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It starts with a double homicide. Because of the high profiles of the victims, the mayor of San Francisco herself demands that a high-ranking detective be put on the case. And so Abe Glitsky is thrust into the controversial investigation.

Dan Cuneo, the regular homicide officer on the case, is immediately wary of Glitsky and doesn’t hide his distrust. Matters are made worse when Cuneo starts to focus on his primary suspect – an old girlfriend of Dismas Hardy.

Convinced that Hardy’s client is the wrong suspect, Glitsky breaks ranks within the police department to continue his own investigation. As Hardy’s murder trial builds to its stunning conclusion, Glitsky’s search for the truth does more than fuel suspicion against the two men. It reveals a trail of deception that leads beyond San Francisco, where exposing desperate secrets can be the most deadly offence.




John Lescroart is the New York Times bestselling author of twenty-three novels, including Damage, Treasure Hunt and A Plague of Secrets. His books have been printed in 16 languages and published in more than 75 countries. He lives in northern California with his wife and two children.
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By location alone, a block from Fillmore Street as it passes through the upwardly challenged Hayes Valley, Alamo Square would not be among the sexier neighborhoods in San Francisco. But one of the most popular and recognizable posters of the City by the Bay captures a row of beautifully restored and vibrantly painted three-and four-story Victorians that face the park on Steiner Street – the so-called “Painted Ladies.” The poster created a certain cachet for the area such that the cheapest of these houses now go for three-plus. Million.

The blaze at Paul Hanover’s, in the middle of this block, began around 8:00 p.m. on May 12, although the first alarm wasn’t called in until nearly 8:30. Fires love old Victorians. Even though Hanover’s house had been stripped to the bare bones twenty years earlier— retrofitted for earthquakes and freshly insulated with fire-resistant material – it is the nature of Victorian design to have funky interior spaces, oddly shaped rooms, crannies and closets and unusual passages. Within the walls, since heat wants to travel up, fires employ the vertical stud lines as flues, almost as chimneys, to transport themselves effortlessly and quickly up and up into the roof spaces, where billowing smoke is most often noticed first.

Even in a neighborhood of great sensitivity to the threat of fire – of old, very valuable wooden houses in wall-to-wall proximity – no one noticed anything amiss at Hanover’s until the fire had progressed to the unfinished attic. The late-arriving fog camouflaged the first appearance of the smoke, and the wind blew it away. By the time one of the local residents realized that what he was actually seeing was not fog but thick clouds of smoke pouring out from under the eaves of his neighbor’s roof, the fire was well advanced.

As soon as the first alarm’s fire trucks arrived – three engines, two trucks, two battalion chiefs, an assistant chief and a rescue squad – the two-man aerial ladder team from the first engine began climbing to Hanover’s roof, intending to ventilate it by cutting a hole into it with axes and chainsaws. Meanwhile, four men in Nomex turnout pants and coats and wearing Scott Air-Paks – the initial attack squad – got to the front door, found it unlocked and opened it right up. Although they were armed with Akron fog nozzles that could spray water over a wide angle and get them closer to the flames, in this case they were greeted by a roiling cloud of hot thick black smoke, impossible to see through. They could make no progress.

Al Daly, officer of the initial attack squad, spoke matter-of-factly into the headpiece of his walkie-talkie. “Front door is breached, Norm. We got a working fire  here.” Daly was speaking to his battalion chief, Norm Shaklee, out front in the street. The words conveyed great urgency. A working fire meant they would need at least one more alarm – four more engines, another truck, two more chiefs. In a house this size with so much exposure to the homes on either side, this working fire could go to five alarms, San Francisco’s maximum.

All four stories of Hanover’s home might already be— probably were – involved. Shaklee, in his white helmet, placed the next alarm call and looked up as the sound of chainsaws stopped. Over the roof, he saw a churning pillar of black smoke erupt into the sky, and spoke into his walkie-talkie. “They’re through on the roof, Al. Back out a minute.”

He was telling Daly that ventilation was about to start working, potentially a very dangerous moment. If the smoke inside the house was hot enough – and no one knew if it was – the addition of oxygen to it might at this time cause a tremendous and often lethal backdraft explosion. So the initial attack squad waited in a kind of suspension down the front steps out in the street until, a minute and forty seconds later, the smoke column spewing from the roof suddenly exploded into a fireball that lit the night for blocks around and rose to heights of a hundred feet and more.

By now, the first hoses had been attached to the hydrantat the corner, and eight firefighters on each of a couple of them were blasting six hundred gallons of water per minute into the open space. For all the apparent good the firefighters were doing, they might as well have been standing around spitting on the flames, but appearances in this case were deceiving. The hydrant water was lowering the temperature sufficiently so that Daly and his squad could advance again into the building.

Because of the ventilation, the smoke that filled the foyer had now begun to dissipate upward, as did the thick cloud of steam generated by the water from the hoses. Within a few seconds after the hose teams stopped soaking the entryway, Daly and his squad were back at the front door. With his night helmet’s beam on and glowing, he had relatively clear sight lines through the foyer to the house beyond, to the flames still licking at the walls on all sides. Wielding his Akron, spraying in a wide arc, he advanced into the darkness, following the beam on his helmet. All around was noise and chaos – the rush of air behind him as the conflagration sucked it in, the roar of the actual fire, the creaking and splintering of wood, the hail of ax blows, disembodied voices yelling both within and outside the building.

Daly sprayed and advanced, sprayed and advanced. One foot or so at a time. The foyer was circular, high-ceilinged and quite large, perhaps fourteen feet in diameter. He could make out the shapes of burning furniture along the walls – what appeared to have been a coatrack, a sideboard, maybe an umbrella stand or wastebasket. Drapes over a pair of windows, curved to the shape of the house, were all but incinerated. One opening to Daly’s right led into another open room, and directly ahead of him another doorway fed into a hall. Everywhere he looked there was flame – total involvement of the ground floor.

Despite the hose’s soaking, the fire was growing again, heating up. It was excruciatingly hot, dangerously hot. Daly felt a sloshing like water in his ear, but knew that it wasn’t water. It was his earwax, melting. He had to get out of here, right now. He wasn’t going to be able to check for potential rescue victims until the fire died somewhat, and by then – by now, he knew – anything living in the structure would have died as well.

Still he pushed forward, forcing himself for another step or two, spraying as he went. It was full night, his only light his helmet beam. Looking down at the entrance to the hallway, he suddenly became aware of two shapes that stopped him where he stood. Leaning in for a closer look, not that he needed it, he forced himself to speak in his most neutral tone. “There’s two bodies in here, Norm. In the foyer.”

Out in the street, the second-alarm units had begun to arrive and Shaklee was issuing orders to nine people at once back by the rehab station, which itself was already nearly overwhelmed supplying drinks, fresh air bottles and first aid. He asked Daly to repeat what he’d just said, and he did, adding, “No ambulance needed.” Which meant they were obviously dead.

Shaklee took only another second to process the information,then turned and spoke to his operator-aide, who functioned as gopher in the field. “Find Becker,” he said, “and put in a call to homicide.”


 


Arnie Becker, the forty-three-year-old lead arson investigator attached to the Bureau of Fire Investigation, arrived with the second-alarm unit. In situations like this, Becker’s task was to determine the origin of the blaze. To do that, he’d have to enter the building and investigate all the indicators—“V” patterns on walls, decalcification of Sheetrock, “alligatoring” of studs, condition of electrical components and so on – and by doing so, hope to locate the spot where the fire began, and if possible determine what might have caused it.

Becker was a twenty-year veteran of the fire department. In San Francisco his whole working life, he was particularly familiar with Victorians, and he knew that this house, with all the places in which a fire could hide, would in all likelihood burn through the night and perhaps well into the next morning. He wasn’t going to have an answer anytime soon.

But that didn’t mean he didn’t have a lot to do. A huge crowd of onlookers had coalesced on the block, and more were streaming out of houses both up and down the street and across the open space of Alamo Square behind them. This was his potential witness pool – people he and his team would need to talk to. Some percentage of them might live on the block, might have seen something suspicious.

He needed all the information he could find from a near-infinite universe of possibilities, the most tantalizing one being that if this fire was arson, if someone had started it, then that person was probably among the crowd, enjoying his handiwork, possibly even sitting in one of the cypress trees in Alamo Square getting sexual satisfaction from it. Becker had seen it before.

In San Francisco, police officers from the hit-and-run detail are assigned to fire investigation, so Becker had a staff of helpers and he sent them out to talk to everybody they could. They would not conduct formal interviews – not now, anyway – but he wanted names and phone numbers of everybody. If people didn’t want to provide that, that could be instructive. If still others wouldn’t shut up, that might tell him something as well. Becker didn’t know anything, including what he didn’t know. So this was his chance to start gathering information from whatever source presented itself, and he took it very seriously indeed. His men fanned out to either end of the crowd and were working it to the inside and from behind.

Becker himself was on his way to talk to the neighbor who’d called in the fire and who had waited around to help guide the trucks when they’d arrived, not that they had needed it by then. But suddenly Becker’s partner in the Arson Unit, J. P. Dodd – twenty-eight years old, Army-trained, competent yet relaxed, appeared at his elbow. The night around them was a kaleidoscope of lights in the darkness – the yellow flickering fire, the red bubbles on the trucks, the white glare from the firemen’s helmets, now the kleigs of the TV camera crews. Dodd’s earnest face looked particularly grave. “They’ve found two bodies, Arn. Shaklee needs you to come on up.”

The fire still raged in the back of the house and on the upper stories. The two manned fire hoses at the front door snaked across the floor of the foyer and disappeared out the right-hand doorway somewhere back into the inferno. Becker, now suited up in his turnout coat and night helmet, his Scotts down over his face, also held a wide-beam flashlight that he trained on the bodies. He squatted like a baseball catcher, having learned that to put a knee on the floor was an invitation to pain and suffering.

The clothing had been burned off where they had been exposed, but even though both figures were lying on their backs, he couldn’t tell what sex either had been. One was larger, and one smaller, so they were possibly a man and a woman, but he wouldn’t be sure until the coroner was finished with them. The hair and any distinguishing characteristics on the faces, likewise, were burned away.

Something in the resting attitudes struck him, though. He had seen many dead people before, the victims of fire, as well as victims of murder and/or suicide, who were at fire scenes but dead before they burned. In his experience, the bodies of people who died from fire or smoke inhalation as the blaze grew around them tended to curl protectively into a fetal position. Victims of murder or suicide most often lay as they fell, and these two bodies fit that profile. There was still the characteristic drawing up of the extremities as the flesh cooked, but it did not strongly resemble the curled-up bodies he’d seen of victims who’d died by fire and fire alone.

Suspicious by nature and now by circumstance, Becker reached for a flashlight-like device he wore on his belt— the multi-gas-detecting AIM-32/50. Turning it on, he waved it down the sides of the smaller victim – the one nearest to the front door – and wasn’t exactly stunned to see that it registered the presence of gasoline.

So, Becker thought, this was probably arson. And from the attitudes of the bodies, it was quite possibly a murder, or a murder/suicide, as well.

Becker tucked in his gas detector, then trained his flashlight again on the smaller body in front of him. Directly over his head, a deafening crash shook the building and rained charcoal down over him, but he barely heard or noted it. The small and perfectly round hole high in the back of the head, above and behind where the ear should have been located – it had burned away – commanded all of his attention. Stepping over the smaller torso, Becker moved over the still-squishy rug, squatted and shone his light on the other victim. Tucked under the side of the torso, a glint of metal shone up when his beam hit it. Becker wasn’t going to touch anything at this point, but he lowered his light’s trajectory and saw enough to realize that he was looking at the barrel of a gun.

At a little after eleven p.m., Inspector Sergeant Dan Cuneo of San Francisco’s homicide detail parked his unmarked car on the opposite side of Alamo Square and began to make his way through the large, awestruck, worried crowd. His immediate sense was that this fire was nowhere near to being controlled. Three houses on the block now appeared to be burning, and in the crowd he overheard snatches of panicked conversations, some from what must have been residents. People staring mesmerized, some crying, some talking in hushed tones. As he came closer, he noticed a cordoned-off command area on the steps up the street that led into the park.

Cuneo knew where he needed to go, and he made a beeline toward the white helmet that seemed to hover above the crowd. The white helmet belonged to the incident commander. Every fire scene had an IC, and his power within that setting was absolute. The president of the United States could show up at a fire, wanting to get a better look, and the IC could order him to chill for a while and that would be the end of the discussion.

Cuneo got close enough to make out some of the faces that had gathered around this IC – the name tag over his left pocket said “Shaklee.” He was taller than Cuneo’s own six feet. Cuneo pushed his way through the crowd, excused himself and presented his badge. Shaklee nodded distractedly, said something into his walkie-talkie, came back to Cuneo. “You need to see Becker.” He pointed toward the steps. “The guy talking to the woman in the leather jacket.”

Cuneo nodded his thanks and started walking over. He was an edgy man in his early forties, unable to keep still or quiet – he could not eat or listen to a witness or a colleague without humming – and this trait had kept him from retaining a regular partner in homicide. For the past year or more, he’d been working strictly solo. His fellow inspectors considered him a character, but not quite a weirdo. It was a critical distinction.

Handsome in an unusual way, Cuneo’s face had an oddly misshapen character as well, almost as though it had once been broken down to its integral pieces and then imperfectly reassembled. His nose initially protruded to a ridge, then hooked left and went flat as though someone had pushed it in like a thumbtack. At times he appeared cross-eyed. He’d obviously survived a serious bout with teenage acne, but instead of scarring, the skin over his cheeks had taken on a stretched, almost shiny look – maybe too many skin peels. An inventory of the individual parts wouldn’t indicate it, but somehow the mishmash came together in a way that pleased his girlfriends.

Now he was at the steps. Even here across the street and back into the shelter of the park, the fire was making it uncomfortably warm. Cuneo grabbed a Styrofoam cup of water from a table someone had set up and got himself close enough to listen to Becker and the woman in the leather coat. She wasn’t a kid – maybe, Cuneo figured, about his age – but she was still very attractive. Cuneo’s antennae for women were always up – he couldn’t help himself and saw no reason to change. Close up, he noticed that the woman’s jacket hung open, partially revealing an all-grown-up but tight-looking body in a blue silk blouse, and below a thin waist tucked into designer jeans. The woman’s stylish medium-length hair picked up highlights from the flames. One of the ageless babes, he thought, as he automatically checked for a wedding ring – not that it always mattered. She wore one.

He moved a step closer, started flicking the side of his cup with his fingers.

“. . . as soon as I saw it on the television,” the woman was saying. “I was just over here with Paul this afternoon, so I knew exactly . . .”

Becker held up a finger, stopping her, directed a flat gaze to Cuneo. “Can I help you?”

Cuneo quickly brought his cup to his mouth and flicked free the last of the ice. Flashing his badge, he mumbled around the small cubes. “Sorry. Dan Cuneo. Homicide.”

Becker stuck a hand out. “Becker. Arson. And that’s what this is.”

The woman turned to face Cuneo. “You’re with homicide? Is somebody dead in there then?” Back to Becker. “You know that? God, it’s got to be Paul.”

Cuneo: “Paul who?”

“Paul Hanover. It’s his house.” She turned all the way around and stared back at what was left of the place. By this time, the fire had collapsed much of the structure.

The front doorway still stood, and most of the second floor, but the third and fourth stories were all but gone. “He’s in there? You’ve got to get him out before . . .”

Becker cut her off. “There’s no reason to get him out, ma’am. He was dead a half hour ago. If you knew him, I’m sorry.” Pointing toward the house, Becker said to Cuneo, “They’re directing the master streams – that’s those major hoses – to try and preserve as much of your crime scene as they can. But there’s no telling.”

Cuneo nodded. “The call said there were two of them.”

“Yep.”

“Oh my God,” the woman said again. “That’s got to be Missy, too.”

Cuneo turned from the house to the woman, introduced himself again, flashed his badge. “And who are you, please?”

“Catherine Hanover. I’m Paul’s daughter-in-law. Paul Hanover. He lives – lived here.”

“Excuse me,” Cuneo said, “are you talking about the  Paul Hanover?”

“If you mean the lawyer, yes.” She looked back to the house. “I can’t believe he’s in there.”

“Somebody’s in there,” Becker said, “but we don’t know it’s Mr. Hanover. Or Missy.”

“Who’s Missy?” Cuneo asked.

“Michelle D’Amiens, Paul’s girlfriend. Fiancée. Everybody called her Missy. They were getting married in the fall.” Suddenly, a bolt of panic shot through her.

“Can’t you do anything? You can’t just let them stay in there. There won’t be anything left of them.”

Becker’s mouth was set as he shared a look with Cuneo. Both knew the awful truth, that the bodies were already unrecognizable, charred beyond any hope of recognition. Identification and forensic evidence, if any, would mostly come from a lab now. Neither they nor anyone else could do anything to change that.

“Mrs. Hanover,” Becker said, “maybe you want to find a place to sit. Or go on home. Whatever happens here is going to take a long while. We can get your address and phone number and contact you in the morning.”

But Cuneo wasn’t quite ready to dismiss her. “Did I hear you say that you were over here at this house earlier today?”

“Yes.”

“Why was that?”

“I wanted to talk to Paul about something, just some family stuff.”

“Did you see him?”

She nodded. “Yes. We had some coffee.” Her eyes were drawn back to the inferno. Bringing her hand up, she rubbed her forehead. “He can’t be in there right now. That’s just not possible. And Missy.”

“Was Missy there when you talked to Paul today?” Cuneo asked.

“No. I don’t know. I didn’t see her, anyway.”

“So what was the family stuff?”

The question stopped her and she frowned. “Why? What difference would that make?”

Cuneo looked to Becker, who shrugged. He came back to Catherine Hanover. “I don’t know. If the man’s dead, everything he did in his last hours is going to come under scrutiny. If this was arson, and Inspector Becker here says it is, somebody might have started the fire to kill somebody in the house. I’m going to want to know everything about his last day.”

Becker butted in. “Could you please excuse us for a minute, ma’am?” Without waiting for her reply, he stepped in front of her and hooked an arm into Cuneo’s to turn him. When they’d moved off half a dozen steps, he said, “Before you go too far with her, maybe you should know that there was a gun under the larger torso, probably the man, maybe this Hanover. Also what looks like a bullet hole in one of the heads. Hers. Maybe in his, too, but I didn’t want to touch and turn him to find out.”

“So murder/suicide?”

Again, Becker shrugged. “Maybe. That’s one thing that fits, anyway. The gun was under his body.”

“He did himself and fell on the gun?”

“Maybe. Could be. That works. If the whole place goes up, I’ve got a roll of pictures I took you can look at tomorrow, then decide. Otherwise, if they can save the foyer, we might pull a break and be able to get in again by sunrise.” He glanced at the fire. “Not much before, I wouldn’t think.”

Cuneo nodded, found his eyes drawn back across the street, where most of the firefighting activity had now come to be centered on the houses to either side of Hanover’s. Becker could be right. It looked to Cuneo as though part of the crime scene might be salvaged after all. “So where’d this woman come from?”

“She said she was home watching TV and saw it on the news and recognized the place.”

“Where’s the rest of her family?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t ask. Maybe there isn’t any rest of it. I had just started talking to her when you got here.”

“All right.” Cuneo cast a glance over to Mrs. Hanover, who was also staring at the blaze, hypnotized by it. He came back to Becker. “But it’s definitely arson?”

“There was definitely gasoline residue under the smaller body.”

“Anything else?”

“That’s not enough?”

“No, I didn’t mean that.”

They had moved out in front of Mrs. Hanover, and now both men looked back to where she stood. Her coloring was high, unwitting excitement on her face, in the look in her eyes. With the heat from the fire, she’d removed her jacket and held it by a finger over her shoulder, a posture that emphasized her already generous bosom. “That’s a damn fine-looking woman,” Cuneo said.

“You going to let her go home?” Becker asked.

Cuneo kept his eyes on her. “Couple more minutes,” he said.




2

Fifty-five-year-old Abraham Glitsky had worked his way up through the ranks of the San Francisco Police Department and was now its deputy chief of inspectors. In his days as a homicide inspector, and then later as lieutenant in charge of the homicide detail, he was a slacks-and-flight jacket kind of cop, but since assuming his latest rank – the only step up was chief – he wore his blues every day. And though he wasn’t aware of it, he cut quite a figure in them. A former tight end at San Jose State, Glitsky stood six feet two and went about 220, none of it padding. Jewish on his father’s side and black on his mother’s, his blue eyes were set off against light mocha skin. But a deep scar that ran between both his lips kept him from ever considering himself even remotely good-looking. If he thought about it at all, and he didn’t, he’d admit that he probably looked a little scary, especially when he wasn’t smiling, which was most of the time. And he wasn’t all wrong.

At twelve minutes after seven on this fog-bound May morning, when Glitsky pulled his city-issued car to the curb at Alamo Square, he couldn’t have dredged up a smile on a bet. He’d routinely called his office from home for messages soon after he woke up and had learned about the double homicide and the five-alarm arson. The scene wasn’t much of a detour from his duplex above Lake on his route to work at the Hall of Justice, and he felt he needed to see it with his own eyes.

Getting out of his car, he stood for a moment surveying the still-smoking disaster that had occurred here last night. Before most of the city’s firefighters had finally stopped the spread of flames at around 3:00 a.m., all but two of the Painted Ladies had been affected to some degree or another. The one in the center was destroyed except for its steps and a circular area on the first floor behind the front door. On either side of that structure, the adjacent homes would have to be completely rebuilt. The one on Glitsky’s left as he faced the wreckage, which must have been slightly windward last night, was nothing but a burned-out skeleton. The former gingerbread house on the right was a gutted shell of broken-out windows and charred, peeling timbers. On either side of those houses, the adjacent homes yawned vacant and bereft – more broken windows, open front doors, obvious water and fire damage. Cleanup crews were spraying and sweeping all over the area. Teams of ax-wielding firemen jabbed and poked through the various wreckages, locating hidden hot spots for the hose crews.

Glitsky finally moved away from his car. Muted activity hummed all around him as he crossed down to the IC’s car. Hoses still snaked to fire hydrants. Two engines remained parked back to back in front of the middle home. Three trucks lined the near curb. The coroner’s van was double-parked by the engines near the middle of the street. Most of the onlookers had dispersed.

On the bumper of a car, a man in a white helmet sat holding a steaming cup in both hands. Glitsky, introducing himself, thought the man looked like he’d just come from a battlefield – and in a sense he supposed he had. Slack with fatigue, the IC’s face was blackened everywhere with soot, his eyes shot with red.

After they shook hands, Shaklee said, “My arson guys are still in there with Strout.” John Strout was the city’s medical examiner. “And your guy. Cuneo?” he added.

“Dan Cuneo, yeah.” Glitsky lifted his chin toward the houses. “All I got word of was fatality fire.”

“You don’t know who lived here?”

“No.”

“You know Paul Hanover?”

“No kidding?” Glitsky looked at the house. “Was he inside?”

“Somebody was. Two people, actually. From the sizes, a man and a woman, but we won’t know for sure who they were for a while.” Shaklee sipped at his drink. “They’re not identifiable.” He paused. “You haven’t heard?”

“Heard what?”

“They were dead when the fire started. Shot.”

Glitsky’s eyes went back to the house.

“The gun’s still in there,” Shaklee said. “Under the bigger torso.”

“Paul Hanover.”

“Probably.”

“And his girlfriend?”

“That’s the rumor. You can go in.”

Glitsky blew a vapor trail, hesitating. Finally, he shook his head. “That’s all right. I’ve seen enough bodies to last me. Better if I didn’t step on Cuneo’s toes. It’s his case.”

Shaklee shrugged. “Your call.”

“Yeah.” Another pause, a last look toward the house. If anyone else from homicide besides Cuneo had drawn the case, Glitsky would have gone inside. “I’ll catch him and Strout downtown after they know a little more what they’ve got.” After a last glance at the destruction, he met Shaklee’s eye and shook his head at the waste and loss.

Crunching over broken glass and charred debris, he started walking back to his car.

The only time Abe and Treya Glitsky had ever seriously disagreed was before they got married. The issue was whether they would have children together.

Both of them had survived the deaths of their first spouses, and had raised their respective children as single parents. Treya had a teenage girl, Raney, and Abe already had two sons, Isaac and Jacob, out of the house, and Orel at the time he met Treya with only a couple of years to go. Abe, fifty-two then, figured he had already done the family thing and done it well. He didn’t suppose, and really wasn’t too keen about finding out, whether he’d have the energy or interest necessary to be an active and involved father again. To Treya, in her midthirties, this was a deal breaker, and the two broke up over it. The split had endured for eleven days before Abe changed his mind. Their baby, Rachel, was now nearly two and a half years old.

This morning – Thursday – Treya, seventeen days late, had taken the home pregnancy test, and it had been positive. Her husband invariably left their duplex by 7:00 a.m., so he’d already gone in to work when she found out. She worked in the same Hall of Justice as he did, as personal secretary to San Francisco’s district attorney, Clarence Jackman, but though she’d now been at her job for the better part of three hours, she hadn’t worked up the courage to call Abe and tell him.

They’d avoided pretty much all discussion of whether they’d have more children after Rachel, but Treya didn’t feel as though she’d been sneaky with this latest development. They both knew they were doing nothing to prevent it. Surely that was a sign of Abe’s tacit approval.

But she wasn’t completely sure.

While watering the plants in Jackman’s outer office, which doubled as a no-frills reception area for the DA’s appointments, she caught sight of herself in the wall mirrorand realized that she’d been biting her lips and had scraped her lipstick off, top and bottom. Stepping closer to the mirror, she saw traces of it on her teeth. Nerves. She had to call Abe and let him know right now. She had just finished scratching the lipstick off and was returning around the front of her desk to do just that when Dismas Hardy, Jackman’s eleven o’clock and Abe’s great friend, knocked at the side of the open hallway door. And the phone rang.

“If that’s for me, I’m in training for a marathon and can’t be disturbed,” Hardy said.

Treya shot him an amused and tolerant look and reached over the desk to pick up the phone. “DA’s office.” She came around the desk and sat in her chair, frowning. “No,” she said, “what about her?” Treya listened for another moment, then shook her head. “I haven’t heard a thing, and nobody’s called Clarence about anything like that. Yes, I’m sure. Do you want me to ask Diz? He’s here.”

Hardy looked over in some surprise.

Treya held up a finger, listened, then spoke across to him. “Kathy West”—the mayor, on her job now for about five months—“wants to see Abe. He wonders if you might have heard about anything going on at City Hall?”

“Just the rumor that she was firing him, but I don’t believe it.”

Treya spoke into the phone. “He hasn’t heard anything either.” She listened. “Okay. Well, whatever it is, I wouldn’t worry. No, I know. Good luck.”

She hung up, and realizing that she hadn’t told her husband her own news, their own news, she bit at her lip again.

“Are you all right?” Hardy asked.

“I’m fine. Just a little distracted.”

“Well,” Hardy copped Billy Crystal’s old Saturday Night Live accent, “it’s not how you feel but how you look, and dahling, you look mahvelous.” When Treya didn’t react, Hardy went sober. “Is Abe really worried? Are you?”

“I don’t think so. He’d just rather be prepared whenever it’s possible.”

“You’re kidding? Abe?” Then: “I do wonder what Kathy wants, though.”

“Whatever it is, it’s got tobe important, don’t you think? She wanted him ASAP,” she said. “And in person.”

Kathy West had been a city supervisor for six terms and, during the last couple of years before her election to mayor, had been a regular at Clarence Jackman’s informal “kitchen cabinet” meetings, held most Tuesdays at Lou the Greek’s bar and restaurant, located just across the street from the Hall of Justice. Glitsky – and Treya and Hardy, for that matter – were also members, so there was a history of goodwill and mutual respect between the deputy chief and the mayor.

Nevertheless, Glitsky did not feel free to sit down and relax in her office, but stood at ease in the center of her rug.

Nor did Kathy West come out from behind her large and ornate desk. Through the open double windows behind her, downtown San Francisco shimmered mostly white as the fog burned away. Small-boned and delicate, West’s fragile packaging all but disguised a ferocious will and laser intellect. Completely at home in polite society, raised to an old standard of born-to privilege mixed with a heightened sense of civic responsibility, she was in her bones a pragmatic, skillful politician, now somewhere in her late fifties. Playing somewhat against type, she talked the good talk about believing in getting her hands dirty if that’s what it would take, whatever it was. And that had gotten her elected.

This morning, Glitsky was discovering firsthand that it wasn’t all talk. “I just can’t accept any part of it, Abe. The Paul Hanover I knew – and I’ve known him for thirty-five years – did not shoot his fiancée, and then himself, and then burn down his house. That is just not what happened. I can’t accept it.” She stabbed the open flat of her desk blotter with a bony index finger. “I don’t care what the medical examiner rules.”

Glitsky wasn’t going to fight her. At least not yet, before he knew anything. He assumed she just needed her hand held. “I don’t think John Strout is anywhere near making a ruling,” he said. “It’s just the usual media madness, filling that awful silence they hate so much.”

West’s mouth went up in a tic of appreciation that vanished quickly. “I think it’s more than that. They were, and I quote, ‘police sources.’”

“I heard that, too. Saying they couldn’t rule out murder/suicide. Which, in all fairness, they can’t. It might have been.”

Glitsky reserved judgment as he always did, but if Strout eventually came to this conclusion, it wouldn’t be a shock. At this stage, it certainly looked like it could have been a murder/suicide. But he wasn’t going to press that argument with the mayor. “I don’t blame you for being angry at the stupid reporting, but it’s not like we don’t see it every day. If you want, I’ll see to it you’re informed with every development. Then you can call the press conferences yourself and maybe even have some fun.”

But fun wasn’t on the mayor’s agenda. Impatient, she was shaking her short bob of gray hair, a quick bird-like movement. “No,” she said, “I want more than that. That’s why I called you here, Abe. I want somebody I trust working on this. This cannot be what it seems. I will not have Paul Hanover’s name slandered over something that he didn’t do.” She asked abruptly, “Do you know Dan Cuneo?”

“Sure.”

“What do you know about him?”

Glitsky knew he did not like him. He guessed that the feeling was mutual. Cuneo had never worked in homicide under Glitsky, and worse, a couple of years before he’d actually accused Glitsky of collusion with Dismas Hardy for trying to deflect a murder rap from one of Hardy’s clients. But West didn’t need the history lesson about him and Cuneo. “Marcel Lanier says he’s okay. He makes his numbers.”

“My, what a ringing endorsement.” West’s bright eyes stayed on Glitsky, waiting.

His mouth went up a fraction of an inch – a pass at a smile – and he shrugged. “I don’t know him personally. If I can ask, what about him?”

“The latest version of the news I’ve seen named him as the police source. He’s the inspecting officer on this case. I think he’s a hog for press and he’s already jumping to conclusions. I think he’s the wrong man.”

After a minute, Glitsky nodded. “Would you like me to talk to Lanier? Maybe he can assign Cuneo a partner, although I hear he likes to work alone.”

“I’ve heard he can’t keep a partner.” Kathy West scratched at her blotter. “Actually, Abe,” she said quietly, “before I asked you to come up here, I called Frank Batiste.” This was the chief of police, Glitsky’s boss, the man who’d promoted him. West’s mention of his name in this context – low-key, to be sure – marked a change in the dynamic of things. “I asked Frank who, in his opinion, was the single best homicide inspector in the city, and he said it was you.”

“I don’t know about that,” Glitsky said, “though of course I’m flattered. But I’m not in homicide anymore, as you know. They have good people down there.”

West stared at him for a long moment. “Abe, I don’t want to beat around the bush. I’d consider it a personal favor if you would agree to help investigate this case. Chief Batiste has agreed to assign someone else temporarily to your administrative duties, press conferences, public appearances and so on, during the interim. You’ve made no secret about how little you like that stuff. You’ll enjoy the break.”

“And what about Cuneo?”

“That’s a police matter, Abe. I’m confident that between you, Frank and Lieutenant Lanier, you’ll be able to come to some resolution there.”

Glitsky looked out over the mayor’s shoulder to the city beyond. Though it wasn’t particularly warm in the room, he had broken a light sweat and wiped a sleeve across his forehead. “Ms. Mayor,” he began.

“Abe, please.” She held up a hand. “It was always Kathy at Lou the Greek’s,” she said. “It’s still Kathy.”

He had the permission, but that didn’t tempt him to use it. Nodding, noncommittal, he drew a breath. “I was going to say that it’s impossible to predict where an investigation is going to lead. I’m concerned that I won’t find what you’re looking for.”

“But I’m not looking for anything,” she said.

“Forgive me,” he said, “but it very much sounds like you don’t want me to find that Hanover killed anybody. Or himself.”

“No, if that’s what he did, then that’s what you’ll find. And I’ll live with it. But what I want is somebody who’ll really look. Somebody who won’t go to the press on day one and say it looks like a murder/suicide, that it looks like Hanover killed his girlfriend.”

Glitsky chewed at one side of his cheek. “All right, then. I need to ask you something else.”

“Of course. Anything.”

“What was your relationship with him? Hanover?”

The mayor’s eyes closed down. “He was a friend and a donor to my campaign.”

“Nothing more?”

She straightened her back. “What are you implying?”

“I’m implying nothing. I’m asking. Call it the start of my investigation.”

“All right, I will, and I’ll give you the same answer. He was a friend and contributor. Nothing more.”

“All right.”

West cocked her head to one side. “You don’t believe me?”

“If you say it, I believe you, but you’ve got lots of friends and lots of contributors. Your interest in how one of them is remembered after his death seems a little . . . unusual.”

West scratched again at her blotter. “That’s not it, how people remember him,” she said. “Or rather not all of it. Maybe it’s a corollary.” She took a minute. “What I’m getting at,” she said, “is if he didn’t do it, somebody else did – killed him, I mean.”

“Don’t you think that would probably have been the girlfriend, Missy? I’m assuming from what I’ve heard that she was the other body.”

“If she was, then, all right. At least we’ll know for sure. At least someone would have really investigated, and Paul deserves that.” She lowered her voice, narrowed her eyes. “I want to be satisfied that whoever killed him is either dead or caught. Call it simple revenge, but I liked the man and I don’t buy that he killed himself or anybody else. And okay, maybe it was this Missy, but if it wasn’t . . .”

Glitsky jumped. “Is there any reason you think it might not have been?”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. Business problems, family issues, something you’d got wind of?”

“No. But I’d be more comfortable if the various possibilities got eliminated.” She turned a palm up. “So how about it, Abe? You want to help give a tired old lady some peace of mind?”

It wasn’t really a request. West seemed about as tired as a hummingbird, as old as a schoolgirl. Glitsky had no choice. He gave her a salute. “It would be my pleasure,” he said.

As a deputy chief, Glitsky had a city car and a driver— Sergeant Tom Paganucci – assigned to him for his personal use. Paganucci, humorless, taciturn and loyal, suited Glitsky well. He did not make suggestions or offer opinions, and only asked questions related to his work, though he would answer them on other topics if Glitsky asked him directly. He started no conversations at all, but waited for orders that, once given, he obeyed with what seemed to be a complete commitment of his body and soul.

He was forty-three years old, heavily built, clean-shaven, prematurely gray. Because he’d asked on their first day together, Glitsky knew that his driver was married and childless, but that was the extent of his knowledge of Paganucci’s personal life, except he was reasonably certain that he didn’t do stand-up comedy on his nights off.

Paganucci had kept the car running where he’d left his boss off a half hour before, out in the street in front of City Hall, and now Glitsky slid into the backseat. He closed the door after him and leaned back for an instant into the comfortable black leather. He looked at his watch—11:50. “Do you think the chief’s in, Tom?”

Paganucci reached for his intercom. “I’ll call.”

“No, wait. What am I going to say to him anyway?” Glitsky didn’t want an answer from Paganucci and wasn’t going to get one in any event. He let out an audible breath. “All right,” he said, “let’s go.”

“Yes, sir. Where to?”

“Alamo Square.”

Paganucci put the car in gear and they started to roll.

“He was here ’til they bagged the bodies, sir,” Becker said. “Then I guess he went home to get some sleep.” They were standing outside on the concrete steps, where Becker had come out in response to Glitsky’s hail.

“What about you?” Glitsky asked.

“What about me?”

“And sleep.”

The firefighter chortled. “Not a priority. Not ’til I’m satisfied here anyway.”

“And you’re not?”

“I’ve got a pretty good basic idea, but I’d be more comfortable if I had more answers.”

“Like what?”

Becker shrugged. “Like multiple flash sights. The place went up so quick and thorough, it looks like somebody knew exactly what they were doing.” He motioned behind him at the charred remains of the house. “But we’ve only got the one spot. You want to go in, take a look?” Without waiting for an answer, he led the way through the still-standing front doorway. Some of the ceiling above the lobby was intact, but with the fog burned off, the day was bright with sunshine and there was sufficient natural light to see clearly.

Glitsky squatted over an area of rug that appeared less scorched than its surroundings. There was another, similar spot about eight feet farther into the lobby, at the entrance to what might once have been a hallway. “This is where you found them?”

“Yeah. Plus, it’s where the fire started. Get down and you can still smell the gasoline.”

Glitsky leaned over and inhaled, but couldn’t smell anything except fire. “You’ve probably gone through all this with Cuneo, but I’d be grateful if you ran it by me one more time. The mayor’s personally interested. She was friends with Mr. Hanover. I’d like to sound reasonably intelligent when I brief her. I’m assuming it was Hanover?”

“That’s the assumption, although Strout makes the formal call. But whoever it was – call him Hanover – he fell on his wallet so it didn’t burn completely. It had Hanover’s driver’s license in it, so it looks good for him.”

“What about the other body?”

“No way to tell. Your man Cuneo seemed to think it was probably his girlfriend.”

“You don’t agree?”

“I don’t know. There was nothing to identify her. It could have been.” Becker spoke with little inflection. He was assembling the facts and would share what he knew with any other investigating officials without any particular emphasis. “I can say it was probably a woman – we found what might be a bra strap under her – but that’s all I’d be comfortable with for the time being. Again, Strout’ll tell us soon enough.”

“So what does it look like we have here? The news said murder/suicide.”

Becker nodded. “Might have been.”

“So you’ve seen this kind of thing before? Where somebody kills a partner, then himself, but before he does himself, he lights the place up?”

“Sure. It’s not uncommon.” He seemed to consider whether to say more for a moment, then shrugged as though apologizing. “The relationship goes bad, somebody wants to destroy every sign of it.”

“Any sign that this relationship was going bad?”

Becker’s eyes scanned the floor area. “You mean besides this? Maybe. Cuneo talked to Hanover’s daughter-in-law.”

“When did he do that?”

“She saw the fire on the news and came by here last night. Seems this Missy had just finished redecorating this place to the tune of maybe a million dollars of Hanover’s money. Maybe he wanted to leave a message that it all meant nothing to him. But I will tell you one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“It wasn’t her.”

“What do you mean? What wasn’t her?”

“She didn’t do the killing. I told Cuneo, too. This might not be any kind of a proof that you could use in court, but if it’s a relationship gone bad, there’s two things here. First, if she does it, it goes down in the bedroom, maybe even in the bed.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because that’s the center of the woman’s life.” He held up a hand. “I know, I know, it’s not PC, and people will tell you it’s bullshit, but you ask anybody who’s spent time at this kind of scene, they’ll tell you. If it’s a crime of passion and it’s not done in the bedroom, it’s not the woman.”

“Okay,” Glitsky said. “What’s the second thing?”

“I’m afraid it’s another non-PC moment.”

“I can handle it,” Glitsky said. “What?”

“Women don’t shoot themselves very often to begin with. And if they do, it’s not in the head. They won’t disfigure themselves. It just doesn’t happen.”

Suddenly Glitsky thought back to the suicide of Loretta Wager, the former senator from California who had been his lover and the mother of his daughter Elaine. She had shot herself in the heart. Becker was right, he thought. These were both indefensible sexist generalizations that no doubt would collapse under rigorous debate. That did not stop them, however, from being potentially – even probably – true.

“So you think it was Hanover?”

“I don’t know. Cuneo seemed to take it as a working theory. The gun was kind of under him.”

“What do you mean, kind of?”

“Well, here, you can see.” Becker reached into his inside pocket and withdrew a stack of photographs. “My partner brought these over to the photo lab as soon as they opened. They made two copies and I gave Cuneo the other, but I’ve still got the negatives if you want a set.” Shuffling through them, he got the one he wanted. “Here you go.”

Glitsky studied the grainy picture – shadows in darkness. It was a close-up of something he couldn’t recognize at first glance.

Becker helped him out, reaching over. “That’s the body there along the top, and the end of the arm – the hand became disattached. But you can see there, up against the body, that’s the gun.”

“So not exactly under him?”

“No. Just like you see there. Kind of against the side and tucked in a little.”

“And he was the one in the back here, by the hall? Beyond where the woman was?”

“Yeah,” Becker said. “What are you thinking?”

“I’m just wondering, if they had hoses going in here . . .”

“For a while.”

“Okay. I’m just thinking maybe the gun was on the rug and the force of the hose hitting it pushed it back against him. Tucked under, as you say.”

Becker didn’t seem offended by the suggestion. “No, I don’t suppose we can rule that out. But it’s not the most obvious explanation for how the gun got there.”

Glitsky scratched at his cheek. Becker had been up front with him about his and Cuneo’s investigation. Although it hadn’t been his original plan, he saw no reason now to try and conceal his motive. “Well, as I said, Hanover was a friend of the mayor. She doesn’t like the idea that he killed himself, to say nothing of his girlfriend. She asked me to take a look.”

Bemused, Becker stood still a moment, shaking his head. Finally: “If that’s what you’ve got to do, I wouldn’t want to have your job.”

Nodding, Glitsky said, “Sometimes I’m not too sure I want it either.”
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Dismas Hardy, managing partner of the law firm of Freeman, Farrell, Hardy & Roake, had his feet up on his desk. His suit coat hung over the back of his chair. His shoes were off, his tie was undone, the collar of his shirt unbuttoned. He was taking an after-lunch break from a not-very-strenuous day and reading randomly from a book he’d recently purchased, called Schott’s Original Miscellany.

Being a fact freak, Hardy considered it one of the most fascinating books he’d come across in recent years, containing as it did all sorts of nonessential but critical information, such as the Seven Wonders of the Ancient World (the Great Pyramid of Giza, the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, the Statue of Zeus at Olympia, the Temple of Artemis at Ephesus, the Mausoleum at Halicarnassus, the Colossus of Rhodes, and the Lighthouse of Alexandria), the ten-point Mohs Scale of Mineral Hardness (from talc to diamond), the names of the Apostles, and 154 pages of other very cool stuff. He was somewhat disappointed to see that for some obscure reason it didn’t include St. Dismas as the Patron Saint of Thieves and Murderers, but otherwise the diminutive tome was a pure delight, and certainly worthy of his nonbillable time.

He was poring over the Degrees of Freemasonry when the phone buzzed at his elbow. He marked his place, sighed and lifted the receiver, knowing from the blinking line button that it was his receptionist/secretary, Phyllis, the superefficient, loyal, hardworking and absolutely trying human being who viewed her role as gatekeeper to his office as a vocation decreed by God. She’d filled the same position for Hardy’s predecessor, David Freeman, and was no more replaceable as a fixture in the Sutter Street law offices than the phones themselves.

“Phyllis,” he said. “Did I ask you to hold my calls?”

He loved that he could make her pause. Mostly he did this by answering with a nonlawyerly “Yo,” but sometimes, for variety’s sake, he’d come at her from another angle. Yahoo, living large.

“Sir?”

“I’m not accusing you. I’m just asking.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Okay, then. What’s up?”

“Deputy Chief Glitsky is here to see you.”

“In person?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Make a note, Phyllis. I need a back door to sneak out of here.”

“Yes, sir.”

“That was a pleasantry, Phyllis, a bit of a joke. You can send him in.”

He mouthed “Yes, sir,” as she said it, then hung up smiling. Sometimes it worried him that Phyllis was among the top sources of humor in his life. It seemed to say something truly pathetic about the person he’d become, but he couldn’t deny it. Leaving his stockinged feet on the desk where they would appall his friend Abe almost as much as the sight would scandalize Phyllis, he waited for the turn of the knob and Glitsky’s appearance.

One step into Hardy’s office, Glitsky stopped. His expression grew pained at the socks on the desk. Hardy left his feet where they were and started right in. “I’m glad you came by. We’ve really got to join the Masons,” he said. “You know that?”

Glitsky closed the door behind him. “You’re going to wait until I ask you why, aren’t you?”

“No.” Hardy closed the book. “No, if you don’t want to know, that’s okay with me. Although I know you pretty well, and it’s definitely something you’d be totally into. But I don’t push my brilliant ideas. It was just a thought.”

Glitsky hesitated another second or two, then sighed audibly. “What are the Masons anyway?”

“A secret organization. George Washington was in it, I think. But if it was that secret, how would anybody know?”

“I was just thinking the same thing.”

“See? Great minds.”

Glitsky moved over to the wet-bar area and felt the side of the water-heating pot that Hardy kept there. He grabbed his usual mug, picked up a tea bag from an open bowl of them and poured hot water over it. Turning, blowing over the drink, he took in the spacious office. “I should go into some kind of private business. Here you are, the middle of the afternoon, feet up, reading, no work in sight. Your life is far better than mine.”

“That’s because I’m a better person than you are. But I might point out that you are here, too, in the very same place as me, working about as hard, and drinking my good tea for free on top of it all. Qualitatively, there isn’t much between our relative experiences at this particular moment, and one could argue that your life is in some respects as good as mine.”

“If one lived to argue.” Glitsky got to the armchair in front of Hardy’s desk and settled in. “I still want a better office.” He blew on the tea again. “Okay,” he said, “why do we need to be Masons?”

“Ha!” Hardy’s feet flew off the desk as he came forward. “I knew you’d ask.”

Glitsky gave him the dead eye. “If I didn’t ask, we’d never leave it. So why?”

Hardy opened the book to the place he’d marked. “Because if we stayed at it long enough, you could get to be the Sovereign Grand Inspector General, and I could be either Prince of the Tabernacle or Chevalier of the Brazen Serpent.” He paused a moment, frowned. “Eitherway, though, you’d outrank me, so that couldn’t be right.”

“How long would all this take?” Glitsky asked.

Hardy nodded ambiguously. “You’re right,” he said, and closed the book with a flourish. “So what brings your sunny personality here today? What did the mayor want?”

Glitsky brought him up-to-date, keeping the punch line for last. “The original inspecting officer – the one I’m supposed to work with or replace – is Dan Cuneo.”

Hardy’s expression hardened, his head canted to one side. “So replace him.”

“That’s not a good idea. He’d see something personal in it.”

“He’d be right.”

“My point, exactly. Can’t replace him.”

Hardy drew in a breath, then let it out. “These past couple of years, I kept hoping to hear he’d been busted out of homicide.”

“Not happening. If you’re a certain type of cop, homicide’s a terminal appointment.”

“Not for you it wasn’t.”

“No. But unlike Cuneo, I’m born for greatness.” The banter fell flat, though, and Glitsky’s face reassumed its natural scowl.

“I don’t like him anywhere near either of us,” Hardy said after a short silence.

“Do tell. Me? I’m thrilled.”

Getting up, crossing to the Sutter Street window, Hardy pulled the shades apart and looked down through them. “And you’ve got to work with him?”

“I don’t see how I can avoid it.”

Hardy kept staring out, down at the street. “You can’t say a word, Abe. Not one word.”

“Oh really?” A hint of anger, or frustration, breaking through.

“Hey.” Hardy, catching the tone, spun around. “You work with a guy every day, you know he suspects you of something – I don’t care what it is – you might get so you want to get along, try to make him understand.”

“Sure, that’s what I’ll do. I’ll say, ‘Uh, Dan, about the Gerson thing . . .’” Lieutenant Barry Gerson had been Cuneo’s boss, and he’d been killed at a shoot-out in the course of trying to arrest one of Hardy’s clients. In the aftermath, Cuneo pushed for an investigation into the role that Hardy and Glitsky had played in Gerson’s death.

“I’m just saying . . .”

“I know. That I’ll be tempted to reason with him, tell him Gerson was dirty and it was pure self-defense, we had no choice.” He shook his head at the absurdity of the idea. “You have my word I won’t go there.”

Hardy came back and boosted himself onto his desk. “Even if you don’t, though, you’re back on his radar. He might remember what he forgot to keep up on.”

“Forget nothing. There wasn’t any evidence, thank God, and he got ordered off.”

“I remember, but he needs to stay off. For both our sakes. And working with you is going to bring up old memories. That’s all I’m saying.”

“I was aware of that even before I came in here, believe it or not. If you have any ideas, I’m listening, but otherwise the mayor’s ordered me to work with the guy. What do you want me to do, quit?”

Hardy brightened. “It’s a thought.”

“Great. Let me just borrow your phone and I’ll call Treya and let her know.” He stood up and went to pull some darts from the board. Turning back with them, he shrugged. “I’ve kept a close eye on him, as you might guess. The plain fact – and good news for us – is that he’s careless and sloppy. This morning’s an example. He’s at Hanover’s fifteen minutes and tells the press it’s murder/suicide.”

“So it’s not?”

“I don’t know. I’ve got a couple of questions. I don’t see Hanover burning down his house, for one big one. He just shoots the woman, stands there a minute, then does himself, okay, that flies. But Becker, the arson inspector out there, he says it looks like he did her, then in no particular order after that poured gasoline on her, wadded up a bunch of newspapers, and opened the lower-floor windows and at least one in the back on the top floor for ventilation. After all that, he goes back to where she’s lying in the lobby, starts the fire, then shoots himself.”

“That does sound complicated,” Hardy said.

Glitsky nodded. “At least. Did you know him?”

“Hanover? Slightly, to look at. I met him a couple of times, but never faced him in court. I can’t say he made a huge impression.”

“Kathy West wouldn’t agree.”

Hardy broke a small grin. “He gave Kathy West a lot of money, Abe. If he gave me a lot of money, I’d remember him better, too.” Pushing himself off his desk, he took the darts from Glitsky, threw one of them. “You know, here’s a real idea, and you won’t have to quit. Use the opportunity to mend fences with Cuneo. He tells the media it looks like a murder/suicide, you back him up, say he did a fine job. Everybody wins.”

“Everybody but Kathy. But that’s what I will do if that’s what it turns out to be. In the meantime, Cuneo’s going to resent me being involved at all, I guarantee it. That’s my real problem. It’s going to look like I’m checking up on his work.”

“That’s what you are doing.”

Glitsky sat back down, elbows on his knees, hung his head and shook it from side to side. Finally, he looked back up. “I’ve got to talk to him,” he said.
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Glitsky got Cuneo’s extension at work and, calling from his car phone, left a message that they needed to talk. He was going to make every effort to be both conciliatory and cooperative. They would be in this investigation together, and would share information both with each other and with the arson inspectors – a mini task force. But Cuneo wasn’t scheduled to be back on duty until six o’clock. And Glitsky, who preferred murder investigations to all other forms of police work, thought he might spend some useful time long before that with the city’s medical examiner.

John Strout worked on the ground floor behind the Hall of Justice, in the morgue and its accompanying rooms. When Glitsky got there, somebody in the outer office buzzed him inside and he crossed through the clerical desks and knocked at Strout’s door. Getting no answer, he turned the knob, stuck his head in.

Behind him, one of the clerks said, “He’s probably in the cold room.”

Glitsky nodded his acknowledgment and kept going, closing the door behind him. The office was good-sized by city bureaucratic standards, perhaps twenty by thirty feet, with a large, wide window facing the freeway on the end behind Strout’s desk. During his dozen years as head of the homicide detail, Glitsky would have occasion to come down here several times a month – certainly at least once a week. But now, struck by an unfamiliar clutter, he stopped in the middle of the office and suddenly realized that it had probably been close to five years since he’d set foot down here. Or since he’d had any substantive discussion with the good doctor.

In the interim, he noticed, Strout had continued to indulge his proclivity for the bizarre, if not to say macabre. He’d always kept a couple of shelves of unusual murder weapons – a bayonet, two different fire pokers, a baseball bat, an impact shotgun intended for sharks – and medieval torture implements out on display. But now he’d acquired what looked to Glitsky like a small museum. The centerpiece was an ancient garroting chair – complete with its red silk scarf for ease of strangulation (or maximum pain) hanging from the beam in the back – that he’d given pride of place directly in front of his desk. A large glass-enclosed case featured an impressive collection of knives and other cutting and slashing implements, brass knuckles and spiked gloves. One whole side of his desk was covered with hand grenades and other apparent incendiary and explosive devices of different design and vintage. Strout had the obligatory skeleton, of course, but instead of its old place standing next to the morgue cold room entrance, the bones now sat in an easy chair, legs crossed comfortably, apparently enjoying a volume of the Compendium of Drug Therapy.

Suddenly the door to the cold room opened. Strout, long and lean, still in his white lab coat, albeit smudged with black and reddish brown, broke a genuine smile. “Doctuh Glitsky.” He spoke with a familiar baritone drawl, bending from the waist in a courtly bow. “It’s been a hound’s age.”

Glitsky extended a hand. “How are you, John?”

“Old and in the way, if you must know. But if they’re fool enough to let me keep on doing what I do down here, I’m fool enough to let ’em.” Strout was a few years on the other side of retirement age, but showed little sign of slowing. He looked Glitsky up and down. “But God, man, y’all are looking fit. Anybody tell you you’re supposed to start showing your age sometime? It’s like to give the rest of us a bad name.”

“I’ve got a new young wife, John. If I get to looking old, she’ll leave me, and then I’d have to go and kill her.”

“Well, wouldn’t want that. So what can I do for you? I’m assuming this isn’t strictly a social visit.”

“I’m doing some work on the fire last night.”

“Paul Hanover?”

“It is him, then?”

Strout took a second, then nodded. “Odds are. Wallet says he was. I can’t tell from the body itself, and nobody else could neither, but I’ve already called his dentist and we’ll know for sure by the end of the day.” He went over to his desk, brushed some grenades out of the way and leaned against it.

Glitsky sat on the garrote.

“You want,” Strout said, “you can move Chester.” He pointed to the skeleton. “He’s got the comfortable seat.”

“This is fine,” Glitsky said. “What about the woman?”

Strout folded his arms, lifted his shoulders. “First, it definitely was a woman. I couldn’t be sure ’til I got her on the table. Crisped up terrible.”

“That’s what I heard. Gasoline?”

“Something hot. If they think it’s gas, I believe ’em. From the damage, my guess is she was on fire a good ten, fifteen minutes longer than Hanover.”

“And any ID on her?”

Strout shook his head. “Nothin’ on the body. Nothin’ under the body. Some witness said it might be Hanover’s girlfriend . . .” He turned and started to sort through a wire basket full of paper on the desk next to him.

Glitsky beat him to the name. “Missy D’Amiens.”

“Yeah, that’s it. Lived with him, right?”

“That’s what I hear. Evidently they were having problems, though. She was remodeling the place, spending too much money.”

“Remodeling. Well, that explains it.” Strout let out a brief chuckle. “Closest my wife and me ever came to splittin’ up. We redid a couple of rooms in the house back maybe ten years ago. S’posed to take two months. Went on over a year. Finally, I just moved down here— slept in Chester’s spot there ’til it was finally over. If I’d stayed around, I mighta killed her, too. After I killed the contractor, of course. Son of a bitch.”

“So that’s your take, John? Hanover killed her?”

“No, no, no. I got no take on that, Abe. All I can tell you is they both died of gunshot wounds to the head.”

“Any indication of who shot who? If it was either one of them at all.”

“I’d say the man.”

“Why’s that?”

“The entry wound on the woman was high occipital . . .” Catching himself, he continued in layman’s English. “High up on the very back. She didn’t shoot herself back up there.”

“What about the man?”

“Just over the right ear. Good a spot as any.”

Glitsky sat still for a moment, elbows on his knees. The mayor wasn’t going to like this news. “Could it have been somebody else?”

“Sure. But no way for me to tell. They would have had to have got out in a hurry, but nothin’ on the bodies rules that out.”

Glitsky nodded. “And I’m assuming you’re getting dentals on the woman, too.”

“Well, we got the teeth. Problem is, we don’t know who her dentist was.”

“It’s funny you should ask that.”

Catherine Hanover said that he hadn’t awakened her with the phone call, but he wasn’t sure he believed her. When he’d identified himself and asked her permission to record the call as soon as she picked up, her voice sounded hoarse, slightly groggy. Now she cleared her throat again before continuing.

“We both had the same dentist, Dr. Yamashiru. His first name is Toshio.” She spelled both names out. “On Webster, between Union and Green. She had some problems with her teeth and didn’t know anyone locally, so she asked me who I went to.”

“So you two were close?”

“No, not really. I was the body standing nearest to her when the question came up.”

“So where did she come from before here?”

“That was always a little vague. She had a French accent, but she spoke English very well. But where she came from didn’t matter. She had him wrapped . . . I’m sorry. What did you say your name was?”

“Glitsky. Deputy Chief Glitsky. I’m working this case with Dan Cuneo, whom I believe you met last night.”

“Yes, I remember him.”

Glitsky found the response slightly off-key. “Did you have a problem with Inspector Cuneo?”

“No, not really. I told him I thought it was Missy and Paul in there.”

“And about the renovation?”

“Yes.” The stress in the voice was clear now. Something about Cuneo’s interview with her had been troubling. “That, too,” she said.

“That they were having some troubles?”

“Yes.”

“About the money she spent?”

Another small silence. Then, “I’m sorry, Inspector, but did you say you’d talked to Inspector Cuneo, too?”

“No, not yet. I’ve got a call in to him, but the arson inspector gave me your name and I had some questions I wanted to go over. Inspector Cuneo will be back on tonight if you’d be more comfortable talking with him.”

“No!”

Glitsky imagined her jumping in alarm at the suggestion.

She covered her reaction with a brush of nervous laughter. “I mean, no. I don’t care who I talk to. If I’ve got any information you might need, ask away.”

“All right. You told Inspector Cuneo that Mr. Hanover and Missy had been fighting over the amount she’d spent on renovations to his house. Is that right?”

“Yes. It was obscene, really. Something like a million dollars. But that was Missy, although she fooled us at first. Well, tried to.”

“Fooled you in what way?”

“In the way that attractive younger women fool older men.”

“You’re saying that she was after your father-in-law’s money?”

“Not just after it. She got a lot of it, Inspector. You should have seen the engagement ring. The hundred-thousand-dollar trophy rock, we called it. I mean, it was just way over the top. And that didn’t include the clothes and the car and . . .”

“But obviously Mr. Hanover gave her all this willingly.”

“Oh yes. According to him, she was always wonderful to him. Sweet, loving, understanding. Although you should have seen her when Mary – my sister-in-law?— mentioned that maybe she was going a little overboard on the house.” Catherine Hanover paused. “Oh, listen to me. You know, I really don’t want to speak ill of the dead, but it was so obvious that she was a gold digger – very subtle and very patient – although Paul wouldn’t even hear of that, of course. We couldn’t even bring up that he might at least consider that possibility, get a prenup, something. But he wouldn’t go there. He loved her. She was the love of his life, and he was just so blessed that he’d found her. Pardon me, but puke.”

“So you didn’t believe her?”

“None of us did.”

“And who’s that, all of you?”

“The family. Paul’s daughters, Mary and Beth, my husband, Will. The kids.”

Taking the opportunity to get some details on the extended family, Glitsky wrote down names, addresses and telephone numbers. “But none of them came to the fire last night?”

“None of them knew about it until today, or way late. When I got back, maybe one o’clock, I called Mary and Beth but got their machines. My husband has been on a fishing trip off the coast of Mexico for the past three days – I still haven’t gotten to him, though he’s due back in tomorrow. He’s going to be devastated about his father, although maybe a bit relieved at the same time.”

Glitsky, speaking on his office telephone, shifted his weight to get more comfortable. Catherine Hanover was turning out to be the often sought but rarely encountered mother lode of witnesses, effortlessly providing him with facts, people, rumor and innuendo, context. “Why would he be relieved?” he asked.

“Well, I don’t mean really relieved. That might be too strong. But it’s no secret that we were all of us a little concerned about what would happen after Missy and Paul actually got married. I mean, Will is an architect and we do all right, but none of us have had Paul’s incredible financial success.”

“You were counting on an inheritance?”

“That sounds so cold-blooded. I don’t know if saying we were counting on it is really accurate – we all loved Paul and wanted him to live forever – but let’s face it, he was worth a fortune. That money had been sitting there as a possibility for us for so long, let’s just say that it was a bit of an adjustment after he started talking about marrying Missy, thinking it wouldn’t be there anymore. And now, suddenly, here it is again. This sounds so terrible, doesn’t it? I never even thought about the money until this morning, really, but then once I realized . . .” She stopped, sighed into the receiver. “It’s terrible to talk like this,” she said. “I’m sorry.”
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