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    To a dear friend,

    the written word
  


  
    I
  


  
    SOMETHING IN COMMON
  

  


  
    THURSDAY, MAY 12
  


  
    Most privacy violations are not going to be caused by the exposure of huge personal secrets but by the publication of many little facts. . . . As with killer bees, one is an annoyance but a swarm can be deadly.
  


  


  
    —ROBERT O’HARROW, JR.,

    No Place to Hide
  


  
    Chapter One
  


  
    Something nagged, yet she couldn’t quite figure out what.
  


  
    Like a faint recurring ache somewhere in your body.
  


  
    Or a man on the street behind you as you near your apartment . . . Was he the same one who’d been glancing at you on the subway?
  


  
    Or a dark dot moving toward your bed but now vanished. A black widow spider?
  


  
    But then her visitor, sitting on her living room couch, glanced at her and smiled and Alice Sanderson forgot the concern—if concern it was. Arthur had a good mind and a solid body, sure. But he had a great smile, which counted for a lot more.
  


  
    “How ’bout some wine?” she asked, walking into her small kitchen.
  


  
    “Sure. Whatever you’ve got.”
  


  
    “So, this’s pretty fun—playing hooky on a weekday. Two grown adults. I like it.”
  


  
    “Born to be wild,” he joked.
  


  
    Outside the window, across the street, were rows of painted and natural brownstones. They could also see part of the Manhattan skyline, hazy on this pleasant spring weekday. Air—fresh enough for the city—wafted in, carrying the scents of garlic and oregano from an Italian restaurant up the street. It was their favorite type of cuisine—one of the many common interests they’d discovered since they’d met several weeks ago at a wine tasting in SoHo. In late April, Alice had found herself in the crowd of about forty, listening to a sommelier lecture about the wines of Europe, when she’d heard a man’s voice ask about a particular type of Spanish red wine.
  


  
    She had barked a quiet laugh. She happened to own a case of that very wine (well, part of a case now). It was made by a little-known vineyard. Perhaps not the best Rioja ever produced but the wine offered another bouquet: that of fond memory. She and a French lover had consumed plenty of it during a week in Spain—a perfect liaison, just the thing for a woman in her late twenties who’d recently broken up with her boyfriend. The vacation fling was passionate, intense and, of course, doomed, which made it all the better.
  


  
    Alice had leaned forward to see who’d mentioned the wine: a nondescript man in a business suit. After a few glasses of the featured selections she’d grown braver and, juggling a plate of finger food, had made her way across the room and asked him about his interest in the wine.
  


  
    He’d explained about a trip he’d taken to Spain a few years ago with an ex-girlfriend. How he’d come to enjoy the wine. They’d sat at a table and talked for some time. Arthur, it seemed, liked the same food she did, the same sports. They both jogged and spent an hour each morning in overpriced health clubs. “But,” he said, “I wear the cheapest JCPenney shorts and T-shirts I can find. No designer garbage for me . . .” Then he’d blushed, realizing he’d possibly insulted her.
  


  
    But she’d laughed. She took the same approach to workout clothes (in her case, bought at Target when visiting her family in Jersey). She’d quashed the urge to tell him this, though, worried about coming on too strong. They’d played that popular urban dating game: what we have in common. They’d rated restaurants, compared Curb Your Enthusiasm episodes and complained about their shrinks.
  


  
    A date ensued, then another. Art was funny and courteous. A little stiff, shy at times, reclusive, which she put down to what he described as the breakup from hell—a long-term girlfriend in the fashion business. And his grueling work schedule—he was a Manhattan businessman. He had little free time.
  


  
    Would anything come of it?
  


  
    He wasn’t a boyfriend yet. But there were far worse people to spend time with. And when they’d kissed on their most recent date, she’d felt the low ping that meant, oh, yeah: chemistry. Tonight might or might not reveal exactly how much. She’d noticed that Arthur had furtively—he thought—been checking out the tight pink little number she’d bought at Bergdorf’s especially for their date. And Alice had made some preparations in the bedroom in case kissing turned into something else.
  


  
    Then the faint uneasiness, the concern about the spider, returned.
  


  
    What was bothering her?
  


  
    Alice supposed it was nothing more than a residue of unpleasantness she’d experienced when a deliveryman had dropped off a package earlier. Shaved head and bushy eyebrows, smelling of cigarette smoke and speaking in a thick Eastern European accent. As she’d signed the papers, he’d looked her over—clearly flirting—and then asked for a glass of water. She brought it to him reluctantly and found him in the middle of her living room, staring at her sound system.
  


  
    She’d told him she was expecting company and he’d left, frowning, as if angry over a snub. Alice had watched out the window and noted that nearly ten minutes had passed before he got into the double-parked van and left.
  


  
    What had he been doing in the apartment building all that time? Checking out—
  


  
    “Hey, Earth to Alice . . .”
  


  
    “Sorry.” She laughed, continued to the couch, then sat next to Arthur, their knees brushing. Thoughts of the deliveryman vanished. They touched glasses, these two people who were compatible in all-important areas—politics (they contributed virtually the same amount to the Dems and gave money during NPR pledge drives), movies, food, traveling. They were both lapsed Protestants.
  


  
    When their knees touched again, his rubbed seductively. Then Arthur smiled and asked, “Oh, that painting you bought, the Prescott? Did you get it?”
  


  
    Her eyes shone as she nodded. “Yep. I now own a Harvey Prescott.”
  


  
    Alice Sanderson was not a wealthy woman by Manhattan standards but she’d invested well and indulged her true passion. She’d followed the career of Prescott, a painter from Oregon who specialized in photorealistic works of families—not existing people but ones he himself made up. Some traditional, some not so—single parent, mixed race or gay. Virtually none of his paintings were on the market in her price range but she was on the mailing lists of the galleries that occasionally sold his work. Last month she’d learned from one out west that a small early canvas might be coming available for $150,000. Sure enough, the owner decided to sell and she’d dipped into her investment account to come up with the cash.
  


  
    That was the delivery she’d received today. But the pleasure of owning the piece now diminished again with a flare-up of concern about the driver. She recalled his smell, his lascivious eyes. Alice rose, on the pretense of opening the curtains wider, and looked outside. No delivery trucks, no skinheads standing on the street corner and staring up at her apartment.
  


  
    She thought about closing and locking the window, but that seemed too paranoid and would require an explanation. She returned to Arthur, glanced at her walls and told him she wasn’t sure where to hang the painting in her small apartment. A brief fantasy played out: Arthur’s staying over one Saturday night and on Sunday, after brunch, helping her find the perfect place for the canvas.
  


  
    Her voice was filled with pleasure and pride as she said, “You want to see it?”
  


  
    “You bet.”
  


  
    They rose and she walked toward the bedroom, believing that she heard footsteps in the corridor outside. All the other tenants should have been at work, this time of day.
  


  
    Could it be the deliveryman?
  


  
    Well, at least she wasn’t alone.
  


  
    They got to the bedroom door.
  


  
    Which was when the black widow struck.
  


  
    With a jolt Alice now understood what had been bothering her, and it had nothing to do with the deliveryman. No, it was about Arthur. When they’d spoken yesterday he’d asked when the Prescott would be arriving.
  


  
    She’d told him she was getting a painting but had never mentioned the artist’s name. Slowing now, at the bedroom door. Her hands were sweating. If he’d learned of the painting without her telling him, then maybe he’d found other facts about her life. What if all of the many things they had in common were lies? What if he’d known about her love of the Spanish wine ahead of time? What if he’d been at the tasting just to get close to her? All the restaurants they knew, the travel, the TV shows . . .
  


  
    My God, here she was leading a man she’d known for only a few weeks into her bedroom. All her defenses down . . .
  


  
    Breathing hard now . . . Shivering.
  


  
    “Oh, the painting,” he whispered, looking past her. “It’s beautiful.”
  


  
    And, hearing his calm, pleasant voice, Alice laughed to herself. Are you crazy? She must have mentioned Prescott’s name to Arthur. She tucked the uneasiness away. Calm down. You’ve been living alone too long. Remember his smiles, his joking. He thinks the way you think.
  


  
    Relax.
  


  
    A faint laugh. Alice stared at the two-by-two-foot canvas, the muted colors, a half dozen people at a dinner table looking out, some amused, some pensive, some troubled.
  


  
    “Incredible,” he said.
  


  
    “The composition is wonderful but it’s their expressions that he captures so perfectly. Don’t you think?” Alice turned to him.
  


  
    Her smile vanished. “What’s that, Arthur? What are you doing?” He’d put on beige cloth gloves and was reaching into his pocket. And then she looked into his eyes, which had hardened into dark pinpricks beneath furrowed brows, in a face she hardly recognized at all.
  


  
    II
  


  
    TRANSACTIONS
  

  


  
    SUNDAY, MAY 22
  


  
    You often hear the old legend that our body is worth $4.50, stripped for parts. Our digital identity is worth far more.
  


  


  
    —ROBERT O’HARROW, JR.,

    No Place to Hide
  


  
    Chapter Two
  


  
    The trail had led from Scottsdale to San Antonio to a rest area in Delaware off Interstate 95, filled with truckers and restless families, then finally to the improbable destination of London.
  


  
    And the prey who’d taken this route? A professional killer Lincoln Rhyme had been pursuing for some time, a man he’d been able to stop from committing a terrible crime, but who’d managed to escape from the police with only minutes to spare, “waltzing,” as Rhyme had put it bitterly, “out of the city like a goddamn tourist who had to be back at work Monday morning.”
  


  
    The trail had dried up like dust and the police and FBI could learn nothing about where he was hiding or what he might be planning next. But a few weeks earlier Rhyme had heard from contacts in Arizona that this very man was the likely suspect in the murder of a U.S. Army soldier in Scottsdale. Leads suggested he’d headed east—to Texas, then Delaware.
  


  
    The name of the perp, which might have been real or a cover, was Richard Logan. It was likely that he came from the western portion of the United States or Canada. Intense searches turned up a number of Richard Logans, but none fit the profile of the killer.
  


  
    Then in a burst of happenstance (Lincoln Rhyme would never use the word “luck”), he’d learned from Interpol, the European criminal-information clearinghouse, that a professional killer from America had been hired for a job in England. He’d killed someone in Arizona to gain access to some military identification and information, met with associates in Texas and been given a down payment on his fee at some truck stop on the East Coast. He had flown to Heathrow and was now somewhere in the U.K., the exact location unknown.
  


  
    The subject of Richard Logan’s “well-funded plot which originated at high levels”—Rhyme could only smile when he read the polished Interpol description—was a Protestant minister from Africa, who’d run a refugee camp and stumbled on a massive scam in which AIDS drugs were stolen and sold and the money used to purchase arms. The minister was relocated by security forces to London, having survived three attempts on his life in Nigeria and Liberia and even one in a transit lounge at Malpensa airport in Milan, where the Polizia di Stato, armed with stubby machine guns, scrutinize much and miss very little.
  


  
    The Reverend Samuel G. Goodlight (a better name for a man of the cloth Rhyme couldn’t imagine) was now in a safe house in London, under the watchful eye of officers from Scotland Yard, the home of the Metropolitan Police Service, and was presently helping British and foreign intelligence connect the dots of the drugs-for-arms plan.
  


  
    Via encrypted satellite calls and e-mails flying around several continents, Rhyme and an Inspector Longhurst of the Metropolitan Police had set up a trap to catch the perp. Worthy of the precise plots that Logan himself crafted, the plan involved look-alikes and the vital assistance of a larger-than-life former arms broker from South Africa who came with a network of curried informants. Danny Krueger had made hundreds of thousands selling weapons as efficiently and dispassionately as other businessmen sell air conditioners and cough syrup. But a trip to Darfur last year had shaken him badly, seeing the carnage his toys caused. He’d given up the arms trade cold and had resettled in England. Others on the task force included officers from MI5, as well as personnel from the London office of the FBI and an agent from France’s version of the CIA: La Direction Générale de la Sécurité Extérieure.
  


  
    They hadn’t known even the region of Britain in which Logan was in hiding, planning his hit, but the boisterous Danny Krueger had heard that the killer would be making his move in the next few days. The South African still had many contacts in the international underground and had put out hints about a “secret” location where the meetings between Goodlight and the authorities would take place. The building had an exposed courtyard that was a perfect shooting zone for the killer to assassinate the minister.
  


  
    It was also an ideal place to spot and take down Logan. Surveillance was in place and armed police, MI5 and FBI agents were on twenty-four-hour alert.
  


  
    Rhyme was now sitting in his red battery-powered wheelchair on the first floor of his Central Park West town house—no longer the quaint Victorian parlor it had once been, but a well-equipped forensic laboratory, larger than many labs in medium-size towns. He found himself doing what he’d done frequently over the past several days: staring at the phone, whose number-two speed-dial button would call a line in England.
  


  
    “The phone’s working, right?” Rhyme asked.
  


  
    “Is there any reason for it not to be?” Thom, his caregiver, asked this in a measured tone, which Rhyme heard as a belabored sigh.
  


  
    “I don’t know. Circuits overload. Phone lines get hit by lightning. All kinds of things can go wrong.”
  


  
    “Then maybe you should try it. Just to make sure.”
  


  
    “Command,” Rhyme said, getting the attention of the voice-recognition system hooked to his ECU—the computerized environmental control unit that substituted in many ways for his physical functioning. Lincoln Rhyme was a quadriplegic; he had only limited movement below the place where his neck was broken in a crime-scene accident years before—the fourth cervical vertebra, near the base of the skull. He now ordered, “Dial directory assistance.”
  


  
    The dial tone filled the speakers, followed by beep beep beep. This irritated Rhyme more than a nonperforming phone would have. Why hadn’t Inspector Longhurst called? “Command,” he snapped. “Disconnect.”
  


  
    “Seems to be fine.” Thom placed a coffee mug in the cup holder of Rhyme’s wheelchair and the criminalist sipped the strong brew through a straw. He looked at a bottle of Glenmorangie eighteen-year-old single-malt whisky on a shelf—it was nearby but, of course, always just out of Rhyme’s reach.
  


  
    “It’s morning,” Thom said.
  


  
    “Obviously it’s morning. I can see it’s morning. I don’t want any . . . It’s just . . .” He’d been waiting for a reason to ride the young man on the issue. “I seem to recall being cut off rather early last night. Two tumblers. Virtually nothing.”
  


  
    “It was three.”
  


  
    “If you were to add up the contents, the cubic centimeters, I’m speaking of, it was the same as two small ones.” Pettiness, like liquor, could be intoxicating in its own right.
  


  
    “Well, no scotch in the morning.”
  


  
    “It helps me think more clearly.”
  


  
    “No, it doesn’t.”
  


  
    “It does. And more creatively.”
  


  
    “Doesn’t do that either.”
  


  
    Thom was wearing a perfectly ironed shirt, tie and slacks. His clothes were less wrinkled than they used to be. Much of the job of a quadriplegic’s caregiver is physical. But Rhyme’s new chair, an Invacare TDX, for “total driving experience,” could fold out into a virtual bed, and had made Thom’s job much easier. The chair could even climb low stairs and speed along as fast as a middle-aged jogger.
  


  
    “I’m saying I want some scotch. There. I’ve articulated my desire. How’s that?”
  


  
    “No.”
  


  
    Rhyme scoffed and stared at the phone again. “If he gets away . . .” His voice faded. “Well, aren’t you going to do what everybody does?”
  


  
    “What do you mean, Lincoln?” The slim young man had been working with Rhyme for years. He’d been fired on occasion and had quit too. But here he still was. A testament to the perseverance, or perverseness, of both principals.
  


  
    “I say, ‘If he gets away,’ and you say, ‘Oh, but he won’t. Don’t worry.’ And I’m supposed to be reassured. People do that, you know: They give reassurance when they have no idea what they’re talking about.”
  


  
    “But I didn’t say that. Are we having an argument about something I didn’t say but could have? Isn’t that like a wife being mad at her husband because she saw a pretty woman on the street and thought he would have stared at her if he’d been there?”
  


  
    “I don’t know what it’s like,” Rhyme said absently, his mind mostly on the plan in Britain to capture Logan. Were there holes in it? How was security? Could he trust the informants not to leak information the killer might pick up on?
  


  
    The phone rang and a caller-ID box opened on the flat-screen monitor near Rhyme. He was disappointed to see the number wasn’t a London exchange but closer to home—in the Big Building, cop-speak for One Police Plaza in downtown Manhattan.
  


  
    “Command, answer phone.” Click. Then: “What?”
  


  
    From five miles away a voice muttered, “Bad mood?”
  


  
    “No word from England yet.”
  


  
    “What’re you, on call or something?” Detective Lon Sellitto asked.
  


  
    “Logan’s disappeared. He could make a move at any time.”
  


  
    “Like having a baby,” Sellitto said.
  


  
    “If you say so. What do you need? I don’t want to keep the line tied up.”
  


  
    “All that fancy equipment and you don’t have call waiting?”
  


  
    “Lon.”
  


  
    “Okay. Something you oughta know about. There was a burglary-murder a week ago Thursday. Vic was a woman lived in the Village. Alice Sanderson. Perp stabbed her to death and stole some painting. We got the doer.”
  


  
    Why was he calling about this? A mundane crime and the perp in custody. “Evidence problem?”
  


  
    “Nope.”
  


  
    “So I’d be interested why ?”
  


  
    “The supervising detective just got a call a half hour ago?”
  


  
    “The chase, Lon. The chase.” Rhyme was staring at the whiteboard that detailed the plan to catch the killer in England. The scheme was elaborate.
  


  
    And fragile.
  


  
    Sellitto brought him out of his reflection. “Look, I’m sorry, Linc, but I gotta tell you, the perp’s your cousin, Arthur Rhyme. It’s murder one. He’s looking at twenty-five years, and the D.A. says it’s an airtight case.”
  


  
    Chapter Three
  


  
    “It’s been quite a while.”
  


  
    Judy Rhyme sat in the lab. Hands together, face ashen, she fiercely avoided looking at anything except the criminalist’s eyes.
  


  
    Two responses to his physical condition infuriated Rhyme: when visitors struggled agonizingly to pretend his disability didn’t exist, and when they considered it a reason to be his best friend, joking and slinging around tough talk as if they’d been through the war together. Judy fell into the first category, measuring her words carefully before she set them delicately in front of Rhyme. Still, she was family, of sorts, and he remained patient as he tried to keep from glancing at the telephone.
  


  
    “A long time,” the criminalist agreed.
  


  
    Thom was picking up the social details to which Rhyme was forever oblivious. He’d offered Judy coffee, which now sat untouched, a prop, on the table in front of her. Rhyme had glanced at the whisky once more, a longing peek that Thom had no trouble ignoring.
  


  
    The attractive, dark-haired woman seemed in better shape, solid and more athletic, than the last time he’d seen her—about two years before his accident. Judy risked a look at the criminalist’s face. “I’m sorry we never got here. Really. I wanted to.”
  


  
    Meaning not a social visit before he was injured but a sympathy call after. Survivors of catastrophes can read what is unsaid in conversations as clearly as the words themselves.
  


  
    “You got the flowers?”
  


  
    Back then, after the accident, Rhyme had been dazed—medication, physical trauma, and the psychological wrestling match with the inconceivable: the fact that he would never walk again. He didn’t remember any flowers from them but he was sure the family had sent them. A lot of people had. Flowers are easy, visits are hard. “Yes. Thanks.”
  


  
    Silence. An involuntary, lightning-fast glance at his legs. People think if you can’t walk there’s something wrong with your legs. No, they’re fine. The problem was telling them what to do.
  


  
    “You’re looking good,” she said.
  


  
    Rhyme didn’t know whether he did or not. Never really considered it.
  


  
    “And you’re divorced, I heard.”
  


  
    “That’s right.”
  


  
    “I’m sorry.”
  


  
    Why? he wondered. But that was a cynical thought and he gave a nod, acknowledging her sympathy.
  


  
    “What’s Blaine up to?”
  


  
    “She’s out on Long Island. Remarried. We don’t stay in touch much. Without kids, that usually happens.”
  


  
    “I enjoyed that time in Boston, when you two came up for the long weekend.” A smile that wasn’t really a smile. Painted on, a mask.
  


  
    “It was nice, yes.”
  


  
    A weekend in New England. Shopping, a drive south to Cape Cod, a picnic by the water. Rhyme remembered thinking how lovely the place was. Seeing the green rocks by the shore, he’d had a brainstorm and decided to start a collection of algae from around the New York City area for the NYPD crime lab database. He’d spent a week driving around the metro area, taking samples.
  


  
    And, on the trip to see Arthur and Judy, he and Blaine hadn’t fought once. Even the drive home, with a stop at a Connecticut inn, was nice. He remembered making love on the back deck of their room, the smell of honeysuckle overwhelming.
  


  
    That visit was the last contact with his cousin in person. They’d had one other brief conversation but only via the phone. Then came the accident, and silence.
  


  
    “Arthur kind of fell off the face of the earth.” She laughed, an embarrassed sound. “You know we moved to New Jersey?”
  


  
    “Really?”
  


  
    “He was teaching at Princeton. But he got laid off.”
  


  
    “What happened?”
  


  
    “He was an assistant and a research fellow. They decided not to offer him a full professor’s contract. Art says politics was behind it. You know how that is in colleges.”
  


  
    Henry Rhyme, Art’s father, was a renowned professor of physics at the University of Chicago; academia was an esteemed pursuit in that branch of the Rhyme family. In high school Arthur and Lincoln would debate the virtues of university research and teaching versus a private-sector job. “In academia, you can make a serious contribution to society,” Art had said as the boys shared two somewhat illegal beers, and managed to keep a straight face when Lincoln supplied the requisite follow-up line: “That, and the teaching assistants can be pretty hot.”
  


  
    Rhyme wasn’t surprised that Art had gone for a university job.
  


  
    “He could’ve continued to be an assistant but he quit. He was pretty angry. Assumed he’d get another job right away, but that didn’t happen. He was out of work for a while. Ended up at a private company. A medical-equipment manufacturer.” Another automatic glance—this time at the elaborate wheelchair. She blushed as if she’d committed a Don Imus. “It wasn’t his dream job and he hasn’t been real happy. I’m sure he wanted to come see you. But probably he was ashamed he hadn’t done so well. I mean, with you being a celebrity and all.”
  


  
    Finally, a sip of coffee. “You both had so much in common. You two were like brothers. I remember Boston, all the stories you told. We were up half the night, laughing. Things I never knew about him. And my father-inlaw, Henry—when he was alive he’d talk about you all the time.”
  


  
    “Did he? We wrote quite a bit. In fact, I had a letter from him a few days before he died.”
  


  
    Rhyme had dozens of indelible memories of his uncle, but one particular image stood out. The tall, balding, ruddy-faced man is rearing back, braying a laugh, embarrassing every one of the dozen or so family members at the Christmas Eve dinner table—embarrassing all, that is, except Henry Rhyme himself, his patient wife and young Lincoln, who is laughing right along. Rhyme liked his uncle very much and would often go to visit Art and the family, who lived about thirty miles away, on the shores of Lake Michigan in Evanston, Illinois.
  


  
    Now, though, Rhyme was in no mood for nostalgia and was relieved when he heard the door open and the sound of seven firm footsteps, from threshold to carpet, the stride telling Rhyme who it was. A moment later a tall, slim redhead wearing jeans and a black T-shirt under a burgundy blouse entered the lab. The shirt was loose and the stern angle of a black Glock pistol was visible high on her hip.
  


  
    As Amelia Sachs smiled and kissed Rhyme on the mouth, the criminalist was aware, in his periphery, of Judy’s body language response. The message was clear and Rhyme wondered what had dismayed her: that she’d made the slip of not asking if he was seeing someone, or that she’d assumed a crip couldn’t have a romantic partner—at least not one as disarmingly attractive as Sachs, who’d been a model before going to the police academy.
  


  
    He introduced them. Sachs listened with concern to the story of Arthur Rhyme’s arrest, and asked how Judy was coping with the situation. Then: “Do you have children?”
  


  
    Rhyme realized that while he’d been noting Judy’s faux pas, he’d committed one himself, neglecting to ask about their son, whose name he’d forgotten. And, it turned out, the family had grown. In addition to Arthur Junior, who was in high school, there were two others. “A nine-year-old, Henry. And a daughter, Meadow. She’s six.”
  


  
    “Meadow?” Sachs asked in surprise, for reasons Rhyme couldn’t deduce.
  


  
    Judy gave an embarrassed laugh. “And we live in Jersey. But it’s got nothing to do with the TV show. She was born before I’d ever seen it.”
  


  
    TV show?
  


  
    Judy broke the brief silence. “I’m sure you’re wondering why I called that officer to get your number. But first I have to tell you Art doesn’t know I’m here.”
  


  
    “No?”
  


  
    “In fact, to tell you the truth, I wouldn’t have thought of it on my own. I’ve been so upset, not getting any sleep, not thinking straight. But I was talking to Art a few days ago in the detention center and he said, ‘I know what you’re thinking, but don’t call Lincoln. It’s a case of mistaken identity or something. We’ll get it straightened out. Promise me you won’t.’ He didn’t want to burden you. . . . You know how Art is. Just so kind, always thinking of everybody else.”
  


  
    Rhyme nodded.
  


  
    “But the more I got to thinking about it, the more sense it made. I wouldn’t ask you to pull strings or do anything that wasn’t right, but I thought maybe you could just make a call or two. Tell me what you thought.”
  


  
    Rhyme could imagine how that would go over at the Big Building. As a forensic consultant for the NYPD, his job was getting to the truth, wherever that journey led, but the brass definitely preferred him to help convict, not exonerate, defendants.
  


  
    “I went through some of your clippings—”
  


  
    “Clippings?”
  


  
    “Art keeps family scrapbooks. He has clippings about your cases from the newspapers. Dozens. You’ve done some amazing things.”
  


  
    Rhyme said, “Oh, I’m just a civil servant.”
  


  
    Finally Judy delivered some unvarnished emotion: a smile, as she looked into his eyes. “Art said he never believed your modesty for a minute.”
  


  
    “Is that right?”
  


  
    “But only because you never believed it either.”
  


  
    Sachs chuckled.
  


  
    Rhyme snorted a laugh that he thought would pass for sincere. Then he grew serious. “I don’t know how much I can do. But tell me what happened.”
  


  
    “It was a week ago Thursday, the twelfth. Art always takes off early every Thursday. He goes for a long run in a state park on the way home. He loves to run.”
  


  
    Rhyme recalled dozens of times when the two boys, born within months of each other, would race along sidewalks or through the green-yellow fields near their Midwestern homes, grasshoppers fleeing, gnats sticking to their sweaty skin when they stopped for breath. Art always seemed to be in better shape but Lincoln had made his school’s varsity track team; his cousin hadn’t been interested in trying out.
  


  
    Rhyme pushed aside the memories and concentrated on what Judy was saying.
  


  
    “He left work about three-thirty and went for his run, then came home about seven, seven-thirty. He didn’t seem any different, wasn’t acting odd. He took a shower. We had dinner. But the next day the police came to the house, two from New York and a New Jersey trooper. They asked him questions and looked through the car. They found some blood, I don’t know . . .” Her voice conveyed traces of the shock she would have felt on that difficult morning. “They searched the house and took away some things. And then they came back and arrested him. For murder.” She had trouble saying the word.
  


  
    “What was he supposed to have done exactly?” Sachs asked.
  


  
    “They claimed he killed a woman and stole a rare painting from her.” She scoffed bitterly. “Stole a painting? What on earth for? And murder? Why, Arthur never hurt a single soul in his life. He isn’t capable of it.”
  


  
    “The blood that was found? Have they run a DNA test?”
  


  
    “Well, yes, they did. And it seemed to match the victim. But those tests can be wrong, can’t they?”
  


  
    “Sometimes,” Rhyme said, thinking, Very, very rarely.
  


  
    “Or the real killer could have planted the blood.”
  


  
    “This painting,” Sachs asked, “did Arthur have any particular interest in it?”
  


  
    Judy played with thick black and white plastic bracelets on her left wrist. “The thing is, yes, he used to own one by the same artist. He liked it. But he had to sell it when he lost his job.”
  


  
    “Where was the painting found?”
  


  
    “It wasn’t.”
  


  
    “But how did they know it was taken?”
  


  
    “Somebody, a witness, said they saw a man carrying it from the woman’s apartment to the car around the time she was killed. Oh, it’s all just a terrible mix-up. Coincidences . . . That’s what it has to be, just a weird series of coincidences.” Her voice cracked.
  


  
    “Did he know her?”
  


  
    “At first Art said he didn’t but then, well, he thought they might’ve met. At an art gallery he goes to sometimes. But he said he never talked to her that he can remember.” Her eyes now took in the whiteboard containing the schematic of the plan to capture Logan in England.
  


  
    Rhyme was remembering other times he and Arthur had spent together.
  


  
    Race you to that tree. . . . No, you wimp . . . the maple way over there. Touch the trunk! On three. One . . . two . . . go!
  


  
    You didn’t say three!
  


  
    “There’s more, isn’t there, Judy? Tell us.” Sachs had seen something in the woman’s eyes, Rhyme supposed.
  


  
    “I’m just upset. For the kids too. It’s a nightmare for them. The neighbors’re treating us like terrorists.”
  


  
    “I’m sorry to push but it’s important for us to know all the facts. Please.”
  


  
    The blush had returned and she was gripping her knees. Rhyme and Sachs had a friend who worked as an agent for the California Bureau of Investigation, Kathryn Dance. She was a kinesics, or body language, expert. Rhyme considered such skills secondary to forensic science but he’d come to respect Dance and had learned something about her specialty. He now could see easily that Judy Rhyme was a fountain of stress.
  


  
    “Go on,” Sachs encouraged.
  


  
    “It’s just that the police found some other evidence—well, it wasn’t really evidence. Not like clues. But . . . it made them think maybe Art and the woman were seeing each other.”
  


  
    Sachs asked, “What’s your opinion of that?”
  


  
    “I don’t think he was.”
  


  
    Rhyme noted the softened verb. Not as adamant a denial as with the murder and theft. She desperately wanted the answer to be no, though she’d probably come to the same conclusion Rhyme just had: that the woman’s being his lover worked in Arthur’s favor. You were more likely to rob a stranger than someone you were sleeping with. Still, as a wife and mother, Judy was crying out for one particular answer.
  


  
    Then she glanced up, less cautious now about looking at Rhyme, the contraption he sat in and the other devices that defined his life. “Whatever else was going on, he did not kill that woman. He couldn’t have. I know it in my soul. . . . Is there anything you can do?”
  


  
    Rhyme and Sachs shared a look. He said, “I’m sorry, Judy, we’re in the midst of a big case right now. We’re real close to catching a very dangerous killer. I can’t drop that.”
  


  
    “I wouldn’t want you to. But, just something. I don’t know what else to do.” Her lip was trembling.
  


  
    He said, “We’ll make some calls, find out what we can. I can’t give you information you couldn’t otherwise get through your lawyer but I’ll tell you honestly what I think about the D.A.’s chance of success.”
  


  
    “Oh, thank you, Lincoln.”
  


  
    “Who’s his lawyer?”
  


  
    She gave them the name and phone number. A high-profile, and -priced, criminal defense attorney Rhyme knew. But he’d be a man with a lot on his plate and more experience with financial than violent crimes.
  


  
    Sachs asked about the prosecutor.
  


  
    “Bernhard Grossman. I can get you his number.”
  


  
    “That’s all right,” Sachs said. “I have it. I’ve worked with him before. He’s reasonable. I assume he offered your husband a plea bargain?”
  


  
    “He did, and our lawyer wanted to take it. But Art refused. He keeps saying this is just a mistake, it’ll all get straightened out. But that doesn’t always happen, does it? Even if people are innocent they go to jail sometimes, don’t they?”
  


  
    They do, yes, Rhyme thought, then said, “We’ll make a few phone calls.”
  


  
    She rose. “I can’t tell you how sorry I am that we let things slide. Inexcusable.” Surprising him, Judy Rhyme strode directly to the wheelchair and bent down, brushing her cheek against his. Rhyme smelled nervous sweat and two distinct scents, perhaps deodorant and hair spray. No perfume. She didn’t seem the perfume type. “Thank you, Lincoln.” She walked to the door and paused. To them both she said, “Whatever else you find, about that woman and Arthur, it’s all right. All I care about is that he doesn’t go to jail.”
  


  
    “I’ll do what I can. We’ll give you a call if we find something concrete.”
  


  
    Sachs saw her out.
  


  
    When she returned Rhyme said, “Let’s check with the lawyers first.”
  


  
    “I’m sorry, Rhyme.” He frowned, and she added, “I just mean, it’s got to be hard on you.”
  


  
    “How’s that?”
  


  
    “Thinking a close relative got busted for murder.”
  


  
    Rhyme shrugged, one of the few gestures he could manage. “Ted Bundy was somebody’s son. Maybe a cousin too.”
  


  
    “But still.” Sachs lifted the receiver. Eventually she tracked down the defense lawyer, got his answering service and left a message. Rhyme wondered which hole of which golf course he was on at that moment.
  


  
    She then got in touch with the assistant district attorney, Grossman, who wasn’t enjoying the day of rest but was in his office downtown. He’d never connected the last name of the perp to the criminalist. “Hey, I’m sorry, Lincoln,” he said sincerely. “But I have to say, it’s a good case. I’m not blowing smoke. I’d tell you if there were gaps. But there aren’t. A jury’s going to nail him. If you can talk him into a plea, you’d be doing him a huge favor. I could probably go down to twelve solid.”
  


  
    Twelve years, with no parole. It would kill Arthur, Rhyme reflected.
  


  
    “Appreciate that,” Sachs said.
  


  
    The A.D.A. added that he had a complicated trial starting tomorrow so he couldn’t spend any more time talking to them now. He’d call later in the week, if they liked.
  


  
    He did, however, give them the name of the lead detective in the case, Bobby LaGrange.
  


  
    “I know him,” she said, dialing him at home too. She got his voice mail but when she tried his cell he answered immediately.
  


  
    “LaGrange.”
  


  
    The hiss of wind and the sound of slapping water explained what the detective was up to on this clear-sky, warm day.
  


  
    Sachs identified herself.
  


  
    “Oh, sure. Howya doin’, Amelia? I’m waiting for a call from a snitch. We’ve got something going down in Red Hook anytime now.”
  


  
    So, not on his fishing boat.
  


  
    “I may have to hang up fast.”
  


  
    “Understood. You’re on speaker.”
  


  
    “Detective, this is Lincoln Rhyme.”
  


  
    A hesitation. “Oh. Yeah.” A call from Lincoln Rhyme got people’s full attention pretty fast.
  


  
    Rhyme explained about his cousin.
  


  
    “Wait . . . ‘Rhyme.’ You know, I thought it was a funny name. I mean, unusual. But I never put it together. And he never said anything about you. Not in any of the interviews. Your cousin. Man, I’m sorry.”
  


  
    “Detective, I don’t want to interfere with the case. But I said I’d call and find out what the story is. It’s gone to the A.D.A., I know. Just talked to him.”
  


  
    “I gotta say the collar was righteous. I’ve run homicides for five years and short of somebody from Patrol witnessing a gang clip, this was the cleanest wrap I’ve seen.”
  


  
    “What’s the story? Art’s wife only gave me the bones.”
  


  
    In the stiff voice that cops fall into when recounting details of a crime—stripped of emotion: “Your cousin left work early. He went to the apartment of a woman named Alice Sanderson, down in the Village. She’d gotten off work early too. We aren’t sure how long he was there but sometime around six she was knifed to death and a painting was stolen.”
  


  
    “Rare, I understand?”
  


  
    “Yeah. But not like Van Gogh.”
  


  
    “Who was the artist?”
  


  
    “Somebody named Prescott. Oh, and we found some direct-mail things, flyers, you know, that a couple of galleries’d sent your cousin about Prescott. That didn’t look so good.”
  


  
    “Tell me more about May twelfth,” Rhyme said.
  


  
    “At about six a witness heard screams and a few minutes later saw a man carrying a painting out to a light blue Mercedes parked on the street. It left the scene fast. The wit only got the first three letters on the tag—couldn’t tell the state but we ran everything in the metro area. Narrowed the list down and interviewed the owners. One was your cousin. My partner and me went out to Jersey to talk to him, had a trooper with us, for protocol, you know. We saw what looked like blood on the back door and in the backseat. A bloody washcloth was under the seat. It matched a set of linens in the vic’s apartment.”
  


  
    “And DNA was positive?”
  


  
    “Her blood, yeah.”
  


  
    “The witness identified him in a lineup?”
  


  
    “Naw, was anonymous. Called from a pay phone and wouldn’t give their name. Didn’t want to get involved. But we didn’t need any wits. Crime Scene had a field day. They lifted a shoeprint from the vic’s entryway—same kind of shoe your cousin wore—and got some good trace.”
  


  
    “Class evidence?”
  


  
    “Yeah, class. Traces of shave cream, snack food chips, lawn fertilizer from his garage. Exactly matched what was at the vic’s apartment.”
  


  
    No, it didn’t match, Rhyme reflected. Evidence falls into several categories. “Individuating” evidence is unique to a single source, like DNA and fingerprints. “Class” evidence shares certain characteristics with similar materials but they don’t necessarily come from the same source. Carpet fibers, for instance. A DNA test of blood at a crime scene can definitely “match” the criminal’s blood. But a comparison of carpet fiber at a scene can only be “associated with” fibers found in the suspect’s house, allowing the jury to infer he was at the scene.
  


  
    “What was your take on whether or not he knew her?” Sachs asked.
  


  
    “He claimed he didn’t, but we found two notes she’d written. One at her office and one at home. One was ‘Art—drinks.’ The other just said ‘Arthur.’ Nothing else. Oh, and we found his name in her phonebook.”
  


  
    “His number?” Rhyme was frowning.
  


  
    “No. Prepaid mobile. No record.”
  


  
    “So you figure they were more than friends?”
  


  
    “Crossed our minds. Why else only give her a prepaid number and not his home or office?” He gave a laugh. “Apparently she didn’t care. You’d be surprised what people accept without asking questions.”
  


  
    Not that surprised, Rhyme thought.
  


  
    “And the phone?”
  


  
    “Toast. Never found it.”
  


  
    “And you think he killed her because she was pressuring him to leave the wife?”
  


  
    “That’s what the prosecutor’ll argue. Something like that.”
  


  
    Rhyme compared what he knew of his cousin, whom he hadn’t seen in more than a decade, against this information; he could neither confirm nor deny the allegation.
  


  
    Sachs asked, “Anybody else have a motive?”
  


  
    “Nope. Family and friends said she dated some, but real casual. No terrible breakups. I was even wondering if the wife did it—Judy—but she was accounted for at the time.”
  


  
    “Did Arthur have any alibi?”
  


  
    “None. Claims he went for a run but nobody could confirm seeing him. Clinton State Park. Big place. Pretty deserted.”
  


  
    “I’m curious,” Sachs said, “what his demeanor was during interrogation?”
  


  
    LaGrange laughed. “Funny you bring that up—the weirdest part of the whole case. He looked like he was dazed. Just blown away by seeing us there. I’ve collared a lot of people in my day, some of ’em pros. Connected guys, I mean. And he was, hands down, the best at playing the innocent-me game. Great actor. You remember that about him, Detective Rhyme?”
  


  
    The criminalist didn’t reply. “What happened to the painting?”
  


  
    A pause. “That’s the other thing. Never recovered. Wasn’t in his house or garage, but the crime-scene folks found dirt in the backseat of the car and his garage. It matched the dirt in the state park where he went jogging every night near his house. We figured he buried it somewhere.”
  


  
    “One question, Detective,” Rhyme said.
  


  
    A pause at the other end of the line, during which a voice spoke indecipherable words and the wind howled again. “Go on.”
  


  
    “Can I see the file?”
  


  
    “The file?” Not really a question. Just stalling to consider. “It’s a solid case. We ran it by the book.”
  


  
    Sachs said, “We don’t doubt that for a minute. The thing is, though, we understand he’s rejected a plea.”
  


  
    “Oh. You want to talk him into one? Yeah, I get it. That’s the best thing for him. Well, all I have is copies, the A.D.A.’s got everything else and the evidence. But I can get you the reports. A day or two okay?”
  


  
    Rhyme shook his head. Sachs said to the detective, “If you could talk to Records and okay it I’ll go down there and pick up the file myself.”
  


  
    The wind filled the speakers again, then stopped abruptly. LaGrange must have moved into shelter.
  


  
    “Yeah, okay, I’ll give ’em a call now.”
  


  
    “Thanks.”
  


  
    “No problem. Good luck.”
  


  
    After they’d disconnected, Rhyme gave a brief smile. “That was a nice touch. The plea bargain thing.”
  


  
    “You gotta know your audience,” Sachs said and slung her purse over her shoulder, heading out of the door.
  


  
    Chapter Four
  


  
    Sachs returned from her trip to Police Plaza a lot faster than if she’d taken public transportation—or paid attention to stoplights. Rhyme knew that she’d slapped a flashing light on the dash of her car, a 1969 Camaro SS, which she’d had painted fiery red a few years ago to match Rhyme’s preferred shade for his wheelchairs. Like a teenager, she still looked for any excuse to fire up the massive engine and sear rubber off the tires.
  


  
    “Copied everything,” she said, carrying a thick folder into the room. She winced as she set it on an examining table.
  


  
    “You okay?”
  


  
    Amelia Sachs suffered from arthritis, she had all her life, and popped glucosamine, chondroitin and Advil or Naprosyn like jelly beans but she rarely acknowledged the condition, fearful that the brass might stick her behind a desk on a medical if they found out. Even when she and Rhyme were alone she downplayed the pain. But today she admitted, “Some twinges’re worse than others.”
  


  
    “Want to sit?”
  


  
    A shake of the head.
  


  
    “So. What’ve we got?”
  


  
    “Report, evidence inventory and copies of the photos. No videos. They’re with the D.A.”
  


  
    “Let’s get everything on the board. I want to see the primary crime scene and Arthur’s house.”
  


  
    She walked to a whiteboard—one of the dozens in the lab—and transcribed information as Rhyme watched.
  


  


  
    
      ALICE SANDERSON HOMICIDE
    

    
      	
        

      
    


    
      	
        
          ALICE SANDERSON APARTMENT
        


        
          • Traces of Edge Advanced Gel shave cream, with aloe
        


        
          • Crumbs determined to be Pringles, fat free, barbecue flavor
        


        
          • Chicago Cutlery knife (MW)
        


        
          • TruGro fertilizer
        


        
          • Shoeprint of Alton EZ-Walk, size 10½
        


        
          • Fleck of latex glove
        


        
          • References to “Art” and a prepaid mobile number in phonebook, now no longer active. Untraceable (Possible affair?)
        


        
          • Two notes: “Art-drinks” (office) and “Arthur” (home)
        


        
          • Wit saw light blue Mercedes, partial tag NLP
        


        
          ARTHUR RHYME’S CAR:
        


        
          • 2004 light blue Mercedes sedan, C Class, New jersey license NLP 745, registered to Arthur Rhyme
        


        
          • Blood on door, rear floor (DNA match to victim’s)
        

      

      	
        
          • Bloody washcloth, matching set found in victim’s apartment (DNA match to victim’s)
        


        
          • Dirt with composition similar to dirt in Clinton State Park
        


        
          ARTHUR RHYME’S HOUSE:
        


        
          • Edge Advanced Gel with aloe, shave cream, associated with that from primary crime scene
        


        
          • Pringles barbecue-flavored chips, fat free
        


        
          • TruGro fertilizer (garage)
        


        
          • Spade containing dirt similar to dirt in Clinton State Park (garage)
        


        
          • Chicago Cutlery knives, same type as the MW
        


        
          • Alton EZ-Walk shoes, size 10½, tread similar to that at primary crime scene
        


        
          • Direct-mail flyers from Wilcox Gallery, Boston, and Anderson-Billings Fine Arts, Carmel, about shows of Harvey Prescott paintings
        


        
          • Box of Safe-Hand latex gloves, rubber composition similar to that of fleck found at primary crime scene (garage)
        


        
          • Box of Safe-Hand latex gloves, rubber composition similar to that of fleck found at primary crime scene (garage)
        

      
    

  


  


  
    “Man, it’s pretty incriminating, Rhyme,” Sachs said, standing back, hand on her hips.
  


  
    “And using a prepaid cell? And references to ‘Art.’ But no address where he lives or works. That would suggest an affair. . . . Any other details?”
  


  
    “No. Other than the pictures.”
  


  
    “Tape them up,” he instructed while scanning the chart, regretting that he hadn’t searched the scene himself—vicariously, that was, with Amelia Sachs, as they often did, via a microphone/headset or a high-definition video camera she wore. It seemed like a competent CS job, but not stellar. No photos of the nonscene rooms. And the knife . . . He saw the picture of the bloody weapon, beneath the bed. An officer was lifting a flap of dust ruffle to get a good shot. Was it invisible with the cloth down (which meant the perp might logically have missed it in the frenzy of the moment) or was it visible, suggesting it had been left intentionally as planted evidence?
  


  
    He studied the picture of packing material on the floor, apparently what the Prescott painting had been wrapped in.
  


  
    “Something’s wrong,” he whispered.
  


  
    Sachs, standing at the whiteboard, glanced his way.
  


  
    “The painting,” Rhyme continued.
  


  
    “What about it?”
  


  
    “LaGrange suggested two motives. One, Arthur stole the Prescott as a cover because he wanted to kill Alice to get her out of his life.”
  


  
    “Right.”
  


  
    “But,” Rhyme went on, “to make a homicide seem incidental to a burglary, a smart perp wouldn’t steal the one thing in the apartment that could be connected to him. Remember, Art had owned a Prescott. And he had direct-mail flyers about them.”
  


  
    “Sure, Rhyme, that doesn’t make any sense.”
  


  
    “And say he really did want the painting and couldn’t afford it. Well, it’s a hell of a lot safer and easier to break in and cart it off during the day when the owner’s at work, rather than murder them for it.” His cousin’s demeanor too, though not high in Rhyme’s arsenal when he assessed guilt or innocence, nagged. “Maybe he wasn’t playing innocent. Maybe he was innocent. . . . Pretty incriminating, you said? No. Too incriminating.”
  


  
    He thought to himself: Let’s just postulate that he didn’t do it. If not, then the consequences were significant. Because this wasn’t simply a case of mistaken identity; the evidence matched too closely—including a conclusive connection between her blood and his car. No, if Art was innocent, then someone had gone to a great deal of trouble to set him up.
  


  
    “I’m thinking he was framed.”
  


  
    “Why?”
  


  
    “Motive?” he muttered. “We don’t care at this point. The relevant question now is how. We answer that, it can point us to who. We might get why along the way, but that’s not our priority. So we start with a premise that someone else, Mr. X, murdered Alice Sanderson and stole the painting, then framed Arthur. Now, Sachs, how could he have done it?”
  


  
    A wince—her arthritis again—and she sat. She thought for several moments, then said, “Mr. X followed Arthur and followed Alice. He saw they had an interest in art, put them together at the gallery and found their identities.”
  


  
    “Mr. X knows she owns a Prescott. He wants one but can’t afford it.”
  


  
    “Right.” Sachs nodded at the evidence chart. “Then he breaks into Arthur’s house, sees that he owns Pringles, Edge shave cream, TruGro fertilizer, and Chicago Cutlery knives. He steals some to plant. He knows what shoes Arthur wears, so he can leave the footprint, and he gets some of the dirt from the state park on Arthur’s shovel. . . .
  


  
    “Now, let’s think about May twelfth. Somehow Mr. X knows that Art always leaves work early on Thursdays and goes running in a deserted park—so he doesn’t have an alibi. He goes to the vic’s apartment, kills her, steals the painting and calls from a pay phone to report the screams and seeing a man take the painting to a car that looks a lot like Arthur’s, with a partial tag number. Then he heads out to Arthur’s house in New Jersey and leaves the traces of blood, the dirt, the washcloth, the shovel.”
  


  
    The phone rang. The caller was Arthur’s defense lawyer. The man sounded harried as he reiterated everything that the assistant district attorney had explained. He offered nothing that might help them and, in fact, tried several times to talk them into pressuring Arthur to take a plea. “They’ll nail him up,” the man said. “Do him a favor. I’ll get him fifteen years.”
  


  
    “That’ll destroy him,” Rhyme said.
  


  
    “It won’t destroy him as much as a life sentence.”
  


  
    Rhyme said a chilly good-bye and hung up. He stared again at the evidence board.
  


  
    Then something else occurred to him.
  


  
    “What is it, Rhyme?” Sachs had noticed that his eyes were rising to the ceiling.
  


  
    “Think maybe he’s done this before?”
  


  
    “How do you mean?”
  


  
    “Assuming the goal—the motive—was to steal the painting, well, it’s not exactly a onetime score. Not like a Renoir you fence for ten million and disappear forever. The whole thing smells like an enterprise. The perp’s hit on a smart way to get away with a crime. And he’s going to keep at it until somebody stops him.”
  


  
    “Yeah, good point. So we should look for thefts of other paintings.”
  


  
    “No. Why should he steal just paintings? It could be anything. But there’s one common element.”
  


  
    Sachs frowned then provided the answer. “Homicide.”
  


  
    “Exactly. Since the perp frames somebody else, he has to murder the victims—because they could identify him. Call somebody at Homicide. At home if you need to. We’re looking for the same scenario: an underlying crime, maybe a theft, the vic murdered and strong circumstantial evidence.”
  


  
    “And maybe a DNA link that might’ve been planted.”
  


  
    “Good,” he said, excited at the thought they might be on to something here. “And if he’s sticking to his formula, there’ll be an anonymous witness who gave nine-one-one some specific identifying information.”
  


  
    She walked to a desk in the corner of the lab, sat and placed the call.
  


  
    Rhyme leaned his head back in his wheelchair and observed his partner on the phone. He noticed dried blood in her thumbnail. A mark was just visible above her ear, half hidden by her straight red hair. Sachs did this frequently, scratching her scalp, teasing her nails, damaging herself in small ways—both a habit and an indicator of the stress that drove her.
  


  
    She was nodding, and her eyes took on a focused gaze, as she wrote. His own heart—though he couldn’t feel it directly—had speeded up. She’d learned something significant. Her pen dried up. She tossed it onto the floor and whipped out another as quickly as she drew her pistol in combat shooting competitions.
  


  
    After ten minutes she hung up.
  


  
    “Hey, Rhyme, get this.” She sat next to him, in a wicker chair. “I talked to Flintlock.”
  


  
    “Ah, good choice.”
  


  
    Joseph Flintick, his nickname intentionally or otherwise a reference to the old-time gun, had been a homicide detective when Rhyme was a rookie. The testy old guy was familiar with nearly every murder that had been committed in New York City—and many nearby—during his lengthy tenure. At an age when he should have been visiting his grandchildren, Flintlock was working Sundays. Rhyme wasn’t surprised.
  


  
    “I laid it all out for him and he came back with two cases that might fit our profile right off the top of his head. One was a theft of rare coins, worth about fifty G. The other a rape.”
  


  
    “Rape?” This added a deeper, and much more disturbing, element to the case.
  


  
    “Yep. In both of them an anonymous witness called to report the crime and gave some information that was instrumental in ID’ing the perp—like the wit calling about your cousin’s car.”
  


  
    “Both male callers, of course.”
  


  
    “Right. And the city offered a reward but neither of them came forward.”
  


  
    “What about the evidence?”
  


  
    “Flintlock didn’t remember it too clearly. But he did say that the trace and circumstantial connections were right on. Just what happened to your cousin—five or six types of associated class evidence at the scene and in the perps’ houses. And in both cases the victims’ blood was found on a rag or article of clothing in the suspects’ residence.”
  


  
    “And I’ll bet there weren’t any fluid matches in the rape case.” Most rapists are convicted because they leave behind traces of the Three S’s—semen, saliva or sweat.
  


  
    “Nope. None.”
  


  
    “And the anonymous callers—did they leave partial license plate numbers?”
  


  
    She glanced at her notes. “Yeah, how did you know?”
  


  
    “Because our perp needed to buy some time. If he left the whole tag number, the cops’d head right to the fall guy’s house and he wouldn’t have time to plant the evidence there.” The killer had thought out everything. “And the suspects denied everything?”
  


  
    “Yep. Totally. Rolled the dice with the jury and lost.”
  


  
    “No, no, no, this’s all too coincidental,” Rhyme muttered. “I want to see—”
  


  
    “I asked somebody to pull the files from the disposed cases archives.”
  


  
    He laughed. One step ahead of him, as often. He recalled when they’d first met, years ago, Sachs a disillusioned patrol officer ready to give up her career in policing, Rhyme ready to give up more than that. How far they’d both come since then.
  


  
    Rhyme spoke into his stalk mike. “Command, call Sellitto.” He was excited now. He could feel that unique buzz—the thrill of a budding hunt. Answer the damn phone, he thought angrily, and for once he wasn’t thinking about England.
  


  
    “Hey, Linc.” Sellitto’s Brooklyn-inflected voice filled the room. “What’s—”
  


  
    “Listen. There’s a problem.”
  


  
    “I’m kinda busy here.” Rhyme’s former partner, Lieutenant Detective Lon Sellitto, hadn’t been in the best of moods himself lately. A big task force case he’d worked on had just tanked. Vladimir Dienko, the thug of a Russian mob boss from Brighton Beach, had been indicted last year for racketeering and murder. Rhyme had assisted with some of the forensics. To everyone’s shock the case against Dienko and three of his associates had been dismissed, just last Friday, after witnesses had stonewalled or vanished. Sellitto and agents from the Bureau had been working all weekend, trying to track down new witnesses and informants.
  


  
    “I’ll make it fast.” He explained what he and Sachs had found about his cousin and the rape and coin-theft cases.
  


  
    “Two other cases? Friggin’ weird. What’s your cousin say?”
  


  
    “Haven’t talked to him yet. But he denies everything. I want to have this looked into.”
  


  
    “‘Looked into.’ The fuck’s that mean?”
  


  
    “I don’t think Arthur did it.”
  


  
    “He’s your cousin. Of course you don’t think he did it. But whatta you have concrete?”
  


  
    “Nothing yet. That’s why I want your help. I need some people.”
  


  
    “I’m up to my ass in the Dienko situation in Brighton Beach. Which, I gotta say, you’d be helping on except, no, you’re too busy sipping fucking tea with the Brits.”
  


  
    “This could be big, Lon. Two other cases that stink of planted evidence? I’ll bet there are more. I know how much you love your clichés, Lon. Doesn’t ‘getting away with murder’ move you?”
  


  
    “You can throw all the clauses you want at me, Linc, I’m busy.”
  


  
    “That’s a phrase, Lon. A clause has a subject and predicate.”
  


  
    “What-fucking-ever. I’m trying to salvage the Russian Connection. Nobody at City Hall or the Federal Building’s happy about what happened.”
  


  
    “And they have my deepest sympathies. Get reassigned.”
  


  
    “It’s homicide. I’m Major Cases.”
  


  
    The Major Cases Division of the NYPD didn’t investigate murders, but Sellitto’s excuse brought a cynical laugh to Rhyme’s lips. “You work homicides when you want to work them. When the hell have department protocols meant anything to you?”
  


  
    “Tell you what I’ll do,” the detective mumbled. “There’s a captain working today. Downtown. Joe Malloy. Know him?”
  


  
    “No.”
  


  
    “I do,” said Sachs. “He’s solid.”
  


  
    “Hey, Amelia. You surviving the cold front today?”
  


  
    Sachs laughed. Rhyme snarled, “Funny, Lon. Who the hell’s this guy?”
  


  
    “Smart. No compromises. And no sense of humor. You’ll appreciate that.”
  


  
    “Lots of comedians round here today,” Rhyme muttered.
  


  
    “He’s good. And a crusader. His wife was killed in a B and E five, six years ago.”
  


  
    Sachs winced. “I didn’t know that.”
  


  
    “Yeah, and he gives the job a hundred fifty percent. Word is he’s headed for a corner office upstairs some day. Or maybe even next door.”
  


  
    Meaning City Hall.
  


  
    Sellitto continued, “Give him a call and see if he can get a few people released for you.”
  


  
    “I want you released.”
  


  
    “Not gonna happen, Linc. I’m running a fucking stakeout. It’s a nightmare. But keep me posted and—”
  


  
    “Gotta go, Lon . . . Command, disconnect phone.”
  


  
    “You hung up on him,” Sachs pointed out.
  


  
    Rhyme grunted and placed a call to Malloy. He’d be furious if he got voice mail.
  


  
    But the man answered on the second ring. Another senior cop working on Sunday. Well, Rhyme had done so pretty often too and had the divorce to show for it.
  


  
    “Malloy here.”
  


  
    Rhyme identified himself.
  


  
    A brief hesitation. Then: “Well, Lincoln . . . I don’t believe we’ve ever met. But I know about you, of course.”
  


  
    “I’m here with one of your detectives, Amelia Sachs. We’re on speaker, Joe.”
  


  
    “Detective Sachs, afternoon,” said the stiff voice. “What can I do for you two?” Rhyme explained about the case and how he believed Arthur was being set up.
  


  
    “Your cousin? I’m sorry to hear that.” But he didn’t sound particularly sorry. Malloy would be worried that Rhyme wanted him to intervene and get the charges reduced. Uh-oh, appearance of impropriety at the most innocent. Or, at the worst, an internal-affairs investigation and the media. Weighed against that, of course, was the bad form of not helping out a man who provided invaluable service to the NYPD. And one who was a gimp. Political correctness thrives in city government.
  


  
    But Rhyme’s request, of course, was more complicated. He added, “I think there’s a good chance that this same perp committed other crimes.” He gave the details of the coin theft and the rape.
  


  
    So not one but three individuals had been wrongly arrested by Malloy’s NYPD. Which meant that three crimes had in fact gone unsolved and the real perp was still at large. This portended a major public-relations nightmare.
  


  
    “Well, it’s pretty odd. Irregular, you know. I understand your loyalty to your cousin—”
  


  
    “I have a loyalty to the truth, Joe,” Rhyme said, not caring if he sounded pompous.
  


  
    “Well . . .”
  


  
    “I just need a couple of officers assigned to us. To look over the evidence in these cases again. Maybe do some legwork.”
  


  
    “Oh, I see. . . . Well, sorry, Lincoln. We just don’t have the resources. Not for something like this. But I’ll bring it up tomorrow with the deputy commissioner.”
  


  
    “Actually, think we could call him now?”
  


  
    Another hesitation. “No. He’s got something going on today.”
  


  
    Brunch. Barbecue. A Sunday-matinee performance of Young Frankenstein or Spamalot.
  


  
    “I’ll raise the issue tomorrow at the briefing. It’s a curious situation. But you won’t do anything until you hear from me. Or someone.”
  


  
    “Of course not.”
  


  
    They disconnected. Rhyme and Sachs were both silent for a few long seconds.
  


  
    A curious situation . . .
  


  
    Rhyme gazed at the whiteboard—on which sat the corpse of an investigation shot dead just as it had lurched to life.
  


  
    Snapping the quiet, Sachs asked, “Wonder what Ron’s up to.”
  


  
    “Let’s find out, why don’t we?” He gave her a genuine—and rare—smile.
  


  
    She pulled out her phone, hit a speed dial number, then speaker.
  


  
    A youthful voice crackled, “Yes, ma’am, Detective.”
  


  
    Sachs had been after young patrolman Ron Pulaski to call her Amelia for years but usually he couldn’t bring himself to do it.
  


  
    “You’re on speaker, Pulaski,” Rhyme warned.
  


  
    “Yes, sir.”
  


  
    And the “sir” bothered Rhyme, but he had no inclination to correct the young man now.
  


  
    “How are you?” Pulaski asked.
  


  
    “Does it matter?” Rhyme responded. “What’re you doing? Right now. And is it important?”
  


  
    “Right now?”
  


  
    “I think I just asked that.”
  


  
    “Washing dishes. Jenny and I just had Sunday brunch with my brother and his wife. We went to the farmers’ market with the kids. It’s a blast. Do you and Detective Sachs ever get to—?”
  


  
    “You’re at home then. And not doing anything.”
  


  
    “Well. The dishes.”
  


  
    “Leave ’em. Get over here.” Rhyme, a civilian, had no authority to order anybody in the NYPD, even traffic cops, to do anything.
  


  
    But Sachs was a detective third-class; while she couldn’t order him to help them, she could formally request a shift in assignment. “We need you, Ron. And we might need you tomorrow too.”
  


  
    Ron Pulaski worked regularly with Rhyme, Sachs and Sellitto. Rhyme had been amused to learn that his assignments for the quasi-celeb forensic detective elevated the status of the young officer within the department. He was sure that the supervisor would agree to hand over Pulaski for a few days—as long as he didn’t call Malloy or anyone else downtown and learn that the case wasn’t a case at all.
  


  
    Pulaski gave Sachs the name of the commander at the precinct house. Then asked, “Oh, sir? Is Lieutenant Sellitto working on this one? Should I call and coordinate with him?”
  


  
    “No,” blurted both Rhyme and Sachs.
  


  
    A brief silence followed, then Pulaski said uncertainly, “Well, then, I guess I’ll be there as soon as I can. Just, can I dry the glasses first? Jenny hates water spots.”
  


  
    Chapter Five
  


  
    Sundays are the best.
  


  
    Because most Sundays I’m free to do what I love.
  


  
    I collect things.
  


  
    Everything you can imagine. If it appeals to me and I can get it into my backpack, or into my trunk, I’ll collect it. I’m not a pack rat like some people might say. Those rodents leave something in place of what they’ve taken. Once I find something, it’s mine. I never let go. Ever.
  


  
    Sunday’s my favorite day. Because it’s the day of rest for the masses, the sixteens who call this amazing city home. Men, women, children, lawyers, artists, cyclists, cooks, thieves, wives and lovers (I collect DVDs too), politicians, joggers and curators . . . It’s amazing the number of things that sixteens do for enjoyment.
  


  
    They roam like happy antelope through the city and the parks of New Jersey and Long Island and upstate New York.
  


  
    And I’m free to hunt them.
  


  
    Which is what I’m up to right now, having deflected all the other boring distractions of Sunday: brunch, movies and even an invitation to go play golf. Oh, and worship—always popular with the antelope, provided, of course, that a visit to church is followed by the aforementioned brunch or nine holes of smack-the-ball.
  


  
    Hunting . . .
  


  
    Right now I’m thinking of my most recent transaction, the memory tucked away in my mental collection—the transaction with young Alice Sanderson, 3895-0967-7524-3630, who was looking fine, very fine. Until the knife, of course.
  


  
    Alice 3895 in that nice pink dress, accentuating her breasts, flirting at the hip (I also think of her as 38-26-36, but that’s a joke on my part). Pretty enough, perfume the scent of Asian flowers.
  


  
    My plans for her had only partly to do with the Harvey Prescott painting that she was lucky enough to snatch off the market (or unlucky, as it turned out for her). Once I was sure she’d received the delivery, out would come the duct tape and I’d spend the next few hours with her in the bedroom. But she’d ruined it all. Just as I was coming up behind her she turned and gave that nightmare scream. I had no choice but to slice her neck like tomato skin, grab my beautiful Prescott and sneak out—through the window, so to speak.
  


  
    No, I can’t stop thinking about pretty-enough Alice 3895, in a skimpy pink dress, her skin floral-scented like a tea house. So, bottom line, I need a woman.
  


  
    Strolling along these sidewalks, glancing at the sixteens through my sunglasses. They, on the other hand, don’t really see me. As I intend; I groom myself to be invisible and there’s no place like Manhattan to be invisible.
  


  
    I turn corners, slip along an alleyway, make a purchase—cash, of course—then plunge into a deserted area of the city, formerly industrial, becoming residential and commercial, near SoHo. Quiet here. That’s good. I want it peaceful for my transaction with Myra Weinburg, 9834-4452-6740-3418, a sixteen I’ve had my eye on for a while.
  


  
    Myra 9834, I know you very well. The data have told me everything. (Ah, that debate again: data . . . plural or singular? Data has told or data have told ? Merriam-Webster’s assures us either is correct. By myself, I tend to be purist: data plural. But in public I try hard to treat the word as singular, like most of society, and hope I don’t slip up. Language is a river; it goes where it will and if you swim against that current you get noticed. And that, of course, is the last thing in the world I want.)
  


  
    Now, the data on Myra 9834: She lives on Waverly Place, Greenwich Village, in a building the owner wants to sell as co-op units via an eviction plan. (I know this, though the poor tenants don’t yet, and judging from incomes and credit histories, most of them are totally screwed.)
  


  
    The beautiful, exotic, dark-haired Myra 9834 is a graduate of NYU and has worked in New York for several years at an advertising agency. Her mother’s still alive, but her father’s dead. Hit and run, the John Doe warrant still outstanding after all these years. Police don’t pull out the stops for crimes like that.
  


  
    At the moment Myra 9834 is between boyfriends, and friendships must be problematic because her recent thirty-second birthday was marked with a single order of moo shu pork from Hunan Dynasty on West Fourth (not a bad choice) and a Caymus Conundrum white ($28 from overpriced Village Wines). A subsequent trip to Long Island on Saturday, coinciding with local travel by other family members and acquaintances and a large bill, with copious Brunello, at a Garden City restaurant of which Newsday speaks highly, made up for the solitary evening, I imagine.
  


  
    Myra 9834 sleeps in a Victoria’s Secret T, a fact I deduce because she owns five of them in a size too big to wear out in public. She wakes early to the thought of an Entenmann’s danish pastry (never low-fat, I’m proud of her for that) and home-brewed Starbucks; she rarely goes to the coffee shops. Which is a shame, since I do like to observe in person the antelope I’ve had my eye on, and Starbucks is among the best places on the veldt to do so. Around eight-twenty she leaves her apartment and heads for work in Midtown—Maple, Reed &amp; Summers advertising, where she’s a junior account executive.
  


  
    Onward and upward. I continue on my way this Sunday, wearing a nondescript baseball cap (they account for 87.3 percent of all men’s headgear in the metro area). And, as always, eyes down. If you think a satellite can’t record your smiling face from thirty miles up in space, think again; somewhere in a dozen servers around the world there are hundreds of pictures of you taken from on high, and let’s hope all you were doing when they snapped the shutter was squinting away the sun while you glanced up at the Goodyear blimp or a cloud shaped like a lamb.
  


  
    My passion for collecting includes not only these daily facts but the minds of the sixteens I’m interested in, and Myra 9834 is no exception. She goes for drinks with friends after work with some frequency and I’ve noticed that she picks up the tab often, too often, in my opinion. Clearly she’s buying their love—right, Dr. Phil? Possibly had acne during the adolescence terrible; she still sees a dermatologist once in a while, though the bills are low, as if she’s just debating dermabrasion (completely unnecessary from what I’ve seen) or checking to make sure the zits aren’t returning like ninjas in the night.
  


  
    Then, after the three rounds of Cosmopolitans with the gals, or a visit to a fit-and-start health club, it’s home to phone calls, the ubiquitous computer and basic, not premium, cable. (I enjoy tracking her viewing habits; her show selections suggest extreme loyalty; she changed networks when Seinfeld did, and she blew off two dates to spend the night with Jack Bauer.)
  


  
    Bedtime follows, and she sometimes enjoys a bit of distraction (buying double-A batteries in bulk tells the tale, her digital camera and iPod being rechargeable).
  


  
    Of course, those are the data on her weekday life. But today’s a glorious Sunday, and Sundays are different. This is when Myra 9834 climbs aboard her beloved, and very expensive, bicycle, and heads out to cruise the streets of her city.
  


  
    The routes vary. Central Park might figure, as does Riverside Park and Prospect Park in Brooklyn. But whatever the path, Myra 9834 makes one particular stop without fail toward the end of her journey: Hudson’s Gourmet Deli on Broadway. And then, food and shower beckoning, she takes the fastest bike route home—which, owing to the madness of downtown traffic, is right past the very spot where I’m standing at the moment.
  


  
    I’m in front of a courtyard leading to a ground-floor loft, owned by Maury and Stella Griszinski (imagine—buying ten years ago for $278,000). The Griszinskis aren’t home, though, because they’re enjoying a springtime cruise in Scandinavia. They’ve stopped the mail and have hired no plant waterers or pet sitters. And there’s no alarm system.
  


  
    No sign of her yet. Hm. Has something intervened? I might be wrong.
  


  
    But I rarely am.
  


  
    Five agonizing minutes pass. I pull images of the Harvey Prescott painting out of my mental collection. I enjoy them for a time and tuck them back. I glance around and I resist a salivating urge to go through the fat trash bin here to see what treasures it might hold.
  


  
    Stay in the shadows. . . . Stay off the grid. Especially at times like this. And avoid the windows at all costs. You’d be amazed at the lure of voyeurism and how many people are watching you from the other side of the glass, which, to you, is only a reflection or glare.
  


  
    Where is she? Where?
  


  
    If I don’t get my transaction soon—
  


  
    And then, ah, I feel the slam within me as I see her: Myra 9834.
  


  
    Moving slowly, low gear, beautiful legs pumping away. A $1,020 bike. More than my first car cost.
  


  
    Ah, the bicycle outfit is tight. My breath is fast. I need her so badly.
  


  
    A glance up and down the street. Empty, except for the approaching woman, who’s now getting close, thirty feet away. Cell phone off but flipped open and up to my ear, Food Emporium bag dangling. I glance at her once. Stepping to the curb, as I carry on an animated and entirely fictitious conversation. I pause to let her pass. Frowning, looking up. Then smiling. “Myra?”
  


  
    She slows. Biking outfit so tight. Control it, control it. Act casual.
  


  
    Nobody in the empty windows facing the street. No traffic.
  


  
    “Myra Weinburg?”
  


  
    The squeal of bike brakes. “Hi.” The greeting and attempted flash of recognition are due solely to the fact that people would rather do almost anything than be embarrassed.
  


  
    I’m totally in the role of the mature businessman as I walk toward her, telling my invisible friend I’ll call back and close the phone.
  


  
    She replies, “I’m sorry.” A smiling frown. “You’re . . . ?”
  


  
    “Mike. I’m the AE from Ogilvy? I think we met at . . . yeah, that’s it. The National Foods shoot at David’s. We were in the second studio. I came by and met you and—what’s his name? Richie. You guys had a better caterer than we did.”
  


  
    Now a hearty smile. “Oh, sure.” She remembers David and National Foods and Richie and the photo studio’s caterer. But she can’t remember me because I was never there. And nobody named Mike was there either but she won’t focus on that because it happens to be the name of her dead father.
  


  
    “Good seeing you,” I say, giving her my best how’s-this-for-a-coincidence grin. “You live around here?”
  


  
    “Village. You?”
  


  
    A nod to the Griszinskis. “There.”
  


  
    “Wow, a loft. Sweet.”
  


  
    I ask about her job, she asks about mine. Then I wince. “Better get inside. I just ran out for lemons.” Holding up the citrus prop. “Got some people over.” My voice fades as a brilliant idea comes to mind. “Hey, I don’t know if you have plans but we’re having a late brunch. You want to join us?”
  


  
    “Oh, thanks, but I’m a mess.”
  


  
    “Please . . . we were out all day on a Walk for the Cure, my partner and me.” Nice touch, I think. And wholly improvised. “We’re sweatier than you, believe me. This is way casual. It’ll be fun. There’s a senior AE from Thompson there. And a couple guys from Burston. Cute but straight.” I shrug mournfully. “And we’ve got a surprise actor too. I won’t tell you who.”
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