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I



As he drove along Mulholland Drive toward the Cahuenga Pass, Bosch began to hear the music. It came to him in fragments of strings and errant horn sequences, echoing off the brown summer-dried hills and blurred by the white noise of traffic carrying up from the Hollywood Freeway. Nothing he could identify. All he knew was that he was heading toward its source.


He slowed when he saw the cars parked off to the side of a gravel turn-off road. Two detective sedans and a patrol car. Bosch pulled his Caprice in behind them and got out. A single officer in uniform leaned against the fender of the patrol car. Yellow plastic crime-scene tape — the stuff used by the mile in Los Angeles — was strung from the patrol car’s sideview mirror across the gravel road to the sign posted on the other side. The sign said, in black-on-white letters that were almost indistinguishable behind the graffiti that covered the sign:


L.A.F.D. FIRE CONTROL
 MOUNTAIN FIRE DISTRICT ROAD
 NO PUBLIC ADMITTANCE — NO SMOKING!


 




The patrol cop, a large man with sun-reddened skin and blond bristly hair, straightened up as Bosch approached. The first thing Bosch noted about him other than his size was the baton. It was holstered in a ring on his belt and the business end of the club was marred, the black acrylic paint scratched away to reveal the aluminum beneath. Street fighters wore their battle-scarred stick proudly, as a sign, a not so subtle warning. This cop was a headbanger. No doubt about it. The plate above the cop’s breast pocket said his name was Powers. He looked down at Bosch through Ray-Bans, though it was well into dusk and a sky of burnt orange clouds was reflected in his mirrored lenses. It was one of those sundowns that reminded Bosch of the glow the fires of the riots had put in the sky a few years back.


‘Harry Bosch,’ Powers said with a touch of surprise. ‘When did you get back on the table?’


Bosch looked at him a moment before answering. He didn’t know Powers but that didn’t mean anything. Bosch’s story was probably known by every cop in Hollywood Division.


‘Just did,’ Bosch said.


He didn’t make any move to shake hands. You didn’t do that at crime scenes.


‘First case back in the saddle, huh?’


Bosch took out a cigarette and lit it. It was a direct violation of department policy but it wasn’t something he was worried about.


‘Something like that.’ He changed the subject. ‘Who’s down there?’


‘Edgar and the new one from Pacific, his soul sister.’


‘Rider.’


‘Whatever.’


Bosch said nothing further about that. He knew what was behind the contempt in the uniform cop’s voice. It didn’t matter that he knew Kizmin Rider had the gift and was a top-notch investigator. That would mean nothing to Powers, even if Bosch told him it was so. Powers probably saw only one reason why he was still wearing a blue uniform instead of carrying a detective’s gold badge: that he was a white man in an era of female and minority hiring and promotion. It was the kind of festering sore better left undisturbed.


Powers apparently registered Bosch’s nonresponse as disagreement and went on.


‘Anyway, they told me to let Emmy and Sid drive on down when they get here. I guess they’re done with the search. So you can drive down instead of walking, I guess.’


It took a second for Bosch to register that Powers was referring to the medical examiner and the Scientific Investigation Division tech. He’d said the names as if they were a couple invited to a picnic.


Bosch stepped out onto the pavement, dropped the half cigarette and made sure he put it out with his shoe. It wouldn’t be good to start a brush fire on his first job back with the homicide table.


‘I’ll walk it,’ he said. ‘What about Lieutenant Billets?’


‘Not here yet.’


Bosch went back to his car and reached in through the open window for his briefcase. He then walked back to Powers.


‘You the one who found it?’


‘That was me.’


Powers was proud of himself.


‘How’d you open it?’


‘Keep a slim jim in the car. Opened the door, then popped the trunk.’


‘Why?’


‘The smell. It was obvious.’


‘Wear gloves?’


‘Nope. Didn’t have any.’


‘What did you touch?’


Powers had to think about it for a moment.


‘Door handle, the trunk pull. That’d be about it.’


‘Did Edgar or Rider take a statement? You write something up?’


‘Nothing yet.’


Bosch nodded.


‘Listen, Powers, I know you’re all proud of yourself, but next time don’t open the car, okay? We all want to be detectives but not all of us are. That’s how crime scenes get fucked up. And I think you know that.’


Bosch watched the cop’s face turn a dark shade of crimson and the skin go tight around his jaw.


‘Listen, Bosch,’ he said. ‘What I know is that if I just called this in as a suspicious vehicle that smells like there’s a stiff in the trunk, then you people would’ve said, “What the fuck does Powers know?” and left it there to rot in the sun until there was nothing left of your goddamn crime scene.’


‘That might be true but, see, then that would be our fuckup to make. Instead, we’ve got you fucking us up before we start.’


Powers remained angry but mute. Bosch waited a beat, ready to continue the debate, before dismissing it.


‘Can you lift the tape now, please?’


Powers stepped back to the tape. He was about thirty-five, Bosch guessed, and had the long-practiced swagger of a street veteran. In L.A. that swagger came to you quickly, as it had in Vietnam. Powers held the yellow tape up and Bosch walked under. As he passed, the cop said, ‘Don’t get lost.’


‘Good one, Powers. You got me there.’


 




The fire road was one lane and overgrown at its sides with brush that came as high as Bosch’s waist. There was trash and broken glass strewn along the gravel, the trespasser’s answer to the sign at the gate. Bosch knew the road was probably a favorite midnight haunt for teenagers from the city below.


The music grew louder as he went further in. But he still could not identify it. About a quarter mile in, he came to a gravel-bedded clearing that he guessed was a staging point for fire-fighting apparatus in the event that a brush fire broke out in the surrounding hills. Today it would serve as a crime scene. On the far side of the clearing Bosch saw a white Rolls-Royce Silver Cloud. Standing near it were his two partners, Rider and Edgar. Rider was sketching the crime scene on a clipboard while Edgar worked with a tape measure and called out measurements. Edgar saw Bosch and gave an acknowledging wave with a latex-gloved hand. He let the tape measure snap back into its case.


‘Harry, where you been?’


‘Painting,’ Bosch said as he walked up. ‘I had to get cleaned up and changed, put stuff away.’


As Bosch stepped closer to the edge of the clearing, the view opened below him. They were on a bluff rising above the rear of the Hollywood Bowl. The rounded music shell was down to the left, no more than a quarter mile. And the shell was the source of the music. The L.A. Philharmonic’s end-of-the-season Labor Day weekend show. Bosch was looking down at eighteen thousand people in concert seats stretching up the opposite side of the canyon. They were enjoying one of the last Sunday evenings of the summer.


‘Jesus,’ he said out loud, thinking of the problem.


Edgar and Rider walked over.


‘What’ve we got?’ Bosch asked.


Rider answered.


‘One in the trunk. White male. Gunshots. We haven’t checked him out much further than that. We’ve been keeping the lid closed. We’ve got everybody rolling, though.’


Bosch started walking toward the Rolls, going around the charred remnants of an old campfire that had burned in the center of the clearing. The other two followed.


‘This okay?’ Bosch asked as he got close to the Rolls.


‘Yeah, we did the search,’ Edgar said. ‘Nothing much. Got some leakage under the car. That’s about it, though. Cleanest scene I’ve been at in a while.’


Jerry Edgar, called in from home like everybody else on the team, was wearing blue jeans and a white T-shirt. On the left breast of the shirt was a drawing of a badge and the words LAPD Homicide. As he walked past Bosch, Harry saw that the back of the shirt said Our Day Begins When Your Day Ends. The tight-fitting shirt contrasted sharply with Edgar’s dark skin and displayed his heavily muscled upper body as he moved with an athletic grace toward the Rolls. Bosch had worked with him on and off for six years but they had never become close outside of the job. This was the first time it had dawned on Bosch that Edgar actually was an athlete, that he must regularly work out.


It was unusual for Edgar not to be in one of his crisp Nordstrom’s suits. But Bosch thought he knew why. His informal dress practically guaranteed he would avoid having to do the dirty work, next-of-kin notification.


They slowed their steps when they got close to the Rolls, as if perhaps whatever was wrong here might be contagious. The car was parked with its rear end facing south and visible to the spectators in the upper levels of the Bowl across the way. Bosch considered their situation again.


‘So you want to pull this guy out of there with all those people with their wine and box lunches from the Grill watching?’ he asked. ‘How do you think that’s going to play on the TV tonight?’


‘Well,’ Edgar replied, ‘we thought we’d kind of leave that decision to you, Harry. You being the three.’


Edgar smiled and winked.


‘Yeah, right,’ Bosch said sarcastically. ‘I’m the three.’


Bosch was still getting used to the idea of being a so-called team leader. It had been almost eighteen months since he had officially investigated a homicide, let alone headed up a team of three investigators. He had been assigned to the Hollywood Division burglary table when he returned to work from his involuntary stress leave in January. The detective bureau commander, Lieutenant Grace Billets, had explained that his assignment was a way of gradually easing him back into detective work. He knew that explanation was a lie and that she had been told where to put him, but he took the demotion without complaint. He knew they would come for him eventually.


After eight months of pushing papers and making the occasional burglary arrest, Bosch was called into the CO’s office and Billets told him she was making changes. The division’s homicide clearance rate had dipped to its lowest point ever. Fewer than half of the killings were cleared. She had taken over command of the bureau nearly a year earlier, and the sharpest decline, she struggled to admit, had come under her own watch. Bosch could have told her that the decline was due in part to her not following the same statistical deceptions practiced by her predecessor, Harvey Pounds, who had always found ways of pumping up the clearance rate, but he kept that to himself. Instead, he sat quietly while Billets laid out her plan.


The first part of the plan was to move Bosch back to the homicide table as of the start of September. A detective named Selby, who barely pulled his weight, would go from homicide to Bosch’s slot on the burglary table. Billets would also be adding a young and smart detective transfer she had previously worked with in the Pacific Division detective bureau, Kizmin Rider. Next, and this was the radical part, Billets was changing the traditional pairing of detectives. Instead, the nine homicide detectives assigned to Hollywood would be grouped into three teams of three. Each of the three teams would have a detective third grade in charge. Bosch was a three. He was named team leader of squad one.


The reasoning behind the change was sound — at least on paper. Most homicides are solved in the first forty-eight hours after discovery or they aren’t solved at all. Billets wanted more solved so she was going to put more detectives on each one. The part that didn’t look so good on paper, especially to the nine detectives, was that previously there had been four pairs of partners working homicide cases. The new changes meant each detective would be working every third case that came up instead of every fourth. It meant more cases, more work, more court time, more overtime, and more stress. Only the overtime was considered a positive. But Billets was tough and didn’t care much for the complaints of the detectives. And her new plan quickly won her the obvious nickname.


 




‘Anybody talk to Bullets yet?’ Bosch asked.


‘I called,’ Rider said. ‘She was up in Santa Barbara for the weekend. Left a number with the desk. She’s coming down early but she’s still at least an hour and a half from us. She said she was going to have to drop the hubby off first and would probably just roll to the bureau.’


Bosch nodded and stepped to the rear of the Rolls. He picked up the smell right away. It was faint but it was there, unmistakable. Like no other. He nodded to no one in particular again. He placed his briefcase on the ground, opened it and took a pair of latex gloves from the cardboard box inside. He then closed the case and placed it a few feet behind him and out of the way.


‘Okay, let’s take a look,’ he said while stretching the gloves over his hands. He hated how they felt. ‘Let’s stand close, we don’t want to give the people in the Bowl more of a show than they paid for.’


‘It ain’t pretty,’ Edgar said as he stepped forward.


The three of them stood together at the back end of the Rolls to shield the view from the concertgoers. But Bosch knew that anybody with a decent pair of field glasses would know what was going on. This was L.A.


Before opening the trunk, he noticed the car’s personalized license plate. It said TNA. Before he could speak, Edgar answered his unasked question.


‘Comes back to TNA Production. On Melrose.’


‘T and A?’


‘No, the letters, T-N-A, just like on the plate.’


‘Where on Melrose?’


Edgar took a notebook out of his pocket and looked through the page. The address he gave was familiar to Bosch but he couldn’t place it. He knew it was down near Paramount, the sprawling studio that took up the entire north side of the fifty-five-hundred block. The big studio was surrounded by smaller production houses and mini-studios. They were like sucker fish that swam around the mouth of the big shark, hoping for the scraps that didn’t get sucked in.


‘Okay, let’s do it.’


He turned his attention back to the trunk. He could see that the lid had been lightly placed down so it would not lock closed. Using one rubber-coated finger, he gently lifted it.


As the trunk was opened, it expelled a sickeningly fetid breath of death. Bosch immediately wished he had a cigarette but those days were through. He knew what a defense lawyer could do with one ash from a cop’s smoke at a crime scene. Reasonable doubts were built on less.


He leaned in under the lid to get a close look, careful not to touch the bumper with his pants. The body of a man was in the trunk. His skin was a grayish white and he was expensively dressed in linen pants sharply pressed and cuffed at the bottom, a pale blue shirt with a flowery pattern and a leather sport coat. His feet were bare.


The dead man was on his right side in the fetal position except his wrists were behind him instead of folded against his chest. It appeared to Bosch that his hands had been tied behind him and the bindings then removed, most likely after he was dead. Bosch looked closely and could see a small abrasion on the left wrist, probably caused by the struggle against the bindings. The man’s eyes were closed tightly and there was a whitish, almost translucent material dried in the corners of the sockets.


‘Kiz, I want you taking notes on appearance.’


‘Right.’


Bosch bent further into the trunk. He saw a froth of purged blood had dried in the dead man’s mouth and nose. His hair was caked with blood which had spread over the shoulders and to the trunk mat, coating it with a coagulated pool. He could see the hole in the floor of the trunk through which blood had drained to the gravel below. It was a foot from the victim’s head and appeared to be evenly cut in the metal underlining in a spot where the floor mat was folded over. It was not a bullet hole. It was probably a drain or a hole left by a bolt that had vibrated loose and fallen out.


In the mess that was the back of the man’s head, Bosch could see two distinct jagged-edged penetrations to the lower rear skull — the occipital protuberance — the scientific name popping easily into his mind. Too many autopsies, he thought. The hair close to the wounds was charred by the gases that explode out of the barrel of a gun. The scalp showed stippling from gunpowder. Point-blank shots. No exit wounds that he could see. Probably twenty-twos, he guessed. They bounce around inside like marbles dropped into an empty jelly jar.


Bosch looked up and saw a small spray of blood splattered on the inside of the trunk lid. He studied the spots for a long moment and then stepped back and straightened up. He appraised the entire view of the trunk now, his mind checking off an imaginary list. Because no blood drips had been found on the access road into the clearing, he had no doubts that the man had been killed here in the trunk. Still, there were other unknowns. Why here? Why no shoes and socks? Why were the bindings taken off the wrists? He put these questions aside for the time being.


‘You check for the wallet?’ he asked without looking at the two others.


‘Not yet,’ Edgar replied. ‘Recognize him?’


For the first time Bosch looked at the face as a face. There was still fear etched on it. The man had closed his eyes. He had known what was coming. Bosch wondered if the whitish material in the eyes was dried tears.


‘No, do you?’


‘Nope. It’s too messy, anyway.’


Bosch gingerly lifted the back of the leather coat and saw no wallet in the back pockets of the dead man’s pants. He then opened the jacket and saw the wallet was there in an inside pocket that carried a Fred Haber men’s shop label on it. Bosch could also see a paper folder for an airline ticket in the pocket. With his other hand he reached into the jacket and removed the two items.


‘Get the lid,’ he said as he backed away.


Edgar closed it over as gently as an undertaker closing a coffin. Bosch then walked over to his briefcase, squatted down and put the two items down on it.


He opened the wallet first. There was a full complement of credit cards in slots on the left side and a driver’s license behind a plastic window on the right. The name on the license said Anthony N. Aliso.


‘Anthony N. Aliso,’ Edgar said. ‘Tony for short. TNA. TNA Productions.’


The address was in Hidden Highlands, a tiny enclave off Mulholland in the Hollywood Hills. It was the kind of place that was surrounded by walls and had a guard shack manned twenty-four hours a day, mostly by off-duty or retired LAPD cops. The address went well with the Rolls-Royce.


Bosch opened the billfold section and found a sheaf of currency. Without taking the money out, he counted two one-hundred-dollar bills and nine twenties. He called the amount out so that Rider could make a note of it. Next he opened the airline folder. Inside was the receipt for a one-way ticket on an American Airlines flight departing Las Vegas for LAX at 10:05 Friday night. The name on the ticket matched the driver’s license. Bosch checked the back flap of the ticket folder, but there was no sticker or staple indicating that a bag had been checked by the ticket holder. Curious, Bosch left the wallet and the ticket on the case and went to look into the car through the windows.


‘No luggage?’


‘None,’ Rider said.


Bosch went back to the trunk and raised the lid again. Looking in at the body, he hooked a finger up the left sleeve of the jacket and pulled it up. There was a gold Rolex watch on the wrist. The face was encircled with a ring of tiny diamonds.


‘Shit.’


Bosch turned around. It was Edgar.


‘What?’


‘You want me to call OCID?’


‘Why?’


‘Wop name, no robbery, two in the back of the head. It’s a whack job, Harry. We oughta call OCID.’


‘Not yet.’


‘I’ll tell you right now that’s what Bullets is gonna wanna do.’


‘We’ll see.’


Bosch appraised the body again, looking closely at the contorted, bloodied face. Then he closed the lid.


Bosch stepped away from the car and to the edge of the clearing. The spot offered a brilliant view of the city. Looking east across the sprawl of Hollywood, he could easily pick up the spires of downtown in the light haze. He saw the lights of Dodger Stadium were on for the twilight game. The Dodgers were dead even with Colorado with a month to go and Nomo due to pitch the game. Bosch had a ticket in his inside coat pocket. But he knew bringing it along had been wishful thinking. He wouldn’t get anywhere near the stadium tonight. He also knew Edgar was right. The killing had all the aspects of a mob hit. The Organized Crime Intelligence Division should be notified — if not to take over the investigation entirely, then at least to offer advice. But Bosch was delaying that notification. It had been a long time since he’d had a case. He didn’t want to give it up yet.


He looked back down at the Bowl. It looked like a sellout to him, the crowd seated in an elliptical formation going up the opposite hill. The seating sections furthest away from the music shell were the highest up the hill and at an almost even level with the clearing where the Rolls was parked. Bosch wondered how many of the people were watching him at that moment. Again he thought of the dilemma he faced. He had to get the investigation going. But he knew that if he pulled the body out of the trunk with such an audience watching, there likely would be hell to pay for the bad public relations such a move would cause the city and the department.


Once again Edgar seemed to know his thoughts.


‘Hell, Harry, they won’t care. At the jazz festival a few years back, there was a couple up on this spot doing the nasty for half an hour. When they were done, they got a standing ovation. Guy stands up buck naked and takes a little bow.’


Bosch looked back at him to see if he was serious.


‘I read it in the Times. The “Only in L.A.” column.’


‘Well, Jerry, this is the Philharmonic. It’s a different crowd, know what I mean? And I don’t want this to end up in “Only in L.A.,” okay?’


‘Okay, Harry.’


Bosch looked at Rider. She hadn’t said much of anything yet.


‘What do you think, Kiz?’


‘I don’t know. You’re the three.’


Rider was small, five feet and no more than a hundred pounds with her gun on. She would never have made it before the department relaxed the physical requirements to attract more women. She had light brown skin. Her hair was straightened and kept short. She wore jeans and a pink oxford shirt beneath a black blazer. On her small body, the jacket did not do much to disguise a 9mm Glock 17-holstered on her right hip.


Billets had told him that she had worked with Rider in Pacific. Rider had worked robbery and fraud cases but was called out on occasion to work homicides in which there were overlying financial aspects. Billets had said Rider could break a crime scene down as well as most veteran homicide detectives. She had pulled strings to get Rider’s transfer approved but was already resigned to the fact that she wouldn’t stay long in the division. Rider was marked for travel. Her double minority status coupled with the facts that she was good at what she did and had a guardian angel — Billets wasn’t sure who — at Parker Center practically guaranteed her stay in Hollywood would be short. It was a bit of final seasoning before she headed downtown to the Glass House.


‘What about the OPG?’ Bosch asked.


‘Held up on that,’ Rider said. ‘Thought we’d be here a while before we moved the car.’


Bosch nodded. It was what he expected her to say. The official police garage was usually last on the call-out list. He was just stalling, trying to make a decision while asking questions he already knew the answers to.


Finally he made his decision on what to do.


‘Okay, go ahead and call,’ he said. ‘Tell them to come now. And tell them to bring a flatbed. Okay? Even if they’ve got a hook in the neighborhood, make ’em turn around. Tell ‘em it’s gotta be a flat. There’s a phone in my briefcase.’


‘Got it,’ Rider said.


‘Why the flatbed, Harry?’ Edgar asked.


Bosch didn’t answer.


‘We’re moving the whole show,’ Rider said.


‘What?’ Edgar said.


Rider went to the briefcase without answering. Bosch held back a smile. She knew what he was doing, and he began to see some of the promise Billets had talked about. He got out a cigarette and lit it. He put the burnt match into the cellophane around the pack and replaced it in the pocket of his coat.


He noticed as he smoked that the sound at the edge of the clearing, where he could look directly down into the Bowl, was much better. After a few moments he was even able to identify the piece being played.



‘Sheherazade,’ he said.


‘What’s that, Harry?’ Edgar asked.


‘The music. It’s called Sheherazade. Ever heard it?’


‘I’m not sure I’m hearing it now. All the echoes, man.’


Bosch snapped his fingers. Out of the blue a thought had pushed through. In his mind he saw the studio’s arched gate, the replica of the Arc de Triomphe in Paris.


‘That address on Melrose,’ Bosch said. ‘That’s near Paramount. One of those feeder-fish studios right nearby. I think it’s Archway.’


‘Yeah? I think you’re right.’


Rider walked up then.


‘We got a flat on the way,’ she said. ‘ETA is fifteen. I checked on SID and ME. Also on the way. SID has somebody just wrapped up a home invasion in Nichols Canyon, so they should be right over.’


‘Good,’ Bosch said. ‘Either of you go over the story with the swinging stick, yet?’


‘Not since the preliminary,’ Edgar said. ‘Not our type. Thought we’d leave him for the three.’


The unspoken meaning of this was that Edgar had sensed the racist animosity Powers radiated toward himself and Rider.


‘Okay, I’ll take him,’ Bosch said. ‘I want you two to finish the charting, then do another sweep of the immediate area. Take different areas this time.’


He realized he had just told them things he didn’t need to tell them.


‘Sorry. You know what to do. All I’m saying is let’s take this one by the numbers. I’ve got a feeling it’s going eight by ten on us.’


‘What about OCID?’ Edgar asked.


‘I told you, not yet.’


‘Eight by ten?’ Rider said, a confused expression on her face.


‘Eight by ten case,’ Edgar told her. ‘Celebrity case. Studio case. If that’s a hotshot from the industry in the trunk, somebody from Archway, we’re going to get some media on this. More than some. A dead guy in the trunk of his Rolls is news. A dead industry guy in the trunk of his Rolls is bigger news.’


‘Archway?’


Bosch left them there as Edgar filled her in on the facts of life when it came to murder, the media and the movie business in Hollywood.


 




Bosch licked his fingers to put the cigarette out and then put it with the used match in the cellophane wrapper. He slowly began walking the quarter mile back to Mulholland, once again searching the gravel road in a back-and-forth manner. But there was so much debris on the gravel and in the nearby brush that it was impossible to know if anything — a cigarette butt, a beer bottle, a used condom — was related to the Rolls or not. The one thing he looked closest for was blood. If there was blood on the road that could be linked to the victim, it could indicate that he was killed elsewhere and left in the clearing. No blood probably meant the killing had taken place right there.


He realized as he made the fruitless search that he was feeling relaxed, maybe even happy. He was back on the beat and following his mission once again. Mindful that the man in the trunk had to have perished for him to feel this way, Bosch quickly wrote that guilt off. The man would have ended up in the trunk whether Bosch had ever made it back to the homicide table or not.


When Bosch got to Mulholland he saw the fire trucks. There were two of them and a battalion of firefighters standing around them, seemingly waiting for something. He lit another cigarette and looked at Powers.


‘You’ve got a problem,’ the uniform cop said.


‘What?’


Before Powers answered, one of the firefighters stepped up. He wore the white helmet of a battalion chief.


‘You in charge?’ he asked.


‘That’s me.’


‘Chief Jon Friedman,’ he said. ‘We’ve got a problem.’


‘That’s what I hear.’


‘The show down in the Bowl is supposed to end in ninety minutes. After that we’ve got the fireworks. Problem is this fellow says you got yourself a dead body up there and a crime scene. That’s the problem. If we can’t get up there to set up a safety position for the fireworks, there isn’t going to be any fireworks. We can’t allow it. If we’re not in position, we could see the whole down slope of these hills go up with one errant missile. Know what I mean?’


Bosch noticed Powers smirking at his dilemma. Bosch ignored him and returned his attention to Friedman.


‘Chief, how long do you need to set up?’


‘Ten minutes max. We just got to be there before the first one goes up.’


‘Ninety minutes?’


‘About eighty-five now. There’s gonna be a lot of angry people down there if they don’t get their fireworks.’


Bosch realized he wasn’t as much making decisions as having them made for him.


‘Chief, hold here. We’ll be out in an hour and fifteen. Don’t cancel the show.’


‘You sure about that?’


‘Count on it.’


‘Detective?’


‘What, Chief?’


‘You’re breaking the law with that cigarette.’


He nodded toward the graffiti-covered sign.


‘Sorry, Chief.’


Bosch walked out to the road to stamp out the smoke while Friedman headed back to his people to radio in that the show would go on. Bosch realized the danger and caught up to him.


‘Chief, you can say the show will go on, but don’t put anything out on the air about the body. We don’t need the media out here, helicopters swooping over.’


‘I gotcha.’


Bosch thanked him and turned his attention to Powers.


‘You can’t clear a scene in an hour and fifteen,’ Powers said. ‘The ME isn’t even here.’


‘Let me worry about that, Powers. You write something up yet?’


‘Not yet. Been dealing with these guys. Would’ve helped if one of you folks had a two-way with you up there.’


‘Then why don’t you run it down for me from the start.’


‘What about them?’ Powers asked, nodding in the direction of the clearing. ‘Why isn’t one of them talking to me? Edgar and Rider?’


‘Because they’re busy. You want to run it down for me or not?’


‘I already told you.’


‘From the start, Powers. You told me what you did once you checked the car out. What made you check it?’


‘There’s nothin’ much to tell. I usually make a pass by here each watch, chase away the dirtbags.’


He pointed across Mulholland and up to the crest of the hill. There was a line of houses, most on cantilevers, clinging to the crestline. They looked like mobile homes suspended in air.


‘People up there call the station all the time, say they got campfires going down here, beer parties, devil worship, who knows what. Guess it ruins their view. And they don’t want nothin’ to spoil that million-dollar view. So I come up and sweep out the trash. Mostly bored little pissants from the Valley. Fire Department used to have a lock on the gate here, but a deuce plowed through it. That was six months ago. Takes the city at least a year to repair anything ’round here. Shit, I requisitioned batteries for my Mag three weeks ago and I’m still waiting for them. If I didn’t buy them myself, I’d be working the fuckin’ night watch without a flashlight. City doesn’t care. This ci — ’


‘So what about the Rolls, Powers? Let’s stay on the subject.’


‘Yeah, well, I usually make it by after dark, but because of the show in the Bowl I swung by early today. Saw the Rolls then.’


‘You came on your own? No complaint from up the hill?’


‘No. Today I just cruised it on my own. On account of the show. I figured there might be some trespassers.’


‘Were there?’


‘A few — people waiting to hear the music. Not the usual crowd, though. That’s refined music, I guess you’d call it. I chased ’em out anyway, and when they were gone, the Rolls was what was left. But there was no driver for it.’


‘So you checked it out.’


‘Yeah, and I know the smell, man. Popped it with the slim and there he was. The stiff. Then I backed out and called the pros.’


There was a note of sarcasm in the way he said the last word. Bosch ignored it.


‘The people you chased, you get any names?’


‘No, like I told you, I chased them, then noticed that nobody got in and drove away in the Rolls. It was too late by then.’


‘What about last night?’


‘What about it?’


‘Did you make it by here?’


‘I was off. I’m on Tuesday-Saturday but I switched with a buddy last night ’cause he had something to do tonight.’


‘So then what about Friday night?’


He shook his head.


‘Three watch is always busy Friday. I had no time for free cruising and we didn’t get a complaint as far as I know ... so I never made it by.’


‘Just chasin’ the radio?’


‘I had calls backed up on me all night. I didn’t even get a ten-seven.’


‘No dinner break, that’s dedication, Powers.’


‘What’s that supposed to mean?’


Bosch saw he had made a mistake. Powers was consumed by job frustrations and he had pushed him too far. Powers turned crimson again and slowly took off his Ray-Bans before speaking.


‘Let me tell you something, big shot. You got in while the getting was good. The rest of us? We get shit. We — I’ve been trying for so many years I can’t count to get a gold shield and I’ve got about as much chance of getting one as whoever’s in the trunk of that Rolls-Royce. But I’m not laying down. I’m still out here five nights a week chasin’ the radio. Says “Protect and Serve” on the car door and I’m doin’ it, man. So don’t give me any shit about dedication.’


Bosch hesitated until he was sure Powers was done.


‘Look, Powers, I didn’t mean to give you shit. Okay? You want a cigarette?’


‘I don’t smoke.’


‘Okay, let’s try this again.’ He waited a beat while Powers put the mirrors back on his eyes and seemed to calm down. ‘You always work alone?’


‘I’m the Z car.’


Bosch nodded. Zebra unit. An officer of many stripes, meaning he handled a variety of calls, usually trash calls, while cars with two officers abroad handled the hotshots — the prime, possibly dangerous, calls. Zebra worked patrol alone and often had free rein of the entire division. They were in the supervisory level between the sergeants and the grunts who were assigned to patrol geographic slices of the division known as basic car areas.


‘How often you chase people outta here?’


‘Once or twice a month. Can’t say what happens on the other shifts or with the basic cars. But shit calls like this usually go to the Z car.’


‘You got any shakes?’


Shakes were three-by-five cards formally called field interview, or FI, cards. Cops filled them out when they stopped suspicious people but did not have enough evidence to arrest them, or when making such an arrest — in this case, for trespassing — would be a waste of time. The American Civil Liberties Union called such stops shake-downs and an abuse of police powers. The name stuck, even with the cops.


‘I’ve got some, yeah, at the station.’


‘Good. We’d like to have a look if you could dig them out. Also, think you could ask the cops in the basic car if they’ve noticed the Rolls here the last few days?’


‘Is this where I’m supposed to thank you for letting me have a part in the big bad investigation and ask you to put in a good word for me with the deputy chief of dicks?’


Bosch stared at him a few moments before answering.


‘No, this is where I tell you to have the cards ready for us by nine tonight or I’ll put in a word about that with the patrol skipper. And never mind the basic car people. We’ll go ahead and talk to them ourselves. Don’t want you to miss your ten-seven two shifts in a row, Powers.’


 




Bosch started back toward the crime scene, moving slowly again and checking the other side of the gravel road. Twice he had to step off the gravel and into the brush to let the official police garage truck pass and then the Scientific Investigation Division van.


By the time he got to the clearing, he again had come up with nothing during his search and was sure the victim had been murdered in the trunk while the Rolls was parked in the clearing. He saw Art Donovan, the SID tech, and Roland Quatro, the photographer who came with him, starting their work. Bosch walked up to Rider.


‘Anything?’ she asked.


‘No. You?’


‘Nothing. I think the Rolls must’ve been driven in with our guy in the trunk. Then the doer gets out, opens the lid and pops him twice. He closes the trunk and walks out. Somebody picks him up out on Mulholland. Clean scene back here.’


Bosch nodded.


‘Him?’


‘Well, I’m going with the percentages for now.’


Bosch walked over to Donovan, who was bagging the wallet and airline ticket in a clear plastic evidence envelope.


‘Art, we’ve got a problem.’


‘You’re telling me. I was just thinking I can rig some tarps over light tripods, but I don’t think you’ll be able to block the view for everybody in the Bowl. Some of them are going to get a show all right. I guess it will make up for canceling the fireworks. That is, unless you’re just planning to sit tight with it until after the show.’


‘Nah, we do that and some defense lawyer will tear us new assholes in court for delaying things. Every lawyer went to school on O.J., Art. You know that.’


‘So then what do we do?’


‘Just do what you’ve got to do here with some speed and then we’ll take the whole thing to the print shed. You know if anybody’s in there right now?’


‘No, it should be free,’ Donovan said slowly. ‘You mean you’re talking about the whole thing? The body, too?’


Bosch nodded.


‘Besides, you can do a better job with it in the shed, right?’


‘Absolutely. But what about the ME? They’ve got to sign off on something like this, Harry.’


‘I’ll deal with that. Before we put it on the flatbed, though, make sure you guys have got stills and video in case things shift during transit. Also, run a print card off the guy and give it to me.’


‘You got it.’


While Donovan went to Quatro to explain the drill, Bosch huddled with Edgar and Rider.


‘Okay, for now we’re going to run with this one. If you had plans for the rest of the night, make your calls. It’s going to be a long one. This is how I want to break it up.’


He pointed up to the homes on the crestline.


‘First, Kiz, I want you to go up there and do a house-to-house. You know the routine. See if anybody remembers seeing the Rolls or knows how long it’s been here. Maybe somebody heard the shots. They might’ve echoed up the side of the hill. We want to try to pin down the time this happened. After that, I — you got a phone?’


‘No. I have a rover in the car.’


‘No. I want to keep everything about this off the air.’


‘I can use a phone in somebody’s house.’


‘Okay, call me when you’re done or I’ll page you when I’m done. Depending on how things shake out, you and I will either do next of kin or his office after that.’


She nodded. Bosch turned to Edgar.


‘Jerry, you go in and work from the station. You’ve got the paper on this one.’


‘She’s the rookie.’


‘Well, then, next time don’t show up in a T-shirt. You can’t go knocking on doors dressed like that.’


‘I got a shirt in the car. I’ll change.’


‘Next time. You’re on the paper on this one. But before you start, I want you to put Aliso through the box and see what you get on him. He’s got a DL issued last year, so they’ve got his thumb print on file through DMV. See if you can get somebody from prints to compare it to the print card Art’s getting for you right now. I want the ID confirmed as soon as possible.’


‘There ain’t going to be anybody in prints t’night. Art’s the guy on call. He should do this.’


‘Art’s going to be tied up. See if you can shake somebody at home loose. We need the ID.’


‘I’ll try but I can’t prom — ’


‘Good. After that, I want you to call everybody who works a basic car in this area and see if anyone’s seen the Rolls. Powers — the guy up at the road — is going to pull shake cards on the kids who hang out here. I want you to start running them down, too. After that you can start the paper going.’


‘Shit, with all this, I’ll be lucky if I start typing before next Monday.’


Bosch ignored his whining and appraised both his partners.


‘I’ll stay with the body. If I get tied up, Kiz, you go on to check out the office address and I’ll handle next of kin. Okay, everybody know what’s what?’


Rider and Edgar nodded. Bosch could tell Edgar was still annoyed about something.


‘Kiz, you head out now.’


She walked away and Bosch waited until she was out of earshot before speaking.


‘Okay, Jerry, what’s the problem?’


‘I just want to know if that’s how it’s going to be on this team. Am I going to get the shit work while the princess skates?’


‘No, Jerry, it’s not going to be like that, and I think you know me well enough not to ask. What’s the real problem?’


‘I don’t like your choices on this, Harry. We should be on the phone with Organized Crime right now. If anything looks like an OC case, this is it. I think you should call ’em, but I think ‘cause you’re fresh back on the table and been waiting for a case so long, you’re not making the call. That’s the problem.’


Edgar held his hands out as if to indicate how obvious this was.


‘You know, you’ve got nothing to prove here, Harry. And there’s never going to be a shortage of bodies to come along. This is Hollywood, remember? I think we should just turn this one over and wait for the next one.’


Bosch nodded.


‘You may be right,’ he said. ‘You probably are. About all of it. But I’m the three. So we do it my way for now. I’m going to call Bullets and tell her what we’ve got, then I’m going to call OCID. But even if they roll out, we’re going to keep a part of this. You know that. So let’s do it good. Okay?’


Edgar nodded reluctantly.


‘Look,’ Bosch said, ‘your objection is noted for the record, okay?’


‘Sure, Harry.’


Bosch saw the blue ME’s van pull into the clearing then. The tech behind the wheel was Richard Matthews. It was a break. Matthews wasn’t as territorial as some of the others, and Bosch figured he could convince him to go along with the plan to move the whole package to the print shed. Matthews would understand that it was the only choice.


‘Stay in touch,’ Bosch said as Edgar walked off.


Edgar sullenly waved without looking back.


For the next few moments Bosch stood alone in the midst of the activities of the crime scene. He realized he truly reveled in his role. The start of a case always seemed to jazz him this way, and he knew how much he had missed it and craved it during the last year and a half.


Finally, he put his thoughts aside and walked toward the ME’s van to talk to Matthews. There was a burst of applause from the Bowl as Sheherazade ended.


 




The print shed was a World War II Quonset hut that sat in the City Services equipment yard behind the police headquarters at Parker Center. It had no windows and a double-wide garage door. The interior was painted black and every crack or crevice where light might come in was taped over. There were thick black curtains that could be pulled closed after the garage door was shut. When they were pulled, the interior was as black as a loan shark’s heart. The techs who worked there even referred to the place as ‘the cave’.


While the Rolls was being unloaded from the OPG truck, Bosch took his briefcase to a workbench inside the shed and got the phone out. The Organized Crime Investigation Division was a secret society within the greater closed society of the department. Bosch knew very little about OCID and was acquainted with few detectives assigned to the unit. The OCID was a mysterious force, even to those within the department. Not many knew exactly what it did. And this, of course, bred suspicions and jealousies.


Most OCID detectives were known in Detective Services as big-footers. They swooped down to take investigations away from detectives like Bosch, but they didn’t often make cases in return. Bosch had seen many investigations disappear under their door with not many prosecutions of OC wise guys resulting. They were the only division in the department with a black budget — approved in closed session by the chief and a police commission that largely followed his lead. From there, the money disappeared into the dark, to pay for informants, investigations and high-tech equipment. Many of their cases disappeared in that netherworld as well.


Bosch asked the communications operator to connect his call to the OCID supervisor on call for the weekend. As he waited for the patch through, he thought again about the body in the trunk. Anthony Aliso — if that was who it was — had seen it coming and closed his eyes. Bosch hoped it wouldn’t be that way for himself. He didn’t want to know.


‘Hello,’ a voice said.


‘Yes, this is Harry Bosch. I’m the D-three on a homicide call out in Hollywood. Who am I speaking with?’


‘Dom Carbone. I’ve got the weekend call out. You going to spoil it?’


‘Maybe.’ Bosch tried to think. The name was vaguely familiar but he could not place it. He was sure they had never worked together. ‘That’s why I’m calling. You might want to take a look at this.’


‘Run it down for me.’


‘Sure. White male found in the trunk of his Silver Cloud with two in the back of the head. Probably twenty-twos.’


‘What else?’


‘Car was on a fire road off Mulholland. Doesn’t look like a straight robbery. At least, not a personal robbery. I got cards and cash in the wallet and a Presidential on his wrist. Diamonds at every hour on the hour.’


‘You’re not telling me who the stiff is. Who’s the stiff?’


‘Nothing confirmed yet but — ’


‘Just give it to me.’


Bosch had trouble not being able to put a face with the voice over the phone.


‘It looks like the ID is going to be Anthony N. Aliso, forty-eight years old. Lives up in the hills. Looks like he has some kind of company with an office at one of the studios down on Melrose near Paramount. TNA Productions is the name of his outfit. I think it’s over at Archway Studios. We’ll know more in a little while.’


He only got silence in return.


‘Mean anything?’


‘Anthony Aliso.’


‘Yeah, right.’


‘Anthony Aliso.’


Carbone repeated the name slowly, as if it were a fine wine he was tasting before deciding whether to accept the bottle or spit it out. He was then quiet for another long moment.


‘Nothing hits me right away, Bosch,’ he finally said. ‘I can make a couple calls. Where you going to be?’


‘The print shed. He’s here with us and I’ll be here a while.’


‘What do you mean, you got the guy’s body there in the shed?’


‘It’s a long story. When do you think you can get back to me?’


‘As soon as I make the calls. You been over to his office?’


‘Not yet. We’ll get there sometime tonight.’


Bosch gave him the number of his cellular phone, then closed it and put it in his coat pocket. For a moment he thought about Carbone’s reaction to the victim’s name. He finally decided he could not read anything into it.


 




After the Cloud was rolled into place in the shed and the doors shut, Donovan pulled the curtains closed. There was fluorescent lighting overhead which he left on while he got his equipment ready. Matthews, the coroner’s tech, and his two assistants — the body movers — huddled over a workbench getting the tools they would need out of a case.


‘Harry, I’m going to take my time with this, okay? First I’ll laser the trunk with the guy in it. Then we take him out. Then we glue it and laser it again. Then we worry about the rest of it.’


‘Your show, man. Whatever time you need.’


‘I’ll need your help with the wand when I shoot pictures. Roland had to go to shoot another scene.’


Bosch nodded and watched as the SID tech screwed an orange filter onto a Nikon camera. He put the camera strap over his head and turned on the laser. It was a box about the size of a VCR with a cable attachment that led to a foot-long wand with a hand grip on it. From the end of the wand a strong orange beam was emitted.


Donovan opened a cabinet and took out several pairs of orange-tinted safety glasses which he handed to Bosch and the others. He put the last pair on himself. He gave Bosch a pair of latex gloves to put on as well.


‘I’ll do a quick run around the outside of the trunk and then open her up,’ Donovan said.


Just as Donovan moved to the switch box to cut off the overheads, the phone in Bosch’s pocket buzzed. Donovan waited while Bosch answered. It was Carbone.


‘Bosch, we’re taking a pass.’


Harry didn’t say anything for a moment and neither did Carbone. Donovan hit the light switch and the room plunged into complete blackness.


‘You’re saying you don’t have this guy.’ Bosch finally spoke into the dark.


‘I checked around, made some calls. Nobody seems to know this guy. Nobody’s working him ... Clean, as far as we know ... You said he was put in his trunk and capped twice, huh? ... Bosch, you there?’


‘Yeah, I’m here. Yeah, capped twice in the trunk.’


‘Trunk music.’


‘What?’


‘It’s a wise guy saying outta Chicago. You know, when they whack some poor slob they say, “Oh, Tony? Don’t worry about Tony. He’s trunk music now. You won’t see him no more.” But the thing is, Bosch, this doesn’t seem to fit. We don’t know this guy. People I talked to, they think maybe somebody’s trying to make you think it’s OC connected, know what I mean?’


Bosch watched as the laser beam cut through the blackness and bombarded the rear of the trunk with searing light. With the glasses on, the orange was filtered out and the light was a bright, intense white. Bosch was ten feet away from the Rolls, but he could see glowing patterns on the trunk lid and the bumper. This always reminded him of those National Geographic shows in which a submersible camera moved through the ocean’s black depths, putting its light on sunken ships or aircraft. It was somehow eerie.


‘Look, Carbone,’ he said, ‘you aren’t even interested in coming out to take a look?’


‘Not at this time. Of course, give me a call back if you come across anything, you know, that shows different than what I told you. And I’ll do some more checking tomorrow. I got your number.’


Bosch was secretly pleased that he wasn’t going to get bigfooted by the OCID, but he was also surprised at the brush-off. The quickness with which Carbone had dismissed the case seemed unusual.


‘Any other details you want to give me, Bosch?’


‘We’re just starting. But let me ask you, you ever hear of a hitter takes the vic’s shoes with him? Also, he unties the body afterward.’


‘Takes his shoes ... unties him. Uh, not offhand, no. Nobody specific. But like I said, I’ll ask around in the morning and I’ll put it on our box. Anything else cute about this one?’


Bosch didn’t like what was happening. Carbone seemed too interested while saying he wasn’t. He said Tony Aliso wasn’t connected, yet he still wanted the details. Was he just trying to be helpful or was there something more to it?


‘That’s about all we got at the moment,’ Bosch said, deciding not to give up anything else for free. ‘Like I said, we’re just getting going here.’


‘Okay, then, give me the morning and I’ll do some more checking. I’ll call if I come up with anything, okay?’


‘Right.’


‘Check you later. But you know what I think you have there, Bosch? You’ve got a guy, he was probably making sandwiches with somebody’s wife. Lotta times things look like pro hits that aren’t, you know what I mean?’


‘Yeah, I know what you mean. I’ll talk to you later.’


 




Bosch walked to the rear of the Rolls. Up close he could see the pattern swirls he had noticed in the laser light before appeared to be swipe marks made with a cloth. It looked like the whole car had been wiped down.


But when Donovan moved the wand over the bumper, the laser picked up a partial shoe print on the chrome.


‘Did anybody — ’


‘No,’ Bosch said. ‘Nobody put their foot there.’


‘Okay, then. Hold the wand on the print.’


Bosch did so while Donovan bent over and took several photos, bracketing the exposure settings to make sure he had at least one clear shot. It was the forward half of the foot. There was a circle pattern at the ball of the foot with lines extending from it like the rays of a sun. There was a cross-cut pattern through the arch and then the print was cut off by the edge of the bumper.


‘Tennis shoe,’ Donovan said. ‘Maybe a work shoe.’


After he photographed it, he moved the wand around the trunk again, but there was nothing but wipe marks.


‘Okay,’ Donovan said. ‘Open it.’


Using a penlight to guide his way, Bosch made it to the driver’s door and bent in to pull the trunk release. Shortly afterward, the smell of death flooded the shed.


It looked to Bosch as though the body had not shifted during the transport. But the victim took on a ghoulish look under the harsh examination of the laser, his face almost skeletal, like the monsters painted in Day-Glo in fun-house hallways. The blood seemed blacker and the bone chips in the jagged wound were luminescent in bright counterpoint.


On his clothes, small strands of hair and tiny threads glowed. Bosch moved in with a pair of tweezers and a plastic vial like the kind made to hold a stack of silver half dollars. He carefully picked these pieces of potential evidence off the clothing and collected them in the vial. It was painstaking work and there was nothing much there. He knew this kind of material could be found on anybody at anytime. It was common.


When he was done he said to Donovan, ‘The tail of the jacket. I flipped it up to check for a wallet.’


‘Okay, pull it back down.’


Bosch did so, and there on Aliso’s hip was another footprint. It matched the footprint on the bumper but was more complete. On the heel was another circle pattern with off-shooting lines. In the lower arch was what looked like a brand name but it was unreadable.


Regardless of whether they could identify the shoe, Bosch knew it was a good find. It meant that a careful killer had made a mistake. At least one. If nothing else, it gave rise to the hope that there might be other mistakes, that they might eventually lead him to the killer.


‘Take the wand.’


Bosch did so and Donovan did his thing with the camera again.


‘I’m just shooting this to document it, but we’ll take the jacket off before the body goes,’ he said.


Next Donovan moved the laser up around the inside of the trunk lid. Here the laser illuminated numerous fingerprints, mostly thumbprints, where a hand would have been placed to prop the lid open while loading things in or out. Many of the prints overlapped each other, a sign that they were old, and Bosch knew right away they probably belonged to the victim himself.


‘I’ll shoot these, but don’t count on anything,’ Donovan said.


‘I know.’


When he was done, Donovan put the wand and the camera on top of the laser box and said, ‘Okay, why don’t we take this fellow out of there, lay ’im out and scan ‘im real quick before he’s outta here?’


Without waiting for an answer, he flipped the fluorescents back on and everybody put their hands to their eyes as the harsh light blinded them. A few moments later the body movers and Matthews went to the trunk and started transferring the corpse to a black plastic body bag they had unfolded on a gurney.


‘This guy is loose,’ Matthews said as they put the corpse down.


‘Yeah,’ Bosch said. ‘What do you think?’


‘Forty-two to forty-eight hours. But let me do some stuff and see what we’ve got.’


But first Donovan put out the lights again and moved the wand over the body, from the head down. The tear pools in the eye sockets glowed white in the light. There were a few hairs and fibers on the dead man’s face and Bosch dutifully collected them. There was also a slight abrasion high on the right cheekbone, which had been hidden when the body was lying on its right side in the trunk.


‘He could’ve been hit or it mighta been from being shoved into the trunk,’ Donovan said.


As the beam moved down over the chest, Donovan got excited.


‘Well lookee here.’


Glowing in the laser light were what looked like a complete handprint on the right shoulder of the leather jacket and two smudged thumbprints, one on each of the lapels. Donovan bent down very close to look.


‘This is treated leather, it doesn’t absorb the acids in the prints. We caught a major break here, Harry. This guy wears anything else and forget it. The hand is excellent. These thumbs didn’t take ... I think we can raise them up with some glue. Harry, bend one of the lapels over.’


Bosch reached for the left lapel and carefully turned the cloth over. There on the inside of the crease were four more fingerprints. He turned the right lapel and saw four more there. It appeared that someone had grabbed Tony Aliso by the lapels.


Donovan whistled.


‘This looks like two different people. Look at the size of the thumbs on the lapel and the hand on the shoulder. I’d say the hand is smaller, Harry. Maybe a woman. I don’t know. But the hands that grabbed this guy by the lapels were big.’


Donovan got scissors from a nearby toolbox and carefully cut the sport coat off the body. Bosch then held it as Donovan went over it with the laser wand. Nothing else came up besides the shoe print and the fingerprints they had already sighted. Bosch carefully hung the jacket over a chair at the counter and came back to the body. Donovan was moving the laser over the lower extremities.


‘What else?’ Donovan said to no one except maybe the body. ‘Come on now, tell us a story.’


There were more fibers and some old stains on the pants. Nothing that stood out as possibly significant until they reached the cuffs. Bosch pulled open the cuff on the right leg and in the crease was a large buildup of dust and fibers. Also, five tiny pieces of gold glitter glowed in the laser beam. Bosch carefully tweezered these into a separate plastic vial. From the left cuff, he recovered two more similar pieces.


‘What is it?’ he asked.


‘Got me. Looks like glitter or something.’


Donovan moved the wand over the bare feet. They were clean, which indicated to Bosch that the victim’s shoes had probably been removed after he was forced into the trunk of the Rolls.


‘Okay, that’s it,’ Donovan said.


 




The lights came back on and Matthews went to work with the corpse, rotating joints, opening the shirt to look at the lividity level of the blood, opening the eyes and swiveling the head. Donovan paced around, waiting for the coroner’s tech to finish so he could continue the laser show. He walked over to Bosch.


‘Harry, you want the swag on this?’


‘Swag?’


‘Scientific wild ass guess.’


‘Yeah,’ Bosch said, amused. ‘Give me the swag.’


‘Well, I think somebody gets the drop on this guy. Ties him up, dumps him in the trunk and drives him to that fire road. He’s still alive, okay? Then our doer gets out, opens the trunk, puts his foot on the bumper ready to do the job but can’t get all the way in there to put the muzzle against the bone, you know? That was important to him. To do the job right. So he sticks his big foot on this poor guy’s hip, leans further in and bam, bam, out go the headlights. What do you think?’


Bosch nodded.


‘I think you are on to something.’


He had already been thinking along the same lines but was past those deductions to the problem.


‘Then how does he get back?’ he asked.


‘Back to where?’


‘If this guy was in the trunk the whole time, then the doer drove the Rolls. If he drove there in the Rolls, then how’d he get back to wherever he intercepted Tony?’


‘The other one,’ Donovan said. ‘We’ve got two different prints on the jacket. Somebody could’ve followed behind the Rolls. The woman. The one who put her hand on the vic’s shoulder.’


Bosch nodded. He had already been puzzling with this but didn’t like something about the scenario Donovan had woven. He wasn’t sure what it was.


‘Okay, Bosch,’ Matthews interrupted. ‘You want to hear this tonight or you want to wait for the report?’


‘T’night,’ Bosch said.


‘Okay then, listen up. Lividity was fixed and unchanged. The body was never moved once the heart stopped pumping.’ He referred to a clipboard. ‘Let’s see, what else. We’ve got ninety percent rigor mortis resolution, cornea clouding and we’ve got skin slippage. I think you take all of that and it’s forty-eight hours, maybe a couple hours less. Let us know if you come up with any markers and we might do better.’


‘Will do,’ Bosch said.


By markers he knew Matthews meant that if he traced the victim’s last day and found out what he had eaten last and when, the ME could get a better fix on time of death by studying the digestion of food in the stomach.


‘He’s all yours,’ Bosch said to Matthews. ‘Any idea on the post?’


‘You caught the tail end of a holiday weekend. That’s bad luck for you. Last I heard, we’ve run on twenty-seven homicides in the county so far. We probably won’t cut this one until Wednesday, if you’re lucky. Don’t call us, we’ll call you.’


‘Yeah, I’ve heard that one before.’


But the delay didn’t really bother Bosch this time. In cases like this, the autopsy usually held few surprises. It was pretty clear how the victim died. The mystery was why and by whom.


Matthews and his assistants wheeled the corpse out, leaving Bosch and Donovan alone with the Rolls. Donovan stared at the car silently, contemplating it the way a matador looks at the bull he is going to fight.


‘We’re going to get her secrets, Harry.’


Bosch’s phone buzzed then and he fumbled getting it out of his jacket and open. It was Edgar.


‘We got the ID, Harry. It is Aliso.’


‘You got this off the prints?’


‘Yeah. Mossler’s got a fax at home. I sent him everything and he eyeballed it.’


Mossier was one of the SID’s latent-print men.


‘This is with the DL thumbprint?’


‘Right. Also, I pulled a full set of Tony’s prints from an old pop for soliciting. Mossier had those to look at, too. It’s Aliso.’


‘Okay, good work. What else you got?’


‘Like I said, I ran this guy. He’s pretty clean. Just the soliciting arrest back in seventy-five. Few other things, though. His name comes up as a victim on a burglary up at his house in March. And on the civil indexes I’ve got a few civil actions against the guy. Breach-of-contract stuff, it looks like. A trail of broken promises and pissed-off people, Harry, good motive stuff.’


‘What were the cases about?’


‘That’s all I’ve got for now, just the abstracts in the civil index. I’ll have to pull the actual cases when I can get into the courthouse.’


‘Okay. Did you check Missing Persons?’


‘Yeah, I did. He was never reported. You got anything there?’


‘Maybe. We might’ve gotten lucky. Looks like we are going to get some prints off the body. Two sets.’


‘Off the body? That’s very cool.’


‘Off the leather jacket.’


Bosch could tell Edgar was excited. Both detectives knew that if the prints were not those of a suspect, then they would surely be fresh enough to belong to people who had seen the victim in the time shortly before his death.


‘You call OCID?’


Bosch was waiting for him to ask.


‘Yeah. They’re taking a pass.’


‘What?’


‘That’s what they said. At least for now. Until we find something they might be interested in.’


Bosch wondered if Edgar even believed he had made the call.


‘That doesn’t figure, Harry.’


‘Yeah, well, all we can do is our job. You hear from Kiz?’


‘Not yet. Who’d you talk to over at Organized Crime?’


‘Guy named Carbone. He was on call.’


‘Never heard of him.’


‘Well, neither had I. I gotta go, Jerry. Let me know what you know.’


As soon as Bosch hung up, the door to the shed opened and in stepped Lieutenant Grace Billets. She quickly scanned the room and saw Donovan working in the car. She asked Bosch to step outside and that was when he knew she was unhappy.


She closed the door after he stepped out. She was in her forties and had as many years on the job as Bosch, give or take a couple, but they had never worked together before her assignment as his commanding officer. She was of medium build, with reddish-brown hair she kept short. She wore no makeup. She was dressed entirely in black — jeans, T-shirt and blazer. She also wore black cowboy boots. Her only concession to femininity was the pair of thin gold hoop earrings. Her manner was no concession to anything.


‘What’s going on, Harry? You moved the body in the car?’


‘Had to. It was either that or dump it out of the car with about ten thousand people watching us instead of the fireworks they were supposed to see.’


Bosch explained the situation in detail and Billets listened silently. When he was done, she nodded.


‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I didn’t know the details. It looks like it was your only choice.’


Bosch liked that about her. She wasn’t always right and she was willing to admit it.


‘Thanks, Lieutenant.’


‘So what do we have?’


 




When Bosch and Billets stepped back into the shed, Donovan was at one of the worktables working with the leather jacket. He had hung it on a wire inside an empty one-hundred-gallon aquarium and then dropped in a Hard Evidence packet. The packet, when broken open, emitted cyanoacrylate fumes which would attach to the amino acids and oils of fingerprints and crystallize, thereby raising the ridges and whorls and making them more visible and photo-ready.


‘How’s it look?’ Bosch asked.


‘Real good. We’re going to get something off this. Howdy, Lieutenant.’


‘Hello there,’ Billets said.


Bosch could tell she didn’t remember Donovan’s name.


‘Listen, Art,’ he said, ‘when you get those together, get them over to the print lab and then call me or Edgar and tell us. We’ll get somebody over there to do them code three.’


Code three was a patrol response code meaning lights and siren authorized. Bosch needed the prints to be handled quickly. So far, they were the best lead.


‘Will do, Harry.’


‘What about the Rolls? Can I get in it yet?’


‘Well, I’m not quite through with it. You can go in. Just be careful.’


Bosch began searching the interior of the car, checking the door and seat pockets first and finding nothing. He checked the ashtray and found it empty, not even an ash. He made a mental note that the victim apparently didn’t smoke.


Billets stood nearby, watching but not helping. She had risen to detective bureau commander primarily on the success of her skills as an administrator, not as an investigator. She knew when to watch and not get in the way.


Bosch checked under the seats and found nothing of interest. He opened the glove compartment last and a small square piece of paper fell out. It was a receipt for an airport valet company. Holding it by the corner, Bosch walked it over to the workbench and told Donovan to check it for prints when he got the chance.


He went back to the glove compartment and found the lease agreement and registration of the car, its service records and a small tool kit with a flashlight. There was also a half-used tube of Preparation H, a hemorrhoid medication. It seemed like an odd place to keep it, but Bosch guessed that maybe Aliso kept the tube handy for long drives.


He bagged all of the items from the compartment separately and while doing so noticed an extra battery in the tool kit. It struck him as odd because the flashlight obviously took two batteries. Having one extra would not do much good.


He pressed the flashlight’s on/off switch. It was dead. He unscrewed the cap and one battery slid out. Looking into the barrel, Bosch saw a plastic bag. He used a pen to reach in and pull the bag out. It contained about two dozen brown capsules.


Billets stepped closer.


‘Poppers,’ Bosch said. ‘Amyl nitrate. Supposed to help you get it up and keep it there. You know, improve your orgasm.’


He suddenly felt the need to explain his knowledge was not based on personal experience.


‘It’s come up in other cases before.’


She nodded. Donovan walked over with the valet ticket in a clear plastic envelope.


‘A couple smudges. Nothing we can work with.’


Bosch took it back. He then carried the various plastic evidence bags he had to the counter.


‘Art, I’m taking the receipt, the poppers and the car’s service records, okay?’


‘You got it.’


‘I’ll leave you the plane ticket and the wallet. You are also going to put some speed on the prints from the jacket and what else? Oh yeah, those sparkles. What do you think?’


‘Hopefully tomorrow. The rest of the fiber stuff I’ll take a look at, but it’s probably going to be exclusionary.’


That meant most of the material they had collected would sit in storage after a quick examination by Donovan, and come into play only if a suspect was identified. It would then be used either to tie that suspect to the crime scene or to exclude him.


Bosch took a large envelope off a shelf over the counter, put all the pieces of evidence he was taking into it, then put it in his briefcase and snapped it closed. He headed for the curtain with Billets.


‘Good to see you again, Art,’ she said.


‘Likewise, Lieutenant.’


‘You want me to call OPG to come get the car?’ Bosch asked.


‘Nah, I’m going to be here a while,’ Donovan said. ‘Gotta use the vac and I might think of something else to do. I’ll take care of it, Harry.’


‘Okay, man, later.’


Bosch and Billets stepped through the curtain and then through the door. Outside he lit a cigarette and looked up at the dark, starless sky. Billets lit one of her own.


‘Where to?’ she asked.


‘Next of kin. You want to come? It’s always a fun thing.’


She smiled at his sarcasm.


‘No, I think I’ll pass on that. But before you leave, what’s your gut on this, Harry? I mean, OCID passing without taking a look, that kind of bothers me.’


‘Me, too.’ He took a long drag and exhaled. ‘My gut is that this one’s going to be tough. Unless something good comes out of those prints. That’s our only real break so far.’


‘Well, tell your people that I want everybody in at eight for a roundtable on what we’ve got so far.’


‘Let’s make it nine, Lieutenant. I think by then we should have something back from Donovan on the prints.’


‘Okay, nine then. I’ll see you then, Harry. And from now on, when we’re talking like this, you know, informally, call me Grace.’


‘Sure, Grace. Have a nice night.’


She expelled her smoke in a short burst that sounded like the start of a laugh.


‘You mean, what’s left of it.’


 




On the way up to Mulholland Drive and Hidden Highlands Bosch paged Rider and she called back from one of the houses she was visiting. She said it was the last of the houses overlooking the clearing where the Rolls was parked. She told him the best she could come up with was a resident who remembered seeing the white Rolls-Royce from the back deck of his home on Saturday morning about ten. The same resident also believed the car was not there on Friday evening when he was out on the deck to watch the sunset.


‘That fits with the time frame the ME’s looking at and the plane ticket. I think we’re zeroing in on Friday night, sometime after he got in from Vegas. Probably on his way home from the airport. Nobody heard any shots?’


‘Not that I’ve found. There’s two houses where I got no answer. I was going to go back and try them now.’


‘Maybe you can catch them tomorrow. I’m heading up to Hidden Highlands. I think you should go with me.’


They made arrangements to meet outside the entrance to the development where Aliso had lived, and Bosch closed the phone. He wanted Kiz along when he told Aliso’s next of kin he was dead because it would be good for her to learn the grim routine and because the percentages called for whoever that next of kin was to be considered a possible suspect. It was always good to have a witness with you when you first spoke to the person who later could become your quarry.


Bosch looked at his watch. It was nearly ten. Taking care of the notification meant they probably wouldn’t be getting to the victim’s office until midnight. He called the communications center and gave the operator the address on Melrose and had her look it up in the cross directory. It came back to Archway Pictures, as Bosch had guessed. He knew they had caught a bit of a break. Archway was a midsize studio that largely rented offices and production facilities to independent filmmakers. As far as Bosch knew, it hadn’t made its own films since the 1960s. The break was that he knew someone in security over there. Chuckie Meachum was a former Robbery-Homicide bull who had retired a few years earlier and taken a job as assistant director of security at Archway. He would be useful in smoothing their way in. Bosch considered calling ahead and arranging for Chuckie Meachum to meet them at the studio but decided against it. He decided he didn’t want anyone to know he was coming until he got there.
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