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				Carol O’Connell is the New York Times bestselling creator of Kathy Mallory, and the author of thirteen books, eleven featuring her acclaimed detective, most recently IT HAPPENS IN THE DARK, as well as the stand-alone thrillers JUDAS CHILD and BONE BY BONE. She lives in New York City.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				PRAISE

				Acclaim for Carol O’Connell and the Mallory series of novels:

				‘If any writer could make me break my New Year’s resolution to avoid serial killer novels, it’s the brilliant Carol O’Connell . . . her books are moving as well as thrilling’ Daily Telegraph

				‘As I read Mallory’s Oracle, I kept wanting to hug both Kathy Mallory and Carol O’Connell, and that is the mark of a story and an author who really involve you, and make you care – and that is so rare!’ James Patterson

				‘Mallory is one of the most original and intriguing detectives you’ll ever meet . . . Wild, sly and breathless – all things a good thriller ought to be’ Carl Hiaasen

				‘Mallory grips us like a hand on the throat’ The Times

				‘Readers, beware! That sly (and oh so gifted) Carol O’Connell is just as cunning as her beautiful, near-sociopathic heroine, Kathy Mallory, creeping up on unsuspecting readers with softly caressing words and languidly flowing sentences, then sucker-punching them with shockingly explicit violence that’s as vivid as it is grisly’ Booklist

				‘With Winter House, Carol O’Connell proves once again the enduring power of Mallory’ Karin Slaughter

				‘A smart, skilful practitioner of the mystery-writing arts, O’Connell writes discreetly dazzling books’ New York Times

				‘O’Connell is a consummate storyteller – a unique talent who deserves to be a household name’ Val McDermid

				‘Memorable characters and blazingly original prose. Once again, O’Connell transcends the genre’ Kirkus Reviews

			

		

	
		
			
				

				ABOUT THE BOOK

				Detective Kathy Mallory. New York’s darkest. You only underestimate her once.

				The soul of a thief.

				When NYPD Sergeant Kathy Mallory was an eleven-year-old street kid, she got caught stealing. The detective who found her was Louis Markowitz. He should have arrested her. Instead he raised her as his own, in the best tradition of New York’s finest.

				The mind of a cop.

				Now Markowitz is dead, and Mallory the first officer on the scene. She knows any criminal who could outsmart her father is no ordinary human. This is a ruthless serial killer, a freak from the night-side of the mind.

				The courage of a hero with nothing to lose.

				And one question troubles her more than any other: why did he go in there alone?
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				PROLOGUE

				The dog came when she called. He came slowly, shivering in his pelt as he walked, picking his way lightly and gracefully on slender Dobermann feet. By her voice, he was pulled along through the rooms of the apartment and past the open door to the outer hallway. He entered the kitchen with the light clatter of nails on linoleum and met his mistress there. All the muscles of his body tightened in the dog’s version of attention.

				The animal’s eyes were soft brown wounds in a sleek black face, and there were more literal scars on the skin beneath the dark fur. He owed his life, many times over, to youth and quick recovery, but he was no longer a puppy.

				The woman was seated in her chair, and the dog knew it would be a while before she moved again. It was something in the smell of her when she was in this state, even before the woman’s eyes would go all wide and staring.

				A small misery of crying began deep in the dog’s throat. He paced back and forth before the chair, sensing the woman’s temporary blindness to her surroundings, her deafness to the dog’s fear.

				Time. How much time before the woman came round again? The eyes were rolling back in a trance. Soon now. The dog barked. Nothing, no blink, no reflex of any kind in the woman. The dog circled the chair, fear rising up to a human crying. He moved her hand with his nose. Nothing. The hand fell limply to her lap.

				The dog wailed.

				Soon.

				The dog’s mind was breaking. Regimentation instilled by pain was falling apart. He was departing from ritual, backing out of the room, terrified eyes fixed on the woman till he was clear of the kitchen. Now he turned and flung himself into the next room, racing across the carpet, passing through the open door and down the long hallway, paws touching lightly to ground in the perfect poetry of a beautiful animal in motion, muscles elongating and contracting, eyes shining with purpose. Now springing, rising, flying, crashing through the glass of the fifth-floor window.

				The dog’s heart was killed by the fright and strain of flight without wings. He was dead before his bones were broken on the pavement.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				ONE

				The boy’s stringy brown hair fell over one eye. The other eye was fever-bright. His T-shirt was grime gray and yellow in the rings of stale sweat beneath the arms. Bony knees pushed through the strained and faded threads of his jeans as he crossed the room to the pawnbroker’s cage.

				Safely locked behind wire and glass, the old man in the cage only feared the pain in his mind might bleed from his eyes, and so he kept them cast down as he examined again what the boy had brought him.

				The police station was only minutes away. How much time had passed, he wondered. Where was Kathy? Had he been right to call her? The old man’s hand trembled as he wiped his face. What would the boy make of tremors and tears?

				‘What’s taking so long, old man?’ asked the boy. ‘Gold is gold.’

				Well, no, it was not.

				The pocket watch bore the name of Louis Markowitz’s grandfather. And the engraved initials inside the heavy gold ring told him this was the wedding band that Helen had given to Louis. The old man had attended that wedding. And twenty years later, when Helen died, he had been at the grave with Louis and Kathy. The watch and ring were more than gold to Louis, and he would not have given them up while he lived.

				The boy hovered close to the cage and then flitted across the room. He spun around, levitating off the floor. He was so thin, made all of wire, coursing with manic energy, sweat pouring off what little flesh he had, heat rising off his cooking brain, only wanting money to fill his veins with magic and fly away.

				There was a light tap at the pawnbroker’s window. Kathy Mallory had come. He buzzed her through the lock, and she walked in slow, stalking on long legs in dungarees. A black blazer over her T-shirt hid the gun. All the old man’s compliments to her were made of hard but precious substance: her eyes were cold green jewels set in ivory and framed in an aureole of gold.

				She moved on the boy in the shutter blink of the old man’s eyes. It looked to him as though she had disappeared from the shaft of light by the window and then reappeared behind the boy on the other side of the room. Her lips parted, and just the tip of her tongue showed between her teeth. It must be his old eyes or his imagination – she seemed to be tasting the moment. Her hands were rising, curling.

				The boy was quickly turning, and he had not faced her yet when she grabbed him by one arm and pulled it up high behind his back. The boy screamed with pain as she slammed him into the wall. And there was fear in that scream, too. He seemed younger now, a wild-eyed child caught in the claws of his nursery-closet monster. This could not be happening, said the boy’s eyes.

				Where did you get the watch? she was asking him with another slam into the wall. Where? she asked, and never raised her voice, but tufts of the boy’s hair came away in her hand when she had to ask him again.

				Jack Coffey’s mind was breaking with the exhaustion of nights without sleep. The question was endlessly looping back on itself: why had Markowitz gone in there alone? Why?

				It made no damn sense at all, not for a smart cop with thirty years on the force. Raw recruits, still damp at the bib with mother’s milk, were not so dumb and loved their skins more.

				Lieut. Jack Coffey held his suit jacket slung over one arm. The wet stains on his pin-stripe shirt were darkest at the shoulder holster. His lean and sun-brown face was slack at the jaw, and his eyes were closing to slits.

				Oh, talk about rookie cops. Maybe if he’d had a decent night’s sleep he might not have behaved like one himself, stumbling out to the sidewalk to lose his last meal on the pavement. And now his knees were failing him. He covered himself by leaning casually against one of the black-and-white units.

				The street was crawling with black-and-whites and a few of the department’s less conspicuous tan cars. The meat wagon was waiting patiently, doors hanging open. The two men from the medical examiner’s office stubbed out their cigarettes and walked back inside. Nothing would get Jack Coffey back in there, nothing but the possibility of losing face in front of Kathy Mallory.

				A siren cut the thick humid air, screaming like a woman. Some fool had called an ambulance, and it was rushing toward them as though there was still time for Louis Markowitz, as though the man had not been dead for two days.

				And what a place to die. The windows of the six-story building were all cracked glass and black holes. Chunks of concrete lay on the sidewalk, having fallen from the once-elaborate façade. In the past few weeks, this abandoned East Village tenement had done some service as a crack house. The addicts had left a trail of works winding from the sidewalk to the door.

				The car dipped as another, heavier man joined him on the car’s fender.

				‘Hello, Coffey,’ said Chief of Detectives Harry Blakely who was all gone to gray hair and not so lean as the younger man by forty pounds, nor so beautiful by twenty years of drink which put veins in his eyes and sallowed his flesh.

				‘Chief,’ Coffey nodded. ‘Riker filled you in?’

				‘Much as he could. It’s the same freak? You’re positive?’

				‘It’s the same pattern with the wounds.’

				‘Oh, God,’ said Blakely, as if God could find him in this section of lower Manhattan. Not likely, yet he wiped his face with a handkerchief and squinted up to where heaven would be if not for the crumbling brick of the tenement building. ‘You got a preliminary yet?’

				‘Yeah, but it’s half-assed. Slope hasn’t shown up yet. The techs figure they died maybe forty to fifty hours ago. There’s plastic in the woman’s wounds.’

				‘You got an ID on her?’

				‘Miss Pearl Whitman, age seventy-five. She’s from Gramercy Park, same as the first two.’

				‘No shit. You know who that is? Pearl Whitman of Whitman Chemicals. You got any idea how much she’s worth?’

				It was like the Chief to give a credit line to a corpse. He was a good political animal.

				‘Look who’s here.’ Blakely was nodding in the direction of a van with a TV-news logo on the side. He gestured thumb down to a uniformed officer who moved quickly to direct the van and its cargo of reporters and cameramen onto the cross street and away from the crime scene. ‘Speaking of freaks. Those bastards can smell blood before jackals can.’

				Jack Coffey closed his eyes, but it did him no good. He could see the Post’s headlines on the inside of his eyelids: ‘Invisible Man’s Third Kill’. A rival newspaper had favored the name Gray-lady Killer, but the public had taken more of a fancy to the supernatural aspect of the first murder.

				That first old woman had been a daylight kill in the park at the center of Gramercy’s square. Anne Cathery had died in full view of every window that looked out onto that square, and every bench-sitter, every passer-by. Yet no one had witnessed it. Her corpse had lain in anonymity among the shrubs, ignored by blasé, incurious New Yorkers. In the early morning hours of the following day, flies had attracted the curiosity of a resident.

				The second victim, Estelle Gaynor, had also been found in the square. But now Pearl Whitman had broken the pattern by dying at an unfashionable Manhattan address, twenty blocks south by geographic standards and miles further down by economics. Another deviation from the pattern was the death of a cop, the head of Special Crimes Section no less.

				Harry Blakely lit up a cheap cigar, and Coffey bit down on his lower lip to offset a new wave of nausea and stop the onset of dry heaves. He was only hoping to keep some of his dignity, for he had nothing left of his lunch to give to the sidewalk.

				‘How do you suppose the perp got the old lady down here, Coffey? Any ideas?’

				‘Had to have a car,’ said Coffey, his mind working on automatic pilot now, only really concentrating on his innards. ‘Probably snatched her off the street in Gramercy. No rich old broad is gonna be out for a stroll in this neighborhood.’

				‘Well, now.’ Blakely smiled. ‘He has a private car. That’s more than we had yesterday. So Markowitz wasn’t a total loss.’

				What would they do to him, Coffey wondered, for punching out the chief of detectives? Well, he would have free beers for the rest of his natural life, but no pension.

				‘You’re the senior man in the section, Coffey. You do right, you’ll make captain before the year is out. It’s your baby now.’

				Yeah, right. And who was going to explain that to Mallory?

				Coffey was facing the long black limousine slowly pulling to the curb, but he was not really seeing it, not registering that this must be Police Commissioner Beale’s limo.

				‘Aw, Markowitz,’ Blakely was saying, as much to himself as to Coffey. ‘This was a real bonehead mistake. He should’ve pulled the pin years ago.’

				Coffey’s hand clenched wrinkles into the wilted material of his suit jacket. So all the times Lou Markowitz made the department shine had counted for nothing. He would be remembered for this last mistake. Maybe the perp was just smarter than Markowitz. Coffey had never met anyone that smart. And if and when he did? Would Blakely be sitting with someone else and remembering Lieut. Jack Coffey for his last mistake?

				‘Has anyone told Mallory?’ asked Blakely.

				‘She’s in there now with forensic.’

				‘Oh Jesus—’

				‘She was the first officer on the scene. You were figuring to keep her out of it?’

				‘She’s in there with Markowitz’s body?’

				‘Yeah, and she’s pissed off.’

				He was only vaguely aware of another man standing close by his shoulder and putting one bloodless, bony hand on the fender of the car. Coffey winced as the man leaned close to his ear and yelled, ‘Are you telling me Sergeant Mallory is in there!’

				Where had Beale come from on his little ferret’s feet?

				Still a bit slow and slightly stupid with shock, Jack Coffey turned to look down at the little man’s watery gray eyes. He thought the commissioner had a very big voice for a little jerk.

				Dr Edward Slope had come straight from a pool-side barbecue at his suburban Westchester home. Actually, he had escaped from his in-laws and neighbors, running from their screaming children, ducking the flying Frisbees, keeping a blind eye to the smoking hamburgers and franks on the grill, not stopping to change his clothes but only grabbing up his bag. His apologies, on the fly, had been profuse, but when he last saw his wife, she had been holding a long, sharp skewer and miming the words, ‘I’ll get you for this,’ as he backed his car down the driveway and left her to the whirlwind.

				In his practice as medical examiner for the city of New York, Dr Slope usually came to his patients in a more somber suit of clothes and not the garish splashes of Hawaiian color which competed with the blood of the crime scene. In a further, unintended rudeness, the exotic flowers of his shirt muted the dead woman’s more fashionable blue dress, and drabbed the dead man’s brown suit.

				And he usually tended to strangers and not to a man he had known for half his life. He had walked quickly from the car to the door marked by a guard of uniformed officers. No one had caught up with him to tell him it was Louis in there. He had walked into this room and met his old friend as a corpse. Now, as he sagged against the bare brick wall, the bright floodlights deepened his wrinkles and made him seventy instead of sixty.

				He had to ask himself, what was wrong with this picture? Oh, just everything. Louis should be issuing orders to forensic and the photographer, and pumping him for early details and best guesses. In no scenario could Louis be one of the bodies.

				And why was Kathy Mallory here? She should be sitting at a computer console back at the station, and not on her knees in the dirt and the dried blood, flies lighting on the curls of her hair and crawling over her hands and face.

				The photographer and the forensic crew were standing by the door, waiting on a go-ahead from Mallory. She was kneeling on the floor, pushing a gold wedding band up the pudgy third finger on the left hand of the corpse which had been her father.

				Dr Slope turned his attention to the boy in the handcuffs. It seemed unnecessary to have such a large policeman restraining the kid. In that weakened condition he could not have outrun one of the dead bodies. The boy’s head was bleeding, and half his face was swollen. Slope thought of practising on a living patient for distraction, but then he figured he would see this one in his regular practice soon enough. The skeletal junkie was a day away from dying. Were the wounds Mallory’s work? It was obvious the boy was Mallory’s creature. He was tied to her by his eyes.

				Mallory looked up at the boy. ‘You moved the body, didn’t you?’

				Apparently, she had trained the boy rather well in the short time they had known one another, perhaps a half-hour by the recent blooding. The boy responded quick as a starving lab rat.

				‘Yes, ma’am. I rolled him over on his back.’

				‘Tell me when I’ve got it right,’ she said, rolling the heavy body of Louis Markowitz over on his face.

				Slope wondered if she had ever been on a homicide crime site before. He thought not. From her earliest days on the force, she had always been more at home with the NYPD computers than people, living or dead. A bizarre linkage of memory called up a fine spring day in Kathy’s childhood when Louis had taught her the rudiments of baseball.

				In a somewhat different spirit, Dr Slope strode over to Louis’s body and hunkered down beside her. He pointed to the darkened splotches on the face. ‘Line up the places where the blood’s pooled under the skin. Line ’em up flat with the floor.’

				She nodded and leaned down, nose to nose with the white face of the corpse, her hands working at the dead flesh which was deceptively warm in the August heat. When she was done, she looked up to the boy who nodded.

				Slope was checking Mallory’s pretty face for signs of traumatic shock, and he was disconcerted at not finding any. She was all business, lining up the dark blood pools on the white left hand now, and looking back to the boy again. The boy nodded once more. Satisfied, she stood up and crossed the room to stand over the corpse of the old woman.

				The woman’s throat bore a wound resembling a second mouth. The front of the blood-crusted dress had been cut away, and the brassière as well. One breast hung deflated against the ribcage. The other had been laid open by the knife and was covered with flies. The buzzing was nearly a roar, and the medical examiner regarded the black cluster of insects as a single feeding organism. The corpse’s ancient face was a study in horror as the flies crawled in and out of the open mouths of her face and throat.

				Mallory stared at the old woman with as much compassion as she would give to furniture. She looked back to the boy.

				‘And now this one,’ she said.

				‘No,’ said the boy. ‘She was that way when I got here.’

				‘Anything else? Did you touch anything, move anything?’

				‘No. I went through the dead guy’s pockets and ran. I threw the wallet back there.’ He pointed to a loose pile of bricks and garbage in one corner of the room. The wallet lay on a torn, green garbage bag.

				Slope caught the eye of a forensic technician. He nodded at the bag and then made a few jots in his notebook.

				‘You!’ said Mallory, calling the man over. ‘You got the kid’s prints?’

				The technician held up the card with the splotches of ink in neat squares which identified each printed digit.

				She turned to Martin, the uniformed officer who held the handcuffed boy by one bone-thin arm.

				‘I don’t need him anymore. Kick him loose.’

				Slope stopped his medical examination and watched Martin’s young face and saw the patrolman’s mistake in the making.

				‘Mallory, he robbed a corpse,’ said Martin. ‘Markowitz’s corpse, for Christ’s sake. You’re gonna let him walk?’

				‘A deal is a deal. Now kick him loose,’ said Mallory in a voice, low and even, that said with restrained, under-the-surface violence, ‘Don’t you push your luck with me, not ever.’ As she walked toward Martin, she seemed to grow in size and power. It was an unsettling illusion, and Slope wondered if she was even aware of it. He thought she might be.

				Martin was quick to fish out the cuff key. His reddening face was turned down to the work of unlocking the irons. A moment later, the junkie was gone.

				Very practical, Kathy. Why waste time on a trial?

				He guessed she hadn’t wasted much time on the boy’s constitutional right to a lawyer, and he knew she had wasted no time at all in discouraging his right to remain silent.

				Now she turned on the photographer. ‘Okay, it’s in prime condition. Shoot.’

				The peripheral brightness of repeating flashes made spots in Slope’s vision as he moved to the second body. He slipped plastic bags over the hands of the woman’s corpse, and then looked up to Mallory. ‘I’ll get to work on it as soon as you release them.’

				‘The old woman’s the same pattern as the other two?’

				‘The same.’

				‘Do Markowitz first,’ she said. ‘I’m not gonna learn anything new from her.’

				‘You got it.’

				‘What can you give me now? How long have they been dead?’

				Like father, like daughter. He knew there was no tie of blood between them, but there was much of Louis in her.

				‘Two days, give or take. With the heat and the decomposition, I won’t be able to pin it to within five or six hours. But, I can fix a few hours of daylight on either side. Same pattern there.’

				‘How long did Markowitz live?’

				‘Maybe thirty minutes to an hour. I’m guessing by the blood loss. I’d say the wound was enough to kill him without medical attention, but he died of a massive coronary.’ Markowitz had had some practice surviving mild attacks. This one must have had the force and effect of a slow train wreck.

				‘So he knew he was dying.’

				‘Yes.’ And that hurt her, he knew. He discerned it in the slow deadening of her eyes. So Louis Markowitz had spent his last hour in pain and fear.

				Wasn’t life crappy that way, Kathy?

				‘The killer didn’t take much time with him,’ he said. ‘He was more interested in the woman. Markowitz has defensive wounds on his arms. By the position of the first blood splatter, he put himself between her and the killer.’ And now he detected the first signs of mild shock with the slight loss of focus in her eyes. ‘Can I do anything for you, Kathy?’

				His first error was using her Christian name on the job, and his second gross presumption was kindness. He was rewarded with universal contempt throughout the crowded tenement room. He should’ve known better, said the frozen silence of the uniforms, the technicians and the photographer.

				‘You’re done with the body?’ she asked, focused again, all cold to him now, all business.

				He nodded.

				‘Okay,’ she said, turning to the medical examiner’s men. ‘Bag him and take him out.’ Now she looked to the far corner where the old woman’s body was. ‘And that one? How long?’

				‘She only lived a few minutes.’

				‘Bag her.’

				Her next order cleared out all the unnecessary personnel and that included old friends of the family. Dr Slope left in advance of his team. The way out of the building and into the light was much longer than the way in had been.

				Sergeant Kathleen Mallory sat on the only chair in the room while the forensic team crawled on hands and knees, looking for fibers and hairs, the minutiae of evidence. She traced the pattern of blood. He fell there, near the door.

				How could you be dead?

				And he had gotten up and dragged himself along that blood-smeared wall to the window.

				Did you scream for help in this neighborhood of ‘I didn’t see nothin’, I didn’t hear nothin’.’

				And there by the window, where the blood had spread around his body in a wide stain in the dust, he had collapsed and died. But it had taken some time. He’d had time to think.

				What did you do with the time? What did you leave behind? . . . Nothing?

				She looked up as they were carrying him out in a black plastic body bag.

				A small notebook lay open on her lap. She drew a quick slash through the notes on Markowitz’s car. It must have been stolen. Nothing had turned up on the impound lots in the two days she’d been hunting for him. It was probably in Jersey by now and painted a different color.

				Why did you go in alone?

				‘Defensive wounds’, she wrote on a clean page. So he had tailed the perp to the crime scene and gone in without back-up. Why? ‘Because the woman was about to die’, she wrote in a clear neat hand. She could assume he was on foot – no car radio, or he would have called for back-up. That was something. So the perp was also on foot.

				Her pen scratched across the paper again. ‘No drive-by snatch’. She was certain of that much. The killer had arranged to meet the old woman well away from Gramercy Park – a break in the pattern of the other two murders. There had to be a record on some cabby’s log. A rich old woman doesn’t ride the subway or the bus. And she wouldn’t have come here alone to meet a stranger. She knew her killer.

				So, she could also assume that Markowitz had figured out how the park murder was done. Smart old bastard. But if he was so smart, why did he keep it to himself? And since when did a cop with Markowitz’s rank do surveillance detail?

				One of the forensic techs looked her way and then nervously looked everywhere else.

				Was he checking for tears, she wondered, for signs of dissembling? No way. No compassionate leave for Mallory. But Commissioner Beale was such a twit, he might order it. Then what?

				The worst of the stench from the old woman’s corpse still lingered. Pearl Whitman had not been such a neat kill as Markowitz. The butcher had punctured the intestine. In the absence of food, the cloud of flies was dwindling to a few annoying strafers. There were no windows that were not broken, no barriers to contain them. They whined past her ear, buzzing and black, fat with blood. Gone. All quiet now, only the sound of the brush in the hand of the man at her feet who was looking for omens in the dust and the dried blood.

				‘I shouldn’t have called you so late.’

				‘No, Mr Lugar, you did the right thing.’

				The sleepy rabbi and the night watchman were both in their late fifties, and both were balding, but there they parted in countenance. The watchman was furtive in all his movements and shaped like a beer keg on toothpick legs. The rabbi was a tall man and comfortable in his slender body. His face was catlike and tranquil in the half-closed lids of lost sleep.

				The watchman jerked his head up to look at the taller man. ‘Wait till you see her. She looks like a little kid, just sitting there in the cold. We have to keep it cold, you understand.’

				‘I understand.’

				‘It’s so peculiar. I worked here maybe two years now, and nobody ever wanted to sit up all night with the body. It’s so peculiar. I didn’t know who to call. Well then I seen your name on the manifest for the funeral arrangements. So I gotta figure you know the family, you know?’

				‘I know.’

				He led him to the door, and pointed to the square window.

				‘Don’t she look just like a little kid?’ The watchman moved his head slowly and sadly from side to side as he unlocked the door and stepped back. ‘I gotta go on my rounds now, Rabbi.’

				‘Thank you for all your trouble, Mr Lugar. It was very kind of you.’

				The smaller man smiled and ducked his head under the rare burden of a compliment. He turned and walked down the dimly lit hall, stiff and disjointed as though he had borrowed this body for the night and had not quite got the hang of walking around in it.

				The rabbi pushed through the swinging doors and into a bright cold room painted antiseptic green. She was sitting on a metal folding chair by the wall of lockers, each one home to a body, and one of those bodies was very important to Kathy Mallory. Her blazer collar was pulled up against the cold, and her hands were tucked into the fold of her arms. She was hugging herself, it seemed, for lack of anyone to hold her.

				She was twenty-five years old, he knew, but she was also the child who stared defiantly from the old photograph in Louis’s wallet. She was not much changed since that day, fourteen years ago, when he first saw her walk into the front room of the Markowitz house, following along in Helen’s wake, never going very far from Helen’s side. Of course, she was taller now.

				‘Kathy, why are you here? Mr Lugar was concerned about you.’

				‘Someone’s supposed to sit with the body. A relative.’

				‘No Kathy. That’s not necessary. Louis was not so orthodox a Jew. He was only religious about our Thursday-night poker games. And he missed last Thursday’s game.’

				He bent his knees, and his body folded down in the neat illusion of shrinking until he was sitting on the backs of his shoes. It was his custom to speak to children at eye level.

				‘Louis was so unorthodox I caught him buying a Christmas tree one night. That would have been the first year you lived with Louis and Helen. Louis tried to fob it off as a Hanukkah bush.’

				‘Did you ream him out?’

				‘Of course I did. As we were carrying it home. I was merciless.’

				‘It was a twelve-footer. I remember that tree. It went up to the ceiling.’

				‘So, can you picture an orthodox Jew putting up Christmas trees and raising a little Gentile? You don’t have to sit up with him.’

				‘Helen would’ve liked it.’

				‘You got me there.’ He shrugged and smiled. ‘She would’ve liked it. Louis would’ve liked it, too.’

				Mallory looked down at her hands.

				‘It’s all right to cry, Kathy.’

				‘Don’t get your hopes up, Rabbi.’

				Rabbi David Kaplan seemed to be growing taller instead of merely standing up. He walked over to the rear wall where three more folding chairs rested near the door. He carried one back to the wall of lockers and dragged out the mechanics of unfolding it and settling himself into it.

				‘I think I’ll stay, too,’ he said.

				‘What for?’

				‘Helen would have liked it.’

				‘I’m okay.’

				‘Me too, Kathy. I’m okay. How long have I known you now? Since you were a little girl.’

				‘I was never a little girl. Markowitz said so.’

				‘Since you were a short person. I’ve known you that long. If you need me, I’m here.’

				‘I’m not Jewish.’

				‘You’re telling me? But there’s so much of Helen invested in you. I got to protect her investment, keep it alive, you know?’ He looked up to the fluorescent lights. ‘It’s Thursday. When I knew I would never play poker with Louis again, I cried.’

				‘Not me.’

				‘I believe you. Louis used to tell me – when you were very short – that you had principle. Tears were for suckers in your lights, he said. I’m a sucker, Kathy. You can take from me what you want, you can tap me for lunch every now and then, for advice. Are you very angry with Louis?’

				Well, that got her attention. And yes, she was very angry.

				‘He was a good cop,’ she said. ‘When a cop gets killed it’s because he got careless. How could he do that?’

				‘How could he do that to you? Louis used to worry about you working in Special Crimes. Ah, you didn’t know that? Well, you spent more time with computers than criminals. He was so proud of you. She’s so smart, he would say. But these people he dealt with were so dangerous. He always knew the risks. I believe he knew it would end this way.’

				‘I’m going after the dirtbag that did this to him.’

				‘Your expertise is in the computer, Kathy, not fieldwork. Leave it to the others. He only wanted you to be safe. Give him that much. He wouldn’t want you involved in this. Promise me you’ll let go of it now. Make this promise a last gift to Louis.’

				She sat well back in the chair and folded her arms across her chest in the attitude of now it begins. ‘So Markowitz spilled all of this to you. That’s interesting.’

				‘We talked. So?’ He found her slow widening smile disturbing. Louis had called it the Armageddon grin. ‘I was more than his rabbi. I was his oldest friend.’

				‘And you want to help me? I’m calling you on that, Rabbi. You’re either all talk, or you give me what I need.’

				The cold air was creeping through the light threads of his jacket. Her eyes were narrowing – another sign of trouble. How incongruous was that incredible face with those gunslinger eyes.

				‘So, what’d the old man say about the Gramercy Park murders?’

				‘Louis would come back to cut out my tongue if I led you into that mess.’

				She leaned forward suddenly, and pure reflex made him pull back with his body and his mind. She was rising from the chair, standing over him, and he forgot that he was the taller of the two.

				‘Fine, then I jump into it stark-naked, no defenses, none of your promised help, your hot air, your—’

				‘Enough . . . A deal is a deal, as Louis would say. But he never told me anything concrete. He was so cryptic he could have had my job. He said the clues were false and they were not. He said it was complicated and simple too. Does this help you, Kathy?’

				‘You’re holding out on me.’ She sat down again and leaned forward to bring her face close to his. ‘He knew who it was, didn’t he?’

				‘He never told me.’

				‘But he knew.’

				‘He said the only way he’d get that freak, that thing, was to catch it in the act. This one was too clever, smarter than Louis himself, so he told me, and maybe even smarter than you.’

				‘Why did Markowitz tell all this to you and not me?’

				‘Oh, you know how parents are. They start to get independent of their children. Then they think they know it all, never need advice, never call the kids anymore. Like it would break an arm to pick up a phone. And you kids, you give them the best years of your lives, the cute years. This is how they pay you back, they take all the horrors of life and keep them from you.’

				‘There’s more. Give, Rabbi. Why would he do the tail himself? Why not send detectives or uniforms to do the surveillance?’

				‘This one scared him, Kathy. This was not an ordinary human. This was a freak from the night-side of the mind. How could he send in one of his beautiful young boys or girls?’

				‘Not good enough, Rabbi.’

				Her reflection elongated in the bright metal of the morgue locker, twisting in ugly distortions as she moved her head. He looked away.

				‘Did you know Louis was a dancing fool?’

				‘Rabbi.’

				‘Patience, Kathy. He loved to dance. But there were no dancing Jews in his family. Very conservative they were, very pious, but not so much fun as you might think. So Louis would sneak out with the Irish kids, and they’d go dancing. One night, when we were young – when we were two other people, almost brand-new – Louis took me with him to a nightclub. As memories go, it’s right up there with the night my first child was born.

				‘Oh, how he could dance, Kathy. The other kids made a ring around him and his partner. They clapped, they screamed. All of us who watched on, we stamped our feet and rocked our bodies like one gigantic, throbbing animal, and we made the building move with our rocking, and the band went on and on and faster and faster. And when the music did stop, the animal with two hundred mouths screamed out in this terrible, beautiful agony . . .

				‘We took the subway back to Brooklyn as the sun was coming up. I wept. Louis didn’t understand. He thought this night would be such fun for me.’

				And now she was hearing him, not shutting him out anymore, only waiting, hanging on the end of the story.

				‘Louis was always on the heavy side, but such grace you won’t find in a woman, and so light on his feet. I remember that lightness best. Boys who were all bones made more noise with their feet than Louis. He was born to dance. He was a natural. And some say he was born to be a policeman. He could sneak up behind a criminal with his good brain and—’

				‘Okay, I get it. A cop with less finesse would have made too much noise.’

				‘And Louis made almost no noise at all. And still, he died. Please, Kathy, you leave it to someone else to find out who this lunatic is.’

				‘I think I know who it is . . . now.’

				‘Then give him to the department, Kathy. Let them handle it.’

				‘Markowitz thought the perp was so smart. Well, that dirtbag made a big mistake his last time out.’

				‘What are you going to do, Kathy?’

				‘I’m gonna do it by the book. Markowitz would’ve liked that. My gift.’

				Rabbi Kaplan pulled his jacket close about his body. He was colder than he had ever been.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				TWO

				His body was well made, and his tailored, dark gray suit was faultless. But the shaggy brown hair was the length of three forgotten appointments with his barber, and his comical face was at odds with the day as he moved in slow procession across the grass with the others. Charles Butler was in pain, and the worse he felt, the more comical he looked. His protruding eyes, over-large in the white spaces and small in the blue colored bits, seemed slightly zany, and his nose might perch a New York City pigeon. He was a caricature of sadness when the few drops of rain found him alone among the mourners and splashed his face and made a hash of his real tears. At six-four, he towered a full head above the rest of them. No place to hide. There he was, the clown at the funeral.

				Mallory walked just ahead of him. She might have been walking alone. It seemed accidental that she was surrounded by a throng of sad people on a common mission. He didn’t find it odd that there was no sheltering arm around her shoulders, no one to take her own arm and give her support.

				Charles quickened his step, and when he came abreast of her, she turned her face up to his. Her eyes were not the portals poets spoke of. They were cool green and gave away nothing. He put one arm around her. Two uniformed police officers walked alongside of them, openly marveling that he would risk that and that she did not shake him off.

				Kathleen she was in all their private conversations, and Mallory she was in the public areas of NYPD. What to call her at the funeral of Louis Markowitz? She was his inheritance, and he was wondering just how he was going to explain that. He hoped the letter in his pocket might help.

				Mallory put down the coffee cup and opened her letter. It began with a list of the deceased’s regrets: Louis Markowitz regretted that his wife Helen had died before completing the job of housebreaking Kathy. He regretted being forced to address her as Mallory when she joined the police department. He regretted not being able to teach Kathy that it was not nice to raid other people’s computers, and that he had made such good use of all her thievery and not set a better example for her.

				And now the list of what he did not regret: there were no regrets about arresting her at the age of ten, eleven or twelve (they could never be sure about her age). He didn’t regret handing the wild child over to gentle Helen Markowitz who startled young Kathy speechless and kickless with a hug and an outpouring of undeserved and unconditional love. He did not regret that Kathy grew up to be a beauty with an intelligence that sometimes frightened him.

				She had made Helen’s last years an unreasonable joy without boundaries. And so, he could live and die with the fact that she still had the soul of a thief. And he was glad that she had made a friend in Charles Butler who was as decent a man as God ever made, and would she please not take shameful advantage of him, but go to him if she were in trouble, if she needed help, or in the unlikely event that she needed a little human warmth. And in his postscript, he mentioned that he had loved her.

				She folded her letter and looked up at the man with the sad foolish smile. Charles Butler sat on the other side of the room, quietly staring into his coffee cup.

				She supposed he was waiting for her to cry.

				He would wait for ever.

				Commissioner Beale sat down on the couch. He noted that it was a masculine thing, all dark leather and blending well with the other furnishings, massive and solid. The only feminine touch he could find in Sergeant Mallory’s front room was the perfect order which men found so difficult to create, and he could find no personal effects at all. He might well be sitting in a showroom display for an upscale furniture store – entirely too upscale in his opinion. And the apartment was too large for her salary. It always worried him to see an officer living beyond means, better dressed than himself, or driving a better car. The police commissioner scratched a mental note on his accountant’s soul.

				Sergeant Mallory returned with a tray which could only be silver, and on it was a good grade of sherry and fine crystal glasses. He made more notes.

				She was smiling. So much for Harry Blakely’s comment that he would have to dynamite her office before she would take compassionate leave. She had taken it rather well.

				‘I think we might make this an indefinite leave, Sergeant.’

				He did respect Blakely’s advice on keeping her out of it until the case was broken, and the Chief was promising results within a few weeks. Mallory was not replaceable, Blakely had counseled, ‘So don’t antagonize her. Tell her it’s policy.’ And policy it was. Doctors did not practise on members of their families; this was no different. She had seen the wisdom of policy. She had deferred to him in everything. He liked that. He liked it a lot.

				‘And get her badge and her gun,’ Blakely had warned him. ‘You don’t want her out there armed and working solo.’

				Commissioner Beale had mentioned the badge and gun, but she apparently had not heard him. Her eyes had gone all soft and distant. He reminded himself that she had buried her foster-father only a few hours ago. She was so pretty, so vulnerable. He didn’t bring up the business of badge and gun a second time. Everything was going so well. Why spoil it? This, after all, was one of his most trusted officers.

				Wasn’t she?

				‘Is this a rent-control apartment, Sergeant? Do you mind my asking the rent?’

				‘No rent. I own it. Markowitz made the down payment for me when I moved out of Brooklyn. He wanted me to live in a doorman building with good security.’

				And Markowitz had probably helped with the mortgage payments and the maintenance fees. The man had certainly been on the force long enough to accumulate a nice little savings account. No, no reason to get the badge and the gun. Markowitz was as clean a cop as NYPD ever had, and this young woman had been raised by him in the best tradition of New York’s Finest. Well, good enough.

				Later in the day, when he would explain to Chief of Detectives Harry Blakely that he had left Mallory armed and dangerous, Blakely would roll his eyes but say nothing.

				Lieut. Jack Coffey closed the door behind him and slowly sank down in the overstuffed chair in Markowitz’s office. A small bald spot on the back of his head was reflected in the window behind him. The glass ran the length of the upper portion of one wall with only the interruption of the door. The window looked out on the bustle of officers and clerks in the Special Crimes Section.

				The two adjacent walls were pure Markowitz, camouflaged to blend with the mess of paperwork on his desk. Floor-to-ceiling cork panels held notes on matchbook covers, duty rosters on computer print-outs, surveillance and arrest reports, memos, the paperwork collage of a command position in a growing department. The decor of clutter was very like Markowitz. The entire room had been an inside-out, flattened-out model of the man’s mind. He had been a lover of detail, a collector of images, a squirreler of bits and jots of data.

				However, it was the back wall that held Coffey’s attention. It was stark-naked. Before the funeral, it had been covered with cork and papered over with photos, handwritten notes, news clippings, copies of statements and everything else pertaining to the Gramercy Park murders that would take a pin, the thousand details of the priority case.

				He could pull most of the same information off a computer disk, and all the physical evidence was under lock, available at a call, but it would not be quite the same. The back wall had been the last available repository of Markowitz’s brain. It was weird to see even one clear foot of space in the paper storm of this office, and now he was looking at a whole damn wall. He’d been raped.

				He turned to his sergeant who was looking down at his own scruffy shoes.

				‘How did she get it out, Riker?’

				‘So you think it was Mallory?’

				‘Cut the crap.’

				Riker said he never saw her take down the cork, and he hadn’t. But he never mentioned that he had walked behind her through the department, past twelve occupied desks at the top of a shift, down the corridor packed with uniforms, and past the garage security guard, as she carried a long, thick roll of cork under one arm and a desk blotter under the other, with a calendar wadded in her purse and God knows what else. It was a big purse. But she had not been able to manage all that and the Xerox machine, too. Riker had carried that out for her so she wouldn’t have to make two trips.

				Mallory had only stolen one wall out of three. Lieutenant Coffey should be thankful she had left him the desk and chair. That was the way Riker saw it.

				Mallory walked into the room which Commissioner Beale had not seen. Her den had once housed only a PC and the bare furnishings of one desk, one chair, and one bookcase with computer manuals and disks of countless raids on other computers. It was spartan and clean. Even the glass of the wide window was spotless, invisible to the human eye which found no streak or pock to stop its depth of field before it crashed into the traffic of the street running along the course of the Hudson River.

				She sat down, tailor-fashion, in the center of the floor and began to unroll the remarkable mind of Louis Markowitz. It was important to leave the cork intact, as the order of pinning one thing over another had been part of the man’s thinking process.

				The FBI profile was among the paperwork on the first layer. It described the killer as between twenty and thirty-five years old, abandoned by his father before the age of thirteen, and raised by a woman, a mother or a grandparent. But pinned over this were inventories of the first two victims’ stock portfolios. Markowitz had always favored money motives. In the pinning and covering, he had rejected the profile of a sick mind. It was only the top layer he wanted to see each day from his desk across the room. And in time, the pieces of it had come together for him. It was all here.

				She had done the background checks for him after the second murder. The print-out on her favorite suspect had pride of place on the cork. Jonathan Gaynor didn’t strictly fit the FBI profile, but he did fit the money motive as sole beneficiary of his aunt’s estate. Estelle Gaynor’s heir was thirty-seven. And he must be smart, thank you Rabbi, because he had almost as many initials after his name as Charles Butler did. Gaynor might have been smart enough to make his aunt the second kill and not the first.

				Henry Cathery, the heir to the first kill, was represented on the cork with her raids on a bank computer. Markowitz had probably lost interest in this one when she told him the Cathery boy had more money than the victim.

				It took her two hours to Xerox each scrap of paper, cut it to size and replace the copy in its exact position on the unrolled cork. The copy camera, a recent theft from the police lab, sat on the floor behind her. She lined up each glossy print of the two crime scenes with the flat board and shot them with slide film. Three-dimensional objects also went under the copy camera: matchbooks with his scribbles, a green plastic bag which was not crime-scene evidence, and a cellophane bag of beads that were evidence from the cache of a million tiny white beads found at the site of the first murder in Gramercy Park. These were Anne Cathery’s beads.

				The forensic tech with the least seniority had complained bitterly that the task of accounting for every damn bead had fallen to him. It had taken six hours of picking through the grass and the dirt of the park to collect every single one. It had been a day’s work to track down an identical necklace and more hours to match the number of found beads to the unbroken strand. All because Markowitz loved these little details.

				The doorbell chimed.

				One of the neighbors? The doorman would have announced an outsider on the house telephone. On the day she had moved into this building, Louis Markowitz had put the fear of God into the doorman, that and a hundred-dollar bill. And then, he had gone home alone to Brooklyn, to a dark-windowed house where he had once been a part of the little family of three: himself, the wife, and the thief.

				The bell chimed again as she was crossing the front room.

				Her purse lay on the table by the door, and in it was the gun lying over the folder of her badge. It was early yet. She hadn’t had time to leave any tracks, to make any noise. But when she opened the door, she had the gun in her right hand and hidden behind her back.

				It was Riker who filled out the door frame, a shaggy bear in a bad suit. By the look of his graying muzzle, he hadn’t shaved since Markowitz had died. A slob’s idea of tribute, she supposed. Riker was looking down toward the hand he couldn’t see. He raised his wrinkles in a smile and said, ‘You wouldn’t hurt me, would you, Kathy?’

				He was testing the waters. If she let him call her Kathy, she probably wouldn’t shoot him. She gave him a smile. A stranger wouldn’t have guessed how little practised she was in that expression.

				She opened the door wide and waved him inside. While she stashed her gun back in the purse, Riker was already moseying to the refrigerator where she kept the beer. He flicked off the cap of a cold bottle, and the metal top went spinning across the kitchen floor. Mallory stooped to pick it up and dropped it in the garbage can. She hated anything out of place. Helen Markowitz had always kept a neat, clean house.

				The day after Helen had died, she had begun to clean the house in Brooklyn where they had all lived together before the surgeon had cut Helen away from her. Before Mallory was done with that old house, there was not a cleaner attic nor cellar, nor all points in-between, in all of Brooklyn. But when she took to cleaning the fireplace and then what she could reach of the chimney, Markowitz had pulled her out of there, out of the ashes which were spreading to the carpet beyond the drop cloth, and she was horrified to see the carpet smudged after half a day of scrubbing with a wire brush. She had flown into a rage as Markowitz held her tight. She had screamed and beat her fists on his chest. He let her, pretended not to notice, and held her tighter. And then she had cried. The crying had gone on for days. Then the tears were over with, and she had never cried again. It was like Helen had taken all her tears, all at once.

				Riker made himself at home on the couch.

				‘Coffey sent me to pick up all the stuff you pinched. But not the Xerox machine. He hasn’t missed that yet.’ He started to drape one leg over the arm of the couch but checked himself, remembering where he was and who he was dealing with.

				‘You can have the Xerox, too,’ she said. ‘I’m done with it.’

				‘Naw. I’m the sentimental type. It was Markowitz’s Xerox. You hold on to it.’ He took a cigarette out of his shirt pocket and held it up with a question.

				She nodded and pushed the ashtray across the low table.

				Before he set the silver cigarette lighter back on the table, it was marred with his paw prints. ‘So, are you hanging in there, kid? We didn’t get much chance to talk during the great precinct robbery. Jeez, the way Coffey carried on. I thought the poor bastard was gonna cry . . . So, how are you, Kathy?’

				‘Just fine.’

				‘Anything I can do for you?’

				‘Yes.’

				One hour later, the cork roll was flattened out on the back wall of the den. It only took up half of the wall; the other half was newly covered with fresh cork. She walked up to the dividing line to approve the joining of the old and new surfaces with a carpenter’s plumb line and pronounced it perfect. Riker struck in the last nail. She stepped back to the door and took in the entire room and its new character. There were snips of cut-away Xerox paper all over the floor, and empty film boxes. Two empty beer bottles had rolled to the far corner, and Riker was in the act of spilling much of the third bottle on her polished hardwood floor.

				The collage of paper on the wall was a disorganized layer of trash to anyone who hadn’t known Markowitz. The room was no longer a reflection of neat perfectionist Kathy Mallory. It was more like Markowitz now, as though he had recently inhabited it.

				She was holding the copy of Markowitz’s pocket calendar when Riker walked over to spill beer at her feet.

				‘You got any ideas on the Tuesday-night appointments?’ he asked, reading over her shoulder. ‘It’s driving Coffey nuts.’

				Scrawled in black ink on each entry for Tuesday were the initials BDA, and the time, 9:00 p.m. According to older calendars, this habit of Markowitz’s Tuesday nights had begun a year ago, after she had moved out of the old house in Brooklyn.

				‘I asked the guys in his poker game and the neighbors. They don’t know where he went on Tuesday nights. Can you get me a list of the cross-offs?’

				‘Sure thing, kid. Just cross off every business in the phone book with those initials. And we don’t have any prior arrests with those initials either.’

				When Riker was gone with his bag of looted paperwork and the copy camera, she went back to the den to admire the new corking stretched over the wall alongside of Markowitz’s collection. This half of the wall was pristine in its emptiness, a painter’s canvas in the moment before the first stroke. She stepped up to the wall and added the reports and photos from the double kill in the East Village. For this murder, she had her own glossy prints of the crime site.

				There was more than an absence of paper dividing the wall between Markowitz and Mallory. Markowitz’s thumbtack style was haphazard. Out of the hundreds of bits of paper, in positions she had duplicated exactly, only one was straight, and this was by accident and the law of averages. On her own side of the wall, each sheet of paper and glossy print was machine-precision straight. The spaces between the statements and reports, the prints on the corpse robber, the photographs of Markowitz and the woman, each page of the medical examiner’s preliminary report, all these spaces were exactly the same.

				She looked at the most recent crime-site photos. There were ten. She walked down the length of the wall and studied Markowitz and Pearl Whitman killed ten times over. Below these photos, she tacked up a new print-out on the Whitman Chemical Corporation, courtesy of the raided computer in the US Attorney’s Manhattan office. One party listed in the Securities and Exchange Commission investigation was Edith Candle, described by the SEC investigator as a psychic financial advisor. She resided in Charles Butler’s Soho apartment building.

				This slender case connection to Charles wouldn’t have startled Markowitz. He had told her more than once that they were all only a few people removed from everyone else on the planet. The core of good police work was ferreting out those connections. ‘There are no dead ends, kid. Everybody knows somebody who knows something.’

				‘Don’t call me kid,’ she had said to him then.

				She had only one sheet of scant information on Edith Candle. She used the last tack and centered it at the top so the paper would hang perfectly straight. As she walked away from the cork wall, the page on Edith Candle defied the laws of perfect paper balance and dipped to hang at an odd angle, as though a hand had done it. And it was odd, too, that she did not notice this as she took one last look at the wall and closed the door behind her, car keys jingling in her jeans pocket.

				In the last hours before dusk, she made a left turn on Twentieth Street, and her compact brown car left the noise of horns and sirens, street confrontations and the loud static of heavy traffic to roll quietly into another century.

				Gramercy Park had lost its cobblestones and gas lights, but little else had changed in the past hundred years. The square was all sedate mansions of red brick and brownstone, marble and granite, mahogany and brass. And there was an island quality to its tranquility. Though New York traffic drove through the square and walked through it, the formidable buildings, giant overlords with watching windows, managed to subdue what little hustle entered there on foot, and to intimidate those feet to a respectful march.

				The grand design of the place made it clear that one who did not belong could not tarry here. The park at the heart of the square was enclosed in spiked wrought iron. Each of the residents had their own key, and all other New Yorkers did not. For outsiders, there was no place to pause, to rest. Each street of the square led the interloper straight out, and quickly. Only walkers of dogs might occasionally come to a halt. All others marched through and away and left no imprint in passing.

				There was only an hour of good daylight left when she pulled close to the curb, well behind the cab which had carried the suspect from his last class at Columbia University. The streets were quiet around the park’s iron bars which only caged Gramercy’s own. Inside the bars, women in summer dresses and winter-white hair sat on the wooden benches, talking with their hands, and a young mother walked the gravel paths with a small child. An old man sat alone but for the company of pigeons. The perfume of flowers drifted through the open window of her car.

				While the suspect paid his driver, she opened her glove compartment and pulled out the folder containing the print-out of his class schedule, an unwitting contribution of the university’s computer, and the playbill of a student production which bore Gaynor’s name on the cast listing. The murders always occurred in the daylight hours. There were gaps between his classes and the student-counseling appointments. With a fast car, and some luck with the traffic lights, there was time enough for a hundred-block dash to the square and a little murder. It was only a question of when.

				It didn’t actually bother her that Professor Jonathan Gaynor had an alibi for the time of his aunt’s death. Anyone smart enough to pull off these murders was smart enough to convince a pack of students that they had seen him when they had not. That was the core of a magic act, wasn’t it – convincing the audience they had seen what they had not. The daylight killing had the aspect of magic, but she was an unbeliever. It was a trick, and she would work it out.

				She looked past the bars of the fence and the well-tended shrubbery and flowers, across the green grass to the murder site of the first victim. The Cathery woman had been found beside one of the small brown sheds constructed as toy houses at one end of the park.

				It was a maddening puzzle: so simple in its brutality, so convoluted in its accomplishment. Twenty-eight of the square’s residents had admitted to being in the park at various hours of that day. Not one of them remembered any stranger entering the park, luring an old woman to the shed, cutting her up, and scattering her beads and her blood with surprisingly little cover. Well, there wouldn’t have been any noise to speak of, no screaming. In Slope’s opinion the first thrust of the knife to the victim’s throat had prevented that. Maybe a gurgle had come up with the blood, nothing more.

				She knew she was missing something simple here, but she was damned if she could see it. There had to be a logical explanation. Smart the freak might be, but not invisible, not supernatural.

				The playbill from the university theater slipped from the folder and wafted to the floor of the car. She stared down onto the bold-face type. Radio Days was the name of the production by students from Barnard College. The only segment that interested her was the title of an old program from the Shadow series. She knew all the scripts by heart. In the basement of the house in Brooklyn was a space for Markowitz’s old records. He had collected the gamut of popular music from Artie Shaw to Elvis, but his best-loved albums were the recordings of the Shadow. There were others he had liked well enough, the Lone Ranger and Johnny Dollar, but he dearly loved the Shadow. She had sat beside him on countless Saturdays, listening to recordings of the old broadcasts from the Forties and Fifties.

				Most of the fathers in the neighborhood had workshops in the basement where they built furniture which their wives would not allow on the upper levels. In Markowitz’s workshop, he was building an imagination for a child who had lived too real a life, eating out of garbage cans and holing up for the night in doorways and discarded cartons.

				The hero of the old radio series had the ability to cloud men’s minds and render himself invisible.

				No, she was not buying it, she had told Markowitz then. ‘No way could anyone pull that off,’ said the child she had been.

				‘Make believe he can, Kathy,’ Markowitz had said to her, looking down at her in the days when she was much shorter than he was.

				‘No. Only suckers believe in crap like that.’

				‘Don’t say crap, dear,’ said Helen who had suddenly appeared at the foot of the basement stairs to wrap a sweater around the child who was sitting within four feet of the furnace. ‘She can’t possibly be cold,’ Markowitz had protested. So Kathy had shivered to please Helen, and Markowitz had said, ‘Now you’ve got it, kid.’

				Mallory had parked her car near the doorway of the Players’ Club. She shrank down in the seat when she spotted Jack Coffey chatting up the doorman. Now he was going in. This was the building the stake-out team had selected for the department’s watchers on the square. This was also the spot where the second victim, Jonathan Gaynor’s aunt, had been found inside a private car with tinted windows. The second murder had been daring, but not quite the stunning trick of a kill in full view of every living thing in the square.

				Estelle Gaynor had also been a brutal daylight kill. Impossible, but it had happened in this place of Social Register old money and new-wealth rock stars. Pearl Whitman, the third victim, had broken the pattern by dying in low-rent environs. Why? And what had the old man seen that she was missing? Pearl Whitman was a tantalizing snag because she had left no heirs. The old SEC connection to Edith Candle, the woman who lived in Charles’s building, was also nagging at her. Perhaps it was the scarcity of information on Candle that made her suspicious. This woman knew how to keep her private business underground.

				Another cab pulled up to the curb on the adjacent street. The rear windows of the car were blocked by shopping bags and cloth of bright colors, and, here and there, a white face and a brown one. The rear doors on both sides of the cab opened, and an endless stream of goods spilled out onto the sidewalk with the cab driver, a small boy and a Dobermann puppy. The shopping bags were every color of the rainbow, and bulged to rips at the paper seams. A flimsy circular table with folded legs leaned against the car. Boxes were being stacked precariously by the driver while the boy grappled with an antique gramophone with a large horn.

				What now piled up on the sidewalk was greater than the interior volume of the cab. The magic show went on. The front passenger door opened, and an immense woman stepped out. She was at least six feet tall and simply too wide in the girth to have come out of that cab.

				Now the cabby launched into a screaming match with this woman who had crossed his palm with too few dollars. He was an Arab, not too long in the country, judging by the barely comprehensible English and the inability to deal with American women without going ballistic. He was making fisted hand gestures to go with the inarticulate screams. All Mallory could understand of the bad hollered English was ‘You don’t rob me, you bitch!’

				He looked up at her from his height of one foot smaller. Looming over the driver, the woman seemed less the fat lady and more a regal presence. She leaned down, put her face in his face, and spoke in tones that did not carry.

				The cabby nearly ripped the door off the hinges in his haste to open it. He jumped into the cab and laid a squealing strip of burning rubber all the way out of the square.

				Mallory nodded in rare approval of the giantess.
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