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PART I



They change their skies above them,
But not their hearts that roam.


—RUDYARD KIPLING,


    The Native-Born


 


 


Why do I often meet your visage here?
Your eyes like agate lanterns—on and on
Below the toothpaste and the dandruff ads?


—HART CRANE, The Tunnel
    (New York Subway)
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In the long ago an eagle circled high above a rabbit burrow and would swoop down and lay on the ground a branch of ripe berries, and then climb high again into the sky.


The rabbit would see how high the eagle was and know there was time to leave the safety of the burrow to snatch the berries and return to the burrow before the eagle could reach him from up so high.


Again the next day the eagle would swoop down and leave a branch of berries, but this time a little farther from the burrow. Again the rabbit would see the eagle circling high in the clear sky and seize the berries and return to the burrow before the eagle might reach him.


For seven days this happened, each day the rabbit venturing farther from its burrow, and the eagle simply circled high overhead and looked very small against the pale blue top of the sky. The rabbit decided the berries were a gift, but still the eagle was an eagle and not to be trusted.


On the eighth day the branch of berries was still far from the burrow, but the eagle so small in the sky seemed no threat and like a mote in the rabbit’s wary eye.


But as the rabbit left his burrow the eagle became larger, and it wasn’t an eagle at all this time but a hawk that had seemed so high only because it was smaller than the eagle the rabbit usually saw. Too late the rabbit realized what had happened. There was no time to return to the safety of the burrow.


The weak things in the world have a time to die that is sooner than the strong. That is why the spirit made the weak and the strong. In its heart, the rabbit knew this and was still.


The hawk swooped down, and its wings spread wider and wider and covered the sun and made the sky black. The hawk’s talons cut like blades into the rabbit’s back, and the rabbit screamed as the hawk lifted it higher and higher into a blackness darker than the night. The screams became the wind and the beating of the hawk’s great wings the thunder of the coming storms.


In the long-ago day, these things did happen.
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New York, the present


Vera Doaks keyed the lock on her apartment door and told herself she needed to be patient.


She’d been in New York a little more than a month. That wasn’t a long time, and already she’d placed an article in the airline magazine Nation Travels and sold a short story to a nationally published mystery magazine. Her MFA from Ohio State University was paying off. She told herself it wouldn’t be long before she wouldn’t have to wait tables in order to pay the rent. Some publisher would pay it for her.


She paused by the framed flea-market mirror in the entry hall and tilted her head to the side for a dust jacket publicity shot. The attractive redhead in the mirror smiled out at her, with wide cheekbones like a model’s, intense brown eyes, slightly upturned nose, strong cleft chin, a knowing, confident grin.


Look intelligent now.


Her famous writer look. Vera practiced it frequently.


A career as a novelist was what really interested her. The short story she’d sold was going to be the basis for her first book, a suspense novel set in her new city, New York.


She was from a small town, and she loved the hurricane of activity every day in the city, then the pulsing energy that maintained it through the nights. The theater (which she could barely afford), the delis and street vendors, the wandering transfixed tourists, the underground city of subways and tragic songs and sometimes dangerous people, the rich stepping over the poor, the poor rising up to be rich, the maelstrom of races and religions, of neighborhoods and languages and the uncertainties of life; she thrilled to all of it. Here, Vera knew, was the stuff of inspiration and of great fiction. Vera was positive she was capable of inspiration. She never gave up believing in herself. Nobody had ever explained to her satisfaction why she should.


She hadn’t given up hope on the short story and article she’d submitted, and here she was, able to pay another month’s rent on the Hell’s Kitchen walk-up apartment she’d come to love.


Love, of the romantic sort, that was the one thing missing in her unfolding life of good fortune.


There’s no need to give up hope for that, either.


She unlaced her joggers, worked her heels out of them, and kicked off the gray composite and canvas shoes so they bounced off a wall. Walked over to where her bed and a dresser were located behind a three-panel Chinese-print folding screen in the cramped efficiency apartment. From an apportioned space that passed for a closet, where one of the apartment’s many exposed water pipes served as a hanger rod, she drew out the foundation of her wardrobe—a simple black dress. It seemed that every woman in New York owned a simple black dress and was in competition with every other woman over how to wear and accessorize it. She had uncomfortable but serviceable black high-heeled pumps to wear with the dress tonight, a white scarf and pearls, a matching knockoff Prada purse she’d bought from a street vendor. And she could do wonders with her shoulder-length red hair that was almost dark enough to be auburn. She wasn’t pale, like a lot of redheads. Her dark eyes were flecked with green. Not a ravishing beauty, to be sure, but she and her black dress could compete, and they could damn well win.


It was just that so far they hadn’t.


She peeled off her faded jeans and Yankees T-shirt, then her Macy’s panties, and padded barefoot to the sectioned-off bathroom area with its cramped shower stall.


Tonight might be the night. Tonight, tonight . . . The words were a melody in her mind.


What was that song from? She searched her memory.


Ah! West Side Story. A great musical, based on Romeo and Juliet. The ultimate lovers.


Well, she was on the West Side.


Vera adjusted the squeaky porcelain faucet handles and stepped beneath the water.


She picked up the smooth oblong sliver of soap and began to sing, knowing that out there in the night the city pulsed like her heart and waited, and the possibilities were endless.


Tonight, tonight . . .
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Total darkness, total pain.


Where am I?


Vera tried to raise her head and look around, and a deep ache closed on the back of her neck like a claw. She let her head drop backward.


Backward?


That was when she realized she was hanging from her bound wrists and ankles. Her mind flashed on photos she’d seen of large dead animals, their lifeless heads dangling, being carried that way on horizontal poles by hunters. Only she wasn’t being carried; she was stationary. The pain was from her cramped neck muscles, and from her body weight pulling down on her wrists and ankles. She could see nothing in the blackness. Hear nothing.


Her head, flush with the blood rushing to it, began to throb with almost unendurable pain behind her ears. She tried to ask if anyone was there, what was happening, but her mouth wouldn’t open. Something, tape probably, was over her lips, sealing them together. She parted them with difficulty but could only make a soft muffled sound halfway between a moan and a sob. She made the pitiful sound again. Any sound was better than the darkness and silence, and the pain.


She tried again to lift her head, but it weighed a thousand pounds.


But with the thought of motion, and another stab of pain, came memory.


Last night at Risqué Business, the man she’d had a couple of drinks with . . . darkly handsome . . . well dressed in dark pants and a gray sport jacket . . . a red tie . . . and with a cosmopolitan air, what used to be called smooth.


She tried to recall his name.


Had he ever told her?


Light!


Blinding her. She involuntarily clenched her eyes shut.


When Vera did manage to open her eyes wider than slits she saw the bottom of a floor, rough wood planks running one direction, joists another. Her wrists were tied together with thick rope that had cut off circulation so that her fingers were pale. She strained to see her ankles, her feet—are they as pale and bloodless as my hands?—but couldn’t pull them into her field of vision. She did see several long fluorescent fixtures, two glowing tubes in each. There must be lots of fixtures. That was where all the light was coming from. And the faint, crackling buzzing.


She realized she’d been able to raise her head slightly, almost to the horizontal, and with realization came another shot of pain at the base of her neck. Her head dropped again, dangling at a sharp angle from the thin stalk of her neck.


But she managed to turn her head slightly, before the pain stopped her. She saw that she was in what looked like a large basement. Gray concrete walls, wooden support beams, exposed steam and water pipes, round ductwork with shreds of insulation hanging from some of it like grotesque stalactites.


Asbestos? Could be dangerous.


The pain became unbearable, and she tried not to move at all other than to blink away her tears.


In the glimpse she’d had of herself, confirmed by the lack of constriction on her upper arms and her legs, she knew she was nude.


Someone—What’s his name? I need to know it so I can plead, beg for him to stop whatever’s going to happen!— someone had done this to her, put something in her drink, perhaps. Something had caused her to black out, to awaken here, dangling from her bound wrists and ankles like a . . . She didn’t want to know what. Or didn’t want to think about it.


Tears welled again in her eyes and tracked downward along her temples, beneath her hairline. Tickling as if in cruel and obscene jest.


Motion caught her gaze, and there he was in her painblurred vision, the man from last night. She wasn’t surprised to see him. He had to be responsible for this.


He was walking toward her, also nude, like a figure in a dream. Only it wasn’t a dream. She could only pray that it might be. That she might wake up a second time, in her apartment, in her bed. Safe.


When she saw the knife in the man’s hand her heart leaped. She did try to struggle then, but couldn’t so much as squirm. Her hyperextended arms and legs were like lifeless tense cables preventing her from crashing to the concrete floor.


She saw that the man had an erection, and at that moment he reached up with the blade and must have sliced through the rope binding her wrists to the horizontal beam, because her upper body suddenly dropped.


She flinched as she swung downward. Surely her head was going to crack open on the hard floor.


But her body swung like a pendulum, swiveling slightly, her hair brushing the floor with each pass. Though her wrists were bound together, her arms were free now. She reached over her head—which was downward—and her fingertips scraped the concrete floor. There was no pain though, only numbness.


As she swung she saw something circular beneath her, a drain cover.


She dragged her numbed fingertips over the rough floor again, hearing them scrape, feeling her nails bend back and tear, as she tried to stop her body from swinging. If only she could stop she might support some of her weight by pressing her fingertips against the floor, reduce the pain in her ankles. The full burden of her weight was pulling on her ankles now, and she was swinging in lessening arcs. The rope must be digging into her flesh. She could feel something warm trickling down her calves, past her knees, along the insides of her thighs toward her crotch.


Blood!


The rope must have cut deeply into her ankles. She flashed a vision of her twisted, torn flesh.


Oh, God!


There was a sudden burning sensation on the right side of her neck. Then on the left. She caught a glimpse of a bloody knife blade and knew the man had slit her throat.


It wasn’t her throat, though. It couldn’t be.


Then she accepted that it was and lifted her arms, probed with her fingers, felt warm blood and something else.


It was when she heard the trickle of her blood in the drain that the real horror engulfed her. Her life was draining away, her remaining time, her remaining everything!


She panicked and tried to suck in air through her nose, and managed to raise her hands enough to rip the tape from her mouth. She drew in a breath to scream but inhaled only blood.


The man had waited until the pendulum arc of Vera’s swinging body narrowed and was almost stopped before he cut the large carotid arteries of her neck.


He watched her.


Watched her.


After she’d tried to scream, he’d drawn the blade across her taut throat.


She wasn’t alive when her body slowed to describe a small elliptical orbit above the drain and finally dangled motionless from the beam.


Nor was she alive to see the man, showered and neatly dressed, leave the building’s basement, switching off the lights behind him.


She’d been dead for several hours when he returned to make sure she was completely bled out.
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In the feeble light from his car’s outmoded headlights, retired NYPD homicide detective Frank Quinn didn’t see the damned thing. Not soon enough, anyway.


His old black Lincoln Town Car jounced and rattled over a pothole the size of a bomb crater, and he wondered if he’d chipped a tooth. He lifted what was left of his Cuban cigar from the ashtray and chomped down on it to use it as a mouthpiece so it might at least pad another such impact of upper and lower jaws.


He knew cigars were bad for him and had pretty much given them up, but the Cubans were too much of a temptation. Or maybe part of the appeal was that they were illegal, and he used to be a cop.


He smiled, knowing a cop was never something you used to be. He’d always figured small transgressions forestalled larger ones, so the cigars were okay.


Quinn cursed silently at traffic on Broadway as he jockeyed the big car north toward West Seventy-fifth Street and his apartment. The windows were up, and the air conditioner was humming away in its struggle with the hot summer evening. There was a slight persistent vibration of metal on metal—possibly a bearing in the blower fan motor going out. Quinn made a mental note to have it looked at. This would be a bad time of year for the car to lose its air-conditioning.


A traffic signal changed a block up, and a string of cars near the curb accelerated and made the sharp right turn onto the cross street. This created a break in the heavy traffic, and Quinn gratefully took advantage of all that barren pavement before him and ran the car up to about forty-five—a fast clip for most Manhattan streets.


Feeling pretty good, he puffed on his cigar and almost smiled. This was his poker night with five other retired or almost retired NYPD cops, and he’d won over a hundred dollars. It hadn’t been a high-stakes game, so he was far and away the big winner. Everybody but Quinn bitched when they stopped playing, as agreed upon, with the last hand dealt before ten o’clock sharp. Quinn always felt unreasonably triumphant after coming out ahead at poker, even though at the level of skill where he was playing luck had everything to do with the out-come. Still, his life had left him at a point where he took his victories where he could find them.


Light glinted brightly for a moment in the Lincoln’s left outside mirror. Headlights behind him. Despite the car’s brisk speed, the trailing traffic was catching up. Quinn squinted and checked the rearview mirror, but didn’t see much. The thick cigar smoke was doing something to the rear window, fogging it up so he couldn’t see out.


Is it doing that to my lungs?


He could see well enough to know the car behind was too damned close.


Tailgaters always ticked him off. He ran the Lincoln up over fifty.


Almost immediately the big car’s black leather interior was bathed in alternating flashes of red, making it damned difficult to see anything outside.


Irritated, Quinn braked down to about ten miles per hour and peered through the windshield to find a space where he could veer in and stop at the curb.


There didn’t seem to be a space.


Hell with it, he thought, and was about to double-park when a cab pulled out into traffic ahead of him, vacating a space. Quinn steered in close to the curb and saw that there was a fire hydrant there. That was the only reason there was a parking space in this part of town, and it was illegal. He braked to a halt anyway.


If there’s a fire, I’ll move.


The reflected flashing lights grew brighter, the headlights blinding, as the police car wedged in at an angle behind him. He let the Lincoln roll forward a few feet, giving the driver behind him as much room as possible.


Quinn knew better than to get out of the car. He sat still, his hands high on the steering wheel where they could be seen, and watched in the rearview mirror. In the whirligig haze of reflected light behind him, he saw doors open on both sides of the police car. Darkly silhouetted figures climbed out and advanced on the Lincoln, seeming to move jerkily in the alternating light show.


This shouldn’t take long. Quinn might even know one or both of the uniforms. And the cops might know him. He could easily talk his way out of a ticket. Quinn was much respected in the NYPD. He even occasionally heard the word “legend.” He prepared himself to exchange some friendly words and be on his way.


In the mirror he saw one of the silhouetted cops turn back toward the police car. Quinn figured the uniform was going to run a check on the Lincoln’s plates.


Odd, Quinn thought. They could have both waited in the car while the plates were run. It was also odd that the cop on the driver’s side had returned to the police car. It would make more sense for that cop to approach the Lincoln and talk to Quinn through the lowered window.


The one on the right side of the Lincoln, who should have been doing the license check, kept coming, then passed briefly from view at the edge of the mirror.


Quinn felt a prickly sensation on the back of his neck. Something was wrong here.


Brightness slid to the side, out of the mirrors, and the radio car that had pulled Quinn over whooshed past him and continued down the street, its roof bar lights no longer flashing.


The passenger-side door of the Lincoln swung open, and the cop who’d approached on that side slid into the seat.


He wasn’t wearing a uniform. Instead he had on an unbuttoned light raincoat, though it wasn’t raining, and beneath it a suit and tie. A big man, in his late forties, overweight and with dark bags beneath his eyes. His jowls and the flesh beneath his chin sagged, making him look like nothing so much as a pensive bloodhound.


Quinn recognized him immediately, but the prickly sensation didn’t go away.


The man who’d slid out of the night and into his car was New York City Police Commissioner Harley Renz.


Renz smiled, not doing a thing for the bloodhound look, and glanced around. “Smells like hell in here.”


Quinn knew Renz was right. The cigar smoke odor had seeped into the upholstery and every cranny of the car. Even Quinn sometimes found it offensive, and he was used to it.


“You can get out as easy as you got in,” he said. He and Renz had always gotten along, but not in the friendliest manner, each knowing the other perhaps too well.


“You smoking one of those illegal Cuban cigars you like so much?”


“Venezuelan,” Quinn said.


“If you insist.” Renz settled back in his plush seat, still looking over at Quinn. “You got an extra?”


“No,” Quinn said. “You can finish this one.”


“It’ll finish you first.” Renz upped the amperage on his smile. His effort at charm. Still a bloodhound. His eyes had gotten droopier since Quinn had last seen him, slanting downward more at the outer corners as if weights were attached to the sagging flesh. He held his insincere smile as he stared at Quinn. “How’d you do?”


“Do?”


“At the poker game.”


“Won.”


“Ah. Really, all that means is you quit soon enough not to lose.”


“That why you stopped me? You riding in one of the traffic cars so you can collect graft from poker winners?”


“Seeing as I’ve become police commissioner, you should speak more respectfully to me.”


Quinn didn’t bother answering. He was wondering why Harley Renz would be interested enough in his poker night to follow him when he left the game.


“So what’s this about?” Quinn asked. “You want in?”


“I know some of those guys you’re playing cards with, Quinn. They cheat.”


“Your kind of game.”


“Even so . . .”


Quinn waited, tired of word games. He actually did have a sliver of respect for Renz, even though Renz represented authority and bureaucracy. Renz had at one time been a tough and effective homicide detective, and now and then it showed. And both men knew Renz was commissioner because of Quinn’s work on the Torso murders, for which Renz had skillfully garnered most of the credit. Quinn didn’t care about that. In fact, it had been part of the arrangement. The enthusiastically devious and ambitious Renz had used his newfound fame to become the most popular police commissioner in the city’s history. A media darling of monstrous proportions, his high standing in the polls translated into leverage he didn’t hesitate to use.


“I want to tell you a story,” Renz said.


“About speeding?”


Renz waved a hand dismissively. “You were going way too fast, but we can forget about that.”


Quinn pressed a button, and the window on his side of the Lincoln glided down. Sultry night air mingled with exhaust fumes tumbled into the car. He took a final pull on the cigar and tossed the glowing butt out into the street, watching it bounce and spark like a miniature fireworks display.


“Littering,” Renz said. “Illicit cigars, gambling, speeding, and now this. Jesus, Quinn! You’re a one-man crime wave.”


“It gives me something to do in retirement.” Quinn sighed and brushed cigar ash off his shirt. “It’s still hot out there.”


“Hotter than you know.”


Quinn left the window down to let in plenty of heat so maybe Renz would leave sooner and the car would air out. He leaned forward so he could reach the ignition key and killed the motor.


“This story of yours,” Quinn said. “Go ahead and tell it. And try not to be so cryptic.”
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The car was uncomfortably hot within minutes. Quinn suffered gladly, knowing it would hasten Renz’s departure. He had a hunch what kind of story he was about to hear, and where it would lead. Quinn was uneasy about that last part, where it would lead.


“A month ago,” Renz began, “a hedge fund manager named George Manders was shot to death in a crowded SoHo club.”


“Never heard of him,” Quinn said. Maybe he could hurry Renz along.


“That’s okay, you’re not a suspect.” Renz made a face and wrinkled up his nose. It was probably a reaction to the cigar smoke smell in the car, somehow made stronger by the humid night air. Maybe Renz had a bloodhound nose as well as the looks of the breed. “At the time of the shooting,” Renz continued, “Manders was dancing with a woman he didn’t know. At least according to her. They’d just met ten minutes ago, and he’d asked her to dance. The dance floor was illuminated by those colored strobe lights that make everything look fast and herky-jerky, and the music was so loud nobody heard the shot from a small-caliber gun.”


“How small?” Quinn asked.


“Twenty-five caliber.”


It wasn’t an uncommon size bullet, but more rare than a .22 caliber when it came to small handguns.


Renz said, “The way the light was flickering, and the sound of the shot being drowned out by all that noise that passes for music, nobody realized at first that Manders had been shot. When he went down, they thought maybe it was some kinda tricky dance step and he was gonna pop right back up. Then witnesses said they saw someone bend over him—they thought to talk to him, maybe make sure he was okay—and the guy reached in and removed something from Manders’s suit coat pocket and then shag-assed outta the club.”


“This is the same guy that shot him?” Quinn asked, wanting to keep the facts straight.


“Far as we know,” Renz said. “Nobody actually saw a gun. Hardly anyone even noticed there was something wrong. The music went on for another minute or so after Manders went down, and people kept dancing.”


“Can anyone identify this guy who ran from the club?”


Renz shook his head no. “It all happened too fast, under conditions where it’d take a while for people to react. Half of them were juiced up on one substance or another anyway. So we got no positive ID in the offing. And nobody knows what was removed from the victim’s pocket. His wallet, stuffed with cash, was intact, as was his Rolex watch and gold ring.”


“Wedding ring?”


“No. Manders was divorced five years ago. He was living alone, like you.”


“What kinda club was it?” Quinn asked, ignoring the barb.


“Straight clientele, upper to upper-upper class, looking for action.”


“So that’s what Manders was doing,” Quinn said, “and he got a different kind of action than he was looking for.”


“Could be.”


“And maybe whoever bent over him wasn’t the shooter but really was somebody wanting to help him, and when he realized Manders was dead he ran out of there so he wouldn’t be involved.”


“So what was taken from the victim’s pocket?”


Quinn shrugged. “Maybe nothing. Maybe the guy bending over him was feeling for a heartbeat. Coulda been a doctor stepping out on his wife and didn’t want any record that he was there.”


Renz had to grin. His canine teeth were longer than most people’s, and tinged yellow. “That’s pretty good, the heartbeat thing with the philandering cardiologist. Why you’re such an ace detective. Trouble is, there’s more to my story.”


It began to rain, hard. “I’m sorry to hear that.” Quinn worked the buttons and raised all the windows, making it even warmer in the car. The windows blurred immediately, isolating Quinn and Renz from the outside world. There was a musty smell now to go with the stale tobacco scent. Nothing moved the sultry air.


Renz didn’t seem at all discomfited. “Last week an insurance executive, Alan Weeks, was shot to death in Central Park, in front of witnesses too far away to see the killer’s face. They did see the killer lean over the victim and remove something from his pocket before disappearing into the woods.”


“Not his wallet?”


“Nope,” Renz said. “Not his expensive pocket watch, either. The bullet that killed Weeks was fired from a twenty-fivecaliber handgun, but not the same gun that killed Manders. Nothing about the murders seems to connect Weeks and Manders, other than bullets in the head. And possibly whatever was removed from their pockets.”


Quinn drummed his fingertips for a while on the steering wheel, making a sound something like the rain pattering on the car roof.


“Maybe coincidence,” he said, not believing it. He’d been conditioned not to believe it. Coincidence and detective work were incompatible.


Renz flashed another canine smile in the wavering light making its way through the rain-washed windows. “Like it was coincidental we bumped into each other tonight.”


Quinn stopped with the fingers. “Fate?”


Renz shook his head no. “Design.” The grin stayed. “Another homicide like the first two,” he said, “and we’ve definitely got ourselves a serial killer and all the media hype that goes with it. I need you and your team ready to go in the event that happens. Usual terms.”


For particularly difficult and sensitive cases, the clever and immensely ambitious Renz called on Quinn and his team of former NYPD detectives, Pearl Kasner and Larry Fedderman, to act as his personal investigators. Their work-for-hire status provided them use of NYPD resources, but they suffered few of the department’s hindrances.


Quinn knew this wasn’t only because Renz wanted serious crimes solved on his watch. Quinn understood the bureaucracy and still held a grudge against it from when it had turned on him. He didn’t have to be told that an important part of his job would be covering Renz’s ass.


“You could call it a standby basis,” Renz said, “but we both know it won’t be standby very long.”


“That’s what my gut tells me.”


“Your gut tell you to take the job?”


“Tells me not to touch it.”


“How about your head?”


“My head says run from it fast as I can.”


“But you’re going to call Pearl and Fedderman? Be ready to go after this sicko?”


“Yes,” Quinn said.


Renz stared at him for a while, studying him.


“Your heart must be telling you what to do,” he said. He grinned hugely, all incisors and canine teeth gleaming in the night’s reflected light. “How sweet.”


“Get out of the car.”


“Can’t,” Renz said. “You mighta noticed the radio car I was riding in has driven away, and now it’s raining. I need a lift home.”


“You shoulda thought ahead.”


“If I hadn’t been thinking ahead, Quinn, I wouldn’t be here talking with you. I want us to be ready for the media shit storm.”


“You still live over on East Fifty-first?”


“Same place,” Renz said. “Newly decorated, though.”


“It’s kinda far from here,” Quinn said.


“That’s why I asked a friend.”


Quinn started the car’s big engine. Before pulling away from the curb, he drew a cigar from an inside pocket and fired it up with the Lincoln’s lighter. If Renz was riding with him, he was going to suffer. If the smoke didn’t get to Renz, it would only be because he was a cigar smoker himself and knew good tobacco when he smelled it.


“I thought you said you were smoking your last one,” Renz said.


“This is the last one,” Quinn said.


Renz stared ahead quietly, obviously pissed off. Made Quinn smile.


He would have offered Renz a cigar if they weren’t Cuban.
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Quinn figured it wasn’t midnight yet, so Pearl might still be awake.


She wasn’t a night owl in the sense that she liked to roam around the city after dark. It was simply that Pearl couldn’t sleep. She was probably pacing the stifling confines of her apartment, counting the steps. Or maybe bouncing off the walls. She’d always been like that, even when living with Quinn. He’d wake up at 3:00 A.M. and find her in the living room, eating potato chips and watching television news or an old movie. She was partial to the old Busby Berkeley musicals, where every time a dancer takes an initial step a thousand other dancers appear.


He was right about her being awake. She picked up halfway through the second ring.


“Watching an old movie?” Quinn asked.


“Quinn. What are you doing, spying on me with a telescope?”


“I would if I could see you from here.”


“Babes on Broadway,” she said.


“I’d spy on them, too.”


“That’s the movie I’m watching, Babes on Broadway.”


“Mickey Rooney?”


“Not here.”


“Don’t wanna talk to him anyway,” Quinn said. “Wanna talk to you.”


“Talk.”


“You should be in bed sleeping.”


“Like you should. You didn’t call me about sleeping.”


“Being in bed, though . . .”


“Have a good reason for being on the line, Quinn, or I’m hanging up so I can watch the dancing.”


He told her about Renz’s visit and job offer.


“I’m still working at Sixth National,” she said when he was finished. “They need me.”


“Pearl, Sixth National Bank hasn’t been held up since nineteen twenty-seven.”


“Overdue.”


“You can get a leave of absence.”


“I know,” she said. “That’s our arrangement. It’s just . . .”


“What?”


“You start these things, these murder cases, and they take over your life. You understand. I know you do. It’s a strain on mind and body, Quinn. It becomes a goddamned obsession.”


“There are good obsessions, Pearl.”


“Are there? I can’t think of any.”


“All right,” Quinn said, tired of arguing with her. “We’re slaves to ourselves all the way to the grave.”


“Slaves to something,” Pearl said.


“You in?” Quinn asked.


She didn’t answer right away. He could hear lively dance music in the background.


“Pearl?”


“I’m in,” she said.


Slaves to something.


*   *   *


After the conversation with Pearl, Quinn decided not to call Fedderman until morning. Retirees went to bed early, didn’t they?


Quinn decided they did and went to bed himself.


He had trouble falling asleep. Maybe Pearl was right about obsessions. The hunt wasn’t only in his mind, though. It was in every cell of his being. It seemed a kind of destiny that he and whoever was on a killing spree should share a common struggle.


There was little doubt in Quinn’s mind that there was a serial killer out there in the city, playing out the drama he’d chosen for himself, making Quinn a part of it. Quinn would be the part the killer would regret. Old juices were starting to flow again. The hunt was in body and blood.


“Locked in,” Quinn actually muttered, and finally fell asleep.
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In the morning, Quinn put Mr. Coffee to work so he could have his caffeine fix before walking over to the Lotus Diner for breakfast. He showered and shaved, then dressed and combed his hair. He noticed he needed a haircut but figured it could wait.


Feeling much more awake after a restless night, he carried the wireless phone into the kitchen and sat at the table with his coffee off to the side within easy reach. Nine thirty. Fedderman should be awake by now. Maybe he was even on the links, or out on the wide ocean casting for marlin. Or he might be sitting in some diner swapping lies with other retired cops. Stories that sounded like lies to anyone listening, anyway.


Fedderman answered his phone on the second ring and was no problem. No Pearl-like discourses out of Feds, the voice of pure practicality.


“So we got a new hobby,” Fedderman said over the phone, when Quinn was done relating what Renz had said. That was one way police described a long-lasting serial killer investigation. “One that should keep us busy for a while. It gives me a reason for living so I don’t ride a bullet outta here.”


Quinn sampled his coffee. Yeow! Still too hot to drink. “Things that bad, Feds?”


“Naw, things are just things. Living alone at my age, not gainfully employed, stretching my pension money with coupons and early-bird specials. It’s okay for some people, but not for me.”


“There are plenty of people who lead active lives after retirement,” Quinn said, but he knew exactly what Fedderman meant, how he felt. Quinn had the same feeling sometimes, woke up with it lying heavily enough on his body that it felt like one of those lead bibs dentists lay over your chest to protect against X-ray damage. It made it hard to breathe.


“I tried golf,” Fedderman said, “tried fishing. Golf just makes you mad, fishing disappointed.”


“Rich widows down there,” Quinn reminded him.


“Widows looking for rich husbands,” Fedderman said, “not for bloodstained ex-cops. They get a sniff of my past and don’t want much to do with me.”


“Jesus, I’m glad I called.”


“Me, too, Quinn.”


Quinn’s mind flashed an image of Fedderman, balding, gangly, paunchy, able to make the most expensive suit look as if it had just been stripped off a wino. Not tempting widow bait, Fedderman.


I should talk.


“You and Pearl still on the outs?” Fedderman asked, as if reading Quinn’s mind over the phone.


“Yeah. Pearl’s got her own place, and she’s still working that bank guard job at Sixth National.”


“Job for guys in their eighties,” Fedderman said. “Banks don’t get robbed anymore in ways a guard might prevent. Usually it’s done by computer. Robber might never even see the inside of the place.”


“Technology.”


“Who the hell understands it, Quinn?”


“Everybody under thirty.”


“Not us,” Fedderman said.


Quinn took a cautious sip of his coffee. It was still almost hot enough to singe his tongue. Mr. Coffee needed some adjustment.


“You want me to fly up there?” Fedderman asked. “I can close down the condo, put my convertible in storage.”


“You drive a convertible?”


“Uh-huh. Lot of guys around here do. Reliving their youth. Place down here sells new cars made in emerging nations at reasonable prices ’cause of the low labor costs. I got a red Sockoto Senior Special. Front seat swivels and kinda lifts you so you can get out easy.”


That was disturbing to Quinn. “You’re in your fifties, Feds. You don’t need that kinda crap.”


“Nice, though. Makes things easier. You’re still a young man, Quinn, comparatively. You got it made with early retirement, but you’ll find out how it is.”


Early retirement, Quinn thought. A false accusation of child molestation, then a bullet in the leg. Some way to retire.


“Not that you haven’t earned it,” Fedderman said, reading Quinn’s mind again. “You want me to fly up there?”


“Not yet. Renz is waiting for confirmation and for the media wolves to start howling in unison. Then he’ll give us the go-ahead.”


“Confirmation?”


“Officially there’s no serial killer yet. Not enough definitive evidence to link the murders.”


“From what you told me, he’s out there.”


“Renz still has hope there won’t be another victim. Busy building his fool’s paradise. You know how he is.”


“So we sit back and wait for the next victim?”


“Not much else we can do,” Quinn said.


“I guess not. And I’d like to be with Renz on this one, thinking there might not be a next victim, but I know better.”


“We all do.”


Quinn added some milk to his coffee and tested it. Cool enough now to be bearable. Coffee could be a trial to drink, but he liked to use the coffeemaker now and then just to fill the kitchen with the warm scent of fresh grounds.


“Aren’t you gonna ask me what Renz is paying this time?” he asked.


“Screw the money,” Fedderman said. “You know what I mean?”


“Sure. It’s the game.”


“I know Pearl feels the same way. That’s why I always figured you two’d stay together.”


“Fire and ice,” Quinn said. “Sometimes it makes lots of smoke but not much in the way of flames.”


“Long as there’s embers,” Fedderman said.


Quinn wondered if, in Pearl’s heart, there were even embers.


Fedderman was quiet for a while; then he said, “Can you feel him out there, Quinn?”


He couldn’t help it; there was a note of hope in his voice. Fedderman knew Quinn was notorious for splicing into the thought processes of the mad and dangerous men who killed over and over. Quinn understood them from their work, from the pain they caused and the pain they left behind. He could read their handiwork the way a hunter reads a spoor, and then set off in the right direction.


“Quinn?”


The voice on the phone was faint, as if Florida were drifting away from the rest of the continent.


“He’s out there,” Quinn said.


After hanging up the phone he sat and drank some more coffee. It was making him hungry.
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Pearl sat on the park bench with her cell phone in her hand, wondering if she’d done the right thing. It wasn’t the bank; she knew they’d take her back when the NYPD and Quinn cut her loose. It was Quinn himself. She was certainly over him, but did he know it? Would he act accordingly?


Had Pearl made a mistake? Should she phone Quinn and back out of her agreement to become a cop again, just for a while?


Questions. Too many of them. When they reached a certain critical number, Pearl usually decided to ignore them and charge blindly ahead.


This time was no exception. She slipped her cell phone back into her purse and settled back on the bench. It was on the edge of the park, facing the street, so there was lots of pedestrian traffic.


A compact, dark-haired woman with a kind of vibrancy even when sitting still, Pearl was drawing male stares. She ignored them.


Right now she didn’t feel beautiful, and the hot sun beating down on her didn’t help to improve her mood. A bead of perspiration trickled erratically down her back beneath her shirt and into the waistband of her jeans. She admitted to herself that she felt like crap. Usually she felt better after making up her mind, when there was no turning back. Not this time. She hoped it wasn’t an omen.


She felt suddenly as if she were suffocating in the heat; she breathed in some exhaust fumes, and didn’t feel much better. But the next few deep breaths moved her away from the edge of panic. Manhattan air—whatever its quality, she could live on the stuff. Millions of other people did.


A squirrel with a gnarly tail that looked as if it might have been run over by a tire ventured close to the bench, where someone had scattered some peanut shells. It began to gnaw at one of the larger fragments of shell, then hunched its tightly sprung body and was very still.


There was the slightest of sounds; then a shadow passed nearby, and the squirrel shot away from Pearl and into some trees.


Pearl looked upward and saw the hawk. Its speed, the way it wheeled on the wind and soared higher, took her breath away.


“Falcon!” she heard someone nearby say.


Pearl squinted as the ascending bird crossed the brilliance of the sun.


Like a lot of other New Yorkers, she’d read in the papers about how people would sit and watch peregrine falcons that nested high on skyscrapers as if they were mountain crags. Residents of the buildings sometimes wanted the falcons killed or captured because of the mess they made defecating on and around the entrances. And hailing a cab in front of the buildings could be dangerous for the doormen and their cleaning bills. Sometimes canvas sheets were mounted several stories high on the buildings as makeshift awnings to shield the sidewalk below, but these were only temporary measures.


Pearl had read that there were over a dozen known families of falcons in New York City. Also that they fed on smaller birds such as sparrows and pigeons. So maybe this falcon was only curious and the squirrel had nothing to fear. But then, squirrels must have something to fear always, as did most animals that were the natural prey of carnivores.


Several passersby had also seen the swooping falcon and were standing and peering skyward, shielding their eyes with their hands as if holding salutes. A man accompanied by a boy about ten stopped to see what people were looking at. The man pointed, grinning, while the boy stood with his head tilted back and his mouth open.


The falcon veered, spread its wings wide to brake to a near halt in midair, and found its perch out of sight high on a building.


“That was something,” a voice said next to Pearl.


A fortyish man in a gray business suit had sat down next to her on the bench. He had a brown paper bag in one hand, almost certainly his lunch, and an unopened plastic water bottle in the other. His hairline had receded, and he’d dealt with it by affecting a tousled, forward-combed hairdo that made him look as if he’d just tumbled out of bed. On the hand holding the bottle was a wedding ring. He grinned at Pearl in a way not at all like a married man.


“Something,” she agreed pleasantly, and got up and walked away without looking back.


The man said nothing behind her.


There were plenty of men in the city, but Pearl was particular. Maybe too particular.


For the time being she contented herself with living alone and infrequently going to select dating bars, looking, but not for anything serious.


Still, if the right guy happened along . . .


Pearl smiled at her own naïveté. Right guy, wrong guy, like lyrics in a musical. It was all so much more complicated than that. She supposed that was why musicals were popular.


She found a comfortable stride and began in earnest the walk to her subway stop. In motion she drew even more admiring glances, but she ignored them.


There was a slight rushing sound on the edge of her consciousness, and a shadow flitted like a spirit alongside her on the sidewalk, then was gone.


Pearl ignored that, too. She walked on, determined through her apprehension, refusing to be intimidated by her doubts.


Lavern Neeson lay as if asleep and listened to the apartment door open and close. The sounds were distinct, a faint grating noise as key meshed in lock, then the soft sigh of the door sweep crossing carpet, another sigh as the door closed, and the click of the latch. Last came the rattle of the chain lock as her husband Hobbs fastened it, locking them in together. Lavern shivered beneath the thin sheet.


Hobbs clattered about in the bathroom for a few minutes. She heard the seemingly endless trickle as he relieved himself, the flush of the toilet, the pinging and rush of water in the building’s old pipes. He seemed steady in his movements; he wasn’t drunk tonight. He wasn’t drunk as often as she liked to think. Alcohol would at least provide some excuse for what he did, and for her allowing it.


Not that she had any choice. Her options had been taken from her one by one over the seven years of their marriage.


No, alcohol wasn’t the problem.


Something she’d done? Had kept doing? There must be some solid reason for the guilt that weighed her down. Guilt needed at least some soil in which to grow.


My fault.


That wasn’t what she concluded whenever she carefully analyzed her dilemma, but it was always what she felt, and that was what made her powerless. She couldn’t let this continue, yet she couldn’t stop it. Every time it happened she was more helpless to prevent it. Hobbs used to discuss the problem with her, seeming to listen very carefully to what she was saying, but she knew now it had been a ruse while he manipulated her, neutralized her defenses one after another.


What’s wrong with us?


She’d asked the question more than once. Kept asking it. Now Hobbs no longer even pretended to listen politely or care and consider.


Lavern knew now that he didn’t have the answer. Or maybe he was as fearful of the answer as she was. Perhaps he feared merely the question.


Where is this taking us?


The bedroom light winked on, blinding her at first, so she clenched her eyes tightly closed and pressed her face into the pillow. She kept her eyes shut and didn’t move.


Hobbs knew she was awake. He knew all her evasive tricks.


“Lavern?”


She sighed, opened her eyes, and sat up blinking in the light. She was an attractive woman with honey-blond hair and blue eyes. Her slender figure was shapely but without much of a bust. (Years ago she’d considered breast implants, and was glad now she hadn’t gotten them. They’d be another vulnerability.) Her features were a bit too long to be beautiful, her lips full and not quite meeting because of a slight overbite Hobbs used to tell her was sexy. Her pink nightgown slid down one shoulder, almost exposing one breast that truly was the size of a teacup.


Hobbs loomed over her, all six feet of him; he was almost forty now but was still burly and hard from playing college football until he’d blown out his right knee. Still had the buzz cut that made his angular features seem as cruel as a Roman emperor’s. That harshness of countenance was made even more extreme by the coldness in his eyes that were almost exactly the same shade of blue as his wife’s. But while Lavern’s eyes were soft and resigned, Hobbs’s eyes were as hard and reflecting as diamonds.


Lavern hadn’t known Hobbs in college, though she’d been aware of him. They’d met on First Avenue six years later when sharing a cab out of necessity during a downpour; they were two people unfortunate enough to be going the same way—though of course they’d both thought it lucky at the time. They had so much in common—or so she’d been led to believe—and at first the sex had been undeniably great.


The relationship had worked for a while. Long enough for them to marry with romantic feigned impetuousness, helped along by a night of hard drinking during a weekend in Las Vegas.


It was after the marriage that they came to know each other better. That was when the real Hobbs emerged. Or possibly he’d been there all along and Lavern had loved him too much to notice the signs.


He’d removed his shirt, but hadn’t taken off his pants. She noticed the empty belt loops and knew he’d removed his leather belt. There it was in his right hand, dangling and doubled and portending pain.


What have I done now?


His voice was level, but still carried a quiet menace. “The towels, Lavern.”


Her mind danced frantically. She had no idea what he was talking about. “What towels?”


“In the bathroom. I take a piss, wash my hands, and the goddamned towels are filthy. You didn’t even hang them up straight. Damned things were bunched under the towel rack so they’d stay damp. That’s how disease spreads, Lavern.”


She was bewildered. He actually seemed serious.


“I’ll go see,” she said, and slid sideways to get out of bed.


The belt caught her in the ribs, but she didn’t cry out. She knew better than to make noise. The neighbors mustn’t be disturbed. The neighbors mustn’t know.


She grunted with pain and bent low enough that her elbows rested on her knees.


“Stand up, Lavern. Take your medicine.”


She knew then it wasn’t really the towels that bothered Hobbs. It was his sickness, the thing inside his heart that made him hurt with a nameless rage that from time to time would be directed at her.


As she fought her agony and straightened her body, he surprised her by not using the belt. He used the flat of his hand instead, slapping her left cheek hard enough to spin her head so it felt as if it might snap from her spine. She tasted blood and saw a tiny red splatter on the dresser mirror all the way across the bedroom.


He gripped her by one arm and jerked her upright so she was standing straight again, as if teeing her up for another blow.


Violence came as easy to him as laughter. One of his friends had reminded Lavern that Hobbs had barely escaped being kicked out of college for almost killing another student with his fists in an argument over a movie. She vaguely remembered the incident, the talk on campus. He would have been expelled, only that was before he hurt his knee, and he could still bowl people over at football. Assault charges had been dropped, and the matter had been classified as an incident of boys being boys, when it should have been a clear warning.


Not that any of this was relevant to Lavern’s present circumstances. She knew she wouldn’t have heeded any warning. Not at that age. Not even when she was older. Just Hobbs being Hobbs, she had decided, along with the faculty. Like almost everyone else, she had excused him his youthful misbehavior. He was fun to watch on the football field. There was even talk of a possible pro contract. Lavern had wondered from time to time if there might be some way to meet him.


Then had come the knee injury, and soon thereafter she’d heard that he’d left school.


The mature Hobbs shoved her back into the bed and wrestled her almost inert body around so she lay on her back.


Then he was on her, straddling her, his weight mashing her slight form into the mattress. His breath hissed in the quiet bedroom.


He began to beat her, not as hard as he could, but methodically, slapping, slapping, slapping. She let herself go limp and closed her eyes to the onslaught, closed her mind.


Finally he stopped.


He’s going to kill me someday. He’s going to kill somebody.


She felt his weight shift and heard the rasp of his zipper being undone.


At least the beating was over.


He’s going to kill somebody.
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Joseph Galin was conscious, but he wasn’t thinking or seeing clearly. It had become a world without time or meaning. He had no memory of how he’d gotten where he was, sitting slouched and apparently in a car.


His car?


He couldn’t move, and though there was no pain, there was an advancing numbness. It had begun with his feet, then his hands. Now he had no feeling at all in any of his extremities. He might as well have been floating like a balloon.


Galin could see out the windshield to the wide expanse of the car’s hood, where a bird of some kind was walking around, pecking, maybe damaging the paint. And it was night out. Evening. Dark and getting darker. Way past dusk.


Then darkness fell completely, as if he were in a sealed room and someone had pulled down a shade. Odd. Strange also that he wasn’t afraid. More curious. What the hell was happening?


Am I drunk?


He’d been on benders before and figured this wasn’t one of them.


Some kind of stroke?


If I could only remember who I am . . .


He could smell leather and something that reminded him of dirty coins . . . pennies.


A penny for my thoughts . . .


He might have smiled.


The darkness was heavy on him, keeping him from opening his eyes now. Not that it made any difference. He heard himself let out a long breath. Heard the bird pecking on the car hood, still working even though it was so dark. He heard a car passing way out in the street, beyond the mouth of the alley.


Alley?


He began to remember and was afraid. His mind searched for light and found none.


The fear remained. Held on to him like a lost lover dying along with him.


Dying?


Without meaning to, he said loudly and in a clear voice, “Hawk.”


The word meant nothing to him.


Then Galin saw nothing, became totally blind. He could no longer remember what he couldn’t see. Could no longer smell the leather and tarnished copper or anything else, could hear nothing, feel nothing . . .


Nothing.


The phone chirping by the bed pulled Quinn out of deep sleep. His mouth and throat were dry. There was grit beneath his eyelids. He glanced at his watch to see the time. It was . . . dark. Why the hell didn’t luminous hands work at the same brightness all the time?


He found the phone in the dark, lifted the receiver, and mashed it against his ear.


Damned chirping’s stopped, anyway. Like a nattering bird.


“Quinn?”


Renz’s voice. Great.


“Quinn,” he confirmed. He reached out and switched on the reading lamp on the table alongside the bed. Saw the face of his watch. A few minutes past five o’clock.


“You were sleeping, right?” Renz said, as if he’d been asked to answer some kind of riddle.


“You guessed it. That why you called? To wake me up?”


“Yeah, but there’s a deeper reason. Remember our conversation from a week ago?”


Quinn was almost all the way awake now. “I remember. We got another one?”


“’Fraid so. Remember Joe Galin?”


Quinn searched his memory. Found a stocky, gray-haired plainclothes cop with an easy smile that could turn hard. “Detective Joe Galin? Narcotics? Manhattan South?”


“The very one,” Renz said.


“Galin’s dead?”


“Or putting on a hell of an act.”


Quinn was having difficulty processing this. “Our killer did a cop?”


“Sure did. Single small-caliber bullet to the head. Ex-cop, by the way. He was retired, like you.”


“Like I was,” Quinn said.


Despite the hour, Quinn phoned Pearl and Fedderman. Then he got dressed, went outside to where his car was parked, and in the glimmering dawn drove across town and over the Fifty-ninth Street Bridge into Queens.


It was a gray but bright morning when Quinn pulled the Lincoln to the curb and braked to a halt behind a parked radio car. There was another patrol car and what looked like an unmarked city car parked directly in front of a take-out pizza joint with PIZZA-RIO painted on its window. Beneath the name in smaller letters was PIZZA WITH A SPANISH KICK.


Might be good, Quinn thought, as he climbed out of the Lincoln. But not now. Not here. What he wanted was coffee. He knew he should have taken the time to swing by the Lotus Diner and get a go cup. It would have taken only a few more minutes. Several uniformed cops and two plainclothes detectives were standing around on the sidewalk in a circle. They were holding white foam cups, some of which had steam rising from them, and at least two were eating doughnuts.


As Quinn walked toward the mouth of an alley where, according to Renz on the phone, the shooting had taken place, one of the plainclothes guys—the shorter of the two, with a gray buzz cut and a broad, florid face, spotted Quinn and walked toward him. He smiled. “Captain Quinn?”


Quinn nodded, noticing the man was holding two cups of coffee.


“I’m Detective Charlton Lewellyn. I’ve been with Commissioner Renz on the phone. He said this one was yours.” He held out one of the foam cups for Quinn to take, as if he’d been referring to it and not to what had happened in the alley.


Quinn accepted the cup, which had a white plastic lid on it to keep in the heat, and thanked Lewellyn. He sipped. Good coffee, cream, no sugar. Had Lewellyn checked with someone to see how Quinn drank his coffee?


“I hope that’s okay,” Lewellyn said, as if he didn’t want Quinn to think he was too clever.


Quinn took another sip. “Fine.”


“We kept the scene frozen for you,” Lewellyn said. He led the way toward the alley. The uniforms had moved away and taken up position to keep any passersby clear. One of them was seated in a radio car with the door hanging open, working on some kind of form on a metal clipboard. The other plainclothes cop was standing nearby, as if the one filling out the form might need help. It occurred to Quinn that there wasn’t much of a turnout here considering an ex-cop had been shot. But maybe that was Renz keeping a low profile. Or maybe Galin had been gone too long. About five years, Renz had said.


There was yellow crime scene tape strung across the mouth of the alley. Lewellyn lifted it high so Quinn could stoop and move beneath it, like a corner man helping a boxer into the ring.


A late-model red Buick was parked in the alley. Beyond it, Quinn saw three kids peering down the alley from the block at the opposite end. There was no crime scene tape, but there was at least one uniform posted there, keeping anyone from cutting through. He came into view and talked to the kids, and they all looked down the alley toward Quinn and hurriedly moved along.


As Quinn got closer to the car he saw a figure hunched over the steering wheel. “CSU been here?”


“Nobody,” Lewellyn said. “We were keeping it fresh for you.”


Quinn set his coffee cup on the ground out of the way, then got some crime scene gloves from a pocket and worked them onto his hands. He moved in closer to the Buick. All of the car’s windows were up. The doors appeared to be unlocked.


“The engine and air conditioner were off,” Lewellyn said.


“Ignition key in the off position?”


“Yes, sir. It wasn’t all that hot last night. The victim might have sat a while with the windows up and still not gotten warm enough to lower them or turn the engine and AC back on.”


“Or he might have just arrived and been about to get out of the car,” Quinn said.


Lewellyn nodded.


“I like it your way, though,” Quinn said, making friends. “He didn’t park here in an alley for nothing.”


Lewellyn nodded again, same way, same expression, not giving away much or taking much. Quinn liked that about him.


Quinn leaned closer and peered into the lightly tinted front-side window, across the wide seat, at the dead man behind the steering wheel. He saw no sign of a bullet hole. The heavyset man with the wavy gray hair might have been taking a nap.


Not touching the car, Quinn moved around to the driver’s side. Through the window he could see the dark bullet hole in Galin’s temple.


Making as little contact with the handle as possible, he opened the door.


The wound looked nastier up close and without tinted glass filtering out the details.


“He wasn’t wearing his seat belt,” Lewellyn said. He’d moved in so he was standing just behind Quinn.


Quinn saw that that was true.


There was no sign of a gun, but they might still be looking at suicide. Then Quinn noticed the butt of what looked like a nine-millimeter handgun protruding from a belt holster beneath the victim’s suit coat. The position of the holster, the way the gun butt was turned, indicated Galin was right handed.


Left temple wound. Small-caliber bullet. Not likely a suicide, even if the gun that fired the bullet was around, under the seat or something. And why would somebody serious about suicide favor a small-caliber weapon when he had a large-caliber one in his holster? If you really do go through with it and shoot yourself, you want to make sure.


Quinn noticed the right-hand jacket pocket in Galin’s gray suit coat was turned inside out.


“No sign of a note,” Lewellyn said.


“Sometimes they put them in the mail beforehand,” Quinn said.


Lewellyn sipped his coffee, holding the cup with both hands as if it were a cold morning instead of seventy degrees.


“You know him personally?” Quinn asked.


Lewellyn shook his head no. “He worked out of Manhattan. You?”


“Didn’t exactly know him. I recall seeing him around. He was Narcotics. Worked undercover sometimes.”


“Think that might have anything to do with him being shot?”


“It usually does,” Quinn said. “But probably not this time.”


“Guy walks some mean streets for years, then doesn’t bother wearing his seat belt and something like this happens to him.”


“Goes to show you,” Quinn said, “but I’m not sure what.”


Lewellyn silently sipped some more coffee, not knowing what, either.


Quinn wished he could help him, but couldn’t.
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Quinn wished he could take his eyes off Pearl.


He was behind his big cherrywood desk in his combination office and den. Pearl was slouched in the small armchair on the left, angled toward the desk. She was wearing a white blouse, black slacks, a gray blazer, and comfortable-looking black shoes with thick, slightly built-up heels. Not a sexy outfit, but she turned it into one. Her black hair was slightly mussed this morning, her full lips glossed a red that wasn’t brilliant but looked so on her. Her dark eyes with the long dark lashes . . .


“Quinn, you concentrating?”


Fedderman’s voice. Feds was seated in the large brown leather chair where Quinn often sat when he was alone and wanted to read.


“Concentrating,” Quinn said.


Fedderman looked at him and shook his head slightly. He had antennae, did Feds.


“Something I’m missing?” Pearl asked.


“Not a chance,” Fedderman said.


Pearl didn’t answer. Gave him a look. Quinn could feel the old chemistry returning to the team of detectives. There was tension here, almost all the time, but it tended to lead to results.


“What we have is a dead ex-cop,” Quinn said.


“There’s no such thing as an ex-cop,” Fedderman said.


“Me,” Pearl said. “From time to time.”


“We still have a dead ex-cop,” Quinn said. “For him, time’s over.” He looked at Fedderman. “You know Galin when he was on the job?”


“Knew of him,” Fedderman said. He was wearing a gray suit like Galin’s, only Galin’s fit him better, even dead.
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