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Chapter One

JIMMY WOKE UP GRADUALLY, conscious at first of
only one thing: the perishing cold. His teeth were
chattering, his flesh ached, his fingers and toes
were numb. And why couldn’t he see? Why could-
n’t he see?All around him was pitch darkness, a
blackness so dense he had never known anything
like it. As he grew wider awake he realized too
that he was imprisoned in something close, smelly,
alien. Wrapped up! Panic set in and he began to
scream, to claw frantically at whatever was con-
fining him. It ripped and tore, but when the sty-
gian coldness persisted after he managed to free
himself, his terror drove him mad. There were
other things all around him, the same smelly kind
of restraints, but no matter how he shrieked,
ripped, tore, he couldn’t find a way out, couldn’t
see a particle of light or feel a puff of warmth. So
he shrieked, ripped, tore, his heart roaring in his
ears and the only noises his own.
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Otis Green and Cecil Potter came into work
together, having hooked up on Eleventh Street
with a broad grin for each other. Dead on 7 a.m.,
but wasn’t it great not to have to punch a time
clock? Their place of work was civilized, man, no
arguments there. They put their lunch pails in the
small stainless steel cupboard they had reserved
for their own use — no need for locks, there were
no thieves here. Then they started the business of
their day.

Cecil could hear his babies calling for him; he
went straight to their door and opened it, speaking
to them in a tender voice.

“Hi, guys! How ya doin’ huh? Everybody sleep
well?”

The door was still hissing shut behind Cecil
when Otis saw to the least palatable job of his day,
emptying the refrigerator. His wheeled plastic bin
smelled clean and fresh; he put a new liner in it and
pushed it over to the refrigerator door, a heavy
steel one with a snap lock handle. What happened
next was a blur: something streaking past him as
he opened the door, screaming like a banshee.

“Cecil, get out here!” he yelled. “Jimmy’s still
alive, we gotta catch him!”

The big monkey was in a state of gibbering
frenzy, but after Cecil talked to him a little while
and then held out his arms, Jimmy bolted into
them, shivering, his shrieks dying to whimpers.

“Jesus, Otis,” Cecil said, cradling the beast like
a father his child, “how did Dr. Chandra miss
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that? The poor little guy’s been locked in the fridge
all night. There there, Jimmy, there there! Daddy’s
here, little man, you’re okay now!”

Both men were shocked and Otis’s heart had a
jelly roll beat to it, but no real harm was done. Dr.
Chandra would be pleased as punch that Jimmy
hadn’t died after all, thought Otis, returning to the
refrigerator. Jimmy was worth a hundred big ones.

Even two cleanliness fanatics like Cecil and Otis
couldn’t banish the smell of death from the refrig-
erator, scrub it with disinfectant and deodorant
though they did. The stench, not of decay but of
something subtler, surrounded Otis as he flipped
the light switch to reveal the chamber’s stainless
steel interior. Oh, man, Jimmy had made a regular
mess of it! Torn paper bags were strewn every-
where, headless rat carcasses, stiff white hair,
obscenely naked tails. And, behind the dozen rat
bags, a couple of much bigger bags, torn up too.
Sighing, Otis went to fetch more bags from a cup-
board and began to make order out of Jimmy’s
chaos. The dead rats properly bagged again, he
reached in to the chilly chamber and pulled the
first of the two big bags forward. It had been rent
from top to bottom, most of its contents on full
display.

Otis opened his mouth and screamed as shrilly
as Jimmy, was still screaming when Cecil erupted
out of the monkey room. Then, not seeming to
notice Cecil, he turned and ran out of animal care,
down the halls, into the foyer, out the entrance,
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legs opening and closing in a punishing run down
Eleventh Street to his home on the second floor of
a shabby three-family house.

Celeste Green was having coffee with her nephew
when Otis burst into the kitchen; they leaped to
their feet, Wesley’s passionate diatribe about
Whitey’s crimes forgotten. Celeste went for the
smelling salts while Wesley put Otis on a chair.
Back with the bottle, she pushed Wesley roughly
out of her way.

“You know your trouble, Wes? You always in
the way! You didn’t get in Otis’s way all the time,
he wouldn’t call you a good for nothin’ kid! Otis!
Otis, honey, wake up!”

Otis’s skin had faded from a warm deep brown
to a pasty grey that didn’t improve when the
ammoniac vapors were jammed under his nose,
but he came around, jerked his head away.

“What is it? What’s the matter?” Wesley was
asking.

“A piece of woman,” Otis whispered.
“A what?” sharply from Celeste.
“A piece of woman. In the fridge at work with

the dead rats. A pussy and a belly.” He began to
shake.

Wesley asked the only question that mattered to
him. “Was she a white woman or a black
woman?”

“Don’t bother him with that, Wes!” Celeste
cried.
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“Not black,” Otis said, hands going to his
chest. “But not white neither. Colored.” He added,
slipped forward off the chair and fell to the floor.

“Call an ambulance! Go on, Wes, call an ambu-
lance!”

Which came very quickly, due to two fortunate
facts: one, that the Holloman Hospital was just
around the corner, and the other, that business was
slack this hour of morning. Still very much alive,
Otis Green was put into the ambulance with his
wife crouched beside him; the apartment was left
to Wesley le Clerc.

He didn’t linger there, not with news like this.
Mohammed el Nesr lived at 18 Fifteenth Street,
and he had to be told. A piece of woman! Not black,
but not white either. Colored. That meant black to
Wesley, as it did to all the members of
Mohammed’s Black Brigade. Time that Whitey
was called to account for two hundred years and
more of oppression, of treating black people as
second rate citizens, even as beasts without
immortal souls.

When he’d gotten out of prison in Louisiana he’d
decided to come north to Tante Celeste in
Connecticut. He yearned to make a reputation as a
black man who mattered, and that was easier to do
in a part of the nation less prone than Louisiana to
throw blacks in jail if they looked sideways.
Connecticut was where Mohammed el Nesr and his
Black Brigade hung out. Mohammed was educated,
had a doctorate in law — he knew his rights! But for
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reasons that Wesley saw every day when he looked
in a mirror, Mohammed el Nesr had dismissed
Wesley as worthless. A plantation black, a nobody
nothing. Which hadn’t dampened Wesley’s ardor; he
intended to prove himself in Holloman,
Connecticut! So much so that one day Mohammed
would look up to him, Wesley le Clerc, plantation
black.

Cecil Potter had soon discovered what sent Otis
screeching out of animal care, but he wasn’t a pan-
icky man. He did not touch the contents of the
refrigerator. Nor did he call the cops. He picked
up the phone and dialed the Prof’s extension,
knowing full well that the Prof would be in his
office, even at this hour. His only peace happened
early in the mornings, he always said. But not,
thought Cecil, this morning.

* * *

“It’s a sad case,” said Lieutenant Carmine
Delmonico to his uniformed colleague and nomi-
nal superior, Captain Danny Marciano. “With no
other relatives we can find, the kids will have to go
into the system.”

“You’re sure he did it?”
“Positive. The poor guy tried to make it look

like some stranger busted in, but there’s his wife
and her lover in the bed and her lover’s cut up
some but she’s mincemeat — he did it. My bet is
that he’ll confess later today voluntarily.”
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Marciano rose to his feet. “Then let’s get some
breakfast.”

His phone rang; Marciano wriggled his brows at
Carmine and picked up. Within three seconds the
police captain had stiffened, lost all contentment.
He mouthed “Silvestri!” at Carmine and com-
menced a series of nods. “Sure, John. I’ll start
Carmine now and get Patsy there as soon as I can.”

“Trouble?”
“Big trouble. Silvestri’s just had a call from the

head of the Hug — Professor Robert Smith.
They’ve found part of a female body in their dead
animal refrigerator.”

“Christ!”
Sergeants Corey Marshall and Abe Goldberg

were breakfasting at Malvolio’s, the diner the cops
used because it was next door to headquarters in
the County Services building on Cedar Street.
Carmine didn’t bother walking in; he rapped his
knuckles on the glass of the booth where Abe and
Corey were washing down hotcakes and maple
syrup with big mugs of coffee. Lucky stiffs, he
thought. They get to eat, I get to give my report to
Danny, now I don’t get to eat. Seniority’s a pain in
the ass.

The car Carmine regarded as his own (it was
really a Holloman Police Department unmarked)
was a Ford Fairlane with a souped up V8 engine
and cop springs and shocks. If the three of them
were in it, Abe always drove, Corey rode shotgun,
and Carmine spread himself and his papers in the
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back. Telling Corey and Abe took half a minute,
the trip from Cedar Street to the Hug less than
five.

Holloman lay about halfway up the Connecticut
coast, its spacious harbor looking across the
Sound to Long Island. Founded by dissenting
Puritans in 1632, it had always prospered, and not
only because of the numerous factories that lay on
its outskirts as well as up the Pequot River. A good
proportion of its 150,000 people were connected
in some way to Chubb University, an Ivy League
institution that admitted itself inferior to none,
even Harvard and Princeton. Town and Gown
were inextricably intertwined.

Chubb’s main campus lay around three sides of
the big Green, its early colonial Georgian and
nineteenth century gothic buildings joined by some
startlingly modern edifices tolerated only because
of the august architectural names associated with
each; but there was also Science Hill to the east,
where the science campus was located in square
towers of dark brick and plate glass, and, way
across town to the west, the Chubb medical
school.

Because medical schools grew up alongside hos-
pitals, by 1965 they tended to be situated in the
worst part of any city; in this respect Holloman
was no different. The Chubb medical school and
the Holloman Hospital straggled down Oak Street
on the southern border of the larger of Holloman’s
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two black ghettoes, called the Hollow because it
lay in a hollow that had once been a swamp. To
compound the health care woes, in 1960 the oil
reservoirs of East Holloman were relocated at the
end of Oak Street on waste ground between I–95
and the harbor.

The Hughlings Jackson Center for Neurological
Research sat on Oak Street right opposite the
Shane–Driver medical student apartments, 100 for
100 students. Next to the Shane–Driver was the
Parkinson Pavilion for medical research. It faced
the Hug’s neighbor, the Holloman Hospital, a
twelve-storey pile that had been rebuilt in 1950,
the same year that saw the Hug go up.

“Why do they call it the Hug?” Corey asked as
the Ford swung into the temporary road that
bisected a gigantic parking lot.

“First three letters of Hughlings, I guess,” said
Carmine.

“Hug? It’s got no dignity. Why not the first four
letters? Then it’d be the Hugh.”

“Ask Professor Smith,” said Carmine, eyeing
their destination.

The Hug was a shorter, smaller twin of the
Burke Biology Tower and the Susskind Science
Tower cross-campus on Science Hill; a baldly
square, squat pile of dark brick with plenty of big
plate glass windows. It sat in three acres of what
had used to be slum dwellings, demolished to
make way for this monument perpetuating the
name of a mystery man who had had absolutely
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nothing to do with its genesis. Who on earth was
this Hughlings Jackson? A question all of
Holloman asked. By rights the Hug should have
been named after its donor, the enormously
wealthy, late Mr. William Parson.

Having no gate key to the parking lot, Abe put
the Ford on Oak Street right outside the building.
Which had no entrance onto Oak Street; the three
men tramped down a gravel path along the north
side to a single glass door, where a very tall
woman was waiting for them.

It’s like a child’s building block in the middle of
a huge room, Carmine thought; three acres is a lot
of land for something only a hundred feet per side.
And shit, she’s holding a clipboard. Office, not
medical. His mind automatically registered the
physical details of every person who swam into
his piece of the human sea, so it was busy as she
drew closer: six-three in bare feet, early thirties,
navy pant suit on the baggy side, flat lace-up
shoes, mouse-brown hair, a face with a biggish
nose and a prominent chin. She’d never have made
Miss Holloman ten years ago, let alone Miss
Connecticut. Once he halted in front of her, how-
ever, he noted that she had very fine, interesting
eyes the color of thick ice, which he had always
found beautiful.

“Sergeants Marshall and Goldberg. I’m
Lieutenant Carmine Delmonico,” he said curtly.

“Desdemona Dupre, the business manager,” she
said as she took them into a tiny foyer, apparently
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only there to accommodate two elevators. But
instead of pressing the UP button, she opened a
door in the opposite wall and led them into a wide
corridor.

“This is our first floor, which contains the ani-
mal care facilities and the workshops,” she said,
her accent placing her as someone from the other
side of the Atlantic. Turning a corner put them in
another hall. She pointed to a pair of doors farther
down. “There you are, animal care.”

“Thanks,” said Carmine. “We’ll take it from
here. Please wait for me back at the elevators.”

Her brows rose, but she turned on her heel and
disappeared without comment.

Carmine found himself inside a very large room
lined with cupboards and bins. Tall racks of clean
cages big enough to take a cat or dog stood in neat
rows in an area fronting a service elevator many
times the size of the two in the foyer. Other racks
held plastic boxes topped with wire grids. The
room smelled good, pungent like a pine forest, with
only the faintest hint of something less pleasant
below it.

Cecil Potter was a fine looking man, tall, slen-
der, very well kept in his pressed white boiler suit
and canvas bootees. His eyes, Carmine fancied,
smiled a lot, though not smiling now.

One of Carmine’s most important policies in
this year of bussing turmoil was that the black
people he met in the course of his job or social life
be treated courteously; he held out his hand,
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shook Cecil’s firmly, performed the introductions
without barking them or looking rushed. Corey
and Abe were his men through thick and thin,
they followed suit with the same courtesy.

“It’s here,” said Cecil, moving to a closed stain-
less steel door with a snap lock handle. “I didn’t
touch a thing, just shut the door.” He hesitated,
decided to risk it. “Uh, Lieutenant, do you mind if
I get back to my babies?”

“Babies?”
“The monkeys. Macaques. Rhesus mean any-

thing to you? Well, that’s them. They in there, an’
very upset. Jimmy won’t lay off telling them where
he been, an’ they very upset.”

“Jimmy?”
“The monkey Dr. Chandra thought was dead,

an’ put in a bag in the fridge last night. Jimmy
really found her — tore the place apart when he
woke up in the dark freezing his buns off. When
Otis — he my assistant as well as the handyman
— went to empty the fridge, Jimmy came outta
there screeching and yelling. Then Otis found her,
an’ he was outta here screeching worse than
Jimmy. I looked, an’ called the Prof. I guess the
Prof called you.”

“Where’s Otis now?” Carmine asked.
“Knowing Otis, he run home to Celeste. She his

mama as well as his wife.”
They were gloved now; Abe wheeled the bin

away from the door and Carmine opened it as
Cecil, already crooning and clucking, went into
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the monkey room.
Of the two big bags, one still lay at the back of

the chamber. The other, rent from where the top
folded over clear to the bottom, had exposed the
lower half of a female torso. When Carmine noted
its size and its lack of pubic hair his heart sank —
a pre-pubescent child? Oh, please, not that! He
made no movement to touch a thing, just leaned
his shoulders against the wall.

“We wait for Patrick,” he said.
“I never smelled a smell like it — dead, but not

decomposing,” said Abe, dying for a cigarette.
“Abe, go find Mrs. Dupre and tell her she can

go upstairs as soon as the uniforms arrive,”
Carmine said, knowing that expression well. “Post
them on all the entrances and emergency exits.”
Then, alone with Corey, he rolled his eyes. “Why
in there?” he asked.

Patrick O’Donnell enlightened him.
Sporting the very modern title of Medical

Examiner in a city that had always had a coroner
without forensic skills in earlier days, Patrick had
espoused pathology because he didn’t like patients
who talked back, and the life of a public patholo-
gist because it meant plenty of criminal cases as
well as all the other kinds of sudden or mysterious
death. Thanks to Patrick’s ruthless campaign to
bring Holloman into the latter half of the twenti-
eth century, he had managed to shed most of a
coroner’s court duties on to a deputy coroner and
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build a little empire that encompassed far more
than mere autopsies. He believed in the new sci-
ence of forensics, and played an active part in any
case that interested him, even if no body was
involved.

He looked as Irish as his name from the reddish
hair to the bright blue eyes, but in actual fact he
and Carmine were first cousins, the sons of two
sisters of Italian extraction. One married a
Delmonico, the other an O’Donnell. Ten years
older than Carmine and a happily married man
with six children, Patrick let neither of these
impediments spoil their deep friendship.

“I don’t know much, but here’s what I do
know,” said Carmine, and filled him in. “Why in
there?” he repeated at the end of it.

“Because if Jimmy the monkey hadn’t woken
up undead and flown into a panic, these two
brown bags, unmarked and intact, would have
been dumped into some kind of receptacle and
taken to the animal care incinerator,” Patrick said,
grimacing. “This is the perfect way to get rid of
human remains. Poof! Up in smoke.”

Abe came back in time to hear this, and went
pale. “Jeez!” he breathed, horrified.

Photographs taken, Patrick lifted the first bag
onto a gurney and tucked it inside an open body
bag. Then he examined what he could see without
disturbing the torn brown paper.

“No pubic hair,” said Carmine. “Patsy, if you
love me, tell me this isn’t a child.”
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“The hair’s been — not shaved — no, plucked
— so she’s post-pubescent. Small girl, though. As
if what our killer really yearned for was a child,
but wasn’t game to follow through on all his dis-
gusting desires.” He lifted out the second bag, not
as mangled, and placed it beside the first. “I’ll get
back to the morgue — you’ll want my report
a.s.a.p.” His chief technician, Paul, was already
preparing to vacuum the chamber’s interior; after
that he would dust for fingerprints. “Lend me Abe
and Corey as well, Carmine, and we can let Cecil
get on with his work. Except for the monkeys, they
must keep their experimental animals elsewhere —
these are the day’s clean cages ready to go.”

“Leave no stone unturned, guys,” said
Carmine, following his cousin and the gurney’s
grisly contents out.

Desdemona Dupre — what a strange name! —
was in the foyer waiting, flicking through the con-
tents of a thick sheaf of papers on her clipboard.

“Mrs. Dupre, this is Dr. Patrick O’Donnell,”
said Carmine.

Whereupon the woman bristled! “I am not a
missus, I am a miss!” she said with a snap, that
odd accent pronounced. “Are you coming upstairs
with me, Lieutenant [she pronounced it leftenant],
or may I go? I have work to do.”

“Catch you later, Patsy,” said Carmine, follow-
ing Miss Dupre into an elevator.

“You’re from, uh, England?” he asked as they
ascended.
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“Correct.”
“How long have you been at the Hug?”
“Five years.”
They left the elevator on the fourth floor,

which was the top floor, though the last button
said ROOF. Here the Hug’s interior décor was bet-
ter displayed. It was little different from the first
floor: walls painted institution cream, dark oak
woodwork, banks of fluorescent ceiling lights
under plastic diffusers. Back down a twin of that
first floor corridor to a door opposite its far end,
where it met another hall at right angles.

Miss Dupre knocked, was bidden enter, and
pushed Carmine into Professor Smith’s private
domain without entering herself.

He found himself staring at one of the most strik-
ingly handsome men he had ever seen. Robert
Mordent Smith, William Parson Chair Professor at
the Hughlings Jackson Center for Neurological
Research, was over six feet tall, on the thin side,
and possessed an unforgettable face: wonderful
bone structure, black brows and lashes, vivid blue
eyes, and a mop of wavy, streaky white hair. On
someone still young enough not to have lines or
wrinkles, the hair set him off to perfection. His
smile revealed even white teeth, though the smile
wasn’t reaching those marvelous eyes this morning.
No surprise.

“Coffee?” he asked, gesturing Carmine to the
big, costly chair on the opposite side of his big,
costly desk.
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“Thanks, yes. No cream, no sugar.”
While the Prof ordered two of the same via his

intercom, his guest inspected the room, a generous
20 x 25 feet, with those huge glass windows on
two walls. The Prof’s office occupied the north-
east corner of the floor, so the view was of the
Hollow, the Shane–Driver dormitory, and the park-
ing lot. The décor was expensive but chintzy, the
furniture walnut, the rug Aubusson. An imposing
assemblage of degrees, diplomas and honors sat
on a green-striped wall, and what looked to be an
excellent copy of a Watteau landscape hung
behind the Prof’s desk.

“It’s not a copy,” said the Prof, following
Carmine’s gaze. “I have it on loan from the
William Parson Collection, the largest and best
collection of European art in America.”

“Wow,” said Carmine, thinking of the cheap
print of Van Gogh’s irises behind his own desk.

A woman in her middle thirties entered bearing
a silver tray on which stood a vacuum flask, two
delicate cups and saucers, two crystal glasses and a
crystal carafe of iced water. They sure do them-
selves proud at the Hug!

A severely tailored looker, thought Carmine,
examining her: black hair piled up in a beehive, a
broad, smooth, rather flat face with hazel eyes, and
a terrific figure. Her suit was coat and skirt, snugly
cut, and her shoes were Ferragamo flatties. That
Carmine knew such things could be laid at the door
of a long career in a profession that required inti-
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mate knowledge of all aspects of human beings and
their behavior. This woman was what Mom called
a man-eater, though she didn’t seem to have an
atom of appetite for the Prof.

“Miss Tamara Vilich, my secretary,” said the
Prof.

No atom of appetite for Carmine Delmonico
either! She smiled, nodded and departed without
lingering.

“Two mature misses on your staff,” said
Carmine.

“They are just wonderful if you can find them,”
said the Prof, who seemed anxious to postpone the
reason for this interview. “A married woman has
family responsibilities that sometimes tend to eat
into her working day. Whereas single women give
their all to the job — don’t mind working late
without notice, for example.”

“More juice to pump into it, I can see that,”
said Carmine. He sipped his coffee, which was ter-
rible. Not that he had expected it to be good. The
Prof, he observed, drank water from the lovely
carafe, though he poured Carmine’s coffee himself.

“Professor, have you been down to the animal
care room to see what’s been found?”

The Prof blanched, shook his head emphati-
cally. “No, no, of course not! Cecil called me to
tell me what Otis found, and I called Commissioner
Silvestri at once. I did remember to tell Cecil not
to let anyone into animal care until the police
came.”
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