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Chapter Six

Detective Pat Murphy sauntered into the squad room and, taking a seat at his desk, waited for his partner to hang up the telephone.  He didn’t have to wait long.  When Frank finished his call and was replacing the receiver, Pat informed him, “A couple of uniforms from the 5th precinct picked up the Morissey kid and brought him in. He’s cooling his heels in room two.”

Frank nodded in acknowledgement then leaned back in his chair with a satisfied grunt. “Jesus Pat, but we caught a lucky break on this one.  I’d feel a whole lot better telling Abby what happened if I can also tell her we found her parents and the creeps who did this. What do we know about the witness?”

“Some guy out walking his dog….lives across the side road from the cemetery and saw the hearse from Ryan and Sons Funeral Home there that night --”

“How can he be sure it was from Ryan’s?” Frank interjected,  squinting suspiciously.  The last thing we need now is a bogus witness!

Pat grinned and replied, “He says he knows it was from Ryan’s because he saw the dent on the right side of the back bumper.  Apparently old man Ryan is half-blind with cataracts and ended up denting the bumper when he backed into this guy’s fence last winter.”

“Are we sure this guy isn’t just out to settle a score?” Frank pressed.

Shrugging, Pat answered, “Could be, but doesn’t seem likely.  This asshole was bragging to the two uniforms at 5th about how he squeezed Ryan’s for double the cost of the repair to his fence due to the fact that the old man shouldn’t have been driving to begin with.”

“So where’s he been ‘til now? “
“Ol’ man Ryan?”

“The witness!”

“Oh!  He says he didn’t know anything about any grave-robbing ‘til he heard it on the news and remembered seeing Ryan’s hearse out there in the middle of the night a couple of weeks ago.  DeFalco and Cryer went out to Ryan’s and talked to the old man and the two sons.  Turns out the younger of the two – Johnny? Jimmy? --”

“Jackie,” Frank supplied the correct name.

“Yeah, right…Jackie.  Anyway, it turns out that Jackie Ryan is one of them bleeding heart liberals who want to give ex-cons a leg up when they get out of the joint, so he tends to hire through the parole board.  That’s where he got these two clowns, Morrisey and Kowalski.”
“And we’re sure they’re the ones who were out there that night?” Frank asked a bit more hopefully.

“Hell yeah!” Pat laughed.  “No sooner was Morrisey pulled in by the two beat cops at 5th then the kid starts pissing himself, confessing to anybody who would listen.”

Frank smiled unenthusiastically.  “And Kowalski?”

Pat’s smile faded.  Shaking his head, he replied grimly, “Still in the wind.”

Sighing, Frank ran a hand over his face and stood.  “Okay….interview room two, you said?”

Pat shot to his feet nervously.  “Hey Frank, listen….why don’t you let me handle the interrogation.”

Frank glared unappreciatively.  “I can handle a simple interrogation, Murphy!  Christ!”

“I know….I know, Frankie, but…well…Mike was your partner, you know?  You want a clean confession, right?”  Pat held his breath, praying that Frank would see the logic of his suggestion.

Averting his eyes, Frank said nothing at first.  Then, in a low voice fraught with intensity, he said, “Fine, Pat, but you go in that door, you don’t fucking come out until you find out where these pricks stashed the Durbin’s bodies….and what they planned to do with them.”
“I will, Frank, I will,” Pat assured him as he backed towards the interview room.  Standing at the door with his hand on the doorknob, he waited until he saw Frank go into the small observation room just on the other side of the room where Morrisey waited.  From that claustrophobic space, Frank would be able to watch the interrogation through the two-way mirror.

The young man waiting in the room visibly jumped in his seat when Pat entered the room. “Eddie, Eddie, Eddie….” Pat began as he flipped through the folder in his hand.  “Just couldn’t manage to keep your nose clean, huh?”
“Look, man, I’ll tell you anything you want to know, but you gotta cut me a break here!  I was just along for the muscle.  I didn’t have hardly anything to do with it!  I swear to God!  It was Kowalski who arranged the whole thing!  He’s the one you want!”

Pat leaned against the wall and let the young man ramble on until he was spent.  When the boy finally stopped talking, Pat sighed and shook his head in mock-sympathy.  “But we don’t have Kowalski, Eddie....we’ve got you, and we know that you were there at the cemetery that night.  We know you helped dig up those graves and removed the bodies.  Now think about how your parole officer is going to like hearing that.”

“Aw, shit, man!” the boy whined desperately.  “I’m telling you, I just went along.  Kowalski arranged this deal!”

Tossing the closed folder on the table, Pat pulled out a chair and sat down.  Peering at Morrisey closely, he sternly ordered, “Tell me about this deal.  Why did Kowalski want to steal the bodies of a cop and his wife.”

“He was hired to do it.”

“To steal those specific bodies?”

“Yeah.”

“So someone hires Kowlaski, and he hires you to help?”

Morrisey nodded.  “Said there’d be a couple of Franklin’s in it for me.”

“Okay, so this guy hires you guys and the two of you head out that night to the cemetery in the hearse you ‘borrowed’ from Ryan’s?” 
“Three.”

“What?”

“Three….there were three of us.”

With a furtive glance toward the mirror that hid Frank, Pat asked, “Who was third guy?”

“Girl.”

“Girl?!” Pat exclaimed in surprise.  “Eddie, I’m losing my patience here, pal!  You’d better explain everything, and this time, leave nothing out or I’ll have you back at Riker’s so fast, it will make your head spin, you hear me?”

“Okay, okay!  The girl – she’s the one who hired Kowalski – and she came along to show us which graves to…uh…you know, work on.”

Pulling a sheath of papers from the folder and pen from his pocket, Pat started writing as he asked, “What was her name?”

“I dunno.”  Pat glared disbelievingly at the young hood.  “I swear!  I’d never seen her before that night, but Kowalski seemed to know her.”
Uncertain whether or not to believe the boy, Pat continued, “Can you provide a description?”

“Well, yeah!” Eddie smiled.  “She was real nice looking.”

“Yeah, we’re going to need something more to go on than that, Eddie,” Pat shot back sarcastically.  “Describe her, you moron!”

“Oh!  Uh, well, let’s see….she was – I dunno – maybe nineteen or twenty, dark brown hair, like kind of to her shoulders….blue eyes or maybe they were grey or hazel, it was dark.  She stood…well, almost to my shoulder….real pretty.  I could have went for her, but I’ve had my share of nutty broads.”

Pat was writing the description as Eddie gave it.  “Nutty, huh?  You mean because she hired you guys to dig up the graves?”

“Well, yeah, there’s that, too….”  

“Was there something else?” Pat pushed, rolling his eyes in frustration. 
Eddie squirmed anxiously.  “Yeah….well, for instance, when we…uh, you know…finished and had the coffins out and open, she went over and started talking to them…like they were alive or something!  All sweet and gentle and shit.  It was weird!  And then, when we were lifting the old man from the coffin - well, he was heavier than I was expecting – and so I drop his leg, and she goes off on me!  Yells at me not to hurt him!  I mean, the stiff is dead, man, and here she’s acting like he’s gonna get hurt!  Like I said…nutty!”
After a moment’s thought, Pat asked again,   “You’re sure you didn’t catch a name?”
Eddie just shook his head.

“You said Kowalski knew this girl….maybe you might have heard him call her by her name?  Think, Morrisey!”

His expression pensive, the ex-con replayed that night in his mind.  After a minute or so, he was struggling to reach for a particular memory…..


“Kill the damn lights!  You want someone to notice we’re in here?” she seethed.  


“Jesus Christ!  And you guys think your professionals?  You’re frigging


 idiots!”

“We’ve got everything under control, sweetheart, so you don’t need to worry    about a thing,” Kowalski assured her. “You’re nerves are just on edge.  Relax and let us do our job …..”
And then Kowalski said her name…..“Maggie?” Eddie ventured aloud, “Annie?”

“Abby?”

Both Pat and Morrisey whirled their heads toward the voice coming from the doorway.  Frank stood there, staring at Eddie Morrisey, and looking three shades more pale than he was when Pat last saw him.

“Abby!” Eddie cried.  “Yeah, that’s it!  Abby!”

Pat and Frank’s eyes locked, each knowing what the other was thinking.  Without a word to Eddie Morrisey, Pat stood and led Frank just outside the room.  Once he was sure they were out of earshot, Pat quietly asked, “Who handled the funeral for the Durbin’s, Frank?”

The expression on Frank’s face alone was enough to confirm Pat’s suspicions, but his partner replied anyway, “Ryan’s.”

“So, it’s possible that Abby would have known Kowalski…known his history?”  It was more of an observation than a question, really, but Frank nodded in agreement.

Pat Murphy blew a sigh.  “It’s time to pay Abigail a visit, Frank.”

Again, Frank nodded wordlessly.

“Before we leave, I’ll have dispatch put an APB out for Kowalski.  We gotta bring him in.”

Remembering the gun hidden in Abby’s purse that Paul McCartney warned him about, Frank whispered direly, “We may not find him, Pat.”

