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She lived unknown, and few could know


When Lucy ceased to be;


But she is in her grave, and, oh,


The difference to me!


WILLIAM WORDSWORTH


I do perceive here a divided duty.


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
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For a homicide cop, murder often started the day. For the mixed-race female sloppily wrapped in a tarp and stuffed in a construction site dumpster, it had surely ended hers.


Lieutenant Eve Dallas ducked under the crime scene tape and strode across the demolition rubble. She’d already been on her way downtown to Cop Central when the call came through, detouring her to one of the construction sites in Hudson Yards.


The day had a soft feel to it, a breezy warmth as May of 2061 made way for June and the heat that would surely follow. Construction types stood around in their hard hats and steel-toed boots, gulping coffee, shooting the shit, and goggling at the dumpster where a couple of uniforms stood by.


Civilians, Eve knew, couldn’t resist goggling at the dead.


She could hear the hard, staccato, machine-gun echo of an airjack at another site. The whole sector, she knew, was full of them.


The dumpster sat on the north side of the seventy-story spear of a building, on the edge where a trio of lesser towers huddled. The trio, post– Urban Wars toss-them-up-and-cross-your-fingers construction, showcased the dinge and wear of the years, the shrugged shoulders of neglect.


She noted broken windows, the pitted, graffiti-laced walls, crumbling facades, old beams now bent and twisted, and the big, muscular machines, the strangely delicate sway of the towering cranes, and the mountain range of lesser tools lined up to deal with them.


To her eye, it resembled the aftermath of a war zone, but the only casualty she could see lay wrapped in a dumpster like so much debris.


Whatever the plans, the schedule, the budget might be, it all stopped now.


The civilians could goggle at the dead, but she stood for them. She carried her field kit to the cops at the dumpster, tapped her badge. “Who’s first on scene?”


“That would be us, Lieutenant. Officers Urly and Getz.”


“Run it for me,” she said as she took a can of Seal-It from her kit.


Urly, a tall Black woman in her early forties, took the lead.


“Getz and I responded to the call at oh-seven-thirty-five. We confirmed the DB in the dumpster here, and secured the scene. The nine-one-one caller, a Manuel Best, stated he found the body shortly after he reported to work at seven-thirty.”


“Maybe the blood trail gave him a clue.”


Urly’s lips twitched—the closest she got to a smile. “Yes, sir. Best stated he thought someone had dumped a dead or wounded animal in there.”


“He’s pretty shaken up, Lieutenant.” Getz, white, husky, thirties, chin-pointed to the left. “Just a kid, college boy, summer job. Just started this week.”


“Hell of a way to enter the workforce. I’ll want to speak with him when I’m done with the body.”


She stepped up, avoiding the drops of dried blood, and, a tall woman herself, peered into the dumpster.


She could see the side of the victim’s head through the plastic sheeting. Scraggly hair, the color of dust, spilled over it. Blood matted the hair, smeared the sheeting.


Her hand fell out when the killer tossed her in, Eve thought. Rush job, bash, dump, run.


“Severe blunt force trauma to the right side of the victim’s head is visible, as is a blood trail starting approximately four feet from the dumpster on the far side of the security fencing. Blood on the front of the dumpster, on the plastic sheeting used to cover the victim. Likely used to carry the victim to the dump site.”


When she had the interior of the dumpster, the position of the body fully on record, she hissed out a breath.


She sealed up, passed her field kit to Getz.


And boosted herself into the dumpster.


Construction crap—not garbage, so lucky day. But construction crap could include nails, glass, toothy metal, and all kinds of sharps.


“She can’t be more than five-two,” Eve judged as she found a corner of the sheet, drew it up, and exposed more of the head wound. “Blood, bone shards, gray matter. Hand me my kit. Looks to me like …”


She took the kit, pulled out microgoggles. With them, she leaned in. “Yeah, murder weapon’s going to be a crowbar. I can see where the two-pronged hook went in, the flat handle indented.”


Gently, Eve turned the head. “Two strikes, right temple, upper back of the head. One probably did it.”


“Oh hell. Lieutenant, I know her. Getz?”


He rose up a little, leaned in. “Yeah, shit. Sidewalk sleeper, sir. She roamed around this area, did some unlicensed begging.”


“We looked the other way there,” Urly added. “She was harmless. She’d make little flowers or paper animals out of litter, pass them out to anyone who gave her some change, you know?”


“Got a name?”


“No, sir. She used the Chelsea Shelter mostly in the winter or bad weather. Or flopped in one of the condemned buildings here like a lot of them. She didn’t hustle or hassle, but she kept a little book, and wrote people up for rule violations.”


“What kind of violations?” Eve asked as she got out her Identi-pad.


“Jaywalking, littering—she was fierce about littering—shoplifting, trespassing, not picking up your dog’s poop.” Urly shrugged. “She’d write down a kind of description of the violator, the violation, the time and place. She’d hunt up a cop and read off the page. Ask us to make a copy.”


“Mostly, we would, and we’d thank her, give her a couple bucks,” Getz added. “We all called her CC—for Concerned Citizen.”


“Spotty on the ID data, lot of blank spots. But she comes up as Alva Quirk, mixed race, age forty-six. No fixed address. No current employment. No family listed on her ID. We’ll do a run there.”


“Alva,” Urly repeated. “Lieutenant, if it turns out she doesn’t have family, the cops in the Tenth would take care of having her cremated. She was kind of a mascot.”


“I’ll make sure you’re notified. TOD, zero-one-twenty. COD, blunt and sharp head trauma. ME to confirm.”


Eve heard the clomping, recognized pink cowgirl boots. “Peabody,” she said without looking up. “Just in time. Everybody, seal up, and let’s get her out. I can get her up,” Eve said before Getz could climb in with her. “I can get her up and pass her to you.”


It was a process, and not a pleasant one, but Eve slid her arms along and under the plastic, got a grip.


Even deadweight, the victim couldn’t have been more than a hundred pounds.


Urly reached over, took some of that weight, then Getz and Peabody helped lift the legs.


They laid her, the sheet still wrapped around her lower body, on the ground in front of the dumpster.


Eve crouched down to check the multiple pockets of Alva’s faded gray baggies. “No book, no nothing.”


“She usually had a backpack, but she kept the book and a pencil in her pocket.”


“Not there now.” She looked back at the dumpster, thought: Fuck.


She looked up at her partner. It still took her an extra instant to adjust to the red tips and streaks in Peabody’s dark, now flippy hair. In fact, Eve thought she registered a few more of both streaks and flips.


“Peabody, Officer Getz is going to take you to the wit who found her. Get his statement. There has to be some security around this site—get copies of any discs or hunt up any security guards. And make sure whoever’s in charge knows this site is shut down until I say otherwise.”


“I got it.”


“Let’s open up the rest of this plastic.”


When she and Urly unwrapped the lower body, Eve saw the stub of a pencil in the ragged cuff of the baggies.


“Pencil stub, caught in the cuff of her pants,” she said for the record as she took out an evidence bag. “Dropped it when she got bashed and it got caught in there. Someone didn’t want to be in her book. I’m not going to find the book or her backpack in that dumpster. Gotta look, but the killer took all that. Missed the pencil, but this was a rush job.”


She sat back on her heels a moment, because she could see it. “Murder weapon may be in there, but smarter, if they were going to leave it, to wrap it up with her. We’re going to find the kill site. Cleaned up some of the blood, but it was dark—even with the security lights, you wouldn’t get it all. And he was sloppy, didn’t wrap her nice and tight, so she started coming out of the sheeting, dripped some blood.


“Maybe she was flopping here for the night. They’ve got the buildings locked up, fenced off while they’re doing what they do, but it’s familiar here, so she comes here for the night. Nice night, who wants to be ass to elbow in a shelter on a nice night? Hears something, sees something. Can’t have that, gotta write that down for my police friends.”


“Oh crap, Lieutenant, that sounds right.”


“Illegals deal, rape, mugging—it’s not going to be littering or dog shit. He could take the book, but what’s to stop her from telling somebody? Only one way to fix that. Where did he get the crowbar? Because that’s what it’s going to be.”


As she spoke, she ran her hands over the victim, checked for other wounds, offensive, defensive. “Just the two strikes to the head. Back of the head when she’d turned away, right temple on her way down, to make sure. Take the book, the backpack, check her pockets and take whatever she has. Get the sheeting—has to know where to find it—wrap her up, carry her over to the dumpster, drop her in.”


“Why not just leave her where she fell?”


“Somebody might come by, find her. You’ve got to get away, ditch that pack, destroy that book, and clean up. You got blood on you, you got spatter. Nobody’s going to find her for hours. Likely a couple hours more than the wit did because of the sloppy.”


“She said to me once, she had to take care of New York because New York took care of her.”


“That’s just what we’re going to do, Officer. We’re going to take care of her.”


Rising, Eve called for the sweepers and for the morgue.


“Stay with the body,” she told Urly, then boosted herself back into the dumpster.


Urly gave her that hint of a smile again. “Those are really nice boots.”


“Well, they were. Describe the book.”


By the time Eve swung out, empty-handed, Peabody was waiting for her.


“The wit just started working for Singer Family Developers, and on this job,” Peabody began. “His uncle’s one of the crew, got him in for the summer. He saw the blood, thought there was an animal in the dumpster, maybe just hurt, so he took a look. Saw the body and, in his words, ‘went freaked.’”


“Did he touch anything?”


“He says no. Too freaked. But he called it in, then tagged his uncle.”


Peabody shifted on her pink boots, careful to keep them away from the dried blood.


“The wit was one of the first on the job this morning—trying to make good—and his uncle was just pulling up. Uncle took a look, too, and they waited for Urly and Getz. While they waited, the uncle—Marvin Shellering—contacted the foreman, who contacted Singer. That’s Bolton Kincade Singer, who took over from James Bolton Singer, his father, about seven years ago. Singer is cooperating. I’ve got security discs, but am told they don’t cover this area—just the buildings. Nothing back here that needs security according to Paulie Geraldi, the foreman.”


Peabody glanced down at Eve’s now scarred and filthy boots. “You know, the sweepers would’ve done that search.”


“Yeah, and they’re going to do another. I had to see if the killer tossed any of her stuff in there with her. Or the murder weapon. Any human security on-site?”


“Not at this point. They have the fencing, the cams, and right now it’s a lot of demo. When they start bringing in new materials, they’ll add to security.”


“A job this size has more than one boss.”


“Right now, it’s demo, and that’s Geraldi.”


“All right.” Eve pulled a wipe from her kit to clean her hands. “We’re going to fan out, find the kill site. The trail leads that way before it stops—or before she started to drip. I’m leaning toward somewhere along the other side of the security fence line, but out of the lights.”


She started along the trail of blood. “We need to run Singer, the foreman, and anyone else who has access inside the fence after hours. We start there and—”


She broke off when a woman—eighteen, maybe twenty—called her name as she ran over the rubble.


T-shirt, Eve noted, jeans, boots, candy-pink hair spilling out of a fielder’s cap.


Eve concluded one of the crew, and wondered if someone had found the kill site for her.


“Lieutenant Dallas.” Her breath whooshed out; sweat streamed down a pretty face nearly as pink as her hair.


“That’s right.”


“I recognized you, and you, Detective. You have to come. You have to come right away.”


“Where and why?”


She pointed. “A body. There’s a body.”


Eve gestured behind her. “That body?”


“No, no, no. Manny—um, Manuel Best—told me about the woman, and I’m sorry, but that’s how I knew you were right here. And I told Mackie I’d run, I’d run right here and get you.”


“You’re saying you found another body?”


“I didn’t, not exactly. Mackie did. Or some of one, and he said work stopped and call the cops, and I said how you were here, and he said go get you. You have to come.”


“Officers! Stay with the victim until the morgue arrives. Secure the scene until the sweepers get here. Where?” she asked the woman.


“We’re about a block up.”


“Part of this construction site?”


“No, no, it’s not part of this. This is Singer Family Developers. We’re on Hudson Yards Village, residential and office buildings, a shopping arcade, and a green space.”


To save time, Eve left her vehicle; taking a block on foot would be quicker.


“Let’s have a name.”


“Oh, sorry. I’m Darlie Allen.”


“And how do you know my witness?”


“Your … oh, you mean Manny. Some of us go for a beer—or a cold otherwise—when we knock off. We just hung out a couple of times since we started. He just started with Singer. And we’re, you know, going to go out this weekend. He tagged me about that poor woman. He was really upset. And somebody told him you were in charge, and then when we found the body, I came to find you.”


“How’d you find the body?”


“We already demoed the main part of the old building. It was a restaurant. We were jacking up the floor, the old concrete platform. The boss says it’s substandard—hell, a good chunk of it had already decayed—so we’re taking it all. I was watching because I want to learn how to use the jack, and this big piece broke off, and I could see how they were right about it being a crap job in the first place all that time ago, because there was a lot of hollow, and that’s not safe. There’s a cellar below—and that’s already had some cave-in. And it was in there.”


“A body under the concrete? We’re talking remains then. Bones?”


“Yeah, but they came from a body. It’s not like an animal. I didn’t look real close after, because it was sort of awful. But I saw how it was mostly dirt and rotten supports and broken beams under the platform, and the body—remains—that was in a kind of hollow place.”


They came to a set of iron steps manned by a security droid. It nodded at Darlie.


“You’re cleared, Ms. Allen, Lieutenant Dallas, Detective Peabody.”


“It’s up on the platform over the old tracks. We’re revitalizing what they started before the Urbans, then that got all screwed, so they threw up all this substandard after just to get them up, you know.”


“Yeah.”


Boots rang on metal.


“It’s going to be done right this time. Mackie says we’re building an urban jewel, and we’re building it to last.”


She didn’t see a jewel. She saw construction chaos, with a section roped off, and farther north the beginnings of a skeleton that, she assumed, would be one of the residential buildings.


“Who’s in charge?”


“Mackie. I’ll get him.”


“Yeah, do that. But who owns it? Who’s in charge of the project?”


“Um. You are.”


Eve looked into Darlie’s big, puzzled green eyes. And said, “Crap.”


Darlie raced off to where a number of people stood around the roped-off area.


“I can tag Roarke,” Peabody offered. “He’s going to want to know.”


“Yeah.” Her husband, the owner of almost everything in the universe, would want to know. “We’ll see what we’ve got first. Crap,” she said again, and started over as a Black guy who looked like he could curl a couple of the airjacks without breaking a sweat peeled away from the rope and came toward them.


She judged him at about forty, ridiculously handsome, and built like a god in his work jeans, safety vest, and hard hat.


“Jim Mackie, just Mackie’s good. I’m the job boss. I had them rope off the section where we found it. Her, I guess.”


“Her?”


“Yeah, I’m thinking her because it’s them. Sorry. It looks to me like maybe she was a woman. A pregnant woman when it happened, because there’s what looks like baby or infant or fetus remains with her. Sorry.”


He took off the hat, swiped his arm over his forehead. “That got me shook some. The little, um, skeleton.”


“Okay. How about you move your people away from there, and my partner and I will take a look.”


“You got it. If you need to go down to her? I gotta fix you into a safety harness. The old stairs collapsed even before we took down the building. I don’t trust the supports, and the street-level building below is just as bad—condemned for good reason. This was a shit-ass job. Sorry, sorry. I’m upset.”


“Shit-ass jobs upset me, too.”


That got a smile. “Heard you were okay. Figured you’d be because the big boss, he’s okay. No shit-ass jobs when you do a job for Roarke. You do quality, or you get the boot.”


“She’s the same,” Peabody told him, and earned another smile.


Then he turned around. “Get on away from there, move back. Anybody on Building One, get on back to work.”


The way people scrambled told Eve that Mackie did that quality work, and knew how to run a crew. She stepped to the rope.


She didn’t know much about building, about concrete and beams and rebar, but even she could see a lot in this section was some sort of filler, more like dirt than stone. And curled in it, about eight feet down, between two crumbling walls, the remains of one adult, one fetus.


Too small to be called a child, she thought, and also curled, likely as it had been inside the womb at the time of death.


“Do you know when this was built—poured—whatever it’s called?”


“I do. Not the exact day, but the year: 2024. If the really half-assed records are accurate, late summer, early fall of that year. I expect if there’s a better record of it, Roarke can tell you the day, and the hour.”


Yes, he would, though he wouldn’t have owned it in the late summer of 2024. He wouldn’t have been born quite yet, she thought.


But he’d know who had owned it. He’d know the owner; he’d know who developed it. Whatever he didn’t know, he’d find out.


“I’ll take that harness, Mackie. Peabody, contact DeWinter, get her here.”


They’d need the forensic anthropologist, but in the meantime, Eve needed a closer look. Whoever they’d been, they, as much as Alva Quirk, were hers now.


“I’ll tag Roarke.”


While Mackie sent for a harness, she pulled out her ’link.


Caro, Roarke’s admin, answered. “Good morning, Lieutenant.”


“Caro, sorry. You need to get him.”


Always efficient, Caro merely nodded. “One moment.”


As the screen switched to holding blue, Eve considered she’d have gotten exactly the same response in exactly the same tone from Caro whether Roarke sat alone at his desk enjoying a cup of coffee or ran a meeting involving the purchase of Greenland.


She didn’t think Roarke could actually buy Greenland, but if he could, if he was planning on it, Caro’s response would have been the polite: One moment.


Eve glanced over as Mackie held up a safety harness. “Give me another sec.”


She took another couple steps away as Roarke’s face filled the screen.


He didn’t smile. Not annoyance, she knew, but concern. Those wild blue eyes held steady on hers. Making sure she was in one piece, Eve thought.


“Sorry,” she began. “I hope you weren’t buying Greenland.”


“Not at the moment.” Ireland shimmered like morning mists in his voice. “Something’s wrong.”


“I caught one on my way in, but that one’s not the issue. It’s the one I caught about a block away from the first. That one’s on, or maybe it’s under, your Hudson Yards Village project.”


“Which part?”


“Ah …” She looked back at Mackie. “Which part is this of the project?”


“Right here’s the Sky Garden phase.”


“Sky Garden. Some restaurant you took down, in the cellar of that. They jacked out the concrete over the old rails, and we’ve got remains, human remains. Two. What appears to be a female and a fetus. I’m calling DeWinter in to examine and confirm.”


“A pregnant woman buried under the platform there?”


“The way it looks from where I’m standing. I can only confirm two human remains, which I further speculate, given the platform was built and poured, according to your job boss, nearly forty years ago, have been there a few decades. Again, DeWinter will take that end of things.”


“Bloody hell.” He raked a hand through that gorgeous mane of black hair. “I’ll be on my way to you within ten minutes.”


“Okay. I’m going to have to shut down your project until—”


“Yes, yes, we’ll deal with that. I’ll be there,” he said, and cut her off.


“That’ll be fun,” she muttered. She looked over at Peabody, who nodded, wound a finger in the air. More fun, Eve thought, with the fashionable Dr. DeWinter coming up.


She stepped back to Mackie, looked at the harness, looked down in the hole. “All right then, let’s get me suited up so I can make sure this isn’t some sick prank.”


Hope lit all over his face. “Oh, hey, like maybe it’s fake?”


“I’ll know in a minute.”


It wasn’t, but she had to make that determination even if it meant hanging by a damn cable over a bunch of broken concrete, rebar spikes, rocks, and Christ knew.


“It’ll hold ten times your weight,” he told her as she put her arms through the straps. “It’s got good padding, so it’s not going to dig into you, and that adds protection.”


He adjusted the straps, checked the safety buckles, the D rings.


“You ever use one of these?” she asked him.


“Yep. I’m not ten times your weight, but I bet I more than double it, and no problemo.”


“Good to know.”


“DeWinter’s on her way.” Like Eve, Peabody looked down in the hole. “Do you want me to go down with you?”


“No point. I’m going to get it on record, confirm we’ve got human remains, and see what I see. I need my field kit.”


“We’re going to hook it on this ring right here,” Mackie told her. “Keep your hands free.” He handed her a pair of work gloves. “And protect them. You ever do any rappelling?”


“Not if I can help it.” When he laughed, she shrugged. “Yeah, I know the drill. Check in at the other site, Peabody. Start lining up interviews. We need a full run on the victim.”


“You’re set,” Mackie told her. “We’ll take it slow. Lot of rubble down there, and where she is, between the walls? That wasn’t poured, so it’s not going to be real stable.”


“Yeah, I see it. Peabody, DeWinter needs to bring recovery equipment.”


“She knows.”


Of course she knew, Eve thought, and admitted she was stalling.


“Okay.” She ducked under the rope, took another careful look so she could mentally map her route down. Then turned her back to it as she pulled on the gloves.


She gripped the belay rope, took up the slack, leaned into it, and started the descent.


Obstacles, she thought, checking left and right behind her as she went down, feet perpendicular to the wall, keeping her pace slow but steady. She adjusted right, left to avoid rubble and rebar and busted beams.


Six feet down, she called up, “I’m moving a couple feet to the left. I can get closer. She’s right below those beams, between two walls. Say, how stable do you figure those beams are?”


“They held up so far. We got you, Lieutenant. You’re not going anywhere.”


While she didn’t want to end up somehow breaking through the ground and splatting on the rubble, she’d actually worried more about the remains.


She eased down on a broken beam, gave it a little testing bounce. “Feels solid enough.”


Kneeling, she pulled off the work gloves, then resealed her hands. And took a close look at her second and third victims of the morning.
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Not a prank, Eve thought as she took out a flashlight.


“Human remains, one female. I can confirm that without DeWinter. DeWinter to establish approximate age, race, height, weight. Second remains, a fetus or very small infant. No more than a foot and a half in length.”


She played her light over the adult skull. “Some damage, cracks in the adult female skull, and a broken left arm—possibly from the fall. It looks like the left shoulder—if she hit the way we found her, she hit on the left side. There’s something …


“Gold ring, wedding band? Third finger, left hand. Still on there.”


She took tweezers out of her field kit, used them to slide the ring off the curled finger bone. “No engraving. Plain yellow gold ring.”


She bagged it.


“I see splintering, second and third ribs, left side.”


She leaned closer. “Heart shots. Those are going to be from bullets. Plenty of guns around thirty-five to forty years ago if that’s when she went in. We need to locate the slugs when we bring up the remains. I see something.”


She shifted her light, then used the tweezers again. “Earring.” She used a brush to carefully clean it off. “Post style, yellow gold circle with a silver or maybe white gold triangle inside. I can’t look for the second if it’s a pair or I’d disturb the remains. Recovery team needs to locate. Got a gold necklace, too, still attached, so I’m leaving it in place. Gold chain maybe ten inches long holding a what do you call it—swans, a pair of swans twined together at the neck to form a heart.


“Got an old watch, gold watch.” Girlie, Eve thought. Expensive. “One shoe. Ladies shoe, probably leather because it hasn’t fully decomposed. No sign of a ’link or ID. Recovery team should do a thorough search. Maybe a mugging, maybe, but wouldn’t you want the jewelry? Is she going to refuse when she’s pregnant or has a baby with her? I don’t think so. Shoot her after you have the valuables, okay, but before? No point.”


Eve shifted, and focused on the second remains.


So small, she thought as pity rose up. Hell, her cat was bigger.


“Probability on second remains is fetus given the positioning with female. That’s not a damn coincidence. Indeterminate gender. I’m not sure I could tell even if it wasn’t curled up. The top of the skull …” She remembered Mavis talking about Bella’s soft spot. How the skull didn’t knit hard for weeks after birth.


“Soft spot,” she murmured. “No visible injuries.”


Because it died in there, died inside its mother before it took its first breath.


Some sort of exterior wall, she noted. Concrete blocks. And brick, a brick wall on the other side of the hollow. About three feet in from the exterior wall.


Walled you in, didn’t they? Fuckers.


“Dallas? You good?”


“Yeah.” She held up a hand to verify to Peabody, and slowly, carefully eased off the beam to balance on some rubble.


Something shifted; she held her breath.


When the world didn’t fall in around her, she played her light closer to the remains.


“I’ve got slugs here. Bullets. I see two bullets. I can’t safely retrieve them without disturbing the remains or, you know, burying us in here.”


“You should come up,” Peabody called out, and the nerves in her voice sounded clearly. “You’ve got enough on record.”


“Probable COD on unidentified female, two gunshot wounds to the chest. Probable COD on second remains … it comes to the same, doesn’t it? Dr. DeWinter and ME to confirm.”


She secured the evidence bags, put on the gloves.


“Bring me up.”


When she came up again, she unhooked her field kit, passed it to Peabody. “We need sweepers who can get down there once the remains are removed. Call it in, set it up.”


She pulled off the gloves as Mackie unclipped her.


“I gotta shut you down, Mackie.”


“The whole project? Building One—the one we got going up? It’s a half block away from this projected green space.”


“The projected green space is a crime scene.” But she considered. “Is there any way to secure this area off, to access that building from another location?”


“Yeah, yeah, we already access it from two other locations. And I can have a security fence up in three hours, tops, to cordon off this whole area. This elevated space here, it’s going to be all park, see? Open to the public and all, and over there, we’ll have some private green space for the towers. Mixed residential and commercial. More commercial down on street level.”


“Why are you jacking up just this one area?”


“We tested all the platforms, and this one here, this section came up hollowed out in spots. Well, you saw that yourself up close. We’ve updated and reenforced wherever we need to for the new designs. A lot of what got started in the way back ended up bombed out or torn up during the Urbans. And when construction started up again, a lot of it was rushed or subpar.”


Eve tugged at her own memory. “There used to be shops and restaurants up here. Over The West Side, right?”


“Yeah, yeah, but it was crap construction, and they never got the people glides to work right. Plus, they never finished it, so it ended up overgrown, falling down until the boss bought it a couple years ago.”


“A couple years ago.”


“He’s got ideas. Well, you’d know, right? Took some time to get the design the way he wanted—it’s a big project.”


“I can see that. Bigger than the one Singer’s developing.”


“Oh yeah, more than double that. So it takes awhile to get the design, get it all engineered and approved and permitted, and …”


She saw his eyes widen. “Is that one of yours? She looks too fancy to be a cop.”


Eve turned and thought he had a point. Garnet DeWinter looked too fancy to be a cop. Then again, she wasn’t one.


“Forensic anthropologist. Bone doctor,” Eve added as Mackie continued to watch DeWinter approach.


In heels, for Christ’s sake, Eve thought. Scarlet stilts to match the body-hugging red dress. A statuesque woman, she carried an enormous bag. She’d changed her hair, Eve noted. Not the style so much, as she had it in her most usual sleek roll at the nape of her neck. But she’d gone sort of copper colored, which Eve had to admit looked good with her mocha-colored skin.


Peabody tapped her hair, tapped at DeWinter. “Love it.”


DeWinter flashed a smile. “Me, too. And yours.” Then she looked at Eve, smile fading. “Dallas.”


“DeWinter. This is Mackie, he’s job boss.”


DeWinter offered a hand, and not a smile so much as a very female sizing up. “Mr. Mackie.”


“Aw, just Mackie’s good.”


“Mackie. I’ve got a recovery team coming in,” she said to Eve. “But I’d like to see the remains in situ.”


“Are you planning on going down there wearing that?”


“If I feel I need to examine the remains in place, I have the proper gear with me. Down there?”


With Eve, she moved to the rope. “This was part of the old elevated train platform?”


“Yes, ma’am.”


“And the plan was when this concrete was put in to convert it to residential and commercial space?”


“Yes, ma’am.”


She smiled at Mackie again. “You needed to demolish this platform?”


“Yes, ma’am. The material—we tested it—wasn’t top grade. It shouldn’t have been used for this purpose, and we detected some hollow spots, suspected some of the supports might not’ve been up to code—at least not up to today’s codes. So we started jacking it out, and we found them.”


“We had a DB at another site, a block south,” Eve told her. “We responded here.”


“Busy morning.”


“Mackie tells me this would’ve been done in 2024.”


“That’s helpful. I’ll be able to confirm if they’ve been here for that amount of time. A female and a fetus. I’ll go down and examine them.”


“I’ve been down.” Eve considered the trip down and back, and while she and DeWinter weren’t the best of pals, she’d spare her that. “And have it on record. It’s hard to see from here, and at this angle, but there are two holes in the female. Left side, second and third ribs. I could see the two slugs. Couldn’t get to them, but I have them on record.”


“You’re sure the damage was from gunshots?”


“As sure as I can be from a visual. She fell on her left side, most likely. Broken left arm, dislocated left shoulder. Some damage to the skull, but it doesn’t read blunt force trauma. Probably from the fall. Bang, bang, and in she goes.”


“We’ll see.”


“I took what looks like a wedding ring off the third finger of her left hand. No visible injuries on the second remains.”


“The mother’s heart stops, blood flow stops, oxygen stops. The fetus wouldn’t survive. I can and will give you cause of death, year of death, the ages of the victims, and so on. I’ll extract DNA if possible, and if she was in the system, you’ll have her name. Otherwise, we’ll generate a sketch and a holo.”


“You can do that?” Mackie asked. “Figure out what she looked like?”


“We can.” DeWinter’s lashes swept up, swept down. “I have a brilliant reconstruction artist in my department.”


“How long will it take?”


Flirty girl banished, DeWinter glanced back at Eve. “Until it’s done. Once it is, finding the who did this and why is up to you.”


“You do yours, I’ll do mine.” She spotted Roarke, turned, and walked to him. “Before you were born,” she said.


“Understood.” He looked over at DeWinter. “And still, the second time for the three of us, isn’t it? Let’s hope it doesn’t become a habit.”


“I know you want to see, but first, who’d you buy this property from?”


“Actually, there were two sellers, since I wanted all of it and part had been sold off about thirty years back, maybe more, then again about a dozen years ago, before I had enough to finance it myself. The far west section I bought from Nolan and Sons, which had overestimated their scope, you could say, particularly since they overpaid for the air rights, and this section I wrangled from Singer Family Developers two years ago.”


“Singer. Is that right?”


“It is. Would I have it right your first call was to their project?”


“You would. I can’t see a connection between the bashing of a homeless woman early this morning and the murder of a pregnant woman nearly four decades ago. But you never know, do you?”


“You will.” He kissed her forehead before she could stop him.


“On duty.”


“Aren’t we both?” Then he walked over to the rope.


“Hell of a thing, boss.”


“It is, yes. Garnet. Christ, what people will do. Did she fall, do you think?”


“Dallas found what she believes is damage from bullet wounds, upper left ribs, and the spent bullets.”


“What people will do,” he repeated. “Well then, Mackie, the NYPSD is about to shut us down for a bit.”


“The lieutenant here said we could put up a security fence and close off this area. We can keep Building One on schedule.”


“See to that then, won’t you? And see that the steps up to this area are locked down. I’ll see the cops have codes for entry if needed.”


“I’ll get it going. If you need anything, Lieutenant, Detective, ma’am, just send somebody for Mackie.”


As Mackie jogged off, Roarke turned to Eve. “Is there anything you need from me?”


“A lot of information, and any data or plans you have or can access from when this building went up. I’m going to have a talk with Singer.”


“It’s Bolton Singer now,” Roarke told her. “Fourth generation. He and I made the deal on the property.”


“I need their records. They would’ve had a Mackie back then, maybe still have him or her. I need to know who worked or had access to this area when she went in. It’s not impossible somebody didn’t bust up the concrete more recently, then cover it up again.”


“I suppose it’s not. There would have been several buildings along here being built about the time she died.”


“So somebody decides to kill her, has access to the building over the pad, jacks it up, dumps her, does a quick cover-up. Possible.”


And a lot of work, Eve thought.


“More likely they dumped her in before, then covered her up. Either way, I need what building was over that section, and who had access.”


“I’ll have all that for you by this evening.”


“Good. Get me how long she’s been there, DeWinter. That’s a factor into finding who put her there.”


“It’ll take longer than this evening, but you’ll have it. Here’s my recovery crew.”


“And the sweepers. Earring, bullets,” she reminded DeWinter. “And she’s still wearing a necklace and a watch. I need those and anything else your team or the sweepers find.”


She looked at her wrist unit. “Peabody and I have to get back to the first scene.”


“Do you want what they find sent to you at Central or straight to the lab?”


“Lab. We’ll get by there at some point today, or tomorrow.”


“I’ll be here for a while yet,” Roarke told her.


“I’ll be in touch.”


With Peabody, Eve clanged down the metal steps.


“It’s a stretch,” Peabody commented, “to connect a murder from potentially thirty-seven years ago here with the murder of a sidewalk sleeper last night a block and a half south.”


“The Singer organization owns and is developing the first scene, owned and did develop the second scene at the probable time of the unidentified victim’s murder. But, yeah, still a stretch. And they have a partner. I did some looking when you were examining the remains. Singer partners with Bardov Construction for areas within what they’re now calling the River View development.”


“Bardov?” That was a name she knew. “Did you get any specifics?”


“Not yet, but I can dig.”


“Yeah, do that, and we’ll look at the partner, seeing as that company’s owned by a Russian gangster.”


“Really?”


“Feels like kind of sloppy for the mob,” Eve considered, “but then again, it was effective. She could have been part of the company, worked for any of those companies—if they had access to that site, that building under construction. There’s a reason you cover up, hide, basically bury a body. They walled her in there, Peabody.”


“I saw the interior brick wall. No other reason for it. Mackie said the same thing.”


“You don’t just want her dead, you want her to vanish—want to cut off any connection between you. Otherwise? You’d dump her in the river, hell, toss her in a dumpster.”


“She had a wedding ring?”


“Right type of ring, right finger for it, so high probability. And, yeah, if we ID her, we look at the spouse first.”


“Gotta do it. The baby … The way the remains looked, it had to be close to full term, Dallas, or a newborn.”


“That’s DeWinter’s area.” But she’d thought the same. “Post-Urbans—again, high probability—and this area settled down and into rehab, renewal, rebuilding. It’s unlikely somebody got shot a couple of times on an active construction site in broad daylight. So what was she doing there after hours, after dark?”


“That’s our area.”


“Yeah, it is. We pin down when that particular building went up, then when the wine cellar section went in. Following probability—unless and until DeWinter tells us otherwise—we search for records of missing persons reports with that time frame. Pregnant female, which again, with DeWinter, we can narrow down to an age span, a race, and we’ll eventually get an image reconstruction.


“Until we do,” Eve continued as they climbed up to the initial crime scene, “we gather as many names as possible. Who had access, who among those had a pregnant spouse, sister, daughter, ex, mother, and so on. Who, among those, can we confirm is alive, or was alive beyond our time frame.”


“That’s all going to take time.”


“Yeah, well, I don’t think she’s in a hurry.”


She moved over the debris and back to the platform. “Now, Alva Quirk. She came from somewhere, had connections to someone at some time.”


Eve spotted the head sweeper still in her white protective gear and headed that way. “And we go back to access. Who had reason to be up here last night? CSI Yee.”


“Lieutenant Dallas, Detective Peabody.”


“Any prints or trace on the dumpster or the sheet?”


“No.” Yee, an Asian woman who barely hit five-two, shook her head. “Workers tossing things in the dumpster are going to be wearing work gloves, and whoever wrapped the body sealed up or wiped down. We got what might be a shoe or boot print on the plastic, but it’s going to be too smeared to give us anything. Blood, hair, fiber on the inside of the plastic, but at on-site exam, it looks like the victim’s. We’ll turn it over to Harvo.”


If there was a speck of hair or fiber not the victim’s, Eve knew Harvo would find it.


“Any good news?”


“We found the kill site.”


“Thought you would. Toward the southwest, near the security fence.”


Yee smiled, nodded. “You must be a trained investigator.”


“That’s what they tell me.”


“Me, too.” Yee turned to lead the way. “Blood trail starts here, due to crappy wrapping job. So the plastic loosened enough for her to drip out after he/she/they carted her along the fence line, through the gate, and into the dumpster. It’s just over twelve feet.”


Near the southwest corner of the security fence, beyond its gate, its cams, Eve studied where Alva Quirk died.


Blood soaked into the ground, spattered over the fence, through it to where a sweeper took samples of the spatter on the side of a large backhoe.


“Some overgrowth on this side,” Eve observed. “She’d be out of the lights, the cams, be able to snuggle in pretty good. Is this area cleared?”


“On this side, yeah.”


Eve moved over to the fence, crouched down, scanned. “Good view from here. She could see the city, and she’d see anybody who, say, walked in or out of the gate. Can’t see the access from the street from here, but if anybody walked to or toward the gate, she saw them. Unlikely the killer arrived armed with a roll of plastic sheeting or a crowbar. I bet they’d find both in that equipment shed over there.


“Peabody.”


“I’ll go find out.”


“I assumed you’d already looked. I’m sending sweepers in there next.”


Eve shook her head at Yee. “We got called to another murder just south. Another construction site.”


“I heard something about it. What gives?”


“Human remains closed off in a portion of what was supposed to be a wine cellar of a post-Urban-built restaurant. DeWinter’s on it.”


Interest bloomed on Yee’s face. “Do you want me and my team to take that one? We’re about finished here, and can send a runner to take what we’ve got to the lab.”


Save time, potentially, and she knew Yee’s work was top-notch and thorough. “Yeah, tag your dispatch and clear it. You’re going to need to rappel down about ten feet from where they broke through the top of the basement—cellar. Ask for Mackie.”


“Got it. Give me a second.”


Yee turned away as Peabody came back through the gate.


“Storage shed, tools, small equipment. Organized,” Peabody added. “I saw rolls of plastic sheeting. Crowbars, sledgehammers, wedges, shovels, picks, nail cartridges, cutters.”


“Yee will get some of her people to process it. The victim sees you, or hears you—or both. You’re doing something you shouldn’t be, saying something you shouldn’t say. Quirk gets out her book. Has to write down the infraction or crime, describe the perpetrator or perpetrators. Let’s have EDD check out the security on the gate, see if it’s been compromised. If not, they had a way in, they had access. They see her or she makes her presence known. ‘Sorry, but I have to report this.’”


She circled the kill spot.


“What do you do? Maybe you try to intimidate, charm, threaten, maybe you offer her a bribe. Maybe, but it comes down to she’s a witness to something you can’t afford a witness to. So you’ve got to know you can get a weapon and the sheeting in the shed there. You’ve got to have a way through the gate.”


Closing her eyes, Eve ran it through in her head.


“Got to be two of them. At least two. One has to keep her engaged, keep her right here, keep her talking while the other goes for the weapon. She wasn’t a big woman, why not just beat her down or strangle her? Takes time maybe. But a couple bashes is pretty quick. Cut some plastic off the roll, wrap her up—but you gotta get gone, so you rush it. Dump her in. Maybe it buys you a day or so. Crew tosses shit in. Why would they look in there? Another day or so before she starts to smell, right? Or maybe before that, they haul the dumpster off to the recycling center.”


Eve gauged the ground again. “You can’t see the blood unless you look straight over here from the gate. You don’t see it from the work area inside the fence until you move the heavy equipment. You take her backpack, whatever she had—especially that book. Do you take time to clean the murder weapon and replace it? Smarter if you take it with you, shove it into the backpack, get rid of all that somewhere else. We’re not talking big smarts here, but maybe smart enough for that.”


“We’ll check any tools for blood traces,” Yee told her. “I’m going to leave a couple of my team here to finish, and the rest will start on the second site.”


“Appreciate it. You’ll be able to tell which roll they cut from. They hadn’t started any work this morning, so it would be the freshest.”


“Yeah, we can, and when we do, we’ll take the roll for full analysis.”


“Over to you then, Yee. Peabody, let’s go have a conversation with the job boss.”


“Good hunting, Dallas,” Yee called out.


“Same to you.”


“Geraldi, Paulie,” Peabody began. “Officer Urly tagged me and said with the shutdown order, he was going to Singer HQ to talk to his boss.”


“Two for one. We’ll have a conversation with Bolton Singer, too.”


“His office is walkable. Just a couple blocks east, another couple north.”


“You looking for loose pants again?”


“That could be a side benefit. It’s just a really nice morning.”


Eve couldn’t, and wouldn’t, deny the appeal of New York in the spring.


“Maybe so, but we need the car. After the conversations—unless they lead to immediate arrests or further conversations—we’ll go by the morgue, see what we’ve got on Quirk. Then we’re at Central, doing a full run on the vic—again, she came from somewhere. Her ID has gaps, so we need to fill them.”


She reached the stairs, started down with Peabody clanging along with her.


“And digging back into the missing persons on our other vic. We need more background on the partners, on the sales of the second site. We don’t have time for strolling.”


“When you put it that way.”


When they reached Eve’s DLE, Peabody slid in. “Can I get a diet fizzy? It got warm up there.”


“Go.”


“Coffee?”


Eve started to say yes before she pulled out because coffee was always a yes. But it had gotten warm up there. “Tube of Pepsi.”


While Peabody programmed the drinks from the in-dash Auto-Chef, Eve ordered a run on Geraldi.


Geraldi, Paul Tomas, age sixty-two, her computer began. Caucasian, male. Married Theresa Angela Basset, age sixty, June 2032. Three offspring, Paul, male, age twenty-eight; Carla, female, age twenty-six; Anthony, male, age twenty-five. Employed by Singer Developers 2023 to present. Demolition expert, supervisory position.


Eve listened to the employment record, the financial data, education data, the criminal—small change in Geraldi’s early twenties.


“He’d’ve been with the company in 2024,” she commented. “Puts him on that list if those dates line up. Let’s see about the big boss. Computer, run Bolton Kincade Singer of New York City.”




Acknowledged. Working. Singer, Bolton Kincade, age fifty-nine. Caucasian, male. Married Lilith Anne Conroy, age fifty-five, December 2033. Three offspring, Harmony, female, age twenty-seven; Layla, female, age twenty-four; Kincade, male, age twenty-two. President and CEO of Singer Family Developers, based in New York City. Employed by Singer Family Developers 2026 to present.





“Pause,” Eve ordered. “Where was subject employed and/or residing prior to 2026?”




Subject attended Irving Allen Conservatory from 2020 to 2024 as full-time student. He resided in Savannah, Georgia, from August 2020 to February 2026.





To save time, Eve zipped into a loading zone a half block from Singer HQ. “Degrees and employment during that period.”




Subject earned degrees, with honors, in music composition, instrumental arts, and vocal arts. He was self-employed as a musician/performer during this period.





“Hold the rest. An odd education for the head of an urban development company.”


“My guess would be he had other plans for his future. Singer wanted to be a singer.”


Eve nodded, then realized she hadn’t cracked the tube of Pepsi. She let it sit where it was as she flipped up the On Duty light. “That’s my take. Guess he changed his mind, or his finances ran thin.”


“He gave it a decent shot,” Peabody said as they got out of the car. “Either way, it lowers the likelihood he was here when our unidentified woman was murdered.”


“Or he was here on a college break, hoping to butter up his wealthy parents so they’d fork over more dough. They gave him his shot. A year or so after college to make it or break it. You don’t make it, it’s time to face the real world, earn your keep.”


“I looked up the conservatory. They don’t take just anybody. You have to take written tests, and audition, then they have a panel that votes on your admission. It’s pricey, and it’s exclusive.”


“And it would’ve been away from the hot spots still flaring up during the Urbans. You could pull some strings to get your one and only son in, I bet.”


“Cops are cynics, because I can see that.” Peabody paused outside the entrance of the Singer Building to take stock.


“It’s impressive,” Peabody decided, “and it’s got that old-timey New York and dignified look to it. But it’s not as big or impressive as Roarke’s Midtown HQ.”


“What is?”


Eve swung in, crossed the marble-tiled and, yes, old-timey New York and dignified lobby to the security desk.


She held up her badge. “Paulie Geraldi and Bolton Singer.”


“Are either expecting you, Lieutenant?”


“I don’t think they’ll be surprised.”


“One moment.” Security turned away to consult with someone on his earbud.


While she waited, Eve scanned the lobby. Activity coming off or going on elevators. No shops or cafés, but a large screen displaying various Singer projects—completed, projected, under construction.


“Mr. Geraldi is in Mr. Singer’s office at this time. You’re cleared to go up. Elevator bank A, fiftieth floor. Someone will meet you. Please sign in.”


Eve scrawled her signature with her finger on the pad, then moved to the A bank of elevators.


“That was easy,” Peabody commented.


“Let’s see how easy the rest is.”


Eve waited for a trio of suits to hustle off an elevator, then stepped inside. “Bolton Singer, floor fifty.”


Enjoy your visit to the Singer Building, the computer told her. Singer Family Developers is dedicated to building a vital and vibrant New York.


“A couple people might disagree.” Eve slid her hands in her pockets as the elevator headed up.
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The elevator doors opened on fifty to a spacious reception area that continued the dignified theme in tones of navy and cream and dark, glossy wood. Two people manned stations at opposite ends of the tall counter backed by the floor-to-ceiling company logo.


Eve heard the one on the right chirp cheerfully to a caller on her station ’link, “Good morning! Singer Family Developers! How can I assist you?”


The woman who waited to greet them didn’t look as if she’d chirp, cheerfully or otherwise.


She wore her ink-black hair in a kind of skullcap with the ends honed into keen spikes. While her lips curved in polite greeting, her eyes—a tawny gold that made Eve think of various unpleasant reptiles—stayed as keen as those spiked ends.


Her dress, blue as cobalt, skimmed down to the knees of a tough, athletic body and showed off well-cut arms.


“Lieutenant Dallas.” She offered a ringless hand and a very firm grip. “Detective. I’m Zelda Diller, administrative assistant to Mr. Singer. He and Mr. Geraldi are meeting in Mr. Singer’s office. I’ll escort you back.”


“Okay.”


She started back and through a wide doorway to the left of the counter. Open doors on either side showed outer offices where admins or secretaries or both worked busily at stations with closed inner doors where Eve assumed the execs did what execs did.


“Due to the unfortunate circumstances”—Zelda flicked a glance at Eve—“I’ve cleared thirty minutes of Mr. Singer’s schedule for you. I assume that will be sufficient.”


“We’ll find out, won’t we?”


As expected, the big boss’s offices boasted double doors.


Dignity continued its reign with a sand-colored carpet, dark wood, chocolate leather visitors’ chairs, and the central desk, where a man in a navy pin-striped suit worked his comp.


Through the open door on the left, Eve saw a man in shirtsleeves pacing as he held a conversation on his ’link. The firmly closed door on the right had the admin’s name on a brass plaque.


Zelda moved straight to the double doors behind the central desk.


She knocked briskly before opening one side.


“Lieutenant Dallas and Detective Peabody, sir.”


“Yes, thank you, Zelda. Please, show them right in.”


Bolton crossed the wide space from desk to door in his sharp gray suit as a second man in work clothes rose from a chair.


“Lieutenant, Detective. Bolton Singer and our project supervisor Paul Geraldi. A difficult day for all. Zelda, could we get some coffee, please?”


“I’ll arrange it.”


She stepped out, closed the door behind her.


And, Eve would’ve made book, started the thirty-minute timer.


“Please sit.” He gestured not to the chairs facing his desk, but to the two-seater sofa in that chocolate-brown leather, then waved Geraldi to one of the forest-green chairs facing it. Bolton took the other rather than the power position behind his desk.


Eve figured an office told you something about the person who worked in it. The vibe, her oldest friend, Mavis, would’ve called it.


This one struck her as friendly—the comfortable seating, the thriving plant in a cheerful pot at the corner of his window wall. Involved, as she spotted several framed wall photos of Bolton Singer in hard hats at job sites as well as more formal ones of him at ceremonial first shovels or ribbon cuttings.


Busy, most likely. She couldn’t see his comp screen, and the wall screen pulsed on holding blue, but she’d spotted a legal pad and some handwritten notes on his blotter.


“Paulie’s been filling me in,” Bolton began, “as best he can. My first questions are do you know what happened, and what can we do to help?”


“We’re at the very beginning of our investigation. We appreciate your cooperation thus far, and continuing that cooperation aids our investigation.”


“You can count on it.” He paused when the knock came again. This time Navy Pin-Stripe came in, wheeling a coffee service.


“Thanks, Terry. I’ll confess I read Nadine Furst’s first book, and have already started her second, so it’s black coffee for Lieutenant Dallas, coffee regular for Detective Peabody.”


He had a strong face, clean-shaven, that just missed handsome. Direct, pale blue eyes took it over the line into appealing, as did the dark honey hair curling over his ears and collar.


He wore a thick, ridged, white-gold wedding ring, a slick and sleek black-banded wrist unit, and a single stud in his left ear.


Beside him, Paul Geraldi looked tanned and burly with his barrel chest in a black T-shirt, his scarred work boots, his small, scruffy beard and gray-streaked brown hair clipped militarily short.


Bolton waited until Terry slipped back out of the room.


“Is there anything you can tell us about the woman who died? If there’s anything we can do for her family?”


“Our information to this point is she lived on the streets.”


He nodded, looked down at his coffee. “There’ll be expenses regarding her burial or cremation. If there’s no family, I would take care of that.”


“She was known to the cops at the Tenth Precinct, and if we can’t locate next of kin, they’ll make arrangements for her.”


“You know who she is?” Geraldi spoke up, then glanced over. “Sorry, Bolt.”


“No, don’t be.”


“I didn’t really get a look at her. I’d just gotten on the site when the kid found her. I figured we weren’t supposed to touch anything before the cops got there.”


“You were right. We’ve identified the victim as Alva Quirk.”


“Don’t know the name.” Geraldi looked back at his boss again. “Don’t know it.”


“Peabody.”


Peabody brought up the ID image—one a few years out of date—turned her PPC so both men could see it.


Bolton started to shake his head, but Geraldi leaned closer.


“Ah, shit. Sorry. Damn it. I knew her. I mean to say I didn’t know her so much as I saw her a few times, talked to her a couple times.”


“Where?”


“On the site. She came up a couple times—some do even though we’ve got the old steps blocked off. They get around it. And we have crew coming up and going down, so it ain’t hard. Nothing up on that side of the fence right now, so it’s not a big problem, but I move ’em along when I can. She was … she gave me a flower.”


“A flower,” Bolton repeated.


“Folded paper flower. Like that origami stuff. Out of part of one of those damn flyers they try handing out on the street nobody wants. She said I was lucky to work in a place with such a nice view, and how it was good we were building places for people to live. She kept coming back, and I had to keep telling her it was private property. She’d just smile and give me a flower or a bird or whatnot.”


He scrubbed a hand over his face. “Got so I liked seeing her now and then. She’d camp some days down on the sidewalk by the steps. She wasn’t hurting anybody. She told me how she was sorry she had to report one of my crew to the police.”


“Why?” Bolton demanded immediately. “Did someone harass her?”


“Nah. She’d been up at the fence, saw one of the crew tossing stuff in the dumpster there. He missed with something, left it on the ground. She said littering was against the rules, showed me how she’d written it all out in her book.”


“She showed you her book?”


Geraldi nodded at Eve. “Yeah, she had this book—sort of like those diaries little kids like to write in. A paper one. She showed me where she’d written it down. What the guy looked like, what he was wearing, the time of day, the litter. She said how we had to keep our city clean, and I said it wouldn’t happen again.”


“When was this?”


“Oh, man, this was back … last month. Three, four weeks easy. It gave me the idea to ask her how about she write down people who came up the steps who didn’t work for us. Figured it would keep her from coming up. I guess it didn’t.”


“When’s the last time you saw her?”


Geraldi scrubbed a hand over his beard. “Gotta be a couple, three days ago. I worked out a kind of deal with her, see? I’d stop by down below after work every Friday, and she could give me her report, you know? I’d give her a few bucks for the weekend. I made a kind of game out of it, because I didn’t want her coming up all the time, maybe taking a spill, or getting through the gate and picking through one of the dumpsters. We got broken glass, nails, sharp shit—stuff goes in there. We’re doing a lot of demo. I didn’t want her getting hurt. She wasn’t hurting anybody.


“Goddamn it, Bolt, I’m sorry.”


“It’s not on you, Paulie.” Bolton reached over, gripped Geraldi’s arm briefly. “It’s not on you, and I’m sorry, too.”


“Who has off-hours access to that dumpster area, and the secured area, the building, all of it?”


“I would,” Bolton began. “Paulie, of course, our head architect and engineer, head electrician, lead plumber.” He stopped himself, held up a hand. “I’ll give you a list of names and job titles.”


“That would be helpful. We’ll need to speak to all of them.”


“I’ll have Zelda set that up. Wouldn’t it be more likely it was someone who got through the stairs on that side of the fence? Just some … opportunist?”


“More likely doesn’t apply at the moment. Can you tell us where you were last night, Mr. Geraldi, between midnight and two A.M.?”


Geraldi blew out a breath. “Takes me back,” he murmured. “I had a couple little brushes back in my misspent youth.” He tried a half smile. “Nothing like this. I can tell you I was home, from five-thirty or so—grabbed a beer—a couple—with some of the crew before I went home. Two beers because my in-laws are visiting from Scottsdale.”


He rolled his eyes toward Bolton, who let out a sudden laugh. “You’ll get through it, Paulie. Stay strong.”
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