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   This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available
  out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.


  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are obsessed with the
  forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.


  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing
  means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for decades.


  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid
  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. 
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  PART ONE


  Chapter One


  IF Tim Neary hadnt been late for our appointment that morning, or if I hadnt been early and alone in the
  office with Sam Catalano, things might have turned out differently. Just might have; in some ways the end was determined by the beginning. For instance, if there had been a team of
  detectives at the 107th that morning, the call never would have been relayed to our office, the District Attorneys Investigating Squad. We wouldnt have been the prime investigators
  responsible for the ultimate outcome of the case. The pressure wouldnt have been on us and on Neary in particular.


  But Neary was late and I was early and Catalano did take the call from the precinct about the missing Keeler kids. Even then, there was no real reason why Catalano
  couldnt respond alone. Except, given what I had learned about Catalano during the ten months we worked as partners, prior to my working alone on Nearys special special
  investigation, and sensing Catalanos reaction to the phone call, and seeing right through his attempt at being casual and nonchalant, and maybe just going along with a feelingthe kind
  you develop after twenty years on the jobI folded my report, shoved it into my inside jacket pocket and told him, what the hell, Id take the ride over to Fresh Meadows with him.


  The Keeler apartment was about what youd expect for the Fresh Meadows housing complex: a living-room suite consisting of a sofa with two matching chairs, identical lamps perched on
  identical end tables with a coordinated cocktail table. The Keelers were not what youd expect; at least Kitty Keeler wasnt.


  She was very young; not as young as I thought at first glance, but when compared with her husband she was practically a kid. A very beautiful kid who knew exactly how to emphasize her best
  features. She had large dark-blue eyes, carefully decorated with a pale-beige shadow and heavy dark liner, and very thick, very long eyelashes which may or may not have been real. No other makeup
  except for a touch of lipstick that made her mouth look moist. When she dragged on her cigarette, as though sucking in oxygen, a dimple appeared at the corner of her mouth and another in her right
  cheek. After she blew out the smoke, her lips remained just slightly parted and a glint of white teeth showed.


  Her figure was more than good and the blue knit jersey pants suit took its shape from her precise contours rather than from any structuring undergarments.


  Her hands were long and restless; a collection of silver rings covered her fingers. Matched the jangling silver and turquoise bracelets which slid up and down along both of her wrists as she
  plucked and fidgeted and finger-combed her hair, which was, as she well knew, her best feature. It was shoulder length, straight and the white-blond of an albino. It surrounded her dark-browed,
  oval, high-cheeked face like fine sheer curtains. The color was natural; the center part showed a delicate pink scalp.


  Her voice had a low, hoarse street sound which shattered the illusion created by her face. She rolled her tongue around inside one cheek for a moment, shook her head, folded her arms across her
  body and said, This is terrific, George. This is really terrific. I hope they give you a summons or something, George. She dropped sideways into one of the chairs, her legs dangling
  over an arm. She looked from Catalano to me, then back to Sam. Hey, isnt it against the law to make a . . . what do you call it? A false report?


  Tell you what, Catalano said in his warm, friend-of-the-family voice, why dont we start at the beginning?


  George Keeler began spouting words, but he was almost incoherent.


  Sam held his hand up; not in an offensive way, but easy, soothing. Hey, Mr. Keeler, look. Were strangers here. We dont know whats going on; were here to help.
  Come on, sit down. Lets all stay calm, okay? Softly, he lulled Keeler, who nodded and let himself be gestured into silence. Catalano turned to the woman again. Mrs.
  Keeler? It sounded like an intimacy.


  Okay. Okay, George wants to play some stupid game with me. She looked directly at Catalano and said quickly, I woke up this morning and went into the boys bedroom and
  they were gone. I called George and told him to bring the kids back and


  What do you mean, you called George?


  Instead of answering me, she nibbled on her thumbnail.


  George Keeler leaned forward, eager to help. Well, see, I wasnt sleepin here the last coupla nights. He risked a quick look at his wife, but she was watching Catalano
  to see how he was taking this information. See, I own a ginmill over in Sunnyside; I own the whole building and I got a small apartment over the place. And, well, sometimes I stay over. In
  the apartment. Like the last few nights.


  Okay, Mrs. Keeler, at what time did you realize the boys were gone?


  She did one of those long, slow slides with her eyes, from Catalano, across her husband, around to me. She swung her leg back and forth and rubbed the back of her neck for a quick massage while
  deciding whether or not she was going to bother to answer me.


  Catalano leaned toward her with his lighter; he made a production out of lighting her cigarette and held eye contact with her when she blew the first drag of smoke at him. Its part of
  Catalanos routine; he uses it on any female he comes in contact with; Ive heard that hes sometimes successful.


  I called George at about seven-thirty, she told Catalano, and told him to bring the kids back. Instead of that, he comes over, swearing on a stack of Bibles that he
  doesnt have them and doesnt know where they are.


  This was George Keelers cue to repeat what hed said for maybe the fourth time since we arrived. I dont have the kids, Kitty. I swear to God, I dont have the
  kids.


  His wife blinked once or twice, but didnt answer him.


  There was no point in letting them go around again; this could go on all day. Catalano picked up my signal easily; he is quick and intuitiveamong other thingsIll give him
  that. He settled comfortably on the couch with the long, tall blond mother of the missing little boys and I took a firm but friendly grip on George Keelers arm and suggested we get a little
  fresh air.


  We strolled along the grounds of the Fresh Meadows development, which is a vast complex of two- and three-story garden-apartment buildings designed to fit in with the semisuburban character of
  the Queens community. It is a low-crime area with a population mostly of white middle-class people who migrated from the Bronx and Brooklyn after World War II. There are wide lawns surrounding the
  complex, thick healthy trees and ample parking spaces for residents cars. Included in the 107th Precinct are quiet streets of one-family homes where honest, hard-working people live and
  raise their families.


  We walked along without speaking, then settled on a bench. George was having some problem breathing: a noisy wheezing sound escaped first when he inhaled, then when he exhaled. He dug in his
  pocket and came up with a nebulizer. He apologized, as though what he was doing was shameful and private. He squirted and sucked the medication loudly, and though he didnt sound any better,
  he said that he was. We talked a little about asthma and allergies and medications, and he relaxed; a little.


  George Keeler was a badly preserved forty-nine, fifty; more than twenty years his wifes senior. He was an obese, balding, sloppy middle-aged man who was well aware of his own
  shortcomings. It must have been tough having to measure up to a twenty-six- or twenty-seven-year-old wife who looked like Kitty.


  Tell me something, George, I said in that easy familiarity we develop on the job. Then it occurred to me, this guy doesnt even know my name. I stuck my hand out. By
  the way, Im Joe. Joe Peters. My partner back there is Sam Catalano. We shook hands and he nodded. Tell me, George, how come your wife is so sure you have your boys?


  He shook his head and said, I swear to God, I dont have the kids. Not this time.


  When he added the last three words to his routine denial, something small and tight in the pit of my stomach, like a little fist of apprehension getting ready to hammer at my duodenal ulcer,
  relaxed and began to unclench. You never really know where these family disputes might lead.


  Keeler went into a long, drawn-out, hard-to-follow recitation of an incident that had happened last November, more than five months ago. He backtracked, went ahead, stopped, filled in details,
  but what I finally pieced together was that his wife, Kitty, worked as an assistant manager at the New World Health Spa on Northern Boulevard, just over the Nassau County line. The spa was one of a
  franchise, and last November Kitty went down to the Bahamas to celebrate an anniversary of the island spa. There was some trouble getting the regular baby-sitter, and against Georges wishes
  Kitty left the kids with a young Scotch girl she hardly knew.


  I could size this girl up real easy, George winked, man to man. A swinger-type kid, ya know? I checked the boys every day, see; I stayed at my apartment, but still I had a
  funny feeling about this girl.


  His funny feeling was justified. After putting in late hours at his bar that Saturday night, he woke early the next morning and went over to check on his sons. It was a cold, snowy Sunday, not
  quite eight in the morning, and when George pulled into his parking slot he saw his two little kids, one just about three, the other not quite six years old, playing in the playground. Dressed in
  their pajamas and robes, with rubber boots over their bare feet. They were building a snow man.


  Terry, thats my oldest kid, he tells me that Patti, thats the Scotch girl, is asleep and she has a man in bed with her.


  George bundled the two kids into his car and kept them at his ginmill apartment for the next few days. The baby-sitter never called him to check on the kids; probably too scared, George said.
  When Kitty came home, three days later, the girl was sitting, staring at the TV and chewing her nails. All she could tell Kitty was that she hadnt seen the kids since Saturday night.


  When Kitty called, I told her, No, I dont know where the kids are. See, I gave her a hard time then, ya know.


  He sounded apologetic for having given Kitty a hard time. George was apologetic about everything where his wife was concerned.


  What was the beef about this time, George? How come youve been staying over at your ginmill the last few nights?


  George said that Kitty was planning to fly out to Phoenix to assist in the opening of another New World Health Spa. The regular baby-sitter, a Mrs. Silverberg, was in the hospital. Kitty
  couldnt get anyone to fill in. She was planning to take the kids with her, and George objected; they argued; George kept his distance until Kitty cooled off. Then the younger kid, Georgie,
  got sick.


  I talked to Kitty yesterday afternoon, on the phone, and she said shed call me after the doctor came and let me know whats doin with the kid. It looked like the
  measles. So anyway, last night at eleven-twenty, Kitty called and


  The doctor didnt come until that late?


  Oh, no, it wasnt that. It was just that . . .


  George went a little red; every time he revealed something that Kitty did to him, it was with a combination of apology and acceptance. Hell, he only got what he deserved from her, right?


  Ya see, I guess she was still sore at me, so she didnt call me right after the doctor left. Like, to make me keep waitin, ya know?


  I decided not to ask George if he, personally, had given the kid the measles. Hed probably say, Yes, if Kitty says so.


  Okay, so you spoke to her last night at eleven-twenty?


  No, no. I couldnt come to the phone right then. See, I was in the middle of a hassle with these Irish folk singers I got working on Wednesdays and weekends. Theyre
  havin this real donnybrook, because theyre supposed to be on a break, from eleven-fifteen to eleven-thirty, and one of them started doin an old-country song for one of the
  old-timers and the other guys got sore, yellin how he was breaking the rule. That it was eleven-twenty and they were supposed to be off until eleven-thirty and all. George Keeler
  shrugged; apparently, nothing in his life went smoothly.


  So thats how you know Kitty called you at eleven-twenty? Okay. When did you talk to her?


  Poor George (I had already begun to think of him as poor George) kept dialing his home number all night long, from eleven-twenty-five to well past two this morning. All he got was
  a busy signal; Kitty had obviously taken the phone off the hook.


  So you didnt talk to her until this morning? When she called you? At about seven-thirty?


  Yeah, right. Boy, I was sound asleep, but the minute I hear the phone ring, I come wide awake, like that! He snapped his fingers. The minute I hear it, I say, Oh, boy.
  Kitty.


  And that was when Kitty told him the kids were gone and he better show up with them and fast.


  And I told her that I didnt have the kids, so I got dressed, and come right over here, and looked around the grounds and all, and called you guys.


  George Keeler threw his hands up; his heavy eyebrows came low over his light-gray eyes and he chewed on his lip waiting for me to tell him what to do. I leaned back against the bench and took it
  slow, so George would realize that none of this was anything unusual to me.


  Look, George, lets do it this way. Well go over to your place and bring your boys home and forget the whole thing, okay? I mean, as far as Im concerned, this
  isnt a police matter. Well bring the kids back and you and your wife work it out between you. Nothing to do with us. What do you say, George?


  George Keeler stood up, shook his head, looked around as though trying to orient himself, then he leaned down into my face. His voice was raspy and strained as though he was talking over a very
  sore throat, but it was the look in his eyes that really said something to me.


  Jesus Christ Almighty, havent you been listenin to me? I dont have the kids. I dont know where the hell they are. Theyre just two little kids and
  I dont know where they are!


  Everything about George Keeler convinced me that his anguish was real. Of course, the source of this anguish was still unknown, but he was a deeply disturbed man. There was one other
  suggestion.


  Look, George, maybe Kitty took the kids someplace? Maybe to get even with you. You told me she was sore at you in the first place, and then you didnt come to the phone when she
  called. Maybe she packed the kids up and took them to a friends house, to give you a hard time?


  His face didnt relax into that bland, accepting expression. He shook his head abruptly and said in a positive, hoarse voice, Kitty dont play them kind of games.


  I believed him and suggested we return to his apartment.


  It was obvious the minute we walked into the living room. Catalano leaned forward and put his coffee cup on the cocktail table with the casual ease of a man who has made
  himself at home. When he spoke to Kitty Keeler, it was in the comfortable way of an old friend. That was among Catalanos gifts: to become an instant old friend.


  The first thing that Kitty said to her husband was, Well, George, you finished playing games? You ready to bring the kids home?


  Sam distracted her, a hand on her arm, a certain persuasive pressure, a let-me-handle-this wink. He told me what Kitty had told him: the pediatrician came at around seven last night; diagnosed
  measles; left about seven-thirty. The sick boy went to sleep; the older boy, Terry, had supper with his mother, stayed up to watch TV until about ten and then was put to bed.


  Did either of the boys get up again during the night?


  Instead of answering me, Kitty Keeler flicked her thumbnail against her front teeth and narrowed her eyes. She finally pulled her thumb away from her mouth and said, Look. Did George tell
  you about how he did this to me before? Did he tell you about the last time he took the kids on me?


  Yes, he did. He also told me that he didnt take the boys last night.


  And you believe him? Her moist mouth twisted downward in an expression of contempt. She moved her head so that the long silky hair swished around her shoulders. You really
  believe him, after what he did the last time?


  Yeah, but this is this time.


  She stopped shaking her head, leaned back against the couch, reached for a loose pillow and hugged it to her body, all the time biting down on her lower lip, holding it between her teeth, then
  letting it roll back into place.


  All right, she said, doing me a favor. Georgie woke up when Terry went to bed. His fever was up again, so I gave him a baby aspirin, rubbed him with alcohol and took him to
  the bathroom. She stood up, crossed the room to the window, stood motionless, then spun around with a dancers ease. Theres no point to any of this. George has the
  kids.


  It was hard to figure if the hostility was directed at me or through me to her husband. Kitty seemed to have chosen sides: her and Catalano against me and George. Matching her stare, I said,
  George, do you have the kids?


  Keeler went to his wife, hands reaching for her shoulders. I swear to God, no. Kitty, I dont have them, God is my witness.


  She shoved George away, folded her arms across her body, threw her head back and studied the ceiling. She gave a loud, irritated sigh.


  Kitty had been dealing with George for too long. I figured, the hell with this. I snapped my notebook closed, put it into a rear pocket. Look, lady, if this whole thing is just too boring
  for you, thats all right with me. Theyre your kids.


  We both ignored Georges sudden gasping panic. She said, I didnt send for you.


  Catalano jumped up. Kitty, hey, were just trying to help. Then, impartial referee, Shes just upset, Joe.


  He gave her the benefit of his complete attention; his voice hummed around her, soothed her, convinced her to put up with me. She crossed one leg over the other, nibbled on her
  pinky and asked, What was the question?


  When was the last time you saw your sons last night? And under what circumstances?


  She thought it over, then shrugged. Terry got up later in the night for a drink of water. He dropped the plastic cup and that woke Georgie. So I took Georgie to the bathroom, then had to
  change him and his sheet because he was soaked with sweat. Then I took a coupla sleeping pills and a hot shower and went to bed.


  Those things arent good for you, Kitty, George told her; she ignored him.


  What time was that?


  What time was what?


  Catalano interpreted for me. What time was it, Kitty, that you last saw the boys last night?


  She examined her pinky carefully, then nibbled on it some more. One oclock. Thats when Terry got up. About that time. And it was about one-thirty when I took the sleeping
  pills and my shower and went to bed.


  Did you see your sons at all after one-thirty this morning?


  She shifted some hair from her shoulders to her back. Nope.


  From the time you went to bed until you woke up this morning, did you hear anything, anything at all, unusual in the apartment?


  She smiled at Catalano, awarding him points. Thats just what you asked me, Sam. Then, blank-faced, to me, No, nothing at all. No noise, no nothing.


  Did you leave your sons alone in the apartment at any time last night?


  No.


  As far as you know, did anyone, anyone at all, come into the apartment last night?


  She closed her eyes, tapped an index finger against her temple, then snapped her eyes open and said, Yeah. The doctor.


  Catalano said softly, No, Kitty. Joe means anyone besides the doctor.


  Oh. Is that what Joe means?


  The little mother was just a little too cute for me. I pulled out my notebook and didnt look up at her again. Lets have a description of the boys, Mrs. Keeler. Start with
  the older boy, Terry.


  The descriptions were of two unextraordinary boys: three and a half and six years old. Both tall for their ages; very blond hair; blue eyes; fair skin. Both dressed in two-piece cotton knit
  pajamas. Terrys pajamas had yellow smiling moon faces; Georgies had a big yellow duck face on the front of the top half and a big yellow duck bottom on the back, with little yellow
  ducks on the pants. And Georgie had a measles rash all over his face and body.


  Is any of their clothing missing, Mrs. Keeler?


  I dont know. I didnt look.


  Well, look now.


  She apparently considered this another challenge, something she had to decide to do or not do. Finally she got up. Sure, why not?


  It took her four or five minutes. Nothing was missing. When asked, she came up with an eight-by-ten studio photograph of the boys. They appeared to be little versions of their mother, with small
  teeth showing through plastic smiles.


  When the telephone rang, George Keeler jumped as though hed touched a live wire. It was loud and he grabbed it in the middle of the second ring; he listened, then said, Detective
  Peters, its for you.


  Ill take it in the kitchen. There was a yellow wall phone offering a little more privacy. Keeler hung up as soon as he heard my voice.


  Joe? Can you talk?


  I had left the Keelers phone number on Tim Nearys desk; he probably was going to ask what the hell I was doing in the middle of a domestic quarrel, which is what I had been asking
  myself.


  Whats up, Tim?


  His voice went flat and expressionless; the official kind of voice used to relay the kind of information Tim Neary had.


  Joe, Im going to read the descriptions of two D.O.A.s that just turned up over on Peck Avenue. Thats about six blocks from where you are. I havent been there, but
  Ill relay what I just got from the precinct. Two male Caucasians. Subject number oneapproximately three to four years old; death apparently by strangulation. Subject number
  twoapproximately five to six years old; death apparently caused by an as yet undetermined caliber gunshot wound at the base of the right side of the skull. Both victims blond hair, blue
  eyes; both dressed in yellow-and-white cotton knit pajamas.


  One kids pajamas has smiling moon faces; the other kids has a yellow duck face. I tried to swallow the sour lump that had become wedged in my throat.


  There was a long silence, then Neary said, Thems our babies. He gave the exact location. You got the father there, Joe? For an identification?


  Yeah. Is there a doctor at the scene, Tim? The guys an asthmatic. I think hes gonna need some help.


  Probably someone from the M.E.s office. Listen, get back to me with the confirmationor whateveras soon as you can. And, Joe? Put Catalano on for a minute; I want him
  to seal the premises. Were dealing with a double homicide. He couldnt resist adding, in an irritated voice, Christ, Joe, thats just what I need right now,
  huh?


  I couldnt think of anyone who really needed a double homicide, now or at any other time. I went back into the living room. Sam, captain wants to talk to you. Hes not happy
  about the report you did on the Flushing bank heist.


  Sams eyebrows shot up, but he didnt say anything; both Keelers were watching us closely. I went over to George and said, a little too loudly, Hey, George, tell you what.
  Lets you and me take a ride over to your ginmill in Sunnyside. That way, well have touched all the bases and your wife will believe that you havent been conning her. What do
  you say?


  When Catalano came back from the kitchen, his color had changed. He was still smooth and easy and he kept coming on with the blond mother, flexing his body, holding attention to himself, keeping
  it all under control. But his color had changed. And, for some reason, I think Kitty Keeler noticed it. I looked at her over my shoulder, just before we left the apartment and caught something:
  something in her eyes, some glint of terror or pain or anticipation. Something I would have to think about later.


  There were a number of official vehicles in the immediate vicinity when I pulled my Chevy alongside a squad car which had been parked haphazardly on Peck Avenue. There was an
  ambulance with the word MORTUARY printed front, back and on both sides. The whole area had a look of urgency.


  I gotta check on something for a minute, George. Be right back.


  There were uniformed personnel to deal with the curious neighbors, who really presented no problem: they were frightened middle-aged women for the most part. The homicide people were at work,
  measuring, photographing, cooperating with the forensic people, who were taking invisible samples of whatever substances they deemed should be brushed or scraped into the inevitable plasticine
  envelopes. A CBS-TV camera crew had just arrived; a crew from the Daily News was flashing pictures.


  Captain Chris Wise of the Queens Homicide was present and in charge. Chris had been my boss for nearly four years and we knew each other for longer than that. He nodded to me, then jerked a
  thumb to indicate where the bodies were.


  Understand you guys took a call, Joe, about two missing kids this morning?


  Yeah.


  Well, I dont think theyre missing anymore. He turned toward the street, where my car was parked. Who ya got, the father?


  Yeah.


  Captain Wise led the way and motioned his men aside. He reached down and pulled back the tarpaulin which had been tossed over the bodies. This what youre looking for,
  Joe?


  The lower torso, pajama clad, stuck out from beneath a small body wearing white pajamas with round, smiling yellow moon faces. Face down in earth softened by morning mist, then slightly hardened
  by the sun. The head of the child on top seemed peculiar; it had swelled to twice normal size as the result of the brain having been penetrated by a foreign object. A bullet in the head causes
  various fluids to flow; the childs head was bloated as though air had been blown unevenly into a balloon. There wasnt very much blood, just a thick, dark, wormlike mass at the base of
  the skull on the right side, site of penetration, and a few trickles down the thin neck. The pale-blond hair lifted in a breeze, then settled back into place. The huge head was slightly to one side
  and the face had turned the color of a bruise; the features were swollen and distorted.


  The face of the younger child was covered by his brothers body. There was a strong, peculiar yet familiar odor. Captain Wise said, Dog shit, Joe. The smaller kid is lying with his
  face in dog shit.


  Automatically, my hand began to massage the biting pain in my stomach. Captain, can they be turned over yet? I mean, thats their father in my car. Its bad enough
  without him having to see them like that.


  Give it five minutes more, Joe. He put a hand on my arm and we turned away from the bodies. He spoke while looking down at his well-polished shoes. Whats the story
  with the parents?


  There wasnt very much to tell, and when we circled back the bodies had been placed on their backs, side by side.


  Cant they wipe the kids face, for Christs sake, before the father sees them? I mean, dog shit in the kids mouth.


  Chris Wise jabbed at the smaller child with the tip of his shoe. A few pieces of dried-up brownish substance slipped down along the kids head. Then Chris wiped his shoe along the length
  of the kids pajama leg, making sure his shine wasnt ruined. Which is one of the things I never learned to do in four years of homicide work: to treat a dead human being as an object,
  an end product of someones rage or craziness or greed or jealousy or revenge or whatever the hell else. Which is one of the reasons why I have ulcers.


  Chris finished wiping his shoes on the dead kids body, then watched me with that tight close smile of his. Want me to comb their hair too, Joe? Maybe I should travel with a
  cosmetic kit.


  George Keeler looked up blankly when I approached my car. What happened here, anyway? Boy, lots of cops, huh?


  George, would you come with me for a minute? George, theres been an accident. Its very bad. Both of your boys.


  George Keeler stared at me for a split second, then yanked his arm free. He spun around wildly, then lunged to where they waited for him, just behind the bushes. George stood over them, stared
  down at them. He stretched his arms out in an empty, meaningless gesture, then dropped to his knees. He looked up at the circle of men who watched him. Who stood and watched him and werent
  doing a goddamn thing for his boys. He flung himself over the small bodies, protecting them from view, covering them, hiding them from the expressionless stares. He grabbed the smaller, Georgie, by
  the shoulders and tried to pull him into a sitting position; he began to shake the body; he began gasping and yelling.


  Help them. Theres something wrong with them. My God, help them, dont just stand there staring, theres something the matter with my boys. Georgie! Terry! Help them,
  help them!


  It took two other cops besides me to pull his childs dead body from his grasp and to drag George Keeler to the ambulance.


  Heart attack, heart attack, the white-faced young intern muttered. He jumped into the ambulance and instructed a uniformed cop to help him with the oxygen mask.


  Captain Wise placed himself between the intern, who looked terrified, and George Keeler.


  You goddamn fuckin fool, this mans hyperventilating. You give him a whiff of oxygen and hes dead. Asthma, dummy, hes having an asthma attack.


  The intern was stricken by the terrible possible consequences of his near-mistake. His face and mind seemed to go blank. Chris Wise turned him around and shoved him back toward the ambulance,
  and apparently the intern remembered what to do. He emerged to give George a shot of adrenalin.


  Within a few minutes, the loud wet sucking sounds eased and George was breathing easier. He suddenly pushed the intern back and reached out to me. I helped him up and the pressure of his hand
  was numbing.


  We gotta tell Kitty, George Keeler said. Oh my God Almighty, we gotta tell my poor Kitty.


  We practically burst into the apartment, a flying wedge of policemen, but Kitty Keeler didnt seem to notice. She leaped from her chair, mouth opened, eyes wide and
  seeing only her husband. She reached out for George, her bracelets clanging and sliding up her slender arms. She grabbed at his sleeves, then at his shirt front.


  George Keeler turned away; looked over his shoulder; over her head; looked at the ceiling, the floor, the walls, anywhere, at anything but at his wife.


  George, she called to him. Finally she pounded his chest with a clenched fist. Whats wrong, George? Whats the matter? My God, George, Georgie, talk to
  me!


  He inhaled slowly and steadily to the fullest capacity of his lungs. Then, arms dangling at his sides, he looked directly at his wife and in a terrible voice he told her, Theyre
  dead, baby. Theyre dead. Both boys. Both of them. Theyre dead.


  Kitty shook her head slowly from side to side and said, Dont say that. Dont say a stupid thing like that. What the hells the matter with you, to say a dumb stupid
  thing like that? Dont say that. George!


  He stood against her onslaught of fists and words and protests, and his mouth kept moving, saying the same words, over and over again.


  Theyre dead, baby. Theyre dead.

  
  


  Mary Hogan was a small pear-shaped woman whose delicate features bore a striking resemblance to her daughters. There was some confusion as to who had directed that Mrs. Hogan be picked up
  from the Bronx bakery where she worked and brought to the Keeler apartment. The reason was obvious: it was felt that Kitty Keeler might be needing her mother.


  Mrs. Hogan brought a Father Kerrigan from St. Simon Stock along with her. He was one of those Irish priests of indeterminate age: perpetually boyish, smooth-cheeked, tenor-voiced, a few silver
  speckles in his blond-red hair. He kept informing everyone that Mrs. Hogan was hard of hearing, and would we speak carefully, she was good at lip reading.


  George Keeler came from the bedroom and went directly to his mother-in-law. She virtually disappeared from sight in his embrace, and the one muffled cry came from him. She carefully disengaged
  herself and studied his face with great intensity. Her eyes, obviously from years of serving partially as her ears as well, were sharp, somewhat glassy, but whatever tears they contained were
  frozen inside her sockets.


  George, she said in a soft flat brogue, where are they? Where are my little ones? George, whats happened here?


  Kitty Keeler staggered into the room. Her face had gone dead white. She pushed George aside, pointed at the small stiff-backed woman and said to her husband, What is she doing
  here? What the fuck is she doing here?


  While Mrs. Hogan could not see what her daughter had said, she felt the impact of her anger. As though believing that no one could hear her unless facing her, she waited until her daughter
  turned to her and then, softly, almost in a whisper, she said, Kitty, Kitty, Kitty. What have you done?
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