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1

Miko Onizaka winced as his fifteen footer burned the cup and spun
dead on the lip. He stood motionless, the anguish of another defeat setting in.
Then he whipped the putter in a furious swing of frustration and stomped
toward the ball. The air crackled, the green quaked. The crowd rustled
nervously behind me. We all had heard the rumors of blind drunks, violent
temper tantrums, fealty to a sponsor who demanded success at any cost. I’d
always ascribed these stories to xenophobia. But watching my opponent subtly
change from a golf pro to a downsized sumo wrestler with powerfully rounded
shoulders and a paunch as soft as iron, I felt a twinge of chauvinism.

Onizaka glared at his ball for a long moment before tapping it in. The
crowd held its collective breath as he walked stiffly to the fringe. My caddie
plopped my freshly buffed golf ball into my hand.

I cleared my mind, crouched at my coin, and aimed the label of my golf
ball straight at the cup. Three feet of close-cropped bluegrass separated me
from a sudden-death win in the Metropolitan Golf Championship. I glanced
around, freezing the scene in a mental diorama. Wykagyl Country Club, New
Rochelle, New York. Present day. Onizaka strangling his golf glove, local
sportswriters scribbling on notepads, police auxiliary raising hands for silence,
golf nuts in all shapes and sizes jockeying for a view. I wanted to remember
every detail. This putt meant more to me than a title and a fat paycheck. The
Met winner also earned an automatic berth in the Classic, the local stop on the
PGA Tour. I had screwed up my one chance at becoming a touring pro. This
three-footer was my backdoor to a dream.

I rammed it home.
The gallery exploded in applause. My caddie danced the samba with the

flagstick. The sportswriters barked for comments. The police joined hands to
prevent a wholesale stampede across the green. I waded through the crush to
offer my hand to Onizaka. Shreds of his glove littered the fringe, and I
wondered if devotion to good sportsmanship might cost me a working set of
knuckles. Luckily, someone grabbed my shoulder.

“Please come with me, Mr. Lenahan.”
The county trooper stood a full head above me. Black, articulate, with a

ranger hat strapped tightly to his jaw and forearms the size of Popeye’s, he
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radiated a calm detachment in the floodtide of bodies roiling around us.
Sometimes the most minor detail reinforces the reality of a situation. I became
the Met champion the instant my putt clicked against the bottom of the cup.
But the idea of this gladiator steering me safely to a blue and white cruiser
parked on a macadam cart path drove my accomplishment home. My stomach
fluttered pleasantly. All hail the conqueror.

But when the trooper opened the rear door I sensed something strange.
And when he gunned the cruiser through the clubhouse parking lot I knew this
wasn’t a victory procession.

“Where the hell are we going?” I said, my fingers entwined in the cage
separating the front and back seats.

“Milton,” he said. “You are wanted for questioning.”
My chest collapsed against a thumping heart. Minor detail, hell. I was

in trouble. Sudden, severe, indefinable trouble. A minute ago I had climbed to
the top of my own little world. Now I felt like a poor slob who’d been flattened
by an air conditioner from twenty stories and stood before St. Peter wondering
what the hell happened.

I resisted the normal inclination to jabber my way into deeper hot water.
I’d been a golf pro for five years, more than half the length of time I spent as a
practicing attorney. A bete noire from my previous life was the client who tried
to buddy up to his arresting officer. Cops aren’t your buddies. They are paid to
arrest people, and a good part of the job involves bending what you say into
something they want to hear. I wasn’t strictly under arrest. Questioning was the
last word the trooper said before retreating into authoritarian silence. So I
settled onto the seat and watched the suddenly unfamiliar scenery whip past
while searching my memory for the last crime I may have committed. An
ignominious start to my reign as Met champ.

I expected Milton to mean the Milton Police Station, but we skirted the
village and turned into the grounds of my employer, the Milton Country Club.
The cruiser’s suspension bucked down a service road that dipped and curved
through wooded hills until it smoothed out at the wide treeless expanse known
as the linksland. I pulled myself up to the cage. Two hundred yards beyond the
windshield, several Milton squad cars gathered alongside a pond. Their
gumball lights flicked bright blue against the hazy July sky.

A siren whooped behind us and an ambulance whisked past, its tires
kicking up clouds of grass and sand. The trooper parked behind the squad cars
and ordered me out of the back seat. Several cops huddled on a rocky island
that supported the twin spans of a wooden footbridge linking the eighth green
to the ninth tee.

“Yo, DiRienzo!” the trooper yelled across the water.
DiRienzo straightened up, a hulk in white shirtsleeves towering above

the huddled uniforms. His eyes locked onto mine, and he lumbered across the
bridge.
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“Lenahan,” he growled at me, then turned to the trooper. “Thanks, bud.
You want to stick around and see how we work?”

A hint of a smirk crossed the trooper’s face. “I’ll pass,” he said. He
flicked the brim of his hat in a curt salute and marched to his cruiser.

“What the hell’s going on here, Chicky?” I said. DiRienzo’s given
name was Charles, and he hated the diminutive nickname. I didn’t like being
hauled away from a tournament, so we were even.

“I’m asking the questions, okay?” DiRienzo’s head was about three
sizes too small for the rest of him, like a football player minus a helmet. The
hairless red arms poking out of his shirtsleeves looked like boiled hot dogs.
“You hired Tony LaSalle to dive in this pond, right?”

Another Milton patrol car crunched to a stop behind us. A police diver
in full scuba gear bounced out. His partner lifted the trunk and began pounding
stakes into the hardpan and stringing bright orange tape.

“What happened to Tony?” I said.
“Nothing. Now did you hire him? It’s a very specific question.”
I noticed Tony now. He knelt on the far side of the island and stared

very intently at the water.
“Yeah.” I said.
“Want to tell me what the hell a golf pro needs with a frogman?”
“I hire Tony twice a year to dredge golf balls out of the ponds,” I said.

“Technically, any ball lost in a water hazard becomes property of the club pro.”
DiRienzo closed one eye and considered my explanation. I’d known

Chicky since his days as a rookie patrolman pounding along Merchant Street.
He wasn’t very smart, and compensated by casting suspicion on everyone and
everything around him. He owed his detective shield to tenacity and
departmental politics rather than any talent for detection.

He thumped my chest with the back of his hand. I followed him across
the bridge and instantly saw the object of everyone’s interest: several sausage
links floating on the dark water about three yards off the island. A dragonfly
danced around them, then spun off into the marshes.

A few sausages seemed like a strange reason for the commotion. Maybe
I had missed the point. Then the sausages seemed to leap right out of the water
at me, and I realized with a sharp jab to the solar plexus the sausages were
fingers. Human fingers. Swollen, coated with pond scum, their flesh a garish
purple.

“I was pickin’ along when I felt somethin’, sorta like a dead fish maybe
wedged between two rocks,” he said. Dried pond water crusted his hair and
mustache. A fresh coat of sunburn raged on his brow. “I pushed and grabbed,
then it popped up like a goddam Jack-in-the-box.”

“Any idea who it is?”
“I wasn’t using a mask. I was rootin’ around in the shallows with my

hand. Probably can’t see anything in this soup anyhow. I’da had to raise him,
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and I wasn’t gonna do that. I ran down to the call box at the end of the service
road. Called the cops from there. DiRienzo ask about me?”

“He wanted to know why I hired a diver. I told him.”
“So did I. He didn’t believe me.”
“Suspicion is his civic duty.”

` The police diver eased into the water with a nylon net strung between
inflatable bladders. His wake rolled lazily across the pond as he
submerged. The hand sank out of sight. Draughts of bubbles spiraled in
the water.
The diver surfaced and gave a thumbs up. A moment later, two yellow

floats popped into view. Slung between them was the body of Sylvester Miles.
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