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  To my Texas crew: Dan, Ellen, Wyatt, Bridget, Ingrid, Eric and Brynn, Sabrina and Shea.


  I saw the angel in the marble and carved until I set him free.


  – Michelangelo


  I


  PLOTTING


  SATURDAY, MARCH 13


  CHAPTER 1


  ‘Is it safe?’


  He considered this briefly. ‘Safe? Why wouldn’t it be safe?’


  ‘I’m just saying. It’s kind of deserted.’ The woman looked around the poorly lit, shabby lobby, the floor ancient linoleum so worn it looked sanded down. They were the only ones here, standing before the elevator. The building was smack in the middle of the Diamond District in Midtown Manhattan. Because it was Saturday, the Jewish Sabbath, many stores and companies were closed. The March wind hissed and moaned.


  William, her fiancé, said, ‘I think we’re good. Only partially haunted.’


  She smiled but the expression vanished fast.


  Deserted, yes, William thought. And gloomy. Typical of Midtown offices built in the, who knew? Thirties? Forties? But hardly unsafe.


  Though not very efficient. Where was the elevator? Damn it.


  William said, ‘Don’t worry. Not like the South Bronx.’


  Anna chided gently, ‘You’ve never been to the South Bronx.’


  ‘Went to a Yankees game.’ He’d once commuted through the South Bronx, and for some years, too. But didn’t mention that.


  From behind the thick metallic doors, gears ground and pulleys pulled. The soundtrack was creaks and squeals.


  The elevator. Now, that might not be safe. But the odds of getting Anna to walk up three flights of stairs were nonexistent. His fiancée, broad-shouldered, blond and pert, was in great shape, thanks to the health club and her charming obsession with the devil-red Fitbit. It wasn’t the exertion she objected to, with that wonderful wry glance; it was, as she’d once said, that girls don’t do stairs in buildings like this.


  Even on joyous errands.


  Practicality raised its head – yet again. ‘Are you sure this is a good idea, Billy?’


  He was prepared. ‘Of course it is.’


  ‘It’s so expensive!’


  True, it was. But William had done his homework and knew he was getting quality for the sixteen thousand dollars. The rock that Mr Patel was mounting in the white-gold setting for Anna’s pretty finger was a one-point-five-carat princess cut, F, which meant virtually colorless, very close to the ideal D. The stone was graded nearly flawless – IF, meaning there were only some minor flaws (Mr Patel had explained they were called ‘inclusions’) detectible only to an expert under magnification. It wasn’t perfect and it wasn’t huge but it was a magnificent piece of carbon that, through Mr Patel’s eye loupe, took your breath away.


  Most important, Anna loved it.


  William came very close to saying, You only get married once. But, thank you, Lord, stopped short. Because while that was true in her case, it was not in his. Anna didn’t mind his past, or didn’t offer any evidence that she minded, but it was best not to bring up the topic (hence, editing out the story about the five years of commuting to Westchester).


  Where the hell was that elevator?


  William Sloane pressed the button again, though it was already illuminated. And they laughed at the pointless gesture.


  Behind them the door to the street opened and a man walked in. At first he was just a shadow, backlit through the greasy glass of the door. William felt a moment’s unease.


  Is this safe …?


  Maybe he’d been a little quick with the reassurance some minutes before. He and Anna would be walking out in ten minutes with a house down payment on her finger. He looked around and was troubled to see there were no security cameras here.


  But the man walked closer and offered a pleasant smile and nod, then returned to reading his texts. He had pale skin, was wearing a dark jacket and knit stocking cap, carrying cloth gloves in his phone hand – all necessary accessories on this unusually frosty March day. An attaché case too. He’d work in the building … or maybe was picking up a ring for his fiancée at Patel’s too. No threat. Still, William – a health-club and Fitbit aficionado himself – was in top form and could take down a guy of this size. A fantasy, he supposed, that every man engaged in from time to time.


  Finally, the elevator arrived and the doors squealed open. They got in and the man gestured to the couple to enter first.


  ‘Please.’ An accented voice. William couldn’t place the nationality.


  ‘Thank you,’ Anna said.


  A nod.


  At the third floor, the door opened and the man again gestured with his palm. William nodded in response and he and Anna continued toward Patel Designs, at the end of the long, dim hallway.


  Jatin Patel was an interesting man, an immigrant from Surat, western India, the diamond-polishing center of that country – and of the world, now. When the couple had been here some weeks ago, placing their order, Patel had chatted away, explaining that the vast bulk of gem-quality diamond polishing was done there, in boiler rooms – tiny factories like apartment buildings, hot and filthy, with terrible ventilation. Only the best diamonds were cut in New York or Antwerp or Israel anymore. Because of his skill, he’d risen above the pack of cutters – thousands of them in Surat – and managed to save enough money to come to the United States and open a shop.


  He sold jewelry and diamonds retail – to the soon-to-be-Sloanes, for instance – but he was best known for his cutting of high-end diamonds from raw stones.


  On that earlier visit William had been fascinated to learn about the diamond trade, fascinated too that Patel would, from time to time, grow coy and steer the conversation away from William’s innocent questions. He supposed the diamond world was a shadowy, secretive place in many ways. Look at blood diamonds – those mined in Africa by warlords and terrorists, who used the profits to finance their horrific crimes. (The princess cut William was buying came with a guarantee that it had been ethically mined. William, though, couldn’t help but wonder how true that was. After all, was the broccoli he’d steamed last night truly organic, as the placard at their local store promised?)


  He was aware that the man who’d accompanied them in the elevator had stopped at a door just before Patel’s and was hitting the intercom.


  So he was legit.


  William chided himself for his concern and pressed the button for Patel Designs. Through the speaker came: ‘Yes? Who is there? Mr Sloane?’


  ‘Yes, it’s us.’


  There was a click of the door and they stepped in.


  It was at that moment that a thought struck William Sloane. As in many old-time buildings, the doors to all of the businesses on this floor had transoms above them – horizontal glass panels. Here they were covered with thick bars, for security. The one above Patel’s door glowed, revealing lights inside. But the transom next door – the one the man from the elevator had stopped at – was dark.


  That business was closed.


  No!


  A sudden rush of footsteps behind them and, gasping, William turned to see the man, now with his head covered by a ski mask, charge toward them. He shoved them into the small room, where Patel sat behind a counter. The intruder moved so fast that Anna was knocked off her feet and fell hard, screaming. William turned but froze as the man pointed a gun his way – a black pistol.


  ‘Jesus, no! Please!’


  Despite his age, and paunchy midsection, Jatin Patel rose fast, going for what must have been a panic button. He didn’t get close. The man lunged forward and, reaching over the counter, slammed the pistol into his face. There was a horrific sound. William heard the snap of bone under the impact.


  The diamond dealer screamed. Patel, whose complexion was grayish all the time, grew grayer yet.


  ‘Look,’ William said, ‘I can get you money. You can have our ring.’


  ‘Take it!’ Anna said. Then to Patel: ‘Give it to him. Give him whatever he wants.’


  Drawing back his gloved hand, still holding the gun, he swung it forward into Patel’s face again and again. Crying out, begging for him to stop, Patel slumped helpless to the floor, muttering, ‘I can get you money! Lots of money! Whatever you want! Please, please stop.’


  ‘Leave him alone,’ Anna cried.


  ‘Quiet!’ The man was looking around the room. A fast glance to the ceiling. There was a video camera pointing down toward them. Then he was studying the counter, the desk behind it and several dim rooms in the back.


  With one hand toward the gunman, palm out, to reassure that he was no threat, William stepped closer to Anna. His arm went around his fiancée’s waist and he helped her up. He could feel her trembling.


  The robber ripped a light cord from the wall. He extracted a box cutter – a utility knife – from his pocket and pressed the razor blade out with his thumb. Setting down the gun, he cut the wire into two lengthy pieces. He handed one to Anna. ‘Tie his hands.’ Nodding at William. That accent again. European? Scandinavian?


  ‘Do it,’ William told her gently. ‘It’s okay.’ He added in a whisper, ‘He could have shot us. He doesn’t want that. Tie my wrists.’


  ‘Tight.’


  ‘Yes, she will.’


  With shaking hands, she did.


  ‘Lie down.’


  William eased to the floor.


  Of course, he’d get the main threat out of the way – him. Then, glancing at Patel, the burglar bound Anna’s wrists and shoved her to the floor beside William, back to back.


  A chilling thought, cold as a winter stream, cut through him. William realized that the intruder had put the mask on before going into the store, to hide his face from the cameras.


  But he hadn’t worn it before. Because he needed some customers to get him through the door of Patel’s. He’d probably been waiting for a couple to follow to a company that seemed like a good target for a robbery.


  The security camera in Patel’s would have no recording of his features.


  But William and Anna could describe him.


  And that meant only one thing: The robber had tied them up so they wouldn’t fight back when he killed them.


  The man now stepped close, standing over them, looking down.


  ‘Look, please …’


  ‘Shhhhh.’


  William prayed, If it has to happen, let him shoot us. It’ll be fast, painless. He managed a look, twisting his head hard upward. And saw that the man had left the gun on the counter.


  The gunman crouched over them, gripping the knife.


  William’s back was still facing Anna’s and, sobbing, he stretched his hand out as far as he could. It found hers. He wondered if it was her left one and if the finger he was caressing now was the one that had come so close to being graced by the princess-cut, one-point-five-carat diamond, only slightly flawed and nearly colorless.


  CHAPTER 2


  This was his life.


  Today was typical. Up at six, a Saturday, can you believe it? Help his mother empty all the pantry and kitchen shelves, for cleaning and laying new contact paper. Then wash the car – on this damp, grim day! Hugging his mother and father goodbye, then taking the train from their home in Queens all the way to Brooklyn, on an errand for Mr Patel.


  Yet another train to Manhattan, to start polishing the stones that awaited him. He was on board now, as it swayed its way north.


  Saturday. When everyone else was at brunch or plays or movies … or museums.


  Or galleries.


  How unfair was this?


  Oh, forget entertainment. Vimal Lahori would be fine – in fact, he’d prefer to be – in the damp basement of the family’s house in Queens.


  But that was not an option.


  He pulled his dark-gray wool jacket around him more tightly as he swayed with the gentle motion of the subway. The twenty-two-year-old was thin and not tall. He’d reached his present height of five feet, six inches in grade school and had had about two years’ edge over his boy classmates, until others pulled even or eclipsed him. Still, the ethnic bent of his high school, with names more Latino and East or South Asian than black or Anglo, meant he wasn’t as diminutive as many. Which wasn’t to say that he didn’t get bloodied occasionally – though the engine for the most severe torment was that his family had immigrated from Kashmir, the region claimed by the bordering rivals, India and Pakistan. Vimal was, he believed, the only boy to have been beaten up for a border dispute (ironically by two gangly seniors whose religions – one Muslim and one Hindu – should have made them sworn enemies).


  The wounds were minor, though, and the conflict soon forgotten, largely because Vimal was hardly a Kashmirista (he wasn’t even sure where the borders of his ancestral homeland lay). More important, he could move down the soccer pitch the way a honey bee zips from petal to petal; ball control will trump geopolitics any day.


  The train approached the stop at 42nd Street. The wheels shrieked and the smoky, salt odor eased into the car. Vimal unfurled and looked into the paper bag he carried. It contained a half-dozen rocks. He removed one, a piece about the size of his fist. It was gray and dark green, striated with crystals. One end was cracked flat and the other rounded. Every piece of stone on earth, big or small, could be turned into something else and, with some thought and patience, the artist could see what it should become. But this one was obvious: a bird, Vimal saw instantly, a bird that was pressing wings to body and keeping its head low to ward off the cold. He could rough out the creature in a day.


  But today was not that day.


  Today was for work. Mr Patel was a very talented man. A genius, many people said, and Vimal knew it was true. And probably because of his brilliance Mr Patel was also a taskmaster. Vimal had the Abington job to finish. Four pieces of stone, three carats each, more or less. He knew it would take a full eight hours, and the old man – he was fifty-five – would spend agonizing periods of that time examining Vimal’s efforts under the glass. Then have him make adjustments. And more after that.


  And more and more and more …


  The doors of the subway opened and Vimal replaced in the paper bag the Solitary Bird, January – his name for the sculpture that would never be. He stepped onto the platform and climbed to the street. At least it was Saturday and, with many of the Orthodox stores closed, the Diamond District would be more serene than on weekdays, especially with this nasty March weather. The bustling of the neighborhood sometimes drove him crazy.


  Instinctively, the minute he turned onto 47th Street Vimal grew cautious – as did pretty much every one of the hundreds of employees here, a place where many owners were reluctant to advertise too loudly. Yes, there were plenty of ‘Jewelers’ and ‘Diamonds’ and ‘Gems’ in the shop and company names but the higher-end operations and the few important diamond cutters left in the city tended to call themselves by names like ‘Elijah Findings,’ ‘West Side Collateral’ and ‘Specialties In Style.’


  Hundreds of millions’ worth of diamonds and gems flowed into and out of these stores and cutting shops every day of the year. And there wasn’t a halfway competent burglar or robber in the world who wasn’t aware of that fact. And they also knew that the number one way to transport precious gems and gold and platinum and finished jewelry wasn’t via armored trucks (too many shipments in and out daily to make a whole truck cost-efficient) or in aluminum attaché cases handcuffed to wrists (far too easy to spot and, as any doctor would tell you, hands can be severed with a hacksaw in less than sixty seconds, even faster if you go electric).


  No, the best way to transport valuables was to do just what Vimal was doing now. Dressing down – in jeans, running shoes, a Keep Weird and Carry On sweatshirt and wool jacket, while carting a stained paper bag.


  So, as Vimal’s father – a former cutter himself – insisted, the young man kept his eyes scanning constantly for anyone who might glance a certain way at the bag in his hand or might be moving close while overtly not looking.


  Still, he wasn’t too concerned; even on less-busy days like this, there were guards present, seemingly unarmed but with those little revolvers or automatics tucked into sweaty waistbands. He nodded at one now, as she stood in front of a jewelry store, an African American woman with short purple hair of crinkly texture that Vimal marveled at; he had no idea how she’d managed it. Coming from an ethnic background that offered pretty much one-size-fits-all hair (black, thick and wavy or straight), he was greatly impressed by her do. He wondered how he might render it in stone.


  ‘Hey, Es,’ he called, nodding.


  ‘Vimal. Saturday. Boss don’t give you no time off? That sucks.’


  He shrugged, offering a rueful smile.


  She glanced at the bag, which for all she knew held a half-dozen Harry Winston–branded stones worth ten million.


  He was tempted to say, It’s just peanut butter and jelly. She’d probably laugh. But the idea of making a joke on 47th Street seemed alien. There wasn’t a lot of humor in the Diamond District. Something about the value – and, probably more so, the narcotic quality – of diamonds made this an all-too-serious business.


  He now entered Mr Patel’s building. He never waited for Insufferable Elevator – a fantastical artifact out of Harry Potter, he’d told Adeela, which she’d laughed at – but charged up the stairs, his lithe frame unaffected by gravity, his legs strong and lungs vital from the soccer pitch.


  Pushing into the hallway, he noted four of the eight overheads were still dark. He wondered, as he often did, why Mr Patel, who had to have a shitload of money, didn’t find a glitzy office elsewhere. Maybe it was sentimental. He had opened his shop here thirty years ago, when this entire floor was cutters. Now his was one of the few fabricators left in the building. Cold on days like this, hot and dusty from June to September. Smelling dank. Mr Patel didn’t have a showroom as such and the ‘factory’ was really just a workshop, the smaller of the three rooms. Given his low-output high-quality work, all he needed was a place big enough for two diamond-polishing scaifes and two cutting machines. He could relocate anywhere.


  But Mr Patel had never shared with Vimal his reasoning for staying, because he never shared anything with Vimal, except how to hold the dop stick, how to mount the stones for bruting, how much diamond dust to mix with olive oil for brillianteering.


  Halfway to the office, Vimal paused. What was that smell? Fresh paint. The walls on this floor definitely needed a new coat, had for years, but he couldn’t see evidence that any workers had been fixing up the place.


  During the week it was hard enough to get maintenance to do anything. Somebody had actually come in on Friday night or Saturday to paint?


  He continued toward the door. The offices here had glass transoms, though they were covered with bars, of course, and he could see shadows of somebody inside Mr Patel’s shop. Maybe they were the buyers, the couple who’d come to him for a special engagement ring. William Sloane and Anne Markam – he remembered their names because they’d seemed so nice, actually introducing themselves to Vimal – the hired hand – as he’d left the shop on their last visit. Nice, but naïve: If they’d invested the money they’d spent on their carat-and-a-half diamond, that sum would have grown into a college education for their firstborn. Seduced by the diamond marketing cabal, as he thought of them.


  If Vimal and Adeela ever got married – a conversation that hadn’t come up yet, nowhere close – but if they did, he’d buy her a hand-carved rocking chair for their engagement. He’d sculpt her something. And if she wanted a ring he’d make something out of lapis, with the head of a fox on it, which was, for some reason, her favorite animal.


  He punched in the code for the security lock.


  Vimal stepped inside and stopped in mid-stride, gasping.


  Three things took his attention immediately. First, the bodies of a man and woman – William and Anna – in a twisted and eerie pose, as if they’d died in agony.


  The second was a lake of blood extending outward.


  The third was Mr Patel’s feet. Vimal couldn’t see the rest of the body, just his well-worn shoes, pointing upward. Motionless.


  From the workshop to the left of the front room a figure appeared. A ski mask obscured his face but his body language explained that he was startled.


  Neither Vimal nor the man moved.


  The intruder dropped the briefcase he was holding and pulled a gun from his pocket and aimed. Vimal instinctively spun away, as if he could avoid the bullet, and lifted his hands, as if he could stop it.


  A burst of light flowered from the muzzle and the roar deafened Vimal. A searing pain stabbed his belly and side.


  He stumbled backward into the dim, dusty corridor, his mind filled with a manic thought: What a sad and ordinary place to die.


  CHAPTER 3


  He had not returned to the city in time.


  To his disappointment.


  Lincoln Rhyme directed his Merits Vision wheelchair – gray with red fenders – through the front door of his Central Park West town house. Someone had once remarked that the place brought to mind Sherlock Holmes – in two senses: First, the ancient brownstone would have fit nicely in Victorian England (it dated to that era), and second, the front parlor was filled with enough forensic instruments and equipment to awe the British consulting detective to his core.


  Rhyme paused in the entryway to wait for Thom, his trim, muscular caregiver, who’d parked the disabled-accessible Mercedes Sprinter in the cul-de-sac behind the town house. Feeling the cold breeze upon his cheek, Rhyme turned the chair and bumped the door partly closed. It blew back open. A quadriplegic, paralyzed from the neck down, he was quite adept at the high-tech accessories available to those with hampered bodies: the touchpads, eye and voice recognition systems, prosthetics and the like. And surgery and implants had given him some control over his right arm. But many old-fashioned mechanical tasks, from closing doors to – oh, picking a random example – opening bottles of single-malt scotch, remained, literally, out of reach.


  Thom arrived a moment later and closed the door. He removed Rhyme’s jacket – he refused to ‘wear’ a blanket for warmth – and peeled off to the kitchen.


  ‘Lunch?’


  ‘No.’


  The aide called back, ‘Phrased that wrong. I meant, what would you like?’


  ‘Nothing.’


  ‘Not the correct answer.’


  ‘I’m not hungry,’ Rhyme muttered. He clumsily picked up the remote for the TV. And turned on the news.


  Thom called, ‘You need to eat. Soup. Cold day. Soup.’


  Rhyme grimaced. His condition was serious, yes, and certain things like pressure on the skin or unrelieved bodily functions could have dangerous consequences. But hunger was not a potential risk factor.


  The aide was such a goddamn mother hen.


  After a few moments Rhyme smelled something aromatic. Thom did make pretty good soup.


  He turned his attention to the television, which he rarely watched. Usually, it was to follow a particular news story, which was what he now wished to do: a story related to the disappointment created by his trip to Washington, DC, the place from which he and Amelia Sachs had just returned.


  The station that had crinkled onto the screen wasn’t twenty-four-hour news but a documentary network. Airing presently was a true crime show, though dramatized. The villain glared. The detectives looked thoughtful. The music flared. The forensic officer wore a wristwatch outside his glove at the scene.


  Jesus Christ.


  ‘Were you watching this crap?’ he shouted to Thom.


  No reply.


  Punching buttons, he found a network news channel. At the moment, though, there was no news, only commercials for prescription medicines. He didn’t have a clue what the medications did, except turn the actors from somber old grandparents into happy and seemingly less-old grandparents, frolicking with younguns in the final scene, their can’t-play-with-the-younguns malady cured.


  Then an anchor appeared and after some local news, political in nature, the story he was interested in popped up briefly: It was the account of a trial, presently under way in the Eastern District of New York. A Mexican drug lord, Eduardo Capilla, better known as El Halcón, had made the mistake of coming into the United States to meet with a local organized crime figure in the metro area and set up a narcotics and money-laundering network, along with a bit of underaged prostitution and human smuggling.


  The Mexican was pretty sharp. Although he was a billionaire several times over, he’d flown commercial, coach, to Canada, entering legally. He’d then taken a private plane to an airstrip close to the border. From there he’d flown in a helicopter – illegally – to a deserted airport on Long Island, staying – in the literal sense – under the radar. The airport was a few miles from a warehouse complex that he was going to buy and, it was speculated, turn into the headquarters for his U.S. operation.


  Police and the FBI had learned of his presence, though, and agents and officers intercepted him there. A shoot-out ensued, resulting in the death of the warehouse owner, along with his bodyguard. A police officer was severely injured and an FBI agent wounded, as well.


  El Halcón was arrested but, to the dismay of prosecutors, his American partner, with whom he’d hoped to build a drug empire, wasn’t present and his identity was never discovered; the apparent warehouse owner – the man killed in the shoot-out – was a figurehead. No amount of digging could reveal the true U.S. contact.


  Lincoln Rhyme had so wanted a piece of the case. He’d hoped to analyze the evidence and provide expert forensic testimony at trial. But he’d committed to meet with a half-dozen senior officials in Washington, DC, so he and Sachs had spent the week down there.


  Disappointed, yes. He’d really wanted to help send El Halcón away. But there’d be other cases.


  Coincidentally, just at that thought, his phone hummed and displayed a caller ID that suggested there might be one in the offing.


  ‘Lon,’ Rhyme said.


  ‘Linc. You back?’


  ‘I’m back. You have something knotty for me? You have something interesting? Something challenging?’


  Detective First Grade Lon Sellitto had been Rhyme’s partner years ago, when Rhyme was NYPD, but they socialized only rarely now and never just called each other up to chat. Phone calls from Sellitto usually happened when he needed help on a case.


  ‘Dunno if it’s any of the above. But I got a question.’ The detective seemed out of breath. Maybe an urgent mission, maybe he was walking back from the grocery store with a box of pastry.


  ‘And?’


  ‘Whatta you know about diamonds?’


  ‘Diamonds … Hm. Let me think. I know they’re allotropes.’


  ‘They’re what?’


  ‘Allotrope. It’s an element – as in chemical element – that exists in more than one form. Carbon is a perfect example. A superstar, in the world of elements, as I think even you know.’


  ‘Even me,’ Sellitto grunted.


  ‘Carbon can be graphene, fullerene, graphite or diamond. Depends on how the atoms are bonded. Graphite is a hexagonal lattice, diamonds are tetrahedral lattice. Small thing, it seems. But it makes the difference between a pencil and the Crown Jewels.’


  ‘Linc. I’m sorry I asked. Should’ve tried this: You ever run a case in the Diamond District?’


  Rhyme thought back to his years as detective, as captain running the crime scene operation of the NYPD and, later, as consultant. Some cases had touched on the 47th Street area, Midtown. But none had involved diamond stores or dealers. He told Sellitto as much.


  ‘We could use some help. Robbery gone bad, looks like. Multiple homicides.’ A pause. ‘Some other shit too.’


  Not a term of art in the crime-solving world, Rhyme reflected. He was curious.


  ‘You interested?’


  Since the El Halcón case had slipped away from him, the answer was yes. ‘How soon can you get here?’ Rhyme asked.


  ‘Let me in.’


  ‘What?’


  Rhyme heard a pounding from the front hall. Through the phone Sellitto was saying, ‘I’m here. I’m outside. I was gonna talk you into the case whether you wanted it or not. Come on, open the goddamn door. It’s like January out here.’


  ‘Soup?’ Thom asked, taking Lon Sellitto’s drab gray overcoat. Hanging it.


  ‘Naw. Wait, what kind?’ Sellitto, Rhyme noticed, had lifted his face, as if positioning his nose at a better angle to detect the scent meandering from the kitchen.


  ‘Tomato bisque with shrimp. Lincoln’s having some.’


  ‘No, I’m not.’


  ‘Yes, he is.’


  ‘Hm.’ Stocky and rumpled – the latter adjective referring to the clothing, not the man – Lon Sellitto had always had weight issues, at least as long as Rhyme had known him. A recent poison attack by an unsub he and Rhyme were pursing had nearly killed him and caused him to shed scores of pounds. A skeletal Lon Sellitto was an alarming sight and he was fighting his way back to his substantial form. Rhyme was pleased when he said, ‘Okay.’


  Pleased too because it would take the pressure off him. He wasn’t hungry.


  ‘Where’s Amelia?’ Sellitto asked.


  ‘Not here.’


  Amelia Sachs was in Brooklyn, where she kept an apartment near her mother’s. Rose was recovering well from heart surgery but Sachs looked in on her frequently.


  ‘Not yet?’


  ‘What do you mean?’ Rhyme asked.


  ‘She’s on her way. Should be soon.’


  ‘Here? You called her.’


  ‘Yeah. That smells good. Does he make soup a lot?’


  Rhyme said, ‘So you decided we were going to be working the case.’


  ‘Sort of. Rachel and I mostly open cans, Progresso, Campbell’s.’


  ‘Lon?’


  ‘Yeah, I decided.’


  The soup arrived. Two bowls. Rhyme’s went on the small tray attached to his chair; Sellitto’s on a table. Rhyme glanced at his. It did smell appealing. Maybe he was hungry, after all. Thom was usually right in matters like this, though Rhyme rarely admitted it. The aide offered to feed him but he shook his head, no, and gave it a shot with his right hand and arm. Soup was tricky for the shaky appendage but he managed it without spilling. He was glad he hated sushi; chopsticks were not a utensil option for someone like Lincoln Rhyme.


  Another arrival appeared, to Rhyme’s surprise, apparently summoned by Lon Sellitto for the Diamond District case: Ron Pulaski. Rhyme thought of him as Rookie and called him that, though he hadn’t been one for years. The trim blond uniformed officer was technically with the Patrol Division, though his crime scene skills had brought him to Rhyme’s attention and the criminalist had insisted that Sellitto have him informally assigned to Major Cases – Sellitto’s and Sachs’s outfit.


  ‘Lincoln. Lon.’ The latter name was uttered at slightly less volume. The Rookie was, after all, junior in rank, years and bluster to Sellitto.


  He also suffered from a condition that had plagued him from the first time he, Rhyme and Sachs had worked together – a head injury. This had sidelined him for a time and, when he had made the tough decision to return to the force, it plagued him with the insecurities and uncertainty that often accompany a trauma to the brain.


  When he’d approached Rhyme, mentioning he was thinking of quitting because he felt he wasn’t up to the task of policing, the criminalist had snapped, ‘It’s all in your fucking head.’


  The young officer had stared and Rhyme kept a straight face for as long as he could. They had both laughed. ‘Ron, everybody’s got head injuries, one way or another. Now, I’ve got a scene I need you to work. You gonna get the CS kit and walk the grid?’


  Of course he had.


  Now Pulaski doffed his watch coat. Beneath, he was in his long-sleeve, dark-blue NYPD uniform.


  Thom offered him food too and Rhyme came close to saying, ‘Enough, we’re not a soup kitchen’ – a clever jab, he thought – but Pulaski declined anyway.


  A moment later the low bubble of a powerful car’s exhaust thudded through the closed window. Amelia Sachs had arrived. She gave the engine some gas and it then went silent. She walked inside, hung her bomber jacket on a hook and adjusted the belt around her blue jeans, to slip rearward the plastic Glock holster for comfort. She wore a teal high-necked sweater and beneath that, Rhyme had seen this morning as she’d dressed, a black silk T-shirt. They’d listened to the weather report on the radio – today would be unseasonably cold for mid-March, just like the past week. In Washington, DC, they’d witnessed cherry blossoms dying by the thousands.


  Sachs nodded to those assembled. Sellitto waved back and noisily finished his soup.


  Now that most of the team was in place, and fed – Rhyme reflected with amused cynicism – Sellitto briefed them.


  ‘’Bout an hour ago. Robbery and multiple murder. Midtown North. Third floor of Five-Eight West Four-Seven. Patel Designs, owned by Jatin Patel, fifty-five. He’s one of the deceased. Diamond cutter and he made and sold jewelry. Was pretty famous, what I hear. I’m not a jewelry kind of guy, so who knows? Major Cases drew it, and they drew me. And I’m drawing you.’


  The Major Case Division, overseen by a deputy inspector from the Detective Bureau in One Police Plaza, did not generally run homicides or retail location burglaries.


  Lon Sellitto had noted the glance Rhyme and Sachs shared. He now explained why this case was an exception.


  ‘The feeling came down from our friends at City Hall that the last thing we need is a violent robbery in the Diamond District. Especially if he’s got more stores in mind. People’ll stop shopping. Bad for tourism, bad for the economy.’


  ‘The victims probably aren’t too elated either, wouldn’t you say, Lon?’


  ‘I’m telling you what I was told is all, Linc. Okay?’


  ‘Proceed away.’


  ‘Now, one other wrinkle and this we’re keeping a wrap on. The perp tortured Patel. The supervising captain from Midtown North thinks he didn’t want to give up the good stuff – open the safe or whatever. So the killer used a box cutter on him till he talked. It was pretty bad.’


  Some other shit too …


  Rhyme said, ‘Okay. Let’s get to work. Sachs, the scene. I’ll get Mel Cooper in. You stay put, Pulaski. Keep you in reserve for the time being.’


  Sachs pulled her jacket off the hook, slipped it on, then clipped two spare magazines on her left hip. She headed for the door.


  Thom walked into the parlor and smiled at Sachs. ‘Oh, Amelia. Didn’t see you come in. You hungry?’


  ‘I am. Missed breakfast and lunch.’


  ‘Soup? Perfect for a cold day.’


  She gave him a wry smile. Slamming the Torino Cobra, with its 405-horsepower engine and four-speed manual, through Midtown Manhattan made any beverage, let alone hot soup, problematic.


  She pulled her keys from her pocket. ‘Maybe later.’


  CHAPTER 4


  The crime scene at Patel Designs on 47th Street presented Amelia Sachs with three questions.


  One, since the perp had left hundreds of diamonds behind – just sitting in the open safe – what, in fact, had he stolen? If anything.


  Two, why was Patel tortured?


  Three, who had placed the anonymous call to report the crime and give a fairly detailed description of the perp? There was a Part B to this question: Was he still alive? When she’d first arrived at the third-floor shop she’d smelled the air and known immediately a weapon had been fired here. She guessed the witness had walked into the robbery, been shot and fled, stopping at the street pay phone from which he’d called 911.


  The shop was small and the distance from gun to victim would, at most, have been ten or fifteen feet. Hard to miss with a lethal shot at that range. And there were no stray slugs anywhere in the office or the hallway. The witness had almost certainly been hit.


  Sachs, in the crime scene white hooded jumpsuit and booties, stepped around the sizable pool of blood, in the rough shape of Lake Michigan, and laid the numbers for the photographs – the small placards placed where the evidence and significant elements of the crime were located. After shooting the photos, she walked the grid: searching the scene inch by inch. The grid pattern, the only approach she used, as she’d learned from Rhyme, involved walking from one end of the scene to the other, then turning, stepping a foot to the side and returning, the way one mows a lawn. Then you turn perpendicular and search the same scene again, ‘against the grain,’ as Rhyme described it.


  She went through the routine now: gathering trace, taking footprints, searching for friction ridge prints and swabbing where the perp might have left DNA. Standing momentarily with hands on hips, she surveyed the floor plan of the shop, which embraced, she estimated, only about nine hundred square feet. She glanced out the front door, held open by a rubber wedge, noting a man in a jumpsuit similar to hers. She said to him, ‘Computer’s in the office. Let’s keep our fingers crossed.’


  The ECT – evidence collection technician – had specialized training in security cameras and storage devices. He’d extract what he could from the hard drive in Patel’s office; a single camera was pointed at the front door from behind the counter. It seemed to be working; a tiny red eye glowed teasingly, and a cable ran from the camera to the man’s desktop computer, which sat next to a large printer and, curiously, an ancient fax machine. The camera wasn’t connected to a central station, only the computer.


  Regarding the security system, though, Sachs was sure that crossing fingers wouldn’t be enough. This perp did not seem like a man to forget about erasing security videos. As every cop knew, however, erasing digital media was never permanent. Lots of incriminating data could be unearthed – if the data had existed in the first place. A big if.


  Sachs now filled out chain-of-custody details on separate cards to be affixed to the evidence itself or the paper or plastic evidence bags it had been stashed in.


  Next. The hard part.


  She had saved the bodies till the last.


  Because, if they didn’t need to be processed first, you just put it off for a little bit longer.


  The image that immediately seized her attention when she’d first entered and that touched her still was the fingers of the couple whose throats had been slashed. The hands had been tied behind them and at some point they’d moved close – most likely just before the end – and interlaced their fingers. Though they had thrashed in pain from the knifing, their fingers remained intertwined. In their death throes they had found some small comfort in the grip. Or she hoped they had. Sachs had been a street cop, then a detective working Major Cases, for years. The heart hardened, as it must, in this line of work. But details like these could still summon an urge to cry, even if no tears swelled. For some cops this never happened. She thought she was a better officer for it.


  The owner of the store, Jatin Patel, had died from a slashed throat too. One difference, though, was the torture. The medical examiner’s office tour doctor, a slim Asian American woman, had pointed out the slices on his hands, ear and face. Pistol-whipping too. The wounds were all premortem.


  Neither Patel nor the couple seemed to have been personally robbed, though Patel had no phone on him or in the shop. At least, the usual take remained: wallets, purses, jewelry and cash were intact. She photographed the three bodies from all angles, rolled for fibers and other trace and took hair samples for exclusion later. She got fingernail scrapings, though none of the victims had apparently fought the unsub. Alternative light source scans of their skin, near where the lamp cord bound their wrists, revealed no fingerprints. She hadn’t expected any; throughout the scene there were so many cloth glove prints, some in blood, that she knew, almost to a certainty, the unsub wouldn’t have left his own.


  ‘Sorry,’ came the voice from the office.


  Sachs walked to the doorway.


  The evidence collection technician, whose belly tested the zipper of the overalls, said, ‘No hard drive. I mean, he took it. And no backup.’


  ‘He … how’d he get it?’


  ‘Must’ve had tools with him. Easy – Phillips-head screwdriver is all you need.’


  She thanked him and walked into the corridor, nodding to the ME doc, who’d been waiting patiently and texting.


  ‘You can take them,’ Sachs said.


  The woman nodded and radioed down to the bus. Her technicians would bring gurneys and body bags and transport the corpses to the morgue for full autopsies.


  ‘Detective?’ A young, compact uniform, out of Midtown North, approached from the elevator. He stopped well shy of the door.


  ‘Scene’s clear, Alvarez. It’s okay. What’ve you got?’


  He and his partner, an African American woman in her late twenties, had divided up and begun canvassing for witnesses and looking for other evidence that the perp might have shed as he’d arrived at or left the scene. A search for wits wouldn’t have been particularly fruitful, Sachs had guessed. Many of the offices in the building weren’t occupied. For Lease signs were everywhere. And today being a weekend – and the Jewish Sabbath – the other businesses on this floor were closed. Alvarez said, ‘Three offices on the second floor, and two on the floor above us’re open. Two people heard a bang about twelve thirty or twelve forty-five but thought it was a backfire or construction. Nobody else saw or heard anything.’


  That was probably the case, though Sachs was, as always, a bit skeptical. The crime had happened around lunch hour. Employees coming and going might easily have gotten a glimpse of the perp but it was very common for witnesses to grow deaf – and blind – from that malady known as self-preservation.


  ‘And something here.’ Alvarez was pointing into the hall beside the elevator: a security camera mounted to the wall. Sachs hadn’t noted it when she’d first arrived. She squinted, gave a brief laugh. ‘Painted over?’


  He nodded. ‘And look at the trail of the spray paint.’


  Sachs didn’t get it at first, then realized what he meant. The perp – presumably the perp – had started spraying paint toward the camera while still behind it, and then hit the lens from directly underneath – to make certain he wasn’t recorded for even a second. Smart.


  Like taking the hard drive.


  ‘Cameras on the street?’


  Alvarez said, ‘Maybe good news there. The stores to the right and left of the entrance to this building, they’re copying their .MP4 video files for us. I told ’em to preserve the originals.’


  Copies were fine for the investigation; the original drives would be needed for trial.


  If we get to trial, Sachs thought.


  She turned back to the shop, considering the first of the three questions romping through her mind. Number One: What had he taken? She’d done a thorough search, walking the grid, but, of course, that wouldn’t necessarily give her any insights into what wasn’t present any longer.


  She scanned the place once more. Patel Designs wasn’t a jewelry store like most. There were no display cases for a smash and grab. The operation consisted of three rooms: a front waiting room, an office directly behind and, through a doorway to the left, a workroom filled with equipment, which was used, she guessed, to cut gems and assemble jewelry. This last room was the largest of the three, containing stations for two workers – large turntables, similar to what potters used to turn vases and bowls. Some battered industrial equipment, one piece apparently a small laser. This also served as a storeroom: On shelves and against the wall were piles of empty boxes, shipping and office supplies, cleaning materials. Nothing valuable was kept here, it seemed.


  The front room – and waiting area – was a ten-by-fifteen-foot space, dominated by a wooden counter. It also contained a couch and two mismatched chairs. On the counter rested several foot-square velvet pads for viewing customers’ jewelry, several eye loupes, stacks of paper (all blank). She guessed Patel did only custom work. He would meet with his customers here and bring out pieces they’d ordered from the workshop or the waist-high safe in the office for examination. An Internet search had revealed that the main business of the company was cutting and polishing large diamonds for other jewelry manufacturers.


  Question One …


  What did you walk out of here with?


  She stepped back into the office and looked over the safe and its contents: hundreds of three-by-three-inch white paper squares – folded like Japanese origami. These contained loose diamonds.


  The perp’s glove prints – both in blood and from residue absorbed by cloth fibers – were on the safe and several of the paper squares. But he hadn’t ransacked. She would have thought he either would take all these or, if he wanted something in particular, would have dug through the safe and flung aside the envelopes he didn’t want.


  There was one way to find out. Sachs had collected what business documents she could find. One would probably contain an inventory of the diamonds Patel had in stock. Evidence technicians at Crime Scene headquarters in Queens, those working in the HVE, the high-value evidence room, would compare the inventory against what was in the safe. Eventually they’d discover what was missing.


  It could take months.


  Too long. They needed to know as soon as possible what had been taken, so conversations could start with confidential informants who had stolen-jewelry contacts, known fences and money launderers. With robbery, if you don’t stop the perps in the act, the investigation will invariably be a long slog through the complicated, wide-flung world of moving stolen merchandise.


  But there didn’t seem to be any way to short-circuit the process.


  Except …


  Something was wrong about this. Why leave these stones? What was more important than them?


  Sachs crouched – carefully; her arthritic knee sometimes complained on these damp days – and looked through the safe more carefully. Some of the envelopes contained only one diamond, some dozens. The gems seemed damn nice to her, plenty perp-worthy. But what did she know? She wasn’t a jewelry girl. The only sparkle she wore was her blue diamond engagement ring, which sat modestly beside a thin gold band – now both hidden beneath purple latex.


  She guessed there were several hundred thousand dollars’ worth of stones in the safe.


  There for the taking.


  Yet he hadn’t.


  She rose, feeling a trickle of moisture down her temples. The day was cold but the old building’s radiators emitted sweat-lodge heat, which was trapped against her body by the white Tyvek overalls. She remembered the days when one searched a scene wearing only gloves and, sometimes, booties. The protective outfits, a staple of crime scenes around the world, now existed for two reasons: first, because of the risk from dangerous materials at the scene. And, second, defense attorneys. The odds of contaminating a scene by not wearing protective garments were extremely small. But a sharp lawyer could derail the prosecution’s case entirely by planting a seed of doubt that it might have happened.


  Okay, if not the safe, then what?


  As the medical examiner techs removed the bodies – the couple first and then Patel – she gazed over the three rooms once more.


  What if, Sachs speculated, it wasn’t a robbery at all, but a hit? Had Patel borrowed money from a loan shark and failed to pay it back? Not likely – he owned a successful business and hardly seemed like the kind of man to contact a local gangbanger for a loan at 30 percent vig, the going rate for interest on street borrowing, and that was per month.


  A romance gone bad? Patel was a widower, she’d learned. And the round, unkempt middle-aged man just didn’t seem like the type to become embroiled in a torrid and dangerous affair. If simply killing him was the motive, why the torture? And, for that matter, why break into the shop? Why not just tap him at home or on the street?


  Her eyes returned to the workroom. Had Patel or an employee been working on a diamond or piece of jewelry that was particularly valuable?


  She walked into the room. The workstations didn’t appear to have been used today; all the equipment was arranged neatly on shelves or racks.


  However, at one station she noticed another of those sheets of paper folded into an envelope for holding diamonds, like those in the safe. This, however, was empty. Written on it in pen were: GC-1, GC-2, GC-3 and GC-4. The names for the diamonds it had contained, she guessed, since weight in carats was given next to each (they ranged from five to seven point five). There were letters beside each, as well. The designation D, IF was next to three. Beside the last one, smaller, was D, F. Quality ranking, maybe. Also on the sheet was written: Owner: Grace-Cabot Mining, Ltd., Cape Town, South Africa. Beside that was the company’s phone number.


  ‘Hm,’ she muttered aloud when she saw another note, at the bottom. This stated the valuation of each stone. The total worth was sixty-eight million ZAR. She pulled out her phone and Googled, learning that the denomination was, not surprisingly, South African rands.


  What was surprising was the number she came up with when she ran the currency conversion calculator.


  The value in U.S. dollars hovered around five million


  Amelia Sachs believed she had found a pretty likely answer to Question Number One.


  CHAPTER 5


  To confirm that the pricey diamonds were indeed what had been stolen, Amelia Sachs returned to the safe and looked at every one of the hundreds of small folded squares.


  No envelopes were marked with the letters GC or the company name. A call to Grace-Cabot would confirm that Patel had been in possession of the stones but it was a reasonable assumption that these were what the unsub had taken.


  Had he known the gems were here? Or had he simply picked Patel’s operation at random and demanded to know where the most valuable stones were?


  Only speculation at this point.


  Sachs photographed the Grace-Cabot box and receipt, then bagged them.


  Now, Question Two: the torture.


  Sachs disagreed with Sellitto that Patel had been tortured to give up the combination of the safe or tell where valuable diamonds, like the Grace-Cabot stones, were. In the end, the diamonds were just a commodity. Faced with death, or even the threat of torture, Patel would have given up any or all of his wares. Everything would be insured. No bit of jewelry was worth your life or one second of pain.


  No, the unsub was after something else. What?


  To find an answer Amelia Sachs did what she often was forced to do at scenes, as harrowing as the process might be: She mentally, emotionally, became the perp. In an instant she was no longer a cop, no longer a woman. She was the man who had created this carnage.


  And asking herself – himself: Why do I need to hurt him?


  Need is the word. I’m feeling an urgency. A desperation.


  Why do I have to hurt him and make him talk?


  A prickly sensation around her face again, around the base of her neck, above her spine. This wasn’t the heat from the stifling air, which she’d felt earlier. And it wasn’t the horror she was feeling at the Method Acting role she was playing. No, the symptoms were from the edginess coursing through his body.


  Something’s not right. I need to fix it. What, what, what?


  Go back in time, think, imagine, picture …


  Just after noon, I’m entering the shop. Yes, entering the office behind the couple, William and Anna. These lovers are my entrée through security and they’re going to die because they’ve seen my face. I feel relief at this thought: their death. It’s comforting. No loose ends.


  When they push through the door, I move in behind them.


  I can’t control both of them with the knife. No, I’ll have that firearm out. But I’m reluctant to use it because of the noise.


  Still, I will if I have to, and they know it.


  William and Anna and Patel don’t move.


  They settle.


  I settle.


  I’m in control.


  Good, I’m feeling good now.


  I hit Patel – with the weapon, probably. Incapacitate him. The couple gets tied up. They’re crying, both of them. Moving close to each other, to feel the other’s presence. Because they know what’s coming.


  I’m not moved by this, not at all.


  This thought took her back to herself and her breath grew fast, her teeth ground together, her gut tightened. She dug one gloved index fingernail against a gloved thumb. Felt the pain. Ignored it.


  Back. Get back inside him.


  And she did.


  Now I’m crouching, grabbing the hair of the man and slicing his neck.


  Then the woman’s.


  I hear Patel’s cries. But I pay them no mind as I watch the couple thrash and bleed to death. One task done. That’s what I think. A task. Done. Good. Tick one thing off the list. That’s all the deaths are. A checkmark.


  I turn to Patel. He’s down, he’s no threat. And he’s terrified. I ask him for the most valuable stones he’s got.


  He tells me. He gives the combination to the safe and I get the Grace-Cabot diamonds. But – here’s the key. Important. Vital. I want something else, something he’s not giving up.


  What?


  Now, bending down, I’m cutting differently, cutting to hurt, cutting to let information spill from him, along with the blood. It’s satisfying. Again. Another cut. Face and ear and finger.


  Then, finally, he tells me.


  I relax. The knife finds his throat. Three fast slices.


  It’s over.


  What has Patel told me?


  What has he given me?


  What am I so desperate to find? What do I so need to find?


  I have my treasures, five million worth of stones. Why not just leave?


  Then she understood.


  The one thing I need is to protect myself. I’m obsessed with my own preservation. That’s what I could torture someone for. To learn the identity of somebody who’s a threat to me. I spray-paint one security camera, I steal the hard drive of the camera I can’t paint, I kill two innocent witnesses solely because they’ve seen my face …


  I need to make sure no other witnesses will say anything to the police.


  There was the man who walked into the robbery, the man I shot, and who called 911 to report the attack. Would I torture Patel to get his name? He didn’t see much. Just me in a ski mask, he’d reported. And he probably walked in after Patel was dead. Not much of a threat there. No, more likely I’d have tortured the diamond cutter to find the name of somebody else who might have seen my actual face.


  Yes, that could be reason enough to torture.


  Stepping out of character, Sachs lowered her head and slumped against the wall, breathing hard and wiping sweat from her eyes and temples. When she’d recovered from the dark channeling, she returned to the hallway and browsed through the evidence. She located Patel’s calendar and looked through it. The entries indicated that ‘S’ would be here at 11 a.m., ‘W and A’ – William and Anna, the murdered couple – at 11:45. ‘VL’ was written in the margin on Saturday, not next to any particular time. VL was likely the answer to Question Number Three – who had called 911. A partial answer only, though, as initials were not an identification.


  She speculated: The unsub could have been in or near the building when S arrived or left, and he could have been worried that S had seen his face. He needed Patel to tell him S’s name to find and eliminate him. The same with VL.


  She thumbed through other pages of the day planner. Along with notations of hundreds of meetings and apparent assignments over the past month, there were two references to appointments with S in the past ten days. VL appeared regularly, three or four times a week. So VL was possibly an employee or associate; this meant he would know the door code and so might walk into the robbery in progress, surprising the robber, who shot him.


  Who are you, both? S? And VL?


  And where are you?


  Then a thought occurred.


  If he was the one who’d walked in on the robbery, gotten shot and fled … how had he escaped?


  The unsub had shot him. But then he would have chased after the man immediately. Given five or six seconds to step around the bodies and avoid slipping in the blood, the killer still would have had a good chance at catching up with the fleeing witness.


  Sachs studied the hall once more. She’d assumed the killer had entered via the elevator, particularly because he’d spray-painted the camera just outside it. Or perhaps he’d taken the stairs, next to the elevator.


  But there was another door on this floor, next to Patel’s office, a fire exit. Sachs had noticed it but had noted too the sign that warned: Fire Exit. Alarm Will Sound When Opened.


  Since no one in the building had reported an alarm and the door was closed, she assumed the perp hadn’t used it. And he wouldn’t have thought that VL had escaped that way.


  The actual site of the murder, or robbery, is the primary crime scene but there are others, of course. The perp has to get there and then get away and each of the secondary scenes can be a source of delightfully incriminating evidence. In fact, those scenes often yield more helpful clues than the primary scene since the perps might be more cavalier on the way to a job and more careless fleeing afterward.


  She walked to the door. Pulling her weapon, Sachs pushed it open. No alarm.


  Entering the dim, musty stairwell, Sachs played her flashlight beam upward and then down to the landing below. She paused and listened. There were creaks and grinds, and the wind, this cold ugly March wind, moaned through ancient seams in the building. But she heard no sound of footsteps. Of weapons chambering rounds.


  The evidence had not given any indication that the perp had remained behind but there was no evidence suggesting he hadn’t.


  Crouching, she swept her Maglite beam once more into the darkness.


  She continued slowly down the stairs and there, on the landing between the second and third floors, she found a small scattering of objects.


  It was similar to what she’d found inside the doorway of Patel’s office, chips and grains and dust of dark gray stone. She’d thought it might be gravel tracked in by someone, though none of the victims’ shoes revealed similar traces. But apparently not. In addition were shreds of brown paper – the shade of a grocery or lunch bag. And, explaining a lot, there was a bullet. It was deformed and flattened, and on the mushroomed nose were bits of the same gray rock. Several of the shards of stone were bloody, though the slug was not.


  A logical scenario presented itself. The unsub breaks in, steals the Grace-Cabot stones, kills the engaged couple, then tortures Patel to get S’s name, thinking he might be a witness. He kills Patel. He’s about to leave when VL enters the office, using the door code. The killer’s surprised and shoots at him. The vic is carrying a bag containing stones to be carved and polished into jewelry. The bullet hits the stone and he’s wounded by some shards. He flees through the fire door, which the killer ignores, thinking he can’t have gone that way because of the alarm bar.


  So there are two witnesses whom the perp is presumably aware of: S, whose name and address Patel might have given up under torture. And VL, who might have seen only the ski mask but may know something else the unsub does not want to come to light.


  Whoever VL is, he’d be at risk too, of course. One concern might be that a stone splinter had lodged in or near a vital organ. He might be bleeding severely.


  That risk might or might not be the case.


  The other, though, was certain. Sachs assumed that the unsub had looked at Patel’s diary and knew that not only S but VL was a potential threat.


  Of course, the unsub might flee the area with his spectacular diamond windfall.


  But Sachs’s few moments of channeling him earlier suggested otherwise. She believed, she knew that he was staying put for the time being; a man who would so casually orchestrate a bloody crime scene like this was absolutely not the sort to leave witnesses alive.


  CHAPTER 6


  The Port Authority, of all things, brought him comfort.


  The sprawling, scuffed complex at 42nd Street and Eighth Avenue was, in reality, a massive bus terminal, despite a name that suggested ocean liners from exotic locations were queuing to dock.


  The place was a churning tub of harried suburban commuters, of travelers bound for, or journeying from, the region’s airports, of tourists. Here you’d also find energized young hopefuls from all over the world, carrying gym bags and backpacks stuffed with jeans, sweats, plush animals, condoms, sheet music, sketchbooks, good-luck theater programs and plenty of dreams sturdy, and dreams fragile.


  Here too, hustlers, dealers, scam artists, chicken hawks – not particularly clever ones. But then you didn’t need to be a keen tactician when the herd you preyed upon was made up of naïve and enthusiastic kids from Wheaton, Illinois, or Grand Rapids. The Port Authority saw fewer of these sly players than in the past but that wasn’t due to a moral surge in looking out for our youth; terrorism had kept the police population on the Deuce high.


  Vimal Lahori knew a lot about this – or speculated much upon it – because the Port Authority was a home away from home.


  He would slip over here to have some fast food for lunch; it was a short walk from his job at Mr Patel’s on 47th. To watch the people, their expressions, their gestures and emotions – to find inspiration he would take home with him and, in his workshop, try to render that vision into three dimensions.


  He sat on a waiting area bench and enwrapped his throbbing torso with his arms. He squeezed hard. The pain subsided a bit but then returned. Spread, in fact, as if he’d broken a thin sack of acid and the discomfort now flowed to places where it hadn’t been. The worst was in his right side, where, at elbow level, he felt a large lump beneath the skin. As the killer had raised the gun, Vimal had instinctively turned away. Either the bullet or part of it or a fragment of stone had ripped through his clothes and lodged. He’d heard if you went to the emergency room and either told them you’d been shot or they deduced it the medical workers had to call the police.


  And that, of course, would not work.


  Reaching under his jacket and up under the Keep Weird sweatshirt, he probed with his left hand – the only one that could reach the site. He withdrew his fingers and saw blood. A lot of it.


  Vimal closed his eyes momentarily. He was at a complete loss, paralyzed. Mr Patel dead – the vision of his feet angling toward the dim ceiling of the shop wouldn’t go away. That couple too. William Sloane and his fiancée, Anna. And the man in the mask, walking into the doorway, eyes squinting in surprise to see him. Lifting the gun and the two sounds almost simultaneous: the explosion then the snap of the bullet striking the bag in his hand.


  He’d stumbled back and then was sprinting flat-out through the fire door – the alarm hadn’t worked for years – and stumbling down the stairs. He’d been terrified the man would follow but no. He must have assumed Vimal had run for the stairwell in the front of the building. Or maybe he’d assumed the bullet would soon be fatal.


  And now here was Vimal Lahori.


  Finding comfort, to the extent comfort could be found.


  His cap pulled low, hunkered down on the bench, Vimal gazed around him. Even now, not a workday, the place was crowded. The Port Authority terminal was near the Theater District. The rush for the Saturday matinees was over. The plays had started or were about to. But there were still a million things to see and do on the weekends, even on a cold March afternoon: the Disneyland of Times Square, movies, brunch, shopping. And his favorites: the Metropolitan and MoMA, the galleries south of 14th Street.


  Hundreds streamed past.


  Under other circumstances, he would be absorbing the energy. Under other circumstances, he would be gazing at the electronic departure signs and wondering about the destinations the buses might take him (Vimal had never been out of the metro area). Now, of course, he was looking for the man who was possibly looking for him.


  The fire stairs outside Mr Patel’s shop had led him to a delivery bay behind the building. He’d sprinted to 46th Street and turned west. And kept on sprinting. Facts are facts and a skinny South Asian speeding from the Diamond District suggested someone on an errand – the way a sprinting black or Latino young man might not. No one had paid him much mind. He’d glanced back frequently and had not seen the killer in pursuit.


  He’d stopped only briefly. When he’d hit Sixth Avenue he’d searched for and finally found a pay phone. They were being replaced by the wifi-enabled LinkNYC system, which was highly traceable – the kiosks even video recorded users – but he’d managed to locate an old-fashioned phone, call 911 and report the crime. How helpful the information was, Vimal couldn’t say: He’d called primarily to have them send police and an ambulance in case anyone was still alive. The three people in the shop appeared dead but perhaps not. As for a description of the robber, all he could say was it was man of medium build, wearing gloves and ski mask, both black. He seemed to be white. Vimal didn’t know the gun. Maybe somebody who was allowed to watch TV and movies more than he was would know what kind it might be. To him it was just a gun.


  Then he’d hung up, sprinted another block and plunged into the crowds of Times Square, looking back frequently.


  Now he was in his sanctuary, the bustling Port Authority.


  He tried to think of anything else that might help the police. But Vimal was sure this had just been a random crime. There’d never been any threats before, never any robberies at the shop. Mr Patel was known throughout the world as a master diamantaire. Sure, he had some amazing stones in the shop, but that wasn’t known to the public. His retail operation was very small, and generally customers were referred to him from other retailers when they wanted special fancies.


  No one in that circle would rob a fellow cutter, let alone murder anyone. It simply didn’t happen in the diamond world.


  The pain swelled again.


  Another touch to his skin.


  More fresh blood.


  Had anyone noticed his condition? He scanned the crowds, noting a woman on a nearby chair eating a soft pretzel, a dozen people pulling suitcases behind them like complacent dogs, a clutch of homeless men and women, some filled with the certainty of God, some purely bewildered.


  He fished his phone from his pocket, wincing against the pain. He sent one text and was pleased to read the reply.


  He sent a silly emoji, then felt like an idiot for doing so under the circumstances.


  Then he stared at the screen, debating. And delaying. That he’d had no texts from his father meant that his family hadn’t heard the news yet. Even when the story broke, his name probably wouldn’t be included. Obviously, he wasn’t among the victims at the shop and since Mr Patel paid him cash and Vimal kept none of his personal things at the shop, it would be very unlikely that the police would learn about him.


  Still, the instant the story broke about Mr Patel’s death, Vimal could expect his phone to begin ringing nonstop.


  He continued to look at the scuffed screen. Just send the message, be done with it.


  Go ahead.


  It wasn’t like placing a phone call. It was just a text. Nobody could interact with him verbally, be stern, treat him like a ten-year-old. Just a fucking text.


  He typed the message.


  You will soon hear there has been a terrible thing. Mr Patel is dead. A robbery. I am fine. But will be away for a time. I will be with a friend. I will contact you soon.


  His finger hovered over the arrow of the Send button.


  He added:


  Love you.


  He reached for the Power Down button but before he could press it a reply filled the screen.


  WHAT DO YOU MEAN???? WHAT FRIEND ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT??? COME HOME AT ONCE!!!!


  As his phone drifted off to sleep, Vimal’s heart was pounding almost as fast as when he’d seen the gun pointing his way. A nearly instantaneous reply, he reflected, despite the fact his father had capitalized each word manually.


  He noted too that of all the comments he might have made, the man had said nothing about Mr Patel’s death or the robbery but had demanded to know the identity of Vimal’s friend. There were no friends, of course. He knew no one well enough to stay with, certainly not in this instance. The line was simply a way to put his father – or more, his mother and brother – at ease.


  In his mind’s eye he was seeing Mr Patel’s feet once more. He pressed his lids together tightly, as if that would make the image go away, but it only grew more vivid. More horrific.


  He began to cry and he sobbed silently, turning his back to the crowd. Finally he controlled the tears, dabbed his face and inhaled deeply.


  Then a thought came to him; he remembered something else about the killer. The man had had that attaché case. An old-fashioned one, the sort you didn’t see very much anymore. He had been carrying it as he walked into the front room from the workshop when he saw Vimal. The case, he now reflected, might be the reason he was still alive. The robber had been carrying it in his right hand. He’d had to drop it and pull his gun from his pocket, which gave Vimal a moment – purely a reaction – to turn and raise his hands. When the man fired, the bullet had struck the rocks, not his chest.
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