora Dana (Mrs. Alice Evans); Henry Jones (Alex Potter, town drunk); Richard Jaeckel (Charlie Prince); Robert Emhardt (Mr. Butterfield, stage line owner); Sheridan Comerate (Bob Moons, stage driver’s brother); George Mitchell (Bartender); Robert Ellenstein (Ernie Collins); Ford Rainey (Bisbee Marshal). . . .
In the works (as of October 2002):
Be Cool(MGM; Jersey Films), and the return of Chili Palmer.
Tenkiller(Bruce Willis attached; you can read this short story in Elmore Leonard’s When the Women Come Out to Dance).
Tishomingo Blues, optioned by FilmFour (Sexy Beast). Martin Amis Interviews “The Dickens of Detroit“
The Writers’ Guild Theatre, Beverly Hills, January 23, 1998. Sponsored by Writers Bloc; Andrea Grossman, Founder.
Martin Amis:We’re welcoming here Elmore Leonard, also known as “Dutch.” And rather less formally, “The Dickens of Detroit.” It is an apt description, I think, because he is as close as anything you have here in America to a national novelist, a concept that almost seemed to die with Charles Dickens but has here been revived.
I was recently in Boston visiting Saul Bellow, and on the shelves of the Nobel laureate, I spied several Elmore Leonards. Saul Bellow has a high, even exalted view of what literature is and does. For him, it creates the “quiet zone” where certain essences can nourish what he calls “our fair souls.” This kind of literature of the Prousto-Nabokovian variety has recently been assigned the label “minority interest.” There is patently nothing “minority interest” about Elmore Leonard. He is a popular writer in several senses. But Saul Bellow and I agreed that for an absolutely reliable and unstinting infusion of narrative pleasure in a prose miraculously purged of all false qualities, there was no one quite like Elmore Leonard.
I thought we might begin at the beginning, and talk about your early years as a writer and how you got started. In my experience, everyone at the age of fourteen or fifteen (or a bit earlier) starts to commune with themselves and to keep notes and to keep a diary. It’s only the writers who go on with that kind of adolescent communion. Was it like that for you? Did you get the glimmer quite early on?
Elmore Leonard:Let me ask first: Do you think if I lived in Buffalo, I’d be Dickens? [Laughter]
Amis:“The Balzac of Buffalo,” perhaps. [Laughter]
Leonard:I had a desire to write very early on but I didn’t. I wrote just what I had to write in school compositions and things like that. It wasn’t until I was in college after World War II that I wrote a couple of short stories. The first one because the English instructor said, “If you enter this contest” — it was a local writers’ club within the University of Detroit — “I’ll give you a B.” I’ve always been inspired in this somewhat commercial approach toward writing. [Laughter] Which is why I chose Westerns to begin with.
In 1951, I decided to look at the field. I looked at the market, and I saw Westerns in The Saturday Evening Post, Collier’s, almost everything from the Ladies’ Home Journal down through men’s magazines and pulps. There were then at least a dozen pulps still in business, the better ones paying two cents a word. So I decided this was a market. What with all of these magazines buying short stories, this was the place to start. And because I liked Western movies a lot, and I wanted to sell to Hollywood right away and make some money, I approached this with a desire to write but also to make as much money as I could doing it. I didn’t see anything wrong with that at all. I think the third one sold, and that was it. After that, they’ve all sold since then. But then the market dried up, and I had to switch to crime.
Amis:You were also, as I understand, writing commentaries for educational films and industrial movies.
Leonard:Yes, industrial movies about air pollution, building highways, Encyclopaedia Britannica, geography, and history movies. I did about a dozen of those — the settlement of the Mississippi Valley, the French and Indian War, the Danube, Puerto Rico. I think they were twenty-seven-minute movies. I did that right after I had left an ad agency where I was writing Chevrolet ads, which drove me crazy. Because you had to write real cute then. I had a lot of trouble with that. I could do truck ads, but I couldn’t do convertibles at all. [Laughter] So I got out of that. But I still had to make a living. So I got into the industrial movies and a little freelance advertising.
Amis:But the breakthrough was Hombre, was it not?
Leonard:Yes, the sale to the movies. Because the book itself I wrote in ’59, and by then the market was so weak. I was getting $4,000 for a paperback, for example. And that one sold for $1,250, and it took two years to sell it. I didn’t get that much for the movie rights, either, four or five years later. That was when I got back into fiction writing.
Amis:How do you feel when a book of yours goes through the treadmill of being turned into a movie? It’s happened to me once, in my first novel, The Rachel Papers, and I thought, “Whatever they do to it, the book will still be there.”
Leonard:I believe that. There’s no question about that. I’m not concerned with how closely it’s adapted. I just hope it’s a good movie. For example, Rum Punch to Jackie Brown. Quentin Tarantino, just before he started to shoot, said, “I’ve been afraid to call you for the last year.” I said, “Why? Because you changed the title of my book? And you’re casting a black woman in the lead?” And he said, “Yeah.” And I said, “You’re a filmmaker. You can do whatever you want.” I said, “I think Pam Grier is a terrific idea. Go ahead.” I was very pleased with the results, too.
Amis:And how about Get Shorty? That must have felt like another breakthrough.
Leonard:It was. It was the first contemporary story of mine that I really liked on the screen. And I said to Barry Sonnenfeld, the director, “But you’re advertising this as a comedy.” And he said, “Well, it’s a funny book.” And I think it did have my sound, and it had Barry’s look. Because I could hear my characters on the screen, and I think the reason it worked was because they all took each other seriously and didn’t laugh. There weren’t any nods to the audience, any signals to the audience with grins or winks that that was a funny line. It was up to the audience to decide. This was the first question I asked Barry. I said, “When you shoot, I hope you don’t cut to reactions to lines.” He understood that, of course.
Amis:I was on the set of Get Shorty, as a journalist. I was writing a profile of John Travolta [for The New Yorker]. And usually when a journalist goes to the set of a film, he stays for six hours and sees one person cross a road and then goes home again. But on this occasion, I got to see the fight between Chili and the Bear [James Gandolfini] at LAX in the car park. And John Travolta, who is sweetness incarnate, gave me an insight into the star system. We were all going off to lunch, and a limousine appeared. I was going to have lunch with John in his trailer. I thought there was obviously some way to John’s trailer. In we got and drove a few feet, and John said to the driver, “Pull over,” and then asked the Bear if he wanted a ride. And the Bear said, no, he was fine, he was going to do it on foot. And then we started off again and pulled up at the elevator. And that’s as far as we went. The Bear joined us in the car and down we rode. Travolta explained that it was as important to seem like a star as it is to be a star. [Laughter]
Movies deal with externals, largely, and books with internals. Is that what strikes you as the main difference between the forms?
Leonard:I would say definitely that. The first day I was on the set of Get Shorty, John Travolta called me “Mr. Leonard.” And I let him. He got over that.
Amis:Did you call him “Mr. Travolta”?
Leonard:No, I didn’t. I’m using my age now. [Laughter]
I don’t think there’s any question that it’s difficult for movies to internalize. The reason I’ve been able to sell all my books is because they look like they’re easy to shoot. They’re written in scenes, and the stories move through dialogue. I think the problem has been, in the past, that they’ve been taken too seriously. They haven’t been looked at as if there is humor in them. And also the fact that when you bring a 350-page manuscript down to 120 pages, in my books a lot of the good stuff is gone. It disappears. Because then you’re more interested in plot than you are in, say, character development.
Amis:People say that movies will be the nemesis of the novel. But I think that’s a crisis that’s already been survived. I think the novel is more threatened from the Internet than from movies. I feel the movies are still an immature form, a young form, that they’re still in the adolescent stage. It will take a while before they can challenge the internal nature of the book. Do you ever worry about the death of the book?
Leonard:No, I can’t imagine such a thing. Ed McBain and I were on one of the morning shows, and we were asked, “To what do you attribute the resurgence in popularity in crime fiction?” And we looked at each other, and we thought it was always very popular. We didn’t know that it had dipped at all. We have to always have novels. My God, what would you read?
Amis:Well, they say you won’t be reading; you’ll be having some kind of cybernetic experience. I think that the future of the book perhaps will be that the book will coexist with some kind of cybernetic experience, where the punter, the depositor (or whatever you want to call him), may read your book and then take you out to dinner in cyberspace — looking ahead about a hundred years.
Now, I’m going to ask you this question because I’m always tortured by it. This is the sort of invariable question of the tour. Do you set yourself a time to write every day? How hard do you press on the paper when you write? I’m asked this so unerringly that I think people suspect that I’m going to reveal that what you do is you go into your study and you plug your ear into the light socket and then some inner voice tells you what to write. But what is your routine and how do you go about it?
Leonard:I write every day when I’m writing; some Saturdays and Sundays, a few hours each day. Because I want to stay with it. If a day goes by and you haven’t done anything, or a couple of days, it’s difficult to get back into the rhythm of it. I usually start working around nine-thirty and I work until six. I’m lucky to get what I consider four clean pages. They’re clean until the next day, the next morning. The time flies by. I can’t believe it. When I look at the clock and it’s three o’clock and I think, “Good, I’ve got three more hours.” And then I think, “I must have the best job in the world.” I don’t look at this as work. I don’t look at it as any kind of test, any kind of proof of what I can do. I have a good time.
Amis:And it just seems to flow? There are no days when whole hours are spent gazing out of the window, picking your nose, making coffee?
Leonard:Oh yeah, there are whole hours’ work to make one short paragraph work.
Amis:I want to ask about your prose. Your prose makes Raymond Chandler look clumsy. Now the way I do it is: I say the sentence in my head until nothing sticks out, there are no “elbows,” there are no stubbings of toe; it just seems to chime with some tuning fork inside my head. And then I know the sentence is ready. In your work, pages and pages go by without me spotting any “elbows.” Even with the great stylists of modern fiction, you know you’re always going to come across phrases like “Standing on the landing” or “the cook took a look at the book.” There’s always some “elbow” sticking out, there’s some rhyme causing the reader to pause and wonder and think, “That’s not quite right.” With you, it’s all planed flat. How do you plane your prose into this wonderful instrument?
Leonard:First of all, I’m always writing from a point of view. I decide what the purpose of the scene is, and at least begin with some purpose. But, even more important, from whose point of view is this scene seen? Because then the narrative will take on somewhat the sound of the person who is seeing the scene. And from his dialogue, that’s what goes, somewhat, into the narrative. I start to write and I think, “Upon entering the room,” and I know I don’t want to say “Upon entering the room.” I don’t want my writing to sound like the way we were taught to write. Because I don’t want you to be aware of my writing. I don’t have the language. I have to rely upon my characters.
Amis:So, when you say it’s character-driven, do you mean you’re thinking, How would this character see this scene? Because you’re usually third-person. You don’t directly speak through your characters, but there is a kind of third-person that is a first-person in disguise. Is that the way you go at it?
Leonard:It takes on somewhat of a first-person sound, but not really. Because I like third-person. I don’t want to be stuck with one character’s viewpoint, because there are too many viewpoints. And, of course, the bad guys’ viewpoints are a lot more fun. What they do is more fun. A few years ago, a friend of mine in the publishing business called up and said, “Has your good guy decided to do anything yet?” [Laughter]
Or, I think I should start this book with the main character. Or I start a book with who I think is the main character, but a hundred pages into the book I say, “This guy’s not the main character; he’s running out of gas; I don’t even like him anymore, his attitude; he’s changed.” But he’s changed and there’s nothing I could do about it. It’s just the kind of person he is. So then I have to bring somebody along fast. Do you run into that?
Amis:What I do find, and my father Kingsley Amis used to find, is that when you come up against some difficulty, some mechanism in the novel that isn’t working, it fills you with despair and you think, “I’m not going to be able to get around this.” Then you look back at what you’ve done, and you find you already have a mechanism in place to get you through this. A minor character, say, who’s well placed to get the information across that you need to put across. I always used to think (and he agreed) that, thank God writing is much more of an unconscious process than many people think.
I think the guy in the street thinks that the novelist, first of all, decides on his subject, what should be addressed; then he thinks of his theme and his plot and then jots down the various characters that will illustrate these various themes. That sounds like a description of writer’s block to me. I think you’re in a very bad way when that happens. Vladimir Nabokov, when he spoke about Lolita, refers to the “first throb” of Lolita going through him, and I recognize that feeling. All it is is your next book. It’s the next thing that’s there for you to write. Now, do you settle down and map out your plots? I suspect you don’t.
Leonard:No, I don’t. I start with a character. Let’s say I want to write a book about a bail bondsman or a process server or a bank robber and a woman federal marshal. And they meet and something happens. That’s as much of an idea as I begin with. And then I see him in a situation, and I begin writing it and one thing leads to another. By page 100, roughly, I should have my characters assembled. I should know my characters because they’ve sort of auditioned in the opening scenes, and I can find out if they can talk or not. And if they can’t talk, they’re out. Or they get a minor role.
But in every book there’s a minor character who comes along and pushes his way into the plot. He’s just needed to give some information, but all of a sudden he comes to life for me. Maybe it’s the way he says it. He might not even have a name the first time he appears. The second time he has a name. The third time he has a few more lines, and away he goes, and he becomes a plot turn in the book.
When I was writing Cuba Libre, I was about 250 pages into it and George Will called up and said, “I want to send out forty of your books” — this was the previous book [Out of Sight] — “at Christmastime. May I send them to you and a list of names to inscribe?” I said, “Of course.” He said, “What are you doing now?” I said, “I’m doing Cuba a hundred years ago.” And he said, “Oh, crime in Cuba.” And he hung up the phone. And I thought, “I don’t have a crime in this book.” And I’m 250 pages into it. [Laughter] It was a crime that this guy was running guns to Cuba, but that’s not what I really write about. Where’s the bag of money that everybody wants? I didn’t have it. So, then I started weaving it into the narrative. I didn’t have to go back far, and I was on my way.
Amis:I admire the fluidity of your process because it’s meant to be a rule in the highbrow novel that the characters have no free will at all. E.M. Forster said he used to line up his characters before beginning a novel, and he would say, “Right, no larks.” [Laughter] And Nabokov, when this was quoted to him, he looked aghast, and he said, “My characters cringe when I come near them.” He said, “I’ve seen whole avenues of imagined trees lose their leaves with terror at my approach.” [Laughter]
Let’s talk about Cuba Libre, which is an amazing departure in my view. When I was reading it, I had to keep turning to the front cover to check that it was a book by you. How did it get started? I gather that you’ve been wanting to write this book for thirty years. It has a kind of charge of long-suppressed desire.
Leonard:In 1957, I borrowed a book from a friend called The Splendid Little War. It was a picture book, a coffee-table book of photographs of the Spanish-American War — photographs of the Maine, before and after; photographs of the troops on San Juan Hill; newspaper headlines leading up to the war; a lot of shots of Havana. I was writing Westerns at the time, and I thought, I could drop a cowboy into this place and get away with it. But I didn’t. A couple of years ago, I was trying to think of a sequel to Get Shorty. And I was trying to work Chili Palmer into the dress business. I don’t know why except that I love runway shows. I gave up on that. And I saw that book again, The Splendid Little War, because I hadn’t returned it to my friend in ’57. And I thought, “I’m going to do that.” Yeah, the time has come. So, I did.
Amis:In a famous essay, Tom Wolfe said that the writers were missing all the real stories that were out there. And that they spent too much time searching for inspiration and should spend ninety-five percent of their time sweating over research. The result was a tremendously readable book, The Bonfire of the Vanities. Now you, sir, have a full-time researcher.
Leonard:Yes, Gregg Sutter. He can answer any of your questions that I don’t know.
Amis:Were you inspired by the research he put into this book?
Leonard:He got me everything I needed to know. I asked him to see if he could find out how much it cost to transport horses from Arizona to East Texas and then to Havana. And he did. He found a cattle company that had been in business over 100 years ago and was shipping cattle then. He found an old ledger book and copied it and faxed it to me.
Amis:Among the differences from your earlier books, this book is more discursive, less dialogue-driven and, till the end, less action-driven. Toward the end, you get a familiar Leonard scenario where there’s a chunk of money sitting around, and various people are after it and you’re pretty confident that it’s going to go to the least-undeserving people present. And it’s not hard-bitten; it’s a much more romantic book than we’re used to from you. Could your Westerns have had such romance?
Leonard:No. In my Westerns there was little romance except in Valdez Is Coming, which is my favorite of the Westerns. No, I just wanted to make this a romantic adventure story.
Amis:And there’s a kind of political romanticism, too. You’ve always sided with the underdog, imaginatively; one can sense that. And who could be more of an underdog than a criminal? And your criminals have always been rather implausibly likable and gentle creatures. What is your view about crime in America?
Leonard:I don’t have a view about crime in America. There isn’t anything I can say that would be interesting at all. When I’m fashioning my bad guys, though (and sometimes a good guy has had a criminal past and then he can go either way; to me, he’s the best kind of character to have), I don’t think of them as bad guys. I just think of them as, for the most part, normal people who get up in the morning and they wonder what they’re going to have for breakfast, and they sneeze, and they wonder if they should call their mother, and then they rob a bank. Because that’s the way they are. Except for real hard-core guys.
Amis:The really bad guys.
Leonard:Yeah, the really bad guys. . . .
Amis:Before we end, I’d just like to ask you about why you keep writing. I just read my father’s collected letters, which are going to be published in a year or two. It was with some dread that I realized that the writer’s life never pauses. You can never sit back and rest on what you’ve done. You are driven on remorselessly by something, whether it’s dedication or desire to defeat time. What is it that drives you? Is it just pure enjoyment that makes you settle down every morning to carry out this other life that you live?
Leonard:It’s the most satisfying thing I can imagine doing. To write that scene and then read it and it works. I love the sound of it. There’s nothing better than that. The notoriety that comes later doesn’t compare to the doing of it. I’ve been doing it for almost forty-seven years, and I’m still trying to make it better. Even though I know my limitations; I know what I can’t do. I know that if I tried to write, say, as an omniscient author, it would be so mediocre. You can do more forms of writing than I can, including essays. My essay would sound, at best, like a college paper.
Amis:Well, why isn’t there a Martin Amis Day? Because January 16, 1998, was Elmore Leonard Day in the state of Michigan, and it seems that here, in Los Angeles, it’s been Elmore Leonard Day for the last decade. [Laughter]
[Applause]
Editor’s note: Martin Amis is the author of many novels — including Money: A Suicide Note; London Fields; and Night Train — and many works of nonfiction, including a collection of essays and criticism, The War Against Cliché, in which may be found other interesting observations on the work of Elmore Leonard. If It Sounds Like Writing, Rewrite It
These are rules I’ve picked up along the way to help me remain invisible when I’m writing a book, to help me show rather than tell what’s taking place in the story. If you have a facility for language and imagery and the sound of your voice pleases you, invisibility is not what you are after, and you can skip the rules. Still, you might look them over.
1. Never open a book with weather.
If it’s only to create atmosphere, and not a character’s reaction to the weather, you don’t want to go on too long. The reader is apt to leaf ahead looking for people. There are exceptions. If you happen to be Barry Lopez, who has more ways to describe ice and snow than an Eskimo, you can do all the weather reporting you want.
2. Avoid prologues.
They can be annoying, especially a prologue following an introduction that comes after a foreword. But these are ordinarily found in nonfiction. A prologue in a novel is backstory, and you can drop it in anywhere you want.
There is a prologue in John Steinbeck’s Sweet Thursday, but it’s O.K. because a character in the book makes the point of what my rules are all about. He says: “I like a lot of talk in a book and I don’t like to have nobody tell me what the guy that’s talking looks like. I want to figure out what he looks like from the way he talks. . . figure out what the guy’s thinking from what he says. I like some description but not too much of that. . . . Sometimes I want a book to break loose with a bunch of hooptedoodle. . . . Spin up some pretty words maybe or sing a little song with language. That’s nice. But I wish it was set aside so I don’t have to read it. I don’t want hooptedoodle to get mixed up with the story.’’
3. Never use a verb other than “said’’ to carry dialogue.
The line of dialogue belongs to the character; the verb is the writer sticking his nose in. But said is far less intrusive than grumbled, gasped, cautioned, lied. I once noticed Mary McCarthy ending a line of dialogue with “she asseverated,’’ and had to stop reading to get the dictionary.
4. Never use an adverb to modify the verb “said’’. . .
. . . he admonished gravely. To use an adverb this way (or almost any way) is a mortal sin. The writer is now exposing himself in earnest, using a word that distracts and can interrupt the rhythm of the exchange. I have a character in one of my books tell how she used to write historical romances “full of rape and adverbs.’’
5. Keep your exclamation points under control.
You are allowed no more than two or three per 100,000 words of prose. If you have the knack of playing with exclaimers the way Tom Wolfe does, you can throw them in by the handful.
6. Never use the words “suddenly’’ or “all hell broke loose.’’
This rule doesn’t require an explanation. I have noticed that writers who use “suddenly’’ tend to exercise less control in the application of exclamation points.
7. Use regional dialect, patois, sparingly.
Once you start spelling words in dialogue phonetically and loading the page with apostrophes, you won’t be able to stop. Notice the way Annie Proulx captures the flavor of Wyoming voices in her book of short stories Close Range.
8. Avoid detailed descriptions of characters.
Which Steinbeck covered. In Ernest Hemingway’s “Hills Like White Elephants’’ what do the “American and the girl with him’’ look like? “She had taken off her hat and put it on the table.’’ That’s the only reference to a physical description in the story, and yet we see the couple and know them by their tones of voice, with not one adverb in sight.
9. Don’t go into great detail describing places and things.
Unless you’re Margaret Atwood and can paint scenes with language or write landscapes in the style of Jim Harrison. But even if you’re good at it, you don’t want descriptions that bring the action, the flow of the story, to a standstill.
And finally:
10. Try to leave out the part that readers tend to skip.
A rule that came to mind in 1983. Think of what you skip reading a novel: thick paragraphs of prose you can see have too many words in them. What the writer is doing, he’s writing, perpetrating hooptedoodle, perhaps taking another shot at the weather, or has gone into the character’s head, and the reader either knows what the guy’s thinking or doesn’t care. I’ll bet you don’t skip dialogue.
My most important rule is one that sums up the ten.
If it sounds like writing, I rewrite it.
Or, if proper usage gets in the way, it may have to go. I can’t allow what we learned in English composition to disrupt the sound and rhythm of the narrative. It’s my attempt to remain invisible, not distract the reader from the story with obvious writing. (Joseph Conrad said something about words getting in the way of what you want to say.)
If I write in scenes and always from the point of view of a particular character — the one whose view best brings the scene to life — I’m able to concentrate on the voices of the characters telling you who they are and how they feel about what they see and what’s going on, and I’m nowhere in sight.
What Steinbeck did in Sweet Thursday was title his chapters as an indication, though obscure, of what they cover. “Whom the Gods Love They Drive Nuts” is one, “Lousy Wednesday” another. The third chapter is titled “Hooptedoodle (1)” and the 38th chapter “Hooptedoodle (2)” as warnings to the reader, as if Steinbeck is saying: “Here’s where you’ll see me taking flights of fancy with my writing, and it won’t get in the way of the story. Skip them if you want.”
Sweet Thursday came out in 1954, when I was just beginning to be published, and I’ve never forgotten that prologue.
Did I read the hooptedoodle chapters? Every word.
— Elmore Leonard