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CHAPTER ONE
It would be a soft day.
While the city slept through a mid-April night, warm air had crept northward, easing away a cold front that had belonged to March. By morning the temperature had leaped two months ahead to May. The day was mild and moist, flooded with dampness and devoid of wind. A soft day.
The Reverend Thomas Lynch rose at his usual pre-dawn hour, showered his aging pink body, and combed, with an exactness that revealed a surprising vanity, his thinning white hair. As the eastern sky changed from gravel to roses, he dressed in collar and black suit, emerged from the comfort of the rectory, entered the church proper and knelt before the altar to pray and to wonder.
His morning prayers never varied. But in recent months he remained kneeling after his prayers, the fingers of his right hand clasping the bridge of his nose, seeking understanding and guidance for himself and for the future of St. Eugene’s Roman Catholic Church.
The parish of St. Eugene’s was the smallest in the greater Boston area. The church and rectory, established over a century earlier, had been created when both the power of God and the enduring energy of the Boston Irish were considered equally infinite. Situated on a rise amid a quiet residential section that straddled the boundary between Jamaica Plain and Forest Hills, the church commanded a dramatic view east towards Franklin Park and beyond Dorchester to the Atlantic.
Its architect, a gifted yet practical man, had made the most of both the location and the limited funds assigned by the archdiocese for the construction of St. Eugene’s. He used rough, red granite following lines that advanced and retreated from the viewer’s eye, moulding the structure to follow the hill’s crest. Heavy timbers, among the last harvested from Massachusetts’ dwindling forests in the nineteenth century, were exposed here and there to define the building’s lines and add to its humble, stolid appearance.
The steeple’s impressive height had been decreed not by the architect nor for the greater glory of God but to satisfy the dictates of the bishop, who had been appalled when shown the low lines of the building and who insisted that the cross sail far above other churches in the area.
Through the turn of the century and two world wars St. Eugene’s survived, if not thrived, on the support of Boston’s smallest Catholic congregation. But eventually the solid middle-class Irish and scattering of Italian families began either moving west towards Tudor Brookline, thereby gaining a notch or two in achievement, or drifting north to Revere and Chelsea, losing degrees of respectability and faith in the process.
The parish of St. Eugene’s was dying. Reverend Lynch realized it each time he completed his matins and remained in the quiet light of dawn, kneeling before the carved oak presence of the Virgin. Already the church basement was being leased on a daily basis to a private daycare centre. Years before, the parish itself would have provided the service and absorbed the cost; now it desperately needed the centre as a source of income.
There had been enquiries, subtle to be sure but as plain in their meaning as the first frost of winter, about Thomas Lynch’s reaction to the idea of giving up his church duties to perform hospice work on behalf of the archdiocese. And a black Baptist congregation over on Washington Street was clearly interested in acquiring the church structure (smiling and bracketing their words with “you understand” and “of course”) if it should ever become available.
There should be hospice care for dying churches, too, Reverend Lynch brooded as he rose and crossed himself. The parish support had shrunk dramatically in recent years. Some Sundays, Thomas Lynch mused, he could have taken the entire congregation for a ride in the bishop’s limousine.
He walked to the altar, kissed the crucifix, lit a candle and checked his watch. In another hour Mrs. Kelley would arrive to brew his tea, perform her maid’s chores in the rectory, and grumble about her grandchildren. He would nod and smile and make soothing noises, then give her his blessing and watch as she left with new strength in her spirit if not in her arthritic hands.
I will be the last of my faith to command a flock within this building, he pondered as he genuflected and turned from the altar. He was surprised that the idea neither shocked nor saddened him. For all of his faith, Thomas Lynch considered himself a realist. Life, he often said to console a dying parishioner, is a matter of letting go. We let go of the womb, of the shelter of our parents, of our children and eventually of this life, to be gathered again in heaven.
Thomas Lynch was prepared to let go, as God determined for him.
Something scurried away on tiny feet in the darkness as Reverend Lynch walked down the aisle to the heavy church door. Poor as church mice, the priest reflected. It was a phrase no one seemed to use anymore. “Perhaps they could say ‘Poor as St. Gene’s,’” he muttered to himself. He would speak to the woman who operated the daycare centre, reminding her that no food was to be left anywhere in the church. It just drew the mice, he knew. And he wouldn’t set traps. The mice did little damage—a smile played on his face, then dissolved away—although once, Mrs. Hennessy threw Palm Sunday ceremonies into a tither when a mouse ran across her new pumps from Filene’s. Poor Mrs. Hennessy. That was the thought that scattered his smile. He crossed himself in her memory. Poor Mrs. Hennessy.
He pulled aside the iron latch on the inside of the heavy oak doors.
That’s what you do. You deny them food and they’ll leave. Go elsewhere. Perhaps down the hill to the Presbyterian church where they can afford mice. He smiled quickly again, this time at the impishness of his thought.
The door swung open, admitting the veiled sunlight of the early April morning. Birds sang in trees that wore a dusting of green. Daffodils, planted years ago around the building’s foundation and ignored since, were already beyond their prime and growing brown and limp. A cat, surprised in the middle of stalking squirrels on the lawn, froze on the spot and watched the priest with wide, shining eyes. Coming up the hill towards the church, a young man was strolling, an athletic bag in hand, heading perhaps for an early season tennis match. From somewhere he heard a car door slam, and a starter motor begin whining.
There was no catechism to support it, no Biblical teachings he could recall on the subject, but deep within, Reverend Thomas Lynch believed that early risers carried an extra measure of morality. There is a cleansing from the early morning sun that fades by noon, he was convinced. Laggards sleep late. The devil moves in darkness. And angels congregate in dawn’s light.
He walked back to the altar, arranging the thin slate of day’s events in his mind as he went. A chat with Mr. Mullet about clearing the eavestroughs. Setting the landscaping budget. A visit this afternoon to City Hospital to visit poor Patrick O’Hara, dying from kidney failure.
He genuflected at the altar once again. And how many more springs do I have to hold onto my field and my flock? he asked the sad-eyed Mary in silence. Not many, came the reply from within him. As your flock has let go of you and of life, surely you must let go of. . . . 
A metallic clatter sounded behind him. He turned from the altar to see a slight figure silhouetted in the open doorway, carrying something heavy at its side.
Reverend Lynch brought his hands together in front of his chest and nodded.
“Good morning!” he called aloud. He raised one hand, shielding his eyes to discern some detail in the person standing in the brilliant light of his church doorway. “Welcome to St. Eugene’s,” he added as the figure remained frozen against the rising sun. Thomas Lynch could see only the head moving, turning slowly from side to side and surveying the church interior as though deciding if it was safe to enter.
Thomas Lynch frowned. It’s someone who needs help, he decided. He glanced quickly towards the old, unused confessional booth. Perhaps they’ll feel more comfortable in there, he anticipated. There is a comfort in speaking to someone you can call Father, safe in the darkness of a space that in its time has heard every sin imaginable.
He lowered his hand and walked down the aisle, beaming his broadest Irish smile. “My name is Thomas Lynch. And yours?”
Thunder echoed through the church as the heavy Gothic door slammed shut. The priest’s eyes, having narrowed against the flood of sunshine through the open door, were blinded in the sudden darkness. He stopped halfway down the aisle and reached one hand out to touch a pew.
“Perhaps you just want to rest here awhile,” he said to the figure, now a crouching shadow among shadows.
He heard the sound of a zipper opening. With his eyes grown accustomed to the darkness once again, he could see the figure reaching into a large athletic bag. It’s the tennis player, he recognized. The young fair-haired boy I just saw ascending the hill. He remembered the faded yellow T-shirt, the baggy track pants, the worn sneakers.
But why on earth does he want his tennis racket out, here in the church? the priest wondered as the young man withdrew a dark, tubular device from the bag.
“Look, if I can help you. . . .” Thomas Lynch said, stepping closer to the silent visitor, a hint of annoyance in his voice.
The young man was standing straight now, the instrument in his hands pointing at the priest. At the end of it a large round black hole could be discerned, obscene and foul.
“My God,” the priest whispered, and the church interior was lit in an explosion of iron hail.
In his final moments of consciousness Thomas Lynch lay on his back, his head against the side of the pew, listening to soft liquid sounds from somewhere near the front of his vestments. His eyes were fixed on the peak of St. Eugene’s interior, where last winter’s snows had leaked through the caulking to stain the precious old oak. It must be repaired, he told himself sternly. Otherwise it will rot, and poor St. Gene’s will tumble down. He felt his breathing grow more shallow and tried valiantly to whisper a final Hail Mary.
Among the last perceptions of a long life devoted to Church, country and congregation, the priest heard someone sobbing. I must not cry, he told himself, I cannot prepare myself for God by crying.
But as darkness gathered behind his eyes, he realized the source of the sobs, and in his final moments he felt compassion for the young man, who was returning the gun to the zippered bag, who cried in agony for the blood he had spilled within a house of God.





CHAPTER TWO
Lieutenant Joseph Peter McGuire, Boston Police Department, Homicide Division, sat huddled over his second cup of coffee and third vanilla-iced donut, staring at the early morning commuters rushing by on Boylston Street.
What the hell have they got on their minds to make them look so worried? he asked himself. They’ll spend the day pushing papers from one stack into another stack or sitting in meetings trying to look as if they know what’s going on or making conversation with people they’d either like to kill or fuck. He frowned and finished his coffee. Sounds like an easy way to make a living to me.
The commuters who entered the donut shop were unaware that the slim man in the grey sports jacket shared the highest homicide conviction rate in the history of the Boston Police Department. The slight bulge at his waist, tracing the shape of a .32 revolver in its leather holster, escaped their glance. The gun, an ugly snub-nosed pistol, had been drawn only once in McGuire’s more than twenty years as a cop, used with deadly precision to stop an enraged youth behind a warehouse off Commercial Street. One bullet had entered the boy’s cheek and shattered within the cortex of his brain. There were times when McGuire would close his eyes and see the surprised look on the boy’s face, with the small entrance hole just beneath his eye, and a familiar feeling of nausea would sweep over him.
Women, young and middle-aged, gave McGuire more than a passing glance while they waited for their coffee and pastries. Their attraction to him was based on no Hollywood-handsome features, but on the intriguing combination that genetics and time had produced, especially in the shape and expression of McGuire’s eyes and mouth.
It was, to some, a cruel mouth, one that rarely nurtured a smile. Above it his expressive brown eyes, framed in soft wrinkles at their corners, looked at once weary and resigned, like a defeated child. Men found this combination of cruelty and sensitivity vaguely disconcerting; women found it mysteriously attractive. McGuire added to the intrigue by remaining unaware of its effect.
At forty-six, with two marriages and twenty years of homicide work behind him, Joe McGuire was ready to coast home. But “home,” he knew, was an early pension, time on his hands, and nothing to do except sit in bars and feel his liver deteriorate.
This April day would be McGuire’s first without his partner Ollie Schantz to provide a perceptive eye at murder scenes and a sly comment at headquarters. Ollie had taken the earliest opportunity to retire. While I’m sitting here gnawing doughnuts, McGuire realized with a smile, he’s snoring his ass off over in Quincy. I should call him right now, ask him how to fill out the back of that Goddamn statistical report Kavander always bitches about. Listen to him curse me for hauling him out of bed.
He tossed two dollars on the counter and edged his way past the commuters into the day.
The problem is, McGuire admitted as he walked towards Berkeley Street, now I’m the guy with responsibility, the senior on the team. When things go wrong, Kavander will stare at me while he chews both of us out. Last week, he would be staring at Ollie, who would make clucking noises and nod his head. Later, when McGuire would ask him how he managed to stay so calm, Ollie would say “How can you let yourself get upset by somebody who can’t find his own ass without written directions?”
I won’t be that calm, McGuire thought, I couldn’t be. But if I’m not, I may not last the week.
He entered the grey fortress on Berkeley Street that was Boston Police Headquarters, nodded at officers and detectives he knew, climbed two flights of marble stairs to homicide division and turned into the third cubicle on the right. Lieutenant Bernie Lipson, McGuire’s new partner, was placing a photograph of himself with a woman wearing horn-rimmed glasses, and smaller pictures of three dark-haired boys, on the narrow window ledge. Two feet beyond the window, through dusty glass, was the rough brick wall of the warehouse next door.
“Morning, Joe,” Lipson smiled as he saw McGuire standing in the doorway. “Just kind of making myself at home.” He waved his arm at the photographs. “The family. Janice, Michael, Bernie Junior and Norman.”
Ten years younger than McGuire, the chubby face of Bernie Lipson looked out at the world from under a crop of thick curly hair and wore a constantly surprised expression. At parties he was popular for his ability to mimic almost everyone of authority within the department. Among the staff at headquarters he was acknowledged as being “a good cop,” which to a Boston police officer is like saying Chivas Regal is “good booze.”
“You got yourself all settled?” McGuire asked from the doorway. A cardboard box sat on Ollie Schantz’s battered metal desk, now recruited by Lipson. Worn files, more pictures, a carved wooden letter opener, and two chipped coffee mugs were still inside the box, waiting to be assigned a location.
“Memorabilia,” Lipson smiled and shrugged when he saw McGuire studying the contents. “You know, things the kids give me. They think I work in a big office with a carpet, secretary. So I let ’em.”
“What’s all this crap?”
The voice, deep and gravelly, barked from immediately behind McGuire’s left ear. He turned to see Captain Jack Kavander holding a small slip of white paper and frowning at Lipson. McGuire smiled at the round face, close-cropped grey hair and severely broken nose of his department’s head. “Morning, Captain,” he said with exaggerated sweetness. “It’s romper-room time.”
“Just some memorabilia,” Lipson repeated lamely. He was looking for a place to set a white ceramic mug. Bold red letters on the side of the mug shouted WORLD’S GREATEST DAD.
“Well, you can rearrange all the garbage later.” Kavander thrust the piece of paper at McGuire. “Haul your asses up to St. Eugene’s church. South Street, just off Centre. Some maniac with a shotgun blew the guts out of a priest.”
“You worked with him a long time, didn’t you? Ollie, I mean.” Lipson offered McGuire a candy mint from a plastic box. McGuire waved it away and steered the grey Plymouth sharply around an illegally parked delivery truck. They were heading south on Columbus, fighting the incoming commuter traffic.
“Eight glorious years,” McGuire replied. He slammed the car’s accelerator to the floor and blasted the horn at two high-school students attempting to jaywalk. “Then Ollie has to go and snap up retirement first chance he gets. Not a day more. Pension comes due and he’s out the door like a tourist with the trots.”
Lipson sucked on his mint, gripping the dashboard as McGuire swung hard onto Centre Street. “How do you feel about working with me?” he asked.
McGuire risked a quick glance at the other man. “It’s okay.” He looked back to the road then over at Lipson again. “What the hell’s that mean?”
“Well, you were the best damn team in the department, you and Ollie. It’s gotta be a jolt. One week you’re working with Ollie, the next week you’re sharing your office with an overweight Jew you hardly know.” He grinned at McGuire. “So get it out. How’s it feel?”
McGuire braked hard at a stop sign, throwing both of them forward before squealing the car’s tires and pulling away. “How’s it feel working with an atheist?” he growled.
Lipson steadied himself with a hand on the dashboard again. “You like pastrami, garlic dills and latkes?”
“Love ’em.”
“We’ll get along fine. My mother, she always said there’s nothing wrong with a man who likes good kosher food.”
The two detectives worked around the body as though it wasn’t there, while the faded blue eyes of Reverend Lynch still studied the stains of his beloved oak ceiling. Other professionals summoned by sudden death added their presence and movements, all muted in quiet competence and familiarity. Photographer, medical examiner, fingerprint team, uniformed police officers, and ambulance attendants wheeling their cart into position were all in constant controlled motion. Only Thomas Lynch was still.
The medical examiner, a wheezing overweight man named Mel Doitch, approached McGuire and Lipson as they stood taking notes. He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand. “What do you need?” he asked.
Doitch was generally uncommunicative, a man respected, if not socially embraced, by other members of the homicide division. “Shows what happens when you spend too much time around dead people,” Ollie Schantz had said once about Mel Doitch. “You start repeating the things they say.”
“How long you figure he’s been dead?” McGuire asked. 
“Not long. Hour, hour and a half at the most.” Doitch raised his heavy Slavic face to look around the church interior as he spoke. “Less than two hours anyway. By the looks of all the blood that pumped out of him, he didn’t go right away. Lived a few minutes.” He glanced back at McGuire. “If that matters.”
McGuire nodded, and Doitch gestured to the ambulance attendants to remove the body.
“Can’t tell right away,” Doitch added, snapping his small black leather bag closed, “but I’m betting the shotgun was sawed-off.”
“What makes you think so?” It was Lipson, glancing up from his notepad.
“Pellets go deep, so he was hit at fairly close range. I’d say no more than ten feet. But the pattern isn’t tight. Spread all over. Some in the neck, some in the thighs. Full length barrel keeps a tighter pattern than that.” He glanced at his watch, the leather bag in his other hand. “Have a report for you about three. How’s that sound?”
McGuire said it sounded fine and stood frowning at the priest’s body as Doitch’s footsteps echoed down the aisle.
From outside the church came the noise of the crowd that had been materialized by the police lines, ambulances and the aura of tragedy, and that McGuire and Lipson had walked through to reach the church. Wide-eyed kids on bicycles. Housewives with arms folded across the front of sweaters pulled hastily over cheap cotton dresses, and with heads inclined towards each other, trading and creating gossip. Unshaven men shifting their weight and their cigarette butts from side to side.
“That doesn’t fit, does it?” McGuire said, lifting his head and looking at the stained-glass windows. The sun was beaming through them, illuminating a bearded man with a halo and purple robe. Gathered at the man’s feet were other bearded men in robes, and children with golden curls and white wings. Sheep grazed in the fields behind them.
“Fit? What doesn’t fit?” Bernie Lipson tucked his note pad back into his jacket pocket.
“The sawed-off shotgun. That’s a strong-arm piece. You don’t go after somebody you’ve got a grudge against with a sawed-off.”
“A grudge killing? That’s what you figure we’ve got?”
McGuire glanced at his partner, frowning deeper. “Why else would somebody kill a harmless old priest? But that’s the point. You get pissed at somebody, you grab the nearest thing to kill him with, then you go and do it. Why a sawed-off?”
Lipson shrugged. “Why a priest?”
McGuire ignored the question. He lifted his head and called out, “Who was the first investigating officer here?”
A black uniformed cop separated himself from the group of police officers gathered near the front door and strode quickly down the aisle. “I was, Lieutenant,” he said as he approached McGuire. “Dave Baxter, out of the tenth precinct.” He reached into the breast pocket of his tunic and withdrew a wire-bound notebook. McGuire immediately assessed him as a good cop. “You want my notes now?”
McGuire shook his head. “I’ll get them later. How’d you get in here when you arrived?”
“Through the front.” The cop tilted his head in the direction of the Gothic wooden doors.
“They were unlocked?”
Baxter said they were. Closed, but unlocked, with no sign of forced entry. “And the back door was locked. With a dead bolt you can’t release without a key.”
“Did you do a sweep of the area?” McGuire demanded. 
“For suspects, Lieutenant?”
“For anything.”
“No, sir. I did a cursory check of the immediate interior for any unauthorized individuals. Then I called headquarters and tried to keep Mrs. Kelley calm.”
“Who’s she?”
“The lady who found the body.” He nodded in the direction of a door in an alcove near the altar. “She’s there, in the priest’s office.” He elevated his eyebrows. “Practically a basket case. The doctor who was here, the medical examiner, he gave her a shot to calm her down.”
Bernie Lipson asked, “Anything disturbed when you got here? Did it look like anything was 
taken?”
The officer shook his head. “It was weird, but, you know, I couldn’t see where anything was disturbed.”
“What do you mean, weird?” McGuire demanded.
“Well, spooky, kind of.” He shifted his weight and shrugged. “When I got here, I figured it’s some kind of joke. There’s nobody around except a paper boy riding by on his bicycle. Then I walk in the church, and all I hear is screaming and wailing, and this woman is running around the church, kind of bouncing off walls and crying and pounding things. And there’s the priest, with his insides all blown apart, in the middle of the aisle. And everything else is quiet, you know?” He grimaced and shrugged again. “Weird.”
“Get two of your buddies and check the interior for anything. Send two more to scout the perimeter of the church, right down to the sidewalk. You find something, don’t touch it. Just come and get us.” He jerked his thumb at the oak door near the altar. “We’ll be in there, talking to the woman who found him.”
Whatever Doitch had given Mrs. Kelley, McGuire decided when he saw her, it hadn’t been enough.
The woman, in her mid-fifties, was lying on a leather couch in the priest’s small office, weeping hysterically, her hands fluttering in the air above her head like frantic birds. Another woman, about the same age, was sitting on the edge of the couch beside her, wiping her brow with a damp cloth and making soothing noises.
The other woman introduced herself as Mrs. Drainie, a neighbour. “She’s been like this for an hour,” she said, standing and stepping aside as the detectives approached. “Poor woman.” She crossed herself and lowered her head. “Poor Father Lynch.” Looking back and forth between the two men, she asked, “Would you be wanting me to leave?”
McGuire told her no, he’d rather she stayed, and she nodded and stood against a wall.
“Mrs. Kelley,” McGuire said softly, kneeling to look directly at the woman. “I’m Lieutenant McGuire and this is my partner, Lieutenant Lipson. We’re with the homicide squad. Can we ask you a few questions?”
The woman turned to McGuire, and he was struck by the agony on her face. He had seen people in pain before, people who were suffering terribly and dying and knew it. Mrs. Kelley wore the same expression, her face contorted in torture, and it seemed to fall apart as she spoke.
“Who would do it?” she wailed. “Who would kill that man, that perfectly good man?” She reached a fluttering hand towards McGuire and seized the sleeve of his jacket. “He was a saint. He was, sweet and unselfish and . . .” She withdrew her hand quickly from McGuire and reached without looking for a string of prayer beads lying beside her on the couch. Clutching them tightly, she turned her face away and began mumbling, her fingers shifting the beads in spastic motion.
“Was there anyone here when you found him?” McGuire asked gently. “Did you see anybody in the church or outside, hanging around the grounds?”
She shook her head.
Over the next ten minutes, with both McGuire and Lipson taking turns with their questions, the detectives assembled Mrs. Kelley’s story.
She had been Thomas Lynch’s housekeeper for almost ten years. Each morning, at precisely seven-thirty, she would arrive at the back door of the church and let herself in with her key. She would enter the rectory, prepare orange juice, toast and tea and carry it in to Reverend Lynch’s small office, where they were now. Twice a week she would change the sheets on his bed, put clean towels in the bathroom and take his dirty laundry to her home two blocks away. On alternate days she would dust his living quarters, then make his lunch—“Soup and sandwich and tea . . . I would leave the soup on the stove for him to heat . . . he had simple needs, there was nothing demanding about the poor father. . . .”—and be home by mid-morning. For all of this she was paid the same amount as when she had begun, twenty dollars each week. “Oh, but I would have done it for nothing, for the father, for the pleasure of being of service to such an angel, such a good, good man of the faith.”
On this day she had brought breakfast to his office. It was unusual but not surprising to find the office empty, so she had left the meal on his desk. It was there, untouched, when she returned after tidying his bathroom and replacing the towels. She entered the church to call him.
“When I first saw him, I thought the poor father had fallen and struck his head on a pew,” she whimpered. “So I ran to him, ran right up to the poor man, and I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw his . . . his. . . .” She covered her mouth with her hand, and Mrs. Drainie moved quickly to wipe her forehead with the damp cloth.
McGuire turned to his partner, his eyebrows raised. Lipson nodded in agreement, and they stood up, thanked the women, and left.
“What’d you find?” Lipson asked Officer Baxter as they re-entered the church.
Baxter shook his head. “Nothing,” he replied. “Place is clean as a whistle except for a little mouse shit along the walls. Looking for anything special?”
McGuire nodded. “A spent shell, I’d hoped. How about the squad outside?”
Baxter replied that he hadn’t heard anything from them, but he would go and check.
“They probably scooped it off the floor, the empty shell,” Lipson suggested.
“Or left it in the gun.” McGuire was returning his notebook to his pocket.
“Either way, what’s it tell us?”
“Think about it. You’re used to handling a shotgun, you’re in a mad rage at a priest about something, you walk into his church and fire the gun at close range into his gut. If you’re familiar with using a shotgun, what’s the first thing you do? Instinctively?”
Lipson nodded in understanding. “Pump it. If it’s a repeater.”
“Even if it’s a single shot, you pop the Goddamn shell. But you don’t kill the guy in a rage then scoop up the shell and take off with it. People mad enough to kill a priest in his own church don’t get that rational.”
“So what’re you saying?”
“That it’s a professional job, somebody cool enough to walk off with evidence. Or . . .”
“Or what?”
“Or somebody who isn’t used to a shotgun maybe. Just left with the shell still in the chamber.”
“Lieutenant McGuire?” Baxter was back, standing at McGuire’s elbow. “The squad outside reports nothing found. And there’s a Reverend Deeley here. Says the archdiocese sent him over. Wants to talk to you.”
McGuire looked up as the door opened, flooding the church with morning sunshine and crowd noises. A priest was edging his way past the cops at the door; one of them gestured at the two detectives.
“Still doesn’t tell us a lot. About the shell I mean,” Lipson muttered, watching the priest approach.
“It tells us we’re probably not looking for some juiced-up neighbour who has a repeating shotgun he’s used before,” McGuire answered. He paused to watch the reaction of the priest, who was staring in horror at the dark stain in the carpeting where Reverend Lynch’s body position had been outlined in chalk. “Hell, maybe you’re right, Bernie. Maybe it isn’t worth much.”
“Is this where Reverend Lynch died?” It was the priest, looking at each of the detectives in turn, a painful expression on his face, his mouth slightly open in horror.
McGuire nodded and stepped aside as the man dropped to one knee beside the outline, crossed himself and bowed his head.
“Joe? Bernie?” A round-faced man with rimless glasses motioned McGuire to join him at the end of one of the pews. “Got a minute?” The two detectives left the priest as he prayed. They walked between the pews to join the man, who was carefully folding clear strips of plastic into a binder.
“You get anything, Norm?” McGuire asked the man as they approached. Norm Cooper was a fingerprint specialist, called The Wizard by members of the Boston police force. In one celebrated kidnapping and murder investigation Cooper had managed to locate a partial fingerprint, barely a quarter of an inch wide, on a brass window fixture. The positive identification led to a successful conviction—of the victim’s own stepfather. “Norm Cooper could pull week-old prints off a whore’s ass,” Ollie Schantz observed once, and no one had disagreed.
“Couple of partials on the inside doorknob look fresh,” Cooper was saying as he packed his paraphernalia into a small aluminum case. “I’ll have to compare them with the victim’s. Go down later and take them, see if we have anything.”
“The outside of the doorknob, how about it?” Lipson asked.
“Not a hope,” Cooper said, standing up. “Sorry, Bernie. It’s old cast-iron, pitted to hell. Plus the cop who investigated opened the door with it, rubbed off anything that might have been there.” He shrugged. “We’ll have to make do with what I’ve got, unless there’s some other place to dust.”
McGuire looked back over his shoulder at the kneeling priest. In his mind he measured the distance to the front door and subtracted ten feet. “I don’t think so, Norm,” he said. “Everything points to the killer opening the door, walking about eight feet into church, then turning around and leaving.” He looked back at Cooper. “Show us whatever you got from the inside knob that’s not the victim’s, okay?”
When they returned to the centre aisle of the church, Deeley was standing again. McGuire approached, his hand outstretched. He introduced himself and Lipson to the priest, who explained he had been sent over by the diocese to offer any help the department might need.
“You have no idea how upsetting this is to the people over on Commonwealth,” he said as he shook Bernie Lipson’s hand. “I mean, aside from the absolute horror of what happened here. Father Lynch . . . Reverend Lynch was a wonderful man, well-loved, well-respected by everyone, even some of the people at the diocese who are not very easy to please.” He shook his head and stared at his shoes, black and finely polished. “This makes no sense, absolutely no sense at all.” He looked up at McGuire and Lipson. “What can I do to help you find the madman who did this?”
“You know Mrs. Kelley, the housekeeper?” McGuire asked.
“Yes, I do,” Deeley replied. “Is she here?”
“She found the body. She can use some help from somebody like you right now.” McGuire jerked his thumb at the door alongside the altar. “She’s in there.” He touched Deeley’s shoulder as the priest began heading towards the office area. “We have to talk to neighbours, find out if anybody heard or saw anything. Can you see us down at headquarters later today? Sometime around two, three o’clock?”
The priest said he would be there at three sharp. McGuire watched him go, then turned and started walking to the front door. “Come on, Bernie,” he said over his shoulder. “Let’s find out who was up with the birds this morning.”





CHAPTER THREE
“Go over it again, Bernie.”
McGuire, his feet on the desk, crumpled the coffee cup and tossed it at the far corner of their cubicle. It struck the side of a filing cabinet and bounced against the wall, then dropped neatly into the wastebasket.
“How high did they draft you?” Lipson asked. “The Celtics?” He looked up to see McGuire watching him patiently. Shifting his bulk in the chair, Lipson arranged the three pages of notes in front of him and began reading from the paper in a monotone.
“Victim—Reverend Thomas Henry Lynch. Age—sixty-three. Height—five foot ten. Weight—one hundred and seventy-three pounds. Residence—St. Eugene’s Parish Church, 2134 Roanoke Street. Cause of death—massive hemorrhaging and trauma due to firearm wound, lower abdomen. Estimated time of death—6:30 a.m.”
He looked up at McGuire, who was staring through the window at the brick wall next door. “You want me to skip the technical stuff from Doitch?” he asked. McGuire closed his eyes and nodded his head.
“Suspected weapon—twelve-gauge shotgun, unknown make, possibly with shortened barrel. Witnesses—none. Characteristics of victim—born, Framingham, Massachusetts. Educated, P.S. 12 Framingham, Our Lady of Lourdes High School, Boston College, St. John’s Seminary. Military service, 1943–1945, 36th Army Division, Italian campaign. Awarded Bronze Star, Purple Heart, several battlefield commendations. Served as Army Chaplain, Korea, 1952. Appointed to St. Eugene’s, 1956.
“Nearest living relative—Mrs. Kathleen McGrath, 1389 Fifteenth Street, Moline, Illinois. No criminal record, no known enemies, no rational motive for attack.” He looked across the desks at his partner. “Hell, Joe. Maybe somebody shot him for wearing his halo crooked.”
McGuire allowed himself a small smile, and Lipson turned back to the notes in front of him. “Witnesses—none. No neighbours who recall unusual occurrence during period crime was committed. Five residents of immediate area claim to have heard one single loud noise from direction of church at approximately 6:30 a.m. Three of them assumed sound was backfiring car. One exited house, looked towards church, saw nothing unusual. One refused to become involved, returned to bed until 7:00 a.m.”
“Excuse me?”
Lipson and McGuire both looked up to see Reverend Deeley in the doorway. He had exchanged his severe black suit for a stylish blue jacket and grey slacks, worn with the same black bib and white collar.
“They told me I’d find you here,” Deeley continued, “but if you’re busy . . .”
“Just reviewing the facts so far,” McGuire said, standing up and offering his hand to the priest. Lipson pulled a chair away from the wall and pushed it towards Deeley. “Sit down, please. Get you a coffee?”
Over bad coffee from plastic cups the two detectives revealed what they had gathered about the death of Reverend Thomas Lynch. Which, McGuire admitted, wasn’t enough to issue a parking ticket.
“Look, Father—” McGuire began.
“We’re not usually called fathers anymore,” Deeley smiled. “Kevin’s fine, Lieutenant.”
McGuire shrugged and studied the priest. Kevin Deeley, in McGuire’s eye, had been blessed with more than his share of attractive qualities. In his early thirties, he was tall with a slim, athletic build. His blond hair was already thinning, but McGuire could imagine women’s knees growing weak when those clear blue eyes swept their way. Along with his good looks the priest had an aristocratic carriage few men acquired except through selective breeding or intensive training. Deeley appeared to be a natural leader, someone to seek out or follow into battle in time of trouble.
He’d break a hell of a lot of hearts in the bars on Newbury Street, McGuire thought. What makes a guy take an oath of celibacy when he could be fighting off the girls with a hockey stick?
Yet McGuire resented something about the priest. It may have been Deeley’s patrician bearing—the natural animosity of one leader towards another—or perhaps simple jealousy. Whatever it was, McGuire was not pleased with the priest’s presence.
McGuire pulled his chair closer and rested his elbows on his knees. “We’re missing something here about your Reverend Lynch,” he said in a low voice.
Deeley blinked. “I’m not sure I understand.”
“What I mean is, people don’t walk into a church at dawn with a sawed-off shotgun and blow somebody apart without a reason. And then disappear like a ghost again. It’s not normal psychotic behaviour.”
The priest sat erect and stared out the dusty cubicle window as he spoke. “I didn’t know psychotic behaviour was normal.”
McGuire stood up and walked to his desk, where he sat on the corner facing the priest again. “Look, I’ve seen my share of killings by nuts over the years. Trust me. They get a big enough pain to blow somebody away, they want the world to know it. Remember last year? Guy took an axe to a grandmother sitting on her porch, over in Roxbury? He went around telling everybody he’d just killed a witch, wanted to be made mayor of Salem? That’s normal psychotic behaviour. Losing all sense of reality.”
“What are you saying, Lieutenant McGuire?” The priest was watching the detective intently, with a faint expression of distaste.
“I’m saying there has to be a reason somebody killed Thomas Lynch. I’m saying he had to do something to be ambushed and assassinated in his own church.” McGuire spread his hands. “That’s all.”
Before Deeley could reply, Bernie Lipson spoke in a low, soothing voice, a sharp contrast to McGuire’s harsh delivery. “We’re really just looking for a motive here, Reverend Deeley. See, what Joe is saying is, this doesn’t fit the pattern of a motiveless crime.”
It was Deeley’s turn to stand up, and he stood by the window, looking out at the misty day as he spoke. “There was no reason at all for Reverend Thomas Lynch to die.” He bit off the words, one by one, and his fair complexion grew red. “I know of no other man anywhere, in or out of the Church, who was more widely loved and respected as a gentleman than Thomas Lynch.”
McGuire began to speak, but Deeley raised his voice, effectively cutting him off.
“I don’t know very much about detective work, but I do know a little about psychotic behaviour,” he said, looking from McGuire to Lipson and back again. “I understand completely what you’re saying. And I’m telling you that if any motive exists for this outrageous act, it’s in the mind of whoever pulled the trigger. Not in the past of Reverend Lynch.”
“Hey, Father,” Lipson said smiling. “Easy now. We appreciate you being here. I mean, we can use all the help we can get on something like this, you know? But we have to keep an open mind here.”
“Did it occur to you that perhaps all the time you spend around criminals and misfits could affect your view of humanity?” Deeley asked. “God knows there’s evil in the world. But I suggest you should look for it in more traditional places instead of in the past of a gentle, hard-working and well-loved priest.”
“It doesn’t have to be a past you’re even aware of,” McGuire replied. He was becoming angry at Deeley’s self-righteous attitude. McGuire knew little about the Catholic church, and Deeley knew even less about detective work. “It might have been something that happened yesterday, last week, anytime.” He spread his arms, a gesture of conciliation. “Everybody does something to piss off somebody in their life. Me, I do it every day. Maybe Lynch gave somebody hell about walking on the grass or told the wrong guy to say too many Hail Marys, I don’t know.” He dropped his hands onto his thighs with a slap. “That’s what we’re looking for.”
Deeley gestured at McGuire as he spoke. “Maybe you piss off people every day as you claim,” he said. “But Reverend Lynch did not. Reverend Lynch wasn’t in the habit of upsetting people. He did all he could to comfort them.”
McGuire scooped a pencil from his desk, glared silently out the window and snapped the pencil in two.
The priest walked to the door, where he paused and turned back to face McGuire and Lipson. “I’m telling you, there was nothing in this past that could cause anyone to do this as a personal attack. And if that’s the route you’re taking in solving his murder, I don’t put much faith in your chances of success.” He turned to leave.
“Reverend Deeley.” Lipson called.
Deeley looked back, avoiding McGuire’s eyes.
“How about Mrs. Kelley?” Lipson asked. “You were with her. She’s back home isn’t she?”
The priest nodded. “The doctor gave her a heavy sedative. Said she’ll probably sleep through the night. I think it would be better if you avoided talking to her in the morning.”
“You do lots of detective work, do you?” McGuire spat out, tossing the pencil pieces back on his desk. The anger welled in his face, and his chin tightened, driving the corners of his mouth down. He resented the priest’s suggestion that they wait before questioning the woman.
“You save any souls?” Deeley fired back.
“Fuck you,” McGuire replied, and Lipson stepped between them, his hands raised, saying, “Hey, come on you guys,” while Deeley pursed his lips and his face grew crimson with anger. Then the priest turned on his heel and left.
“He might have been a big help to us, the priest,” Lipson said when McGuire had slumped back into his chair. “Guy like that—”
“Get one thing straight, Lipson.” McGuire jabbed the air in front of him. “I’m the senior guy on this team. I’ll call the shots just like Ollie Schantz did with me for eight years. You got that?”
Lipson watched him without expression. Then he asked, “You want another guy to work with, Joe? I can go back on the desk, no problem.”
McGuire stared at the cluttered surface of his desk, then shook his head abruptly. “Forget it,” he said in a calm voice. “Let’s go check the files, see if we can find any shotgun artists in the area.”
Lipson stood up, grabbed his jacket from the back of his chair and strode past his partner out the door.
Working without Ollie just might be harder than I thought, McGuire speculated to himself.
“It was the strangest thing,” Anne Murison told her husband when she arrived home from work at the New England Aquarium that evening. “This young guy, maybe twenty or so, came in and spent the whole day there. Didn’t even have lunch. Looked at all the fish for maybe an hour, then he found the river otter display over in the corner and stayed there the rest of the day watching them. I had to go over at five o’clock to tell him we were closing, and he looked at me and said ‘They really love each other, don’t they?’ Meaning the otters. Because they spend all day cleaning each other and swimming on their backs with their paws together. So I told him he should have seen them last week when George went in to clean their pond and got too close, and one of them bit him on the hand. Took six stitches to close it. And he smiled! He’d looked so sad all day until I told him the otters could be vicious, and that’s when he smiled! Weird.”
Her husband said that was interesting, and he sure as hell didn’t feel like warming up the macaroni from last night, so leave your coat on and we’ll go out for burgers and a beer, okay? Which was fine with Anne, who didn’t feel like cooking anything, not even heating the macaroni.
She said nothing about the heavy athletic bag the young man had been carrying. Not even the way it clanked metallically when he bumped it against the turnstile as he left. But who knew what people carried in those bags with names of running shoes on the side anyway?





CHAPTER FOUR
McGuire stood at his apartment window staring across Van Ness at the lights of Fenway Park burning white in the darkness. He was thinking of Ollie Schantz, retired homicide detective. And of Thomas Lynch, dead Catholic priest. He avoided thinking of Joseph Peter McGuire, middle-aged member of the Boston Police Department and the remaining half of the most effective homicide team in the department’s history.
“Well, you’re no longer a cop,” somebody had said to Ollie Schantz at his retirement party.
“Garbage,” Ollie had replied. “After thirty-five years you never stop being a cop. When I’m old and blind and senile, sitting on some Goddamn porch in the Berkshires, I’ll still be a cop. Listening to people talk. Thinking about motives. Suspecting everybody new. Memorizing voices. You think you can turn it off just because you retire? You can’t. I sure as hell won’t.”
McGuire turned from the glare of the lights at Fenway and raised the volume on the FM radio tuned to a Cambridge jazz station. He loved the jazz of his youth, the improvised music that had flowered just when the world began to accept rock and roll. In high school he had played trumpet and considered a career in music, a life of one-night stands in smoky nightclubs, leaning against the piano and sipping Scotch, waiting for his turn to solo. But he had chosen security. Or at least as much security as a big-city cop could enjoy. Somewhere in the apartment, which he had furnished ten years earlier from a Sears catalogue, were hundreds of jazz records waiting to be played. He hadn’t heard most of them in years, but it never occurred to him to sell or trade them.
Who was that playing now? Desmond? Yeah, Paul Desmond. He’s dead, McGuire told himself without emotion. He shook some instant coffee into a mug, ran hot water from the faucet until it was steaming, and filled the cup. One thing about being a musician, you make records, and years after you’re gone people can still hear you play. He turned the volume up another notch, and the sound of Desmond’s alto saxophone soared higher and stronger than before. “Not like a cop,” he said, collapsing in the chair. A cop dies, they have a round of beers for him downtown, and years later maybe somebody comes across his name in an old file. “Look at this son of a bitch,” they say. “What a lousy writer.” Or they think, “I must be getting old. I can remember them talking about this old bastard around here.” And that’s it.
Musicians have it better, McGuire decided. He leaned back and sipped the coffee. For one thing, you don’t start your day off by looking at somebody’s guts spilled on a church floor.
He was thinking of Ollie Schantz again.
“Somebody said there are only seven basic plots in fiction,” Schantz had told McGuire soon after they became a team. “Actually, my wife told me that. Me, I never read books.” Ollie’s wife had taught English in high school for several years. “Seven basic plots,” Ollie had repeated. “That’s interesting, because I figure there are only seven basic reasons to commit murder, too. You’ve got jealousy, you’ve got revenge, you’ve got escaping arrest or custody.
Then you got your greed, your self-defence and your sexual reasons. Last of all you’ve got your psychotics. You figure out which slot to put your murder into, the one you’re working on today, and you follow the pattern. Just get the slot, and you’ve got the pattern.
“Because all murders follow patterns, Joe. Nobody’s less imaginative than a murderer. Bam, they kill. Slam, they go. That’s it. Understand that, and our work gets easy.”
McGuire believed it. He was convinced they would discover something in Thomas Lynch’s past, something the priest had said or done, which led to his death. “We are agents of our own misfortune” was a creed McGuire clung to. He placed no belief in faith or fate. He believed only in what people did to themselves and others, acting on their own needs and their own emotions. Love. Hate. Fear.
The Desmond record finished, and a Duke Ellington tune began. McGuire drained his cup. A cheer erupted from the direction of Fenway. The Sox got a hit. Or an out. McGuire thought about the early season baseball crowd gnawing on hot dogs and huddled together in the evening chill. He thought about inviting Ralph Innes to join him at a game some evening. Or better still, one of the women at work.
He thought about the last time he had enjoyed a woman’s company for more than three evenings.
Then he clicked off the radio and went to bed.
“You got nothing, right?”
It was mid-afternoon, and Jack Kavander was leaning on the door frame of McGuire and Lipson’s cubicle. A toothpick was being worked frantically around his mouth, in and out, from side to side. After twenty years Kavander had finally stopped smoking by replacing cigarettes with various surrogates. Pencils, paper clips, peanuts, usually a toothpick.
“Old Jack’s just trading one disease for another,” Ollie Schantz had observed a few months earlier. “He gave up cigarettes because he was afraid of emphysema. Now he’s chewing so many toothpicks, he’s liable to get Dutch elm disease.”
“Am I right?” Kavander growled from the doorway. 
McGuire tossed a pencil on his desk and leaned back, his hands behind his head. “We’ve got a partial print and an approximate time,” he said, staring back at Kavander. “We’ve got a reasonable guess at the weapon, and we’re pretty sure he was using Remington shells.”
“What else?”
“The woman who found him, Mrs. Kelley,” Lipson added before McGuire could reply. “We talked to her.” He shook his head. “No help at all. Said everything was normal. Didn’t see or hear anything unusual.”
“Like I said, you’ve got fuck all.” Kavander pulled the toothpick from his mouth and gestured with it as he talked. “I’m getting flak from a lot of corners. The bishop’s upset, the mayor’s concerned. People don’t like the idea of priests getting their guts blasted in Boston.” He studied the mangled end of the toothpick before returning it to his mouth. “Give me something to feed them. Anything.”
“We’re working on two theories,” McGuire said. “One, it was a revenge killing. Something Lynch said or did, maybe in the last few days. Two, it’s a psychotic, somebody who just felt like blowing a guy away, and the priest was handy.”
“You getting any leads? Anybody calling in?”
“So far, three,” Lipson answered. He glanced at a sheet of paper on the corner of his desk. “This one guy over at City Hospital, tried to take out his own appendix with a pocketknife. Phoned up to confess, but the hospital says no way he’s been out of bed in three days. Got another guy said he killed the priest just like he killed Kennedy and shot the pope in eighty-one. He’s a regular. Give the mayor a parking ticket and this yo-yo says he’s responsible. Then we got a woman in Quincy, calls up, tells us she’s sure her neighbour did it because he’s never liked Catholics and says nasty things about them.”
“You check that one out?”
“Yeah. Turns out the guy is suing her because her mutt dug up his rhododendron last month or something. His wife and kids claim he was home in bed at the time. Went to work at eight o’clock, everything checks out normal. He’s never owned a shotgun, and now he’s going to sue the broad next door for slander as well as having an unleashed animal trashing his garden.” Lipson shrugged. “Nothing there, but we’ll keep checking it.”
The phone rang, and Lipson reached for it, saying “Here comes another one, I’ll bet.”
Kavander turned to McGuire. “Which motive do you like? Revenge or a psychotic?”
“Neither.”
“What the hell?” Kavander exploded. “You give me two motives, and then you tell me neither one fits?”
“I’m saying they’re the only two we’ve got.”
Lipson, his hand over the telephone receiver, said “Joe, it’s for you.”
McGuire dismissed him with a wave of his hand, and Lipson spoke softly to the caller.
“I don’t like revenge,” McGuire said, “because this guy Lynch sounds like he was a damned saint. And I don’t like the psychotic angle, because everything was too well planned. Ambush the priest in the morning, leave without anybody seeing a thing. He even took the empty shell with him so we couldn’t trace it. That sound like a nut case to you?”
“Joe?” It was Lipson again, the receiver still in his hand. 
“You better get that, McGuire,” Kavander said. “Could be a tip. Sounds like you could use all the help you can get.” He turned on his heel and left.
“Who the hell is it?” McGuire snapped as he swung around to look at Lipson. The other detective was cradling the receiver against his chest.
“Personal,” Lipson replied, looking uncomfortable. He waited until McGuire had seized his telephone before gently lowering the receiver and busying himself with a sheaf of reports on his desk.
“Lieutenant McGuire.”
For a few seconds McGuire heard only laboured breathing. Then a female voice, scratchy and strained, said, “Joe? It’s me. Gloria.”
McGuire frowned. “Gloria who?” he demanded impatiently.
This time the voice was stronger. “How many Glorias were you married to?”
McGuire slumped visibly in his chair and swung to face the wall away from his partner. “What the hell are you doing calling me? You’re supposed to be living in Houston with some Goddamn real estate developer. Where you calling from?”
She answered with a long sigh followed by a voice that climbed steadily in pitch until it became a weak, pain-ridden cry. “I’m at Mass General. I’ve been here a week and I’m not leaving, because I’ve got the cancer, Joe.”
“Oh, Jesus,” McGuire whispered. “Jesus, Gloria, I’m sorry.”
“Will you come and see me, Joe? Please? I’d love to see you.” She was sobbing now, her voice tight and fearful.
“Sure I will,” McGuire answered. “Maybe tonight. How’s tonight sound?”
“Oh, Joe, that would be great!” Her voice was stronger. “That would be just great. You can come anytime. They let visitors come any time on this ward. It’s ward twelve.”
“How about your husband?” McGuire’s voice was softer, deeper. “Is he with you?”
Another sigh. “He’s back in Houston. I guess. I don’t know. His lawyer handled everything. Said . . .” She began sobbing again. “Said I could have anything I wanted, money wasn’t an object. So I said . . . I said I wanted to go back to Boston to die, and they flew me up and here I am.” Her voice resumed its tragic pleading. “Joe, I’m so damned lonely and scared. You’ll come and see me, won’t you?”
It was McGuire’s turn to sigh. “Sure,” he said. “Sure I will. Tonight for sure.”
He placed the receiver gently back on its cradle. Looking up, he saw Lipson watching him intently.
“Trouble?” his partner enquired.
McGuire nodded. “I guess so. What else do you call it when an ex-wife wants you to come and help her die?”
Dead ends. Tips from little old ladies, which revealed nothing except rampant paranoia and senility among the elderly. Anonymous telephone callers, whose first few words signal a cop’s experienced ear to hang up and go back to bending paper clips and staring out the window. Brief flurries of excitement, when a connection seemed to appear, then vanished. All part of every murder investigation in a big city. And the more sensational the killing, the greater the number of tips that led only to frustration.
In the midst of making telephone calls, reviewing forensic reports and talking to acquaintances of Thomas Lynch, the memory of his ex-wife’s telephone call withdrew neatly, obediently, to the back of McGuire’s mind. Once, while listening to Lipson reciting details of a vacation trip the priest had taken the previous summer, McGuire recalled Gloria’s words, hearing them again in her shattered voice for the first time since she had called.
Trying to visualize Gloria, McGuire would picture two different people. The first was a young woman wearing shirt-waist dresses, her hair in a long dark ponytail that swung like a pendulum as she walked. He saw her dancing at a house party, laughing at his jokes on the Common, riding with him to a picnic near Lexington, looking up at him wide-eyed from a bed in a Cape Cod motel, smiling through a flurry of confetti.
The other face was an older woman’s, her hair straight and unbrushed, tears streaking her face, speaking to him in a dull voice from behind a cigarette, which remained poised near her mouth. A mouth that sagged from the pull of gravity and disillusionment.
They were two different people to McGuire. Both named Gloria. Both of them his first wife. They had both died years ago in a dingy apartment in the Back Bay before the area became fashionable again. Now the Gloria who had replaced them was in a hospital ward for terminal cases, dying her own death.
I’m responsible for the first death, McGuire admitted to himself. With all my lies and my screwing around, I killed the first Gloria, the one who smiled so easily. But not this one. This one they can hang on somebody else.
In the evening he nodded good night to Lipson, gnawed savagely at a sandwich, bought flowers from a street vendor, walked to Mass General.
The ward nurse directed him to Gloria’s room—two beds with a window facing the river. One bed was empty, neatly made and standing silent. In the other an old woman dozed, propped up on pillows, a plastic tube leading from her nose to a mechanical device that hummed with a droning indifference. Under his breath McGuire swore at the nurse for sending him to the wrong room.
A second look at the woman before he left. A closer study of the cheeks, under awkward smears of make-up. And the hair, thin and greying, tied back from a face with etched lines not even sleep could conceal.
McGuire leaned over to examine the chart at the foot of the woman’s bed. Mrs. Gloria Arnott. He shook his head and continued reading. His name was written next to hers. Address: Boston Police Department, Berkeley Street. A list of medications followed, and under Special Instructions he read, written in a neat feminine hand with a bold felt-tip pen, NDP, NH.
He recognized the code. No Doctor Purple. Forget about hitting the emergency button when she begins to go. No Heroics. Let her die.
“Hi Joe.”
McGuire looked up from her chart to see Gloria watching him. She was smiling, and the clumsy make-up appeared less grotesque. He said hello and held up the flowers for her to see. “Brought you something,” he said. “They got a vase around here?”
She raised her arms to him. “Bring them here, Joe. Please?”
He walked to the side of the bed and handed her the flowers, but she reached for him, and he bent stiffly to let her hug him.
“Thank you for coming,” she whispered, clinging to him. “You have no idea how much this means to me.”
“You look great,” he muttered as he stepped back.
She dabbed at her eyes with a corner of the sheet. “Come on,” she said shaking her head. “I look terrible, and you know it. The least you can give me is honesty.”
He pulled a steel, straight-backed chair next to the bed and sat. Crossed his legs. Folded his hands in his lap. Looked around the room.
“You look terrific, Joe. And that’s honest.” 
“What the hell happened?”
She shrugged. “I found a lump in my neck about a year ago. They operated, said they thought they got it all. Then, two months ago, I went back for a check-up. I’d put it off because I didn’t want them to find anything. But they did. All through my lungs. Spots on the X-ray everywhere. Didn’t even open me up. They said they’d try chemotherapy, but all it did was make my hair fall out, and I was throwing up twenty-four hours a day.”
Without thinking he reached across to grip her hand in sympathy, and she squeezed it in return. “What about the guy you married,” he asked. “What happened to him?”
She looked out the window to the river and bit her lip. “He couldn’t take it. He never touched me after they found the lump. Said he couldn’t stand the idea. Said he’d always had this problem with sick people. When . . . when they did the X-rays, he started disappearing for days on end, leaving me alone in Houston. About a month ago his lawyer came to see me at the house. Said he was representing Richard, and that Richard had moved into another location.”
She looked angrily at McGuire.
“I knew what it meant. It meant he was shacked up with the receptionist from his office. His lawyer said Richard had authorized him to make any settlement, to provide anything I needed as long . . . as long as I was in this condition. I hated Houston, Joe. Always did. Hot and dirty place. I never made any friends there, any real friends. The women I met through Richard’s business all stopped coming around when they heard what I had. Just stopped. I’d try to call them, and they were always going out to a club meeting or just packing for a weekend in Phoenix. So I told Richard’s lawyer, I said ‘Tell him to send me back to Boston where I can die around real people.’” She held her head up, a gesture of pride. “It took them two weeks to find me a bed here.”
McGuire remained for half an hour while they talked of his life and hers during the years after their divorce. She asked about Ollie Schantz—“I used to resent how he treated you like a son, but now I realize how nice it was of him”—and of McGuire’s second wife, a younger woman he had met and married within a few weeks of their divorce.
“She was too young, and I was too set in my ways.” McGuire shrugged. “We both started fooling around on the side, and one night we just faced it and said ‘Let’s end this Goddamn mess,’ and that was it. I hear she went to Florida, worked in a bar for a while.”
A nurse entered with a tray of capsules. Gloria thanked her and swallowed two with water while the nurse took her pulse and made a note on the chart.
“I’ll be pie-eyed in a couple of minutes with these,” she said when the nurse left. She held her arms out again. “Thanks, Joe. I know you’re probably busy and all. This really meant a lot to me.”
McGuire said he would be back to see her sometime. 
“When?” Desperation in her voice, her hand pulling nervously at the gold chain around her neck.
McGuire shrugged. “When I can.” 
“Tomorrow?”
He said he would do what he could.
“Say tomorrow, Joe. Promise me tomorrow, okay? Please?”
McGuire nodded. “I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said. “I don’t know what time. I’ve got—” He began to explain that he had a funeral to attend tomorrow, but he caught himself. “We’re in the middle of that priest murder, and, you know, Kavander’s pushing hard.”
“Kavander’s a jerk,” she said. “Always was.”
McGuire smiled. “I’ll come back tomorrow. Sometime.” 
Walking home, the air cold and damp off the river, McGuire remembered the look in Gloria’s eyes when she berated Kavander. For a moment they had been the eyes of the first Gloria, the one who had died somewhere during their twelve years of marriage and who had been replaced by the grey-haired woman in the cancer ward who was to receive no heroics.





CHAPTER FIVE
Black was everywhere against the fresh, green April grass. The only colours were in the splash of flowers heaped around the open grave and in the white and gold raiments of a balding man mumbling against the wind and sprinkling water down onto a coffin.
“The father, he had a lot of friends for a small-time priest.” Bernie Lipson stood sucking at a back tooth and scanning the mourners. “’Course, half of them are from the diocese. Right?”
McGuire nodded, watching the knot near the grave unravel as the mourners trailed their way back to the fleet of limousines parked on the roadway. Someone from the ID squad was recording licence-plate numbers. A waste of time, McGuire knew. They would trace every second car all the way back to the Vatican.
“Well, now you’ve seen pretty well the whole Boston Catholic establishment in one place,” a man’s voice said from behind them.
McGuire and Lipson turned as Kevin Deeley approached. He rested a hand on Lipson’s shoulder and nodded to both men in turn.
“How’s the investigation coming?” he asked. “Any progress? Any idea why this happened?”
Lipson glanced at McGuire, who continued watching the funeral party scatter towards their cars. “I’m afraid not, Father Deeley,” Lipson replied. “A lot of tips we’ve got, but nothing substantial.” He spread his hands. “We might just have to wait.”
“Wait?” Deeley demanded. “Wait for what?”
“You know, somebody remembers something they haven’t told us, or we spot a guy walking around with a sawed-off. A break like that, you never know where it’ll come from.”
The priest frowned and shook his head. “That’s it? That’s all you’re counting on?” He shrugged his shoulders. “That’s just luck. You’re waiting for dumb luck.”
McGuire turned to Deeley, his face livid. “You got it, Father,” he snapped. “It was Lynch’s bad luck to be around when a nutcase called. It’ll be our good luck to find the son of a bitch.”
Deeley thrust his hands in his pockets. “I didn’t know we solved violent crimes in Boston on the basis of luck,” he said in a cold fury.
“What, we got World War Three ready to start again?” Lipson interrupted. “Come on, you guys—”
“It’s hard for me to believe you people are taking this, this obscenity seriously,” Deeley said. “I should think you would be talking to the FBI, maybe Interpol. Perhaps there’s an international connection of some kind.”
“Interpol?”
McGuire snorted. “What the hell, let’s get NATO involved.”
Lipson stepped between the two men, touching each lightly on the chest. “You want a beer, Joe?” he asked his partner. “Maybe we just go somewhere for a beer. Father, you can have a beer with a couple of cops, can’t you?”
McGuire brushed his partner’s hand aside. “Hey, Father,” he snarled, advancing towards the priest. “You want to help us? Maybe you should just try praying your ass off a little more. Maybe you can talk somebody into reaching down from heaven to hand us a Goddamn suspect list carved on a stone.”
“Joe,” Lipson began, and McGuire told him to shut up, damn it.


Deeley grew calm, an expression of distaste on his face. “You have your job to do, and I have mine,” he said.
“Yeah,” McGuire spat out. “Ours is dispensing justice. Yours is dispensing wafers.” Then, dismissing the scene with a wave of his hand, he turned and walked across the grass in the direction of the cars.
“That was stupid, what I just did back there.” McGuire was wheeling the Plymouth through almost impenetrable city traffic back to Berkeley Street. “Really stupid.”
“You got a right to blow off steam,” Lipson said, steadying himself against McGuire’s driving, one hand extended to the dashboard. “So’s Deeley. He tells me, after you left, he says there wasn’t a more popular guy in the whole diocese than Lynch. So the creep who shot him, everybody wants to see us pull him in. Sooner the better. Asks me what would happen if one of our guys got it, a hard-working guy everybody liked. So I tell him, we’d have every cop from here to New York beating the bushes. ‘Well, we feel the same way,’ he says.”
McGuire grunted and turned into the parking ramp.
“Listen, Janice wants to know when you can come out for dinner,” Lipson said, changing the subject. “You know, she’d like to meet you. All the guys I work with, she wants to meet them. Says she wants to know who’s covering my ass for me. Helps her sleep better. So what do you like? Gefilte fish? Matzo soup? She makes her own corned beef, too. It’ll melt in your mouth, Janice’s corned beef . . .”
McGuire jerked the car into the first open parking space. “She make me a ham sandwich, Bernie?” He pulled the key violently out of the ignition.
Lipson watched his partner open the door and step out. “Joe, you don’t have to say that,” he said sadly. “Janice, she’s a good woman. Me, I’m just a dumb cop trying to help.”
“Help?” McGuire asked, his hand on the door handle. “What the hell’s to help?”
“You, Joe. If you need it. Everybody needs help sometime.”
“When I need it, Bernie, I’ll ask.” McGuire wrenched the door handle and leaned his weight against it. “Until then, don’t bother offering.”
“Aw, what the hell,” Lipson replied as McGuire stalked up the stairs and out onto Berkeley Street.
Gloria had prepared herself more elaborately for McGuire’s second visit. Her make-up was applied with delicacy and discretion, and she wore a colourful kerchief, which concealed her limp, thinning hair. On the table beside her, McGuire’s flowers stood proudly in a green glass vase.
They spoke in short flurries of conversation, recounting tales of former friends and relatives, until McGuire noticed the steadily growing tension behind her eyes. Finally, after he had been with her for several minutes, her arm reached out and she slapped a panel on the headboard of the bed. She lay back, breathing in short painful gasps, watching him. In seconds a nurse appeared with a shiny tray of instruments, and as McGuire remained silent, Gloria was injected with morphine to push back the wall of pain that had been about to engulf her.
“I go somewhere when I get these injections,” she said, her voice already growing thick as the nurse was leaving.
“Yeah, you go to sleep.” McGuire smiled at her.
“No, no. I mean in my head, I go somewhere. I imagine that I’m someplace, not here. Because when you’re sick like I am, it’s different when you go to sleep. See, Joe, it’s not a relief like real sleep is. It’s just an interruption of what you’re going through. . . .”
“Gloria—”
“Let me finish, Joe. Please.” She slid further under the covers, folded her hands on her chest, moved her head until it was comfortable. “And you know that you’re getting closer to the time when you’ll go to sleep and never wake up. So you know where I go?” Her eyes were closed, and she continued speaking without waiting for McGuire’s response. “Remember when I finally dragged you to Hawaii for a holiday?”
McGuire grunted. “We’d been married what? Five years?” 
“Something like that. I remember it cost us so much we had to live on hamburger for a month when we got back. Anyway . . . God, I loved it there. It was the best vacation we ever took. Didn’t you think so? Didn’t you think it was the best vacation of all?”
McGuire nodded and smiled. “It was good, Gloria,” he agreed.
“There used to be a little restaurant in Lahaina . . . right on the shore. . . . And we’d sit there and have drinks and seafood and watch . . . watch the sun go down. And I’d try to get you to dance with me. It was so pretty. I think about it a lot. When I’m drifting off. . . .” She forced her eyelids open to look at him. “Come back tomorrow, Joe? Please?”
McGuire smiled and squeezed her hand. Then he sat in the chair and watched her sleep while the light through the windows dimmed to grey.
In the same gathering greyness Father Nick Surani locked the door of the Xavier Seminary Library behind him and set off down the path to St. Steven’s Hall. The paved trail led from the modern library complex into a small creek bed, which paralleled the roadway across the shallow valley and back up the hill to the stern Victorian architecture of the main faculty building and dormitory.
With over sixty acres of grounds Xavier Seminary was the largest and most prestigious in New England. Visitors were stunned to see the expanse of land, which remained rustic and unspoiled, land surrounded on three sides by manicured middle-class houses and on the fourth by Boston College, all of it within a few miles of Boston Common itself. Succeeding bishops over the years had insisted on maintaining the rugged grandeur of the property. Granite outcroppings remained as they were when the land had been prime hunting grounds for pre-Puritan Indians. Hardwood stands of oak, maple and ash still remained healthy and uncut, separating and isolating the various seminary buildings.
Together they made Xavier an appealing site for exploring or contemplating vexing theological questions. Throughout the daylight hours students, faculty members and visiting church administrators could be found strolling through the grounds, trading gossip or grumbling about a new diocese policy.
“In the midst of Xavier we are in the midst of the glory of nature and of God himself,” one cardinal had written about the seminary.
In the shallow valley of the creek that flowed through the seminary property the glory of nature had been embellished somewhat for the greater glory of God. A granite shelf, exposed by slow erosion from the creek’s waters, had formed a shallow vertical cove in the face of the valley. Years before, a bishop had seen a vision of the Virgin Mary standing sheltered within the cove, her hand raised in blessing upon all the seminary students and faculty and administrative personnel who passed by. On the bishop’s instructions a marble statue was commissioned, a life-size replica of a shrouded woman with downcast eyes, upraised hand and beatific smile. The bishop saw it and declared it perfect.
But if the statue had been created in perfection by the artist, the setting had been flawed by nature. The granite cove was simply not deep enough to frame the Virgin in a manner reflecting the bishop’s vision, and so contractors were hired to extend the cove outwards to make it deeper, using smoothly finished structural concrete.
It was clearly a compromise solution. The rough red granite, which might have formed an attractive contrast with the white marble of the statue, was now capped with cold grey concrete extended in a parabolic arch above the Virgin’s slightly bowed head.
“She looks like a jack-in-the-pulpit now,” whispered some unimpressed faculty members when the bishop unveiled the shrine to their critical eyes. The description stuck. To faculty and students alike over the years the statue had been referred to cynically as The Virgin Jill.
Father Nick Surani was among those who considered the hillside shrine a minor folly. A few of the older members paused to genuflect and cross themselves whenever they passed the site. Most, like Surani, simply gave it a quick glance and a quiet smile, if they acknowledged its presence at all.
In the dusk of this grey spring evening Father Surani was too concerned about restructuring one of his theology classes for the next semester, “The Ecclesiology of Latin Christianity,” to give any thought to the shrine. He was unhappy about a newly issued text on Augustine and was framing in his mind a rationale for retaining the old edition, when a disturbing metallic sound interrupted his thoughts.
He stopped to look to his left and behind him, back to the small footbridge he had just crossed. Nothing seemed amiss. He turned to his right, towards the shrine, narrowed his eyes, then straightened up and barked an order.
“You there,” he said with the command of someone familiar with the discipline of younger people. “What are you doing in there? Come out. Now.”
The figure, slight and dressed in dark clothing, had been crouched in the small space between the statue and the plastered granite wall. Now it stood, something long and dark hanging stiffly at its side.
“Are you a student here?” Surani demanded. He walked to the edge of the path, determined to either discipline the wayward seminary student or send the trespasser on his way. “Speak up, young man.”
The figure moved slowly out from behind the stone Virgin, stepped gingerly to the ground and walked toward the priest.
Surani narrowed his eyes further to study the details on the young man’s face. Blond hair, slight build, barely into his twenties, he determined. Certainly not a Xavier student. He would raise the question of grounds security at the next management meeting.
“Look, young man,” Surani began, indicating a junction in the pathway leading back to Commonwealth Avenue, “just be on your way out of here and don’t return. This is not a public park. . . .”
The priest turned back to see the figure raise the long, dark object to its shoulder. Calmly he recognized the noise he had heard just moments before: the sound of a pump-action shotgun being cocked. Quietly he lifted his hand up, his palm facing the figure, a benediction and a futile barrier to the charge that exploded before him, filling his eyes first with glowing fire and next with silent, eternal blackness.





CHAPTER SIX
“What the hell’s going on?”
Kavander stood behind his desk, leaning heavily on his hands, a toothpick jerking violently back and forth between his lips.
“We’ve got a guy who gets his kicks out of shooting priests,” McGuire answered. He sat cross-legged on the other side of the desk. Lipson slouched against Kavander’s window.
“Don’t smart-ass me, McGuire,” Kavander barked at him. “I’ve been on the phone with the mayor, the governor, the archbishop and every grease-ball reporter in the state this morning—”
“Jack—” McGuire began.
“—wanting to know if we’re ready to provide twenty-four hour protection to everybody who wears his collar backward.”
“For Christ’s sakes, Jack—” 
“Shut up, McGuire!”
Kavander’s shout hung in the air. Typewriter noises in the secretarial area ceased. The buzz of conversations from adjacent offices stopped, then resumed cautiously. McGuire was catching hell from Kavander, the voices were whispering. Better him than me.
The captain sank heavily down in his chair. “And as if that’s not enough, I get reports that two hotshots who are supposed to be protecting the ecclesiastical citizens of greater Boston from getting a face full of lead aren’t even speaking to one another at the Goddamn murder scene.” He looked back and forth between Lipson and McGuire. “So I’ll say it again. What the hell’s going on?”
McGuire shrugged. “We just work better separately.” 
“The hell you do, McGuire. When you were with Ollie Schantz, you practically rode around in his back pocket. Now Norm Cooper tells me you guys didn’t say a word to each other last night out at Xavier. Cooper says he came up to you, McGuire, to say Lipson figures the empty shell casing they found might have been the one used on Lynch. And you tell Cooper you don’t care what Lipson thinks, you’ve got your own Goddamn problems.”
Lipson grunted and turned to look out the window.
“Norm Cooper’s job is to lift prints—” McGuire began.
“His job is the same as yours, McGuire. To put scumbags like whoever is blowing apart priests into the hole and keep them there.” Kavander leaned back heavily in the chair and swung his feet on the desk. He withdrew the toothpick from his mouth, scowled at its splintered end, then tossed it into the wastebasket. “Now give me a two-minute summary of what you know for sure.”
McGuire pulled his notebook from a jacket pocket and began reciting short phrases as he flipped the pages. “Victim was Father Nicholas Raymond Surani, born Springfield, Massachusetts, November 10, 1949. Occupation—lecturer in theology, Xavier Seminary. Address—same. Height—six feet, one inch. Weight—one hundred ninety-three pounds. Cause of death—massive trauma to anterior of skull area. Suspected weapon—twelve-gauge shotgun, probably with reduced barrel length. Distance from weapon to victim—approximately ten feet. . . .”
“Jesus,” said Kavander, wiping his forehead with his hand.
“Witnesses—none. Estimated time of death—8:30 p.m. Body found by Fathers Philip Norman Hamel and David Anthony Costa at approximately 8:45 p.m.”
“Are people in this town so used to hearing a shotgun go off, they don’t bother to investigate?” Kavander demanded.
“Lots of people remember hearing it, the shotgun,” Lipson offered from the window. “They looked out their door, saw nothing and decided it was a car backfiring. And hey,” he added, “I’m in my house with my wife and kids watching TV, I don’t want to go looking for a guy with a shotgun. Because I might find him.”
“You want anything on the investigating officers, that kind of stuff?” McGuire asked.
Kavander shook his head. “Just tell me what you’ve got that’s substantial.”
“Two things. First, the shell. We’re checking out the firing pin marks. Dave Reardon in ballistics says it had probably been sitting in the gun for a while. Says he doesn’t think it’s the one that killed Surani, but he’s sure it’s from a Remington pump action. By the looks of the pin marks it’s practically a brand-new gun.”
“It could be the shell used to kill Reverend Lynch,” Lipson offered.
“Which tells you what?” Kavander looked back and forth between the two detectives.
“It tells me the guy isn’t used to it, the gun,” Lipson suggested. “You fire a pump action, you shoot and reload, shoot and reload.” He shrugged. “This guy didn’t reload until he had Surani in his sights and his finger on the trigger.”
Kavander turned back to McGuire. “What else?”
“Cooper thinks he’s got some partials from a marble statue at the scene,” McGuire said. “He’s doing a match today. Looks like the guy hid behind a statue waiting for Surani to come along, then stepped out and blasted him.”
“What’s the connection between the two priests, Lynch and Surani?” Kavander asked.
“None that we can find.” Lipson shrugged. “Far as we can tell, they never even knew each other.”
“So it’s a nut case. Pure and simple.” Kavander began making notes on a yellow pad. “That’s the way we have to play it.” He looked up. “Would you believe it, we’ve got people saying maybe it’s a bunch of terrorists? Maybe there’s a crazy Libyan loose in town, popping off the only people he knows are Christians for sure?” Kavander shook his head and resumed making notes.
“Could be.”
The captain glanced at McGuire. “What the hell do you mean, could be?”
“Maybe that’s an angle we should be thinking about.” McGuire shrugged. “On the one hand, this guy could be kind of a Son of Sam with a grudge against the pope. On the other hand, he may be trying to scare the whole Catholic church.”
“And if he is?”
“Then maybe we better start putting a SWAT team at every church in town.” McGuire smiled sarcastically.
Kavander watched McGuire carefully before responding. “I’m playing it like a psycho deal. It’s all we can do, other than bringing in the Goddamn National Guard.” He tore the sheet from his pad and set it aside. “The commissioner is holding a press conference this afternoon. He’ll be saying we’ve formed a special task force jointly headed by Lieutenants Lipson and McGuire, assisted by Acting Lieutenant Edward Vance.”
“Aw, shit,” Lipson muttered from the window. 
“Who?” McGuire asked Kavander.
“Eddie Vance,” Kavander said slowly. “Acting Lieutenant, you will notice.”
McGuire’s face contorted in recognition. “Fat Eddie? That fucking toothbrush? He doesn’t know dogshit from diamonds, Jack.”
“He’s a good detail man,” Kavander said. “The thing about Vance is, he’s totally rational. Deals with the facts. Never plays with hunches.”
“That’s because he’s too busy playing with himself,” Lipson offered from the window. McGuire smiled broadly.
Kavander wasn’t amused. “One reason I’m pulling Vance in is so he can liaison with you two,” he said. “Lipson, you concentrate on the Lynch murder. Pull whoever you need out of homicide. McGuire, you work on the Surani thing. Put all your reports through Vance, and he’ll co-ordinate information back to me.”
McGuire swore softly again. Kavander ignored him.
“I’ve been talking to the archdiocese office, and they agree we can use some help from their area.” He smiled at McGuire and Lipson. “For the duration of this investigation Father Kevin Deeley is available twenty-four hours a day for consultation.” The smile evaporated. “I expect you to talk to him at least once daily. Otherwise the bishop and his boys will think we’re not working our asses off here.”
“What’s a guy with a cross going to do for us?” McGuire asked.
Kavander exploded. “He’s going to keep the whole Goddamn city from thinking we’re nothing but a bunch of bozos, that’s what! So far all you two clowns have got to show is an empty shotgun shell and two dead priests.” He stood up and thrust his hands in his pockets as though he were keeping them from flying at McGuire. “I want a psychological report from a couple of qualified shrinks, giving us some idea of the kind of personality who walks around ambushing church people with a shotgun. I want regular meetings here every morning, eight o’clock sharp, to tell me where we stand and what you’re up to. I’m meeting the commissioner every day at eight-thirty to pass on the news. And I expect both of you to camp out here a few nights for the next week at least. There are three cots in the squad room. Use ’em.”
“Bernie doesn’t have to sleep on a cot here, Jack.” McGuire glanced at his partner, still standing at the window. “He’s just ten minutes from here, except for rush hour. Plus he’s got a wife and three kids. I’ll sleep on the cots, and I’ll get Ralph Innes to back me up nights. Bernie and I will work things out between us. If I have to work with anybody besides Ollie Schantz, I’d rather it was Bernie.”
“Thanks, Joe,” Lipson said, nodding.
“What the fuck is this?” Kavander muttered. “True confessions day?” He sat down heavily again. “Lipson, you can go. Send Vance a complete duplicate set of files for both murders. McGuire, I want to talk to you.”
After Lipson had left, Kavander fished through his desk and withdrew a fresh toothpick. “You and Ollie had the best record of anybody here for the last four years,” he said, studying the unsullied tip. “I’m beginning to think that when Schantz left, maybe he took all the talent with him.” Kavander looked over to see McGuire watching him.
“Think whatever the hell you want,” McGuire said. 
“Lipson says your first wife’s dying over at Mass General.” Kavander’s voice had grown warmer.
“Bernie should mind his own business.”
“Aw, what the hell are you giving me?” Kavander demanded. “Your Bogart imitation? You know what your trouble is, McGuire? Your trouble is, you can’t stand the idea of anybody helping you. You think if somebody tries to give you a hand and you take it, it’s a sign of Goddamn weakness!”
“It’s a sign of twenty fucking years as a cop!” McGuire shot back.
“Hey.” Kavander’s voice took on a mocking sweetness. “You don’t like it, McGuire? Nobody’s got a chain around your neck. When you’ve had enough, just let me know.”
McGuire stood up. “Anything else?”
“Just remember what I said about letting people help you,” Kavander replied. “Lipson, he’s a good guy. But he doesn’t have your experience. Neither does Vance, who I agree can be a horse’s ass. But his detail is fantastic. And yours is nothing to brag about. So rely on him.”
McGuire turned and walked to the door. “Joe,” the captain called out. “I’m sorry about your wife. I mean, even if she’s an ex, I guess it gets to you, huh?”
There was no pause, no hesitation in McGuire’s motion. He grasped the knob, opened the door and walked out without looking back.
Anne Murison stepped quietly around the corner. Ahead of her the blond young man with the athletic bag sat cross-legged on the floor, watching the river otters cavort in the water. “Hello?” she said softly.
The young man turned to see her, then stood up quickly and lowered his head. “Hi,” he said. “Was I doing something wrong?”
“Of course not,” she answered. “It’s just that we’re closing now.”
Flustered, he reached for his athletic bag. “I’m sorry,” he said nervously. The bag slipped out of his hand, and he picked it up again. “I’m sorry,” he repeated.
“It’s okay.” Such blue eyes, Anne thought. Such deep blue eyes and such a sweet face. She began walking with him to the exit. “Don’t you like the fish?” she asked. “Or the penguins? Most people like the penguins.”
The boy shook his head. “I just come to see the otters,” he said without looking at her. “I like the otters.” He paused at the door. “Are they happy here?” he asked her seriously. “How can they be happy when they’re penned up behind glass like that? Wouldn’t they be happier if they were free?”
“I think they’re happy,” she answered, touched by his concern. “They certainly look it. Besides,” she added, “they’ll live much longer here than they would in the wild.”
He seemed satisfied with her answer. When he left, she locked the door behind him and watched him walk across the open area in front of the aquarium to the subway entrance. I wonder if he has any place else to go, she asked herself.
McGuire sat at the foot of Gloria’s bed, watching her breathe with a steady, mechanical rhythm. “It’s too bad,” the nurse had told him when he arrived. “We waited as long as possible, and then we just had to give her the injection. She’ll be asleep now until about two in the morning, when we’ll check on her.”
McGuire said he understood, he just couldn’t get away from his work any sooner. The nurse nodded curtly and left him alone with Gloria.
He listened to the sound of evening traffic outside the hospital. He wanted her to be awake, to hear her talk about a past that didn’t include cancer or loneliness or betrayals. He wanted to talk about walking through dry leaves on the grass and about sunny fall days and about touch-football games with old friends he hadn’t seen in years. He wanted to reminisce about boring in-laws and sitting on a Provincetown pier eating lobster rolls.
Finally he stood, scribbled a note and left it on her bedside table. He knew a bar that served rich chili and cold beer. It was one of the few things in life he knew and enjoyed anymore.





CHAPTER SEVEN
Eddie Vance entered the squad room the next morning while McGuire was reading file summaries on known psychotics in the New England area. Lipson, Norm Cooper, Mel Doitch, Ralph Innes and three detective sergeants who had been assigned to the case by Kavander were scattered about the room, sipping coffee, studying reports, telling stories.
Fat Eddie Vance carried a stack of file folders. The shirt tail hung out of his trousers, and the soft flesh of his neck bulged beyond the edge of the collar. His thin brown hair lay slackly over his rounded head; his carefully cultivated moustache was the size and thickness of toothbrush bristles.
“Morning, McGuire,” Vance said in a measured, deep and resonant voice. He reached with his free hand and adjusted his glasses. “I’m looking forward to working with you on this case. I want you to know I always admired you and Lieutenant Schantz, and I consider it an honour to be helping out.”
McGuire grunted without looking up from the reports. Vance stood waiting for half a minute, then moved away. “Morning, Lipson,” McGuire heard Vance repeat. “I’m looking forward to working with you people on this case. I spent last night breaking down some interesting features of both murders.”
“Joe?” Bernie Lipson, ignoring Vance’s greeting, called McGuire from across the room. “Everybody’s here now. You want to brief ’em on what we know?” Vance remained standing, looking uncomfortable, before sitting quietly on one of the folding chairs.
McGuire walked to the front of the room, where a large blackboard stood on a metal easel. He began writing key phrases in chalk as he reviewed the murders. When he finished, he tossed the chalk in a wastebasket.
“Ballistics says the empty shell found at the Surani murder had been in the gun for a couple of days. Which means it was probably the one that killed Lynch. Everything matches. It was a twelve-gauge, plastic wad, ounce and a half of number one buckshot. They’re not a hundred percent sure, but the pin markings seem to fit a Remington 870 pump action. What do you want, Vance?”
Fat Eddie Vance lowered the yellow pencil he had raised in the air. “Anybody checked the number of Remington 870s registered in the state?”
“It’s the most popular pump action ever sold, the shotgun,” Lipson answered before McGuire could respond. “They’ve been making them for about twenty years. Hardly changed a thing.”
“But ballistics says the pin markings look brand new—” Vance continued.
“So we start checking all the gun shops,” McGuire interrupted. “We’ll put three squads on the street, one detective sergeant and one uniformed officer in each squad.” He looked over at Vance. “Acting Lieutenant Vance will do the geographical break-out and co-ordinate the reports. We get the name of everybody who’s purchased a Remington 870 in the last six months. Then we’ll break out the names later.”
“It’ll take fuckin’ weeks,” muttered Ralph Innes, one of the sergeants assigned to the task force.
“We don’t have weeks,” McGuire responded. “He’s killed two priests in three days. But it’s a place to start.” 
Vance’s yellow pencil shot up again. “Actually, I have a computer program we may be able to apply. . . .”
There was a knock at the squad-room door. A grey-haired man leaned in, scanned the faces looking back at him and smiled when he recognized McGuire. “Hello, Lieutenant,” he said, stepping into the room. He was dressed in an expensive grey suit, patterned shirt and plain silk tie. “I haven’t seen you in a while.”
“About two years,” McGuire replied. “You gave us a profile of that rapist in the Combat Zone, right? This is Dr. Lucas,” he said to the rest of group. “John Lucas, isn’t it?” The doctor nodded, first in agreement with McGuire, then to the rest of the room. “He’s a shrink,” McGuire explained. He turned back to the nattily dressed doctor. “You had a chance to think about what kind of guy might be blasting priests with a shotgun?”
“I have.” The psychiatrist walked over to the group, stroking his trimmed white moustache as though deep in thought.
He’s a performer, McGuire remembered. Should have been an actor. Likes to stand up here and get dramatic. McGuire withdrew to a corner, leaving the stage to Lucas.
True to form, the psychiatrist stood for a moment, one arm across his chest, the hand supporting the other elbow. He frowned as he looked down, tilted his head up and raised his eyebrows while his eyes scanned the ceiling, and finally began to speak.
“You must understand there is very little upon which to base any kind of psychological profile,” he began. His accent was slightly British, his manner superior. “But I believe I can offer a hypothesis or two. Your man—and we can make a pretty clear assumption that the killer is male—has a clear hostility to authority with a total focus on the Catholic church.”
One of the detectives shifted in his seat and looked around with a slight smile. Anybody here who didn’t figure that out already, the smile said.
“I’m interested in the fact, however, that he chooses to commit his crime with anonymity.” Lucas frowned. When he was certain everyone had absorbed his concerned expression, he continued. “Normally such an imbalanced mind seeks recognition for its deeds. His attacks, after all, may be on priests primarily, but he seems to be attacking the entire Church establishment. So I’m surprised you gentlemen have received no notes or telephone calls.”
Lucas scanned the room, waiting for questions. When he saw there were none, he went on.
“I find something else fascinating,” he said, stroking his chin and studying the polish on his black wing-tip shoes. “And that’s the fact that your killer attacks only one victim at a time. At the seminary, after all, he had literally dozens of unarmed victims to seek out. I also find it interesting that he did not eject the shell and reload the gun at either scene.”
“We figure he’s just unfamiliar with the weapon,” McGuire offered.
Lucas turned to face him and stood silently for a moment as though pondering the idea. “Yes, I know,” he said slowly. “But what if he’s shocked by the horrible consequence of his actions?” The doctor turned to the rest of men. “A shotgun at close range produces a devastating effect. Medical people, police officers like yourselves, we become familiar with the injuries. Others would be astounded at what they had done. It may, in a sense, awake them from the psychotic state they have been in.” He looked around the room. “It’s an interesting hypothesis, isn’t it?”
“Any ideas where we start looking?” McGuire asked. “I mean, this guy doesn’t walk down Boylston Street too often with his Remington over his shoulder.”
Lucas stared off in the distance as he spoke, his eyes fixed somewhere above the heads of the men seated in front of him. “I don’t have any idea where you could start,” he said. “But I can assure you someone will reveal his identity and his location and his motive for doing these terrible things.”
“Who’s gonna tell us that?” McGuire demanded.
Again Lucas turned his head to study McGuire, as though confirming the source of the question.
“He will,” he answered finally. “Your murderer will. Mark my words.”
When Lucas left, Janet Parsons, the first woman elevated to detective status on the force, entered with her files of tips and telephone calls. “So far sixteen people have confessed,” she said in a bored voice from a desk at the back of the room. McGuire stood where he was, arms folded. The other men twisted to watch her. Janet had nice legs. And an unhappy husband at home, McGuire had heard. Somebody said he hung around the bars a lot. “None of them are worth a damn,” she said. “We’ve had seventy-three telephone tips, fifty-eight of them anonymous. We’ve run down about sixty of them. Reports are here in the files. All negative.”
She looked up, and the men raised their eyes to meet hers. “Anything else?” she asked drily.
“Do I have copies of all the tips?” Vance asked. McGuire wondered whether Fat Eddie the Toothbrush practised to make his voice sound as though it came from the bottom of his balls.
“See that he gets a set, Janet,” McGuire said. “And copy him on everything that comes in.” That’ll keep the son of a bitch tied up, McGuire figured. “This should do it,” he said to the rest of the group. “I want everything written down, no verbals. We’re here tomorrow, same time. Let’s get it done.”
“You must be busy, Joe.”
She was propped high on her pillows, watching him. McGuire looked at her, then away. There was something different about her. Something in her eyes.
“I was here last night, I told you. Just got in a little late.” 
“I know.” She smiled, “I found your note. And the nurses told me. They think you’re sweet.” She leaned over to reach a cardboard candy box on the table beside her. “I put some things in here for you,” she said. “I want you to have them.”
He stood and took the box from her. Opening it, he saw snapshots, a few in fading colour, most in harsh black and white. Familiar faces stared back at him. God, we look like kids, he thought. And we really believed we were grown up. Party photographs, with couples seated on a sofa beneath a bad painting of a lighthouse. More couples, all crowded into an open convertible.
“That’s Jerry Dodgin’s car,” he said. “Remember that car? No reverse gear?” They smiled together. “Jerry’s in Arizona now, I hear. Good for his asthma or something.”
He turned to another picture. “Who the hell. . . . Is this you?” He held the photograph for her to see, a picture of a young girl with cheque red blouse tucked into tight jeans, her breasts straining at the buttons, her head tossed back, a broad smile on her face.
Gloria nodded and smiled. A different smile on a different face, tight and sad.
“Hell of a figure lady,” he said, meaning it. “Great shape there.”
“Joe, I want you to take them. And when you’re finished looking at them, I want you to burn them.”
“Aw, come on, Gloria—” he began.
She shook her head and swallowed hard. “You don’t have to. But it’s probably better. I want you to do something else, too.”
McGuire said, “Sure,” slipping the pictures back into the candy box. “What’s that?”
“I want you to work out my funeral arrangements.” 
“Jesus, Gloria . . .”
“Come on, Joe. Don’t you see? It’s the only thing I’ve got left to plan. It’s nothing special. The nurses here, they’ve been wonderful, and I’d like a little service in the chapel. I’ve even picked out the music. One of the nurses can play the organ, and she knows some Bach hymns. I’d like her to play one for me, maybe ‘Jesu Joy of Man’s Desiring.’ And I’d like you to give them each a bottle of champagne and a glass, so they can go home later and have a drink.”
“Gloria . . .”
“It’s all I’ve got left to do, Joe!” She swallowed hard again. “And you have to do it for me. Because there’s nobody else anymore.” She dabbed at her eyes with the bed sheet. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I shouldn’t have sprung it on you. Maybe . . . maybe we can talk about it when you come around tomorrow, okay? Will we do that, Joe?”
He said he would. They talked for a while about the priest murders. Gloria said she had been following them, they were always on the television and in the newspapers.
The nurse entered with her evening injection, and Gloria raised her arm automatically. “When are you going to get him, Joe?” The nurse slipping the needle beneath the skin, Gloria not reacting at all.
McGuire said he didn’t know, it was different somehow without Ollie Schantz around. “You don’t need Ollie,” she answered, sliding deeper under the covers. “You’ll find him, Joe.” Her eyelids were heavy, her facial muscles were growing slack.
McGuire said sure.
But she was already in Lahaina.





CHAPTER EIGHT
“Nothing, right?” Kavander looked up from the stack of reports McGuire dropped on his desk the next morning.
McGuire nodded. “A whole lot of nothing.” 
“Lucas give you any ideas?”
“Sure.” McGuire, grinning. “Says whoever it is, he hates priests.”
Kavander snorted. “You know how much an hour the city pays him to come up with shit like that?” McGuire had no idea. Kavander shook his head in amazement at it all. “What do you figure? We just hope for a break? Or wait for another of the pope’s good guys to get it, this time with witnesses?”
“Maybe. Maybe that’s all we can do. One question I got.” 
“What’s that?”
“How’s he getting around? Is he driving a car? Hiding that sawed-off Remington in the trunk? Or the back seat? Maybe you better alert traffic patrol, tell them to watch for the sawed-off, every violator they stop.”
“Yeah. Good idea.” Kavander scribbled a note to himself on a pad of white paper. “You talked things over with Lipson?”
“About what?”
“About cutting the bullshit between you.” 
“There’s nothing to cut.”
Kavander half raised his head from the desk, arching his eyebrows to look at McGuire. “Work it out, McGuire,” he said. “Get it worked out, or I swear I’ll have the two of you directing traffic at Logan.” He looked down at his note. “And you didn’t call Father Deeley over at St. John’s yesterday like I told you.”
“Shit, Jack, I got busy.”
“That’s what I figured. So I told him to come over here about noon. Said he could watch our crack homicide team in action for himself.”
McGuire swore under his breath. Kavander ignored it.
“Tell him everything, McGuire. Show him the files, get Janet Parsons to run down the tip list for him, have Vance give him a course on the Goddamn computer program he’s using, then you take him out for lunch. Sandwich and a beer, corned beef and cabbage, steaks at the Copley, I don’t give a damn. I want him telling the bishop we’re the best team Boston’s seen since the ’74 Celtics.”
“What’s the mayor’s religion again?” 
“Same as the pope’s.”
“And the commissioner’s?”
“Same as the mayor’s.” Kavander smiled coldly at McGuire. “You getting the picture?”
“I was especially impressed with Lieutenant Vance.” Father Kevin Deeley paused between spoonfuls of chowder, gesturing with his spoon. “I had no idea things could be so computerized in law enforcement. Lieutenant Vance showed me how he had assigned colour codes to suspects and tips received by telephone.” Deeley shook his head. “Amazing. Makes you wonder how we ever got along without data processing, doesn’t it?”
“You been known to have a beer?” McGuire asked. 
Deeley glanced up from his spoonful of chowder. “Oh, a spill of brew has passed my lips now and then,” he answered, grinning.
McGuire called the waitress over. They were in Channing’s Chowder House on Columbus. A few years before, Channing’s had been a well-kept secret among downtown workers, especially police officers who enjoyed its ice-cold beer and thick chowder. The secret was out when the owner expanded Channing’s into an empty building next door. He added maritime motifs—tables made from old hatch covers, ship’s wheels and painted figureheads hanging on the walls, and special drinks for the tourists. (“Try our Tequila Typhoon—two drinks and you’re over the side!”) But the chowder was still good, and they still stocked Kronenbourg on ice. McGuire could handle mixing with tourists if it meant an ice-cold Kronenbourg, a bowl of good chowder and a thick slice of sourdough bread.
McGuire ordered a Kronenbourg for himself and Deeley. 
“Kronenbourg?” Deeley asked. “Danish? Bavarian?” 
“French,” McGuire explained.
Deeley grimaced. “The French, I’m afraid, are not my favourite people.” He tore a thick chunk of sourdough from his loaf. “The ones I met when I was over there seemed unusually arrogant. There’s a lesson there, I suppose, about the dangers of national hegemony.”
“You gotta admit they’ve got the right religion,” McGuire sneered.
Deeley popped the bread into his mouth and leaned back in his chair, his arms folded, watching McGuire and chewing. Smiling while he chewed. Handsome son of a bitch, McGuire thought to himself again as he looked back at Deeley. How’s he stand never getting laid?
“Well, McGuire, it took you longer than I thought, but you finally got your shot in, didn’t you?” Deeley said.
McGuire shrugged. The waitress placed a beer in front of each of them. Deeley thanked her, and McGuire began pouring his into a glass.
Deeley leaned across the table and lowered his voice. “Look, McGuire. I’m not enjoying this any more than you are. I know bloody well you and I wouldn’t be here if Captain Kavander hadn’t ordered you to show me some hospitality. He wants to encourage me to take a good report back to the bishop. And I will. The people I met today, almost everybody in your department, I was really impressed with. I can go back and honestly tell everybody at St. John’s, ‘The Boston Police Department is doing everything possible to hunt down this killer. They’re marvellous people. Dedicated, well-equipped, using all the latest technology.’”
“And they still haven’t got a fucking clue to go on.” McGuire bit off each word. “Don’t forget to tell them that, Father.”
“You’ll do it.” Deeley poured his beer. “If it’s humanly possible to find this beast, I’m sure your people can do it.”
McGuire snorted and took a long swallow. Good and cold. A bit of sweetness to it.
Deeley was leaning towards McGuire again. “The only thing I can’t figure, McGuire, is you. The commissioner called us at St. John’s yesterday. He told us you were in charge of the investigation, and that you were probably the best homicide detective on the force. Said you and your partner achieved the highest arrest-and-conviction rate in the city over the past five years. I have to admit, McGuire, I haven’t seen any evidence of it. Not by a long shot. All I see is a bitter, hostile man who doesn’t seem to care about the fact that two very fine priests in this city have been brutally murdered over the past few days.”
“They’re just two more bodies, Deeley. That’s all.” 
“Maybe to you they are—”
McGuire slammed his glass onto the table, spilling beer over the edges. “Listen, Deeley. You know what I resent? I resent being told that we better break our asses for two guys who just happened to wear their collars backward. And that we’d better put more effort into it than we would for some schmuck who works fifteen hours a day driving a truck to feed his wife and kids over in Chelsea. This isn’t royalty, for Christ’s sake. This isn’t the Goddamned president or even the governor. It’s two guys who make their living telling fairy tales and goosing nuns when nobody’s looking.”
“McGuire—”
“Shut up and let me finish.” Deeley leaned back in his chair. McGuire looked around to see a family at the next table watching him, a middle-aged man in a worn sports jacket, giving hell to a young good-looking priest. He turned back to Deeley.
“Another thing I resent. We’re getting all this pressure, all this crap about keeping St. John’s and the bishop happy, and you bastards don’t even pay any taxes. That strike you as unfair, Deeley? A truck driver over in Chelsea, he gets his brains blown out, he’s just another John Doe. Poor bastard pays half his income in taxes, and he gets the standard issue. You guys send all your money to Rome for another marble statue or whatever the Vatican figures it can’t live without this year, and when somebody decides to blow one of your guys away, suddenly it’s the FBI against Dillinger. That’s what I resent.”
McGuire glanced back at the family. They were concentrating on their chowder, the mother whispering fiercely at the young boy, telling him not to stare and for goodness sake to finish his lunch.
“You get it all out?” Deeley asked quietly. 
“Most of it.” McGuire drained his glass.
“We’re not asking for any special help, McGuire. Obviously you don’t share the community’s concern about such a violent attack not just on men, but on the entire Catholic church.” McGuire rolled his eyes. “I’m here to assist you in every way I can,” Deeley continued. “That’s all. I don’t want to get in your way. I don’t even want you to waste your time taking me to lunch, trying to do a public relations job on me.” He lifted his glass and smiled. “Which, by the way, you’re not very good at, are you?”
McGuire picked up his spoon and began working on the remains of his chowder.
“Well, you’re good at recommending beer anyway,” Deeley said when he realized McGuire wasn’t going to respond. “I like this stuff.” He drained the glass. “Now. Tell me what I can do to help you people. I’ve got the bishop’s assurance that I can put the whole diocese at your disposal if necessary.” He softened his voice. “What can we do?”
McGuire looked up. “Guess you can pray a lot.”
“We’ve been doing that. Special masses. The bishop has asked for prayers from each diocese.”
“Well hell, Deeley. In that case we’ll just sit around, wait for some old bastard in a robe and a beard to walk down on a sunbeam, point a bony finger at somebody, and say ‘Him!’ Right? What the hell are we breaking our asses about?”
The priest looked puzzled. “I don’t mind you being an atheist, McGuire. Heaven knows I’ve met enough of them in my life. I’m just curious why you’ve got such hate in you about religion.”
McGuire finished his chowder and pushed it aside. “Let me tell you something,” he said, his voice flat. “You want to know where I grew up? In Worcester. Down along the tracks. Breathed nothing but industrial smoke for the first ten years of my life. Never knew what a blue sky was until I took a bus out to the Berkshires once.”
Deeley frowned slightly, as though trying to emphasize how hard he was listening.
“My old man worked at a foundry,” McGuire went on. “For thirty-three years he cleaned up iron castings, working on a grindstone big as a wagon wheel. A lousy, dirty job. He’d come home at night, he couldn’t wash the filings and shit off his skin. Made enough money to nearly pay for a frame house, two bedrooms, one john, a porch big enough for a rocking chair, and a backyard that stretched out to the railway tracks. Never bought a new car in his life.
“Two years before he could’ve retired, he got a bad wheel. It blew up in his face. You have any idea what a half-ton grinding wheel does to a body when it explodes at five hundred RPM?”
He paused, watching the priest shake his head in sorrow.
“The company gave my mother about five hundred bucks a month and a cash settlement. Enough to bury the poor bugger, and that’s all. A year later she lay down on the sofa and died. Just gave up. What the hell. That’s what the doctors said. She just gave up. And every morning of every Goddamn day I see some hustler on TV waving his arm in a tailored suit, gold Rolex flashing on his wrist, saying all we have to do is send him some money, and he’ll guarantee everlasting happiness. No grinding wheel will blow up in your face. No one you love will ever die and leave you broke and alone.” He nodded at the priest. “You guys are all in the same business, Deeley. Selling promises you can’t fulfil.”
Deeley shook his head sadly. “Just because some TV evangelists go to excess, I don’t see why you should hate all organized religion.”
“What’s the difference?” McGuire demanded. “It’s the same God, isn’t it?”
Deeley sighed. “You want to go back to headquarters now?” he asked. “I can get a cab to St. John’s from here.”
Outside, as Deeley walked to the curb to hail a cab, he looked back and asked, “If you don’t believe in God, McGuire, just what do you believe in?”
“Myself,” McGuire replied without hesitating. “I believe in myself. What the hell else is there?”
Two pins on a wall map. One between Jamaica Plain and Forest Hills. The other at Xavier Seminary. Two pins, three ounces of buckshot and one spent cartridge, McGuire thought, sitting there staring at the map. That’s all we’ve got.
Bernie Lipson stuck his head in the squad room. “I’m heading home, Joe,” he said. “He’s still here, Fat Eddie. Running computer checks on shotgun killings on the whole east coast for the past five years.” He grinned. “Keeps the fat little bastard off the streets. You need me for anything?”
“No, Bernie,” McGuire replied. “I don’t need you for anything.”
“You want to tell me what’s bothering you? About me, I mean?”
“What’s bothering me is that some loony is blasting priests with a shotgun and we don’t have a clue, a woman I used to sleep with is full of cancer, Kavander’s on my ass—”
“And I’m not Ollie Schantz,” Lipson added quietly.
“You sure as hell aren’t.”
Lipson nodded and left the room.
McGuire was still staring at the map a few minutes later, when Janet Parsons walked past the open doorway, shrugging her way into a light raincoat. She stopped, entered the squad room and sat down next to McGuire.
“You think the guy’s picture is going to appear on the map?” she asked.
McGuire glanced at her and shook his head. “It’s about all we’ve got,” he said. “I’m just trying to make the most of it.”
She looked up at the map briefly, then back at McGuire. “Listen, Joe,” she said. “I’ve got to say something to you.”
“Say it.”
“You’re quickly becoming an asshole.”
McGuire turned to see her studying him, waiting for him to react. “It’s better than becoming an Eddie Vance, I guess.”
She grinned, relieved he hadn’t exploded. “Yeah, okay, maybe you’ve got a point. But you’re treating Bernie like a piece of dirt.”
“Bernie’s a grown man. He’ll get over it.” 
“You really miss Ollie that much?”
He looked at her again. Grey eyes. Nice eyes. “What the hell makes you think I miss him at all?” he asked.
“Couldn’t you use him right now? Aren’t you asking yourself how Ollie would handle it?”
“I’m not asking anybody anything. I’m telling myself how I’m going to handle it.”
“You know, you used to be a nice guy.”
“I still am. This is as nice as it gets.” McGuire let himself smile a little. “You heading home?” he asked.
She nodded and stood up. “I could be persuaded to stop off for a drink on the way if you promise to let the old Joe McGuire come out and play for a while.”
“Some other time,” McGuire said. “See you in the morning.”
He listened to her footsteps echo down the hall before reaching for the telephone. He started to dial, stopped and stared at the ceiling, then hung up and dialled again. After two rings a woman’s voice answered, and McGuire introduced himself, said yes, he was fine, yes, he was assigned to the priest murders, and then she told him Ollie wasn’t home—went out last weekend and bought himself an aluminum boat and a trailer and drove it up to New Brunswick for some salmon fishing. Hired a guide and all, and she didn’t expect to hear from him for another week.
McGuire promised to drop in and visit sometime after Ollie returned. He hung up and stared at the map and the two pins again.





CHAPTER NINE
If Harvey Jaycock could finish buffing the ground floor hallway by seven, he would be out of St. Matthew’s Catholic School for Boys with lots of time to get to the Braintree Bowling Palace and the United Custodian’s league tournament.
Harvey lived for bowling. He had a wife and two adolescent kids and a decent dog in Quincy, all of them housed in the bottom half of a frame duplex. He had over fifteen years of work as janitor at St. Matthew’s behind him. And he had a custom-made Strikemaster bowling ball in a shaped fiberglass case, locked in the trunk of his eight-year-old Chevrolet out in the parking lot, and visions of perfect strikes and cross-alley take-outs in his mind.
Harvey’s family would sometimes visit the bowling palace to watch him at work on the alleys. “If you come, you gotta sit in the back,” he would tell them sternly. “You don’t talk to me before the game starts, and you give me ten minutes to wind down after it’s over. You hear? I’m pumped full of adrenalin, that’s what I’m tellin’ you. Take me that long to come down. See, even the other guys on my team, they give me the room I need.”
It was true. During the game Harvey’s teammates rarely spoke to him except to offer an “Attaboy!” or “You was robbed, Harv!” depending on the effect of Harvey’s Strikemaster rolling down the alley like drifting thunder.
But it wasn’t Harvey’s adrenalin level that prevented his teammates from drawing closer. It was Harvey’s personality. “Basically, the guy’s a prick,” is the way other members described him. “Only reason we keep him around is because he’s as reliable as clockwork and he’s got a two fifty-five average.”
Harvey was thinking about his Strikemaster while buffing the lower hallway floor of St. Matthew’s and worrying about the wisdom of using a brand-new bowling glove on this, the first night of the league tournament. Maybe he should have kept his old glove. It was well broken-in. New gloves are stiff, it takes eight, nine games until they give you the feel of the ball. . . .
“Evening, Harvey.”
Oh shit, Harvey thought. It’s Sellinger. What the hell’s he doing in here so late? “Evening, Father,” Harvey answered pleasantly. He smiled and nodded his head, half agreeable gesture, half genuflect.
“Just cleaning up some test papers for tomorrow, Harvey,” Sellinger said in answer to Harvey’s thoughts. “Shouldn’t take more than an hour. Had a diocese dinner over at the Howard Johnson’s tonight. Couldn’t finish all the work.”
Father David Sellinger, a Jesuit, taught grade six at St. Matthew’s Catholic School. His round Irish face shone pink beneath a sharply receding hairline. In college David Sellinger had been a first-string offensive guard on the Loyola varsity football team. Now he wore his weight like a heavy cloak, his rounded shoulders and barrel chest gliding smoothly into a corpulent stomach barely restrained beneath his dark vestments. Only his fiery disposition remained from those athletic days. Father Sellinger’s classes were the best-disciplined of any at St. Matthew’s. “You don’t mess around under Sellinger’s nose,” he would tell his students on the first day of each semester. “Understand that from the beginning, and we’ll all get along fine. If you don’t get the message, I’m going to get some exercise in my right arm, and you’re going to feel it on all four cheeks. Front and back.”
Harvey Jaycock knew he could trust Father Sellinger to lock up. But that wasn’t right. Harvey was the custodian, damn it. If any of the teaching staff with keys wanted to enter the school at night after he had locked up, well, that was up to them. But Harvey knew he wouldn’t sleep well unless he returned to St. Matthew’s after bowling and checked all the locks for himself. And if he had to do that,
then Harvey would be thinking about it all through bowling. It would occupy part of his mind. It would take the edge off his concentration.
Damn it. Why tonight of all nights?
But Harvey said “Sure thing, Father Sellinger,” and looked down again at the electric buffer swinging back and forth across the polished surface of the marble floor.
Damn it all to hell.
Twenty minutes later Harvey had finished his work. He wheeled the machine into the storage closet and checked his watch. Quarter to seven. He’d hang around until seven, then go up and kind of prod Sellinger, explain how important tonight was to him, how he was responsible for locking up. Maybe Sellinger would understand. He was a tough bastard, but he was human after all. He’d know how important a thing like a bowling tournament could be to a man.
Harvey had fifteen minutes to kill. He smiled a little. His tongue emerged and wetted his lips. He’d look at the magazine he bought in the Combat Zone last week. That magazine and others like it may have been the salvation of Harvey’s marriage. He would look at the pictures alone in the basement of St. Matthew’s, all those beautiful young girls and the things they did with those lucky young guys, some of them black. Harvey didn’t like seeing the black guys doing it to those pretty white girls.
He would look at the magazines during the day, and at night he would remember the pictures when he was in bed with his overweight wife, whose breasts were like deflated balloons. It helped, Harvey believed. Without the fantasies of the pictures he and his wife would probably have no sex life at all. Take away all those dirty magazines, and you’d have a hell of a lot more screwing around, frustrated husbands and wives, divorces, all that stuff. Of course, people like Sellinger and the others would never understand it. That’s why he kept the magazine hidden in the furnace room, behind the repair manuals.
He entered the furnace room, switched on the light, reached up to the top shelf and withdrew the magazine, its front cover a colour photograph of a young man reclining on a couch while being serviced by two blond women. Harvey walked back towards the custodian’s room, flipping through the pages as he went.
What the hell was that? Sounded like the back door closing. Sellinger must have finished and left already.
Harvey turned to a photo story of the young schoolgirl who welcomes the two television repairmen into her home while her parents are out. Harvey liked that one. The story began with the girl in pigtails, wearing a short skirt and knee socks. The two young repairmen fixed the television and lay down in front of it with her. On the next page they had her clothes off. Harvey’s hands shook as he looked at the sequence of pictures. He fumbled with the magazine as he turned to the next page, where—
Footsteps. Damn it, Sellinger’s still here. Or somebody else is, another teacher maybe. Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, don’t they know how late it is? Can’t they get their work done in the daytime, like everybody else?
He could hear the footsteps moving along the hall. Harvey hoped whoever it was had wiped his feet at least. A whole hour it had taken to buff and polish that hallway.
The sound of the gunshot slammed its way through the school and down the stairs to where Harvey Jaycock was suddenly frozen in place. He stood wide-eyed, unbelieving. Then, rising in volume and pitch like a living thing, a wail, a cry to heaven and to hell, he heard the scream. It was a whine of terror and pain, cut off by another explosive sound that echoed through the halls to the basement of St. Matthew’s Catholic School for Boys.
“Oh sweet Mary, save me,” Harvey whispered aloud. He stood in place, unable to decide whether to mount the stairs in front of him or to work his way through the basement to the other end of the school, climb the stairs there, leave by the side entrance—
There was no noise. No footsteps in the hall above him. The rear stairs—they were best. A quick sprint down the hall, and he would be gone. Harvey turned and moved as discreetly as his overweight body could manage, past the furnace room, the electrical room, the mechanical pump-room, to the rear stairs. He paused at the bottom, hearing only his heart beating, only his breath in staccato rhythm.
He began climbing the stairs.
“You’re early, Joe. That’s nice.”
She was sitting upright, her pillows propped behind her. Her make-up had been neatly applied, her hair tied back in a pink ribbon. But nothing could camouflage the tension that began somewhere behind her eyes and extended across each line in her face.
McGuire sat beside her, closer than on his earlier visits. “I gotta tell you,” he said. “Today I looked forward to this visit. It’s kind of nice to talk to somebody who isn’t second-guessing me.”
She crossed her hands in her lap and forced a smile. “Are they getting to you?” she asked. “You said you would never let them get to you. You said you’d go back to Worcester and drive a cab before you would let them get to you.”
He smiled back at her. “You remember that, do you? Funny. Just last night I was thinking of Gordie Scambati and me talking about that. Getting our own cab business in Worcester, maybe running limousines into Boston or something. I saw Gordie’s picture in that box you gave me. Remember Scooter Scambati?”
Her eyes were shining. The lines had softened. “I remember him,” she said. “I remember them all. Talk to me about them, Joe. It’ll do you good.”
And they talked of old friends and the past, because McGuire knew it would help Gloria even more than it would help him.
Harvey was at the top of the stairs. Ahead of him, at the end of the hallway, he could see the rear door. Beyond it was the parking lot where Harvey’s Chevrolet and custom-made Strikemaster waited. Just get down the damn hall, Harvey told himself. Past the stairwell and down the hall and out the damn door and get the cops, get somebody here, just get the hell out.
He moved at a fast walk, approaching the stairwell. Keeping his eyes moving. Listening for sounds. Watching for—
Jesus Christ!
He was there on the stairs, not ten feet away. A kid with a shotgun. A short, black, pump gun held at the kid’s waist, aiming at his gut. Oh Mary, Mother of God. Oh Jesus.
Harvey broke into a run, but the stairwell was open on that side, and the kid, Harvey knew, had a clear shot all the way down the hall. There was a doorway on the inside wall. Harvey skidded to a stop, seized the knob, swung the door open and stepped inside.
A broom closet. Of all the damn doors in St. Matthew’s, he had to step into a broom closet. He’s gonna blow me apart, Harvey whimpered to himself. There’s no inside lock on this door, the damn door is only two layers of eighth-inch plywood, hollow in between. He doesn’t even have to open the fucking door. He just aims and shoots, and I’m hamburger. Harvey crouched down, his heavy hands holding the doorknob, hearing the footsteps approach.
She was laughing aloud, her head back and her eyes closed. “You were in the attic,” she said. “We could never figure out how you got in the attic, as drunk as you were.”
McGuire laughed with her. “Hell, I can’t remember either. I just remember making those stupid noises and looking down at you guys, you and Carole and Phil and Scooter and Scooter’s girl, what was her name? Anyway, you all thought the place was haunted. I remember Scooter yelling ‘This is the last time I come to Maine! This is the last time I come to Maine!’”
“Lyn,” she said, a hand wiping the tears from her eyes. “I remember her name was Lyn. Pretty girl.”
“And then I tried to walk back through the attic, away from the trapdoor, and put my foot right through the ceiling!”
They laughed again and talked about the car that wouldn’t start and the beach they discovered the following day. Breathing life into a Maine weekend enjoyed a quarter century ago.
Harvey heard the footsteps approaching, the sneakers scuffing along his polished marble floor. “Oh God,” he whispered, “save me from this one, save me now and I’ll do penance, I’ll take the family to Rome and we’ll walk through St. Peter’s Square on our knees, I’ll light a candle every morning the rest of my life, I swear. . . .”
The footsteps stopped outside the closet door, a foot away from Harvey, who crouched there in the darkness, squeezing his eyes shut.
He heard the sound of . . . what? Paper being torn. It’s my magazine, he realized. In his panic to enter the closet he had tossed the magazine aside. Now it was being shredded two feet beyond the closet door. He’s tearing up my magazine, Harvey realized.
The footsteps receded until the heavy outer door at the end of the hall slammed closed. Harvey whimpered slightly and leaned against the door frame, his breath escaping in long, deep sobs.
Only when he stood up did he realize he had soiled himself.
“You have to, Joe. You said you would.”
The tension had returned to her eyes. McGuire heard the nurse coming down the hall with Gloria’s evening injection.
“Gloria, I’m not good at this.”
“Neither am I,” she said. “But I told you. It’s all I’ve got to plan now. Please. I’ll tell you what I want, and you can make the arrangements. I know you’re busy, but it shouldn’t take long.”
“It’s not the time, for Christ’s sake,” he said. He looked up to see her watching him. He could feel the nurse’s eyes on him, standing at the door. What the hell, it’s the least he could do. “Okay. You’re right. You want the chapel service, you want the champagne for the nurses. . . .”
“Lieutenant McGuire?”
He turned to face the nurse.
“You’re wanted on the telephone,” she said. “It’s a man named Lipson. He says it’s very urgent.”
McGuire looked at Gloria. She closed her eyes and nodded. He brushed past the nurse to the end of the hall, where a wall telephone waited, its receiver off the hook.
“Yeah?” he barked into it.
“We’ve got another one,” Bernie said on the other end of the line. “In Braintree. I’ve got a car on its way to you. It’ll be at the emergency entrance.”
“Okay,” McGuire answered, “I’ll go right down.”
“Joe?”
“What?”
“This one’s different. This time he left us a message.”
McGuire hung up and walked quickly back to Gloria’s room. When he arrived, the nurse was rearranging her instruments on the tray, and Gloria was lying back, her eyes closed, her face relaxed, her breathing calm and steady.





CHAPTER TEN
Vandals, McGuire thought as he entered Father David Sellinger’s sixth-grade classroom at St. Matthew’s Catholic School for Boys. Vandals with red paint.
No, he told himself. Not red paint. Not vandals.
The wall facing the entrance displayed childish images of spring, brightly coloured posters of flowers, kites, boats and children painted with the freshness and primitive forms of ten-year-old artists. Now their innocent pictures were splashed with blood.
Bernie Lipson called his name from the corner, and McGuire looked up to see his partner standing with two uniformed officers and Mel Doitch. In the opposite corner a small, wiry man was crouched loading film into his camera.
“Who’s the victim?” McGuire asked, walking over to Lipson and Doitch.
“Name’s David Sellinger,” Lipson answered. “Jesuit priest. This is his classroom.” Lipson nodded to the blackboard that ran along the wall opposite the posters. “The message, it’s over there.”
McGuire walked up to the wall and squinted at the words hastily scribbled in chalk on the black slate:
The Priest desires.
“What the hell does that mean?” McGuire wondered aloud as he edged his way between the rows of school desks to inspect the writing.
“Who knows?” Lipson followed at a respectful distance. “This guy, we figure he wrote it on the way out. All the blackboards had been cleaned off earlier.” Lipson stopped next to McGuire. “We’ve got more to go on here, Joe,” he said. “The writing, if the killer did it. I’m betting he did. Plus we’ve got somebody who was here when it happened. Name’s Jaycock. School custodian. He’s downstairs in the teacher’s lounge. Says he tried to play hero, but I don’t think he’s telling us everything.” Lipson angled his head back towards the mutilated body on the floor beneath the children’s images of spring. “And this guy didn’t go down without a fight. Looks like he charged the killer. Took the first shot in the neck. Then the gunman reloaded and finished him off in the chest. Hell of a mess.”
McGuire nodded again and walked to examine the priest’s body more closely. “You got the perimeter secure?” he asked over his shoulder.
“Three teams, one in the school, two on the grounds,” Lipson answered. “Norm Cooper’s on his way for prints. Mel Doitch will bet everything matches. Buckshot pellets, sawed-off pattern, the works.”
The police photographer moved cautiously behind McGuire, who was crouched studying Sellinger’s wounds. The left half of the priest’s face had been cruelly mutilated by the fringe of the buckshot pattern. His chest was an open vessel of coagulated blood. “Can you get a clean shot of the writing on that blackboard?” the detective asked sharply without looking around.
The photographer had been prepared to focus on the body. Now he twisted to peer over his shoulder at the message scrawled in chalk. “Sure,” he said. “How many you need?”
“One,” McGuire replied, still studying the priest’s body. “About a half-dozen prints of one perfect shot before some idiot decides to houseclean and erases it.”
“Sellinger, the father there, he didn’t lock the door I guess.” Harvey Jaycock sat on a straight-backed wooden chair, looking awkward and uncomfortable. He avoided the eyes of the two detectives standing in front of them, their hands thrust deeply into their pockets. “The guy, he must have come in through the rear door. Same door the father used.” Looking up, Jaycock managed a small smile for Bernie Lipson. “The TV guys here yet? Eyewitness News?”
“Didn’t see them,” Lipson answered.
“Where were you when it happened?” McGuire demanded. Jaycock looked away and shifted in his seat. A mild stench filled the air. McGuire winced and glanced over at Lipson, who nodded silently.
“Downstairs,” the janitor replied, avoiding McGuire’s eyes. “Near the furnace room. I’d just finished my work and was set to go home. I heard somebody come in. Thought it was another teacher, see? Sometimes two of them’ll come in for a meeting or something. Then I heard the gunshot and the scream and another gunshot, and I knew it was the priest killer. Right here in St. Matthew’s. In Braintree. Jeez.” He shook his head in wonder at it all.
“What did you do then?” McGuire asked as Bernie Lipson scribbled in his note pad.
“Well, you know, I wanted to catch the bastard. So I went upstairs to find him.”
“With what?”
The janitor looked quickly at McGuire, then away again. “What do you mean, with what?”
“You go upstairs to meet some guy who’s just killed a priest with a shotgun, and you don’t take anything? A gun or something?”
“Hey, I don’t carry no gun,” Jaycock protested. “This is a school. I’m not licensed.”
“So you went upstairs all set to take on a shotgun killer with your bare hands?” McGuire demanded.
Jaycock shrugged. “Well, you know, you don’t think about yourself at times like that. I just went up there, you know. I was pissed off, somebody coming in a good Catholic school, shooting a priest, a fine man like Father Sellinger, so I just went up the stairs after him.”
“Is that when you shit your pants?” McGuire asked. Jaycock winced. 
“Hey, I had an accident. Bowel problem, it runs in my family. . . .”
McGuire’s hand shot out and grasped Jaycock by the neck, squeezing the soft flabby flesh and forcing the man’s head against the wall. “Listen to me, you slimy son of a bitch,” McGuire hissed through clenched teeth. “Cut the fucking around and tell us what happened, or the only way you’re getting on TV is when we wheel you out on a stretcher with the corpse.”
Jaycock’s eyes bulged and rolled back and forth from McGuire’s angry face to Lipson’s calm expression. His hands reached up to McGuire’s grip on his neck. “I didn’t do nothing,” he whispered hoarsely.
“Were you down here when Sellinger was killed?” McGuire asked, tightening his grip.
“Yes, I told you.”
“And did you go upstairs after Sellinger was shot?” 
“Yes, yes. That’s true.”
“Why?” McGuire paused while Jaycock’s eyes rolled over to Lipson, who stood silent and impassive. “Why?”
McGuire shouted.
“To get the hell out of here!”
McGuire relaxed his grip and straightened up. “Now quit trying to play hero and tell us what happened. All of it.”
Jaycock rubbed his neck in silence, staring at the floor. “I seen him,” he said finally.
“Where?”
“In the stairwell. With the shotgun. I thought I was next, so I hid in the broom closet. He knew I was in there but . . .” Jaycock paused and shook his head. “He walked right by me. Right out the same door he come in. I couldn’t believe it. Couldn’t fucking believe it.” He looked up at the detectives. “I waited in there maybe five minutes. Then I come out, and I go downstairs and phone the cops. I didn’t go upstairs. I didn’t want to see it, what he done to the father.” He shook his head in wonder again. “He looked right at me. He knew I saw him. He had a clear shot at me down the hall when I was heading for the closet. Then he just walks out, calm as could be.”
“What did he look like?” Lipson asked.
The janitor scratched his nose absently, his eyes wide and staring off in the distance. “Young. Maybe twenty, twenty-two at the most. Slim build, blond hair.” He looked up at the two detectives. “He looked like a nice kid,” Jaycock said. “A real nice kid. And calm. Real calm, he was.”
Returning upstairs, McGuire and Lipson found some late arrivals performing their chores. Norm Cooper was dusting the blackboard for prints, Eddie Vance was scribbling furiously in a wire-bound notebook, Mel Doitch was speaking to two waiting ambulance attendants, and Kevin Deeley was praying softly over the body of Father David Sellinger.
McGuire jerked his thumb at the writing on the blackboard. “You get a shot of this?” he demanded from the police photographer. The photographer assured him he had several pictures, and that the prints would be on McGuire’s desk within hours. The detective grunted in approval, then turned to study the body again. He snapped his fingers.
“Vance!” he shouted across the room. “You got an M.B.T.A. map on you?”
Fat Eddie glanced up from his notebook. “What?” 
“A subway map. You got one?”
“Might be one in my car.”
“Get it. Then go downstairs and take a statement from the custodian.” He looked over at Kevin Deeley, who made a sign of the cross over the dead priest’s body before turning to McGuire. “You know him, Father?” McGuire asked, lowering his voice.
Deeley nodded, his eyes still cast downward. “Not very well,” Deeley answered softly. “But yes, I knew him. He was a strong man. He wouldn’t have gone down without a fight.” The priest looked over at McGuire abruptly, his face flushed with anger. “When is it all going to stop? When is all this killing going to end?”
“When we catch the crazy son of a bitch,” McGuire replied calmly. “That’s the only time it ever ends.” He looked quickly around the classroom, then down the hall. “Anybody see a pay phone here? I’ve got to make a call.”
“He’s using the subway.”
McGuire stood in front of the colourful map impaled now by a third pin. It was 2 a.m. The rest of the special force assigned to the murders of the three priests—Lipson, Vance, Cooper, two men from ID, Ralph Innes and the other homicide sergeants, and Janet Parsons—were sprawled across chairs in front of him. Some sipped coffee from plastic cups. All of them made notes and tried to remain awake. At the back of the room Kevin Deeley sat apart from the others.
“The subway,” McGuire repeated. “I’m sure of it.” 
“What makes you think so?” Bernie Lipson asked.
“The locations.” McGuire slapped the map behind him without looking at it. “St. Gene’s. Four blocks from the Forest Hills station. Forest Hills is the end of the Orange Line.” He hit the map again. “Xavier. Practically across the street from Boston College. End of the Green Line.” Instead of slapping the map a third time, he spread his hands in front of him. “Tonight, Braintree. End of the Red Line.”
“You figure he rides one of the lines to the end, then gets off and goes looking for a priest to kill?” It was Ralph Innes, gesturing at the map with his pencil.
“That’s how I see it. There’s nothing else connecting any of the priests. And all three killings happened when the subway was running with a reduced passenger load.”
“The gun, Joe.” Bernie Lipson spoke softly from his front row seat.
“What about it?”
“How’s he get it on a subway? Even sawed-off, he can’t carry the damn thing in his pocket.”
McGuire continued staring at Lipson, then closed his eyes. “I know. I know.” Shooting a look at Eddie Vance. “You were the last guy to talk to Jaycock,” he said. “Did he remember seeing the kid carrying anything else besides the gun?”
Vance replied that he hadn’t.
“Well, ask him again. When’s he looking at mug shots?” 
“In the morning. Nine o’clock,” answered Janet Parsons. 
McGuire nodded his approval as a knock sounded at the door.
“Lieutenant?” A uniformed police sergeant leaned into the room.
“What is it?” McGuire barked.
“There’s a guy named Hudson to see you?” The cop phrased it as a question. He regretted having to disturb McGuire.
“Send him in.”
Stewart Hudson was small and slim, with thick glasses that refused to rest atop a narrow, pinched nose. He entered the squad room tentatively, like a man unsure of his welcome. He nodded to the men in the room, smiled shyly at Janet Parsons and looked twice in the direction of Kevin Deeley dressed in his black priest vestments. Hudson carried a large black-and-white photograph and a pad of yellow notepaper.
“Hudson’s on retainer by us,” McGuire explained as the man worked his way between the squad room desks. “He’s a graphologist.” He turned to a frowning Ralph Innes. “Handwriting expert.”
Hudson stood beside the map, smiling nervously at the others in the room. His Adam’s apple moved up and down behind a perfectly knotted knit tie.
“I called him from the school tonight,” McGuire said. “The words on the blackboard mean something. We don’t know what. But the writing itself may tell us what the guy’s like.” He glanced at his wristwatch. “In about six hours I have to have a report ready for Jack Kavander, and I want everything in it I can get. You got some ideas from the stuff on the blackboard?” McGuire asked Hudson, who seemed fascinated by the presence of Kevin Deeley.
Hudson turned quickly towards McGuire. “Yes, yes, I have.” His voice was high-pitched and nasal. Pushing his glasses higher on his nose, he pinned the photograph to the face of the map. The three words stood out starkly in black and white: The Priest desires. Hudson looked down at his notes, then back to the detectives and Deeley.
“You must understand,” he said, “that three words constitute a very limited source upon which to base a graphologically correct personality profile. A signature would, of course, have been ideal. Aspects of personality are revealed much more precisely in a signature. But I can make a few tentative observations.”
Hudson turned back to the photograph of the writing on the blackboard. “Notice the slope to the right. A very marked slope, as a matter of fact. I’d say whoever wrote this is very affectionate, and he—”
“Very what?” Ralph Innes growled.
Hudson adjusted his glasses again. “Affectionate. He is someone who thinks with his heart instead of his head.”
“He thinks with a fucking twelve-gauge Remington,” Innes said to the detective beside him.
“Let’s get on with it and get out of here,” McGuire said, and nodded at Hudson.
“If you look at the ‘d’
and the capital ‘P,’” Hudson said, “you’ll see how large and elongated they are. They usually indicate that the writer is very idealistic in nature. He has high morals. Strong ideas about what’s right and wrong. And he’s very creative. Certainly artistic.”
Hudson looked up at his audience, who sat with sceptical expressions on their faces. Two in the morning, and some doorknob is saying a shotgun killer has a sense of right and wrong, they were asking themselves. Where’d McGuire find this clown?
But Kevin Deeley sat forward, his chin on his hand, absorbing every word.
The graphologist cleared his throat and turned back to the photograph. “Now, this is very unusual. From what I can see, the writer used very heavy pressure on the chalk. I’ve never seen this combination before, of an affectionate and moralistic nature plus such strong pressure in every letter.”
“Which means what?” asked McGuire.
“Which means we have a very complicated personality here,” Hudson explained. He was growing bolder, enjoying the opportunity to exhibit his expertise. “You see, pressure like this is normally associated with a self-reliant, revengeful individual. Which isn’t normally combined with affection and high moral sense.” He glanced back at the writing sample. “I’d say he might be a trifle immature too.”
“Does this mean he’s a schizoid, this guy?” Bernie Lipson asked.
Hudson shrugged and smiled. “I’m sorry,” he said, adjusting his glasses. “I’m not a psychologist.”
“What else can you figure out?” McGuire asked. He sat wearily on a table next to the map and rubbed his eyes as Hudson replied.
“A few tentative clues,” said Hudson who, along with Kevin Deeley, was the most wide-awake person in the room now. “The varying size of the letters suggests someone immature. The dots over the two ‘i’s
are light and firm. I’d say this person has moral courage, somebody who dares to do what he thinks is right.”
Hudson looked around the room again at bored, unbelieving expressions.
“Anything else?” McGuire asked.
“Some of these forms, in the ‘d’s and ‘e’s, are found in the writing of shy people. And all these varying sizes of the small letters are common in the writing of people undergoing serious inner turmoil. You see that a lot in teenagers.” He looked up and smiled. “As you might expect.” Janet Parsons smiled back. Hudson adjusted his tie and pushed up his glasses.
“Is that it?” McGuire demanded.
“One more thing,” Hudson said. “Uh, is this, does this have anything to do with the series of priest murders?”
“It might,” McGuire replied gruffly. “Why?”
Hudson glanced at Deeley, who was watching him intently. “Because,” the graphologist continued, “there’s one aspect of the writing I just couldn’t ignore.”
“What’s that?”
“Whoever wrote these words is very religious. A terribly religious person.”





CHAPTER ELEVEN
The face appeared on the front page of every newspaper in the Boston area the following morning. The police artist’s sketch, based on the recollections of Harvey Jaycock, was notable only for its total lack of distinguishing features—hair full and blond and hanging carelessly over the forehead; face slightly oval and open; nose and mouth in average proportion.
“He gave me a better description of the gun than of the guy,” the police artist told McGuire when he had completed the sketch. “I’d put a nose on, or fool with the eyes, and he’d say, ‘That looks okay,’ and I knew he had nothing to tell me. But he sure got that gun right.”
The sketch of the killer ran adjacent to details of the murder of Father Sellinger. Each newspaper carried editorials demanding action be taken to protect members of the Catholic church. The mayor called a morning press conference to announce that until further notice, special squads would be assigned to protect all Roman Catholic sites of worship and assembly. A local disc jockey placed a live telephone call to Radio Vatican, where a heavily accented press representative expressed dismay over the killings and assumed the police department was doing its utmost to find the person responsible. The pope celebrated a special mass for each of the murdered priests.
The major news networks dispatched crews to the Boston area for live reports on their evening newscasts. Profiles of each of the dead priests, together with maps showing the locations of their murders, were carried in newspapers and were being prepared for the next issues of Time and Newsweek. Interviews were arranged with Harvey Jaycock, who was reported to be seeking a press agent to negotiate exclusive coverage in the New York Post.
But nothing appeared anywhere about the three-word message that had been scrawled on the blackboard by someone who was shy, possessed a high sense of morals and held strict religious beliefs.
“I think we should release it,” McGuire said, tossing the Globe aside. “Get it out. Maybe somebody knows what it means.”
Kavander stared at him, incredulous. “You’ve gotta be nuts,” he grunted. “You know how many calls we’re getting already with that Goddamn sketch? We’ve had eight confessions so far, and it’s not even noon.” He leaned back, pulled the toothpick from his mouth, snapped it in two and aimed for the wastebasket. He missed. “The only way we can spot the real nutcases is by asking what they wrote when they blasted Sellinger. You give that up, and we’ll be sifting through confessions all summer long. Besides, I start releasing key evidence, and the D.A. will come looking for me with a load of buckshot. It’d be one way to screw up his case for sure. Not to mention it’s against department policy. Forget it.”
“Damn it, Jack, it means something. We can’t figure it out. Maybe somebody else can.”
“It means the priest was asking for it, that’s all.” Kavander opened his desk drawer and selected another toothpick. “‘The Priest desires.’ He was asking for it. Same thing.”
“But why write it on a blackboard and leave it there for us to see?”
“For Christ’s sake,” Kavander bellowed. “Why blow the guts out of three priests at random? You’re trying to think logically about something that has no logic.”
“Except in his mind,” McGuire said quietly.
“What?”
“It’s logical in his mind, isn’t it?” McGuire stood up. “Remember the guy we found, what, two years ago? The one with the wire around his neck, in the alleyway off Washington? And no shoes? Nobody thought much about the guy having no shoes on a cold night in November. Except Ollie. ‘There’s gotta be logic to him having no shoes,’ Ollie kept saying, when everybody else was putting it down as just another mugging.
“Then Ollie started poking around and found out about a rape murder the same night over in South Bay. Two guys did it, and they both took off down the alley, leaving footprints in the mud. Clean as a whistle, those prints.”
Kavander was nodding, remembering the case.
“One set was from a pair of work boots with a funny heel, remember? Ollie put it together. After stabbing the woman, the two guys got drunk and in a fight. The killer, big guy with a Russian sounding name, Milosavich? Millavitch? Something like that. He pulled the boots off the other guy and threw ’em in the St. Charles. That’s what they had been fighting about, the prints that the Russian knew they had left behind. We found a witness who saw him do it and ID’d him. We dragged for the boots and wrapped it up.” McGuire touched the side of his head. “Logic, Jack. That’s what did it.”
“Speaking of Ollie, you ever thought of giving him a call? Seeing what he thinks about all of this?” Kavander leaned back in his chair, his eyebrows raised.
“We don’t need him.” McGuire turned on his heel and headed for the door. He opened it, stopped, and turned back to Kavander. “Besides, he bought a boat and took off for New Brunswick.”
Kavander nodded and smiled.
The death of Father Sellinger acted as a catalyst on the broadcast and print media, which dispatched entire teams to the Boston area. Groups of cameramen and their equipment clustered around the giant grey edifice on Berkeley Street. By early afternoon Acting Lieutenant Eddie Vance had been filmed by all three networks and CNN news and was giving an exclusive interview to USA Today in the foyer.
“The son of a bitch is a media junkie,” McGuire said as he watched Vance from the downstairs elevator corridor. “He and old Harvey Jaycock, they’d make a good pair.”
Bernie Lipson grunted assent. “Speaking of Jaycock,” he said as they stepped into the elevator together, “did you hear that Ralph Innes found a ripped-up porno magazine in one of the trash bins at St. Matthew’s? Looks like Harvey spent his spare periods in the furnace room pulling more than thermostat controls.”
“Ralph show it to him?” McGuire asked as the door closed.
“Yeah. Jaycock admitted it was his. Begged Ralph not to tell the priests. Figured the church wouldn’t approve of one of their building custodians slobbering over orgy pictures when the fathers were saving souls one floor above him.”
“Why’d he tear it up?”
“Beats me,” Lipson shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe he wasn’t having any more meaningful relationships with it, the magazine.”
“Yeah, but you don’t tear up porno. I mean, you throw it away or you burn it or something, but you don’t rip it up.”
Lipson stood silent for a moment, then shrugged again. “I don’t know. It doesn’t seem important. The magazine, Innes is holding it over Jaycock’s head in case he spills anything to the press. Ralph told him to cut the interviews and don’t talk to anybody about anything, or we’ll send the porno magazine to the bishop and explain where we found it. That’ll have old Harvey on the street begging for spare change in a minute.”
“Get Ralph to ask him why he tore it up,” McGuire ordered.
The elevator doors opened at their floor. McGuire stepped out, his head down, lost in thought.
“You don’t think it means anything?” Lipson asked. “The porno?”
McGuire didn’t answer. He kept walking, not thinking of the pornography as an important clue. He was thinking instead of persuading a media-hungry acting lieutenant to reveal something publicly.
Whether Vance knew it or not.
It had been a slow day at the New England Aquarium, which was just fine with Anne Murison, because she could use the rest. Working five days a week helped her and her husband with the expenses and all, but it certainly put a strain on her housework, and Anne Murison prided herself on the clean home she kept. “I’m not what you call your core-dawn blue chef,” she was saying to George, who cleaned the otter pens and penguin pools. “I mean, macaroni and cheese is about my limit, next to maybe a pot of stew. But I like to keep a clean house, you know? Norman tells everybody he could eat off the floor in our place, it’s so clean.” She giggled. “Then he always says, ‘And if she ever learns to cook, maybe I will some day!’”
George laughed and picked up his bucket to walk away. He stopped and returned to Anne Murison’s ticket counter. “He’s back,” he said in a low voice, his eyes on the far corner of the open ground floor area. “Your friend who likes otters.”
The ticket seller looked up from her magazine. “I know,” she answered in a hoarse whisper. “And he looks terrible, doesn’t he? His clothes are so dirty, and he could use a good bath.”
“That’s every day this week,” George said, frowning. “Doesn’t the kid have any other place to go?”
“You know, I wondered about that myself.” Anne lifted a hand to her thick dark hair and began twirling the curls between her fingers. Thirty-five dollars she’d paid for that perm, and Norman hadn’t even noticed. “Actually, he’s really kind of cute.” She wrinkled her nose. “I wouldn’t mind taking him home with me. Might stir Norman up a bit and make him appreciate what he’s got.” She snorted.
George shook his head sadly, still watching the far corner where the otters frolicked in front of the slight figure silhouetted against their glass window. A heavy bag sat at the figure’s feet. “You think we should call somebody?” George asked. “The cops or something?”
“What for?” Anne asked, her voice rising in anger. “He doesn’t hurt anybody. He pays cash to get in, he stands there and minds his own business. He’s very polite. When we’re closing up, I just have to touch his arm, and he smiles and heads for the subway. Leave the poor kid alone.”
George glanced back at her. “All right, take it easy. It was just an idea. Doesn’t seem natural, a young guy like that spending the whole day looking at a couple of otters, not talking to anybody, not working anywhere, not going to school.”
“Come on, George. Don’t you have something better to do?” Anne asked, looking down to find her place in the magazine article.
George frowned at her and shuffled away. The hell with it, he thought. If she wants to let some nut hang around her all day, that’s her business. Still didn’t seem right, though.
Janet Parsons swept into the squad room and collapsed in a chair in front of McGuire. She was wearing a straight-cut grey skirt and silky blue blouse, with a single gold chain around her neck. Her dark shoulder-length hair reflected red highlights as it caught the late afternoon sun streaming through the window.
McGuire glanced up from the stack of three-by-five cards in his hands. Each card carried the name, description and personal details of suspects, witnesses and other participants in the three priest murders, plus telephone tips, leads from police informers and confessions. He held almost a hundred cards of various colours, each generated by Eddie Vance’s computer program and printed at 160 characters per second on a laser-jet machine.
The cards, McGuire decided, were worthless.
“There has to be a kid on every block in this city who looks like the one Jaycock saw,” Janet Parsons said. She sprawled in the stiff metal chair, her legs stretched in front of her, her hem riding above her knees.
“The picture may be more trouble than it’s worth, right?” McGuire said.
She rested her forehead on her hand and nodded. “Everybody who calls thinks it’s a neighbour’s kid or some punk who was hanging around the corner last week. That face looks like everybody and nobody.” She lifted her eyes to McGuire’s for the first time since she came in the room. “You think the janitor really saw somebody there? Or is he just trying to play hero again?”
McGuire tossed the colour-coded computer cards on the desk. “I believe the blond hair and that it was a young guy,” he answered. “Other than that, all I think Jaycock saw was the shotgun. That’s when he shit his pants.”
She giggled and turned her head away. 
“You know what I think?” he said.
She looked at him. “What do you think, McGuire?”
“I think we should release the writing on the blackboard. To the media.”
Her hand dropped from behind her head where she had been patting her hair in place, and she stared at him, absorbing what he had said. “You’re crazy,” she replied finally.
“It means something.”
“Sure it does. It means we’ve got a way of filtering out all of the crazies who are calling us up, saying ‘I shot the fathers! I shot the fathers!’”
“‘The Priest desires.’ What’s it mean, Janet?” He leaned forward over the colour-coded cards. “Just what the hell does it mean?”
“I don’t know. Maybe it doesn’t mean anything.”
“Sure it does. Why not ‘To hell with Catholics’? Or ‘Piss on the Pope’? That’s your real down-home angry graffiti. You blow a priest’s face half off, then you write something like ‘The Priest desires’ on a blackboard. That’s calm, Janet. There’s nothing angry about it.”
McGuire stood up and walked to the window, where the sun was beginning to set somewhere beyond Cambridge.
“If it means something to the kid who’s killing the priests, then maybe it means something to somebody else. But we have to tell that somebody about it,” McGuire said.
“You ask the shrink if it means anything?”
“He agrees. If you’re angry enough to blast somebody with a sawed-off, you don’t write something as calm as ‘The Priest desires’ unless it’s really significant to you.”
“What’s Kavander think?”
“Kavander thinks the same as you do.” He looked over at her, and she shuddered a little. He grinned and caught himself admiring her long slim legs again. Married. He tried to recall if he had ever met her husband and couldn’t.
“Maybe you should leak it,” she suggested. “Maybe you’ve got a point. Somebody reads it, puts two and two together. . . .” She shrugged again. “Any lead will be better than what we’re getting now.” She stood up and began spreading the colour-coded file cards with her hand. “These are useless. You know what Fat Eddie’s got the girls in the steno pool doing?”
“What?”
“Typing his resume and an outline of his computer program. Wants it all put into brown envelopes with a picture of him, like a press kit. A press kit! Then he’s sending them out to the papers and the TV stations, for reference, he says. You make the little bastard an acting lieutenant and he thinks he’s Robert Redford.”
She looked up to see McGuire grinning back at her. 
“Pictures?” he asked. “Like eight-by-ten glossies?”
“Yeah, the full size—” She stopped, the frozen look of anger melting slowly into a smirk that matched McGuire’s. “You devious son of a gun.”
“There’s a spare eight-by-ten of the writing on the blackboard in my office,” McGuire said.
“No kidding.”
“I could leave it at your desk. Say, in about five minutes.” Still grinning.
She stood watching him. “And what would I do with it?” 
“Oh, what everybody does, I suppose. Slide it into a brown envelope for safe keeping.”
“One with the name of the Globe’s
city editor on it, no doubt.”
“Just before Brenda in the steno area sends it out.” 
“Good old Brenda.”
“It could get him fired, you know.” 
“It could also get us a killer.”
She shook her head. “Sorry, Joe. It sounds like a hell of an idea, but count me out. I know how Kavander feels about releasing evidence without approval.”
“Then I’ll do it myself. The envelopes are on your desk?” 
She nodded. “If Brenda hasn’t picked them up yet. Hey, I didn’t have a thing to do with this, right?”
“I’ll swear to it,” McGuire said from the open doorway. Then, pausing, he asked, “By the way, what does your husband do for a living?”
Her smile widened. “Didn’t you know? He owns a bar. He’s trying to build up clientele with cops. Why do you think I keep inviting you for a drink?”





CHAPTER TWELVE
Anne Murison sighed, checked her watch and slid her magazine under the counter of the ticket kiosk. Switching off the outside lights of the aquarium, she unlocked the door of her booth and walked past the dispersing crowds of children being shepherded to the exits.
She skirted the cylindrical Giant Ocean Tank, forty feet wide and twenty-three feet deep with an outer spiral walkway descending to the floor, home for more than a thousand fish. They swam past the glass above her in their non-stop journey. Sharks, barracuda, sea turtles the size of compact cars, angry-looking moray eels, thick-lipped groupers and dozens of other species. Anne never grew tired of watching them. Or the penguins in their open pens, diving from rocks and waddling around with their wings outstretched, their eyes strange and wide as though they were in a narcotic trance.
What was so interesting about a couple of otters?
“Time to go,” she said to the blond-haired boy. He had been reclining on the floor, his back against the wall. The otters were sleeping, curled into a single mound of brown fur.
“I’m sorry,” he said, rising quickly and reaching for his large black athletic bag.
“It’s okay. No rush.” She patted her hair again. Thirty-five dollars and Norman doesn’t even notice.
They walked together around the water tank, heading for the exit. Except for George, who was washing down the penguins’ rocks with a garden hose, they were the only people left in the building. The fish swam silently behind the glass above them.
“You know, I could sell you a season’s pass,” she said as they approached the door. “It would save you a lot of money. You could just come and go as you please. During our regular hours, I mean.”
He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple moving up and down. His eyes remained fastened on the exit door. “I don’t think that will be necessary, ma’am.”
She hated being called “ma’am.” Sometimes the young school children called her that when they were looking for a washroom. Old-maid teachers were called “ma’am.” Not a woman barely into her thirties who once left her husband behind to spend a week in Jamaica on her own. She remembered the trip and shuddered deliciously. If Norman only knew everything she had done down there.
“What do you mean, it won’t be necessary?” They were almost at the double glass doors.
“I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to come here,” the young man explained. He stepped aside as she unlocked the door for him. The sky had turned grey; fog was drifting in from the harbour, bringing with it a light misty rain.
“Why?” she asked. “You moving away? Going off to school?” Her voice became hard-edged with sarcasm. “You’re not going to get married or something stupid like that, are you?”
Stepping through the door without replying, he walked slowly towards the subway stop across the open plaza. She shouted at him above the noise of the wind and of an aircraft making its tight turn over the city, “Hey, what’s your name anyway?”
But he continued walking, and she stood in the doorway, watching him until he disappeared through the subway entrance.
Inside, the blond young man rode the escalator down to darkness in silence. He entered the platform on the Bowdoin side and waited for the inbound train that would carry him to Government Centre and connect to the Green Line.
The station, its dark and dirty walls relieved only by defaced posters of aquatic life, was deserted. With the aquarium closed for the day, outbound express trains would no longer stop at the aquarium. The schoolchildren who had left the aquarium before him had boarded an inbound train carrying them to the downtown hub.
As the young man sat slumped on the bench, the last outbound train to stop at the aquarium roared into the station and squealed to a halt. A voice scratched the air from a hidden loudspeaker, its message unintelligible. The blank faces of commuters outbound for Wood Island, Suffolk Downs and Beachmont looked out at the blond young man without seeing him.
They were showing the same interest in his presence and appearance as they had in the poster of the barracuda behind his bench. It was one of many posters in the station, promoting the New England Aquarium by illustrating some of its notorious residents.
The illustration behind the young man on the bench was defaced. Thick black ink had been used to sketch glasses over the barracuda’s eyes, and a Groucho Marx mustache had been drawn above its severe mouth—absurdities that mocked the animal’s evil gaze and menacing shape. Something else, phallic and just as absurd but more threatening, dangled from midway along the fish’s belly.
The commuter riders on the outbound train glanced at the wall, the defaced poster and the tired young man slumped on the bench. A few of them, who knew of the activities that took place in the aquarium station after hours, smirked or frowned at the sight of his graceful body and sensitive features, alone on the bench. Waiting. Inviting.
A whistle sounded. The train left the station, and the young man, his eyes brimming with tears for tragedies both recent and distant in his mind, leaned his head back.
He was no longer alone.
Across the tracks a figure stood watching the young, lean body whose large black athletic bag lay at his feet. Alvin Chadwick grinned. He had stepped off the outbound train too late to try his luck with the school kids. But this might be better. This might be good.
Alvin wore black leather pants, which wrapped his lithe, sinuous figure in a second skin. His thick brown hair was cropped squarely across the back of his neck. Nervously, his hands, the fingers long and slender, found his mouth and stroked his lips. His tongue emerged and withdrew. He looked carefully left and right, then walked quickly away, tracing an imaginary perfectly straight line in the direction of the exit and across the tracks to the inbound side of the station.
The young man on the bench remained motionless, his head tossed back and his eyes closed. Once, then twice, his body shook with a repressed sob.
Alvin Chadwick descended the stairs and walked cautiously behind the figure in the light jacket, faded jeans and sneakers. Alvin’s fingers rubbed nervously together. He felt his heart quicken and nervous excitement race through his body, a rush of adrenalin, the familiar thrill.
He approached the young man on the bench and stood for a moment looking around. The subway station was deserted. There was no sound of an inbound train. He admired the boy’s face, the smooth ivory complexion, the nose narrow and perfectly sculpted, the forehead sensitive and high. Good-looking, Alvin thought, and his hand dropped momentarily to the crotch of his leather pants and stroked the rising presence there.
So beautiful. And so sad. So in need of tenderness and love.
He walked quickly and silently to the figure on the bench and stood behind it, his hands poised over the head of fine blond hair. He stroked it gently.
“Are we sad?” Alvin Chadwick said gently. “Do we need someone to cheer us up?”
The eyes opened abruptly, clear and blue, shiny with tears. They stared up at Alvin Chadwick’s angular face in surprise. The young man began to move, but Alvin’s hands dropped to his shoulders and chest, stroking as they went, and his mouth went to the side of the young man’s head. “I can make you happy,” he said in a throaty whisper. “So happy.” And he inserted his tongue in the young man’s ear.
In an explosion of motion the blond young man threw Alvin Chadwick’s arms away from his body, leaped up and twisted to face Alvin, his back to the subway tracks.
Alvin spread his arms in an open gesture. “Did I surprise you?” he asked sweetly. “I’m sorry if I surprised you. You just looked so sad and alone sitting there. And so pretty.”
The blond young man stood, his legs apart, breathing heavily. He looked wildly around the deserted station, then drew his arm across his eyes.
Alvin began to move from behind the bench. “Tell me what’s wrong,” he cooed. Again his hand dropped to the crotch of his leather pants, which strained more than ever to contain the flesh within. “Come to Mummy.” The smile widened, the voice dropped in tone, heavily seductive. “I’ll catch if you’ll pitch.”
He watched the expression on the face of the blond young man change from fear to understanding. The young man swallowed once. His hands flexed, opening and closing. His eyes dropped to the park bench between them. Alvin’s hand reached to unbutton his shirt, and he glanced towards the other end of the subway platform. “There’s a quiet place, an empty room, down there,” he said as he moved around the bench. “I’ll show it to you. The decor is a little tacky, but it’s such a convenient location. . . .”
In two steps the blond young man reached the bench again. Keeping his eyes on Alvin, he stretched out his arm to grasp the black athletic bag, lifted it from the floor and set it heavily on the other end of the bench, away from Alvin.
He began unzipping the bag, watching Alvin carefully.
“Toys, have we?” Alvin lisped. “Oh, I love toys.” His voice became even more outrageous, almost a self-parody. “Say, you wouldn’t have a spare jockstrap in there for me, would you? An extra-large, naturally.”
The first rumble of an inbound train echoed in the distance.
Alvin took another step. “What’s your name, sweetie? Mine’s Alvin. Can you believe it? My mother, bless her soul, must have had a thing for a singing chipmunk.”
He froze in his place, horrified and unbelieving. His frightened gaze flew from the ugly weapon the young man withdrew from the athletic bag to the same clear, blue eyes that had opened wide less than a minute ago.
“My God,” Alvin whispered. “You don’t need that. Listen, if I offended you, I’m sorry, really.”
The blond young man raised the gun to waist level. His left hand moved spasmodically on the wooden grip, and a spent red shell flew out to clatter and roll across the concrete floor.
The sound of the inbound train grew louder within the tunnel, an animal loudness full of motion and fire.
“Look, please don’t, P L E A S E D O N ’ T !” Alvin screamed.
The first blast destroyed Alvin Chadwick’s neck as he twisted his head away. With the action of a puppet whose strings had been cut, he collapsed across the bench on his back, his arms and legs outstretched.
With another quick pull, the spent shell flew out of the gun, and the young man stepped closer to the body. From barely an arm’s reach away he lowered the stunted barrel of the shotgun to the front of the glove-soft, black leather pants—which had been Alvin Chadwick’s pride—down to the place where the legs met in a hand-crafted codpiece, the flesh there no longer tumescent and threatening. As the roar of the incoming subway train grew louder, he closed his eyes and pulled the trigger again.
Only the barracuda on the poster watched it all through the horn-rimmed glasses sketched over its eyes.





CHAPTER THIRTEEN
“We know him, the victim,” Bernie Lipson was saying to Joe McGuire. “The guys over at vice know him. Soon as we put his name on the line, we got a playback. Real gearbox, he was.”
McGuire stood looking down at the body of Alvin Chadwick sprawled across the subway bench. The concrete floor was painted in congealing blood, a sight he found neither shocking nor particularly interesting. It was the effect of the shotgun blast to the front of Chadwick’s pants that attracted his attention.
“Blew his balls off,” McGuire said, shaking his head. “Jesus, what a mess.”
“Doitch says he was already dead,” Lipson observed. The overweight medical examiner was a few feet away, packing his instruments back into his bag. Uniformed cops and ID men stood around in small groups, separated by the subway trains, which continued to roar by a hastily erected plastic barrier at the edge of the station platform.
“Thing is,” Lipson went on, “the guys at vice say he was harmless, this Chadwick. Not one of your violent screamers. Did a couple of terms for molesting minor boys, just a little ass petting or quick B.J.’s in an alleyway. Got him for indecent exposure in front of some little kids once. But he wouldn’t get violent, especially with somebody his age and size.” The detective shrugged. “Doesn’t sound like self-defense to me.”
“Sure as hell isn’t, when you blast him in the crotch after you’ve practically blown his head off,” McGuire looked at Lipson. “Think our boy’s switched from priests to faggots?”
One of the uniformed cops approached McGuire. He kept his eyes away from Alvin Chadwick’s remains, lying within the perimeter of his own blood, and from the chalked outline on the concrete floor. An outbound subway train entered the station and roared through without stopping. The cop waited until the noise faded before speaking.
“You wanted to talk to me, Lieutenant?”
McGuire looked up at the cop, pink-cheeked and with a neatly trimmed black mustache above a firmly set mouth. You look good, kid, McGuire said silently to the cop. Look real tough. Christ, I’m calling a cop in his twenties “kid,” he thought. How old am I anyway?
“You the first one here?” McGuire asked.
“Yes sir,” the cop answered. He pulled out his notebook. “Received call at 5:31 p.m. from one James Hannaford, M.B.T.A. motorman, regarding alleged body on inbound side of Aquarium subway station. Arrived at approximately 5:40 p.m. to discover John Doe remains. Sealed off station, secured area. No apparent witnesses, no suspects. Called your squad immediately in accordance with directive number 15217 from Captain Kavander regarding all shotgun assaults upon civilians in the greater Boston area.” He flipped the book closed.
“You didn’t check for a pulse?” McGuire asked, his eyebrows arched.
The young cop appeared flustered. “Well, no sir, it was apparent to me—”
“Forget it.” McGuire waved the cop’s embarrassment away and turned to Lipson. “Three priests and a faggot,” he said. “What do you figure?”
“Sounds like a joke you’d hear down at the archdiocese.” 
“Maybe Deeley has the punch line.”
“Think we should call him on this one?”
“No, I don’t,” McGuire snapped. Then, in a softer tone, “What do you figure he was doing down here? Not this guy,” he said, indicating Chadwick’s body. “The kid. With the gun.”
His partner shrugged. “Catching a train, I guess. I don’t know.”
“But it’s not a line end. The others, they were the end of a line, like the kid just got on and rode it until he had to get off. There’s nothing around here except the pier, couple of hotels, the aquarium. Let’s get some teams down here. We’ll work out sectors, get everything covered. Somebody had to see him come down. Maybe they saw him here on the platform. He might even live nearby. Talk to the trainmen who came through between five and five-thirty.”
Lipson nodded. “Where you going to be?” he asked.
“Back at the squad room,” McGuire answered, lost in thought. He was staring down at the remains of Alvin Chadwick. Walked right up to him, lowered the gun, and blew his balls off, McGuire said to himself. Jesus, what makes him so Goddamn angry?
No one at Government Centre noticed the blond young man with the oversized athletic bag as he boarded an outbound Green Line train. He walked silently to a corner of the car and wedged himself between a window and an insurance actuary, who sat reading The Wall Street Journal and who didn’t look up from his paper, not even to stand as the train pulled into Kenmore station, where he exited.
Most of the passengers, including a large number of laughing Boston University students, left the train at Kenmore, a station where the line split into three directions. Boston College and Cleveland Circle were the two nearest terminals. The train on which the blond young man still rode continued further west to Riverside.
He had been as unaware of the insurance actuary and the sloppily dressed students as they were of him. He leaned against the glass, hoping he wasn’t going to be sick to his stomach again. In an alleyway off State Street he had been ill behind a stack of cardboard boxes and had emerged, trembling and perspiring, to see the police vehicles roar by, their sirens howling and their drivers shouting unheard threats to the rush-hour Boston traffic.
At Riverside he left the train and walked into fresh, cool, moist spring air delicately spiced with the salt of the ocean. He turned the collar of his jacket up, swung the heavy bag to his other arm and set out along the shoulder of the suburban road.
I will go where my feet and fortune carry me, he told himself. He was beyond so much now. Beyond fear and guilt, beyond questioning and remorse. He saw himself as an arrow launched from a bow, moving swiftly towards an unknown and unseen end, buffeted and staggered by crosswinds but continuing on, rising, arcing, falling.
Ahead, at the corner near a gas station and convenience store, the lights of a telephone booth glowed softly in the mist. The young man entered it and, after resting a moment or two against the side of the booth with his head on his arm, searched in his pocket for a coin.
“Nothing.”
Janet Parsons dropped the file on the table in front of McGuire. Bernie Lipson and Ralph Innes were standing at the wall map, sectoring the area to be swept by search teams through the night. Eddie Vance was seated against the wall, transferring data into a book on his lap.
“Nobody saw a thing?”
Janet shook her head. “We’ve talked to everybody in a two-block area of the place. The hotel staff, the souvenir sellers, the parking-lot attendants, the staff at the aquarium. One guy, a caretaker at the aquarium, said there was a blond kid there most of the day, but he’s something of a regular. Gave us the name of some ticket seller he said left with the kid. We called her and she said she’d seen him hail a cab, so it couldn’t be him.” Janet shrugged. “What the hell do we do now?”
“We know he didn’t leave on the subway,” McGuire said. “The last inbound stopped at five-fourteen. The next train to pass was at five-eighteen, an outbound. Nobody remembers seeing a thing. The five twenty-five inbound, that’s who found Chadwick.”
“Nobody ever notices anything on the subway,” Janet commented, sitting on the edge of McGuire’s desk. “They’re all either zombies, or their heads are buried in a newspaper.”
The fabric of her skirt stretched tightly across her thighs, and he could see the line of her panties under the cloth.
“You want to take a picture, Joe?”
He glanced up to see her watching him, a smirk creasing her face. “What?” he said.
“I said, do you want to take a picture.” The smirk widened into a smile. “You were staring, Joe.”
“Oh.” He busied himself with Mel Doitch’s medical report. “Sorry. Just thinking.”
She slid off the desk and smoothed her skirt. “Sure as hell were.”
“Look, Janet, I’m tired.” He smiled at her. “Okay? Don’t take offence.”
“Who said I was offended?” She leaned over to look directly into his eyes. “You sleeping here again tonight?”
He tilted his head at a cot in the corner of the room. “After I visit the hospital.”
“Take it easy then, okay?” She glanced in Vance’s direction, and asked, “Any response yet about Mr. Public Relations?”
McGuire shook his head, and she straightened. “See you in the morning, Joe,” she said and left the room, her jacket thrown over her shoulder. Ralph Innes stopped speaking to Bernie Lipson long enough to watch her leave, his eyes at the level of her hips.
He felt better. He always felt better afterwards. Opening the door of the booth, he stepped back into the night mist, moving carefully along the shoulder of the road, facing the oncoming traffic.
The bag was growing heavier in his hand, and he considered tossing it and its contents into the small stretches of woods that appeared out of the mist, leaving it in the undergrowth and walking alone in the direction of the sun. But he knew he couldn’t. It would make him a fugitive; it would be like St. Paul abandoning the believers on the road. Or a child might find it and cause injury.
No, it is a part of me, he told himself. As much as my hands, my eyes, my soul. It is demanding and it weighs heavily upon me like the burden of belief in a land of unbelievers.
But oh, he wished he could pray. He wanted so much to pray.
McGuire told himself the pillow was larger or softer or positioned differently. That is why she looks shrunken, he thought. She couldn’t have changed so much in so short a time.
“How does it feel to be the highlight of someone’s day?” she asked behind a forced smile.
“Always nice to know you’re needed,” McGuire answered. He removed the withered flowers from her vase and dropped them into a wastebasket, replacing them with the fresh bouquet of roses he had brought. Gloria looked down at the discarded flowers with a sad, wistful expression.
“I didn’t think you would come today,” she said when he had settled in the chair beside her bed.
“Why not?”
“Because you’re so busy. I can tell you’re busy. Your voice changes, and you talk more like . . . like a cop I guess.”
“It’s a round-the-clock thing. I’m sleeping on a cot in the squad room. Kavander’s putting the pressure on.”
“You got . . .” she stammered. “You got the biggest story to hit Boston since the Kennedys. How . . . how long can you stay and talk to me?”
“As long as you want.”
She smiled sadly. “No, Joe. No, you can’t stay that long.” 
“Well, I’ll stay until the nurse comes with your injection, anyway.”
“I’ve already had it.” She cocked her head to look directly at him. “I’m on demand now. Like a junkie. I just say ‘Shoot me up’ and they pour on the morphine.”
He took a deep breath and exhaled it slowly. “That bad, huh?”
“That bad.” Her eyes lost their focus and drifted from his. “I was thinking, Joe. It was unfair of me to ask you to do that. I mean, look after the funeral service and all that. . . .”
“No,” he blurted. “No, it’s not. I’m going to do it. In all the craziness of this priest thing, it makes sense. I’ll do it, Gloria. Organ music, champagne for the nurses, the whole works. Whatever you want.”
“Really?” She looked back at him again, and this time the smile made her face glow from within. “That’s wonderful. Thank you, Joe. Come . . . come here, please.”
He bent down and she reached a thin arm behind his head, pulling him closer to kiss him lightly on the cheek. “Thank you,” she whispered in his ear.
When he pulled away, his face was flushed with embarrassment.
“Let’s talk,” she said, now animated. “Let’s talk about old friends. And that funny apartment we had in Cambridge, the one with the sun room. And how the air felt in Hawaii, walking barefoot on the sand.”
Anne Murison lay in the darkened room, listening to her husband snore gently beside her and her own heart beating madly within her.
God, had she done the right thing? There was no way that nice young boy could have anything to do with the murders of the priests. He was frightened and lonely. She had heard about police interrogations. They would pick him up and throw him in a cell with perverts, then they would shout at him and abuse him. It would be horrible, it could take days before they realized they had the wrong person. So she just had to say the boy couldn’t have been involved in that shooting in the subway.
She couldn’t let them abuse someone who was so obviously innocent and who loved the otters that much. She just couldn’t. Besides, he was so . . . pretty. She smiled and closed her eyes.
And almost immediately opened them again. What if the police checked all the cabs? They did things like that. On the news tonight the announcer had said this was the largest manhunt in Boston history. Hundreds of police officers were working around the clock, looking for the priest killer. What if they came back and asked her again? Or made her take truth serum? Or a lie detector test? She might say something she didn’t mean to say. Or she could be arrested for . . . what? Obstructing justice? Mischief?
She suppressed a sob and rolled towards her husband, grasping him in her arms. His snoring ceased, but he didn’t awake.
If they came back to talk to her, she would tell them the truth.
But the young man who liked to watch the otters, she knew was innocent.
She only hoped the police would agree.
“McGuire?”
“Yeah, Vance.” McGuire didn’t look up at the overweight detective standing next to his desk.
“I’m calling it a night. Going home, catch a few hours. Should be back on the job by eight.”
“That’s truly wonderful, Vance.” McGuire glanced at his wristwatch. It was just after midnight.
“I’ve completed an analysis of all Remington 870 shotgun sales within the greater Boston area during the past six-month period according to sales records from one hundred and thirty-eight reporting retailers. You know we’re tracking ownership with teams?”
“Of course I know,” McGuire spat out. “Get to the fucking point.”
Vance frowned and cleared his throat. “The point is, I ran all the addresses through the computer data base, and five of them are essentially non-existent as residential dwellings.”
“What the hell does that mean?”
“They’re vacant lots, or office buildings. One’s even a—” 
“Joe!” Ralph Innes called from across the room. “You know where that list is of subway witnesses sweet-ass was working on?”
“Who?”
Innes grinned. “Janet. Doesn’t she have the sweetest heart-shaped ass you’ve ever seen?”
McGuire grunted, stood up, and walked over to Innes, the file folders in his hand.
Vance turned to walk away. “Monastery,” he said in a voice no one heard.





CHAPTER FOURTEEN
Mattie told herself she had known it all along. In her gut she had known it. She should learn to listen to her gut instead of her heart. Oh Christ, she said to herself, swallowing the rest of her margarita. Thirty-eight years old and the broad’s talking about trusting her heart.
“Frank?” she called across to the bar. “Another one.” She held the empty glass up for the bartender to see. “Easy on the salt.”
Frank nodded back at her. Two men on bar stools, who had looked over at the sound of her voice, said something to him and laughed. Frank smiled, saying nothing. One of the men looked over at her again and nudged the other, and they both laughed again.
Frank wasn’t a bad guy, Mattie thought. At least he admitted he was married. Which hadn’t prevented Mattie from inviting Frank home once or twice after closing hours. Frank wasn’t like that bastard, Chris.
Mattie twisted to look at herself in the mirror beside the booth. Not bad, she decided. Ignore the chins, she told herself. The extra one’s going as soon as the warm weather’s here and I get back to salads and exercise. Check the boobs. They look good. Cost forty dollars each for those new French bras, but they sure lift ’em up and head ’em out, don’t they? She giggled. Long as the boobs stick out further than the chins, there’s nothing to worry about. She giggled again.
“You’re looking a little happier, Mattie.” Frank stood over her, carefully lowering the brim-full margarita to her table.
“I’m always happy when I’m drinking your margaritas, Frank,” she said. “Cheers.”
“Cheers,” Frank answered.
Poor Frank, Mattie thought. He was bald and his nose was too big and his ears stuck out like jug handles and he wasn’t any smarter than your average Martini shaker. But he was sweet. She watched him walk to the back of the bar. And well-hung, she recalled.
Chris arrived as Mattie was finishing the margarita. He entered the bar and stood in the doorway, letting his eyes become accustomed to the light, shaking the rain from his jacket. Mattie watched him from the corner of her booth, admiring the long sturdy legs, the muscular flat stomach, the thick wavy hair. You good-looking stud, was her first reaction. Her second was, you lying bastard.
“Mattie!” he called out when he finally saw her. “Thought it was you there in the corner.”
She waved coyly at him.
He strode over to her, looking around and calling out to two buddies gnawing on fried chicken at a table at the rear. I’m going to miss those nice long legs, she thought sadly. And those big bear-paw hands on me. God, I loved those hands.
“Hi,” he said, bending down to kiss her on the cheek. “Been waiting long?”
“Three margaritas. You’re late.”
He motioned to Frank, then slid into the booth across from her and smiled to show his even white teeth. He was always proud of those teeth, Mattie remembered. Hell, he was proud of everything. The bastard’s got more vanity than a Miss America reunion.
“Had a problem over at the plant. Press broke down right in the middle of a run. Took a couple of hours to get it up and going again.” He reached out to touch her hand.
“You have a lot of problems over there, don’t you?” she said. She lifted the empty glass to her lips and with the tip of her tongue licked the salt from the rim. He watched her as he spoke, the smile growing wider.
“Yeah, well, the equipment’s getting old, and the guys aren’t all that careful with it.”
“How come it always happens at the end of the day?”
He shrugged. “End of the day-shift, you expect problems to crop up.”
Mattie set the glass down as Frank approached. “Another margarita, Mattie?”
She gave her empty glass to him and without lifting her eyes from the table said, “Make this one a Crown Royal. Double, no ice.”
Chris sat back in the booth and studied her. “We celebrating something tonight? A double Crown Royal?”
She looked up and smiled. “You don’t think I’m worth it?”
“Why, of course you’re worth it. It’s just not what I normally see you drink. You’re a mixed-drink girl. Margaritas, daiquiris, whisky sours . . .”
“Tonight I feel like good booze straight. What’s wrong with that?” She began fingering the top button of her blouse.
“Nothing, Mattie. Nothing at all.” He waved Frank away. “Make it two, Frank. What the hell.”
“After our drinks we can have some dinner,” Mattie said, trying to control her voice. “Then we can go back to my place for a nightcap.”
“Dinner?” Chris lifted his eyes from Mattie’s cleavage. “Oh hell, Mattie. I already ate.”
“At the plant, right?”
“Yeah. We had a couple of pizzas sent in while we got the press going again.”
She smiled and shook her head slowly. “Funny how the stuff at the plant always breaks down so you have to eat dinner there, isn’t it?”
He shrugged. “It happens.” He leaned across the table and took her hand in his. “But listen, Mattie, I’d love to have that nightcap with you later anyway. Soon’s we leave here. All the time we were working on that damn press, all I could think about was you being here and me coming to see you tonight.” He winked. “You know what I mean?”
“Two Crown Royal doubles, no ice.” Frank set the glasses between them as Chris straightened up.
“Yeah, thanks,” Chris said, still looking into Mattie’s eyes. “Well,” he added after a moment or two. “What do you think?”
“What do I think?” She reached down to hold the glass then looked into his eyes again. “I think you’re a lying, cheating, scum-sucking prick, Chris.”
The smile froze on his face. He straightened up. “Mattie, what are you talking about?”
“You weren’t fixing any Goddamn press at the plant, you son of a bitch!” She was shouting. “You were having dinner with your fat-assed wife and your three brat kids and your fucking hairy sheep dog.”
“Mattie, Mattie . . .” Still trying to smile, he glanced around the room and reached for her.
“Don’t Mattie me, you bastard!” She stood up, the drink in her hand. “You just left your whole dumb family back in your mortgaged ranch house, fifty-three thousand still outstanding, fourteen years to go on it. I looked it all up, Chris. They think you’re over at the plant fixing your fucking precious press right now, don’t they?”
“Mattie . . .”
She looked over at the bar. The two men on the stools were staring, smirking at a half-drunk broad giving hell to a husband caught cheating. Others were watching and listening, too. Big smiles on their faces. Lots to talk about at coffee break tomorrow. Bastards. They’re all bastards. Grinning and smirking, elbowing each other, saying, let this be a lesson, and the lesson is, you don’t get caught.
Only Frank was solemn-faced, watching her from behind the bar.
She wavered a little, and Chris reached out a hand to steady her, saying “Mattie, for God’s sake sit down and we’ll talk about this.”
“Frank!” she called over. “What’s a double Crown Royal worth?”
“Six dollars, Mattie,” Frank said quietly.
“Send the check over to asshole here,” she yelled. “He just had one.” She turned and threw the contents of the glass in Chris’s face. “Enjoy it, you bastard,” she hissed at him through clenched teeth. “Because you’re lucky it’s not a glass of lye, like I had planned to use.”
Mattie walked to the door in long strides, feeling the stares of the men in the bar on her as she left. Her eyes began to sting, and she told herself, don’t cry. That’s what they want to see right now is you crying, tears running down your cheeks like a baby. Well, fuck ’em. They’re not going to see this broad bawl.
They didn’t. She stepped outside and into the cool, wet mist, walked past three stores, stopped in the doorway of a discount shoe store, and leaned against the metal grill on the door.
Finally, she cried. She dabbed at the tears with a tissue from her purse, hiccupping a few times, and slammed her clenched fist against the door frame. Then, as quickly as they began, her sobs faded. Wiping her tears fiercely from the corners of her eyes, she walked across the darkened parking lot towards her car.
Once or twice she stumbled, feeling the effect of the margaritas. Gotta be careful, she told herself. It’s nearly ten miles home, darker than the ace of spades, you can barely see across the road in this mist. She found her car and after fumbling for the keys got the door open and slumped behind the wheel.
A few straggling tears flowed as she sat with her head resting on the steering wheel. With a sudden and unladylike sniffle she started the car and began pulling out of the parking lot in the direction of the highway.
I showed him, she told herself, as a smile began to play at the corners of her mouth. They’re all laughing in there now, the bunch of drunken studs. But I made a fool out of him in front of his buddies. She reached the highway and looked to the left, waited for a truck to emerge out of the gloom and roar past, then swung the wheel to the right and pressed the accelerator. Bastards will lie and cheat just to get a fast lay.
Jesus Christ, what was that? She applied the brakes. The right front corner of the car had struck something. Something soft and yielding.
Mattie opened her door and wrapped her arms around herself against the dampness. Unsteady on her high heels she ran to the front of the car, then stopped abruptly and leaned against the hood when she saw the young man.
“Oh God, I’m sorry, I’m sorry . . .” she said.
He was lying on his side, one leg pulled up in pain as he rubbed his calf with his hand.
“I didn’t see you, I’m sorry,” she repeated and ran to crouch down beside him.
“I’m all right,” he said without looking at her. “I’m okay. It’s all right.”
“Stay there. Don’t get up.” Mattie restrained him as the young man tried to rise. “Your leg could be broken.”
“I don’t think so.” He lifted his face and looked directly at her for the first time. Angelic, Mattie thought immediately. That’s what he looks like. Like an angel. Blond and delicate and almost pretty. And sensitive, look at all the sensitivity in his eyes. Leave it to me, the only time I have an accident I have to hit an angel. I can’t run down a prick like Chris.
“You just caught me with the front bumper,” he said, letting her help him stand. “It hurts, but I don’t think anything’s broken.”
“We should get it looked at,” she said as he leaned his weight on her.
“No, it’s all right,” he assured her. “Honestly.” But as he tried to walk, he stumbled in pain and fell against her. “I don’t want to go to a hospital,” he whispered hoarsely.
“Do you live around here?” Mattie asked. She was glad he didn’t want to go to a hospital. With two drunk-driving convictions on her record, enough alcohol in her to pickle a goose, and now an injured pedestrian, she stood to lose her licence for sure if the police investigated. Her eyes stung with tears for the third time. Goddamn that Chris, she thought, biting her lip. Because of him I’ll lose my licence. Then how the hell do I make a living selling real estate?
“No, I don’t live around here,” the young man was saying. “I’m just passing through.”
“Well, where are you staying? Do you have a motel room or something?”
He shook his head. “No. I have no room.”
I just might get out of this thing with my licence intact and my tits out of the wringer, Mattie said to herself.
“Listen,” she said gently, leading him to her passenger door, “come home with me and we’ll look at your leg. We’ll put some heat on it to help it heal. Then I’ll make you some nice hot tea and put you to bed in my guest room. How does that sound?”
“No, honestly, it’s all right,” he said. “I’ll be okay.” He turned away from the car, but when he leaned his weight on the injured leg, he winced in pain and almost stumbled.
“You’re not all right,” Mattie said firmly. “You’ve got a bruised leg, and you’re cold and wet with nowhere to go. You’re coming home with me.”
Her firm attitude worked. He looked at her, smiling shyly in the harsh glare from the headlights, and let himself be led back to the passenger door. Just as they reached it, he said, “My bag,” and started towards the front of the car again. Mattie followed his gaze, nodded, and said, “Hop in. I’ll get it.”
When he was settled in the passenger seat, she retrieved the heavy black athletic bag emblazoned with the name of a line of running shoes, walked to door on the driver’s side and tossed the bag roughly in the back seat before slipping behind the wheel.
“I’m Mattie,” she said as she pulled away from the plaza again. “Mattie O’Brien. What’s your name?”
He was staring directly ahead into the darkness, his face lit by the flashing lights of oncoming cars and from the glow of neon signs at gas stations and roadside bars.
“Bobby,” the blond young man replied. “My name is Bobby.”





CHAPTER FIFTEEN
They were on a concrete pier somewhere on the Cape. Maybe Hyannis Port. It was a warm day in June, and they were alone on the pier with the seagulls. Gloria sat in the sun resting against the seawall, her head back, her eyes closed. She wore a cotton T-shirt and shorts, and her sneakers had been kicked aside or lost somewhere. She wiggled her toes.
McGuire watched from a distance. He could see the rise and fall of her chest as she breathed, and he wanted to walk to her and sit beside her. They would laugh and gossip about friends. Or maybe watch the gulls. There were seagulls everywhere. He could hear the cry of the seagulls now.
He tried to stand, but he was restrained. Something was holding him down, and now Gloria was sliding away. The pier was tilting, and she was sliding towards the water. He called for her, and she didn’t respond; she remained sitting in the sun, slipping further away.
He called again, but this time Janet Parsons appeared beside him, and he turned to her. Nothing restrained him from turning to Janet Parsons. They kissed, and he could feel her body against his. When he looked back at Gloria, she was closer again, standing and blessing the gulls. As he watched, someone rose from behind the pier wall and aimed a shotgun at Gloria’s head. He shouted her name and tried to go to her, but he was being restrained again. It was Lipson, that son of a bitch. Lipson was holding him and calling his name, keeping him from going to Gloria. Lipson was shaking him, Lipson was saying “It’s all right Joe, it’s all right. . . .”
He opened his eyes to see Bernie Lipson standing next to the cot, his hand resting on McGuire’s shoulder.
“You okay?” Lipson asked.
McGuire blinked and looked around the squad room. Two uniformed cops were watching him with curiosity. “I’m fine.” He swung his legs onto the floor and rubbed his eyes. “Bad dream,” he explained. “Haven’t had one in years.”
“Nightmares, you can get ’em sleeping on these cots,” Lipson said. “Or a bad back. How late were you working on this thing last night?”
McGuire shook his head, studying his feet. “I don’t know. Three, three-thirty.” They were going to kill Gloria, and he couldn’t stop them. “What time is it now?”
“About seven-thirty. Maybe an hour before Kavander slices somebody’s liver out with a rusty knife.”
McGuire looked up, questioning.
“Look at this,” Lipson said. He opened a folded copy of the morning’s Globe for McGuire to examine.
Priest Killer Leaves Message the headline screamed. Beneath it was a large photograph of the scribbled words found in the classroom where Sellinger had been shot. Police Probe Meaning of Death Phrase, a second headline shouted.
“Where the hell did they get it, the picture?” Lipson asked, shaking his head. “You read the story, it doesn’t say. It just says ‘The Globe has acquired,’ and ‘Globe researchers were able to obtain,’ stuff like that.”
A uniformed cop answered a telephone and called over to McGuire, “It’s for you, Lieutenant.”
McGuire walked past Lipson to the other side of the room, slumped into a chair, held his hand out to take the phone from the cop and said his name into the receiver.
The voice that replied was filled with panic and at least an octave higher than its normal speaking range.
“Have you seen this morning’s paper, Joe? The Globe? Have you seen the Globe?”
McGuire frowned. “Who the hell is this?” 
“It’s me. Eddie Vance. Have you seen it?”
“Yeah. Lipson just showed it to me.” He looked over to see Lipson watching him, his hands in his pockets, his eyebrows raised.
“They’re trying to say it’s me who sent the picture. Joe, it wasn’t. I swear. I wouldn’t release something like that to the press. That was vital. Captain Kavander made it plain to everybody—”
“How do they say they got it?”
Vance’s voice dropped to its customary level. “In an information package from me.” He took two deep breaths before speaking again. “I was getting so many requests from the media on personal information, especially about the computer scans we were running, that I, uh, I had some information kits released.”
“You sent them personal information kits? Did Kavander know about this?”
“Well, no. See, it was just information on the program, nothing about any evidence. Hey, I’ve been on the force over ten years. I wouldn’t send evidence.”
“But it arrived with personal information on you.” 
“Yeah. . . .”
“That you sent.”
“Well, they’re saying I sent it.” 
“But you didn’t.”
“No, I didn’t.”
“Then how’d they get it?”
McGuire heard Vance release a long breath on the other end of the line. “Somebody’s setting me up.”
“You’re saying somebody’s framing you?” 
“Something like that.”
“You send unauthorized material through the mail to a newspaper, and you claim it was used to frame you?”
“Looks like that to me.”
“Is that what you’re going to tell Kavander?” 
Another pause. “I have to. It’s the truth.”
“Why don’t you save everybody some time, Vance?” McGuire smiled coldly. “Just have your guts surgically removed, pin your badge on them and mail it all to Kavander.” He replaced the receiver gently and looked up to see Bernie Lipson watching him carefully.
“He says somebody’s framing him.” McGuire walked to the cot and picked up his sports jacket. “He sent some information to the papers on his smart-ass computer program, and he claims somebody slipped a picture of the blackboard into the envelope.” He threw the jacket over his shoulder and headed out the door to his locker and a hot shower. “Can you believe that shit?’
Lipson chewed silently on his lower lip as he watched him go.
After his shower McGuire dressed, shaved and swallowed some hot coffee. He used the rest of the coffee to wash down a stale muffin from a dispensing machine while he scanned overnight arrest and disturbance records in the squad room.
Shortly after eight Bernie Lipson entered. “He’s ready,” Lipson said in a flat voice.
“Who?”
“Kavander. He’s seen the papers. He wants to talk to both of us.”
McGuire tossed the reports aside and followed Lipson down the hall to the captain’s office.
“You seen this?” Kavander was holding the front page of the morning paper up like a placard.
“We saw it,” McGuire answered. He sat down in front of the captain. Lipson took his usual place at the window, his hands folded in front of him.
“You know what they’re saying?” Kavander slapped the newspaper onto his desk as though killing a swarm of insects.
“They’re saying Eddie Vance sent it along with some other crap he wanted them to have.” McGuire leaned his head back and twisted it from side to side, trying to relieve a stiff neck. “At least that’s what Vance told me this morning.”
“Who authorized Vance to send anything to the press?” 
“Nobody.”
Kavander looked up and scowled at the ceiling for a moment, shook his head, then glanced at McGuire and Lipson in turn. “That stupid son of a bitch,” he said finally. “I knew he wasn’t the smoothest operator in the world, but I thought he was smarter than this.” He slapped the front of the newspaper with his hand.
“You call the paper?” McGuire asked.
Kavander rested his head on his hands and looked down at his desk. “Yeah. Talked to a guy I know on the city desk, used to be on the police beat. He says it came in with a bunch of other stuff on Vance. Says he called Vance as soon as he saw it and asked him if the killer had left a message at St. Matthew’s. Vance referred him to me instead of denying it, so they knew they had something.” He looked up at McGuire. “First amendment rights. So they print it.”
“Didn’t they figure they were pissing in the dark?” 
Kavander shook his head. “They knew what they had. Sent a reporter with the picture of Sellinger’s classroom to match it up. The message was gone, but he could tell it was the same room.”
“What about Vance?”
“He’s in deep shit. Right now he’s suspended with pay pending further investigation.” He slammed his fist down on the paper again. “The guy is never sloppy about anything else. I mean, he’s a hot dog and all, but . . . how could he have been so fucking stupid?”
McGuire shrugged. “He could have made a mistake, slipping all of that stuff together.”
“He made a mistake all right. Anyway, have Janet Parsons take over all the internal co-ordination. Vance is to have no access to any information at all. As a matter of fact I don’t want him setting foot on this floor. You see him anywhere, you have his ass thrown out on the street, understand?”
McGuire understood.
“What’s happening today?” Kavander demanded. 
“Reworking the people around the aquarium.” McGuire stood up. “There has to be something there. The killer didn’t arrive on a train, so he had to be in the area. There’s a woman, works at the aquarium. Says some young blond guy was there, but he’s a regular. Took a cab. None of the cabbies have a record of a pick-up at the aquarium, nobody remembers seeing a young blond guy in the area. We’ll run it down.”
“You talked to Deeley lately?”
“Not yesterday. Deeley’s interested in priests, not fags.” 
“Call him. Tell him about Vance so he’ll pass it on to the archdiocese. Otherwise they’ll think we’re falling on our asses down here.” He looked towards the window. “You got nothing to add, Lipson?”
Lipson shook his head slowly.
“Then let’s get on with it,” Kavander said in a resigned voice.
Lipson slid from the windowsill and headed for the door. McGuire stood up, turned to follow him, then stopped and looked back at the captain. “Jack?” he asked.
“What?” Kavander had opened his desk drawer and was selecting a toothpick.
“What if it works?” 
“What if what works?”
“What if it pays off? Somebody sees the writing and starts pulling something together. What then?”
Kavander jammed the wood sliver into his mouth and swung it from corner to corner, studying McGuire. “Then I’m a jerk, and you’re a hero,” he said finally.
“And Vance?”
“Vance is still an asshole.”
McGuire followed Lipson out the door and down the hall to the squad room. He slumped at his desk and began going over the overnight reports and tip sheets again until he became aware of Lipson watching him. “What’s up?” he asked, looking over at his partner.
“You know anything about Vance?” Lipson asked. 
“All I need to know about him. Why?”
“Did you know he’s got a wife and two small kids at home?”
“Am I supposed to be upset?” McGuire turned back to the reports.
“Fat Eddie, what’s he going to do if he loses his job, his pension? He’ll be lucky if he can get hired as a security guard over at Prudential Centre.”
McGuire brushed the reports aside and swung back to face Lipson again. “Hey, what the hell am I?” he demanded. “The United Appeal? If Jack Kavander and the commissioner say he screwed up, am I supposed to hold a tag day for a doorknob you couldn’t stand being around?”
“All the pictures were in our office, Joe.”
“So what’s it prove? It’s an open office. Everybody on this floor knew about the pictures.”
Lipson sat silent for a moment, then stood and turned to leave.
“Hey, Bernie,” McGuire called after him. “You know what I asked Kavander?”
Lipson looked at McGuire.
“I asked him what if it works? What if it gives us the only solid lead we get, after four people have been blown apart with shotguns? What do we think about it then, huh?”
His partner turned and walked out the door and down the hall.
At ten o’clock Janet Parsons entered the squad room with a number of small white sheets torn from a note pad. She walked directly to McGuire’s desk and sat down facing him. “Three calls,” she said softly. “Two regulars, guys who confessed earlier and said they wrote it.” She held a hastily scribbled note up for him. “One new guy. This one’s hot.”
McGuire took the paper from her and read a name, address and phone number.
“He’s a doctor out at Lynwood Institute. A psychiatrist. Lynwood’s a rest home, you know that?” McGuire shook his head, still reading the note. He could feel his pulse quickening and recognized the rush of excitement he felt when he crossed the threshold of a murder case. He was about to leave ignorance and confusion behind to enter a place where everything would be revealed, orderly and logical, waiting to be gathered up and presented to the world. “Says he had a patient,” Janet said. “A young blond guy who used to write the same words over and over again on walls, in books, everywhere.”
McGuire was up and slipping into his sports jacket, calling down the hall to Lipson.
“Says the kid had freedom to come and go,” Janet continued, raising her voice. “But that he didn’t come back last night.”
McGuire paused at the doorway to look back at her. “You’re a sweetheart,” he said. “Call the guy back and tell him we’re on our way. Now.” He handed the note to Lipson, who had emerged from their office. “This is it,” he said to his partner, “I’m betting the farm on it. This is it.”
“Joe,” Janet said quietly, standing and moving closer to him. “What about Vance? What’s going to happen to him?”
“He’ll be back,” McGuire answered as Lipson left ahead of him to get the car. “Hell, even Nixon came back, didn’t he?”





CHAPTER SIXTEEN
Mattie woke with a hangover. She rolled over and tried to smother her headache with the pillow, hiding her eyes from the warm rays of the sun. The bed seemed to spin slowly under her, and her stomach felt uneasy. When she opened her eyes and lifted her head, she saw the brilliant morning light reflected from mirrors and from the polished surface of her Italian brass bed. She lifted her wrist, squinted at the watch with one eye. Eight o’clock. Damn.
She struggled out of bed and slipped into her robe, then padded into the kitchen, where she sat morosely watching the kettle until it began to boil.
Jesus, she had to stop drinking tequila. So easy going down, so hard on the head. She smiled, remembering the scene with Chris in the bar. Hell, it had to come to that. He’d been fun for a while.
She looked up at the ceiling. There’s a kid up there, she remembered. In the guest room. The young guy I nearly ran over, coming out of the parking lot. And I brought him home with me. I must have been nuts.
The kettle began to whistle. She jerked the plug out of the wall and reached for the instant-coffee jar. No, she remembered, I wasn’t nuts. I was half drunk. If the cops had arrived, I might have woken up in a cell this morning and kissed goodbye to driving for about a year.
She heard the ceiling creak above her, heard footsteps walking towards the upstairs washroom. What do I do now? The toilet flushed, and she grinned to herself. Hell, you do the same thing you always do when you bring somebody home. You make breakfast and ask if he had fun last night.
No, wait a minute. This isn’t the same. There was no groping and grabbing and changing positions last night. She made him, what? Hot chocolate? Yes, and gave him some stale cookies. And he kept thanking her. Christ, she almost ran him over, he’s got a bruise the size of a grapefruit on his calf, he could hardly walk up the stairs, and he’s thanking her.
He wanted me to tuck him in, she recalled. Acts like a kid in some ways, doesn’t he? Good-looking, though. Not too muscular, but at least he had a flat stomach. God, she was tired of men with pot bellies. Some of them were almost proud of their gut. Their beer reservoir, they called it, the pigs. God. When was the last time she’d been able to reach over and stroke a man’s flat belly?
“Good morning.”
Mattie almost spilled her coffee. He was standing in the doorway at the bottom of the stairs, wearing baggy exercise pants and no top.
“Hi,” she answered. “Sleep well?”
“Yes, I did. That bed is very comfortable.”
“Bought it for my mother. Did the whole room for her. I even had the bathroom installed en suite. We were going to live together and share the expenses.” She pulled a ceramic mug down from the cupboard. “You drink coffee?”
“No, thank you,” he said. “What happened to your mother?”
“It lasted a month. We fought from the first day and never stopped. She thought I was a slob. I couldn’t stand her cooking. She didn’t like my friends. Pretty soon I was convinced I was adopted because I couldn’t possibly have been born to a witch like her. And she was convinced they’d mixed up the kids at the hospital when I was born. So she went back to Ohio. Now we just send Christmas cards. How about orange juice? You like orange juice?”
“Orange juice would be fine. Mind if I sit down?”
“Of course you can sit down.” She remembered his injury. “How’s your leg?”
He sat, stretched his leg out and pulled the cuff of the exercise pants up, revealing the large blue and purple bruise on the calf and shin bone. “It feels stiff,” he said. “And tender. It hurts a little bit.”
“Look, I feel terrible all over again,” Mattie said, touching him gently on the shoulder. “If you want, I’ll take you to a doctor or a hospital and we can get it looked at.”
“No, please.” He pulled the cuff of the exercise pants down to cover the bruised area again. “I’m sure it will heal by itself. It’s just a bruise.”
“We’re both lucky I didn’t run you over.” She headed for the refrigerator. “What else can I get you besides orange juice? A glass of milk?”
“Yes, thank you. Doesn’t that bother you about your mother?”
“What, that she’s a lousy cook?” She poured large glasses each of juice and milk and carried them back to the breakfast table.
“No, that you don’t enjoy each other’s company. I thought mothers were always close to their children.”
“That’s the problem,” Mattie said, sitting opposite him and sipping her coffee. “She still thinks I’m a child.”
“I try to talk to my mother every day,” the young man said.
“Well, that’s nice. It’s good to still have a close relationship with your parents at your age. How old are you?”
“Twenty-two.”
“Great age. I remember when I was twenty-two. Best year of my life.” She took another sip of coffee. “Where’s your mother live?”
“Lexington.”
Mattie lowered her cup and stared at him. “Lexington? You live there? No wonder you talk to her every day. Hell, the way you were talking, I thought she was in another state. Lexington’s just down the road.”
“I don’t live there,” he explained. “I haven’t lived there in a long time. I’ve been staying with friends.”
“Aw, you poor kid.” Mattie reached out and touched his hand gently. Such soft skin. Such innocent hands. “A broken home, right? No father, right?”
“Well, I did have a father but—”
“It’s all right. God, I swear we’re raising a whole generation of kids who don’t know what it’s like for their fathers and mothers to sleep under the same roof together. Listen, it happened to me, too. I was just nine years old when my parents split up, and I never got over it.” She grinned and lowered her voice. “I had a shrink once, told me the reason I was so nuts about men was because I kept looking for a father figure, looking for a man in my life I never had.”
He looked confused and sat silent while she spoke. Finally he said, “The sun’s shining. It looks like a nice day. I guess I’d better be going.”
“Going?” Mattie grabbed the young man’s wrist. “What do you mean, going? No, you’re not. You’re staying here. I owe you at least that much. Just stay here a day or two until your leg is better. Call your friends and tell them . . .” She paused, then giggled. “Tell them you were picked up by an older woman who took you home with her.”
He looked at her blankly.
Mattie reached for her coffee cup. “Just a joke. Bobby, isn’t it?”
“Yes,” he said. “Bobby Griffin. And you’re Mrs. . . .” 
“Mrs. Nothing. Just Mattie. Mattie O’Brien.” 
Bobby smiled. “Mattie. I’ve never met a Mattie before. It’s an unusual name.”
“It’s a ridiculous name,” she sneered. “It’s the only thing I could do with Matilda. Couldn’t even use my middle name in place of it, because my mother gave me her maiden name. Matilda Austin O’Brien. When I was a kid they put the three letters together and called me Mayo. Like in mayonnaise? So I had to settle for Mattie. Right around then, when the kids were calling me Mayo and I was trying to live with at least Mattie, that’s when the relationship between my mother and me began to fall apart.”
She drained her coffee and gathered Bobby’s empty glasses together. “So what do you do, Bobby?” she asked. “You still going to school? Got a job somewhere?”
“I go to the aquarium,” he said as she carried the dishes to the sink.
“What do you do there?” 
“I watch the otters.”
She turned to look at him, this young blond boy with the almost feminine features, sitting in the sunlight filtering through her kitchen window. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea, she thought. He seems harmless enough, but, hell . . .
“You watch the otters,” she said finally.
Bobby nodded his head vigorously. “Do you like otters?” 
“I don’t know,” she said, folding her arms and resting her hip against the kitchen counter. “I spend most of my time around rats. The two-legged kind.”
“I’ve never seen two creatures show as much affection for each other as the otters do,” Bobby said. “Not even people. They groom each other, and they even swim holding hands. It’s . . . it’s touching.” He looked away, blinking his eyes rapidly. “Wouldn’t . . . wouldn’t it be nice if people just spent their time showing affection for each other?”
Mattie walked quickly over to him. “Hey,” she said putting her arms around his heaving shoulders, “take it easy. What’s wrong?” She felt him shake in her arms, his body trembling with sobs. Mattie knelt down to look into his eyes, taking his chin in her hands. “You poor kid,” she asked. “What’s wrong with you? Why did you get so upset just thinking about a couple of animals?”
Bobby kept his head turned away from her, embarrassed at his tears. “I get too . . . emotional at times,” he said. “That’s what they tell me.”
“Who? Who tells you that?” 
“My friends.”
“Well, showing your emotions is all right. I just can’t figure out why you got so upset thinking about the otters.”
He kept his eyes from her, then swivelled his head to look around the kitchen and through the doors leading elsewhere in the house. “You have a lovely home,” he said, wiping the last of the tears from his eyes. “Did you mean it when you said I could stay here? For a little while?”
“Sure,” Mattie replied, standing up. “Enjoy yourself. I have to go to work.”
“Where do you work?”
“Jenkins Real Estate, down the road towards Framingham.” She looked at the clock on the kitchen stove. “And I’m going to be late this morning if I don’t get a move on. I’m showing an estate over on Mountain Road to this couple from Florida. The place is going for two million four, and I think they make their money in slightly illegal ways, but if I swing it, we’ll make almost a hundred thousand in commissions.” She crossed both fingers and held them up for Bobby to see. “Ask me if I’m nervous.”
“I know you’re nervous,” Bobby said. “But I hope you’re successful. I’d like to see you happy. You seem like a good woman.”
“Good?” She smirked. “Actually, I’m best when I’m bad.” From the way Bobby looked at her, she could tell that he hadn’t understood.
“Look,” she said. “I’m going to leap into the shower. There’s lots of cold cuts in the fridge if you get hungry, and the TV set in the living room is on cable, so you can watch movies if you want. I’ll leave you a spare key if you want to go for a walk. There are some woods over here behind the house, and a path through the ravine—”
“I won’t need the key,” Bobby said. “I’ll just sit in that chair.”
“Where?” She looked to follow his gaze through the door to the living room.
“That one. There, in the corner.” It was her favourite Queen Anne wing chair, overstuffed and covered in a flouncy, flowery material. A small brass lamp sat beside it on a cherry-wood washstand Mattie had refinished herself. Behind it were two framed steel engravings of London she had brought back from Europe. Heavy pine beams dominated the room, running vertically up the walls to horizontal beams placed a few feet below ceiling level. The beams, wider than a man’s hand, wore the warm patina of age and provided a rustic Tudor-like mood to the room.
“It’s a nice corner to read in,” she said. “Cozy. See those beams? They’re over two hundred years old. They came from an old colonial barn. When I had this room decorated, this carpenter friend of mine suggested we use them. Not to hold anything up, just to show off the wood. Anyway, I like to snuggle up there on winter nights and hear the wind whistle around the corner.” She looked over at the light streaming through the window. “But you don’t want to stay inside on a beautiful day like this, do you?”
“Yes,” Bobby replied. “I don’t really want to go anywhere. I’d just like to spend the day in that chair, curled up and thinking.”
“Well, Bobby, you do whatever you want, okay?” She glanced at the clock again. “If you’ll excuse me, I’m really running late.”
She turned to leave the room, and he stood up and nodded politely. She stopped, looked back at him for a moment, then walked down the hall to her bedroom.
Later, standing in her shower, working the shampoo and conditioner into her hair, she asked herself what she had done. I’ve got a weirdo in my house who cries over otters, she thought. And I’m leaving him here all alone.
I must be nuts, she told herself for the second time that morning.





CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
Ollie Schantz had thrived on the pressure of an intensive murder investigation. When tempers were short and frustration was highest, Ollie’s jokes and wry observations on life and death flowed most freely.
Once, when McGuire was grumbling about attending the funeral of a murder victim in order to record the licence-plate numbers of mourners, Ollie commented, “You gotta be reasonable about funerals, Joe. If you don’t go to other people’s funerals,” he said with a straight face, “how can you expect them to come to yours?”
When Captain Kavander had exploded at a homicide detective in frustration, Ollie waited for the captain to leave, slamming the door violently behind him, before observing, “If Jack could die right now, he’d be the happiest man alive.”
Ollie’s demeanour changed dramatically when a murder case was breaking. As soon as the end was in sight, he became serious and methodical. McGuire commented on this once, and Ollie nodded and said, “Nobody needs me to break up the tension now, see? What everybody needs now is a mechanic to tighten the bolts and clean up all the spills. That’s why I joke, Joe. To keep everybody loose.”
Driving to the psychiatric hospital, knowing in his heart he was about to break the case, McGuire felt his composure relax. He had needed his former partner’s jokes and looseness. Without them, the pressure he felt had spilled out of him, onto Bernie Lipson, Kevin Deeley, Fat Eddie Vance. . . .
“That offer still open for dinner some time, Bernie?” McGuire asked.
Lipson studied him warily. “It’s open, Joe.”
“Let’s do it,” McGuire said, smiling at his partner. “First night after we get our indictments, let’s you and me and Janet—”
“Janice.”
“Yeah, Janice. The three of us, we’ll do dinner.” He banged the steering wheel with his fist. “Damn it, I feel good about this one. This one’s going to break it for us, Bernie. Getting that picture in the paper did it, huh? Didn’t it, Bernie.”
“Hell of a break, Joe,” Lipson said. “Hell of a break.”
Lynwood Institute was a low-rise brick and concrete structure bordering on open parkland. A long asphalt driveway led from the quiet residential street through manicured lawns to a small parking lot. Groups of men were trimming and feeding the trees and shrubbery that lined the driveway. There seemed to be no supervision to their work; the gardening was apparently a productive excuse to be outside and enjoy the warm spring sunshine. A few of the men looked up from their work and waved happily as McGuire and Lipson drove past. Others watched in glum silence.
“You know anything about this place?” McGuire asked as he looked for a parking spot.
“Heard about it,” Lipson answered. “It’s kind of a halfway house for fruitcakes, far as I can tell.” 
“Looks like it’s for males only.” McGuire pulled into an open space, facing the car back down the driveway, where the men had resumed their work.
McGuire was wrong. As he and Lipson left the car and approached the front entrance, two middle-aged women were about to emerge from the building. One was dressed in a sweater and slacks; the other wore a loose but expensive-looking dressing gown. The woman in the dressing gown grasped her younger companion’s arm with both hands as they walked. In truth, they clung to each other like a single creature with four legs and two inclining heads, each wearing identical, fearful expressions.
At the sight of the two approaching men both women gave a small whimper and turned quickly to re-enter the building. McGuire and Lipson followed them through the front door into a closed vestibule, where the younger woman struggled to open the inner door. Looking behind her, she saw the detectives enter, and whimpering again she guided her colleague away from the door towards the safety of a corner. The older woman buried her face on the shoulder of her partner, who kept her eyes turned from the men, an agonized expression creasing her face.
“Morning, ladies,” McGuire said pleasantly as he and Lipson passed.
His words propelled the women further into the corner, pressing them against the walls.
Lipson pursed his lips and shook his head sadly, then followed McGuire into the foyer.
A heavy-set woman, her black-dyed hair pulled into a severe bun, approached them from behind a reception desk. McGuire reached into his jacket pocket for his identification, but before he could show it, the woman glanced through the two glass doors into the vestibule.
“Oh, dear,” she said, her smile fading and her expression growing anxious. She lifted a hand as though to hold the men back. “Excuse me, please.”
In the vestibule the two women, still clinging to each other, were watching McGuire and Lipson in wide-eyed fright. Their faces softened as the woman who had greeted the detectives opened the glass doors cautiously. “How are you, ladies?” the detectives heard her ask pleasantly. “Why don’t we forget about our walk this morning and come back inside? I’ll make us some tea.”
The younger woman in the vestibule whispered something, her eyes darting back and forth between the two detectives and the black-haired woman. Soon the three were engaged in animated, whispered conversation. McGuire turned away to see Lipson studying several of the cheaply framed oil paintings that covered the reception area walls.
The paintings had been executed in a myriad of styles, from primitive to proficient. Most were still lifes or landscapes. A few were awkwardly drawn portraits, which had neither the realism of a professional artist nor the originality of a surrealist.
It struck McGuire that almost all of the artists, whether working in oils, water colours or acrylics, had chosen drab earthy tones—browns, greys, blacks and deep haunting shades of midnight blue.
One painting caught his eye. Larger than the rest it had been painted on stretched canvas and mounted in a plain wooden frame. This artist, unlike the others, seemed to have discovered more colours on his palette and applied them with a striking degree of talent. The painting showed brilliant yellow sunlight flooding into a room through an open window. The artist’s portrayal of the delicate texture of dust suspended in the sunbeam looked so real that McGuire thought he might see the particles move if he watched long enough.
Behind the sunbeam, the wall of the room was rich orange, almost sensual in its depth of colour, especially when compared with the drabness of the works surrounding it. A small side table in the foreground of the painting held a blue ceramic bowl with a bright flower pattern meticulously rendered about its rim. In fact the entire composition, which had a distinctly Mediterranean mood, had been painted with remarkable detail, considering the simple subjects being portrayed.
McGuire moved closer. He studied how the artist had added the most minute details: shadow textures of the sunlight falling on the wall, chipped paint on the open windowsill, even a distinctive oak grain to the table.
But the drama of the painting was clearly centred on the figure slouched in the sunbeam, elbows on its knees. The man or woman—it was impossible to tell which—was dressed in a shapeless robe and sitting bent at the waist on a chair that matched the oak table in design and detail. The figure’s head rested on one hand in an expression of gloom. The other hand hung limply between the figure’s knees.
Squinting and leaning toward the painting, McGuire could see the ridges on the fingernails, the dull worn surface of the plain gold ring on its left hand, the realistic manner in which the fingers hung slightly curved.
He looked back up to the head of the figure. Where there should have been a face, there was nothing. The artist, who had created each limp finger as an individual element, had painted a flat, flesh-toned area where the face should have been.
It was not an unfinished painting, McGuire realized. It was a painting of a faceless, sexless person, sitting gloomily in a simple room, facing a warm and brilliant sun. And it made McGuire uneasy just to look at it.
He shivered and stepped back from the wall as the black-haired woman who had greeted them returned from the vestibule.
“I’m sorry, gentlemen,” she said in a voice that had strength behind its cheeriness. “I really did have to talk to those two girls.”
McGuire glanced past her to the two middle-aged “girls,” who stood staring through the vestibule window at the open grounds.
“What’s wrong with them?” McGuire asked.
“Oh, they’re just a little concerned about going outside,” she replied, smiling. “It takes them a while to be sure everything is safe.”
“Agoraphobia?”
“Yes.” She beamed at McGuire as though he were a grade-school pupil who had guessed the correct answer. “Verna there, the younger one, has been responding to treatment. She’s gone as far as the end of the lane by herself. I’m a little worried about Edith.” She looked back at the women, who were moving carefully towards the outer door. “She hasn’t been outside since she arrived here.” The woman looked back at McGuire. “That was almost ten years ago.”
Her face, which had grown cloudy while discussing the women, brightened. “How awful of me,” she said, and McGuire noticed a trace of British accent. “I haven’t introduced myself, have I? I’m Glennis Metcalf.” She extended her hand and raised her eyebrows. “And you are?”
McGuire took her hand and shook it, surprised at the strength of her grip. “I’m Lieutenant McGuire, this is Lieutenant Lipson.” With his left hand he reached into his jacket and extracted his identification, offering it to the woman who, while shaking Lipson’s hand, turned to study the badge and photograph in detail. “We received a call from a Dr. Taber about a story that appeared in this morning’s paper.” 
“The priest desires,” Glennis Metcalf said, raising her eyes from McGuire’s ID. “Yes, I should have realized who you were.” Her eyes flicked up to the wall behind McGuire, where the painting of the forlorn and faceless figure hung. “That was Bobby’s painting you were looking at. Powerful, isn’t it? Just a moment, please.”
McGuire looked behind him at the painting again. The woman reached for a small button mounted discreetly on the counter of the reception desk and pressed it once. Somewhere in the building a bell rang. Almost instantly footsteps could be heard echoing quickly down the hall.
“I would take you to Dr. Taber myself,” she explained. “But I really should keep an eye on Verna and Edith.” She turned to regard the women, who remained standing at the outer door, gazing at the men working in the garden. “Poor things, they do panic so easily. Ah, here’s my sweetie now.”
A small, slight man in white T-shirt and loose-fitting slacks stood smiling nervously at them, his hands behind his back, his feet in sneakers.
“This is Andrew,” Glennis Metcalf said, and the man smiled and bobbed his head quickly. McGuire guessed he was perhaps forty years old. “Andrew will take you to Dr. Taber’s office, won’t you Andrew?” Without waiting for a reply, she looked back at McGuire and Lipson. “Dr. Taber is expecting you. He said to send you right down. Andrew, come back here when you’re finished. I have some boxes I want you to move for me.”
The smiling man nodded cheerfully again, turned and walked rapidly away down the hall, the two detectives following him.
He led them to the rear of the building and the open door of an office where a tall, balding man unfolded himself from behind his desk to greet them, hand outstretched. He wore a white smock coat over a tweed suit, his tie neatly knotted against a white Oxford-cloth shirt.
“Good morning,” he said solemnly. “I’m Clarence Taber. That’ll be all, Andrew.”
The soft, quick-moving steps of Andrew’s rubber-soled shoes echoed away into silence as McGuire and Lipson shook hands with the doctor, introduced themselves and sat on matching straight-backed chairs facing Taber’s desk.
Clarence Taber appeared to be in his fifties—tall, slim . . . “gangly” was the word that came to both detectives’ minds—his long arms sprouting oversized hands, and his long legs ending in a pair of extra-large brogans, which he rested on the corner of a filing cabinet when the other men were seated. With his bald head and bristling eyebrows he was almost menacing. It was a look, McGuire reflected, that a tough street cop might attempt to acquire over the years. But Taber’s flashing eyes, crinkling above a quick smile, relieved the menace. They made him seem not only approachable but appealing, strength made stronger with the temper of sympathy.
“We got a call this morning,” McGuire began. “Apparently the phrase on the blackboard in the murder of Father Sellinger meant something to you. Is that right?”
Taber nodded. “The priest desires. It’s difficult to believe, but it can’t be a coincidence. And Bobby isn’t even here today. He didn’t come back last night. It’s the first time he’s done that.”
“Bobby?” Lipson asked. He held his wire-bound notebook on his lap, his pen already scribbling on the paper.
“Bobby Griffin.” Taber reached for a file folder on the corner of his desk. He looked at the sheet stapled to the front of the folder, holding it at arm’s length to read it. “Robert Kennedy Griffin.” He placed the file folder in front of him and opened it carefully. “Everybody calls him Bobby. Likeable kid.”
Lipson lunged for Taber’s telephone and began dialing.
“Describe him to us,” McGuire snapped.
Taber shifted his chair to make room for Lipson. “About five eight, five nine,” he began. “Slim build. Maybe a hundred and fifty pounds. Fair complexion, blond hair, blue, eyes. I have a photograph of him somewhere—”
“Any distinguishing marks, characteristics?” McGuire
asked. “A limp, speech impediment, anything like that?”
The doctor thrust out his bottom lip, thought for a moment, and shook his head as Lipson spoke softly, urgently,
into the telephone before hanging up and nodding at McGuire.
“Where can we find him?” McGuire asked.
Taber shook his head. “I have no idea. As I said, Bobby didn’t return last evening. That’s unusual for him . . .”
“How about friends? Family?” McGuire interrupted.
Taber shook his head once more. “In all the years I’ve known him, Bobby has never discussed anyone outside of Lynwood. His mother used to visit him but—” Taber shrugged.
“What’s he like?” Lipson asked.
“Brilliant. In a sane world he’d have been a star athlete for his school, valedictorian prize-winning artist, maybe married his cheerleader girlfriend and run for Congress.”
“What do you mean, in a sane world?” McGuire asked. 
“Because he’s not any of those things, even though he deserves to be. And whatever happened to him, it wasn’t his fault. I’m sure of that.”
“He did that painting of the faceless person, the big one hanging in the foyer, didn’t he?”
Taber’s face brightened. “Yes!” he said. “Isn’t that brilliant? We use painting as therapy for our patients. It’s an effective method of generating indirect self-expression. We tell them talent isn’t important, but expressing yourself is. Bobby, as you can see, has immense talent.”
“What’s it mean when somebody with that much talent leaves the face off?”
Taber shrugged. “Loss of identity. Fear of exposing true feelings. It’s not that uncommon. You may have noticed that most of the patients avoid showing faces altogether. Not because faces are difficult to draw, but because they reveal identity or interpersonal factors, which are the basic problems of most people here.” He turned to frown at his shoes. “The most fascinating thing about the painting is the use of light. Did you notice how Bobby’s painting is the only one with a brilliant, specific light source in it? I found that very significant, although I’m not sure what it means.”
“Why don’t you tell us about him?” McGuire urged. 
Taber studied McGuire for a moment, as though weighing the advice before replying. “Of course, of course. But you must understand how difficult this is for me. First because I genuinely like Bobby. And second because . . .” The doctor looked back and forth between the two detectives. “Because if Bobby has committed these terrible murders, then we’ve misread him completely.”
“You misread him?” Lipson asked, looking up from his notebook.
Taber nodded. Folding his hands behind his head he sat back in his chair. “This hospital is not a mental institution as such,” he explained. “For one thing, we try desperately to avoid the use of any psychotherapeutic medications. The last time either Dr. Metcalf or I—”
“Metcalf?” McGuire interrupted. “The receptionist?”
Taber smiled indulgently. “Glennis Metcalf is not only a highly qualified clinical psychiatrist, she is also one of the most physically intimidating people you will ever meet. When she has to be. You shake hands with her?”
McGuire nodded and raised his right hand, flexing the fingers to indicate the firmness of her handshake.
“If she ever asks you to arm wrestle, don’t put any money on it.”
“Sorry,” McGuire said. “We thought she was just someone in the vestibule greeting people.” 
“That’s part of our approach here at Lynwood,” Taber replied. “I spend as little time behind this desk as I can. Dr. Metcalf and I and our staff of therapists intentionally mingle with the residents.” He brought his hands back to the desk and leaned forward again. “Too much mental-health treatment in this country, in my opinion at least, consists of warehousing people. That’s obsolete. It has to be. Our idea is to make our residents feel a part of society instead of being isolated from it. That’s why we encourage them to go out and blend in with the real world.”
“How about safety?” McGuire asked. “Don’t the sane people on the streets deserve protection from the kind of patients you’re got here?”
“We don’t have dangerous patients here,” Taber answered. He looked down at the file folder in front of him. “At least, we didn’t have, until now.” He opened the folder and withdrew a piece of paper from the top. A line of perforations along the left side indicated it had been torn from a notebook and random creases across its surface showed it had been crumpled.
But it was the writing, scrawled on every line on the page from margin to margin, that caught McGuire’s attention. Taber slipped the paper from the folder and handed it across the desk. Lipson leaned closer to his partner to study the sheet.
The entire page had been covered, front and back, with repetitions of the same three words, written over and over in a hand familiar to both of the detectives: The Priest desires.
“Where’d you get this?” McGuire demanded.
“In Bobby’s room about a year ago,” Taber answered. “Shortly after he finished his painting. Which he spent almost an entire year completing, by the way. He seemed to be writing those three words everywhere as a form of automatism—”
“What’s that?” Lipson interrupted.
“Automatic actions or behaviour that the patient goes through without being conscious of it. You find it in some amnesiacs or when a patient is in a hysterical trance. For a while Bobby was repeating the same three words in writing everywhere. He filled a notebook with it, he wrote it on the walls of his room, on the margins of books, everywhere.”
“Didn’t you ask him what it meant?” McGuire asked.
“Of course. But he wouldn’t answer. Worse, he would withdraw more deeply inside himself. Which we didn’t want, because he was just beginning to emerge from his illness, and the prognosis was looking good.”
“What was his illness?”
“At first we suspected schizophrenia, because when he was admitted here . . .” Taber studied the front of the file folder “. . . four years ago, he exhibited catatonia, which is often a phase of schizophrenia.”
“He came here in a catatonic fit?” McGuire asked.
Taber frowned, obviously displeased with McGuire’s suggestion. “I don’t care for that term,” he said. “Let’s just say he was unresponsive verbally and emotionally to any stimulus.”
“How long did he stay that way?”
The psychiatrist let his eyes roam down the page, looking for information. “About two and a half years,” he said finally.
“Two and a half years?” McGuire almost shouted. 
“Jesus,” Lipson muttered.
“There were small signs of progress during that time,” Taber added, his eyes still on the sheet. “Especially when he began painting. He did hundreds of sketches but destroyed them all. Which was acceptable, because it was the act not the result that was important to his recovery. But my goodness, they were fine. Brilliant even. Anyway, he certainly wasn’t a hopeless case. In fact, his psychosis was fascinating. From a clinical standpoint, I mean.”
“What drives a bright, eighteen-year-old kid to just clam, up for over two years?” McGuire asked. 
Taber shrugged. “We don’t know,” he said. “We suspected it might be organic, but I’m not so sure of that. So we looked at trauma.” He opened the file folder again and flipped through its contents, stopping at a worn, blue typewritten sheet near the back. “He suffered a mental trauma when his father died. He was aged six at the time. We talked about his father when he began responding to verbal stimuli. His father was a hero to Bobby, made all the more so by the fact that he died when Bobby was such an impressionable age.”
“How did his father die?” Lipson inquired.
“Vietnam. Air force. Shot down, body recovered. Posthumous valour award. Buried in Arlington.”
“A lot of kids lost their old man in Vietnam,” McGuire said dryly. “That wasn’t enough to make them catatonic, was it?”
“No, no,” Taber agreed, still studying the blue report sheet. “And neither did this. He underwent a personality change. Became much more withdrawn and intense, according to his mother. . . .”
“Is she still alive?”
Taber glanced up at McGuire and nodded sadly. “Oh, yes. Mrs. Griffin is alive. And well. And living in Lexington.”
“Where can we find her?” Lipson asked.
Taber read him the address and telephone number.
McGuire asked if she ever came to visit her son.
“At the beginning,” Taber replied. He wrinkled his nose as though smelling something unpleasant. “But around the time he ceased acting catatonic, they had a falling out. After that they would talk on the telephone, but she wouldn’t come to visit him. Mrs. Griffin is what I would describe as something of a religious fanatic. She believes unhesitatingly in her religion, including the fact that her late husband is preparing a home in heaven for her and her son, on the right hand of God.”
“You say religious,” McGuire said. “Any special faith?” 
“Oh, most definitely,” Taber answered. “Roman Catholic.”
“Couldn’t she give you any clue about what her son was going through?” McGuire asked. “Wasn’t she any help at all?”
“Not really. She claimed he came home one day, went up to his room and wouldn’t speak or come out. He just sat in a corner and cried to himself. Her family doctor examined him and referred him to us.”
McGuire again: “Why here? Why not a state mental home or private therapy?”
“Well, it began as a short-term stay. Or at least that’s what we expected it to be. Besides, he wouldn’t have responded to the assembly-line treatment of a state hospital. His mother wanted something better for him, something private and intense. Apparently veteran’s benefits cover most of the costs of his treatment here.”
McGuire was staring at the writing on the notebook paper, the same three words that had been scrawled on the blackboard in Sellinger’s classroom. “Did you ever figure out what this means?” he asked, tapping the paper.
“I’m not sure what it means,” Taber replied. “But I’m sure of the source.” He turned to a small credenza behind his desk. “I was looking it up again, waiting for you to arrive,” he said, his back to the two detectives. When he turned to face them again he was holding a small green book. “It’s in here. Along with painting, one of the things used to pull Bobby out of his catatonia was encouraging him to read. And he did. He devoured everything we gave him.” He flipped through the book. “Did I tell you he graduated from high school at sixteen, and his I.Q. was measured at 153?”
McGuire shook his head. Lipson wrote down the facts in his note pad.
“Anyway, he started to work his way through our library, reading everything available when he wasn’t working on his painting. Novels, politics, mystery-adventures and poetry. Around the time we hung his painting in the foyer, Bobby began responding from his withdrawal. I remember the day I first heard him speak. He was sitting in the reading room, halfway through A Farewell to Arms. As I passed him, I asked casually, ‘How’s the book, Bobby?’ I spoke to him all the time, never expecting a reply, just keeping the door open, so to speak. Usually he would ignore me entirely or smile shyly. This time he said, ‘It’s a good book, Dr. Taber.’ As normal as could be. I didn’t make a big thing about it, but I knew we had achieved a breakthrough. Then he got into poetry . . . ah, here it is.”
Taber passed the book across the desk to McGuire, who followed the doctor’s finger down the lines of text.
“It’s a poem by Wallace Stevens. See? Here?”
The poem had been marked carefully with red ink in two places. The first section, near the top of the page, was one line. McGuire spoke the words aloud, tonelessly: “The death of one god is the death of all.”
Taber grunted. “The poem’s called ‘Notes Towards a Supreme Fiction.’ Now read the second part, further down.”
McGuire’s gaze dropped to four lines framed within a box of red ink.
“The monastic man is an artist,” he read in the same flat voice. “The philosopher appoints a man’s place in music, say, today.” Then, his voice rising in urgency. “But the priest desires. The philosopher desires. And not to have is the beginning of desire.” He looked up at Taber. “What’s it mean?”
The psychiatrist shrugged. “It’s poetry,” he said. “It doesn’t have to mean anything.”
McGuire said he wanted to keep the book as evidence, and Taber agreed. “I think Bobby was the only person to ever read it here anyway,” he said. “We won’t miss it.”
At McGuire’s request Taber allowed the two detectives to make notes from Bobby’s file but refused to provide the records unless they obtained a court order. McGuire said that would be fine, they would just copy what appeared to be important.
“How was he behaving in the last week or so?” McGuire asked when he and Lipson had finished.
“A little tense. In retrospect.” Taber picked up a pencil from his desk and toyed with it as he spoke. “I thought it might have to do with his leaving us next month.”
 “Why was he leaving?”
“Because he had responded to treatment and appeared normal in virtually every way. After he practically mastered oil painting, he began working in the kitchen, doing basic things at first, peeling vegetables, that sort of thing. Then he started reading all the gourmet cook books he could get his hands on. Soon he was making sauces and soufflés and tackling difficult dishes with ease. He became an excellent cook. So good, in fact, that our regular cook became a little jealous.” Taber smiled at the memory. “The creativity helped him. Helped his identity and his ability to communicate. There was little point in keeping him here. It was time for him to experience independence. His father had left him a fair-sized bequest, to be paid when he turned twenty-one. Which was last fall. Over the years it’s built up in value. I’m not sure how much it’s worth exactly, but Dr. Metcalf told me it was over a hundred thousand dollars. It’s held in trust for him at a bank near here. I believe he can draw a reasonable amount out against the principle each month.”
“So he didn’t have any money worries?”
“Not really. He could have gone to college. We talked about that a good deal. He began taking tennis lessons last fall and played all winter at an indoor club over in Brookline. He bought himself the best racquets, the best shoes, and really got into it. To the point where you always saw him carrying this big gym bag, a big black thing, with his racquets and his tennis outfits inside. The last couple of weeks you’d never see him without it. Heard he played well, too, considering he’d only taken up the game recently.” Taber shook his head. “Bobby is amazing. He can do just about anything he puts his mind to.”
“And he could come and go as he pleased?”
“Sure. Some mornings he’d be up and gone long before breakfast—”
“And back after dark?” McGuire said pointedly.
Taber blinked. “One of those priests was killed early in the morning, wasn’t he?”
McGuire nodded.
“And two others at dusk?” 
McGuire nodded again.
Taber wiped his forehead with his hand. “It’s still so very difficult to believe.”
“Dr. Taber, we’d like to see Bobby’s room,” McGuire said. “Then we want to seal it off and have it checked for Bobby’s prints.”
“Would you have a photograph of him?” Lipson added.
“I anticipated that, too,” Taber said, swivelling around to his credenza again. When he turned to face them, he held a snap shot in his hand. “This was taken at Christmas. I think it was the happiest period I can recall in Bobby’s life.”
The photograph showed two people standing next to a decorated Christmas tree. McGuire recognized Dr. Metcalf, wearing a long formal gown. Beside her a slim attractive blond man leaned on her shoulder, his eyes squeezed shut either in laughter or in anticipation of the camera’s flash. He looked nothing like the composite drawing made under Harvey Jaycock’s direction.
“This is the best you’ve got?” McGuire asked, and Taber said he was afraid so. McGuire passed the photograph to Lipson, who studied it, then slipped it into his jacket pocket. “Let’s see the kid’s room,” McGuire said rising from his chair.
Bobby Griffin’s room was a plain, square cubicle with one window facing the front gardens. A neatly made bed, wicker night table and easy chair were the only furnishings. A small black-and-white television set had been placed on a wall-mounted bookshelf beside the easy chair. McGuire scanned the books on the shelf. Most of the titles were classics: Dickens, Thackeray, Proust, Hemingway, Faulkner. The only non-fiction books were two figure-drawing guides for artists, and three instruction manuals on tennis.
A faded photograph in a brass frame sat on the night table, a picture of a smiling, tall man, Hollywood-handsome and wearing an air force uniform. He was standing next to a jet fighter, resting his arm on its wing with the casual aggressiveness of a warrior enjoying a respite from his labours.
“Joe, look at this,” Lipson called from the closet.
McGuire walked over, glanced up at the shelf in the top of the closet. “Bobby got his big black athletic bag with him?” he asked Taber, who was standing in the doorway.
“I assume he has,” Taber answered. “The last time I saw him, yesterday morning, he had it. He was off to a tennis match.” Taber nodded vigorously at the memory. “Yes, because I remember seeing him walking down the pathway to the subway station.”
“Funny,” McGuire said in a voice that said it was anything but humorous. “He left all his tennis equipment in his closet.”
McGuire used the telephone in Taber’s office to instruct Ralph Innes and a team to take statements from each member of the institute staff and bring a squad of uniformed officers to seal off Bobby’s room and provide round-the-clock surveillance of the building. Norm Cooper was to sweep Bobby’s room for prints and compare them with those found at the scene of the Lynch and Sellinger murders.
“How about the priest, Deeley?” Lipson asked when McGuire had hung up. 
“What about him?” 
“This kid’s mother is as crackers as the shrink says, we might be able to use him. Why not arrange for him to meet us there?”
McGuire thought about it for a moment, then nodded and called Berkeley Street again. This time he spoke to Janet Parsons, telling her to contact Deeley and ask him to meet the detectives in Lexington. “You better alert Lexington cops, too,” he added. “Have them send a patrol car around to meet us at the house. Remind them the kid is armed and dangerous.”
“Got it,” Janet answered. A nice voice on the telephone, McGuire noticed. Low and purring. “I’ve got some messages here for you—”
“Don’t want ’em,” he answered. “Gotta go.” 
“Not even one from Kavander?”
“Especially one from Kavander.”
In the foyer he and Lipson thanked Taber for his co-operation. “We’re off to see Bobby’s mother,” McGuire said, “but we’ll be coming back to talk to you, I’m sure. Obviously if you hear from him or about him, call us immediately.” He handed Taber his card, turned to leave, then looked back at the psychiatrist again. “Two questions,” he said.
“What are they?”
“Are the patients allowed to have crucifixes in their room?”
“Of course. Anything that helps them fit back into normal society is encouraged.”
“Why wasn’t there one in Bobby’s room, if he’s such a devoted Catholic?”
“He wouldn’t have one. That’s what the fight with his mother was about as a matter of fact. When he ceased being catatonic, she brought him a crucifix to hang over his bed, and he became violent.” Taber allowed himself a quick smile. “Threw the crucifix out the window.”
“Okay, second question. How the hell can you treat a patient for four years and not know he’s liable to commit a murder?”
Taber stiffened. “You still haven’t proved he did it, Lieutenant,” he said coldly. “No matter what it looks like, until someone shows me a connection between Bobby’s illness and these horrible murders, I can’t accept it.”
“But you don’t even know what made him catatonic in the first place, right?”
“You’re right. I fully expected the reason to emerge, especially when the catatonia passed. But with his steady progress, the appearance of an outgoing personality, and his total absence of any hostile or self-destructive tendencies, I considered it a relatively minor concern.”
“Except for the crucifix. That he threw out the window.” 
Taber smiled. “Lieutenant,” he said in a low voice, “I suggest you hold your opinion of Bobby’s actions until you meet his mother. That was an isolated incident. And it’s my opinion that his mother was the inescapable catalyst.”
As they left, Lipson and McGuire passed the two agoraphobic ladies huddled in a corner near the window still undecided about the prospect of venturing outdoors.





CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
Jenkins Real Estate was located in a converted salt-box house at the intersection of the state highway and a residential side road. On the outside the old home retained its original clapboard siding and shake shingle roof. The interior, however, had been sectioned into several glass-enclosed cubicles finished in mar-resistant decorator colours and lit with energy-efficient recessed fluorescent fixtures. To the passing world the Jenkins office was colonial charm; to the employees it was hard-edged glitz.
In one of the modern cubicles, a half-empty cup of coffee cooled to room temperature at her elbow, Mattie slumped morosely, her chin in her hand. Shirley Finkle, Mattie’s best friend at the real estate office, sat listening to Mattie’s tale, wearing a sympathetic expression.
“He liked it,” Mattie grumbled. “Loved it. Kept saying how, with a little work, rebuilding the coach house, new landscaping, decorating, no more than two or three hundred grand, the place would be perfect.”
“Sure, that’s all it would take,” Shirley nodded.
“It was that little bitch with him who’s going to screw the deal.” Mattie’s voice rose in a nasal howl, more sarcastic than imitative. “‘Oh, I don’t know, Chuckie. I mean, it gets so cold up here in the winter time, doesn’t it? And Daddy always says you never know what’s inside these old houses until you buy one and try to fix it up.’” Mattie shook her head, and her voice dropped to its normal husky range. “I mean, first of all it’s not her money, it’s his. He’s the one who’s running in the cocaine that pays for the Ferrari they’re driving. And second they’re not even married for Christ’s sake. They’re just shacked up together. A year from now he’ll have some other bimbo to walk his dog, and she’ll be back table dancing in Fort Lauderdale.”
Shirley shook her head in unison with Mattie, appalled at the injustice of it all. “So you think she queered the deal, huh?”
Mattie took a sip of her coffee and scowled at it. “What the hell’s it mean when the guy says ‘We’ll have to think about it’?”
“It means they want to go look at something else.”
“You got it. This little braless twit just has to blink her eyes, and you need a horse blanket to wipe the drool from the guy’s mouth. Crazy the way some men can be led around by their dicks, isn’t it?”
“Ain’t it the truth?” Shirley Finkle stood up to her full five-foot, one-inch height and removed her glasses. “Would you look at this?” she asked, holding the frames up for Mattie to inspect. “Had them, what? Two weeks? Cost me over a hundred bucks, and I’ve lost a rhinestone already.”
“Aw shit, Shirley!” Mattie exploded.
Shirley looked at her friend, wide-eyed and surprised. “What?” she asked innocently.
“I’ve just lost a fifty-thousand dollar commission, and you’re pissed because a rhinestone falls out of your glasses!”
“Gee, I was just making conversation,” Shirley said in a hurt, little-girl voice. “If you’re so upset about losing one sale—”
“One sale?”
Shirley edged for the door of the cubicle as Mattie’s voice jumped in tone and volume. Both women looked indignantly at each other. Before they could speak, Mattie’s telephone rang, and Shirley used the opportunity to slip back to her desk.
Mattie watched her leave before answering the telephone. Empty-headed boob, she said to herself. God, who thought I’d wind up spending my day talking with women who think a sale at K-mart is a major social event? “Mattie O’Brien,” she said into the receiver.
It was a man’s voice. “Hi, Mattie. It’s me. Frank.”
Frank? Oh yeah. Frank. “Hello, Frank,” she said, trying her best to be polite. “Listen, you wouldn’t have a couple of million to spend on the Delisle estate, would you?”
“Gee, no, I haven’t, Mattie,” Frank replied seriously. “If I had that kind of money, I wouldn’t be tending bar, that’s for sure.”
Frank, you’re so damn slow, Mattie said silently, her eyes closed in exasperation. “Just kidding. What’s up?”
“I was wondering how you were,” he said softly. “You were a little, uh, high last night, and I wanted to make sure you got home safely. Chris, he was pretty upset after you left. I mean, he laughed about it with the other guys. They thought it was funny, him getting caught like that. But I could tell he was upset, you know?”
“I don’t give a sweet damn what Chris felt or did last night,” Mattie said angrily, “or even if he woke up this morning with his balls nailed to the bed. Which, incidentally, would be too good for him.”
“Mattie, you shouldn’t talk that way. That’s not like you.” 
“Today it is. Today, that’s as good as I get.”
“I’m sorry you’re having a bad day.”
“Bad doesn’t cut it. Try disastrous, obnoxious, pathetic, atrocious. Wait a minute. Shitty. Yeah, that sums it up. Shitty’s it.”
Frank tried to lighten the tone of his voice. “Gee, Mattie, if things are that bad, maybe you could use some company tonight. I could cook dinner for you again.”
Mattie closed her eyes and asked silently for patience. “Frank, I’m sorry. The last time I ate one of your meals, my stomach felt like I’d swallowed a bicycle chain. With the bicycle still attached.” She opened her eyes suddenly, remembering. “Besides, I’ve got company at home.”
Frank was silent for a moment. “Company?” he asked finally. Then, his voice full of hope, “Relatives? Your mother dropped in?”
“I said my day was shitty. Not terminally fucked up. No, on the way home last night I picked up a guy. Nice-looking kid. About twenty years old. Blond hair, blue eyes. Body of an athlete. And sensitive too. Kid like that, makes an old broad my age come alive again, you know?” Christ, I sound convincing, she said to herself.
“You took him home with you?” Frank sounded dismayed.
What the hell, Mattie figured. “Sure did. Moved right in. Look, Frank, I’ve got to figure out a way to sell some property this month, or I can kiss this job goodbye. So if you’ll excuse me—”
“Do you think that’s a good idea? I mean, bringing some young guy home you don’t know?”
“It was a good idea at the time, and it’s not a bad idea yet. When it gets bad, I’ll come around and let you buy me a drink, okay?”
“Sure,” Frank said. “Sure, you come around any time, and I’ll buy you a drink. You know that.” 
Oh, for Christ’s sake, Mattie thought. Now I’ve got guilt laid on me. Failure isn’t enough, is it? The hell. “Goodbye, Frank,” she said, and hung up without waiting for his reply.
For the rest of the morning she reviewed property listings, made unproductive telephone calls and tried to avoid thinking what the sensitive young man might be doing at her house.
Maybe he’s going through my lingerie right now, she speculated. Or my photographs. Or he could have a shoe fetish. Damn it, and I’ve got those new Italian pumps sitting right out there in the open.
By eleven-thirty she persuaded herself to look at a new property listing on Mill Road, a mile from her home. As long as she was out that way, Mattie decided, it would be silly not to drop by and check the mail, make a sandwich for lunch, see what Bobby was up to.
At noon she pulled into the driveway and walked casually to the side entrance leading into the kitchen.
“Hello?” she called out, dropping her purse on the table. “Anybody here?”
Bobby appeared, entering from the living room. “Hi,” he said shyly. “I didn’t think you would be home so soon.” He was holding a large white pad in front of him, a yellow pencil in one hand. “I hope you don’t mind,” he said. “I found this pad of paper in your den and . . . well, look.” He turned the drawing pad to show her. “It’s not quite finished. I want to do some more with your hair.”
Mattie’s eyes widened, and her mouth dropped open. Looking back at her from the sheet of paper was a skillfully rendered pencil drawing of herself. She recognized the pose, the dated hairstyle, the look in her eyes, which had been there ten years earlier. But there was something else in the rendering, something she hadn’t seen before.
Whatever it was, it reminded her of an incident from her college days. She had taken a fine-arts course that included a visit to a touring exhibition of Renaissance art, much of it consisting of charcoal and ink sketches by old Italian masters. She had been struck by the way the very best of them, such as da Vinci, had been able to make their subjects seem alive with only a few loosely drawn lines. “The genius of these masters is the way they make you realize these people actually lived and breathed and spoke,” her professor had stressed. Seeing the original sketches at a touring exhibition, she had understood and agreed.
Now, looking at herself in Bobby’s sketch based on an old photograph, she recognized the same kind of talent. There were no wasted lines anywhere on the paper; the drawing of her was more alive than the photograph it had been based upon.
“Do you like it?” Bobby asked quietly.
She turned to him, her jaw still hanging slackly. “Did you . . . did you do this?”
Bobby nodded. “I drew it from that picture of you in the living room,” he said. “You were very beautiful then. I mean, you’re very pretty now, too,” he added hastily.
She touched him on the shoulder. “Forget it. I know what you mean. I used to be a model. I dropped out of college to go to New York. Spent over a year there doing the agency bit. That summer my face was on Times Square for the whole season. A billboard, pushing cosmetics.” She looked down at the sketch again. “But this . . . this is incredible. Where’d you go to art school?”
“I didn’t. I took art classes in high school. Then about a year ago I started all over again. I read a few books, learned some techniques and spent a lot of time working on them.”
Mattie sat down at the kitchen table, her eyes still on the sketch. “How did you do it?” she asked. “How did you put more of me into a drawing than was in the photograph?” She pointed to the living room. “Do you know who took that picture? Avedon. Richard Avedon. I mean, he’s only a legend in the business. But you did something more with it.” 
Bobby sat down at the table with her. “I put you into it,” he said. “The camera was photographing your beauty. But it missed part of you that’s inside.”
“You mean my soul? Is that how artists describe it? You went after the soul?”
Bobby frowned. “I don’t know what a soul looks like,” he said. “No, that’s not what I mean. I guess I mean the way you are when you’re not posing. You were posing for the camera. Something happens to people’s faces when they pose. Something goes up in front of their face to protect them. I just tried to remove it in my sketch.” He smiled. “I’m glad you like it.”
“Like it? It’s fantastic! I’m taking it back to the office with me and show—”
“No. No, please,” he said, reaching across the table for the pad. “It’s not finished. I really want to do something more with it.”
“What’s to do?” Mattie asked. She pulled the sketch away from him. “It’s perfect.”
“Please,” he said. “I’m . . . I’m just not happy with it yet. Let me work on it some more this afternoon.”
Mattie relented. “All right,” she said, letting him take away the pad. “I just want you to know that whatever you do with your life, keep up this art thing. Otherwise you’re wasting an incredible gift.” She stood up and walked to the cupboard. “You like ravioli? How about I open the can, and you make some toast?”
After lunch Bobby insisted on clearing the table and washing the dishes. Mattie watched him carefully. The kid’s angelic, she decided. Positively angelic. “I’ll be at the office until about six,” she said, rising from the table. “What do you plan to do this afternoon? Paint The Last Supper?”
“I thought I would make dinner for us,” he answered solemnly. “Would you mind?”
“You mean you cook, too?” Mattie gasped. “My God, Bobby. You got any warts?”
He looked at her, confused. “Warts?” he repeated. 
“I’m just trying to find a flaw,” she laughed. “Sure, I’d love it if you cooked dinner. But we don’t have a heck of a lot to eat here. I think there’s a dozen eggs in the fridge. . . .” 
“I’ll make a soufflé,” Bobby suggested. “Do you like soufflés?”
Mattie’s eyes widened, and she shook her head in wonder, then nodded in agreement. “Yeah, Bobby. I love soufflés. You make soufflés?”
Bobby ran hot water on the dishes and squirted some liquid detergent in the sink. “I like being creative,” he said. “I enjoy doing things that please people.”
“You’re pleasing me, Bobby. Trust me. You’re doing a great job pleasing me.”
As Mattie was leaving, she turned to look back at Bobby’s face, his eyes as blue as sapphires in the afternoon sun. “My God, I forgot all about your leg! How is it?”
“It’s okay,” he said. “It feels a little stiff, and the bruise is turning different colours. But it’s all right. Thank you for asking.”
She drove back to the office, still shaking her head and smiling. God, what a prince, she told herself. What an absolute angel. She remembered his lithe, youthful frame, his unlined face, his shy and awkward grace. The kid seems so uncorrupted, she mused. What would happen if an experienced woman like me taught him a few things? She smiled and bit her lip at the thought. You horny old broad, she thought. You’re actually fantasizing about it.
And getting a little excited too, she admitted.





CHAPTER NINETEEN
Several police cars were waiting at the end of the residential street in Lexington when McGuire and Lipson arrived. The detectives introduced themselves to the uniformed officers and instructed two of them to watch the rear of the house in case one Robert Kennedy Griffin should try to escape.
The house was a low ranch-style design, smaller and less impressive than its neighbours on the street, painted a robin’s-egg blue with white trim. A white picket fence ran around the perimeter of a lawn, which was succumbing to weeds.
“The kid, you really think he’s going to be here?” Lipson asked as they mounted the flagstone steps. Lipson had withdrawn his .38 police special and was holding it discreetly at arm’s length by his side. The uniformed cops had unbuckled their holsters and stood at the base of the steps, their hands resting casually on the pistol grips, their eyes anything but casual as they watched the lace curtains in the windows.
McGuire said no, he didn’t, but he placed his hand inside his jacket, lightly touching the grip of his own holstered revolver. With his other hand he reached out and rang the doorbell as Lipson stood to one side.
Chimes echoed inside the home, and McGuire heard the click-click of high-heeled shoes from within.
The door swung open, revealing a petite fair-haired woman in her forties, with sharp features beneath what used to be called a “sensible hair-do”—short and curly, neatly framing the high forehead and plucked and pencilled eyebrows. The nose was slim and turned-up, the eyes deep-set, the mouth a Cupid’s bow coloured with lipstick a shade too crimson.
She wore a shirt-waist, red gingham dress and dainty, white sling-back shoes. She smiled uncertainly at McGuire, but there was no fear or tension in her voice.
“Yes?” she asked. Her eyes found the two uniformed officers on her front yard and widened for a moment, but the smile remained.
“Mrs. Griffin?” McGuire asked.
“Yes?” Not just the same word as before; the same tone, the same inflection.
“Do you have a son, Robert Kennedy Griffin?”
In his years as a cop, including almost ten as a uniformed officer, McGuire had often been the bearer of disastrous news to parents and relatives. The procedure was unchanged: ask if the deceased lives at this address; ask if he or she is at home; when told they are not, ask to enter the home and break the news inside, beyond the gaze of neighbours and passersby.
But the procedure was well known to civilians. Uniformed police enquiring about the whereabouts of a son or daughter are not bringing news of a lottery prize. They bring only tragedy and adversity, an advisement of arrest or a quiet request to proceed downtown and examine remains.
McGuire expected the predictable response from the woman at the door, who seemed to be posing in a Donna Reed wardrobe, as though she were about to praise a laundry detergent. He waited for the hand to fly to the mouth, the eyes to open wide and begin to glisten, the chin to quiver, and the voice to rise in a wail of fear and panic.
But there was none of these expected reactions. The smile remained as broad as ever. The voice was steady—too nasal to be attractive, but firm and precise. “Yes, I have,” she answered. “But Bobby’s not here at the moment.”
McGuire felt Lipson relax beside him. “Would you know where we could find him?”
She leaned slightly through the door to see Lipson’s bulk hovering near the door frame. The detective smiled and nodded silently. “Bobby hasn’t been well,” she replied. “He’s at a hospital in Boston.”
“No, I’m sorry, he’s not,” McGuire said. He showed her his identification. “I’m Lieutenant McGuire, this is Lieutenant Lipson. May we come in and look around?”
The smile never wavered. “Of course you may.” She stood aside and welcomed them in. Before entering, McGuire turned and nodded silently at the uniformed cops.
The living room was filled with flounce and lace, flower-patterned slipcovers on overstuffed furniture, plastic flowers in coloured glass vases, stepped end tables topped by figurine lamps, and sentimental pictures in cheap brass and wood frames. In the corner to his left McGuire noticed a small, inexpensive electric organ. To his right he heard water running and turned to see an artificial waterfall flowing over plastic rocks into a plastic pool surrounded by stiff, green plastic plants. Directly above the waterfall a plaster statue of the Virgin Mary raised its hand in blessing. Her bare feet projected from beneath the hem of her robe; the toenails had been painted red.
“Mrs. Griffin,” McGuire said gently, “with your permission I would like to invite two of the Lexington police officers who are outside to come in and search the home for your son. I don’t have a warrant with me, but I can assure you I could have one here within the hour.”
The smile remained maddeningly unchanged. “That won’t be necessary, Lieutenant,” she replied. “Please invite them in. My home is open to anyone. Incidentally, please call me Muriel. Why don’t I make us some coffee while they look?”
McGuire glanced at Lipson, who shrugged, then returned to the front door and called to the officers.
The kitchen was separated from the living and dining area by a low divider. While she filled the coffee pot, Muriel Griffin called across to McGuire, “Incidentally, what does all of this have to do with Bobby?”
“We’d like to speak to him about the priest murders in Boston, Mrs. Griffin,” McGuire answered. He remained standing in the middle of the room, anticipating a shocked reaction. Facing him above the sofa was a photograph enlarged so much its details had become fuzzy and the texture rough and grainy. It was the picture of a man in his late twenties, wearing military dress. McGuire recognized him as the same man whose photograph he had seen in Bobby’s room at Lynwood Institute.
Two uniformed officers entered behind Lipson, touched their caps and nodded to Bobby’s mother. Lipson followed them down a short corridor, speaking quietly.
“Hello!” Muriel Griffin called out cheerily as they disappeared. “I’m sorry,” she said to McGuire as she filled the coffeemaker with water. “What were you saying about Bobby?”
“Mrs. Griffin . . .” McGuire walked towards her. “We think your son may be involved in the murders of three priests and a known homosexual in Boston.”
Muriel Griffin was counting spoons of coffee as she dropped them into the filter basket. “Five . . . six . . . seven . . . eight. That should do us, shouldn’t it, Lieutenant? Eight cups should be enough, don’t you think?”
“Mrs. Griffin—”
“You’re not going to call me Muriel, are you?” she said a little sadly, but still smiling.
McGuire leaned on the divider separating him from the kitchen counter. “Mrs. Griffin,” he said slowly and distinctly, measuring each syllable as precisely as she had measured the coffee grounds, “listen to me. We have a warrant for the arrest of your son on suspicion of four counts of first-degree murder.”
“I heard you, Lieutenant.” Muriel Griffin turned from the counter to open a cupboard door behind her. “You think Bobby had something to do with those horrible killings recently. Do you prefer sugar or would you rather have some low-cal substitute? I’ve gotten used to Sweet ’n Low because it seems recently I put on weight just like that.” She snapped her fingers, her back still facing McGuire. “Best I put out both, I suppose.”
McGuire stood watching her in stunned silence as she arranged cups on a tray, spread cookies on a plate and brought everything around the corner of the divider, humming all the while. He listened carefully and recognized the melody; it was “I Feel a Song Coming On.”
“Oh, good,” she said as she set the tray on the plastic laminate coffee table. McGuire could hear the heavy footsteps treading down the hall. “Just in time for your friends to join us.”
Lipson emerged from the hallway, followed by the uniformed cops. He looked at McGuire and shook his head silently.
“Mrs. Griffin, this is all very kind of you,” McGuire said across the divider. “But it is essential that we find your son as quickly as possible. Would you have any idea where he is?”
“Goodness, I assume he is at the Lynwood Institute,” she replied, folding several paper napkins into a fan design.
“He’s not.”
“Well, perhaps he is playing tennis somewhere. Bobby is a very good tennis player.”
“Mrs. Griffin,” McGuire said impatiently, “I can’t stress just how important it is that we find your son. For his sake and for the sake of others. Now, please tell us where we might locate him.”
She flashed her maddeningly sweet smile in McGuire’s direction. “Lieutenant,” she replied. “If the good people at Lynwood do not know where Bobby is, and you and all of your people don’t know where he is, then only God knows. And since He knows, He’s taking care of my Bobby. I know that. I’ve always known that.”
The coffee made, Muriel Griffin rounded the corner carrying it with her slim arm extended. McGuire noticed her plain gold wedding ring.
“I feel a little naughty, entertaining four big, handsome police officers here all alone in my house!” she giggled. It seemed as though McGuire’s plea for assistance had simply never occurred. “Please help yourself to the cookies, gentlemen. The fudge ones, they’re Bobby’s favourite.”
“When was the last time you saw Bobby?” McGuire asked, picking up the cue. He, Lipson and the two uniformed officers sat uneasily on the edge of the flowered sofa and chairs. The cops munched noisily on the cookies.
“Oh, it’s been a while now.” She was filling Lipson’s cup. “How’s that? Is that enough?”
“At the Lynwood Institute?”
“Yes.” She looked at each in turn, smiling pleasantly. “Does everybody have their fill? Good!”
“How was he when you saw him?”
She chose a side chair, sat back in it and crossed her legs. “Bobby looked wonderful! We had a spat that day, but it was nothing important.” She waved her hand, banishing the thought. “Parents and young people, they’re bound to have little disagreements. Even with a child like Bobby.”
“Your son, what kind of child was he?” Lipson enquired. 
Muriel Griffin’s face lit up, and her smile grew even broader. “Angelic! From the first moment I saw him, I knew I had been blessed by God and by heaven.” She closed her eyes. “Goodness, if you could only have seen him. His father and I, we felt as though we had been chosen to bring perfection into the world, even perfection born of sin.”
“I suppose every parent feels that way, ma’am.” It was one of the Lexington police officers; he had drained his coffee cup and now sat balancing it on his knee.
For the first time, Muriel Griffin’s sunny composure disappeared, and her eyes snapped open, filled with fury. “Of course they do, officer. But I’m telling you this was different. Bobby was different. He was filled with grace and purity. You could see it in his eyes, in the way his face glowed when he sang in the church choir and when he prayed and when he would encounter a sister or a father on the street.” She gestured as she spoke, her hands jabbing the air or describing arches in front of her face. “As a little boy three, four, five years old he would walk right up to a father and ask ‘Have you talked to God today?’ He was born in heaven and he belongs to heaven and heaven watches over him every day of his life.”
She looked at each of the men in turn. “Oh, you poor, poor people, never to have seen the beauty and the heavenly grace of my Bobby. Everything flows through my Bobby’s fingertips. When he took piano lessons, he won his class recital each year. And have you seen his art?”
“Yes ma’am,” McGuire answered. “We’ve seen his art. Your son is certainly an extremely talented young man. There is no question about that.”
She rewarded his comment with a smile. “More coffee, gentlemen?”
The Lexington officer bold enough to suggest that Muriel Griffin’s parental pride might not be unusual stood uncomfortably and looked down at McGuire. “You mind if we wait in the car, Lieutenant?” he asked. “Should stay on call. And we can watch the house easily.”
McGuire said sure, he’d check with them before leaving. Muriel Griffin, the cop’s comment forgiven and her outburst forgotten, jumped to her feet and escorted him to the door, praising the wonderful spring weather they were being blessed with.
“How’s the rest of the house?” McGuire asked Lipson in her absence.
“Ozzie and Harriet meet the Wizard of Oz,” Lipson replied from the corner of his mouth. “You gotta see it.”
McGuire nodded as Muriel Griffin returned to her chair and smiled at each detective in turn. “Now then,” she said. “I understand you want to talk to me about my Bobby.”
For the next hour Muriel Griffin spun tales of her son Bobby as boy soprano, altar boy, athlete and artist. She wove her deep abiding Catholic faith among the stories like a fibre blended to strengthen the fabric of her life. It was an existence too idyllic to be real, too positive and optimistic to hold either tragedy or disappointment. During the telling her frozen smile and flashing eyes faltered only twice.
The first time was in response to McGuire’s question about her husband’s death. She turned and stared reverently at the grainy photograph suspended over the sofa.
“Bobby’s father was a hero,” she replied. “He died serving his country, and that’s the way he would want to be taken to God, I know. I know it for a fact.”
“Your husband, I understand he was killed in Vietnam,” Lipson said.
“Yes, that’s right. His aircraft was shot down.” She turned away from the picture to look at the detectives again. Her expression changed. The smile still tilted the corners of her mouth, but everything else was blank, and McGuire realized he was looking at a mask. “He survived the crash,” she said without expression, “but was hunted down by the enemy and tortured to death. Terribly, terribly tortured.” She looked back at the photograph. “And now he’s in heaven, waiting for Bobby and me.”
“How old was Bobby when this happened?” McGuire asked.
“Six. He was six years old.”
“It must have upset him a great deal.”
“It changed him,” she answered, looking at the men again. “He worshipped his father. His father was next to God himself. And when I told him how his father had died, and that his father was a great hero who would have wanted Bobby to follow in his footsteps, Bobby became more intense. Oh, he was still lovable and sweet and tender.” The mask dropped, and the eyes lit up again. “My Bobby couldn’t be anything else. But it was as though everything that had made my husband such a leader of men, so brave and so dedicated, all of it was suddenly transferred to my Bobby.”
The mask appeared a second time when McGuire asked if she had any photographs of her son they might see.
“I have no pictures,” she replied briskly.
McGuire said he was surprised that a parent so proud of her son would have no photographs of him.
“I had,” she said solemnly. “But Bobby destroyed them . . . in his bad times.”
“His bad times?”
She nodded. “About four years ago. Just before our doctor suggested we send Bobby to the hospital for treatment because . . . because of his problems.”
“What problems, Mrs. Griffin?” McGuire asked softly.
She lifted her chin and bit her bottom lip. The mask remained in place. “Bobby was struck dumb by the sight of God,” she said defiantly.
“He told you that?”
“No. How could he tell me if he was struck dumb? I know. I just know. Everything pointed to it, and Brother Halloran agreed.”
“Who is Brother Halloran?”
Muriel Griffin stood quickly and smoothed the front of her skirt. “I really would like some more coffee, gentlemen,” she said sweetly. “Could I get you some? Or more cookies perhaps?”
McGuire withdrew the poetry book from his pocket. “Mrs. Griffin,” he asked. “Do you recognize this book?” He stood and handed it to her. She studied its cover and shook her head. “No. No, I don’t think I’ve ever seen this book before.” She opened its pages. “Oh, poetry. I never read poetry, Lieutenant. Between the Bible and my work at the church and reading all my magazines, there just isn’t any time for poetry.”
“Would you mind looking through it for a moment?” McGuire asked her. “Near the end there is a page with markings on it in red ink. Can you find it?”
She turned the pages carefully, one by one, frowning periodically. Finally she stopped and read aloud: “The death of one god is the death of all.” She looked at the two men over the book. “Why this is gibberish, isn’t it? There’s only one God, and He doesn’t die.” Smiling nervously, she added, “Bobby would call this nonsense. I know he would.”
“Does the next section mean anything?” McGuire asked.
She read aloud again: “The monastic man is an artist. The philosopher . . . appoints man’s place in music, say, today, But the. . . .” She stumbled, then read the rest of the lines silently, her lips moving with the words. When she had finished, she handed the book back to McGuire and smiled at him. “I have no idea what it means,” she said. “But then, I was never very good at literature. I enjoyed mathematics in high school, and I graduated at the top of my class in household sciences.” She sat down again, folding her arms in front of her. “Do you like quilts, Lieutenant? I loved quilting. When I was a teenager, I made a copy of a colonial quilt that was accepted for showing at an art fair in Boston Common one year. My parents drove me there to see it. Back then it was a real treat to go to Boston, not like it is now, with some people commuting—”
“Mrs. Griffin,” McGuire said, interrupting her. “Who is Brother Halloran?”
She watched him for a moment, as though deciding whether to answer. Then, “Brother Halloran has gone to his reward, Lieutenant. He’s been gathered in the bosom of the Lord.” She lowered her eyelids and crossed herself.
“Who was he, Mrs. Griffin?”
She opened her eyes to look back at him. Her hands flew together, and she sat twisting her wedding ring nervously. “He was the man who . . . who told me Bobby had been struck dumb by . . . by the sight of God.”
“How did he know?”
“Because he was a man of God himself. He knew these things.”
“He was a priest?”
“He was a monk.” She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, noisily, and leaned back, her slim, freckled arms hanging over the edge of the chair. “After his father died, Bobby decided he wanted to be a priest. He wanted to serve, to be useful while he was on this earth, like his father had been. When Bobby graduated from high school, we went to visit St. John’s Seminary in Boston.” Her eyes closed in memory. “It was beautiful! Such lovely buildings, so much open space and grounds and shrines everywhere.” Her eyes opened. “But it wasn’t right for Bobby. ‘It’s too easy, Mother,’ he said to me. He thought it would be almost like going to Harvard. The beds were too soft in the dormitory, too many things would be catered for him.”
She lowered her voice and looked directly at the men. “That was Bobby, you see. No one was more intense about serving God than Bobby. No one expected more of himself than Bobby. So Bobby was prepared to experience life as a monk to test and strengthen his spirit before he would live the softer life of a priest.”
The door chimes sounded, and her hand flew to her throat. “More visitors?” she said with a smile, rising from the chair. Her heels clicked-clicked their way to the door.
A uniformed officer was waiting on the stoop. He touched his cap, called her ma’am and told McGuire that a priest had arrived, name of Deeley. “Send him in,” McGuire instructed as Muriel Griffin looked back and forth between the two men, her rose-bud mouth held open in surprise.
Deeley was wearing his black suit and collar. Muriel Griffin seized his right hand and squeezed it, looking up into his eyes and smiling like a schoolgirl with a crush on the high-school quarterback. They introduced themselves to each other, and the woman scrambled ahead of Deeley to offer the chair she had been sitting in, then quickly poured him a cup of coffee and walked briskly into the kitchen, chattering all the while about what an exciting day it had turned out to be and how much her Bobby would have loved to be here to meet this nice, young priest.
“What is this?” Deeley finally asked McGuire and Lipson, his voice lowered.
“It’s her son,” McGuire whispered. “We’re sure of it.” 
Deeley lowered his eyelids. “Why?”
“That’s what we’re trying to find out.”
Muriel Griffin placed the plate of cookies reverently in front of Deeley, then edged her way onto the corner of the sofa, beaming at him. McGuire and Lipson, momentarily upstaged, slid along the sofa to make room.
“Do you like the cookies, Father?” she gushed after Deeley had nibbled at one.
Deeley told her they were excellent.
“They’re Bobby’s favourite.” She reached out and touched Deeley’s knee gently. “Are you here about Bobby?”
“I invited Father Deeley here,” McGuire explained. “I thought he might help us understand Bobby.”
Muriel Griffin kept her hand on Deeley’s knee. “Oh, I wish my son were here now. He would love to talk to you about the priesthood. You know, you remind me of him. I mean, just seeing you here makes me think of Bobby and the times when he and I talked about him becoming a priest.”
“Bobby went to a monastery,” McGuire interrupted, speaking to Deeley. “Wanted to be a monk. Why don’t you tell us all about it, Mrs. Griffin?”
Bobby’s mother ignored the suggestion. “Have you met the new bishop?” she asked. “Tell me, what do you think of him?”
“Mrs. Griffin—” McGuire began.
Muriel Griffin turned on McGuire, fury lighting her small eyes. “Please, Lieutenant! You come into my home making silly suggestions about my son, unbelievable things you think he might have done. The least you can do is allow the father and I to discuss matters of the church!”
It was Kevin Deeley’s turn to reach out. He took her hand, and when she looked back at him, he said, “Mrs. Griffin, I would be delighted to share some stories with you about things at the archdiocese. Even a little gossip perhaps. But right now why don’t you tell me and these two gentlemen about this monastery your son visited?”
She’s practically wetting her pants, McGuire mused, watching Muriel Griffin melt under Deeley’s gaze. He could pick her up and cart her off to a bedroom right now if we weren’t here.
Muriel Griffin finally wrenched her eyes away from Deeley’s and looked down at her lap. She toyed with her wedding ring as she spoke.
“Bobby had heard about an order in Brookline, over near Hancock Village—”
“The Order of Cesena?” Deeley interrupted.
She looked up and smiled at him. “Why, that’s right, Father.”
“Monks?” Bernie Lipson asked, looking up from his note pad. “We’ve got monks in Boston?”
“All the major orders are here,” Deeley nodded. “Plus Greek Orthodox, Coptics and spin-offs like the Cesenas.”
“Bobby said they were small and not very wealthy but trying to do good things. Like the Jesuits, he said. They’re trying to be a bridge of knowledge between the people and the Church, like the Jesuits.”
“You know something about these guys?” McGuire asked Deeley, who nodded in reply. Turning to Muriel Griffin, he said “You told us Bobby graduated from high school when he was sixteen. He was eighteen when he entered Lynwood. Where was he for those two years? At this monastery?”
Muriel Griffin continued twisting her wedding ring as she spoke. “Yes. He was learning the life of the ascetics. Studying scriptures and trying to find himself through simple work.”
“What happened when he came home?” McGuire asked softly. “Did he come back from the monastery catatonic? Unable to speak?”
She didn’t reply, not until Deeley reached across and touched her hand again. “Please answer him, Mrs. Griffin,” he said. “Please tell him what happened to Bobby at the monastery.”
“Bobby had seen God,” she answered boldly. “Brother Halloran told me that’s what happened to him. He had laid eyes on the glory of God and the Blessed Virgin.”
“You know where this place is?” McGuire asked Deeley, who nodded. “Let’s go,” McGuire said.
Muriel Griffin rose with them, distressed. “Father, you’ll stay, won’t you?”
Deeley begged off, saying he would return perhaps the next day, when he would be pleased to discuss her son and his ambitions for the priesthood. The promise seemed enough for Muriel Griffin. “Take comfort,” Deeley said as they stood at the open door.
“Comfort?” she asked, confused. “I have my comfort and my peace of mind, Father.” She smiled, smoothing her dress and patting her hair.
“About your son, I mean.”
The smile didn’t fade. “My son is fine, Father,” she said. “We stay in touch. He phones me often. In fact, he called me just last evening.”
McGuire and Lipson froze in place. “He did?” McGuire asked. “Where was he? What did he say?”
“I don’t know,” she replied defiantly. “Bobby never speaks. He never has to. He just calls and I hear . . . I hear him there, I can feel him there. Sometimes he’s so caught up in the grace of God that he just cries quietly like he did for so long after his father died. And I hear him crying, and I tell him I love him. He doesn’t say a word. But I know it’s Bobby. I know it’s my Bobby.”





CHAPTER TWENTY
Mattie received the telephone call at four thirty-five in the afternoon. By four-forty she had announced the news to everyone at Jenkins Real Estate, including the president, Izzie Jenkins, who smiled broadly and told her he always knew she could do it, managing to pat her on the ass all the while. It was something he frequently tried to do with Mattie. This time she let him succeed.
By five o’clock Mattie was driving east along the highway, watching the early commuters from Boston shielding their eyes against the steeply slanting rays of the late afternoon sun. A rock and roll revival station played loudly on the car radio, and she tapped her hands on the steering wheel and sang along with Buddy Holly on the choruses of “That’ll Be the Day.”
Pulling into the driveway of her home, she left the car almost before it was stopped, and bounded inside and up the stairs. In the midst of her excitement she was halted by the rich aroma drifting from the kitchen and by the sight of Bobby wearing her oversized oven mitts.
“Hi,” he said as shyly as ever. “The soufflé.” He nodded at her oven. “It’s almost ready. Another ten minutes or so.”
Her head swung in the direction of the rich cheese and egg aroma that filled the house, then back to Bobby. “Guess what?”
Bobby shrugged his shoulders. “What?”
Her voice, which had been a hoarse whisper until now, exploded in its full throaty range. “I sold the Delisle estate! Can you believe it?”
Bobby glanced nervously towards the oven, bending slightly at the waist to see if her outburst had deflated the soufflé. “Is that good?” he asked nervously.
“Good? It means I just earned Jenkins Real Estate about a hundred and twenty grand. And my share of it will be fifty thousand bucks. Isn’t that great?”
Bobby smiled back at her and nodded. “That’s wonderful, Mattie.”
She reached out and hugged him. “Fifty thousand! That’s the biggest commission I’ve ever made. It’s the biggest commission anybody’s ever made at that office.” She pulled away from Bobby and held him at arm’s length. “Gee, kid,” she said in mock seriousness, “you get any more hysterical about this, you’re gonna fall asleep.”
Bobby shrugged his shoulders and smiled. “I think it’s very nice that you’ve been—”
“What the hell is that?”
Mattie squealed, looking over his shoulder.
Bobby followed her eyes to the window of her wall-mounted oven. “The cheese and onion soufflé,” he said. They both moved reverently over to the oven. “It’s looking good, isn’t it?”
Mattie turned her head slowly to look into his eyes, her mouth open in disbelief. “You’re . . . I can’t believe you,” she said. “Will it taste as good as it looks?”
“I hope so,” Bobby answered, watching the soufflé turn golden brown in the heat of the oven. He straightened up and walked to the breakfast table, where some washed and peeled vegetables lay waiting. “I’d better get started on the salad.”
“Hey.” Bobby turned to see Mattie standing near the oven with her arms extended.
“C’mere,” she ordered.
He walked uncertainly back to her, and she hugged him again, squeezing him to her and rocking him slightly. The gesture caused him to place his arms tentatively around her, and she buried her face in his neck. “You’re a treasure,” she said into his ear. “An absolute treasure. And I’m glad you’re here to help me celebrate.”
She pulled herself away to look at him. “And I’ve got just the thing to celebrate with.” She turned to the refrigerator, knelt down to reach the lower shelf and withdrew a bottle of Mumm’s champagne.
“Been keeping this sucker cold for months,” she said, holding it up triumphantly for Bobby to see. “Real French stuff. A guy I know, he’s a bartender, gave it to me one morning.”
“One morning?” Bobby asked.
“For the night before,” Mattie replied, reading the label as she spoke. “Said I deserved it for an award-winning performance. Hell, with all the faking I did, he should have nominated me for an Oscar.” Setting the champagne on the table, she looked back at him and batted her eyelids in mock exaggeration. “I do believe, dahling, it’s time for me to dress for dinner, n’est-ce pas?”
Bobby grinned foolishly as she struck a pose, one hand behind her head, the other on her hip.
“Do have the servants prepare the table for us, there’s a good chap.” Prancing by him, she leaned over to peck him on the cheek, and he watched her swivel-hip her way to the bedroom, his shoulders shaking in quiet laughter at her.
“So then I get the call, just an hour ago, and he’s at the airport.”
Mattie gestured with her fork as she spoke. She had chosen a red silk blouse, cut deeply in front, to wear with her tight black skirt. Her hair was pinned in an upswept style, and small ringlets bobbed and swung as she spoke. Two candles, rescued from the remains of a small buffet dinner she had held the previous Christmas, flickered in the evening light.
“Just as calm as could be,” she explained. “He said he’d thought it over and decided to take it. Two million four, and he’s talking like he’s picking out new underwear.” She pointed to the soufflé on her plate. “God, this is good. Where’d you learn to cook like this?”
Bobby shrugged. “Out of books. And practice.”
Mattie sliced another fork full of soufflé and held it in front of her as she spoke. “So I asked him what about his bimbo girlfriend. Except I didn’t put it that way, of course. I said, ‘Gee, how does your fiancée feel about the decision?’” She slid the fork into her mouth. “He said she would come around eventually, and if she didn’t, he’d buy her off with a new Corvette. Can you believe it? This guy’s got money like you and I’ve got dirty laundry. He just can’t seem to get rid of it.”
“Money isn’t everything,” Bobby said softly.
“Yeah, yeah, I know. It can’t buy happiness. But it can sure as hell make a good down payment on it.” Mattie filled her mouth with more soufflé, tucked it into her cheek, and asked, “By the way, how’s your leg? The one the drunk hit last night?” She giggled.
“It’s better. The bruise is still there, but it’s not as stiff as it was this morning.”
Mattie smiled a wicked smile. “Anything else getting stiff?”
Bobby looked puzzled. “I beg your pardon?”
“Never mind. Listen, Bobby, I still don’t know a damn thing about you. I mean, here I am on the biggest night of my real estate career, having dinner with a good-looking young guy, who can even cook. I mean, it’s all wonderful, but the part about not knowing anything about my date is a little too familiar. If you know what I mean.”
It was clear from Bobby’s expression that he didn’t. 
“Okay, so tell me. You’re a gourmet cook, a natural artist and a sweetheart guy. So where’ve you been all my life? You go to school, you got a job, you’re just drifting, what?”
“I guess I’m just drifting,” Bobby replied.
“When I was your age, it was called finding yourself. You trying to figure out who you are?”
Bobby quietly placed his fork back on his plate. “No,” he said softly, his head down. “I’m just looking for peace.”
Deeley sent his driver back to the bishop’s office and rode with McGuire and Lipson through the late afternoon sun towards Brookline. On the way he explained to the detectives about the Cesenas, a sect of monks who had broken away from the Capurnians to establish their own order. A purely local phenomenon, the Cesenas sprung up in New England during the nineteenth century. They called themselves Brothers of the Order of Cesena, choosing the name of a town in Italy, whose citizens had been brutally massacred in the fourteenth century by Robert of Geneva, a ruthless cardinal appointed by Pope Gregory the Eleventh.
“The Cesenas chose that name to prove they were more closely allied with the citizenry, the common people, than with the Mother Church,” Deeley explained. “But over the years, they’ve moved at least under the umbrella of the Church, if not within it.”
“Why the hell would anybody want to become a Catholic monk in this day and age?” McGuire asked.
“I suppose I could come up with an answer,” Deeley said coolly. “But I’m not sure you’d fully appreciate it, McGuire. Anyway, the Cesenas have acquired a reputation for being quiet fanatics. They believe the best way to serve the Church is by training small numbers of dedicated priests who earn moral standing and respect through self-discipline and study, then taking their message to the world outside through normal Church channels.”
“A few good men,” Lipson, who was driving, said. “The marines, that’s what it sounds like.”
“That’s not a bad analogy,” Deeley commented. “In fact, more than one marine commander has spent time with the Cesenas learning how to be totally self-sufficient while giving himself up to a higher authority.” He leaned back in the seat of the car, crossed his legs and folded his hands loosely in his lap. “Now tell me why you think that woman’s son is mixed up in these terrible killings.”
By the time they reached Brookline, McGuire had provided all the details linking Bobby Griffin with the killings of the three priests and Alvin Chadwick.
“It’s not what I expected,” Deeley said when McGuire had finished. “Not an intelligent young man. Not someone of the Church, who has lived within its glories and shelter.”
“What were you expecting? McGuire demanded. “A Russian Commie with horns and a tail, drooling at the mouth?”
“It would have been closer. A lot closer.”
McGuire seized the radio microphone and called headquarters. The dispatcher connected him with Janet Parsons, who told him that Kavander had been trying to reach him all day. “I’m not talking to Kavander,” McGuire said brusquely. “Just give me the important stuff.”
“Okay,” her voice crackled over the radio. “Anne Murison, the lady from the aquarium, called us today. She admitted that the young blond guy hadn’t caught a cab like she said he had. She watched him walk directly to the subway station and enter it—”
“What time?” McGuire interrupted. 
“Five-fifteen. It fits, Joe.”
Lipson whistled softly. 
“Anything else?”
“You got a couple of phone messages here—”
“Leave ’em,” McGuire interrupted again. He looked up to see Lipson steering them through an open gate in a high brick wall. Straggling ivy clung to the bricks, some of which were crumbling away. Ahead of them the roadway sunk into a low ravine before rising again towards a large brick structure whose intricate Victorian lines and detail were hidden beneath layers of grime and more untamed, rampant ivy.
“Tell Kavander we’re close to wrapping things up here. Then make sure we’ve got an APB with an armed and dangerous warning on the kid.”
He switched off the microphone and snapped it back in its holder, watching open-mouthed as the car wound its way into the ravine and closer to the monastery building that loomed above them, dark and defiant.





CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
They were in the living room, Bobby seated primly on the edge of the chair in the corner, Mattie sprawled on the couch with one leg raised, one hand resting on the floor holding the empty champagne bottle by the neck.
“You gotta laugh more, Bobby,” Mattie slurred. “Listen, we’re here and soon we’re gone, and if you don’t get your share of laughs while you can, what the hell’s the use, right?”
Bobby offered a smile and stared down into the champagne glass he held as though it belonged to someone else. “Don’t you ever worry about the future?” he asked quietly.
“You think the future’s worrying about me?” Mattie demanded. “Bobby, you’re what? Twenty-one? Twenty-two? Whatever. And you’re a nice, sweet, shy kid. But I bet you think you’ve got it all figured out, right? ’Cause I did when I was your age. I had it all figured out. I was a New York model, flying here and flying there, doing fashion spreads for Bonwit-Teller and perfume ads and swimsuit stuff. And it wasn’t just the money. It was the attention. I’d show up at a photo session and all the guys, the account executives and the clients and the photographers, they’d all hug me and make kissy-face and invite me to parties on Long Island, you know?”
She paused and looked up at the ceiling. Bobby watched as her eyelids began to blink rapidly.
“And after a couple of years . . .” She swallowed and began again. “After a couple of years things got slow, and I went to France for six months with a friend. I figured, what the hell, I’d try some modelling over there. I mean, I was big in New York, I could be big in Paris, right? But I wasn’t. After I sat around for a couple of months, I took a fling with a guy and moved in with him in his villa near Cannes. Away up in the mountains, it was. I’d get up in the morning, and there was the whole Mediterranean spread out before me. White yachts in the harbours. Palm trees all around. Sometimes we’d go to parties on those yachts.
“Then one day the guy, who was a Frenchman of course . . . dirty bastard . . . one day he said he had to go to Geneva for a week on business, and I said okay, I’d wait for him. And we had a maid, a cook and a chauffeur there, and when I came back from a shopping trip the maid and cook were gone. And the place was locked up.”
She turned from the ceiling to look at Bobby. “And all my luggage was stacked on the porch. There was an envelope taped to my bags, with a note and one-way ticket to Paris inside. The note said ‘It was fun. Merci.’ Just like that. And the chauffeur stood there looking bored, waiting to drive me to the airport.”
She brought her finger to her mouth and bit down on it. “Talk about being dumped. The bastard. So I came back to New York, and I got my old address book, and I made the rounds. And it was like I had never been there. Nobody wanted to see me. They wouldn’t return my telephone calls. When I took my comp book with me to show the photographers, all my best shots in it, they’d send their juniors out to look at it, just to get rid of me.”
Mattie removed her fingers from her mouth and covered her eyes with her hand.
“Six months, and I go from the top to zero like that. Because they don’t want my look anymore. I’m not hot anymore.” She wiped her eyes and tried to smile. “I was so upset, I went out and married a Goddamn car salesman, if you can believe it.”
“I’m . . . I’m sorry.” Bobby said softly from the corner. 
“Come here, will you please?” She dropped the empty champagne bottle on the floor and held her arms out to him. “Please, Bobby? Just give me a hug, all right?”
Bobby set his glass aside. He rose and walked uncertainly towards her, and she wrapped him in her arms. “Thank you for listening,” she whispered. “It’s so hard to find someone who listens anymore.”
She shifted her weight, making room for him. “Stretch out and talk to me,” she said. Her eyes were dry, and her smile less bitter. “I want to know all about you.” Awkwardly he lay beside her. “You need a mother, Bobby. I can tell, you poor kid. God, we all need mothers, don’t we? Fathers, they can all go to hell, but mothers are so precious.”
Bobby lay unmoving next to her, his eyes growing wider.
“Will you let me mother you, Bobby?” she asked, taking his head in her hands. “Will you be my good little boy and let me mother you?”
He nodded solemnly in reply.
Mattie reached up and kissed him, long and deep. Slowly, Bobby responded, but she could feel him holding back. Unwrapping her arms from around him, she stretched behind her and unfastened her brassiere. Step by step she unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged out of it, casting both blouse and bra aside while Bobby watched, wide-eyed. Her breasts were full and round, the nipples erect and tingling.
Placing a hand behind Bobby’s head, she brought him to her, felt the nipple enter his mouth, thrilled at the touch of his tongue and shivered at the sight of his body stretched out beside hers.
“Oh yes, Bobby,” she murmured. “Oh yes, my sweet boy. My sweet, precious little boy!”
After Lipson parked the car, he, McGuire and Kevin Deeley approached the monastery entrance. The building stood four stories high, its sharply peaked gables trimmed with carved, red sandstone. The heavily-leaded windows were dirty, and the gardens and shrubbery around the building grew thick and undisciplined. Behind them the driveway wound down the shallow ravine and through the twilight to the residential street.
“How long have these guys been here?” McGuire asked Deeley as they walked along a brick pathway.
“About fifty years or more,” Deeley replied. “Originally it was a manor house built for some industrialist in the eighteen-eighties. The family willed it to the Cesenas when one of the errant grandsons spent some time with the brothers and got himself straightened out.”
“Can you imagine how much it’s worth now, this property?” Lipson asked, looking around them. “Gotta be in the millions. Easy.”
Two heavy oak doors stood at the Gothic entrance. Deeley opened them, stepping ahead of the others into a small foyer floored with quarry tile. A plaster statue of the Virgin Mary was mounted against the wall to their left. Small candles flickered around it, the cast-iron holders layered in multi-coloured wax. Deeley brought his hands together, touched his fingertips to his lips, and lowered his head to speak a few words quietly. He made the sign of the cross and turned towards the inner doors.
McGuire looked down to see if the statute’s toes were painted red with nail polish.
Deeley turned a small brass crank on the door in front of him, and a bell echoed within. After a number of bolts and locks had been slid aside with the grating sound of rusty iron, the heavy inner doors opened wide enough for a wizened face to look out at them, its two red-rimmed eyes leaping from the priest to the detectives and back again.
The eyes finally fixed on Deeley, and a high-pitched voice said “Yes?”
“We would like to see the abbot,” Deeley said with authority. He retrieved a calling-card from his jacket pocket and handed it through the opening. “Reverend Kevin Deeley, here on official business of the archdiocese.”
The hand that retrieved the card was red and scaly with eczema; the eyes flickered from the engraved lettering back to Deeley and the two detectives. “Come in, come in,” the voice muttered, and the door opened wider.
A long hall, floored with the same rough grey quarry tile as the foyer, stretched ahead of them. Dark wainscotting reached up the walls, ending at a roughened plaster surface. The ceiling was high above them. At intervals, unlit iron chandeliers hung on heavy black chains, each chandelier marking the location of two dark oak doors beneath it. There were no pictures on the walls, no relief from the expanse of stucco except for heavy cobwebs, which, even in the dim light reflected from the open door, could be seen hanging like dusty trimmings here and there.
The three men turned to look at the small figure who had admitted them. He appeared to be no more than five feet tall, his slight figure wrapped in a long grey tunic fixed at his waist with a leather thong. On his feet he wore slippers of grey felt. His eyes still studied Deeley’s card, clutched in the same rough raw hand. Then, looking up and seeing the three men watching him, he tucked the card hastily in an outer pocket of his tunic and nodded to a bench placed against the wall.
The three men sat as the monk padded off in quick, short steps, his felt slippers making a snick-snick sound across the tile floor.
“Good place for a horror movie,” McGuire said, crossing his legs and folding his arms.
“Do you know anything about monks?” Deeley asked. 
“As much as I need to know,” McGuire told him. “They’re like hermits, except they get other people to pay their way. Or they pay it by making honey, bread or wine, right? Let’s face it, Deeley, monks are just hippies with a crucifix.”
Deeley smiled at him. A tight smile, one he might give to a rebellious child.
Bernie Lipson sat studying the gloomy interior. “The kid spent two years here?” he asked.
McGuire grunted.
“He’s a bright sixteen-year-old kid, and he comes in here for two years?” Lipson shook his head, not believing it. “I mean, he should be out riding his motorcycle or hanging out at drive-ins. Two years in here would screw up any kid.”
“Except one looking for God,” Deeley added quietly. 
“Shit,” McGuire sneered.
“Some people believe you don’t necessarily find God in brightly lit cathedrals or in sunny meadows,” Deeley added, ignoring McGuire’s outburst. “To them, God is found in profound meditation, study and simple living. We have to understand that and tolerate it.”
The sound of footsteps, heavy and staccato compared with the soft treading of the felt slippers, echoed down the hall. The three looked up to see a medium-sized man round the corner and approach them. He appeared to be in his early forties, with hair, thick and silvery, reaching over his collar. He was wearing a short grey tunic tucked into oversized denim pants and secured at the waist by a leather thong. Instead of felt slippers, he wore heavy brown sandals. 
“Father Deeley?” the voice boomed as Deeley and the two detectives stood up.
“Yes, Abbot,” Deeley replied. “Kevin Deeley, from the archdiocese. And these men are with the Boston Police Department. Lieutenant McGuire and Lieutenant Lipson.”
The abbot’s pace slowed noticeably at the names of the detectives, and although he stretched his hand towards Deeley, his eyes remained on McGuire and Lipson. “I’m Brother Farrell,” he said, shaking Deeley’s hand first, then the hands of McGuire and Lipson in turn. He looked back at Deeley. “We are honoured to have a representative from the diocese here, of course. But this appears to be more than a social occasion.” He attempted a smile as he nodded to each of the detectives.
Brother Farrell had a soft spongy face, a face with no hard angles. His full cheeks rounded down to a cleft chin. His nose was bulbous and round, his lips full and red.
“I’m afraid it’s not social at all,” McGuire said. “It has something to do with the recent murders of the three priests. We think we can find some answers here.”
Brother Farrell’s hand flew to his mouth. “I don’t understand,” he replied. He began to smile unconvincingly. “Why . . . how could our small body of brothers be associated with those diabolical events?”
“Could we sit somewhere and discuss this, Brother?” Deeley asked. “Your office perhaps? Somewhere private?”
The monk nodded and said “Of course,” and led them down the darkened corridor, under the chandeliers and further into the building’s interior.
Mattie was above him, supporting her upper body on her arms and looking down at Bobby, who was stroking her breasts, moving his cheek back and forth against them. His eyes were closed, and he shook visibly beneath her.
She leaned down to kiss him gently on the forehead. Lowering herself, she felt Bobby’s mouth search for her nipple again. When he found it, she raised her head and moaned softly.
Another gentle kiss and she pulled herself away and rested her head on his chest. She raised his T-shirt, seeing the muscles of his stomach tighten and his own small nipples erect and excited. Then, kissing his navel gently, her hands began searching for the button of his jeans.
He moaned, forming the word “No,” but she had found the button and disengaged it, and now she was pulling the small brass zipper down.
Mattie frowned and withdrew her hand. It was warm and sticky, with a familiar sour aroma.
“Jesus, Bobby,” she said. “You’ve already come, haven’t you? Just playing with my boobs was enough?”
She looked up to see Bobby’s eyes squeezed tightly shut. Mattie crawled back to him and took his head in her hands. “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?” she asked.
Bobby nodded his head, his eyes still closed. “Please don’t,” he whispered urgently.
“How could a nice good-looking kid like you still be a virgin at your age?” Mattie asked.
“Please let me go.” Bobby whispered the words painfully. “Please.” He made no motion to rise, but his expression had begun to alter—the innocence faded, replaced by a look of fear and anger, the look of a frightened, cornered animal.
“Let me show you something,” Mattie said, not noticing the change. “Let me show you a special talent I’ve got.” She slid herself slowly down him again, her tongue flicking out to tease his navel as she passed it, her hand returning to find him and pull him free, feeling him jerk spasmodically beneath her, sensing him on the brink of explosion.
Brother Farrell led his guests down the central hallway of the building and into a large sitting room furnished with worn and mismatched upholstered chairs. A blackened stone fireplace dominated one wall; heavy draperies covered the high windows facing the door. Along the third wall, opposite the fireplace, ran a continuous length of rough-hewn desks, slanted for writing. Several mismatched stools of varying heights stood in front of the desks. On one of the stools was perched the small wizened figure who had greeted Deeley and the two detectives minutes earlier. The little man turned to watch as the others entered.
“We would like some privacy, Brother Schur,” the abbot said with a wave of his hand. “Please return to your room or some other activity.” The small man nodded and left, his head bowed, his strange felt slippers making the same snick-snick sound on the hardwood floors.
“Let’s sit here,” Brother Farrell suggested, indicating a grouping of four chairs near the fireplace. “Trust me. We will not be disturbed.”
The men sank deeply into the chairs, and each crossed his legs. Bernie Lipson retrieved his notebook from his jacket and rested it on his knee.
“Now.” Brother Farrell pulled himself upright, nodding and smiling at Kevin Deeley. “To what do we owe the honour of this visit from such distinguished gentlemen?”
Deeley was about to answer, but McGuire was unable to contain himself. “Do you know a Robert Kennedy Griffin, twenty-two years old, former address, Lexington, Massachusetts?”
The effect on the monk was immediate. He sank back in the chair and brought his hands together, prayer-like, resting them in his lap. His face sagged. He blinked several times, then spoke slowly.
“Bobby. Yes, somehow I knew Bobby would return. In one way or another.”
“Who was Brother Halloran?” McGuire barked.
Brother Farrell turned to look directly at McGuire as though deciding whether to answer. “The abbot who preceded me,” he answered finally. “He has gone to his reward. And while it may have been God who took him, it was what happened to Bobby that sent him.” The monk’s hands were trembling and his face was ashen. He turned to Deeley with an expression of hope. “We are a dying order, Father Deeley,” he pleaded. “You know that. The brothers and I, we want only to live out our lives here on earth within this monastery. You can understand that, can’t you?”
“Of course I can, Brother Farrell,” Deeley replied. He reached out to touch the monk’s arm gently. “But we must co-operate with these gentlemen. We are dealing here with horrible, heinous crimes against man and against God, and they must be addressed.”
The monk nodded wearily. He sat upright again and began to speak in a toneless, droning voice, his eyes, unfocused and unwavering, staring at the dingy walls of the room.
She was trying to scream, to plead, to wrench herself away from him, but he was too powerful, too determined. They rolled from the sofa onto the floor, and his hands were tightening, tightening on her neck as she arched her back and kicked and sought his eyes with her fingernails to claw, to scratch, to stop this demon she had unleashed with love.
With no effect. Weakening, she knew what was about to happen, and she cried within her while her body fought heroically. Cried for the young and trusting girl who had once held Manhattan in her hand. Cried for the young and sweet-faced boy who loomed above her, squeezing her life away with red-hot rage.





CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
“I believe it was his priest who suggested Bobby consider spending a period with us. To strengthen himself spiritually.”
As Farrell spoke, his eyes avoided the three men watching him.
“Brother Halloran promoted the idea of the diocese of the monastery as a retreat. It seemed a way to help revive our order. He believed we could attract some younger men with a novice program. The novices would be with us for two years, living the life of a spiritual man, to help them determine if they indeed wanted to enter the embrace of the Mother Church. Brother Halloran said it would be a way of tempering them, like fine steel.
“And so he spoke to friends at the diocese and to priests he was acquainted with. Soon we had a few young men visit us, but most were unsuitable for one reason or another. Some were obviously sent by their parents as a form of discipline, as though we were a poor alternative to a good military school. Others clearly didn’t have the strength of character to live the demanding life of a brother.”
Farrell smiled to himself. “But Bobby, we knew, was special. You could sense something in him that was rare in anyone. At any age. He was only sixteen years old, still a boy physically of course. But his perceptions, his grasp of the significance of spirituality, were simply first rate.”
“So you admitted him?” Deeley asked.
“Yes. Of course we did.” Farrell drew himself upright. “For the first few weeks, he was assigned to a room by himself. The room was comfortable, certainly more comfortable than those of the other brothers, save the abbot’s himself. He was given a cloak and slippers to wear and a course of readings to study and ponder.”
The monk’s eyes brightened. “Bobby responded so beautifully. He rose with us at matins—”
“At what?” McGuire interrupted.
“Matins,” Deeley explained. “Morning prayer. Which is at what time, Brother Farrell?”
“Four a.m.,” the monk replied. “We would gather in the chapel for prayers and readings before breakfast. Then Bobby would retire to his room for study during the morning. We would meet again for sext. The noon meal,” Farrell explained to McGuire, anticipating his question. “In the afternoon Bobby would help in the cataloguing of our book collection or in the leather-work and weaving chambers downstairs. He would join us at vespers, the evening prayer service, and retire to his room at sunset.”
“What happened after he became accustomed to the routine?” Deeley enquired.
“Brother Halloran . . .” The monk stopped and stared at the floor for a moment, his hands resting on his knees. He breathed deeply and raised his eyes to stare blankly at the wall ahead of him. “Brother Halloran felt that small groups of monks could work together with the novice, providing him with a small family core group.” Farrell became more agitated, and his voice grew defensive and urgent in tone. “The idea was that a novice could benefit from multiple viewpoints and a closer . . . a closer working, study and spiritual relationship with . . . with a cell group.”
He paused, waiting for questions from the men. When there were none, he shifted his weight and brought his hands together, resting his chin on them. He stared at the floor as he spoke, stumbling over his words.
“Brother Halloran asked for volunteers to assist the novice in his training. A group of . . . of three of the brothers, led by Brother Larkin, came forward. And so Bobby was placed in their care and assigned to a group of rooms in the far wing of the building. Brother Larkin led the text repair and cataloguing activity. We have . . . we have thousands of spiritual texts within the monastery, many of them very old. And others arrive monthly as bequests or from the diocese.
“The group was autonomous in its work. Brother Larkin had the abbot’s trust. Larkin was a stern man, very severe in his discipline. The other two brothers in his group, Brother Charles and Brother Higgins, were clearly dominated by him.” The monk shook his head quickly in short spastic motions as though attempting to shake the memory from his mind. “I never cared for either of those two. At least . . . at least Brother Larkin could boast intelligence and strength of spirit. 
“In any case, within a few days Bobby was no longer appearing at matins or vespers. His food was brought to him in his room by the others in his cell group. When the abbot made enquiries about Bobby, he was told by Brother Larkin that Bobby was ill or was in deep study or was being subjected to discipline for not achieving the performance expected of him. And so we didn’t see Bobby for a very long time.”
“How long?” McGuire demanded.
“For the first period, three to four months perhaps,” Farrell responded. “Which was not unusual,” he added hastily. “There was much to do and a great sense of spirituality among the few novices we had. And discipline under Brother Halloran was not . . . not what it should have been, perhaps.
“When we saw Bobby that first time again at vespers, he looked changed. He was silent and withdrawn. I remember Brother Halloran spoke to him, and he withdrew physically and began to cry. I was concerned, personally. I could tell something was wrong, but Brother Larkin stated gruffly that Bobby was his responsibility, and that his spiritual development was proceeding apace. And so we would see Bobby perhaps once monthly after that.”
“What of his mother?” Deeley asked. “Didn’t his mother demand to see him?”
Farrell sighed. “She stopped by once or twice and was told Bobby was in retreat, and that she must bow to the wishes of the abbot for the two-year novice period.” He frowned briefly. “Mrs. Griffin is a very obedient daughter of the Church.”
“Jesus,” McGuire muttered.
“What was going on?” Deeley asked softly.
The monk looked up and found the priest’s eyes. “You can guess what was going on, Father,” he answered.
McGuire and Lipson exchanged glances.
“And when was it discovered?” Deeley’s voice had grown hard and cold.
“Something more than a year later.” Farrell’s eyes moved away from the face of the priest and back again. “I . . . it was at my insistence. Two other brothers and I persuaded the abbot to accompany us to Brother Larkin’s wing. We took Brother Higgins, because he had a key. The entrance to their wing was locked at all times. To protect the books from pilferage, supposedly. It was really at Brother Larkin’s insistence.”
He paused, gathering strength to continue.
“Go on,” Deeley ordered. “Tell us what you saw.”
The monk shook his head. “I cannot. I can tell you only that I observed the most brutal, most disgusting activities being performed upon Bobby by Brother Larkin and Brother Charles.”
“You caught them in the act?” McGuire asked. 
Farrell nodded.
“They had been sodomizing this poor kid for over a year, and nobody here knew about it?” McGuire almost shouted.
“There had been talk. Rumours,” Farrell responded. “But it was simply beyond our comprehension that men of God—”
“Men of God?” Deeley exploded. “These weren’t men of God, you fool. These were men of Satan. They were animals, worse than dogs!”
“What happened?” McGuire asked quietly.
“The abbot called for the rest of the brethren,” Farrell replied. “We removed Bobby and barred the area to prevent Brothers Larkin and Charles from escaping. After we had unlocked the door, Brother Higgins disappeared. No one ever saw him again. And that evening Brother Charles committed suicide. He hung himself in the text-repair area, in full view of Larkin. He knew, I suppose, he would spend eternity in Hell, and there was no reason to fear the consequences of taking his own life.
“We were all shaken, of course. But none more so than Brother Halloran. He was concerned with the continuance of the order and with prescribing a suitable punishment for Brother Larkin. The rest, he decided, would be left in the hands of God.”
“So you covered it up?” Deeley demanded.
“We tried to let time and the spirit heal the damage,” Farrell pleaded. “We are a closed society here, Father. You can understand that—”
“Bullshit!” McGuire spat out at the monk, who looked at him calmly.
“It was Brother Halloran’s decision to handle it in this manner?” Deeley asked.
The monk nodded. “Among his last earthly decisions. That evening Brother Halloran suffered a stroke from which he never recovered. He was taken by God a few months later.” Farrell made the sign of the cross as he spoke.
“And Larkin?” Deeley asked. “What became of Larkin?”
Farrell lifted his head and spoke with more strength in his voice. “It was the verdict of the abbot and those brothers within the ruling circle to condemn Brother Larkin to perpetual confinement within the abbey for the rest of his life on earth. He was to have no contact with others, save at feeding time. He was not to communicate with anyone under any circumstances but to spend his remaining time in contemplation with his spirit and in seeking forgiveness for his despicable crimes against man and God.”
“Where?”
“In a corner of the basement below us. Originally it was a root cellar, with a heavy wooden door and one window. Several years ago we converted it into a small retreat cell, with simple toilet and plumbing facilities. There is nothing else except a slab bed, some old blankets and one crucifix.”
Farrell looked at each of the others in turn. Then, anticipating the question, he said softly, “He remains there still.”
Deeley spoke first, in a voice which said he would brook no argument.
“Take us to him. Now.”
The four men rose together and left the common room without speaking. In the hallway, suspiciously near to the common-room doors, the wizened little monk Schur was walking slowly away, his eyes on a book held open in front of him. Farrell led the way past him, and the monk stepped aside to watch them proceed.
As they turned to descend an open stairway, they encountered two more monks, walking together silently. The mingled aroma of cooking drifted up the stairs, and they passed the basement kitchen, where three monks paused from slicing vegetables to look up. Another turn and they entered a long, unlit corridor, where Farrell paused to flick a wall switch. One light glowed mid-way down the corridor ahead of them. In the distance another light source spilled into the darkened area, casting a small rectangular shape onto the stone floor.
At the end of the corridor a door stood closed, secured with two sturdy brass locks on cast-iron hasps. A grilled opening, as deep and as wide as the spine of a book, had been fixed at eye level. The opening was hinged, and a sliding iron bolt, accessible only from the outside, held it firmly shut. “We pass his food through here,” Farrell explained.
Farrell leaned to the opening and looked in. Then he moved aside as, one by one, each of the others stepped up in turn to peer into the room.
A man, fascinating and hypnotic in his ugliness, glared back at them from a reclining position on the slab bed. He appeared be a large man, certainly well over six feet tall, although it was difficult to judge because the small opening prevented the men from seeing the prisoner’s full length.
He was clad in a filthy grey garment similar to those worn by the other monks. His hair, surprisingly shiny and black, was long and tangled, his beard wispy and the same coal-black colour. He wore heavy black horn-rimmed glasses in front of shrewd eyes, which stared at the watchers defiantly. For all of this there were decidedly effeminate features about him: his hands were long and graceful, the slender fingers holding an ancient leather-bound book; and his mouth was full, the bottom lip almost pouting in its fleshy shape.
“Open it up,” McGuire instructed. 
Farrell turned to look at Deeley. 
“Do it,” the priest ordered.
Farrell nodded, resigned to being no longer the guiding force within his own monastery. “I will have to retrieve the keys from my office,” he mumbled, and set off to return along the corridor. Deeley resumed looking through the grillwork at the man who continued to watch him. There was a change in the monk’s expression, subtle but unmistakable—he was beginning to smile.
The priest turned from the door and suddenly, powerfully, kicked the rough stone walls of the corridor. “Damn it!” he swore. “Damn it to hell!”
Farrell returned within minutes, shuffling keys around a large metal ring as he walked. He chose two and fumbled with them nervously while the others watched.
The padlocks opened reluctantly, and the abbot moved the hasps aside. Before opening the door, he turned to face Deeley and the detectives.
“Larkin has not spoken for almost four years,” he said softly. “And it has been expressly forbidden for anyone to communicate with him. He has taken a vow of silence—” 
“Like his vow of celibacy?” Deeley asked, reaching beyond the abbot to open the door.
A stale aroma greeted the men as they entered the tiny room and stood against the wall facing the monk, who remained watching them from his slab bed, his smile having grown wider and more obscene.
Next to the bed stood a small table and single chair. A hand-turned pitcher and washing bowl sat to one side of the table. Crusty remains of bread lay scattered about on a dinner plate at the other end. High above the table, almost at ceiling level, a floodlight shone through the barred window from outside the building. It was the room’s only source of light. In the corner, beyond the foot of the bed, a small cubicle held a simple wall-mounted sink and a seatless toilet. Dozens of ancient books, matching the one the reclining monk held in his hands, were stacked on the floor around the bed. The whitewashed walls were free of any decoration except for a simple wooden crucifix above the table.
Farrell cleared his throat and said, “This is Brother Larkin, who I was speaking about upstairs. He has taken a vow of silence and solitude. No one else has entered this chamber for four years.”
Larkin lay watching them, the book still open in his hands.
“I want to talk to him,” McGuire said sternly.
“It’s impossible—” Farrell began.
“I’m releasing him from his vows,” Deeley interrupted. He turned to glare at Farrell. “Now you tell him, as his abbot, that he is to answer our questions.”
“I cannot force him to speak,” Farrell said lamely.
McGuire took a step forward and knelt in front of Larkin. The monk’s body odour grew stronger, and McGuire repressed a gagging reaction.
“We know about Bobby,” McGuire said slowly. “We know everything. What we want now is a statement from you telling us what you did.”
The smile faded, but the mouth hung slackly open.
“Look, the kid has killed at least four people so far,” McGuire pleaded. “Does that mean anything to you? We think he’s killing people because of what happened to him here. If you can just substantiate what Farrell has told us, we’ll leave you to your silence for the rest of your Goddamn life. Just talk to us, damn it.”
The monk stared back at McGuire before slowly bringing a finger to his mouth. His tongue, obscene and red, emerged to wet his finger, which he used to turn a page of the book before glancing up at Farrell and reading again.
McGuire felt a hand on his shoulder. He glanced around to see Deeley looking down at him. The priest nodded in Larkin’s direction, and McGuire stood up as Deeley lowered himself into the detective’s place.
“Look at me, Brother Larkin,” Deeley said in a voice surprisingly tender. The monk turned his head to study Deeley silently. “We can begin something good here. We can begin a healing process, perhaps even a forgiving process, which could welcome you back into—”
The action was swift and accurate, the spittle shooting from Larkin’s mouth onto the priest’s cheek. McGuire swore and moved towards Deeley, but the priest was faster and more determined. He leaped at the reclining monk, knocking the book away and bringing his hand down upon the massive hairy head, raining blows on blows and screaming, “You bastard! You scum! You murderer of God! I’m going to pray you suffer through eternity, you sadistic son of a bitch!” while McGuire and Lipson tried to pull him away and Farrell raised his head to look sadly at the brilliant light shining coldly into the cell from beyond the window.





CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
McGuire lay on his sofa, watching the breeze play with the thin draperies at his open window. The fabric danced to an unheard rhythm, sailing toward him, then drifting back to the glass again. He could hear the traffic noise from Commonwealth Avenue, a concerto of squealing tires, unmuffled cars and sometimes the high rolling laughter of Boston University students returning from a pub or pizza restaurant.
He remembered the scene of a few hours before and smiled tightly, briefly, at the image of Kevin Deeley, saliva running down his cheek, pummelling Larkin with his fists.
Based on Farrell’s statement, Larkin was being held in a cell downtown, charged with rape and sodomy. There was talk of charging Farrell with obstruction of justice and perhaps even forcible confinement, but McGuire didn’t think Kavander or anyone else would push it. “The brothers are finished,” Deeley had said. “The monastery will be dissolved. And the bishop will be terribly upset when all of this is made public.” If the bishop passed his concerns on to the commissioner, McGuire knew exactly where the bricks would fall.
That had been Ollie Schantz’s phrase. “Always figure out where the bricks’ll fall when the wall comes tumbling down,” Ollie used to say. “Because, as sure as grasshoppers have legs, the bricks’ll hit the guy who’s standing around with his thumb up his ass, not expecting anything to happen.”
Norm Cooper had made positive identification of the prints found in Bobby Griffin’s room at Lynwood Institute. There was no doubt about it: whoever resided in that room had been present at each of the killings.
McGuire sat up in a rolling motion and reached for his coffee cup. He drained the last of the lukewarm liquid, remembering Deeley’s outraged scream at Larkin:
“You murderer of God!”
In the car on the way downtown, McGuire asked Deeley, who was still shaking and angry, what he had meant by it.
“I don’t know,” Deeley had replied, avoiding McGuire’s eyes. “I suppose I meant he had killed the spirit in a trusting young kid. Think of what it did to Bobby Griffin’s spirit. He murdered it, McGuire. As much as Bobby murdered Tom Lynch and the rest.”
And the poem, McGuire had said. Remember the poem? “The death of one god is the death of all.” And, “The priest desires.”
“Larkin was playing a priestly role to Bobby,” Deeley said. “I guess, if you’re looking for a definition, you’ve found it.”
Something happened between McGuire and Deeley during that drive back to Berkeley Street, something that weakened and dissolved the animosity between them. Perhaps it was the sharing of horror and tragedy, the understanding that, in a world of evil and death, we instinctively turn toward an affirmation of life. The turning is a sharing. And the sharing is a bonding.
When Deeley left the car, McGuire touched him lightly on the back. “Take it easy,” the detective said, and Deeley nodded glumly.
McGuire stood up abruptly and walked to the telephone table. He scanned the directory for Lynwood Institute, found the number and dialled it. Dr. Taber wasn’t there, said the woman who answered. When McGuire identified himself, she promised to reach Taber at home and have him return the call. McGuire left his number and hung up.
He walked to the window, feeling the fresh spring air chill his skin. He snapped his fingers and frowned, remembering Gloria. He would stop on the way to Berkeley Street in the morning and tell her about Larkin and Bobby. She enjoyed hearing his stories of police work. And he enjoyed telling her, he realized, because he could play a hero’s role. This tale is about the clever, hard-nosed homicide cop making the city safe for good people. That was the basis of his stories. And it was the reason he wanted to be a cop in the first place. Yet he never felt heroic when relating his stories to Gloria. He just felt good. He felt secure. He felt loved.
It was a feeling—for all the emotion that had died within him and Gloria, and all the betrayals they had both exchanged—he’d felt with no other woman since. He wondered why.
The telephone rang, and he set aside his musings. They were, after all, the kinds of thoughts best reserved for falling asleep, thoughts to occupy his mind in the fuzzy world between consciousness and dreaming, when all things are possible and the mind begs to be house cleaned.
“Hello,” he said into the receiver. The sound of his own voice reminded him how tired he was.
“Lieutenant McGuire?” 
“Yeah.”
It was Clarence Taber. McGuire thanked him for calling and recited the events of the day—the visit to Mrs. Griffin, the explanation by Farrell of what had actually occurred at the monastery, and the confrontation with Larkin.
“My God,” Taber whispered when McGuire had finished. “My God. Poor Bobby. So that’s the explanation.”
“Why couldn’t you and your staff discover it for yourself?” McGuire demanded. “Weren’t you looking for a cause? Did you really think Bobby would become catatonic on his own, for Christ’s sake?”
“I told you, McGuire. We were looking at childhood trauma, we were looking at organic causes. . . .”
“Organic causes?” McGuire sneered. “What’s that mean, he ate a bad batch of yogurt?”
Taber sighed in exasperation on the other end of the telephone. “McGuire, it’s after ten o’clock, and my wife and I were just getting ready for bed when I received the message to call you. Now if you’re going to insult me—” 
“I’m not trying to insult you, doctor,” McGuire soothed. “I’m just trying to figure out how you could treat this kid for four years without discovering that his problem had nothing to do with a chemical imbalance in his brain, and everything to do with being tortured and buggered daily by three smelly monks for over a year.” 
“Keep in mind, we had no way to communicate with Bobby for two of those years,” Taber said. “Later we were more concerned with pulling him out of his mental state and helping him recover than we were with discovering the cause. It was a very delicate situation. I can remember probing with him, trying to talk about his immediate past and watching him withdraw back into catatonia, sometimes for days on end. So cure was more important than cause to us.” 
“Do you think that’s what did it? The experience at the monastery, I mean?” 
“Knowing Bobby as I do, I have no doubt. Look, he goes into a setting like that as a dedicated young kid. He is spiritual, trusting, with the force of a dominant mother behind the idea, saying ‘You stay there and come out and grow up to be as big a hero as your father was.’ And when he gets there, the very structure he is dedicated to betrays him, does unspeakable things to him and tells him to obey in the name of authority. Under the circumstances his total withdrawal and inability to discuss it are understandable.”
McGuire sat on the easy chair beside the telephone. “And then four years later he turns into a killer. Does that make sense?”
Taber paused before answering. Then, “Homicide is your business, Lieutenant, not mine. Still, as a psychiatrist, I have always felt that, in the immediate state of mind of the killer, murder is totally rational.”
“That’s interesting,” McGuire said with scepticism. “You want to explain that?”
“Two things to think about, McGuire,” Taber went on. “First is anger. Anger and guilt are the only emotions that accumulate in the psyche. You can love, laugh, feel sorrow, have any other emotion, and it eventually drains away. But each of us has reservoirs of anger and guilt, which must be dissipated directly. Rarely do they just fade away. In fact, they can even increase in many people, especially as the individual’s personality grows and develops.
“The other thing is the change that takes place in people in late adolescence. Remember that old line ‘I can’t believe how much smarter my parents got between the time I was eighteen and the time I turned twenty-five’? We all change in that period. We all vacillate back and forth, being revengeful children one minute, smashing our best friend’s sand castles and telling our parents to leave us alone. The next minute, under different circumstances, we can act like responsible adults. 
“Now think of Bobby. As I see it, he was betrayed by the one thing in his life he cherished and trusted the most, the thing which could replace the father he no longer had. Horribly betrayed. Disgustingly used. As an adolescent his mind went into a self-protection mode—it withdrew. Totally. It said, in effect, ‘If I don’t acknowledge being alive, these things cannot be happening to me.’ Then, as an adult, the anger took over. With freedom and power comes a need for justice. The adult in him wants revenge, it wants retribution and action. Just like Bobby’s father was a man of action.”
McGuire nodded silently on the other end of the line.
“But my God!” Taber continued. “They destroyed a beautiful human being. Rarely have I seen anyone so gifted and filled with so much potential.”
“Do you think his mother knew?” McGuire asked suddenly. 
“I think he tried to tell her,” Taber replied. “And she refused to believe him. I think that’s what the estrangement was all about, when he threw the crucifix through the window.”
McGuire thanked Taber and was about to hang up. “One thing, McGuire,” Taber added. 
“What’s that?” 
“When you find him, what’s going to happen?” 
“I don’t know. We’ll certainly try to disarm him, try to apprehend him without anyone being hurt.” 
“Do that, will you?” Taber pleaded. “Try to remember that he could have been a wonderful individual. Whatever he’s done, wherever he is, it’s not entirely his fault.”
McGuire returned to the window and stood staring out at the night sky. If Gloria and I had had kids, he thought, they might be as old as Bobby is now. He could be my son. And if, he were, what would I think of him and what he’s done?
Bobby lay the tool aside and stood back from the wall. It would do. It would have to do. Feeling the tears return again, he slumped on the couch and covered his eyes until the crying had passed. He rolled over, his back to the wall, while Mattie looked down at him as he slept.





CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
McGuire woke to the sound of rain beating against the windows. As he scratched and yawned, he tried to reassemble fragments of dreams that cluttered his mind. The clock radio beside his bed came to life in the middle of a commercial for a laundry detergent. On the 6:00 a.m. news the announcer revealed that police had identified the priest killer as an escaped mental-hospital patient but were withholding his name pending further investigation.
McGuire scowled and rolled out of bed. He needed coffee. Badly.
An hour later he was in the Boylston Street donut shop sipping coffee and eavesdropping on the ragged conversations around him.
“Sure, he was a nut,” a mailman seated at the counter nearest the door was saying to a woman three stools away from him. “You could tell. Who else would shoot a priest, uh?”
“He’s gotta be an atheist, too,” the woman replied. She was holding a coffee cup in one hand and a cigarette in the other. “You believe in God, you don’t kill a priest, right?”
“We had capital punishment in this state, this sure as hell wouldn’t be happening,” a man in a rumpled grey suit added. He was standing in line waiting for a takeout order, and he had the appearance and demeanour of someone who was being continually overlooked by society.
“How’s capital punishment going to stop a priest killer?” a younger man in windbreaker and jeans asked. “He’s going to burn in hell anyway, right?”
“Not if he’s an atheist,” the woman with the cigarette added. She glanced around, catching McGuire’s eye. McGuire looked quickly away.
“Atheists don’t burn in hell?” the man in the grey rumpled suit asked.
“Sure they do. They gotta if they’re atheists. They just don’t know it’s coming, that’s all.” She took a long drag on her cigarette.
“If he’s going to burn in hell for being an atheist, then it doesn’t matter if he kills a thousand priests.” It was the mailman. He looked concerned. He had found a fatal flaw in theology.
The woman pondered her cigarette for a moment. She was heavy and middle-aged. Her make-up looked as though it had been applied with a trowel. “They got different levels of pain in hell,” she said finally. “He’ll get the worst.”
The man in the grey rumpled suit looked confused. “Different levels of pain?” he repeated. “Different places reserved in hell?” His coffee and donuts were in a paper sack in one hand. His other hand was extended, waiting for the silent Vietnamese clerk to drop change in his open palm. “What, like getting rooms with harbour views at the Sheraton?”
The mailman laughed. “Yeah, you’re a priest killer, you get a room directly over the fire?”
The woman frowned. “This isn’t funny,” she admonished. “There’s nothing lower than a priest killer. Nothing. The man’s a monster. Anybody who’d kill a priest would murder a child or assassinate the president. Whatever they do to him when they catch him, it’ll be too good for him.”
Everyone nodded.
The man in the grey suit pocketed his change and turned from the head of the line to leave. “They’ll catch him,” he said as he headed for the door.
“They’d better,” the woman muttered. “Or somebody’ll get their ass kicked.”
McGuire glared at her for a moment before slipping two dollars under his coffee cup and walking quickly through the door into the damp morning air.
“I read your report.” Kavander slipped a fresh toothpick into the corner of his mouth. “Good work. Lucky, maybe. But good stuff.” He picked up the picture of Bobby Griffin supplied by Dr. Taber. “This is the best picture you could get?”
“It’s the only one,” McGuire said from the other side of Kavander’s desk. “The kid destroyed all the rest.”
Kavander grunted. “We’ve got it state-wide on APB,” he said. “Now we’ll release it to the press.” He looked up at McGuire, his eyes steady. “You want to do that, McGuire? I hear it’s your specialty.”
If Kavander had expected McGuire to flinch, he was disappointed. “What the hell does that mean?” McGuire asked.
“It means I know Fat Eddie didn’t send the picture of the Goddamn blackboard to the Globe. Eddie’s an insufferable prick in many ways, but two things I know he’s not. First, he’s not sloppy about procedures. Second, he’s scared shitless of me.” The captain’s eyes never wavered from McGuire’s. “He didn’t send the picture,” Kavander said, lowering his voice. “But I know who did.”
“Who?” McGuire stared back at Kavander, challenging him.
“You did.” 
“Prove it.”
“I will.” Kavander leaned back in his chair, keeping his eyes on McGuire. “Next week I’m launching a complete internal enquiry. Whoever did it will be cited for insubordination and possibly obstruction of justice.”
“Obstruction?” McGuire exploded. “It got us the Goddamn lead, didn’t it? If the picture hadn’t appeared, we’d still be running around here like rats with their fucking tails cut off!”
“Oh?” Kavander raised his eyebrows in mock surprise. “Is that right?” He reached for a stack of papers at the corner of his desk. “What, uh . . . what was the address of that monastery you were at yesterday?”
McGuire told him.
Kavander nodded. He retrieved the sheet of paper he had been searching for. “Of course it is, McGuire. But you already knew that, didn’t you?”
“The hell I did,” McGuire replied. He looked over at Lipson, who shrugged from his position at the window.
“Well, you could have discovered it.” Kavander slid the paper across to McGuire. “Vance had it two days ago. Lower right-hand corner. See it?”
The sheet was filled with scribbled names, addresses and telephone numbers scattered randomly in Vance’s somewhat flowery handwriting. Circled in red ink at the bottom was the address of the Cesena monastery.
“Where’d he get this?” McGuire asked. There was no fire in his voice.
“Checks of shotgun sales. The kid bought it last month. Used his own name and an identification card with the monastery’s address on it. Waited the usual two weeks, went back and picked up the gun.”
“I never saw this. Vance never showed this to us.” McGuire turned to Lipson. “You ever see this, Bernie?”
Lipson shook his head no.
“Well, he had it,” Kavander snapped. “Said you were never interested in anything he came up with.”
“That’s because he kept coming up with garbage that wasn’t worth spit,” McGuire said. “So he had the monastery address buried in all his other junk. It doesn’t prove a thing. It was the blackboard message that got us the lead.”
“And it’s the blackboard message that just might get your ass out on the street,” Kavander hissed. “Christ, I can’t believe how Ollie Schantz covered for you all these years!”
“Nobody covered for me!” McGuire spat at him. “Ollie and I, we worked as a team. I carried my share of the load, damn it!”
“And a week from now you may not be carrying a badge,” Kavander sounded suddenly weary. He was studying another scrap of paper on his desk. “Incidentally, this doesn’t give me any pleasure, but did you get all those messages that were coming in yesterday?”
“What messages? The ones to call you? Yeah, I got them. I was too busy tracking down Bobby Griffin to get back to you.”
“That’s too bad.” Kavander’s eyes found McGuire. “Who the hell’s Gloria Arnott? That’s not—”
“Gloria? My first wife. You remember her from when we were both. . . .” McGuire’s expression changed. “Why? What happened?”
Kavander had been nodding his head at the recollection of Gloria. Gloria McGuire. “She died, Joe. Yesterday morning. Hospital tried to reach you all day.”
McGuire flung the vase against the wall, the dead flowers dropping to the floor among the shards of coloured glass. The nurse glanced uneasily at the doctor standing beside her.
“I can understand why you’re upset, Mr. McGuire,” the doctor said. His face was both youthful and weary; the cheeks were still pink and unlined, and the hair was full and fashionable in its cut. But the eyes, behind gold-rimmed glasses, were tired and flat, as though they had endured more suffering than the rest of the man. “But you have to see our position here. . . .”
McGuire turned his head to stare at the doctor coldly.
“When Mrs. Arnott arrived,” the doctor explained, “she gave quite clear instructions to us, in written form. In the event of her death there were to be no ceremonies. Only a simple cremation procedure. Please understand, she had been here for a number of days before she listed you as someone to contact.”
“Don’t you usually leave it to the next of kin to make funeral arrangements?” McGuire snapped.
“Of course we do,” the doctor replied, shaking his head. “But Mr. McGuire, you weren’t listed as next of kin. And we tried to reach you, you know that. Meanwhile we already had the paperwork necessary for disposal of the body. We’re not equipped here to retain our patient’s remains for an extended period of time, you can understand that. It’s dangerous to the health of the other patients.”
“When was she cremated?”
The doctor glanced at his wristwatch. “It was scheduled for this morning. Probably an hour ago.” He looked back at McGuire. “Naturally we’ll leave instructions to have the ashes forwarded to you.”
McGuire sat heavily on the edge of Gloria’s bed, his eyes on the floor.
“Is there anything else we can do for you, Mr. McGuire?” the nurse asked.
McGuire looked up at her. The doctor was edging his way towards the hall, where another nurse was waiting for him, a clipboard in her hands. “Just leave me alone for a few minutes,” McGuire replied.
“Of course.” The nurse turned to a counter behind her. She picked up a plastic container shaped like a small washtub and set it on the foot of the bed. “Mrs. Arnott’s personal effects are in here,” she said, then left.
McGuire sat in silence for several minutes before examining the contents. He sifted through paperback books, cards from nurses, coloured ribbons, which had been used to secure bouquets of flowers he had brought, lipstick and eye shadow, and a number of insurance policies. Inside Gloria’s purse he found more make-up items and an expensive lizard-skin wallet, which contained credit cards, over two hundred dollars in cash and several pieces of identification listing her as “Mrs. Gloria Arnott” above a Houston address.
He found only one photograph. It was of himself.
Gloria had taken the photograph twenty years earlier on their honeymoon in Washington. It showed him standing in the park across from the White House, the Washington Monument thrusting skyward behind him. He was wearing a new suit with a light plaid pattern, the lapels slightly peaked in the fashion of the time, the tie surprisingly wide and boldly striped. He remembered the suit. He remembered the day. But it was the broad, open, free laughter on his young and unlined face that startled him. He couldn’t remember what it was that had made him laugh so freely. Something she had said. Something he had felt. Something they had enjoyed together.
He tried to say goodbye to her there, in the empty hospital room, with its cold utilitarian furniture, the room where Gloria had nightly closed her eyes and ridden the rush of morphine to Lahaina to escape the pain and the inevitability it promised.
He remembered the last evening they had spent together, ten years earlier. They sat in bed and talked through the night, each knowing they would part the next day. McGuire’s bags were packed, the lawyers had been called. They spoke with the dull resignation of people whose reservoir of love had become empty and hollow, talking of times, good and bad, in the distant manner of historians, without passion and involvement.
“The opposite of love isn’t hate,” Gloria said that evening. “It’s indifference.” She had been visiting a psychiatrist and was heavily sedated with Valium.
McGuire had agreed. They agreed on everything during that long, aching night. At the time McGuire felt they were behaving with maturity. Now it all seemed silly and juvenile, the posturing of two people who were either ill-equipped or too lazy to work at a marriage that had once been alive and vital.
Before leaving the hospital room, McGuire carefully gathered the remains of the vase and flowers from the floor and wiped up the water. He tore a sheet from his notebook, scribbled the name and address of a lawyer he knew downtown, added his own name to the bottom and lay it on top of the plastic container. Let the lawyer handle everything, he told himself. Let somebody else make the decisions.
He took the cash from Gloria’s wallet and searched out the nurse who had been present when he smashed the vase. As he approached, she watched him warily until he apologized for his behaviour in the room and gave her the money from Gloria’s wallet. He asked her to buy champagne for everyone on the staff who had cared for Gloria Arnott. Then he turned and walked, with his head down, to the elevator.
McGuire spent the afternoon trying to concentrate on reports and paperwork. Bernie Lipson remained in the squad room, following up leads with Ralph Innes and the rest of the team. At mid-afternoon Janet Parsons entered the office, sat across from him at Bernie’s desk and asked if he wanted to talk. McGuire said no, and she remained watching him for a moment, then silently rose and left.
Kevin Deeley arrived around four o’clock to say he had heard about Gloria. “Is there anything I can do?” he asked. McGuire shook his head, and Deeley touched him lightly on the shoulder before departing.
Alone again, McGuire repeated what had become a ritual throughout the afternoon. He reached into his jacket pocket and withdrew the picture of the laughing young man in the plaid suit. Laying the photograph on the desktop, he stare at it intently, all the while asking himself over and over again, “What was I laughing at? How could anything have made me so damned happy?”
There was nothing left to be done.
Bobby seized the handle of the heavy black athletic bag and walked to the rear door of Mattie’s house. He stepped out onto the porch and felt the light rain against his cheek. To the west the sky was burning, the rays of the setting sun glowing crimson through the thinning cloud cover. Above him the remnants of the spring shower remained. He tilted his head back and closed his eyes, the water falling on his face like a baptismal rite, a cleansing of sins.
He opened his eyes and glanced around. On the other side of the road he saw a bald man still sitting in an old red car.
Directly ahead of him, behind Mattie’s faded and tumbling picket fence, stretched woodlands that formed part of a community green belt. Bobby could see a path leading up the slight rise and into the trees. He hoisted the bag onto his shoulder and set out.
He was thinking nothing and feeling nothing. There is solace in nothingness, he had learned long ago, and in the caverns of his mind he was able to withdraw to that place of vacuum and numbness. It was warm there. Nothing that was there could hurt him.
In many ways it was Bobby’s only home.
From behind the wheel of his car Frank watched Bobby leave. All afternoon he had tried to reach Mattie by telephone. No one at Jenkins Real Estate had heard from her: they assumed her absence from the office was the result of too much celebrating over her sale of the Delisle estate.
But Frank was worried. He cared for Mattie. If she had asked him, Frank would have left his wife and children for the comfort of Mattie’s arms and the laughter that came so easily in her company.
He had knocked on her door an hour earlier. There had been no response, but he thought, he was certain, he had seen a curtain move in an upstairs window.
Frank wasn’t by nature a jealous man. He had no reason to be jealous, he knew. He remembered every detail of the two occasions when he had escorted Mattie home because she was too drunk to drive.
The first time, she had kissed him good night, long and passionately. When he slipped a hand inside her blouse, she said “No, Frank, I’m sorry, I can’t,” but made no effort to remove his hand. “Oh, what the hell, help yourself,” she added finally. “Just tuck me in when you’re finished, okay?”
The second time, a week later, she turned to him as he held her in his arms and asked, “Didn’t we do this once before?”
“Mattie, you don’t remember?” he asked, feeling hurt.
She stared back at him, searching her memory. “Oh, yeah, sure I do, Frank,” she said at last. “You were great. Just great.”
The following weekend she met Chris and let him take her home, and soon Chris was boasting to his friends at the bar about his exploits with Mattie. “Christ, is she hot stuff!” he had laughed. “When she comes, she screams like a fucking banshee!” Chris threw his head back and imitated a thin scream that faded to a whine. All the men at the bar laughed. Even Frank laughed. But later that week it had been Frank who called Mattie and told him about Chris’s family. 
Now Frank watched his latest rival, a kid really, a slim blond guy who looked barely twenty, walk through Mattie’s yard and climb the fence. Frank waited until Bobby entered the woods before strolling casually back to Mattie’s front door and ringing the bell again. There was still no answer and this time there was no motion of the curtains from the top window.
Turning his collar up against the rain, Frank walked to the rear of the house and mounted the porch steps, glancing back over his shoulder towards the woods. He knocked lightly on the door, calling Mattie’s name.
When he heard no response, Frank grasped the door handle and twisted it. To his surprise the door swung open, and he entered Mattie’s colonial kitchen. Dinner plates were still on the table, along with the scattered remains of the previous night’s meal. Frank called Mattie’s name again. She’s probably sleeping, he thought. Knowing Mattie, she probably got drunk and fell asleep in her bedroom.
He began walking cautiously down the hall to the bedroom in the front of the small house. Just beyond the kitchen he passed the high arched entrance to Mattie’s living room, and he glanced up at the wall facing him.
Frank screamed and fell back against the door frame. Felt his stomach heave. Felt his widened eyes fill with tears and with horror.
Mattie was staring down at him through dead eyes, her head sagging limply, her tongue protruding slightly from her mouth. She was naked from the waist up. Her arms were spread full-length, and they sagged too. Because they were supporting her weight. Because holding her against the wall, her head just below ceiling level, were two heavy nails driven through her open palms into the solid two-hundred-year-old beams that framed her living room and added such a charming colonial mood to Mattie’s home.
Bobby trekked on through the woods. Darkness was almost at hand, and he was aware of moving in a wide circle, passing periodically behind ranch-style suburban homes on large manicured lots. Once, he encountered two young children. He said hello and smiled at them, but instead of replying they dodged their way back towards one of the houses, aware of the danger of speaking to strangers. Especially in the woods, especially in the fading grey light of dusk.
When darkness fell, there were no houses nearby, and the path had long been played out. Bobby kept moving, feeling branches brush against his cheek, stumbling over roots, and once, falling to his knees into a shallow, fast-running creek.
As he trudged up the hill from the creek bed, he saw something that lifted his spirits. It was high and distant, glowing in spectacular solitude: A golden cross. A sign, Bobby knew. He smiled and set off with new confidence. A sign of forgiveness and delivery at last.





CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
That evening the shy, laughing face of Robert Kennedy Griffin appeared on the front page of every Boston-area newspaper and was the lead story of every local television newscast. A number of corporations, many but not all of them headed by Roman Catholics, announced they were jointly offering a cash award of one hundred thousand dollars to anyone providing information leading to the arrest and conviction of the priest killer. By nightfall, the total exceeded a quarter of a million dollars.
Bobby’s mother appeared on television, clutching a rosary in her hand and denying through tear-filled eyes that her Bobby, her altar-boy son, could have been involved in anything so horrible. Looking directly into the camera, she pleaded for her son to contact her, and together they would convince the world of his innocence and goodness.
The effects of the positive identification of Bobby Griffin were galvanizing. Suddenly there was a focus of the fear and concern that had been preoccupying the city for a week. Suddenly there was someone specific to hate.
Calls continued to flood Janet Parsons’ communications center. Each call was followed up diligently, with two cars of uniformed officers dispatched. Every investigation fell into one of two categories. In the first, the individual whom the caller said was Bobby Griffin bore little or no resemblance to him beyond blond hair or a large black athletic bag in his possession. In the second category, the caller would claim “He went that way!” pointing down a narrow street in the harbour area or along a path on a college campus in Brookline. The area would be flooded with police, but there was no sign of anyone matching the description of Robert Kennedy Griffin.
“We’re chasing our Goddamn tails so fast, we’re in danger of disappearing up our own assholes,” said Ralph Innes. He was leaning back in a squad room chair, hoisting a slice of pizza up to his mouth. Bernie Lipson, Janet Parsons and other members of the team were sprawled in chairs listening to the police-radio scanner or seated at desks making notes on follow-up calls. Kevin Deeley walked casually among them, asking questions about procedures and nodding his head sagely at their answers. McGuire, who had entered and silently acknowledged the greetings of each team member in turn, sat alone in the corner. Periodically someone approached him with a question or comment, and he listened politely, gave his advice, and they left him alone.
The telephone beside Ralph Innes rang. He picked it up and said “Innes” around a mouthful of pizza. The rest of his conversation was a series of grunts and monosyllabic answers, with the exception of one sudden expletive. He replaced the receiver and looked around the room, raising his voice above the level of conversation.
“Hey, here’s one for you!” he shouted. “That was Lou Lester out in Wellesley. Says they found some broad crucified in her own house. Can you believe it?”
“Crucified?” Bernie Lipson repeated. Kevin Deeley groaned. His face wore an expression of horror.
“Yeah. She was strangled first, then hammered up with her arms out, nails through the palms, all that stuff. Lou said she had her top off, too.” Innes looked at Janet Parsons and grinned, a mischievous teenager again. “Tits like a pure-bred Holstein, just a-hangin’ out there.”
“Ralph, you’re a fucking pig, you know that?” Janet spat at him. She slammed a file folder onto the desk in front of her and stood up.
“Yeah, well before you stomp off somewhere, maybe a couple of us better get the hell out to Wellesley,” Ralph replied. “The guy who found her said he saw our man Bobby leaving the place about an hour ago.”
McGuire stood up and strode quickly to Innes’s desk. “He sure about that?” McGuire asked, looking down at the notes Innes had written on the pizza box in front of him.
The telephone on Janet Parsons’ desk rang. She threw another disgusted glance at Innes before answering it.
“This guy who found the body, some bartender friend of hers, is convinced,” Ralph Innes explained to McGuire. “Lou Lester says he might just be hysterical. You know, everybody’s seeing the kid all over the place. And this isn’t his style, right? I mean, she’s not a priest or a faggot, he didn’t blow her away with a Remington.”
Janet was speaking excitedly into her telephone. Her eyes flashed at McGuire, trying to get his attention.
“How long was she dead,” McGuire asked. “Did Lou say?”
“Coroner figures twenty-four hours—” Innes began, but he was cut off by Janet, who slammed the receiver down and shouted “We’ve got him!”
Everyone turned to face her, and the expression of triumph that had been on her face faded. “Well, not quite,” she added quickly. “But we’ve got positive identification from one of the nuns.”
“Nuns?” McGuire repeated. “What nuns?”
“One who escaped,” she added, scribbling an address on a sheet of paper as she spoke. “He’s in a convent near Needham. He’s holding sixteen nuns with his shotgun inside the building. All the lights are out, and he’s asking for a priest.”
The convent of The Sisters of St. Joseph, an old and conservative teaching order, was a local landmark. The building, a massive four-story neo-colonial structure, sat in a glade on the banks of a stream, which eventually flowed into the St. Charles River. The stream’s valley was wide and shallow, the convent enclosed within the protective hands of the wooded hills rising on either side of it. Only the elaborate cupola, surmounted by a brass cross that remained lit throughout the night, soared above the level of the trees on the hills and glowed like a beacon through the darkness for miles around.
The building had been constructed at the turn of the century from contributions provided by many of New England’s burgeoning industries. Its brick walls extended for three stories before ending in a mansard-style roof, where gabled windows flanked by weathered wooden shutters provided a panoramic view of the valley.
A modern schoolhouse extension had been added to the convent on the side facing the paved road leading to the highway. The Sisters of St. Joseph had hoped to fund the six-room elementary school structure in the same picturesque manner as their convent building. But in spite of bingo games, car washes, bake sales and a year-long campaign among local churches, the drive for funds had fallen short. While the newer structure was more than adequate in terms of facilities, it was less than an aesthetic match for the proud old building to which it was attached. With all the proportions and warmth of a shoe box, it extended from the colonial building “like a festered toe” in the private opinion of the bishop who had blessed it at its opening in 1965.
The school extension, sealed from the convent building by locked fire doors at each end of the short passageway connecting it to the older building, had become a police operations headquarters by the time McGuire, Lipson, Ralph Innes and Kevin Deeley arrived. Outside, the convent loomed above them in darkness; even the lights on the cross had been extinguished for the first time in the memory of local residents.
“Near as we can figure, he’s got sixteen sisters in there,” said Jim Caddy, an overweight gum-chewing deputy who briefed the Boston detectives. “He’s killed all the lights, locked and barred all four entrances. We’ve got six teams of men with infra-red spotters, plus eight snipers with laser guiders all around the place. Got assault troops with helicopters on the way. He ain’t going nowhere.” The deputy was sprawled in a teacher’s chair, a scuffed boot resting on the desk. Several local police officers stood around listening, their rifles at the ready.
“Anybody here actually see him?” McGuire asked.
“Got a nun in the other room with the father in there.” The deputy jerked his thumb at a door leading into a classroom. “Don’t know her name. She’ll tell you what he looks like.” Caddy narrowed his eyes at McGuire, and the chewing action of his jaw ceased momentarily. “What d’ya think? We get a SWAT team in here, lob in a few concussion grenades, or what?”
“How many rooms in the convent?” McGuire asked.
The deputy shrugged. “Hell, I don’t know. Thirty, forty maybe. Never been in a convent myself.” He grinned at McGuire. “You ever been in one?”
“You’ve got a hyper kid with a five-shot sawed-off twelve-gauge and sixteen nuns in there, you don’t know where,” McGuire snapped, ignoring the question. “Four stories plus the basement and dozens of rooms. You’d need at least a hundred SWAT guys and half that many concussion explosions, and he can still get off a couple of shots in a closed room and waste at least five, maybe six, innocent people.”
Caddy looked glum and angry. “So you got any better ideas? Or you just want to stand around here all night while he rapes and kills ’em all, one by one?”
“I want to talk to the woman who saw him,” McGuire replied. “You still got a telephone link to him?”
The deputy nodded.
“Then don’t use it until he calls. And if he does, you pass the call on to one of us.” McGuire indicated Kevin Deeley and his own homicide partners. “You got it?”
“I got it,” Caddy sneered. He glanced around at the other uniformed cops who had been watching the conversation silently. “I got it, hotshot.”
McGuire entered a small office area where a nun in formal habit was on her knees, praying with an elderly priest. He waited quietly until they had finished, Kevin Deeley standing at his elbow.
Finally the nun and priest rose as one, crossed themselves and turned to face McGuire.
“I’m Lieutenant Joseph McGuire, Boston homicide,” he announced. “This is Reverend Deeley from the diocese.” The nun and priest smiled weakly and introduced themselves as Sister Arlene and Reverend Parella.
Sister Arlene appeared to be in her thirties. Her traditional habit framed her face in a starched white fabric beneath a headdress that totally concealed her hair. A long black shawl extended from shoulders to ankle, and several silver chains, the largest ending in an elaborate cross, dangled from her neck. McGuire showed her the picture of Bobby from Lynwood, and she nodded her head. “That’s the young man,” she said without hesitating. “That’s him.”
Reverend Parella was much older, in his late sixties, and he listened silently as Sister Arlene spoke in a low, calm voice.
“I was tending to things in the study,” she began, “when Sister Margaret entered all flustered. She had seen a young man wandering through the lower hallways. One of the other sisters asked him to leave. Then he began shouting. She said he sounded very angry and threatening.”
Many sisters, she explained, were on a retreat, leaving only sixteen members of the order at the convent. Sister Arlene immediately called for the police from the office of the Mother Superior, who was with the other sisters on retreat.
“When I hung up, I heard murmuring and praying,” she continued, “and I crouched below the levels of the windows in the little office area. I saw the other sisters walking together, holding hands and clutching their rosaries, all of them praying. Behind them was this young man with blond hair. He had a gun in his hands . . . an ugly thing, all guns are ugly, aren’t they? This one had a short black barrel—”
“Where was he taking them?” McGuire interrupted.
“Towards the chapel. I don’t know if they’re still there or not. He was turning off lights as he went. The office was already dark, so he didn’t see me there. I crept out to the rear doorway.”
“Does it have a lock on it?”
She nodded. “It locks automatically from the inside.” 
“Where’s the chapel?”
The priest felt it was time for him to add something to the conversation. As Sister Arlene began to answer, he rested a hand on her shoulder and said in a weak, high-pitched voice, “The chapel is on the ground floor at the south-west corner. If you go around the building, you can identify it by the rather elaborate stained-glass windows. They’re seventeenth century, originally from a church in Normandy.”
Just the thing to lob a couple of concussion grenades through, McGuire thought. “Okay, let’s not panic about this,” he said, his hands raised, palms up. “We really don’t think he means to harm the sisters. . . .”
“Hey, hotshot,” a rough-edged voice behind him called. McGuire turned slowly to look into the small, squinting eyes of Deputy Caddy. “He’s on the phone again. Wants to know when he’s gettin’ a priest in there.” The deputy looked at Kevin Deeley and Father Parella. “Which one of these guys you goin’ to send in first to get his head blown off?”
Parella’s eyes widened noticeably, and he seemed to shrink back against Sister Arlene.
In contrast Kevin Deeley turned to face McGuire directly. “I’m going,” he said. “Tell him I’m coming in.”
Caddy grunted.
“The hell you are,” McGuire replied. “You know what he wants you in there for.”
“I can talk to him—” Deeley began feebly.
“Talk to him?” McGuire responded. “Like the others did? Look, Deeley, get down off your pedestal and deal with facts. You go in there, you’re not coming out, all right? You’ll be either a martyr or a fool, and I don’t know what the hell the difference is anyway. This is the end of the trail for Bobby, and he knows it. He may be crazy, but he’s no idiot. He’s going to kill every priest he lays eyes on, starting with you if you go in there.”
“I have no desire to be a martyr,” Deeley replied. “At least I’ll have the advantage of knowing what I’m dealing with. The others didn’t have that.”
“And he’s got the advantage of a twelve-gauge shotgun that’ll turn you to hamburger,” McGuire said. He lowered his voice and said, almost sympathetically, “Look, Deeley, I admire your courage, believe me. Trouble is, you’re edging across the line towards stupidity unless you go in there armed with something.”
Deeley shook his head violently. “I will not carry a weapon,” he stated. “That’s impossible.”
“He’ll kill you,” McGuire said without emotion. “He has nothing to lose. All he cares about, all he’s living for, is to kill priests.”
Deeley let out a long, slow sigh. “I can’t write off a human being that easily.”
“He’s already been written off. Society has written him off, the Church has written him off. There’s nothing left to save. Body and soul, forget ’em both.”
“Not his soul, McGuire. You never write off a soul.” 
McGuire shrugged. “Okay, if one person dies tonight, who will the Church choose? Bobby Griffin? Or you? And if it’s you,” McGuire continued before Deeley could reply, “do you really think Bobby has a chance of getting out of there alive, with SWAT teams all over the place? They’ll shoot him instinctively. No second thoughts. If you go in, you have to be prepared to kill him.”
Deeley stiffened at the remark. “That’s . . . I couldn’t do that. My God, McGuire! Do you think I could enter that building, any building, with the conscious thought of killing someone?”
“That’s the only way you can go in,” McGuire replied. 
The priest studied him for a moment. “If you go in, will you kill him?”
“Only if I have to.”
“Promise me that,” Deeley said sadly. “Promise me you’ll shoot him only if you have to.”
McGuire reached out and touched the priest’s shoulder. “I’ve shot one person in twenty years on the force,” he said. “And it was a young guy. Younger than Bobby Griffin. I don’t ever want to do it again.”
McGuire could hear Caddy behind them breathing noisily, watching with fascination.
“How will you get in?” Deeley asked.
“We’ll switch clothing. And identities.” He turned to the deputy, who was beginning to grin. “Tell him Father Kevin Deeley from the diocese office will be at the front door in fifteen minutes,” he ordered. “Tell him to send a sister out to meet the father and escort him to wherever he and the other sisters are. Father Deeley will serve as a hostage if he agrees to free the nuns. You got it?”
“I got it,” the deputy said. He watched McGuire withdraw the .38 police special from its holster. “But if that young buck’s got a sawed-off, you better get yourself more stopping power than that little bitty thing.”
In the corner Sister Arlene and Father Parella crossed themselves in unison, each unaware of the actions of the other.





CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
The collar chafed his neck, the bulletproof vest was binding, and the trousers were too tight. Otherwise Kevin Deeley’s clothes fit McGuire well enough to fool an Irish cop who arrived with a support team and apologized to McGuire for swearing in his presence.
McGuire placed Deeley’s black topcoat with the silver crosses in its lapels over his shoulders, using one hand to hold the coat against his body while the other gripped his revolver inside the garment.
Deeley, looking foolish and uncomfortable in McGuire’s clothes, nodded approvingly. He reached out and gave the detective an encouraging pat on the shoulder. “Keep your promise, okay?”
“I don’t want him dead any more than you do,” McGuire answered. “Bernie?”
Bernie Lipson and Ralph Innes, Innes holding a two-way radio against his ear and speaking quietly into the mouthpiece, walked quickly over to him. “Yeah, Joe?” Lipson said as he arrived.
“Do we have a medical emergency unit out there?” 
“Supposed to be one at the end of the road,” Lipson replied. “I’ll confirm it. I’ll tell them to have the motor running and trauma equipment ready. You’ll have a few minutes before the helicopter lands the assault team on the roof. After that it’s anybody’s guess.” He looked quickly around before deciding that Deeley, Caddy and the others were out of earshot. “Joe?”
McGuire was busy adjusting the straps of the bulletproof vest. “What, Bernie?” he replied without looking up.
Lipson stepped closer to McGuire as Ralph moved away to speak softly into the radio. “Kavander, he’s on his way,” he muttered. “He says you’re in deep shit, Joe. Says he’ll handle the situation when he gets here.”
McGuire snapped his head up to look at his partner. “What the hell does that mean?”
Lipson let his shoulders sag. “He’s been talking to the toothbrush, Fat Eddie.” When McGuire didn’t respond, he added, “He knows, Joe. The picture. He knows how it got to the papers and who sent it.”
“So what’d you tell him?” McGuire’s voice had lost its edge and aggressiveness.
“I told him you had suited up and were about to leave to enter the building.”
“And he told you to stop me.” 
Lipson nodded.
“And did you?” McGuire demanded.
“You tell me,” Lipson answered. “Did I or didn’t I?” 
McGuire turned his attention back to the vest straps under his clerical bib. “No, you didn’t, Bernie. You broke your ass trying, but I took off before you could get me. I’ll say it, you say it, and Ralph says it, right?”
“Ralph says he’ll go along with whatever you want,” Lipson replied. “Ralph says you’re the best he’s ever worked with.”
McGuire nodded as Ralph Innes walked towards them. “Okay,” McGuire said. “Let’s get moving then.” He spoke to Lipson and Innes, but the gap-toothed deputy edged himself into the group and eavesdropped on the conversation. “I’ll try to leave the door unlocked. If I can’t do that, I’ll send the nun out, and she’ll give you some idea where Bobby is. Whatever you do, if you hear a shot, any shot at all, you come in. Got it?”
Bernie and Ralph nodded. Caddy snickered.
“Even through them walls we’ll know the difference between a sawed-off and that little old snub-nosed you’re carrying,” the deputy said. “That way we’ll know whose guts we’ll be washin’ off the floor.” He snorted with derision. “Least you could do is pack a magnum or a full-clip forty-five.”
“How much time have we got?” McGuire asked, ignoring the deputy.
“It’s up,” Ralph Innes replied. “It’s been fifteen minutes exactly. Joe?”
“What?”
“His mother isn’t coming. They visited her in Lexington, told her about her kid in the monastery. She says it’s not her Bobby, so she’s not coming.”
McGuire shook his head in amazement, then elbowed himself between the others, stopping in front of Caddy. “When I come out of there, I’m going to find some way to kick your ass,” he said through clenched teeth.
“Sure enough, hotshot,” the deputy replied, grinning broadly. “’Course, I ain’t yet seen a headless corpse in any position to kick anybody.”
McGuire swept past him to the door while the others watched. Bernie and Ralph followed him out of the building and into the cold night air. Deeley and Caddy stood watching them from the open doorway.
The air felt good on McGuire’s face, reminding him that he was perspiring heavily under his clothing. His hand was frozen on his revolver. His mouth was dry, his breathing short and shallow.
“Where you going to try and hit him?” Bernie asked as they walked towards the convent entrance. A police helicopter circled overhead, the sound of its rotor blades angry and threatening.
“In the stomach,” McGuire replied. “He should be able to survive a stomach wound if we get to him in time.”
They were approaching the concrete steps leading up to the exterior doors of the convent. No lights shone from inside the building.
“Nobody’ll be upset if you make it a clean kill,” Ralph Innes added.
“I know,” McGuire responded. “I know.”
They were at the foot of the steps. “We’ll wait here,” Bernie said. “Soon as you’re inside, we’ll have at least six guys here and at every door. We hear anything at all, we’ll put tear-gas in through all levels.”
McGuire nodded.
“I don’t know anybody else who would do this, Joe,” Bernie said, resting a hand on his arm.
McGuire looked at him and grinned in spite of himself. “Ollie Schantz wouldn’t have done it, would he?” he asked. “And he wouldn’t let me do it either.”
Lipson looked back at him blankly.
“It’s true,” McGuire said before Lipson could reply. Then, turning and ascending the steps, he added, “Ollie would think I’m nuts.”
He counted nine steps from the end of the walk to the convent door, trying to keep himself alert. At the top step he looked back briefly to see Innes and Lipson watching him, Ralph with the radio still pressed to his ear, Bernie with his police special drawn and ready. The helicopter swooped low over the building once more.
Ollie wouldn’t have done this, McGuire repeated to himself. So why the hell am I?
He knocked lightly on the door, and it opened almost at once.
A nun’s head emerged, looked briefly into McGuire’s eyes, then down at the two cops at the foot of the stairs, before withdrawing. The heavy door swung open wider as the nun placed her slim body against it from the inside.
McGuire stepped quickly through to avoid being silhouetted against the night sky, and the door slammed behind him with a sound that echoed through the dark interior. He leaned close to the sister, his eyes sweeping the area ahead of him as he spoke.
“You can go,” he whispered hoarsely. “There are police officers waiting at the foot of the stairs.”
“Father—” she began in her own whisper.
McGuire turned to look at her for the first time. She was taller than Sister Arlene, but the same severe habit framed her face, and the dark fabric fell in folds to the floor. Against the chill of the air she wore a cloak, which she held close to her body.
“I’m not a priest!” McGuire hissed at her. “I’m a detective, and I’m armed.”
The nun’s eyes widened behind her steel-rimmed glasses, and she recoiled in shock.
“Just tell me which direction to go, and I’ll find him. Then you go out the door and join Sister Arlene in the schoolrooms.”
She watched him as he spoke, her arms huddled about her. Her face was pale in the weak light from outside, and she glanced up as the helicopter made yet another low pass above them.
“I’ll take you,” she whispered again. “Follow me.”
She turned abruptly and walked down the darkened hall ahead of him. Her robes made a swishing sound; her shoes on the uncarpeted floor were silent.
McGuire followed a few paces behind her, his hand flexing on the grip of the pistol. He was about ten feet from the door when he realized, too late, that he had heard the lock click shut as it closed.
Had he turned to release the lock, he would have seen another figure emerge from the shadows and follow him and the sister, several paces behind.
McGuire’s hand felt leaden on the grip of his gun. A high-pitched noise rang in his ears, steady and unnerving. Down the small of his back, beneath the heavy jacket, which would be useless against a shotgun blast at eye level, a small river of perspiration ran.
At the end of the corridor the nun waited for him. Suddenly, from the corner of his eye, McGuire saw a shape against the wall, dark and shadowy, its arm raised in anger. McGuire’s hand flew from beneath his coat. He grasped his wrist with his other hand and sighted down the gun’s short barrel . . . at a plaster madonna, blessing small lambs at its feet.
Ahead of him the sister stood patiently while he replaced the gun inside his coat and walked warily past the statue. When he was almost alongside her, she set off to the right.
The third figure, which had slipped into a doorway as McGuire turned around, stepped out cautiously, measuring its pace with the others.
As they proceeded down the hall, McGuire became aware of an echoing sound, light and airy, in the blackness surrounding them. It was the sound of women’s voices, speaking in unison, low and urgently. It was the sound of praying, sifting through the darkness of the convent.
McGuire stopped, the beat of his own heart almost overwhelming the gentle voices of the nuns. Ahead of him, through double doors with leaded windows, he could see the soft waving light of candle flames from the chapel where the sisters prayed. Beyond the chapel, wide marble stairs led to the second floor.
The praying ceased, and a lone woman’s voice began to speak. McGuire couldn’t make out the words. A chorus of voices answered her, chanting a reply.
Across the hall from the chapel another light suddenly spilled from a door opened by the sister who had greeted him. He moved quickly against the wall, raising his revolver in readiness.
The light from the open door was soft and diffused. The nun gestured into the room. Then, bowing once and crossing herself, she glided silently into the chapel.
McGuire nodded briefly to the sister and edged around the corner, his revolver at eye level.
The room was empty except for a plain wooden table and two matching chairs in opposite corners. Above the table hung a painting of Christ with his heart glowing and his hand upraised in blessing.
Light shone from behind a closed door on the far wall; in the otherwise darkened room it reflected softly from the pale walls and ceiling.
McGuire’s throat tightened. In the near darkness the door seemed to be moving outwards.
“Bobby,” he called aloud. “Come out and we’ll talk.” 
There was no response.
“Bobby, it’s over.” The sound of his own voice seemed to comfort him. He spoke again, louder this time, the revolver still raised and aimed at the closed door. “Bobby, there are at least a hundred armed policemen outside. They don’t want to harm you. But there is just no way you’ll leave here on your own.”
He waited for a reply. Had the door moved? In the dim light of the room, the perspiration running down his forehead and into his eyes, McGuire thought he saw it begin to swing open.
The angry flapping of helicopter blades sounded above him.
“Bobby, we know what happened to you at the monastery. What you did was understandable. We can help you. You won’t go to jail. You’ll go to a place like Lynwood, where you can get treatment and do your paintings.”
He waited again, watching the door, willing it to move. 
Act, he told himself. Make something happen.
“Bobby, I’m going to open the door now. When I do, I want you to lay down your gun and talk to me. You have no choice. I’m armed, and I can shoot faster than you.”
He reached for the doorknob, gripped it tightly and moved to one side. To shoot him, Bobby would have to come around the corner of the door, giving McGuire time to respond.
Turning the knob, he opened the door slowly, keeping his body behind it. Harsh light flooded the room. The sound of the sisters’ voices from the chapel rose in unison, reciting a prayer.
McGuire waited. No shadow was cast in the light spilling onto the floor. He peered through the space between the door and the frame. Less than three feet away he saw empty shelving, painted an institutional pale-green colour.
He stepped around the door and looked inside, staring into an empty closet, his back to the room.
Something hard and metallic pushed against the nape of his neck. A calm male voice said “Please drop your gun now. Just release it and drop it to the floor.” McGuire froze in fright and surprise. “Do it now,” the voice behind him insisted. “Because you know what this is against your neck, don’t you?”
McGuire released the pistol. It clattered to the floor and bounced inside the closet.
The shotgun was pulled away from his neck.
“Please turn around slowly and sit down on one of the chairs,” the voice ordered.
McGuire raised his hands to shoulder level and turned to look beyond the gun barrel at Bobby Griffin. 





CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
Bernie Lipson watched the helicopter hover above the convent. He could see men in dark uniforms scramble down a rope ladder from the craft’s open door and disappear beyond the edge of the building’s mansard roof.
Ralph Innes walked quickly over to him from the school door. “He’s here,” Innes said, looking up at the helicopter. “He wants to see you.”
“Does he know where I am?” Bernie asked, his eyes still peering skyward.
“Yeah.” Ralph shielded his eyes against the glaring spotlight shining from the helicopter towards the ground. “Jesus, how many are they landing up there?”
“Twelve. Every one of them with Uzis.”
Ralph whistled softly. “You coming in to talk to him?” 
“You said he knows where I am,” Bernie answered. 
“Yeah, but he wants you—”
“My partner’s inside with a police special going against a crazy kid with a sawed-off shotgun,” Bernie interrupted. “And in about ten minutes the place is going to be crawling with guys primed to blast eighty rounds a second into anything that moves.” He looked directly at Ralph. “You tell him I’m waiting here for my partner.”
“What’s your name?” Bobby asked. He sat straight in the wooden chair, the shotgun resting on his lap. In the other corner of the room, too far away to charge the boy but well within killing range of the gun, McGuire sat stiffly.
“Lieutenant Joseph McGuire, Boston Police Department,” McGuire answered. “Homicide squad.” Keep him talking, McGuire told himself. Keep him talking, and you just might get out of this alive.
“Have you been looking for me, Mr. McGuire?” Bobby asked.
“Every hour of every day for the past week.”
“I’m sorry I caused so much trouble,” Bobby said, like a young child apologizing for his misbehaviour. “I never wanted to cause anybody any trouble.”
McGuire’s eyes narrowed. “Bobby,” he said, shaking his head, “how can you say that? You’ve killed five people.”
“Yes, I know,” Bobby replied. “Three fathers and. . . .” He blinked and shuddered. “And that man in the subway. And a woman. I killed a woman last night.” His voice was tired but unemotional. “Her name was Mattie.”
“Did you shoot her? Like the others?”
Bobby shook his head. “I strangled her. I lost control of myself and strangled her.”
“Why?” McGuire leaned forward, then quickly backward as Bobby raised the gun towards him. “Bobby, we know why you hated the priests and the man who approached you in the subway. But why the woman?”
“She tried to do something the others did to me.” 
“The others? In the monastery?”
Bobby nodded. “I told myself no one would ever do that to me again. I would die before I would let anyone do that to me again.”
“Why did you crucify the woman on the wall?”
Bobby swallowed. His eyes began to fill with tears. 
“Why?” McGuire repeated.
“It was a warning,” Bobby replied. “To let everyone know I wouldn’t let them do things like that to me.” The tears flowed freely, rolling down his cheeks and onto the gun. “Nobody. Ever again.”
Captain Jack Kavander strode briskly across the grassy area to where Lipson and Innes stood among a knot of police sharpshooters.
“Goddamn it, Bernie,” he said, casting a quick glance at the riflemen and their infra-red-equipped weapons. “I wanted to talk to you in the building.”
Bernie’s eyes continued sweeping the darkened windows. “Joe’s in there,” he said without looking at Kavander.
“I know he’s in there!” Kavander spat at him. “Why the hell didn’t you stop him?”
“He was already gone. Right, Ralph?”
“He’s right, Captain,” Ralph Innes replied. “Just shot out the door and up the steps. We didn’t have a chance.”
“Bullshit!” Kavander looked up at the building in front of them. “What’d he go in with?” he asked, his voice softening.
“His thirty-eight,” Bernie said. 
“That’s all? Against a twelve-gauge?”
“And a vest,” Bernie added. “And Deeley’s priest outfit.” 
Kavander stared at Lipson, his mouth hanging open in wonder. “Who the hell’s crazier?” he asked. “The kid with the gun? Or McGuire?”
“Let the sisters go,” McGuire pleaded. “They haven’t hurt you. Why not just let them leave now that you’ve got me for a hostage?”
“There’s no one stopping them,” Bobby answered.
“You are.”
“No, I’m not. They’ve been free to go from the beginning. I explained to them who I was, and that I only wanted to see a priest.”
“You scared the hell out of them,” McGuire pointed out. “You were running around yelling. That’s what one of the sisters said who escaped.”
Bobby shrugged. “I was angry. I thought this was a seminary or a church. I wanted a priest. I demanded a priest. Then, when I realized where I was, I apologized.” He tilted his head towards the chapel. “They offered to stay in the chapel and pray for me. They said they would remain there as long as I was in the building. And I thanked them for that.”
As if in reply the nuns’ voices rose in unison from the chapel. Bobby reached up and wiped the tears from his cheeks. “How much do you know about me, Mr. McGuire?” he asked.
“Almost everything,” McGuire replied. “We know about Larkin and the others. What they did to you. We know how intent you were about becoming a priest, and why you reacted the way you did. . . .”
“Did you speak to my mother?”
McGuire nodded. “Your mother doesn’t believe you did these things. She refuses to accept it.”
“Did you see the pictures of my father?” Bobby asked suddenly.
“Only one or two—” McGuire began.
“He bombed babies,” Bobby interrupted. “Did you know that? He was supposed to be a great hero, and he bombed babies.”
“A lot of terrible things happen in wars,” McGuire tried to explain.
“He dropped napalm on babies in villages!” Bobby shouted. His eyes grew wide, and his hands shook, moving the gun in spastic motions. He sat back, breathed deeply twice and spoke in a lower voice. “My father sent me a picture just before he was shot down. He was under the wing of his plane, pointing to a bomb. He had written ‘This one’s from Bobby’ on the bomb. I asked somebody what kind of bomb it was, and they told me it was napalm. He was burning people alive with bombs that had my name on them!”
“We got ’em on radio,” Caddy said around his wad of gum. He was standing next to Bernie Lipson, Ralph Innes and Jack Kavander. “They’re through the roof and on the top floor. Nothing but a whole bunch of beds in there. Just twelve tough and horny sons of bitches moving around where a whole bunch of virgin pussy sleeps. Ain’t that a hoot?”
Kavander turned slowly and stared at the deputy. “Lipson?” he said.
“Yes sir?” Bernie lifted his eyes from the building.
“I’m giving this man thirty seconds to return inside the school,” Kavander ordered. “If he’s not there in that time, you disarm him and arrest him for obstruction. If he resists, shoot him.”
Bobby’s head jerked quickly up, and he stared at the ceiling. McGuire had heard it, too. The sound of motion somewhere above them. He wondered what Bobby’s reaction would be when the men burst through the door, screaming and waving their assault guns. Would it divert Bobby’s attention? Or would his reflex be to squeeze the trigger with the gun in the same position, the muzzle aimed at McGuire’s face?
Bobby looked away from the ceiling and down at the floor. He seemed to be smiling at some private thought.
“Do you pray, Mr. McGuire?” he asked.
McGuire shook his head. “No,” he said. “No, I don’t pray.”
“Why not?”
“Because I don’t believe in God,” McGuire answered. 
“I did,” Bobby said.
“You don’t anymore?”
“I believe He’s alive in most people,” Bobby answered. “But He’s dead in me.”
“The death of one god is the death of all,” McGuire recited. “That’s what you underlined in that book of poetry, isn’t it?”
Bobby nodded and smiled shyly. “Do you know what God is, Mr. McGuire?” he asked. Without waiting for McGuire’s reply, he said, “God is simply a life force. It’s the invisible part of us that cherishes life, the part that tells us to care for babies and helpless things. And especially the part that drives us towards spiritual fulfilment and eternal life by reproducing our genes through our children.”
McGuire frowned. “That’s your idea of God?” he asked. “God is a sex drive?”
“It’s a little more complicated than that,” Bobby replied. He glanced up again as the sound of a closing door latch filtered through the ceiling. “But, yes. I guess you can say that.” He looked back at McGuire and smiled. “I have no sexual urges, Mr. McGuire. They were killed in me. They were murdered in me by Larkin and the others. Larkin didn’t just use me, you see. He murdered the God in me.”
“Why didn’t you kill him, Bobby?” McGuire asked. “Why murder the innocent priests? Why not go to the monastery and kill Larkin?”
“I was told they were dead.” Bobby shifted in his chair, the gun still pointing at McGuire. “The day I purchased the gun, I knocked on the door, and Brother Schur, the ugly little monk who handles the financial records of the monastery, answered. He said Larkin and Halloran and the rest were dead. He kept the chain on the door and wouldn’t let me enter.” Bobby shrugged. “I suppose I could have killed Schur but . . . but I wasn’t angry at just monks and priests. I was angry at the Church!” He looked at McGuire with pleading eyes. “They wouldn’t believe me! I tried to tell my mother and our priest. But no one would believe me, that men of God could do such a thing!”
The convent was encircled by ambulances. Grim-faced armed men stood speaking to each other in hushed voices.
Ralph Innes walked away from one group to rejoin Kavander and Lipson. “They’re on the second floor,” he said. “It’s clean. They hear voices from the chapel, and they’re ready to storm it.”
“Jesus,” Kavander exclaimed. “I hope they know what they’re doing. And who they’re going after. There’s still over dozen nuns in there, for Christ’s sake.”
“These guys don’t have a knack for being subtle,” Innes said.
This time the noise was directly above their heads. Bobby glanced up, then back at McGuire. “I guess you don’t want to pray, Mr. McGuire,” he said sadly.
McGuire had edged forward on his chair, his weight on the balls of his feet. He was waiting for Bobby’s attention to waver. If he dived low, his hands ready to seize the barrel, he might be able to deflect the gun away.
As if in anticipation of McGuire’s move, Bobby stood up and edged himself against the far wall, near the closed door. He stood in the direct light still shining from the closet and looked at McGuire, who had settled back in his chair again. “You don’t make a very good priest, Mr. McGuire,” he said with a slight smile. “I mean, you just don’t look enough like one. That’s too bad. I wanted a priest.”
“I know what you wanted a priest for, Bobby.” McGuire said.
“What—” Bobby began. He was becoming agitated. The nun’s voices rose again in unison. Footsteps could be heard clearly in the halls above them. “What do you do when . . . when you have a crisis in your life. And you can’t pray? What do you do, Mr. McGuire?”
“I get through it. Somehow.”
“Tell me,” Bobby said nervously. “Tell me how.” 
McGuire’s eyes shifted from the gun, still pointed at his head, to the closed door. There were people in the hallway. He could feel them.
“I keep busy,” McGuire answered blankly. “My wife died,” he added suddenly. “Yesterday. She was . . . we were divorced, but. . . .” He stuttered and looked away. “I . . . I tried to keep busy because. . . .” He felt his body relax and his eyes begin to flood. Embarrassed, surprised by his own emotions, he raised his hand and covered his eyes, suppressing the unexpected tears.
When he looked up, he saw Bobby slumped in the corner, watching him sadly.
“You must have loved her very much,” Bobby said.
McGuire didn’t reply. 
“Do you know the only place I saw real love, Mr. McGuire?” Bobby asked. “At the aquarium. Between two otters. It was accepted, undemanding love. That’s the only kind that really matters, isn’t it? Do you know something about otters, Mr. McGuire? They mate for life. When one otter dies, its mate remains by itself and refuse to eat. Then it dies, too. That’s the measure of true love, Mr. McGuire. When one mate dies, the life of the other is over, too.”
Bobby had raised the gun again. McGuire sat watching him warily.
“If you can’t pray for me, maybe you can quote something from the Bible,” Bobby said. “Do you know anything from the Bible, Mr. McGuire?”
“The ten commandments,” McGuire replied. He was staring down, overcoming the repressed sobs that had shaken his body. “Thou shalt not kill.”
“Of course,” Bobby replied. “Unless thou art at war. Or thou art practicing self-defense. Or thou art the state teaching others not to kill by killing. Or thou art an abortionist. . . .”
“Bobby—”
“How about something philosophical, Mr. McGuire? Don’t you know something besides a bunch of thou shalt nots?”
“How about, ‘The truth shall set you free’?” McGuire suggested, still staring at the floor. 
Something was happening outside the room. The nuns’ prayers had ceased, and there was only silence from the chapel. The sisters’ voices had been replaced by something else, something intangible and threatening.
Bobby noticed it, too. He glanced quickly at the door, then back at McGuire. His voice was higher, his words slurred. “That’s wonderful, Mr. McGuire. That may be the single most profound statement in the Bible, don’t you think? The truth shall set you free. Any more?”
McGuire sat upright again, his weight balanced, his body ready to spring aside if necessary. “By their deeds ye shall know them,” he said. “I remember that one, too.”
They were outside the door. McGuire could feel them moving. He could sense their hand signals.
Bobby smiled back at McGuire. “That’s wonderful, Mr. McGuire. Wonderful.” He raised the shotgun.
McGuire saw the motion and knew the gun’s target. “No, Bobby, don’t!” he pleaded.
“Know me by this deed, Mr. McGuire,” Bobby said, the weapon in position.
McGuire screamed once before the room exploded in fire and flesh.
At the sound of the shot the assembled men outside the convent launched themselves against the doors, illuminating the interior with powerful lights. Kavander, Lipson and Innes trotted behind the squad through the front entrance. Within seconds the interior of the convent was ablaze with light.
The men rounded the corner, heading towards the chapel. At the end of the hall, wide marble stairs swept up to the second floor. In front of them, two groups of assault-squad members stood waiting, their faces blackened, and their guns hanging loosely on webbed straps.
Kavander paused at the first group standing in front of elaborately decorated leaded-glass doors. He opened one of the doors slowly and looked in.
The chapel was lit by dozens of flickering candles, sending moving shadows up the high walls. In front of a large crucifix suspended above the altar he could see the backs of the sisters bent in prayer.
“In there,” said an assault-squad member who had watched him. He pointed to a partially closed door across the hall from the chapel.
Kavander nodded and crossed the hall, Lipson and Innes behind him.
He touched the door gently with his fingertips. It swung aside only far enough for Kavander to edge himself through the opening.
The police captain gasped and recoiled at the sight of the blood, still washing slowly down the wall in crimson currents. Bernie Lipson entered next, followed by Ralph Innes, who swore and muttered to himself, shaking his head over and over.
Kavander walked carefully across the small room to the figure of McGuire, lying in the corner. He reached out and touched the detective on the shoulder. “You all right?” he asked softly.
McGuire opened his eyes. He stared dully at the floor and nodded.
“He put the Goddamn muzzle right under his chin, looks like,” Ralph Innes said. Bernie Lipson nodded and reached inside his jacket. He pulled out his notebook and began flipping through the pages.
McGuire stood up, avoiding the sight of the headless body slumped against the door. He walked steadily past Lipson, who looked up at him with concern.
“You gonna be okay, Joe?” Bernie asked, and McGuire nodded again.
As McGuire left the room, Ralph Innes patted him gently on the back.
In the corridor, two assault-team members were smoking cigarettes, their duties completed, expressions of boredom on their blackened faces. Ambulance attendants were wheeling a stretcher down the hall. McGuire looked with dulled eyes at the familiar retinue of death experts—the police photographer, the medical examiner and others—working their way towards what was left of Bobby Griffin.
Ignoring them, he walked trance-like towards the leaded-glass doors.
A hand descended on his shoulder, just as he was about to enter.
McGuire turned to look into Kevin Deeley’s face.
“I heard what happened,” Deeley said. “I’m sure you did everything you could.”
McGuire stared at him. “Except pray for him,” he said finally. “That’s all he wanted. He wanted a priest to pray for him. You could have prayed for him, Deeley. All I could have done was kill him. Or watch him do it himself.”
McGuire pulled the doors open and entered the chapel. He slumped in the back row, placing his arms on the pew in front of him and leaning to rest his head, silent and motionless, as the sisters knelt and raised their voices to heaven.
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