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      To the whole crew on Enterprise Boulevard,


      Lebanon, Indiana.


      Many, many thanks.


   











      PART ONE: Homicide Special
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      From across the aisle Harry Bosch looked into his partner’s cubicle and watched him conduct his daily ritual of straightening

         the corners on his stacks of files, clearing the paperwork from the center of his desk and finally placing his rinsed-out

         coffee cup in a desk drawer. Bosch checked his watch and saw it was only three-forty. It seemed that each day, Ignacio Ferras

         began the ritual a minute or two earlier than he had the day before. It was only Tuesday, the day after Labor Day weekend

         and the start of a short week, and already he was edging toward the early exit. This routine was always prompted by a phone

         call from home. There was a wife waiting there with a toddler and a brand-new set of twins. She watched the clock like the

         owner of a candy store watches the fat kids. She needed the break and she needed her husband home to deliver it. Even across

         the aisle from his partner, and with the four-foot sound walls separating work spaces in the new squad room, Bosch could usually

         hear both sides of the call. It always began with “When are you coming home?”

      


      Everything in final order at his workstation, Ferras looked over at Bosch.


      “Harry, I’m going to take off,” he said. “Beat some of the traffic. I have a lot of calls out but they have my cell. No need

         waiting around for that.”

      


      Ferras rubbed his left shoulder as he spoke. This was also part of the routine. It was his unspoken way of reminding Bosch

         that he had taken a bullet a couple years before and had earned the early exit.

      


      Bosch just nodded. The issue wasn’t really about whether his partner left the job early or what he had earned. It was about

         his commitment to the mission of homicide work and whether it would be there when they finally got the next call out. Ferras

         had gone through nine months of physical therapy and rehab before reporting back to the squad room. But in the year since,

         he had worked cases with a reluctance that was wearing thin for Bosch. He wasn’t committed and Bosch was tired of waiting

         for him.

      


      He was also tired of waiting for a fresh kill. It had been four weeks since they’d drawn a case and they were well into the

         late summer heat. As certain as the Santa Ana winds blowing down out of the mountain passes, Bosch knew a fresh kill was coming.

      


      Ferras stood up and locked his desk. He was taking his jacket off the back of the chair when Bosch saw Larry Gandle step out

         of his office on the far side of the squad room and head toward them. As the senior man in the partnership, Bosch had been

         given the first choice of cubicles a month earlier when Robbery-Homicide Division started to move over from the decrepit Parker

         Center to the new Police Administration Building. Most detective 3s took the cubicles facing the windows that looked out on

         City Hall. Bosch had chosen the opposite. He had given his partner the view and took the cube that let him watch what was

         happening in the squad room. Now he saw the approaching lieutenant and he instinctively knew that his partner wasn’t going

         home early.

      


      Gandle was holding a piece of paper torn from a notepad and had an extra hop in his step. That told Bosch the wait was over.

         The call out was here. The fresh kill. Bosch started to rise.

      


      “Bosch and Ferras, you’re up,” Gandle said when he got to them. “Need you to take a case for South Bureau.”


      Bosch saw his partner’s shoulders slump. He ignored it and reached out for the paper Gandle was holding. He looked at the

         address written on it. South Normandie. He’d been there before.

      


      “It’s a liquor store,” Gandle said. “One man down behind the counter, patrol is holding a witness. That’s all I got. You two

         good to go?”

      


      “We’re good,” Bosch said before his partner could complain.


      But that didn’t work.


      “Lieutenant, this is Homicide Special,” Ferras said, turning and pointing to the boar’s head mounted over the squad room door.

         “Why are we taking a rob job at a liquor store? You know it was a banger and the South guys could wrap it up—or at least put

         a name on the shooter—before midnight.”

      


      Ferras had a point. Homicide Special was for the difficult and complex cases. It was an elite squad that went after the tough

         cases with the relentless skill of a boar rooting in the mud for a truffle. A liquor store holdup in gang territory hardly

         qualified.

      


      Gandle, whose balding pate and dour expression made him a perfect administrator, spread his hands in a gesture offering a

         complete lack of sympathy.

      


      “I told everybody in the staff meeting last week. We’ve got South’s back this week. They’ve got a skeleton crew on while everybody

         else is in homicide school until the fourteenth. They caught three cases over the weekend and one this morning. So there goes

         the skeleton crew. You guys are up and the rob job is yours. That’s it. Any other questions? Patrol is waiting down there

         with a witness.”

      


      “We’re good, Boss,” Bosch said, ending the discussion.


      “I’ll wait to hear from you, then.”


      Gandle headed back to his office. Bosch pulled his coat off the back of his chair, put it on and then opened the middle drawer

         of his desk. He took the leather notebook out of his back pocket and replaced the pad of lined paper in it with a new one.

         A fresh kill always got a fresh pad. That was his routine. He looked at the detective shield embossed on the notebook flap

         and then returned it to his back pocket. The truth was, he didn’t care what kind of case it was. He just wanted a case. It

         was like anything else. You fall out of practice and you lose your edge. Bosch didn’t want that.

      


      Ferras stood with his hands on his hips, looking up at the clock on the wall over the bulletin boards.


      “Shit,” Ferras said. “Every time.”


      “What do you mean, ‘every time’?” Bosch said. “We haven’t caught a case in a month.”


      “Yeah, well, I was getting used to that.”


      “Well, if you don’t want to work murders, there’s always a nine-to-five table like auto theft.”


      “Yeah, right.”


      “Then, let’s go.”


      Bosch stepped out of the cubicle into the aisle and headed toward the door. Ferras followed, pulling his phone out so he could

         call his wife and give her the bad news. On the way out of the squad room, both men reached up and patted the boar on its

         flat nose for good luck.
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      Bosch didn’t need to lecture Ferras on the way to South L.A. His driving in silence was his lecture. His young partner seemed

         to wither under the pressure of what was not said and finally opened up.

      


      “This is driving me crazy,” he said.


      “What is?” Bosch asked.


      “The twins. There’s so much work, so much crying. It’s a domino effect. One wakes up and that starts the other one up. Then

         my oldest kid wakes up. Nobody’s getting any sleep and my wife is…”

      


      “What?”


      “I don’t know, going crazy. Calling me all the time, asking when I’m coming home. So I come home and then it’s my turn and

         I get the boys and I get no break. It’s work, kids, work, kids, work, kids every day.”

      


      “What about a nanny?”


      “We can’t afford a nanny. Not with the way things are, and we don’t even get overtime anymore.”


      Bosch didn’t know what to say. His daughter, Madeline, was a month past her thirteenth birthday and almost ten thousand miles

         away from him. He had never been directly involved in raising her. He saw her four weeks a year—two in Hong Kong and two in

         L.A.—and that was it. What advice could he legitimately give a full-time dad with three kids, including twins?

      


      “Look, I don’t know what to tell you,” he said. “You know I’ve got your back. I’ll do what I can when I can. But—”


      “I know, Harry. I appreciate that. It’s just the first year with the twins, you know? It will be a lot easier when they get

         a little older.”

      


      “Yeah, but what I’m trying to say here is that maybe it’s more than just the twins. Maybe it’s you, Ignacio.”


      “Me? What are you saying?”


      “I’m saying maybe it’s you. Maybe you came back too soon—you ever think about that?”


      Ferras did a slow burn and didn’t respond.


      “Hey, it happens sometimes,” Bosch said. “You take a bullet and you start thinking that lightning might strike twice.”


      “Look, Harry, I don’t know what kind of bullshit that is, but I’m fine that way. I’m good. This is about sleep deprivation

         and being fucking exhausted all the time and not being able to catch up because my wife is riding my ass from the moment I

         get home, okay?”

      


      “Whatever you say, partner.”


      “That’s right, partner. Whatever I say. Believe me, I get it enough from her. I don’t need it from you, too.”


      Bosch nodded and that was enough said. He knew when to quit.


      The address Gandle had given them was in the Seventieth block of South Normandie Avenue. This was just a few blocks from the

         infamous corner of Florence and Normandie, where some of the most horrible images of the 1992 riots had been captured by news

         helicopters and broadcast around the world. It seemed to be the lasting image of Los Angeles to many.

      


      But Bosch quickly realized he knew the area and the liquor store that was their destination from a different riot and for

         a different reason.

      


      Fortune Liquors was already cordoned off by yellow crime scene tape. A small number of onlookers were gathered but murder

         in this neighborhood was not that much of a curiosity. The people here had seen it before—many times. Bosch pulled their sedan

         into the middle of a grouping of three patrol cars and parked. After going to the trunk to retrieve his briefcase, he locked

         the car up and headed toward the tape.

      


      Bosch and Ferras gave their names and serial numbers to a patrol officer with the crime scene attendance log and then ducked

         under the tape. As they approached the front door of the store, Bosch put his hand into his right jacket pocket and pulled

         out a book of matches. It was old and worn. The front cover said fortune liquors and it carried the address of the small yellow

         building before them. He thumbed the book open. There was only one match missing, and on the inside cover was the fortune

         that came with every matchbook:

      


      Happy is the man who


      finds refuge in himself.


      Bosch had carried the matchbook with him for more than ten years. Not so much for the fortune, though he did believe in what

         it said. It was because of the missing match and what it reminded him of.

      


      “Harry, what’s up?” Ferras asked.


      Bosch realized he had paused in his approach to the store.


      “Nothing, I’ve just been here before.”


      “When? On a case?”


      “Sort of. But it was a long time ago. Let’s go in.”


      Bosch walked past his partner and entered the open front door of the liquor store.


      Several patrol officers and a sergeant were standing inside. The store was long and narrow. It was a shotgun design and essentially

         three aisles wide. Bosch could see down the center aisle to a rear hallway and an open back door leading to a parking area

         behind the store. The cold-beverage cases ran along the wall on the left aisle and then across the back of the store. The

         liquor was on the right aisle, while the middle aisle was reserved for wine with red on the right and white on the left.

      


      Bosch saw two more patrol officers in the rear hallway and he guessed they were holding the witness in what was probably a

         rear storage room or office. He put his briefcase down on the floor by the door. From the pocket of his suit coat he pulled

         two pairs of latex gloves. He gave a set to Ferras and they put them on.

      


      The sergeant noticed the arrival of the two detectives and broke away from his men.


      “Ray Lucas,” he said by way of greeting. “We have one vic down behind the counter here. His name is John Li, spelled L-I. Happened, we think, less than two hours ago. Looks like a robbery where the guy just didn’t want to leave a witness. A lot

         of us down here in the Seventy-seventh knew Mr. Li. He was a good old guy.”

      


      Lucas signaled Bosch and Ferras over to the counter. Bosch held his coat so it wouldn’t touch anything when he went around

         and squeezed into the small space behind the counter. He squatted down like a baseball catcher to look more closely at the

         dead man on the floor. Ferras leaned in over him like an umpire.

      


      The victim was Asian and looked to be almost seventy. He was on his back, eyes staring blankly at the ceiling. His lips were

         pulled back from clenched teeth, almost in a sneer. There was blood on his lips, cheek and chin. It had been coughed up as

         he died. The front of his shirt was soaked with his blood and Bosch could see at least three bullet entry points in his chest.

         His right leg was bent at the knee and folded awkwardly under his other leg. He had obviously collapsed on the spot where

         he had been standing when he was shot.

      


      “No casings that we can see,” Lucas said. “The shooter cleaned those up and then he was smart enough to pull the disc out

         of the recorder in the back.”

      


      Bosch nodded. The patrol guys always wanted to be helpful but it was information Bosch didn’t need yet and could be misleading.


      “Unless it was a revolver,” he said. “Then there would have been no casings to clean up.”


      “Maybe,” Lucas said. “But you don’t usually see too many revolvers down here anymore. Nobody wants to be caught in a drive-by

         with just six bullets in their gun.”

      


      Lucas wanted Bosch to know that he knew the lay of the land down here. Bosch was just a visitor.


      “I’ll keep that in mind,” Harry said.


      Bosch focused on the body and studied the scene silently. He was pretty sure the victim was the same man he had encountered

         in the store so many years before. He was even in the same spot, on the floor behind the counter. And Bosch could see a soft

         pack of cigarettes in the shirt pocket.

      


      He noticed that the victim’s right hand had blood smeared on it. He didn’t find this unusual. From earliest childhood people

         touch their hand to an injury to try to protect it and make it better. It is natural instinct. This victim had done the same

         here, most likely grabbing at his chest after the first shot hit him.

      


      There was about a four-inch spatial separation between the bullet wounds, which formed the points of a triangle. Bosch knew

         that three quick shots from close range would usually have made a tighter cluster. This led him to believe that the victim

         had likely been shot once and then fell to the floor. The killer had then probably leaned over the counter and shot him two

         more times, creating the spread.

      


      The slugs tore through the victim’s chest, causing massive damage to the heart and lungs. The blood expectorated through the

         mouth showed that death was not immediate. The victim had tried to breathe. After all his years working cases Bosch was sure

         of one thing. There was no easy way to die.

      


      “No headshot,” Bosch said.


      “Right,” Ferras said. “What’s it mean?”


      Bosch realized he had been musing out loud.


      “Maybe nothing. Just seems like three in the chest, the shooter wanted no doubt. But then no headshot to be sure.”


      “Like a contradiction.”


      “Maybe.”


      Bosch took his eyes off the body for the first time and looked around from his low angle. His eyes immediately held on a gun

         that was in a holster attached to the underside of the counter. It was located for easy access in case of a robbery or worse,

         but it had not even been pulled from its holster.

      


      “We’ve got a gun under here,” Bosch said. “Looks like a forty-five in a holster, but the old man never got the chance to pull

         it.”

      


      “The shooter came in quick and shot the old guy before he could reach for his piece,” Ferras said. “Maybe it was known in

         the neighborhood that the old man had the gun under the counter.”

      


      Lucas made a noise with his mouth, as if he was disagreeing.


      “What is it, Sergeant?” Bosch asked.


      “The gun’s gotta be new,” Lucas said. “The guy’s been robbed at least six times in the last five years since I’ve been here.

         As far as I know, he never pulled a gun. This is the first I knew about a gun.”

      


      Bosch nodded. It was a valid observation. He turned his head to speak over his shoulder to the sergeant.


      “Tell me about the witness,” he said.


      “Uh, she’s not really a witness,” Lucas said. “It’s Mrs. Li, the wife. She came in and found her husband when she was bringing

         him in his dinner. We’ve got her in the back room but you’ll need a translator. We called the ACU, asked for Chinese to go.”

      


      Bosch took another look at the dead man’s face, then stood up and both his knees cracked loudly. Lucas had referred to what

         was once known as the Asian Crimes Unit. It had recently been changed to the Asian Gang Unit to accommodate concerns that

         the unit name besmirched the city’s Asian population by suggesting all Asians were involved in crime. But the old dogs like Lucas still called it the ACU. Regardless of name or acronym, the decision to call in an additional investigator of any stripe

         should have been left to Bosch as lead investigator.

      


      “You speak Chinese, Sarge?”


      “No, that’s why I called ACU.”


      “Then, how did you know to ask for Chinese and not Korean or maybe even Vietnamese?”


      “I’ve been on the job twenty-six years, Detective. And—”


      “And you know Chinese when you see it.”


      “No, what I’m saying is I have a hard time making it through a shift these days without a little jolt, you know? So once a

         day I stop by here to pick up one of those energy drinks. Five-hour boost it gives you. Anyway, I got to know Mr. Li a little

         bit from coming in. He told me he and his wife came from China and that’s how I knew.”

      


      Bosch nodded and was embarrassed at his effort to embarrass Lucas.


      “I guess I’ll have to try one of those boosts,” he said. “Did Mrs. Li call nine-one-one?”


      “No, like I said, she doesn’t have much English. From what I got from dispatch, Mrs. Li called her son and he’s the one who

         called nine-one-one.”

      


      Bosch stepped out and around the counter. Ferras lingered behind it, squatting to get the same view of the body and the gun

         that Bosch had just had.

      


      “Where is the son?” Bosch asked.


      “He’s coming but he works up in the Valley,” Lucas said. “Should be here anytime now.”


      Bosch pointed to the counter.


      “When he gets here, you and your people keep him away from this.”


      “Got it.”


      “And we’re going to have to try to keep this place as clear as possible now.”


      Lucas got the message and took his officers out of the store. Finished behind the counter, Ferras joined Bosch near the front

         door, where he was looking up at the camera mounted on the ceiling at the center of the store.

      


      “Why don’t you check out the back?” Bosch said. “See if the guy really pulled the disc, and look in on our witness.”


      “Got it.”


      “Oh, and find the thermostat and cool it down in here. It’s too warm. I don’t want that body to turn.”


      Ferras headed down the center aisle. Bosch looked back to take in the scene as a whole. The counter was about twelve feet

         long. The cash register was set up at center with an open space for customers to put down their purchases. On one side of

         this were racks of gum and candy. On the other side of the register were other point-of-purchase products like energy drinks,

         a plastic case containing cheap cigars and a lotto display case. Overhead was a wire-mesh storage box for cigarette cartons.

      


      Behind the counter were shelves where high-end liquors were stored, and which had to be asked for by customers. Bosch saw

         six rows of Hennessy. He knew the expensive cognac was favored by high-rolling gang members. He was pretty sure the location

         of Fortune Liquors would put it in the territory of the Hoover Street Criminals, a street gang that once was a Crips set but

         then became so powerful its leaders chose to forge their own name and reputation.

      


      Bosch noticed two things and stepped closer to the counter.


      The cash register had been turned askew on the counter, revealing a square of grit and dust on the Formica where it had been

         located. Bosch reasoned that the killer had pulled it toward him while he took the money from the drawer. This was a significant

         assumption because it meant that Mr. Li had not opened the drawer and given the robber the money. This likely meant he had

         already been shot. Ferras’s theory that the killer had come in shooting could be correct. And this could be significant in

         an eventual prosecution in proving intent to kill. More important, it gave Bosch a better idea of what had happened in the

         store and what kind of person they were looking for.

      


      Harry reached into his pocket and pulled out the glasses he wore for close work. He put them on and without touching anything

         leaned over the counter to study the cash register’s keyboard. He saw no button that said open or any other obvious indication

         of how to open the cash drawer. Bosch was unsure how to open the register. He wondered how the killer knew.

      


      He straightened back up and looked at the shelves of bottles on the wall behind the counter. The Hennessy was front and center,

         with easy access for Mr. Li when members of Hoover Street came in. But the rows were flush. No bottle was missing.

      


      Again Bosch leaned forward across the counter. This time he tried to reach across to one of the bottles of Hennessy. He realized

         that if he put his hand down on the counter for balance he would be able to reach the row and take one of the bottles easily.

      


      “Harry?”


      Bosch straightened back up and turned to his partner.


      “The sergeant was right,” Ferras said. “The camera system records to disc. There’s no disc in the machine. It was either pulled

         or he wasn’t recording to disc and the camera was just for show.”

      


      “Are there any backup discs?”


      “There’s a couple back there on the counter but it’s a one-disc system. It just records over and over on the same disc. I

         worked Robbery way back when and we saw a lot of these. They last about a day and then it records over it. You pull the disc

         if you want to check something but you have to do it in the same day.”

      


      “Okay, make sure we get those extra discs.”


      Lucas came back in through the front door.


      “ACU is here,” he said. “Should I send him in?”


      Bosch looked at Lucas for a long moment before answering.


      “It’s AGU,” he finally said. “But don’t send him in. I’ll be right out.”
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      Bosch stepped out of the store into the sunlight. It was still warm though getting late in the day. The dry Santa Ana winds

         were passing through the city. Fires in the hills had put a pallor of smoke in the air. Bosch could feel the sweat drying

         on the back of his neck.

      


      He was almost immediately met outside the door by a plainclothes detective.


      “Detective Bosch?”


      “That’s me.”


      “Detective David Chu, AGU. Patrol called me down. How can I be of help?”


      Chu was short and slightly built. There was no trace of an accent in his voice. Bosch signaled him to follow as he ducked

         back under the tape and headed to his car. He took off his suit jacket as he went. He took the matchbook out and put it in

         his pants pocket, then folded the jacket inside out and put it in a clean cardboard box he kept in the trunk of his work car.

      


      “Hot in there,” he told Chu.


      Bosch opened the middle button of his shirt and stuck his tie inside. He now planned to get fully involved in the crime scene

         investigation and didn’t want it to get in the way.

      


      “Hot out here, too,” Chu said. “The patrol sergeant told me to wait until you came out.”


      “Yeah, sorry about that. Okay, what we’ve got is, the old man who has run this store for a number of years is dead behind

         the counter. Shot at least three times in what looks like a robbery. His wife, who does not speak English, came into the store

         and found him. She called their son, who then called it in. We obviously need to interview her and that’s where you come in.

         We may also need help with the son when he gets here. That’s about all I know at the moment.”

      


      “And we’re sure they’re Chinese?”


      “Pretty sure. The patrol sergeant who made the call knew the victim, Mr. Li.”


      “Do you know which dialect Mrs. Li speaks?”


      They headed back to the tape.


      “Nope. Is that going to be a problem?”


      “I am familiar with the five main Chinese dialects and proficient in Cantonese and Mandarin. These are the two we most often

         encounter here in L.A.”

      


      This time Bosch held the tape up for Chu so he could go back under.


      “Which are you?”


      “I was born here, Detective. But my family is from Hong Kong and I was raised speaking Mandarin at home.”


      “Yeah? I have a kid who lives in Hong Kong with her mother. She’s getting good at Mandarin.”


      “Good for her. I hope it will be useful to her.”


      They entered the store and Bosch gave Chu a quick view of the body behind the counter and then walked him to the rear of the

         store. They were met by Ferras and then Chu was used to make introductions to Mrs. Li.

      


      The newly widowed woman appeared to be in shock. Bosch saw no indication that she had shed a single tear for her husband so

         far. She seemed to be in a dissociated state that Bosch had seen before. Her husband was lying dead in the front of the store.

         She was surrounded by strangers who spoke a different language. Bosch guessed she was waiting for her son to arrive, and then

         the tears would fall.

      


      Chu was gentle with her and conversational at first. Bosch believed that they were speaking Mandarin. His daughter had told

         him that Mandarin was more singsong and less guttural than Cantonese and some of the other dialects.

      


      After a few minutes Chu broke away to report to Bosch and Ferras.


      “Her husband was alone in the store while she went home to prepare their supper. When she came back she thought the store

         was empty. Then she found him behind the counter. She saw no one in the store when she came in. She parked in the back and

         used a key to open the back door.”

      


      Bosch nodded.


      “How long was she gone? Ask her what time it was when she left the store.”


      Chu did as instructed and turned back to Bosch with the answer.


      “She leaves at two-thirty every day to pick up the supper. Then she comes back.”


      “Are there other employees?”


      “No, I asked that already. Just her husband and Mrs. Li. They work every day eleven to ten. Closed Sundays.”


      A typical immigrant story, Bosch thought. They just weren’t counting on the bullets coming at the end of it.


      Bosch heard voices coming from the front of the store and ducked his head into the rear hallway. The forensics team from SID

         had arrived and were going to work.

      


      He turned back into the storage room, where the interview with Mrs. Li was continuing.


      “Chu,” Bosch interrupted.


      The AGU detective looked up at him.


      “Ask about the son. Was he at home when she called?”


      “I already asked. There is another store. It’s in the Valley. He was working there. The family lives together in the middle.

         In the Wilshire District.”

      


      It seemed clear to Bosch that Chu knew what he was doing. He didn’t need Bosch to prompt him with questions.


      “Okay, we’re going back up front. You deal with her and after her son arrives it might be better to take everybody downtown.

         You okay with that?”

      


      “I’m fine with it,” Chu said.


      “Good. Tell me if you need anything.”


      Bosch and Ferras went down the hall and to the front of the store. Bosch already knew everybody on the forensics team. A team

         from the medical examiner’s office had also arrived to document the death scene and collect the body.

      


      Bosch and Ferras decided to split up at that point. Bosch would stay on scene. As lead detective he would monitor the collection

         of forensic evidence and the removal of the body. Ferras would leave the store and go knock on doors. The liquor store was

         located in a commercial area of small businesses. He would go door-to-door in an effort to find someone who had heard or seen

         something related to the killing. Both investigators knew this would likely be a fruitless effort but it was one that needed

         to be made. A description of a car or a suspicious person could be the piece of the puzzle that would eventually break the

         case. It was basic homicide work.

      


      “All right if I take one of the patrol guys?” Ferras asked. “They know the neighborhood.”


      “Sure.”


      Bosch thought that knowing the lay of the land was not Ferras’s true reason for taking a patrol officer with him. His partner

         thought he needed backup to knock on doors and visit stores in the neighborhood.

      


      Two minutes after Ferras left, Bosch heard loud voices and a commotion coming from outside at the front of the store. He stepped

         out and saw two of Lucas’s patrol officers trying to physically detain a man at the yellow tape. The struggling man was Asian

         and in his midtwenties. He wore a tight-fitting T-shirt that displayed his lean build. Bosch quickly stepped toward the problem.

      


      “Okay, stop it right there,” he said forcefully so no one would doubt who was in charge of the situation.


      “Let him go,” he added.


      “I want to see my father,” the young man said.


      “Well, that’s not the way to go about doing it.”


      Bosch stepped closer and nodded to the two patrolmen.


      “I’ll take care of Mr. Li now.”


      They left Bosch and the victim’s son alone.


      “What is your full name, Mr. Li?”


      “Robert Li. I want to see my father.”


      “I understand that. I’m going to let you see your father if you really want to. But you can’t until it’s clear. I’m the detective

         in charge of this whole thing and I can’t even see your father yet. So I need you to calm down. The only way you will get

         what you want is if you calm down.”

      


      The young man looked down at the ground and nodded. Bosch reached out and touched him on the shoulder.


      “Okay, good,” Bosch said.


      “Where’s my mother?”


      “She’s inside in the back room being interviewed by another detective.”


      “Can I at least see her?”


      “Yes, you can. I’ll walk you around back in a minute. I just need to ask you a few questions first. Is that okay?”


      “Fine. Go ahead.”


      “First of all, my name is Harry Bosch. I’m the lead detective on this investigation. I’m going to find whoever killed your

         father. I promise you that.”

      


      “Don’t make promises you don’t intend to keep. You didn’t even know him. You don’t care. He’s just another—never mind.”


      “Another what?”


      “I said, never mind.”


      Bosch stared at him for a moment before responding.


      “How old are you, Robert?”


      “I’m twenty-six and I would like to see my mother now.”


      He made a move to turn and head toward the back of the store but Bosch grabbed him on the arm. The younger man was strong

         but Bosch had a strength in his grip that was surprising. The young man stopped and looked down at the hand on his arm.

      


      “Let me show you something and then I’ll take you to your mother.”


      He let go of Li’s arm and then pulled the matchbook from his pocket. He handed it over. Li looked at it with no surprise.


      “What about it? We used to give these away until the economy went bad and we couldn’t afford the extras.”


      Bosch took the matchbook back and nodded.


      “I got it in your father’s store twelve years ago,” he said. “I guess you were about fourteen years old then. We almost had

         a riot in this city. Happened right here. This intersection.”

      


      “I remember. They looted the store and beat up my father. He should have never reopened here. My mother and me, we told him

         to open the store up in the Valley but he wouldn’t listen to us. He wasn’t going to let anybody drive him out and now look

         what happened.”

      


      He gestured helplessly toward the front of the store.


      “Yeah, well, I was here that night, too,” Bosch said. “Twelve years ago. A riot started but it ended pretty quick. Right here.

         One casualty.”

      


      “A cop. I know. They pulled him right out of his car.”


      “I was in that car with him but they didn’t get to me. And when I got to this spot I was safe. I needed a smoke and I went

         into your father’s store. He was there behind the counter but the looters had taken every last pack of cigarettes in the place.”

      


      Bosch held up the book of matches.


      “I found plenty of matches but no cigarettes. And then your father reached into his pocket and pulled out his own. He had

         one last smoke left and he gave it to me.”

      


      Bosch nodded. That was the story. That was it.


      “I didn’t know your father, Robert. But I’m going to find the person who killed him. That’s a promise I’ll keep.”


      Robert Li nodded and looked down at the ground.


      “Okay,” Bosch said. “Let’s go see your mother now.”
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      The detectives didn’t clear the crime scene and get back to the squad room until almost midnight. By then Bosch had decided not to bring the victim’s family to PAB for formal interviews. After appointments were made for them to come in Wednesday morning, he let them go home to grieve. Shortly after getting back to the squad Bosch also sent Ferras home so he could attempt to repair damages with his own family. Harry stayed behind alone to organize the evidence inventory and to contemplate things about the case for the first time without interruption. He knew that Wednesday was shaping up as a busy day, with appointments with the family in the morning and results of some of the forensic and lab work coming in, as well as the possible scheduling of the autopsy.


      While the canvass of the nearby businesses by Ferras had proved fruitless as expected, the evening’s work had produced one possible suspect. On Saturday afternoon, three days before his murder, Mr. Li had confronted a young man he believed had been routinely shoplifting from the store. According to Mrs. Li and as translated by Detective Chu, the teenager had angrily denied ever stealing anything and drew the race card, claiming Mr. Li had only accused him because he was black. This seemed laughable, since ninety-nine percent of the store’s business came from neighborhood residents who were black. But Li did not call the police. He simply banished the teenager from the store, telling him never to return. Mrs. Li told Chu that the teen’s parting shot at the door was to tell her husband that the next time he came back it would be to blow the shopkeeper’s head off. Li in turn had pulled his weapon from beneath the counter and pointed it at the youth, assuring him that he would be ready for his return.


      This meant the teenager was aware of the weapon Li had beneath the counter. If he were to make good on his threat, he would have to enter the store and act swiftly, shooting Li before he could get to his gun.


      Mrs. Li would look through gang books in the morning in an effort to find a photo of the threatening youth. If he was associated with the Hoover Street Criminals, then chances were they had his photo in the books.


      But Bosch wasn’t fully convinced it was a viable lead or that the kid was a valid suspect. There were things about the crime

         scene that didn’t add up to a revenge killing. There was no doubt that they had to run the lead down and talk to the kid but

         Bosch wasn’t expecting to close the case with him. That would be too easy and there were things about the case that defied

         easy.

      


      Off the captain’s office, there was a meeting room with a long wooden table. This was primarily used as a lunchroom and occasionally

         for staff meetings or for private discussions of investigations involving multiple detective teams. With the squad empty,

         Bosch had commandeered the room and had spread several crime scene photographs, fresh from forensics, across the table.

      


      He had laid the photos out in a disjointed mosaic of overlapping images that in a whole created the entire crime scene. It

         was much like the photo work of the English artist David Hockney, who had lived in Los Angeles for a while and had created

         several photo collages as art pieces that documented scenes in Southern California. Bosch became familiar with the photo mosaics

         and the artist because Hockney had been his neighbor for a time in the hills above the Cahuenga Pass. Though Bosch had never

         met Hockney, he drew a connection to the artist because it had always been Harry’s habit to spread crime scene photos out

         in a mosaic that allowed him to look for new details and angles. Hockney did the same with his work.

      


      Looking at the photos now while sipping from a mug of black coffee he had brewed, Bosch was first drawn to the same things

         that had hooked him while he had been at the scene. Front and center were the bottles of Hennessy standing untouched in a

         row just across the counter. Harry had a hard time believing that the killing could be gang related because he doubted that

         a gangbanger would take the money and not a single bottle of Hennessy. The cognac would be a trophy. It was right there within

         reach, especially if the shooter had to lean over or go around the counter to grab bullet casings. Why not take the Hennessy,

         too?

      


      Bosch’s conclusion was that they were looking for a shooter who didn’t care about Hennessy. A shooter who was not a gangbanger.


      The next point of interest was the victim’s wounds. For Bosch, these alone excluded the mystery shoplifter as a suspect. Three

         bullets in the chest left no doubt that the intention was to kill. But there was no face shot and that seemed to put the lie

         to this being a killing motivated by anger or revenge. Bosch had investigated hundreds of murders, most of them involving

         the use of firearms, and he knew that when he had a face shot, the killing was most likely personal and the killer was someone

         known to the victim. Therefore, the opposite could be held true. Three in the chest was not personal. It was business. Bosch

         was sure that the unknown shoplifter was not their killer. Instead, they were looking for someone who was possibly a complete

         stranger to John Li. Someone who had coolly walked in and put three slugs into Li’s chest, then calmly emptied the cash register,

         picked up his brass and gone to the back room to grab the disc out of the camera-recorder.

      


      Bosch knew it was likely that this was not a first-time crime. In the morning he would need to check for similar crimes in

         Los Angeles and the surrounding areas.

      


      Looking at the image of the victim’s face, Bosch suddenly noticed something new. The blood on Li’s cheek and chin was smeared.

         Also, the teeth were clean. There was no blood on them.

      


      Bosch held the photo up closer and tried to make sense of it. He had assumed the blood on Li’s face was expectorant. Blood

         that had come up from his destroyed lungs in his last fitful gasps for air. But how could that happen without getting blood

         on his teeth?

      


      He put the photo down and moved across the mosaic to the victim’s right hand. It had dropped down at his side. There was blood

         on the fingers and thumb, a drip line to the palm of his hand.

      


      Bosch looked back at the blood smeared on the face. He suddenly realized that Li had touched his bloody hand to his mouth.

         This meant a double transfer had taken place. Li had touched his hand to his chest, getting blood on it, and had then transferred

         blood from his hand to his mouth.

      


      The question was why. Were these movements part of the final death throes, or had Li done something else?


      Bosch pulled his cell and called the investigators’ line at the medical examiner’s office. He had it on speed dial. He checked

         his watch as the phone rang. It was ten past midnight.

      


      “Coroner’s.”


      “Is Cassel still there?”


      Max Cassel was the investigator who had worked the scene at Fortune Liquors and collected the body.


      “No, he just—wait a minute, there he is.”


      The call was put on hold and then Cassel picked up.


      “I don’t care who you are, I’m out the door. I just came back in because I forgot my coffee warmer.”


      Bosch knew Cassel lived at least an hour’s commute out in Palmdale. Coffee mugs with warmers you plugged into the cigarette

         lighter were a must for downtown workers with long drive times.

      


      “It’s Bosch. You put my guy in a drawer already?”


      “Nope, all the drawers are taken. He’s in icebox three. But I’m done with him and going home, Bosch.”


      “I understand. I just have one quick question. Did you check his mouth?”


      “What do you mean, check his mouth? Of course I checked his mouth. That’s my job.”


      “And there was nothing there? Nothing in the mouth or throat?”


      “No, there was something there all right.”


      Bosch felt the adrenaline start to kick in.


      “Why didn’t you tell me? What was it?”


      “His tongue.”


      The adrenaline dried up and Bosch felt deflated as Cassel chuckled. Harry thought he had been on to something.


      “Very funny. What about blood?”


      “Yes, there was a small amount of blood on the tongue and in the throat. It’s noted in my report, which you will get tomorrow.”


      “But three shots. His lungs must’ve looked like Swiss cheese. Wouldn’t there be a lot of blood?”


      “Not if he was already dead. Not if the first shot blew up the heart and it stopped beating. Look, I gotta go, Bosch. You’re

         on the sked tomorrow at two with Laksmi. Ask her these questions.”

      


      “I will. But I’m talking to you now. I think we missed something.”


      “What are you talking about?”


      Bosch stared at the photos in front of him, his eyes moving from the hand to the face.


      “I think he put something in his mouth.”


      “Who did?”


      “The victim. Mr. Li.”


      There was a pause while Cassel considered this and probably also considered whether he had missed anything.


      “Well, if he did, I did not see it in the mouth or throat. If it was something he swallowed, then that is not my jurisdiction.

         It’s Laksmi’s and she’ll find it—whatever it is—tomorrow.”

      


      “Would you make a note so she’ll see it?”


      “Bosch, I’m trying to get out of here. You can tell her when you come for the cut.”


      “I know, but just in case, make a note.”


      “Fine, whatever, I’ll make a note. You know nobody’s gettin’ overtime around here anymore, Bosch.”


      “Yeah, I know. Same over here. Thanks, Max.”


      Bosch closed the phone and decided to put the photos aside for the time being. The autopsy would determine if his conclusion

         was correct, and there was nothing he could do about it until then.

      


      There were two plastic evidence envelopes that contained the two discs that had been found next to the recorder. Each was

         in a flat plastic case. Each case was marked with a date scribbled with a Sharpie. One was marked 9/01, exactly a week earlier,

         and the other was dated 8/27. Bosch took the discs over to the AV equipment at the far end of the meeting room and put the

         8/27 disc into the DVD player first.

      


      The images were contained on a split screen. One camera angle showed the front of the store, including the cash register counter,

         and the other was on the rear of the store. A time and date stamp ran across the top. The activities in the store ran in real

         time. Bosch realized that, since the store was open from 11 A.M. to 10 P.M., he had twenty-two hours of video to watch unless he used the fast-forward button.

      


      He checked his watch again. He knew he could work through the night and try to solve the mystery of why John Li had put these

         two discs aside or he could go home now and get some rest. You never knew where a case would take you and rest was always

         important. Added to that, there was nothing about these discs that suggested they had anything to do with the murder. The

         disc that had been in the machine had been taken. That was the important one and it was gone.

      


      What the hell, Bosch thought. He decided to watch the first disc and see if he could solve the mystery. He pulled a chair

         over from the table, set himself up in front of the television and moved the playback speed to four times real time. He figured

         it would take him less than three hours to knock off the first disc. He would then go home, get a few hours sleep and be back

         at the same time as everybody else in the morning.

      


      “Sounds like a plan,” he said to himself.
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      Bosch was roughly dragged out of sleep and opened his eyes to see Lieutenant Gandle staring down at him. It took Harry a moment

         to clear his head and understand where he was.

      


      “Lieutenant?”


      “What are you doing in my office, Bosch?”


      Bosch sat up on the couch.


      “I… I was watching video in the boardroom and it got so late it wasn’t worth going home. What time is it now?”


      “Almost seven but that still doesn’t explain why you’re in my office. When I left yesterday, I locked my door.”


      “Really?”


      “Yes, really.”


      Bosch nodded and acted like he was still clearing his head. He was happy he’d put his picks back in his wallet after he’d

         opened the door. Gandle had the only couch in RHD.

      


      “Maybe the office cleaners came by and forgot to lock it,” he offered.


      “No, they don’t have a key. Look, Harry, I don’t mind people using the couch to sleep. But if the door is locked, it’s for

         a reason. I can’t have people opening my door after I’ve locked it.”

      


      “You’re right, Lieutenant. You think maybe we can get a couch out in the squad?”


      “I’ll work on it but that’s not the point.”


      Bosch stood up.


      “I get the point. I’m going back to work now.”


      “Not so fast. Tell me about this video that kept you here all night.”


      Bosch briefly explained what he had seen when he spent five hours viewing the two discs through the middle of the night and

         how John Li had unintentionally left behind what looked like a solid lead.

      


      “You want me to set it up for you in the conference room?”


      “Why don’t you wait till your partner’s here. We can all look at it together. Go get some coffee first.”


      Bosch left Gandle and walked through the squad room. It was an impersonal maze of cubicles and sound barriers. It whispered

         like an insurance office and the truth was, it was so quiet that at times Bosch had trouble concentrating. It was still deserted

         but would now start to fill up quickly. Gandle was always the first man in. He liked to set the precedent for the squad.

      


      Harry went down to the cafeteria, which had opened at seven but was empty because the bulk of the police department’s personnel

         were still working out of Parker Center. The move to the new Police Administration Building was progressing slowly. First

         some detective squads, then administrators and then the rest. It was a soft opening and the building would not be formally

         dedicated for another two months. For now it meant there were no lines in the cafeteria but there wasn’t a full menu either.

         Bosch got the cop’s breakfast: two doughnuts and a coffee. He also picked up a coffee for Ferras. He ate the doughnuts quickly

         while putting cream and sugar in his partner’s cup and then took the elevator back up. As expected, when he got back to the

         squad his partner was at his desk. Bosch put one of the coffees down in front of him and walked over to his own cubicle.

      


      “Thanks, Harry,” Ferras said. “I should have known you’d be here before—hey, you wore that suit yesterday. Don’t tell me you’ve

         been working all night.”

      


      Bosch sat down.


      “I got a couple hours on the lieutenant’s couch. What time are Mrs. Li and her son coming in today?”


      “I told them ten. Why?”


      “I think I’ve got something we need to pursue. I watched the extra discs from the store’s cameras last night.”


      “What did you find?”


      “Grab your coffee and I’ll show you. The lieutenant wants to see it, too.”


      Ten minutes later Bosch was standing with the remote control in front of the AV equipment while Ferras and Gandle sat at the

         end of the boardroom table. He cued the disc marked 9/01 to the right spot and then froze the playback until he was ready.

      


      “Okay, our shooter took the disc out of the recorder, so we have no video of what happened in the store yesterday. But what

         was left behind were two extra discs marked August twenty-seven and September one. This is the disc from September one, which

         happens to be one week prior to yesterday. You follow?”

      


      “Follow,” Gandle said.


      “So what Mr. Li was doing was documenting a tag team of shoplifters. The commonality between these two discs is that on both

         days these same two guys come in and one goes to the counter and asks for cigarettes while the other goes down the liquor

         aisle. The first guy draws Li’s attention away from his partner and the camera screen he had behind the counter. While Li’s

         getting smokes for the guy at the counter the other guy slides a couple flasks of vodka into his pants, then takes a third

         to the counter for purchase. The guy at the counter pulls his wallet, sees he left his money at home or whatever and they

         leave without making a purchase. It happens on both these days with them alternating their roles. I think that is why Li kept

         the discs out.”

      


      “You think he was trying to make a case or something?” Ferras asked.


      “Maybe,” Bosch said. “If he got them on film he’d have something to give the police.”


      “This is your lead?” Gandle said. “You worked through the night for this? I was reading the reports. I think I like the kid

         Li pulled the gun on better than this.”

      


      “This is not the lead,” Bosch said impatiently. “I’m only telling you the reason for the discs. Li pulled the discs out of

         the camera because he must have known those two guys were up to something and he wanted to preserve the record of it. Inadvertently,

         he also preserved this on the September first tape.”

      


      Bosch hit the playback and the image started to move. On the split screen both camera angles showed the store was empty except

         for Li behind the counter. The time stamp at the top showed that it was 3:03 P.M. on Tuesday, September 1.

      


      The front door of the store opened and a customer entered. He waved casually to Li at the counter and proceeded to the rear

         of the store. The image was grainy but it was clear enough for the three viewers to tell the customer was an Asian man in

         his early thirties. He was picked up on the second camera as he went to one of the cold cases at the rear of the store and

         selected a single can of beer. He took it forward to the counter.

      


      “What’s he doing?” Gandle asked.


      “Just watch,” Bosch said.


      At the counter the customer said something to Li and the store owner reached up to the overhead storage rack and pulled down

         a carton of Camel cigarettes. He put them on the counter and then put the can of beer into a small brown bag.

      


      The customer had an imposing build. Though short and squat, he had thick arms and heavy shoulders. He dropped a single bill

         on the counter and Li took it and opened the cash register. He put the bill in the last slot of the drawer and then counted

         several bills out as change and handed the money across the counter. The customer took his money and pocketed it. He put the

         carton of cigarettes under one arm, grabbed the beer and with his remaining free hand pointed a finger like a gun at Li. He

         pumped his thumb as if shooting the gun and then left the store.

      


      Bosch stopped the playback.


      “What was that?” Gandle asked. “Was that a threat with the finger? Is that what you’ve got?”


      Ferras didn’t say anything but Bosch was pretty sure his young partner had seen what Harry wanted them to see. He backed the

         video up and started to replay it.

      


      “What do you see, Ignacio?”


      Ferras stepped forward so he could point to the screen.


      “First of all, the guy’s Asian. So he’s not from the neighborhood.”


      Bosch nodded.


      “I watched twenty-two hours of video,” he said. “This was the only Asian who came into the store besides Li and his wife.

         What else, Ignacio?”

      


      “Watch the money,” Ferras said. “He gets back more than he gives.”


      On the screen Li was taking bills out of the cash register.


      “Look, he puts the guy’s money in the drawer and then he starts giving him money back, including what the guy gave him in

         the first place. So he gets the beer and smokes for free and then all the money.”

      


      Bosch nodded. Ferras was good.


      “How much does he get?” Gandle asked.


      It was a good question because the video image was too grainy to make out the denominations on the currency being exchanged.


      “There are four slots in the drawer,” Bosch said. “So you’ve got ones, fives, tens and twenties. I slowed this down last night.

         He puts the customer’s bill in the fourth slot. A carton of smokes and a beer, we assume that is the slot for twenties. If

         that is the case, he gives him a one, a five, a ten and then eleven twenties. Ten twenties if you don’t count the one the

         customer put in first.”

      


      “It’s a payoff,” Ferras said.


      “Two hundred thirty-six dollars?” Gandle asked. “Seems like an odd payoff and you can see there’s still money in the drawer.

         So it was like a set amount.”

      


      “Actually,” Ferras said, “two sixteen if you subtract the twenty the customer gives in the first place.”

      


      “Right,” Bosch said.


      The three of them stared at the frozen screen for a few moments without speaking.


      “So, Harry,” Gandle finally said. “You got to sleep on this for a couple hours. What’s it mean?”


      Bosch pointed to the time stamp on the top of the screen.


      “This payoff was made exactly one week before the murder. Three o’clock on Tuesday a week ago. This Tuesday at about three

         Mr. Li gets shot. Maybe this week he decided not to pay.”

      


      “Or he didn’t have the money to pay,” Ferras offered. “The son told us yesterday that business has been way down and opening

         the store in the Valley has nearly bankrupted them.”

      


      “So the old man says no and gets popped,” Gandle said. “Isn’t that a bit extreme? You kill the guy and as they say in high

         finance, you’ve lost your funding stream.”

      


      Ferras shrugged.


      “There’s always the wife and the son,” he said. “They’d get the message.”


      “They’re coming in at ten to sign statements,” Bosch added.


      Gandle nodded.


      “So how are you going to handle this?” he asked.


      “We’ll put Mrs. Li with Chu, the guy from AGU, and Ignacio and I will talk to the son. We find out what it’s about.”


      Gandle’s usually dour expression brightened. He was pleased with the progress of the case and the lead that had surfaced.


      “Okay, gentlemen, I want to know,” he said.


      “When we know,” Bosch said.


      Gandle left the meeting room, and Bosch and Ferras were left standing in front of the screen.


      “Nice going, Harry. You made him happy.”


      “He’ll be happier if we clear this thing.”


      “What do you think?”


      “I think we have some work to do before the Li family gets here. You check with the lab and see what they’ve got done. See

         if they’re finished with the cash register. Bring it over here if you can.”

      


      “What about you?”


      Bosch turned the screen off and ejected the disc.


      “I’m going to go have a talk with Detective Chu.”


      “You think he held something back on us?”


      “That’s what I’m going to find out.”
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      The AGU was part of the Gang and Operations Support Division, from which many undercover investigations and officers were directed.

         As such the GOSD was located in an unmarked building several blocks away from the PAB. Bosch decided to walk because he knew

         it would take longer to get his car out of the garage, fight the traffic and then have to find another place to park. He got

         to the front door of the AGU office at eight-thirty, pressed the buzzer but nobody answered. He pulled his phone, ready to

         try to call Detective Chu, when a familiar voice came from behind him.

      


      “Good morning, Detective Bosch. I wasn’t expecting to see you here.”


      Bosch turned. It was Chu, arriving with his briefcase.


      “Nice hours you guys get to keep over here,” Bosch replied.


      “Yeah, we like to keep it light.”


      Bosch stepped back so Chu could open the door with a card key.


      “Come on in.”


      Chu led the way to a small squad room with about a dozen desks and a lieutenant’s office on the right. Chu went behind one

         of the desks and put his briefcase down on the floor.

      


      “What can I do for you?” he asked. “I was already planning to come by RHD at ten when Mrs. Li comes in.”


      Chu started to sit down but Bosch stayed standing.


      “I got something I want to show you. Do you guys have an AV room here?”


      “Yeah, this way.”


      The AGU had four interview rooms at the back of the squad room. One had been converted to an AV room with the standard rolling

         tower of television stacked on top of DVD. But Bosch saw that the stack also had an image printer and that was something they

         didn’t have yet in the new RHD squad room.

      


      Bosch handed Chu the DVD from Fortune Liquors and he set it up. Bosch took the remote and fast-forwarded the playback to 3

         P.M. on the time stamp.

      


      “I wanted you to take a look at this guy who comes in,” he said.


      Chu watched silently as the Asian man entered the store, bought a beer and a carton of cigarettes and got the big return on

         his investment.

      


      “Is that it?” he asked after the customer left the store.


      “That’s it.”


      “Can we play it again?”


      “Sure.”


      Bosch replayed the two-minute episode, then froze the playback as the customer turned from the counter to leave. He then played

         with it, making slight advances on the playback, until he froze it on the best possible view of the man’s face as he turned

         from the counter.

      


      “Know him?” Bosch asked.


      “No, of course not.”


      “What did you see there?”


      “Obviously, a payoff of some kind. He got much more back than he gave.”


      “Yeah, two hundred sixteen on top of his own twenty. We counted it.”


      Bosch saw Chu’s eyebrows rise.


      “What’s it mean?” Bosch asked.


      “Well, it probably means he’s triad,” Chu said matter-of-factly.


      Bosch nodded. He had never investigated a triad murder before but he was aware that the so-called secret societies of China

         had long ago jumped the Pacific and now operated in most major American cities. Los Angeles, with its large Chinese population,

         was one of the strongholds, along with San Francisco, New York and Houston.

      


      “What makes you say he’s a triad guy?”


      “You said the payoff was two hundred sixteen dollars, correct?”


      “That’s right. Li gave the guy his own money back. He also gave him ten twenties, a ten, a five and a one. What’s it mean?”


      “The triad extortion business relies on weekly payments from small shop owners seeking protection. The payment is usually

         one hundred eight dollars. Of course, two sixteen is a multiple of that. A double payment.”

      


      “Why one oh eight? They charge tax on top of the tax? They send the extra eight bucks to the state or something?”


      Chu did not register the sarcasm in Bosch’s voice and answered as if lecturing a child.


      “No, Detective, the number has nothing to do with that at all. Let me give you a brief history lesson that hopefully will

         give you some understanding.”

      


      “By all means,” Bosch said.


      “The creation of the triads goes back to the seventeenth century in China. There were one hundred thirteen monks in the Shaolin

         monastery. Buddhist monks. Manchu invaders attacked and killed all but five of the monks. Those remaining five monks created

         the secret societies with the goal of overthrowing the invaders. The triads were born. But over the centuries, they changed.

         They dropped politics and patriotism and became criminal organizations. Much like the Italian and Russian mafias, they engage

         in extortion and protection rackets. To honor the ghosts of the slaughtered monks, the extortion amounts are usually a multiple

         of one hundred eight.”

      


      “There were five remaining monks, not three,” Bosch said. “Why are they called triads?”


      “Because each monk started his own triad. Tian di hui. It means ‘heaven and earth society.’ Each group had a flag in the shape of a triangle symbolizing the relationship between

         heaven, earth and man. From that they became known as the triads.”

      


      “Great, and they brought it over here.”


      “It’s been here a very long time. But they didn’t bring it over. Americans brought it over. It came with Chinese labor brought

         to build railroads.”

      


      “And they victimize their own people.”


      “For the most part, yes. But Mr. Li was religious. Did you see the Buddhist shrine in the storage room yesterday?”


      “I missed that.”


      “It was there and I talked to his wife about it. Mr. Li was very spiritual. He believed in ghosts. To him, paying the triad

         might have been like making an offering to a ghost. To an ancestor. You see, you are an outsider looking in, Detective Bosch.

         If all you knew from day one was that part of your money went to the triad just as simply as money goes to the IRS, then you

         would not view yourself as a victim. It was simply a given, a part of life.”

      


      “But the IRS doesn’t put three slugs in your chest when you don’t pay.”


      “Do you believe that Li was murdered by this man or the triad?”


      Pointing at the man on the screen, Chu was almost indignant in asking the question.


      “I believe it is the best lead we have at the moment,” Bosch countered.


      “What about the lead we developed through Mrs. Li? The gangbanger who threatened her husband on Saturday.”


      Bosch shook his head.


      “Things don’t match up there. I still want her to look at the books and ID the kid but I think we are spinning our wheels

         there.”

      


      “I don’t understand. He said he would come back and kill Mr. Li.”


      “No, he said he would come back and blow his head off. Mr. Li was shot in the chest. It wasn’t a crime of rage, Detective

         Chu. It doesn’t fit. But don’t worry, we’ll run it down, even if it’s a waste of time.”

      


      He waited for Chu to respond but the younger detective didn’t. Bosch pointed to the time stamp on the screen.


      “Li was killed at the same time on the same day of the week. We have to assume that Li made regular payoffs. We have to assume

         that this man was there when Li was killed. I think that makes him the better suspect.”

      


      The interview room was very small and they had left the door open. Bosch now stepped over and closed it, then looked back

         at Chu.

      


      “So tell me you didn’t have any idea about this yesterday.”


      “No, of course not.”


      “Mrs. Li didn’t say anything about making payments to the local triad?”


      Chu stiffened. He was much smaller than Bosch but his posture suggested he was ready for a fight.


      “Bosch, what are you suggesting?”


      “I’m suggesting that this is your world and you should have told me. I found this by accident. Li kept that disc because there’s

         a shoplifter on it. Not because of the payoff.”

      


      They were now facing each other less than two feet apart.


      “Well, there was nothing before me yesterday that even suggested this,” Chu said. “I was called out there to translate. You

         didn’t ask me my opinion about anything else. You deliberately shut me out, Bosch. Maybe if you had included me, I would have

         seen or heard something.”

      


      “That’s bullshit. You’re not trained as a detective to stand there with your thumb in your mouth. You don’t need an invite

         to ask a question.”

      


      “With you I thought I did.”


      “And what’s that supposed to mean?”


      “It means I watched you, Bosch. How you treated Mrs. Li, her son… me.”


      “Oh, here we go.”


      “What was it, Vietnam? You served in Vietnam, right?”


      “Don’t pretend you know anything about me, Chu.”


      “I know what I see and I’ve seen it before. I’m not from Vietnam, Detective. I’m an American. Born right here, like you.”


      “Look, can we just drop this so we can get on with the case?”


      “Whatever you say. You’re the lead.”


      Chu put his hands on his hips and turned back to the screen. Bosch tried to back his emotions down. He had to admit Chu had

         a point. And he was embarrassed that he had been so easily pegged as someone who had come back from Vietnam with a racial

         prejudice.

      


      “All right,” he said. “Maybe the way I dealt with you yesterday was a mistake. I’m sorry. But you’re in now and I need to

         know what you know. No holding back.”

      


      Chu relaxed too.


      “I just told you everything. The only other thing I was thinking was about the two hundred sixteen.”


      “What about it?”


      “It’s a double payment. Like maybe Mr. Li missed a week. Maybe he was having trouble paying. His son said business was bad

         there.”

      


      “And so maybe that’s what got him killed.”


      Bosch pointed to the screen again.


      “Can you make me a hard copy?”


      “I would like one myself.”


      Chu moved to the printer and pushed a button twice. Soon two copies of the image of the man turning from the counter were

         printing.

      


      “Do you have mug books?” Bosch asked. “Intelligence files?”


      “Of course,” Chu said. “I will try to identify him. I will make inquiries.”


      “I don’t want him to know we’re coming.”


      “Thank you, Detective. But, yes, I assumed that.”


      Bosch didn’t respond. It had been another misstep. He was having a hard time with Chu. He found himself unable to trust him,

         even though he carried the same badge.

      


      “I would also like to get a print of the tattoo as well,” Chu said.


      “What tattoo?” Bosch asked.


      Chu took the remote from Bosch and tapped the rewind button. He eventually froze the picture at the moment the man was reaching

         his left hand out to take the cash from Mr. Li. Chu used his finger to trace a barely visible outline on the inside of the

         man’s arm. Chu was right. It was a tattoo, but the marking was so light on the grainy image that Bosch had completely missed

         it.

      


      “What is that?” he asked.


      “It looks like the outline of a knife. A self-administered tattoo.”


      “He’s been in prison.”


      Chu pushed the button to make prints of the image.


      “No, usually these are done on the boat. On the way across the ocean.”


      “What does it mean to you?”


      “Knife is kim. There are at least three triads that have a presence here in Southern California. Yee Kim, Sai Kim and Yung Kim. These mean Righteous Knife, Western Knife and Brave Knife. They are offshoots of a Hong Kong triad called Fourteen K. Very

         strong and powerful.”

      


      “Over here or there?”


      “Both places.”


      “Fourteen K? Like fourteen-karat gold?”


      “No, fourteen is a bad-luck number. It sounds like the Chinese word for death. K is for kill.”

      


      Bosch knew from his daughter and his frequent visits to Hong Kong that any permutation of the number 4 was considered bad

         luck. His daughter lived with his ex-wife in a condominium tower where there were no floors marked with the numeral 4. The

         fourth floor was marked P for parking and the fourteenth was skipped in the way the thirteenth floor was skipped in most western buildings. The floors

         in the building that were actually the fourteenth and twenty-fourth contained the residences of English speakers who did not

         hold the same superstitions as the Han—the Chinese people.

      


      Bosch gestured to the screen.


      “So you think this guy could be in one of the Fourteen K spinoffs?” he asked.


      “Perhaps yes,” Chu said. “I will begin to make inquiries just as soon as you leave.”


      Bosch looked at Chu and tried to read him again. He believed he understood the message. Chu wanted Bosch out of there so he

         could go to work. Harry stepped over to the DVD player, ejected the disc, and took it.

      


      “Stay in touch, Chu,” he said.


      “I will,” Chu responded curtly.


      “As soon as you get something, you give it to me.”


      “I understand, Detective. Perfectly.”


      “Good, and I’ll see you at ten with Mrs. Li and her son.”


      Bosch opened the door and left the tiny room.
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      Ferras had the cash register from Fortune Liquors on his desk and had run a wire from its side into the side of his laptop.

         Bosch put the photo printouts down on his desk and looked across at his partner.

      


      “What’s happening?”


      “I went over to forensics. They were through with this. No prints other than the victim’s. I’m just getting into the memory

         now. I can tell you the take for the day up until the murder was under two hundred bucks. The victim would have had a hard

         time making a payment of two hundred sixteen dollars, if that’s what you think happened.”

      


      “Well, I’ve got some stuff on that to tell you. Anything else from forensics?”


      “Not much. They’re still processing every—oh, the GSR on the widow came back negative. But I guess we were expecting that.”


      Bosch nodded. Since Mrs. Li had discovered her husband’s body, it was routine to test her hands and arms for gunshot residue

         to determine if she had recently discharged a firearm. As expected, the test came back negative for GSR. Bosch was pretty

         sure she could now be scratched from the list of potential suspects, even though she was barely on it in the first place.

      


      “How deep is the memory on that thing?” Bosch asked.


      “It looks like it goes back a whole year. I ran some averages. The gross income on that place was slightly less than three

         thousand a week. You figure in overhead and cost of goods, insurance and stuff like that, and this guy was lucky if he was

         clearing fifty a year for himself. That ain’t no way to make a living. Probably more dangerous down there doing what he did

         than being a cop on those streets.”

      


      “Yesterday the son said business was down lately.”


      “Looking at this, I don’t see where it was ever up.”


      “It’s a cash business. He could have pulled money out of it in other ways.”


      “Probably. And then there was the guy he was paying off. If he was handing him two bills and change a week, that would add

         up. That would be ten grand off the top on an annual basis.”

      


      Bosch told Ferras what he had learned from Chu and that he was hoping the AGU could come up with an ID. They both agreed that

         the focal point of the investigation was shifting toward the man in the grainy printout from the store’s surveillance camera.

         The triad bagman. Meanwhile, the possible gangbanger who had argued with John Li the Saturday before his murder still needed

         to be identified and interviewed, but the contradictions between the crime scene and an anger/revenge-type killing put that

         lead into second position.
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