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  Saturday, June 22, 2002




  Lilly Cunningham looked up. I melted. She was twenty-nine years old, with pale blue eyes to get lost in. Her blond, curly hair would make any man want to touch it. Her strong

  forehead predicted intelligence and was perfectly balanced by the gentle slope of her nose. Then there were her full lips, dimples in her cheeks, her long, slender neck. A simple gold cross on a

  delicate chain pointed toward the curves of her chest and abdomen, rising and falling under a white sheet.




  Part of me wanted to let my attention linger on Lilly’s beauty, but the bigger part of me loves truth, which is almost always about something ugly. My eyes moved to her exposed thigh.




  The flesh was inflamed from groin to knee. The skin had broken down in places, spreading like wet parchment, weeping pinkish fluid. Two serpentine black lines, in Magic Marker, each running

  twelve or fourteen inches through the muck, showed where her surgeon would make incisions to promote drainage.




  A war was being fought. Battle lines had been drawn.




  “I don’t believe we’ve met,” Lilly said, her voice straining.




  “Dr. Clevenger,” I said, still focused on her thigh. I stayed several feet from the bed, which is my habit when first seeing patients.




  “Hmm. Shaved head, jeans, cowboy boots. You don’t look like any doctor I’ve ever seen. Certainly not at Mass General.”




  I met her gaze. “What do I look like?”




  She worked at a smile. “I don’t know. An artist, maybe . . . or a bartender.” She laughed, but weakly. “You have a first name?”




  “Frank.”




  “Okay, then, Dr. Frank Clevenger. What’s your line? Surgery? Internal medicine? Infectious disease?”




  “I’m a psychiatrist.”




  She shook her head and turned toward the wall. “This is un-fucking believable.”




  I stood there a few moments, staring through the tangle of IV tubing that dripped amphotericin and vancomycin into Lilly’s subclavian vein. A window just beyond the hanging bottles looked

  onto Boston’s Charles River at dusk, its waters blue-gray and utterly still. I tried again. “Do you mind if I ask a few questions?”




  “You can do whatever you want. I don’t care.”




  I heard a fusion of anger and surrender in her voice. And I sensed something more in the way she half-whispered, half-swallowed the word care. A hint of seductiveness. Her tone made me

  imagine that I could, quite literally, do whatever I wanted to her. I took a mental note of that feeling, wondering whether she provoked it in others—and why. I stepped closer to the bed.

  “Do you know why your doctors asked me to see you?”




  “Probably because they keep screwing up,” she complained, shaking her head and exhaling in exasperation. “They can’t figure out what’s wrong with me, so

  they’re calling me crazy.”




  That was half right. Her doctors were calling her crazy, but they had figured out exactly what was wrong with her—at least, physically.




  Drake Slattery, chief of the internal medicine department, had filled me in. He is a lumberjack of a man who wrestled for Duke, and the muscles of his crossed arms had begun to ripple as he

  spoke. “She presented about four months ago, fresh from her honeymoon on St. Bart’s. Mild fever, red blotch on her thigh. I’m figuring some tropical insect took a bite out of her,

  left her with a little cellulitis. Nothing to write home about. Like an idiot, though, I trash my whole schedule to get her worked up and started on antibiotics right away.”




  “Is she that pretty?” I had asked.




  He looked offended. “Professional courtesy; she’s a nurse over at Brigham & Women’s.”




  “Fair enough.”




  “And she happens to be gorgeous.”




  I smiled.




  “So I dose her up on ampicillin, which seems to work,” he said. “But then, two weeks later, she’s back in the emergency room. The leg is puffed up twice normal size. She

  says she feels like someone’s jamming a red-hot knife into her thigh. And she’s running a fever of 103.” His arms started rippling, again. “The ampicillin doesn’t seem

  to cut it anymore, so I add a chaser of Rocephin. And the swelling goes down pretty quickly. All’s well that ends well, right? Sometimes you have to go after the bugs with bigger

  guns.”




  Slattery was an avid hunter, which made it hard for me to like him, despite his rare combination of genius and dry wit. “You’re the shooter,” I said.




  He winked. “Five days later, she’s down in the ER again, bigger and redder than ever. Shaking like a leaf. Fever of 105. Now I’m worried. I don’t know what to think.

  Lymphatic obstruction from a malignancy? Sarcoidosis? I even wondered about some weird presentation of AIDS. I never guessed what was really going on.”




  Over the next few months, Slattery admitted Lilly to Mass General four times, treating her with a dozen different antifungal and antibiotic agents. Some seemed successful, dropping her white

  blood cell count and stopping the chills and sweats that plagued her. But, inevitably, she would return to the emergency room within days, infected and feverish again.




  A CAT scan of her leg showed no tumor. A bone scan revealed no osteomyelitis. Repeated blood cultures failed to turn up any offending bacterium. So Slattery finally had a surgeon biopsy the

  semitendinous and biceps femoris muscles of Lilly’s leg. He forwarded the tissue samples to the bacteriology laboratory of the National Institute of Infectious Disease in Bethesda, Maryland.

  The report came in a week later: Pseudomonas fluorescens, a pathogen generally found in soil.




  “We gave her husband the news first,” Slattery had told me. “He broke down and admitted he’d found a frigging syringe caked with mud at the back of one of her drawers.

  Wrapped in a pair of her panties.”




  That image turned my skin to gooseflesh.




  “Here we are busting our asses trying to keep this mental case from losing her leg,” Slattery went on, “and it turns out she’s been injecting herself with

  dirt.”




  “That might say something about how she sees herself,” I said.




  “To you, maybe. To me, it says she has no business being in the hospital. She’s stealing—my time, not to mention the hospital’s resources.”




  “I’d bet this case is all about stealing. But the key is to figure out what was stolen from her.”




  “You’re the poet,” Slattery had said wryly. “That’s why I called you in.”




  I looked at Lilly lying in bed, still facing the wall. The technical term for her condition was Munchausen syndrome, intentionally creating physical symptoms in order to get attention from

  doctors. The name derives from Baron Karl Friedrich von Münchausen, a Paul Bunyan–like storyteller. Research studies have shown that a high percentage of patients with the disorder have,

  like Lilly, worked in the health care field.




  Many patients with Munchausen syndrome were also hospitalized when they were children. One theory is that they faced terrible abuse at home and were so relieved by the kindness shown them by

  doctors that they came to associate being sick with being safe. As adults they became dependent on using the sick role to numb their underlying emotional pain and keep distressing memories from

  surfacing—the same way drug addicts use heroin.




  To treat Munchausen’s, a psychiatrist must coax the patient to confront the original psychological trauma he or she has repressed. If that sounds simple, it isn’t. People with

  Munchausen’s will generally flee treatment to avoid any exploration of their underlying problems.




  Trying to get Lilly to admit she had caused the infection would just make her shut down. The important thing was to let her know I understood that she was infected. Only one of the

  pathogens lived in dirt. The other—more toxic and invasive—lived in the remote recesses of her unconscious.




  I pulled an armchair to the edge of the bed and sat down. “No one doubts that you’re ill,” I said. “Dr. Slattery least of all. He told me the infection is very

  severe.”




  Lilly didn’t move.




  I decided to tempt her by bending the professional boundary between us, offering her a little of the physicianly warmth she craved. I reached out and touched one of the black lines her surgeon

  had drawn on her thigh. “Stress affects the immune system. That’s a fact.”




  Still no response.




  I moved my hand to Lilly’s hip and let it linger. “As a nurse, I would think you’d agree.”




  She rolled onto her back. If I hadn’t moved my hand, it would have traveled to the lowest part of her abdomen. “Look, I’m sorry I jumped down your throat,” she said,

  staring up at the ceiling. “I’m worn out. There’s been one doctor in here after another. Medication after medication. I don’t think I’ve been home five days in a row,

  between admissions.” She let out a long breath. “Not exactly an extended honeymoon.”




  “You’re newly married,” I said. “I read that in your chart.”




  “I guess my life’s just an open book,” she said.




  “I would guess you’re as far from an open book as they come.”




  She looked at me.




  “How long ago did you marry?” I asked.




  “Four months.”




  “Is it everything you expected?”




  She stiffened, maybe because I sounded too remote, too analytic, too much the psychiatrist come to diagnose her.




  I offered up another bend in the doctor-patient boundary. “I’ve never tried the marriage thing myself.”




  “No?”




  “Engaged once. It didn’t work out.”




  “What happened?”




  I pictured Kathy the last time I had seen her, in her room on a locked psychiatric unit at Austin Grate Hospital. “She wasn’t well,” I said. “I tried to be her husband

  and her doctor. I made a mess of both.”




  “I’m sorry,” she said.




  “Me, too.”




  Lilly relaxed visibly. “Paul’s been a dream. He’s been so understanding about this whole thing. About everything.”




  “Everything . . .”




  She blushed like a schoolgirl. “We didn’t have much time to be, you know . . .”




  I shrugged and shook my head, even though I did know.




  “Well, time to be”—she giggled—“newlyweds.”




  “Did you have any time at all?”




  “The problem with my leg started right after we left for St. Barth. We ended up flying home early.”




  “But he understood.”




  “He’s never pressured me,” she said. “He’s a very patient man. He reminds me of my grandfather that way. I think that’s the reason I fell in love with

  him.”




  Sometimes a voice speaks at the back of my mind as I talk with patients. It is my voice, but it comes from a part of me over which I do not have complete control—a part that listens

  between the lines, even my own lines, then plays back what has gone unspoken. “Sex, pain, grandfather. When making love feels like being injected with dirt, you cut the honeymoon short

  and head for the hospital.”




  “Tell me about him,” I said, wanting to let her decide which man to talk about.




  “Grandpa?”




  I just smiled.




  “He’s quiet and strong. Very religious.” She paused. “My father died when I was six. My mother and I moved in with my grandparents.”




  “Are they still living?”




  “Thankfully,” she said.




  “Do they know about the trouble you’re having?”




  She shook her head. “I haven’t told anyone in my family.”




  “Not even your mother?”




  “No.”




  I felt as though I had found a path into Lilly’s psyche. I could speak of the infection in her leg as a metaphor for her childhood trauma. “Keeping a secret—especially a big

  one, like this—can add to your level of stress,” I said.




  “My grandparents are old now. And my mother’s got her own problems to worry about. I don’t want to burden them.”




  “But they care about you, and you’re in pain.”




  “I can handle it,” she said.




  “After you’ve lost your father,” the voice at the back of my mind said, “you don’t risk losing your grandfather, no matter what it costs to keep him

  close. Even if it costs you your innocence. Or your leg.”




  I kept speaking in metaphor. “It could be a long haul, getting to the bottom of this infection. You might want someone you can open up to. Someone outside your family.” I glanced at

  the skin of her thigh where it stretched, tight and shiny, over the inflamed tissues below. “To release some of the pressure.”




  “They do the incision and drainage tomorrow afternoon,” she said.




  “Otherwise the infection has nowhere to go but deeper.”




  She gazed down at her leg. “I guess it’s going to look pretty ugly once they open it up.”




  “I’ve seen . . . and heard . . . just about everything,” I said.




  She studied the leg a few seconds longer, then looked at me.




  “If it’s okay with you, I’ll stop by after the procedure.”




  She nodded.




  “Good.” I squeezed her hand, stood up, then headed for the door.




  That’s what a little victory in psychiatry looks like. You slip into the shadows, dodging the mind’s defense mechanisms, glad enough to take a half-step toward the truth. Behind the

  next word or the next glance may lurk the demon you seek, all in flames, desperate to be held, but set to flee.




  As I left Lilly’s room I caught the “-venger” part of my name being paged overhead. I stopped at the nurses’ station, picked up the phone, and dialed the hospital

  operator. “Frank Clevenger,” I said.




  “Outside call, Doctor. Hold on.”




  There was dead air, then a deep voice said, “Hello?”




  Even after two years I recognized North Anderson’s baritone. He was a forty-two-year-old police officer from Baltimore, a black man as intimate with the dark city streets as with the veins

  coursing through his perfectly muscled, weight trainer’s body. We had become fast friends working the forensic case I had sworn would be my last. Plumbing the minds of murderers had finally

  worn my own psyche paper-thin. “It’s been too long,” I said.




  “I would have called sooner, but . . .”




  But we reminded each other of carnage. We reminded one another of Trevor Lucas, a plastic surgeon gone mad who had taken over a locked psychiatric unit, performing grisly surgeries, including

  amputations, on select patients and staff. Before we could convince him to surrender, which only happened after I went onto that locked unit with him, he harvested a grotesque sampling of body

  parts that still floated through my nightmares. Anderson couldn’t be sleeping any better himself. “You don’t need to explain,” I said.




  A few seconds passed. “You’ll never guess where I’m working now.”




  Anderson was as tough and streetwise a cop as I’d ever met. “Gang unit?”




  “Not even close.”




  “Vice Squad,” I said.




  “Nantucket,” he said.




  “Nantucket?”




  “You remember how I like the ocean,” he said. “They advertised for a chief of police; I sent in a résumé. Been here sixteen months. I actually sailed

  North’s Star up here myself.”




  North’s Star was Anderson’s thirty-two-foot Catalina sloop, one of the loves of his life. The only greater ones were his wife, Tina, and his daughter, Kristie.




  “I figure I did my time on the front lines, you know?” he said.




  I knew. All too well. Anderson had retreated to an island. I had retreated to the halls of Harvard medicine. “You did more than your share,” I said.




  He cleared his throat. “I could use your help.”




  His tone made me wonder whether he was battling a depression of his own. “I’ll do anything I can. What’s up?”




  “The Bishop family,” he said, as if that would explain everything.




  “Who are they?”




  “Darwin Bishop.”




  “Never heard of him,” I said.




  “The billionaire? Consolidated Minerals & Metals—CMM? It’s publicly traded.”




  “Hey, you may live in that world now, but I don’t hang in Nantucket,” I said. “And I don’t play the market. I always liked the track better.”




  “They made national news last night,” he prompted.




  “I try to stay away from the news, too.”




  Anderson got to the point. “One of his little twin girls was found dead in her crib. Five months old.”




  I closed my eyes and leaned against the wall. I had worked with other families stricken by SIDS, an unpredictable condition that cuts off breathing in infants, taking them in their sleep.

  “Sudden infant death syndrome,” I said.




  “Maybe . . . We’re not so sure. There are two older, adopted sons in the family—sixteen and seventeen years old. The younger one has a history of violence. Really ugly stuff,

  including strangling a few neighborhood cats.”




  I knew where the discussion was headed. And I knew that Trevor Lucas had left me without the heart to go there. “I don’t do forensic work anymore,” I said.




  “So I hear. The chief back in Baltimore said he tried you once or twice,” he said.




  “Four times.”




  “Can’t blame him. You have a gift.”




  “That’s one way to look at it,” I said.




  “I’m not expecting an investigation,” he said, “just an evaluation.”




  “The answer is still no.”




  “I’ll sign a purchase order for whatever you think is fair.”




  “Christ, North, you know it’s not about the money.”




  “Look,” he said, “the D.A. here is leaning on me. He wants the younger brother arrested and charged with murder. He’ll try him as an adult and aim for life in prison, no

  parole.”




  Few things outrage me more than a judicial system that bends chronology in service to vengeance, and Anderson knew it. I stayed silent.




  “He’s only sixteen,” Anderson went on. “The Bishops adopted him from a Russian orphanage at six. Who knows what kind of hell he went through before that?”




  “I’ve got my work cut out for me right here,” I said, half to remind myself.




  “I don’t want to push you, but there’s something that bothers me about this family—especially the way the father laid out a red carpet for me to question his son.

  You’re the best I’ve . . .”




  “I’m trying to stay focused.” I was also trying to stay sober, not to mention sane. “Why don’t you call Ken Sklar or Bob Caggiano at North Shore Medical Center?

  They work with Judith David. You know the group. They’re world class.”




  “One interview with the boy,” he pressed. “That’s all I’m asking.”




  I didn’t want to let Anderson down. But I didn’t know how far into darkness I could walk without losing my way forever. “If you want me to call Sklar myself and ask him the

  favor, I will.”




  “I want you.”




  “No,” I said, “you want part of me I left behind two years ago, the part Trevor Lucas took.” I didn’t give him the chance to respond. “Listen, I got to finish

  up rounds.”




  “Frank . . .”




  “I’ll give you a call some time.” I laid the receiver back in its cradle.
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  I drove my black Ford F-150 truck out of the Mass General parking garage, took a right onto Storrow Drive, and headed toward the Tobin Bridge to Chelsea and East Boston. I

  wanted to chase North Anderson and the Bishops out of my thoughts, to keep my distance from death. That used to mean half a bottle of scotch and a gram of cocaine, but I knew I would have to settle

  for my ritual coffee at Café Positano, an unexpected collage of mahogany, marble, and brass in the middle of a run-down row of storefronts, sandwiched between a discount packie and a variety

  store.




  I pulled up in front of the place, went inside, and stepped up to the espresso bar. Mario Graziani, a broad-shouldered, perpetually tanned, fifty-something-year-old, who wore a tattoo of the

  Colosseum on his forearm, was bantering in Italian with the bricklayers and bookmakers and judges who were his regulars. Without my asking him to, he steamed my milk to a cottony froth, spooned it

  over a couple ounces of ink-black espresso, and dusted the top with cinnamon. He slid the mug across the bar. “Qualcuna ti vuole,” he said, nodding discreetly over my

  shoulder.




  I had picked up a bit of Italian about five years before, treating an eighty-four-year-old Sicilian man with Alzheimer’s disease. His name was Maurizio Riccio, and his cortex was so full

  of the tangled neurons of dementia that he had become unshakably convinced he was back in Sicily with his teenage sweetheart. This break with reality was distressing to his children, who wanted

  their father to know for sure that he wasn’t nineteen and frolicking in the Mediterranean, that he was slowly wasting away from prostate cancer, in the Cohen, Florence, Levine Assisted Living

  Center, right in Chelsea. They insisted I prescribe him an antipsychotic like Thorazine. I refused, and they took his case away from me. I held on to what I’d learned of his

  language—and what I’d learned from him about the agelessness of the human soul.




  Qualcuna ti vuole—Someone wants you. I lighted a cigarette, sipped my coffee, then turned slowly and glimpsed Justine Franza sitting alone toward the back of the place, reading a

  book. She was resting her head on her palm, her elbow on the table, so that her long, golden hair hung to one side, like a curtain. She was a thirty-two-year-old, upper-crust Brazilian photographer

  touring the United States. I had met her the night before when she’d come in with a few friends. We’d spent twenty minutes talking about the Amazon and Rio de Janeiro and the seaside

  resort town of Buzios, all of it a pleasant enough cover for what I really had to say. If I were alone with you on the beach in Rio or in a cliffside cottage in Buzios or down the street in my

  loft . . .




  “Molto bella, no?” Mario purred.




  I drank enough of my coffee to be able to walk with the mug, then started toward her table.




  “Clevenger!” someone shouted.




  I stopped and turned toward the door.




  Carl Rossetti, a local defense attorney who looked more like a drug dealer, bounded in. He had straight, jet-black hair to the small of his back, gold bracelets on both wrists, earrings in both

  ears. He also had one of the sharpest legal minds in or around Boston. “You think you could analyze me, doc?” he announced. “Let me tell you: You ain’t got that

  kind of time.”




  Men and women seated at the tables around me looked up at him. He threw waves and smiles back at them.




  I had analyzed Rossetti, but he could count on my never telling a soul.




  He walked up to me, kept shifting foot-to-foot, as if still on the move. “How about that adopted lunatic on Nantucket?”




  My heart sank.




  “I guess he’s some piece of work. Strangled a couple cats around the island a year or so back. Nearly burned down the Bishop estate. And he’s got a history of breaking and

  entering every place within walking distance.” He grinned. “From Russia with love, huh?”




  “The way I heard it,” I said, “nobody has any idea whether he’s involved. They haven’t ruled out sudden infant death syndrome.”




  “C’mon. The kid’s got the whole profile. What odds you want to give me he’s a bedwetter?”




  Rossetti was referring to the triad of bedwetting, fire setting, and cruelty to animals typical of budding psychopaths.




  “He’s a juvenile,” I said. “And he hasn’t been charged. Who’s leaking his life story?”




  “Who else? Harrigan—the D.A. This case is a rocket ship, and he knows it. He could ride the publicity right to the Attorney General’s office.”




  “So I heard.”




  He put a hand on my shoulder, looked at the floor. “Listen,” he whispered, “if I wanted to come in for a tune-up, like . . . You know, no major overhaul. I’m basically

  good. A couple sessions, maybe. That kind of thing.”




  “No problem,” I said automatically. I was having trouble dragging my mind away from Nantucket.




  He dropped his voice even lower. “I don’t want to ask any special favors. But I know you been some of the same places I been in life, and I don’t want to go there no more, if

  you get what I’m saying.”




  “Give me a call. We’ll set something up right away.” Out of the corner of my eye I noticed Justine watching us. She noticed me noticing her and went back to reading her

  book.




  Rossetti slapped me on the shoulder, took a couple steps back. “You look friggin’ fantastic,” he half-shouted. “Still got the bike?”




  We’d taken our Harleys to the White Mountains after our last session. I nodded.




  “They’ll throw mine in the box with me, Doc, ’cause I’m ridin’ till the light turns red for good.” He pointed at my head, winked. “What about one of

  them weaves? They’re good now. You can hardly tell.” He started toward the bar, where Mario, no doubt, was already steaming his milk.




  I walked the rest of the way to Justine. She was reading Angela’s Ashes. “Light reading?” I said.




  She lowered the book. “So sad, Frank. What they went through.” She pulled out a chair.




  I sat down. Her olive skin, full lips, and deep brown eyes steadied me. Something ugly inside me has always retreated in the face of feminine beauty.




  “You look tense. What is the matter?” she asked.




  “Rough day,” I said, and left it at that.




  “What? What was rough?”




  I’m used to asking the questions. Answering for a change felt uncomfortable and inviting at the same time. I pointed at her book. “People. Their suffering. Knowing what you can do

  for them, and what you can’t.”




  “Yes,” she said. The look in her eyes made me feel she might actually understand. “This has to be very difficult.” She drank the last of her coffee. “For me this

  would be too much.”




  I motioned to Mario for a refill, took a drag off my cigarette. “Why do you think that?”




  “I could not keep myself . . . how do you say? . . . apart from it.”




  “I’ve got the same trouble.”




  Justine used the tip of her finger to steal a bit of the froth off my coffee, licked it away. “But you see patients even knowing this. You don’t worry for yourself?”




  “Every day.”




  A few seconds of silence passed. “My day,” she said, “was mostly thinking of you.”




  The last of the tightness in my jaw and neck melted away. I took her hand and felt my pulse slow.




  I took her home. My place. A nineteen-hundred-square-foot Chelsea loft with floor-to-ceiling windows looking out on the steel skeleton of the Tobin Bridge as it arches into

  Boston. The building had been constructed as a factory when the Industrial Revolution transformed Chelsea from farmland and summer homes to coal yards and textile mills. It had stood through two

  fires that burned most of the city to the ground, in 1908 and 1973. It had stood as the city welcomed wave upon wave of immigrants—the Irish speaking Gaelic, Russian Jews escaping

  anti-Semitism, Italians, Poles, Puerto Ricans, Vietnamese, Cambodians, El Salvadorians, Guatemalans, Serbs.




  My view was as raw and beautiful as a heavyweight bout. In the foreground: triple deckers, smokestacks, tugboats driving full throttle against the massive hulls of oil tankers on the Mystic

  River. In the distance: the shimmering skyline of Boston’s financial district.




  Justine, elegant and slim in tight black cigarette pants and a fitted black sleeveless shirt, stood facing one of the windows as I poured her a Merlot and myself a Perrier.




  “Cheers,” I said, handing her the glass.




  She noticed I wasn’t joining her. “No wine?”




  “I can’t drink.” I paused. “Actually, I can drink more than anybody I know. I just can’t stop.”




  “Why not?”




  “Why not what?”




  “Why can’t you stop?”




  For a moment I thought we were separated by a language barrier, that she wasn’t getting the fact that I was in recovery from alcohol, among other things. But then she looked at me in the

  same knowing way she had at Café Positano, and I realized she had intended the question—and wanted the answer. I nodded. “I can’t stop because I lose myself in the booze.

  And I end up never wanting to find myself.”




  “Right.”




  “Thanks. I hate being wrong about my own disease. It makes me wonder whether I’m worth my hourly rate.”




  She laughed. As she moved, her collar gaped open enough for me to glimpse her cleavage and the top of her black lace bra. “No,” she said. “I mean, I understand.” She

  sipped her wine.




  I still felt the need to explain. “It’s like having a headache that finally goes away with a pill. You might have struggled through the pain before, but now you know relief is just a

  swallow away. So you keep swallowing. And meanwhile, underneath the waves of calm, your life is unraveling.”




  “I understand. My mother died of this.”




  I felt like an idiot. “Of alcoholism.”




  “Yes. They have this even in Brazil.”




  “I’m sorry. I . . .”




  She left me at the window and walked over to the largest of five paintings I had hanging on a brick wall that ran the length of the place. It was a six-by-nine-foot canvas by Bradford Johnson

  depicting the rescue of the crew of a sailing ship by another vessel. A rope is tied between their masts, high above the raging seas, and a man dangles by his hands as he traverses the fragile

  connection. “I like this very much,” she said.




  I walked to her side. “What do you like about it?”




  “Taking a risk to help someone.” She pointed at the ship that was still in one piece. “That one could have kept sailing.”




  Her comment made me think again of the sixteen-year-old Bishop boy, probably headed for trial as an adult, facing life in prison. Would the system stop long enough to listen to him? Then I

  thought what it would be like to hear about the animals he had tortured, about his torture in Russia, about Darwin Bishop finding one of his baby girls dead in her crib. I thought about

  having to feel all the jealousy and fear and anger coursing through the family, in order to understand whether it could have added up to murder. “What if both ships end up sinking?” I

  half-joked.




  “Then taking the risk was even more beautiful,” she said.




  In my heart I agreed. But coming close to drowning in the undertow of Trevor Lucas’s terror had left me with deep respect for solid ground. I pushed the Bishops out of my mind and reached

  for Justine, using her beauty to anchor me in the moment. My hand found the soft curve of her arm, just above the elbow, then moved down her rib cage, not stopping until my fingers were curled

  under the waistband of her pants.




  She touched her lips to mine, then leaned back. “Perhaps we should not start,” she said. “I am in this country only one more day.”




  I have seen lives saved and others destroyed in less time. I tightened my grip and pulled her to me.




  I took her to bed, a king-sized Italian creation with chrome legs and a gray flannel, upholstered headboard, all done up with pearl gray linens. She sat at the edge and lifted

  her arms so I could help her with her top, but I gently pushed her onto her back, moved my hands to her ankles, and pulled off her pants. The scantiest black lace thong covered her. A vertical fold

  in the cloth was enough to make me lightheaded.




  Five or so years back, my own psychiatrist, Dr. James, then eighty-one and still razor-sharp, had challenged me to consider whether my sex life was actually driven by addiction. He was a

  Freudian analyst and a Talmudic scholar, and I am eternally in his debt for partly filling the holes left in my personality after it developed without a real father.




  “How would I know if I’m addicted?” I had asked.




  “Are you seeking the woman or the act?” he said. “Do you want her soul or her body?”




  “Both,” I said immediately.




  “For what purpose? To what end?”




  “To feel love.”




  “You can fall in love in a day?”




  I thought about that. “In an hour.”




  “Again and again?” he said.




  “Dozens of times. A hundred times.”




  “You believe these women seek this also? This union? What you call love?”




  “I do.”




  “And you believe this is Nature’s design?” he asked.




  “Yes.”




  He took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Then he sat there looking at me, without speaking.




  The quiet began to weigh on me. “What do you think?” I surrendered. “Do I add sexual addiction to my list of diagnoses?”




  “I’m afraid not,” he said. “The case is worse.”




  “How so?”




  “You have a touch of the truth.” He smiled, but only for an instant. “God help you.”




  Tonight my truth was Justine. In a world of artificial intelligence, transplanted organs, and cloned sheep, I knew it was my heart pounding in my chest as I looked at her, my lungs working like

  a bellows, my blood feeding my excitement. I reached and pulled the cloth triangle up between her lips, watched the cloth dampen, listened to her groan as my fingers moved inside her panties, then

  inside her. I knelt in front of her and traced her smooth lips with my tongue, moving her thong first this way, then that, teasing. When I could feel her muscles starting to tense for complete

  release, I stopped and stood up. I pulled her thong off. Then, never taking my eyes off her, I freed myself, lifted her knees, and spread them apart. I moved inside her, reveling in the way her

  flesh resisted then yielded to my thrusts, resisting less and less each time. And then I yielded, abandoning control, moving now as one with Justine, as Nature dictated, with no more thought of it

  than waves rolling onto a beach, soaking into soft, moist sands.




  Sunday, June 23, 2002




  My eyes snapped open, flicked to the bedside clock—7:20 A.M. I had the feeling we were not alone. I dropped my hand to the

  Browning Baby semiautomatic I keep between my bed frame and mattress, a vestige of my days tracking killers. I lay still. I had almost convinced myself I could hear the intruder’s footsteps

  when the lobby buzzer sounded two insistent blasts, vaguely reminding me that I had heard the same sound in my sleep. I realized I had probably been awakened by something closer to a Federal

  Express delivery than an attempt on my life.




  “Make them go away,” Justine said, still half-asleep.




  I got up and headed to the door. I pressed the SPEAK button on the intercom panel. “If it’s a package and it isn’t ticking, leave it,” I said. I

  hit LISTEN.




  “It’s North.”




  I squinted at the intercom. I thought I had gotten more distance on my past. I should have known better. Anything you run from turns up in front of you, usually sooner rather than later.




  “Frank?”




  “I’ll be right down,” I said.




  “Who is it?” Justine asked.




  “An old friend,” I said, getting into my blue jeans and black turtleneck.




  She sat up, gathering the comforter around her. “So early?”




  I slipped on my boots. “He needs some advice.”




  She swung her legs to the side of the bed and got up. She was naked. She reached for her clothes where I had left them, draped over a leather armchair.




  I stood there watching her.




  “What?” she asked, noticing my stare. She pulled on her pants, nothing underneath.




  “You’re magnificent.”




  “Your friend’s waiting,” she said, feigning irritation. She put on her top, glanced at me. “Do you have food? Eggs, bacon? I could make breakfast.”




  “Pop-Tarts, if there are any left.” I wanted her to stay. “There’s a 7-Eleven up the street. I’ll be back with everything in thirty minutes.”




  “No. I’ll go. That way everything will be ready when you’re finished with your friend.”




  “Perfect.”




  We took the elevator to the lobby and walked outside.




  North Anderson stood on the sidewalk in front of the building, in black jeans and a black T-shirt. He looked pretty much the way he had two years before. His shoulders, chest, and arms were

  still overbuilt from working out. He still had the habit of planting his feet far apart and clasping his hands behind his back, as if his wrists were cuffed. The only change in him was a

  three-inch, jagged pink scar over his right eye. On a white man, the wound would have been less noticeable. Against Anderson’s black skin it was arresting.




  “Jealous husband?” I asked, running a finger along my own brow.




  He acknowledged Justine with a nod, then looked back at me. “My life’s not that interesting. Run-of-the-mill car thief. Just before I left Baltimore.”




  “Some souvenir.” I extended my hand. He shook it. Then we pulled one another close, holding on long enough to respect what we’d been through together. “This is

  Justine,” I said, as we broke.




  “My pleasure,” he said.




  “And mine,” Justine said. She navigated the moment effortlessly. “I’m off to the store. Will I see you later?” she asked him.




  “Probably not this visit,” Anderson said.




  “Next time, then.” She smiled and walked away.




  He glanced after her. “I should have guessed I wouldn’t find you alone. Some things don’t change.”




  “You want to grab coffee?” I said. “There’s a place not too far.”




  “Let’s just walk.”




  We started down Winnisimmet, toward the Fitzgerald Shipyard, a stretch of asphalt and seaworthy docks where Peter Fitzgerald worked magic on injured ferries and Coast Guard cutters. I noticed

  that the limp Anderson struggled with, the result of taking two bullets from would-be bank robbers several years before, was more pronounced than I remembered. There was a new outward arc to the

  swing of his right leg. That quirk, combined with his new scar, made me glad he’d left Baltimore before dissolving completely into its streets.




  We sat on a stack of lumber at the water’s edge. A lone barge made its way toward Boston Harbor, carrying a mountain of silt from a dredging operation downstream. “How are Tina and

  Kristie?” I asked.




  “Great,” he said, without much conviction. “The island’s good for a family, you know? Different than the city.”




  “Night and day,” I said.




  “We’re in a little place in Siasconset, right near the beach. Sunsets. Clean air.”




  “Nothing better.”




  He smiled, but tightly. “She’s pregnant again. Tina is.”




  I kept watching his face. “Congratulations. How far along is she?”




  “Six months.”




  “Boy or a girl?” I asked. “Or don’t you know?”




  “A boy,” he said. His eyes narrowed, as if he was trying to see his future through the mist.




  Anderson was both brave and sensitive, and I liked thinking of him fathering a son. But I couldn’t tell how much he liked the idea. “How do you feel about it?” I

  asked.




  He focused on me. “Feel about what? What do you mean?”




  “I mean, about having a child. Are you happy?”




  “Of course.” He shrugged. The tight smile reappeared. “How could I not be happy about it?”




  “A whole bunch of ways,” the voice at the back of my head whispered.




  “People feel all kinds of things about having kids,” I said.




  He shook his head, looked out across the water. “I didn’t fly here to lie on your couch, Frank. Do you ever turn it off?”




  I never do, which has cost me more than one friend and countless dinner invitations. At some point during my training in psychiatry, I lost the ability to stay on the surface of things. I became

  a relentless burrower—so much so that even after Anderson’s plea to let his unconscious off the hook, I was wondering whether ambivalence about his unborn child was driving his interest

  in the death of the Bishop baby. “Sorry,” was all I said.




  He turned to face me. “I didn’t mean that the way it came out. I’m running on empty. I was up all night.”




  “No apology required.”




  “So how about you? Mass General’s the end of the line. Impressive stuff.”




  “You definitely didn’t fly here to flatter me about my job.”




  He leaned a little into my space. “Look, I heard everything you told me on the phone yesterday. Believe me, I still get nightmares from that case myself. I can still see—”




  “—Then you’re still human,” I interrupted, not needing a recap of the carnage.




  “And I don’t blame you one bit for not wanting to get involved this time.”




  “Good. Because I’m not planning to.”




  “Can I tell you what’s bothering me?” he said.




  “Didn’t you just say you wanted nothing to do with my couch?”




  Anderson didn’t break stride. “Like I said on the phone, with all his millions, Darwin Bishop pretty much invited me to question his son. Right in the house. No attorney present. No

  nothing. He could have pulled a Ramsey, tied the department in knots for months until we proved probable cause.” He shook his head. “The kid wouldn’t talk, but even so . .

  .”




  “Maybe he’s got no reason to get in your way. Maybe his little girl died of SIDS, after all.”




  “But she didn’t.”




  “You know that for a fact,” I said.




  “We got the autopsy results late last night,” Anderson said. “Brooke Bishop died of asphyxiation due to airway obstruction.” He dropped his voice, maybe to take the edge

  off his words. “Her nasal passages and trachea were filled with plastic sealant, like you’d use to caulk up a window.”




  My stomach fell. I tried not to think of little Brooke’s last minutes of life, but unwelcome images and feelings crashed through my resistance. I imagined her watching the person

  approaching her, maybe even smiling expectantly, cooing, then opening her eyes wider with curiosity at the white tube of caulk. I felt her laugh as the plastic tip tickled the rim of one nostril,

  then fall silent and begin to squirm as the tip moved deeper inside. I felt her begin to gag and strain, mouth open, lungs sealed. Cut off. Did she, I wondered, wish some last, infantile wish to be

  held? Did her mind flee to a memory of her mother’s face or smell or touch?




  “Frank?” Anderson said.




  I focused on him again. “I’m listening,” I said.




  “Like I was saying,” he went on, “if I’m Darwin Bishop, loaded to the gills, I get Billy the best lawyer money can—”




  “Billy?” I broke in.




  “They obviously renamed the kid when they brought him over from Russia,” Anderson said. “American as apple pie, huh?”




  I had lost one patient to suicide in my seventeen years as a psychiatrist. He was a depressed teenager named Billy Fisk. I had never stopped feeling responsible for his death.

  “Right,” I said.




  “Right?”




  I closed my eyes, remembering Fisk.




  “There are no coincidences,” the voice at the back of my mind prodded me. “Take it as a sign.”




  “You still with me?” Anderson said.




  I looked at him. “What else do you know about the family?”




  Anderson relaxed visibly and let out a sigh.




  “I’m just asking a question,” I said. “I’m not signing onto the case.”




  He held up a hand. “Of course not.” His tone said he thought otherwise. “It turns out Darwin Bishop grew up in Brooklyn,” he said, “even though you’d never

  know it from his voice or the way he carries himself. He’s all Park Avenue and Nantucket now. Fifty-one years old. His wife Julia is a former model. It’s his second marriage.”




  “Much younger?” I said.




  “Mid-thirties,” Anderson said.




  “How’s she bearing up?”




  “What would you expect?”




  “I don’t. Ever,” I said. “That way I’m never surprised.”




  “She’s a basket case,” Anderson said. “She hardly leaves the twins’ bedroom.”




  “And the older adopted son? The seventeen-year-old. What’s he like?”




  Anderson shrugged. “I only got about ten minutes with him. His name is Garret. Bishop adopted him a year before his divorce. He’s a golden boy. Good-looking. Straight A’s at

  Andover Academy. Varsity tennis and lacrosse. Headed for Yale in the fall. You know the pedigree.”




  “Did you learn anything from him?” I asked.




  “I’d say he’s in shock,” Anderson said. “He kept holding his head in his hands, saying, ‘I can’t believe this is happening.’ He was worried about

  his mother, mostly—whether she’d hold up. She’s got a history of depression.”




  “Why did Bishop adopt the two boys in the first place?” I asked.




  “I don’t know. I was focused on the kids themselves.”




  I nodded. “So there’s Garret, then Billy, then Brooke and . . . what’s the surviving twin’s name?”




  “Tess.”




  “Garret, Billy, Brooke, and Tess.”




  “Right.”




  “Was anybody else in the house the night before they found Brooke dead?” I asked.




  “A nanny. Claire Buckley. She summers on the island with the family. Takes care of the kids, gets a place to stay, half her nights and weekends free—that type of thing.”




  “Young and pretty,” I said. “Sticks close to the wife.”




  “You got it.”




  “Any guests that evening?”




  “No,” Anderson said.




  I looked out over the water, its surface speckled with white, electric jewels of light. “So why do you figure Mr. Bishop flung the door wide open for you?”




  “I don’t know. Like I said, that’s what bothers me.”




  “It was before the autopsy results,” I said.




  “Still . . .” Anderson said.




  “Maybe he’s burnt out,” I said. “He’s gone to bat for Billy over his firesetting, his cruelty to animals—now this. Maybe he finally gets the picture that

  Billy’s a dangerous kid.”




  “Could be.”




  “Or it could be something else.”




  “Like . . .” he said.




  “Like maybe he’d rather have Billy take the fall than somebody else,” I said. “Like his golden boy. Or his wife. Or himself.”




  “Also possible,” Anderson said. He paused. “If I had a psychiatrist working with me, I might actually be able to find out which answer is the right one.”




  I took a deep breath, let it out.




  “I really need you on this,” Anderson said. “My gut tells me Billy Bishop isn’t guilty. And if I’m right, that’s only half the problem. Because then

  I’ve got to find out who is. There’s another baby girl in that house.”




  Anderson was right to worry about Tess. In the dozen or so recorded cases of infanticide in families with twins, the surviving baby eventually dies mysteriously over seventy percent of the time,

  usually due to sudden heart or respiratory failure. Some researchers have theorized that the jarring loss of one twin spawns a toxic grief reaction in the other that mysteriously shuts down cardiac

  conduction or short-circuits the respiratory drive. An immeasurable connection of souls has been abruptly severed, sapping the will to live. But the most convincing explanation is that the killer

  has simply been given time and opportunity to claim another victim—probably by suffocation—either because the wrong person was arrested or because lack of evidence precluded any

  arrest.




  I looked up at the sky. For some reason I pictured my father in a drunken rage, ready to mete out one of the beatings that were my childhood. I thought how nice it would be to keep myself safe,

  for a change. I thought how no one could blame me if I did. Because I already had wounds crisscrossing my psyche like a map to hell. And some of them had never stopped bleeding.




  “No one could blame you,” the voice whispered, “except yourself.”




  Justine had breakfast nearly ready when I got back to the loft. Omelets and bacon sizzled on the stove. Still-warm bagels from Katz’s, a sixty-five-year-old shop just

  beyond the 7-Eleven, were sliced and spread with cream cheese. A deep red, sparkly liquid filled the blender.




  “Strawberries, ice, and sugar,” she said, without my asking.




  “Everything looks wonderful,” I said.




  “So you will leave this minute or later today?” She flipped an omelet.




  I wasn’t expecting the question and didn’t answer.




  She glanced at me. “I know you have to go. I could see it in your friend’s face.”




  “I told him I’d meet him at the airport in four hours. He’s got a tough case on Nantucket. A little girl was murdered.”




  “Oh, God,” she said. “How old?”




  “Five months.”




  She looked at me in that searching way people sometimes do when confronted by man’s limitless capacity for cruelty.




  “They’re saying her adopted brother did it,” was all I could think to say. “He’s not well.”




  She shook her head. Without another word she turned off the burners, arranged our food on plates, and poured the strawberry concoction into two glasses. We sat on stools at the granite center

  island, eating in silence. “You can visit me in Rio or Buzios,” she said finally.




  “Buzios,” I said. “As soon as I can get there.” I meant it.




  She took another bite, pushed her plate away. “This is a waste of time,” she said.




  I figured she was upset about my abrupt departure. I expected a scene.




  She shrugged. “I don’t even like eggs.” She peeled off her shirt, tossed it on the floor, and walked over to the bed.




  I followed. I could not have predicted how close to losing everything the Bishop case would bring me, but I must have sensed it. Because as my eyes and hands and mouth traveled over Justine, I

  felt more than passion. I felt the need to tap her spirit, to somehow use her aliveness to inoculate myself against death.
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  Anderson and I took the forty-five-minute Cape Air flight out of Logan at 1:15 P.M. The nine-seat, single-pilot Cessna bounced a

  little in the wind, but gave us no big trouble and a pretty view of the sapphire-blue Atlantic on approach. We came in low enough to glimpse the surfers at Cisco Beach and got an eyeful of the

  island’s sprawling, gray-shingled estates.




  Nantucket, nicknamed the “Gray Lady,” is actually three islands shaped like a fat boomerang, with a couple spits of land broken off one end. Legend attributes its formation to ashes

  which floated out of the pipe of the Indian giant Moshup, mythic guardian of the natives living on Cape Cod. But if Moshup was charged with protecting his creation and his people, he failed. During

  the 1700s, Quaker settlers from Massachusetts prevailed upon the kindly Wampanoag Indians to teach them how to fish Nantucket’s waters, hunt its fowl, and farm its soil. In turn, the settlers

  taught the Indians just enough reading, writing, and arithmetic to sell their land. The Indians learned so well and conveyed so many tracts that their livestock had nowhere left to graze. That

  loss, together with mainland imports of whiskey and tuberculosis, left Abraham Quary as the last male Nantucket Indian, when he died in 1854.




  Whaling was the life blood of Nantucket through the 1800s. Herman Melville used the tragic voyage of Nantucket captain George Pollard, whose ship was rammed by a whale in 1820, as the basis for

  his masterpiece novel Moby-Dick. Though perilous, whaling was well suited to the Quaker work ethic—and very profitable. Money poured into the island, fueling a building boom that

  stripped most of its trees, but lined Main Street with mansions, one of the later and most prominent of them being Jared Coffin’s three-story home of English brick and Welsh slate.




  In every chapter of its modern history, commerce has driven Nantucket’s growth while exacting bigger chunks of its soul. So it should have come as no surprise when the decline of the

  whaling industry, accelerated by the fleet’s heavy losses during the Civil War, was followed by the ultimate devil’s bargain: the growth of tourism. The island slowly evolved into a

  playground of leisure, wealth, and reverie—enough to make any Quaker blanch. Captain George Pollard’s home became the Seven Seas Gift Shop. Jared Coffin’s mansion was turned into

  an inn filled with Colonial-style reproduction furnishings.




  The working soul of Nantucket, the part that churned with native instinct and courage at sea, was buried under so much glitter as to be, for all intents and purposes, dead as the last

  Wampanoag.




  On the flight over, North Anderson had told me that Darwin Bishop purchased his Nantucket estate in 1999, just after the IPO of Consolidated Minerals and Metals netted him $1.2 billion. With

  that kind of windfall, $9.6 million for an eighteen-room spread on about five acres off Wauwinet Road, with views to the ocean and the harbor, must have seemed like petty cash.




  CMM mined iron and copper from rich reserves in Russia’s Ukraine. Even with the political instability in that region, the company continued to net massive profits exporting ore to other

  European nations, Asia, and the United States. Consolidated had hinted at expansion into oil and natural gas, which would propel profits into the stratosphere.




  “Does he know we’re coming?” I asked Anderson as we took the turn onto Wauwinet.




  “If he didn’t, we wouldn’t make it to the door,” Anderson said. He motioned toward a pristine little cottage by the side of the road, with a slate roof, white shutters,

  and window boxes overflowing with flowers and vines. “He calls that his ‘watch house.’ ”




  I noticed two white Range Rovers with smoked windows parked next to the cottage. “Why does he need someone to watch over him?” I asked.




  “About a billion reasons, I’d guess,” Anderson said.




  The house looked very much like the clubhouse of a country club, with two dozen canopied windows running along its curved facade. The exterior had weathered to the gray-brown of well-oiled

  leather. Off to the right of the driveway stretched a pool of Olympic proportions, surrounded by twenty yards of mahogany decking. A grove of green cloth umbrellas sheltered a half-dozen white

  tables at poolside. Just beyond them, nearer the ocean, I saw a man and a boy playing tennis on a clay court, running hard and raising clouds of dust.




  I nodded at the court. “Who are they?” I asked.




  Anderson squinted at the players. “Garret, the older son,” he said. “I don’t know the other guy.”




  “Garret’s not in shock anymore,” I said.




  “The games must go on,” Anderson quipped.




  We parked and started toward the house. When we were still several feet from the front door, it opened. An attractive woman, about twenty-five, with a velvet complexion and long brown hair

  pulled into a ponytail, stood in the doorway. She was wearing a pained expression and a short linen dress that hugged her everywhere it should, showing off a Victoria’s Secret figure. Her

  chestnut eyes were bloodshot, as if she’d been up all night.




  “Captain Anderson,” she said. Her voice was surprisingly warm.




  “Good afternoon, Claire,” North said. “How are you holding up?”




  She shrugged.




  “This is Dr. Frank Clevenger, from Boston. I called Mr. Bishop earlier about bringing him by.”




  “Of course.” She extended her hand. “Doctor,” she said, summoning an especially cordial tone, “I’m Claire Buckley.”




  I reached out and shook her hand. Her skin was as soft as a child’s. I noticed she wore a channel-set diamond pinkie ring and a Cartier love bracelet, the bangle style with screw heads

  around it. The bracelet alone runs almost four grand. I knew because I’d bought one for Kathy before she got sick and our lives went bad. Claire Buckley was very well paid, for a nanny.

  “I’m sorry to hear what happened,” I said.




  She nodded, stepped aside. “Come in.”




  The interior of the house was impressive, in an intentional way. The ceilings were twelve feet high, with smooth, whitewashed beams. The furniture was perfectly arranged, overstuffed and covered

  in woven fabrics that wouldn’t last a single summer of careless living. The walls were hung with oil paintings of beaches and ships and whaling scenes, most of them American, a few of them

  French, all of them very valuable. Walking through the great room, I noticed one canvas by Robert Salmon and another by Maurice Prendergast, each of them worth millions, and each forever fixing in

  time a moment of Nature’s magnificence. What ruined them for me were the showy brass plaques affixed to the frames and engraved with the artists’ names.




  “It’s like a museum,” North said under his breath.




  Claire Buckley brought us to the door of Darwin Bishop’s study. He was seated in a high-back, tufted leather chair, in front of a long, Mission-style desk, staring out French doors that

  looked toward the pool, tennis court, and ocean. He wore a crisp white button-down and pleated khakis. “I don’t have a preference whether you haul them to Palm Beach or Myopia,”

  he was saying, in a regal voice that left no hint of his roots in Brooklyn. “Keep them stabled right there in Greenwich, if you like. Packer can play them at White Birch. I’m obviously

  out of commission for now.” He noticed us and motioned for us to come in.




  We hesitated at the door.




  “Go ahead,” Claire said. “He’ll be right with you.” She turned and walked away.




  We took seats on a couch to one side of the room, opposite two armchairs.




  Bishop swiveled in his chair and watched us while he finished his call. He was a striking man. His hair was silver and swept straight back, revealing a prominent brow that sheltered eyes the

  gray-blue of steel. His skin was perfectly bronzed. I could see from his wide shoulders, muscular forearms, and thick wrists that he was still, at fifty-four, physically powerful.




  I took in the rest of the room. An Oriental carpet of subtle green, rose, and beige hues covered the floor. Recessed shelving, painted high-gloss white, ran along two walls, each shelf lined

  with leatherbound volumes that looked as though they had never been opened. A round table of burled walnut, with claw feet, held a dozen or more silver-framed family photographs. One showed Bishop

  and two boys racing a sleek sailboat. Another showed Bishop in black tie, arm-in-arm with a radiantly beautiful, younger woman with black hair who I took to be his wife Julia. In a third photograph

  Bishop was decked out in jodhpurs and riding boots, astride a sinewy horse, pointing a polo mallet toward the horizon.




  Bishop had obviously been discussing where to stable his polo ponies on the phone moments before. The Palm Beach Polo Club and Myopia Hunt Club were hubs of the sport. Gary Packer, partner of

  legendary media mogul Rupert Murdoch, was one of its patron saints.




  I noted that none of the photos on the table was of Bishop’s baby girls.




  “I appreciate that, Pedro,” Bishop said, finishing up. “We’ll get through it.” He hung up, stood, and walked over to us. He looked even more imposing on his feet

  than he had seated at the desk. He had to be six foot two, maybe six three. “Sorry to keep you waiting,” he said. “Win Bishop,” he said, extending his hand. “You would

  be Dr. Clevenger.”




  We shook hands, if you can call it that. He put nothing into his grip, as if he were a Lord offering the rare chance to touch him.




  “I’m sorry for your loss,” I said.




  He took one of the armchairs across from Anderson and me. “We’ll get through it,” he said again.




  A few uncomfortable moments passed, with Bishop looking straight at us, showing no sign that he would speak another word, his expression that of a hitter waiting for a pitch to cross the plate.

  It occurred to me that Win Bishop had grown very comfortable wielding power over people.




  “It’s probably best I leave Dr. Clevenger here to interview . . .” Anderson started.




  Bishop held up a hand. “An apology. With all the planning it took to make it happen, I neglected to bring you up to speed: Billy is no longer here.”




  “Not here?” Anderson said. “Where is he?”




  “I arranged for his admission to the Payne Whitney psychiatric unit, in Manhattan,” Bishop said. He looked at me. “They tell me it’s a well-regarded place. Part of

  Cornell.”




  “It is,” I said. “What was your hope in admitting him there?”




  Before Bishop could answer, a baby’s shrill cry—presumably that of his surviving twin girl, Tess—drifted into the room.




  Bishop grimaced.




  “Coming, sweetheart,” Claire Buckley called out, from somewhere not too far away. I heard her footsteps on the staircase as she headed up.




  Bishop stood, strode over to the door, and closed it. Then he sat opposite us again, crossing his legs. He was wearing no socks, and I couldn’t help staring at his ankle, decorated with a

  crudely tattooed green-black peace sign. “Vietnam,” he said, answering the question that must have been showing on my face. He didn’t give me any time for a follow-up. “Let

  me be clear about Billy,” he said. “My wife and I feel we have done everything possible to salvage a very damaged young man. After Officer Anderson informed me of the autopsy results, I

  had to face reality. Billy can never live with us again. I have to keep my family safe. I have another infant to think about.”




  “I understand,” I said.




  Anderson leaned forward in his seat. “The D.A. will see the admission to Payne Whitney as a strategy to avoid your son’s arrest.”




  “The state can order Billy back to Massachusetts to stand trial, if it wishes to do so,” Bishop responded.




  “Unless I’m misreading something,” Anderson said, “that’s exactly what will happen. A court order for his extradition can be issued within hours.”




  Bishop nodded. “I can’t control that,” he said. “It would be a waste of resources, however. The D.A. will never prove Billy is responsible for his sister’s death.

  There were five people at home the night my daughter was murdered. Any one of us could be the killer.” He paused. “And none of us will be testifying.”




  So much for Darwin Bishop’s open-door policy. I glanced at Anderson.




  “I hope you’ll cooperate with my officers searching the house later today,” Anderson said. “We’ll need to look for anything that could be relevant to your

  daughter’s death.”




  “Any time you like,” Bishop answered. “I assure you, you’ll find nothing.”




  “The tube of plastic sealant, for instance,” Anderson pushed.




  “My guess on that,” Bishop responded, “is that your crime lab will find that everyone in the house has touched it at one time or another.”




  “By chance, or design?” Anderson said.




  Bishop didn’t answer.




  I didn’t want the meeting to degenerate into confrontation. “What would you like to see happen to Billy?” I asked Bishop.




  “It isn’t about what I’d like to see. As his father, I’ll see to it that he remains at Payne Whitney—or an equivalent facility—until at

  least his eighteenth birthday. Thereafter, I can create a very structured and safe environment for him in the community.”




  I thought back to the “watch house” on the road leading to the Bishop estate. “House arrest?” I asked, taking the edge off the words with a half-smile.




  “If that’s what it takes,” Bishop said. “But not this house.”




  It suddenly registered fully with me that I was sitting with a man who had lost his infant daughter to murder. I wasn’t seeing much in the way of rage—or grief. “You still want

  to be supportive of Billy,” I led.




  “Certainly.”




  “Even after hearing the autopsy results,” I said.




  Bishop didn’t hesitate. “Billy isn’t evil,” he said. “He’s ill. And he has good reason to be ill. He’s a victim himself.”




  That vision fit with everything I believe about violent people. Yet Bishop’s evenhandedness, in the wake of his daughter’s death, bothered me. He seemed detached rather than

  empathetic. “Do you mind if I ask a few questions about Billy?” I asked.




  “Not at all,” Bishop said.




  “You mentioned Billy was damaged when you adopted him. In what way?”




  “I don’t know how much Captain Anderson has shared with you,” Bishop said.




  “I like to hear things myself,” I said.




  “Very well. We adopted Billy from an orphanage in Moscow at age six. That was ten years ago. He had a history of severe psychological trauma.”




  “What had happened to him?” I asked.




  “His parents were murdered,” Bishop said flatly.




  “How?” North asked.




  “Each of them was shot once in the head, execution style. Billy was found with their corpses, in the family’s apartment.”




  “Was the case solved?” North asked.




  “I’m not sure it was ever investigated,” Bishop answered. “We’re talking about a time of tremendous upheaval over there—government corruption, organized crime

  influence. The police were busier collecting protection money from business owners than protecting the good citizens of Moscow.” He cleared his throat. “I’m certain the orphanage

  only added insult to injury. When Billy first arrived in the States, he was badly bruised and malnourished. He weighed thirty-four pounds.”
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