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Moscow swam in color. Hazy floodlights of Red Square mixed with the neon of casinos in Revolution Square. Light wormed its way from the underground mall in the Manezh. Spotlights crowned new towers of glass and polished stone, each tower capped by a spire. Gilded domes still floated around the Garden Ring, but all night earthmovers tore at the old city and dug widening pools of light to raise a modern, vertical Moscow more like Houston or Dubai. It was a Moscow that Pasha Ivanov had helped to create, a shifting landscape of tectonic plates and lava flows and fatal missteps.

Senior Investigator Arkady Renko leaned out a window the better to see Ivanov on the pavement ten floors below. Ivanov was dead but not particularly bloody, arms and legs at odd angles. Two black Mercedeses were at the curb, Ivanov’s car and an SUV for his bodyguards. It sometimes seemed to Arkady that every successful businessman and Mafia hood in Moscow had been issued two Nazi-black Mercedeses.

Ivanov had arrived at 9:28 P.M., gone directly up to the safest apartment in Moscow and at 9:48 P.M. plunged to the sidewalk. Arkady had measured Ivanov’s distance from the building. Homicides generally hit close, having expended their energy in trying not to fall. Suicides were single-minded and landed farther out. Ivanov had almost reached the street.

Behind Arkady, Prosecutor Zurin had brought drinks from the wet bar to a NoviRus senior vice president named Timofeyev and a young blonde in the living room. Zurin was as fussy as a maître d’; he had survived six Kremlin regimes by recognizing his best customers and smoothing out their problems. Timofeyev had the shakes and the girl was drunk. Arkady thought the gathering was a little like a party where the host had suddenly and inexplicably dived through the window. After the shock the guests carried on.

The odd man out was Bobby Hoffman, Ivanov’s American assistant. Although he was worth millions of dollars, his loafers were split, his fingers were smudged with ink and his suede jacket was worn to a shine. Arkady wondered how much more time Hoffman had at NoviRus. An assistant to a dead man? That didn’t sound promising.

Hoffman joined Arkady at the window. “Why are there plastic bags around Pasha’s hands?”

“I was looking for signs of resistance, maybe cuts on the fingers.”

“Resistance? Like a fight?”

Prosecutor Zurin rocked forward on the sofa. “There is no investigation. We do not investigate suicides. There are no signs of violence in the apartment. Ivanov came up alone. He left alone. That, my friends, is a suicide in spades.”

The girl lifted a dazed expression. Arkady had learned from the file he had on Pasha Ivanov that Rina Shevchenko was his personal interior designer, a twenty-year-old in a red leather pantsuit and high-heeled boots.

Timofeyev was known as a robust sportsman, but he could have been his father, he had shrunk so much within his suit. “Suicides are a personal tragedy. It’s enough to suffer the death of a friend. Colonel Ozhogin—the head of NoviRus Security—is already flying back.” He added to Arkady, “Ozhogin wants nothing done until he arrives.”

Arkady said, “We don’t leave a body on the sidewalk like a rug, even for the colonel.”

“Pay no attention to Investigator Renko,” Zurin said. “He’s the office fanatic. He’s like a narcotics dog; he sniffs every bag.”

There won’t be much left to sniff here, Arkady thought. Just out of curiosity, he wondered if he could protect the bloody prints on the windowsill.

Timofeyev pressed a handkerchief against his nose. Arkady saw spots of red.

“Nosebleed?” asked Zurin.

“Summer cold,” said Timofeyev.

Opposite Ivanov’s apartment was a dark office building. A man walked out of the lobby, waved to Arkady and gave a thumbs-down.

“One of your men?” Hoffman asked.

“A detective, in case someone over there was working late and might have witnessed something.”

“But you’re not investigating.”

“I do whatever the prosecutor says.”

“So you think it was suicide.”

“We prefer suicides. Suicides don’t demand work or drive up the crime rate.” It also occurred to Arkady that suicides didn’t expose the incompetence of investigators and militia who were better at sorting out dead drunks from the living than solving murders committed with any amount of forethought.

Zurin said, “You will excuse Renko, he thinks all of Moscow is a crime scene. The problem is that the press will sensationalize the death of someone as eminent as Pasha Ivanov.”

In which case, better the suicide of an unbalanced financier than assassination, Arkady thought. Timofeyev might lament the suicide of his friend, but a murder investigation could place the entire NoviRus company under a cloud, especially from the perspective of foreign partners and investors who already felt that doing business in Russia was a dip in murky water. Since Zurin had ordered Arkady’s financial investigation of Ivanov, this U-turn had to be executed with dispatch. So, not a maître d’, Arkady thought, but more a skillful sailor who knew when to tack.

“Who had access to this apartment?” Arkady asked.

“Pasha was the only one allowed on this level. The security was the best in the world,” Zurin said.

“Best in the world,” Timofeyev agreed.

Zurin said, “The entire building is covered by surveillance cameras, inside and out, with monitors that are watched not only at the reception desk here but, as a safeguard, also by technicians at the headquarters of NoviRus Security. The other apartments have keys. Ivanov had a keypad with a code known only to him. He also had a lock-out button by the elevator, to keep out the world when he was in. He had all the security a man could wish for.”

Arkady had been in the lobby and seen the monitors tucked into a round rosewood desk. Each small screen was split in four. The receptionist also had a white phone with two outside lines and a red phone with a line direct to NoviRus.

“The building staff doesn’t have Ivanov’s code?” Arkady asked.

“No. Only the central office at NoviRus.”

“Who had access to the code there?”

“No one. It was sealed, until tonight.”

According to the prosecutor, Ivanov had ordered that no one enter the apartment but him—not staff, not a housecleaner, not a plumber. Anyone who tried would appear on monitors and on tape, and the staff had seen nothing. Ivanov did his own cleaning. Gave the elevator man the trash, laundry, dry cleaning, lists for food or whatever, which would be waiting in the lobby when Ivanov returned. Zurin made it sound like many talents.

“Eccentric,” Arkady said.

“He could afford to be eccentric. Churchill wandered around his castle naked.”

“Pasha wasn’t crazy,” Rina said.

“What was he?” Arkady rephrased the question. “How would you describe him?”

“He had lost weight. He said he had an infection. Maybe he had a bad reaction to medication.”

Timofeyev said, “I wish Ozhogin were here.”

Arkady had seen a glossy magazine cover with a confident Lev Timofeyev sailing a yacht in the Black Sea, carving through the waves. Where was that Timofeyev? Arkady wondered.

An ambulance rolled discreetly to the curb. The detective crossed the street with a camera and shot flash pictures of Ivanov being rolled into the body bag and of the stain on the pavement. Something had been concealed under Ivanov’s body. From Arkady’s distance it looked like a drinking glass. The detective took a picture of that, too.

Hoffman watched Arkady as much as the scene below.

“Is it true, you treat Moscow like a crime scene?”

“Force of habit.”

The living room would have been a forensic technician’s dream: white leather sofa and chairs, limestone floor and linen walls, glass ashtray and coffee table, all excellent backgrounds for hair, lipstick, fingerprints, the scuff marks of life. It would have been easy to dust and search before Zurin genially invited in a crowd and tainted the goods. Because with a jumper, there were two questions: was he alone, and was he pushed?

Timofeyev said to no one in particular, “Pasha and I go far back. We studied and did research together at the institute when the country suffered its economic collapse. Imagine, the greatest physics laboratory in Moscow, and we worked without pay. The director, Academician Gerasimov, turned off the heat in the buildings to save money, and of course, it was winter and the pipes froze. We had a thousand liters of radioactive water to discharge, so we sent it into the river in the center of the city.” He drained his glass. “The director was a brilliant man, but you would sometimes find him inside a bottle. On those occasions he relied on Pasha and me. Anyway, we dumped radioactive water in the middle of Moscow, and no one knew.”

Arkady was taken aback. He certainly hadn’t known.

Rina took Timofeyev’s glass to the bar, where she paused by a gallery of photographs in which Pasha Ivanov was not dead. Ivanov was not a handsome individual, but a big man full of grand gestures. In different pictures he rappelled off cliffs, trekked the Urals, kayaked through white water. He embraced Yeltsin and Clinton and the senior Bush. He beamed at Putin, who, as usual, seemed to suck on a sour tooth. He cradled a miniature dachshund like a baby. Ivanov partied with opera tenors and rock stars, and even when he bowed to the Orthodox patriarch, a brash confidence shone through. Other New Russians fell by the wayside: shot, bankrupted or exiled by the state. Pasha not only flourished, he was known as a public-spirited man, and when construction funds for the Church of the Redeemer ran low, Ivanov provided the gold foil for the dome. When Arkady first opened a file on Ivanov, he was told that if Ivanov was charged with breaking the law, he could call the senate on his mobile phone and have the law rewritten. Trying to indict Ivanov was like trying to hold on to a snake that kept shedding skin after skin and grew legs in the meantime. In other words, Pasha Ivanov was both a man of his time and a stage in evolution.

Arkady noticed a barely perceptible glitter on the windowsill, scattered grains of crystals so familiar he could not resist pressing his forefinger to pick them up and taste them. Salt.

“I’m going to look around,” he said.

“But you’re not investigating,” Hoffman said.

“Absolutely not.”

“A word alone,” Zurin said. He led Arkady into the hall. “Renko, we had an investigation into Ivanov and NoviRus, but a case against a suicide doesn’t smell good in anybody’s nostrils.”

“You initiated the investigation.”

“And I’m ending it. The last thing I want is for people to get the idea that we hounded Pasha Ivanov to death, and still went after him even when he was in the grave. It makes us look vindictive, like fanatics, which we aren’t.” The prosecutor searched Arkady’s eyes. “When you’ve had your little look around here, go to your office and collect all the Ivanov and NoviRus files and leave them by my office. Do it tonight. And stop using the phrase ‘New Russian’ when you refer to crime. We’re all New Russians, aren’t we?”

“I’m trying.”

Ivanov’s apartment took up the entire tenth floor. There weren’t many rooms, but they were spacious and commanded a wraparound view of the city that gave the illusion of walking on air. Arkady began at a bedroom upholstered in linen wall panels, laid with a Persian rug. The photographs here were more personal: Ivanov skiing with Rina, sailing with Rina, in scuba-diving gear with Rina. She had huge eyes and a Slavic shelf of cheekbones. In each picture a breeze lifted her golden hair; she was the kind who could summon a breeze. Considering their difference in ages, for Ivanov their relationship must have been a bit like making a mistress of a leggy girl, a Lolita. That was who she reminded Arkady of—Lolita was a Russian creation, after all! There was a nearly paternal humor in Pasha’s expression and a candy-sweet flavor to Rina’s smile.

A rosy nude, a Modigliani, hung on the wall. On the night table were an ashtray of Lalique glass and a Hermès alarm clock; in the drawer was a 9mm pistol, a Viking with a fat clip of seventeen rounds, but not a whiff of ever having been fired. An attaché case on the bed held a single Bally shoe sack and a mobile-phone charger cord. On the bookshelf was a decorator’s selection of worn leather-bound collections of Pushkin, Rilke and Chekhov, and a box that held a trio of Patek, Cartier and Rolex watches and gently agitated them to keep them running, a definite necessity for the dead. The only off note was dirty laundry piled in a corner.

He moved into a bathroom with a limestone floor, gold-plated fixtures on a step-in spa, heated bars for robes large enough for polar bears and the convenience of a toilet phone. A shaving mirror magnified the lines of Arkady’s face. A medicine cabinet held—besides the usual toiletries—bottles of Viagra, sleeping pills, Prozac. Arkady noted a Dr. Novotny’s name on each prescription. He didn’t see any antibiotics for infection.

The kitchen looked both new and forgotten, with gleaming steel appliances, enameled pots without a single smudge and burners with not one spot of crusted sauce. A silvery rack held dusty, expensive wines, no doubt selected by an expert. Yet the dishwasher was stacked with unwashed dishes, just as the bed had been loosely made and the bathroom towels hung awry, the signs of a man caring for himself. A restaurant-size refrigerator was a cold vault, empty except for bottles of mineral water, odds and ends of cheese, crackers and half a loaf of sliced bread. Vodka sat in the freezer. Pasha was a busy man, off to business dinners every day. He was, until recently, a famously sociable man, not a wealthy recluse with long hair and fingernails. He would have wanted to show his friends a shining up-to-date kitchen and offer them a decent Bordeaux or a chilled shot of vodka. Yet he hadn’t shown anyone anything, not for months. In the dining room Arkady laid his cheek on the rosewood table and looked down its length. Dusty, but not a scratch.

At the twist of a rheostat, the next room turned into a home theater with a flat screen a good two meters wide, speakers in matte black and eight swivel chairs in red velvet with individual goose-neck lamps. All New Russians had home theaters, as if they were auteurs on the side. Arkady flipped through a video library ranging from Eisenstein to Jackie Chan. There was no tape in the tape player, and nothing in the mini-fridge but splits of Moët.

An exercise room had floor-to-ceiling windows, a padded floor, free weights and an exercise machine that looked like a catapult. A television hung over a stationary bike.

The prize was Ivanov’s apartment office, a futuristic cockpit of glass and stainless steel. Everything was close at hand, a monitor and printer on the desk, and a computer stack with a CD tray open beneath, next to an empty wastebasket. On a table lay copies of The Wall Street Journal and The Financial Times, folded as neatly as pressed sheets. CNN was on the monitor screen, market quotes streaming under a man who muttered half a world away. Arkady suspected the subdued sound was the sign of a lonely man, the need for another voice in the apartment, even while he banned his lover and nearest associates. It also struck Arkady that this was the closest anyone in the prosecutor’s office had ever come to penetrating NoviRus. It was a shame that the man to do so was him. Arkady’s life had come to this: his highest skill lay in ferreting out which man had bludgeoned another. The subtleties of corporate theft were new to him, and he stood in front of the screen like an ape encountering fire. Virtually within reach might be the answers he had been searching for: the names of silent partners in the ministries who promoted and protected Ivanov and their account numbers in offshore banks. He wouldn’t find car trunks stuffed with dollar bills. It didn’t work that way anymore. There was no paper. Money flew through the air and was gone.

Victor, the detective from the street, finally made it up. He was a sleep-deprived man in a sweater that reeked of cigarettes. He held up a sandwich bag containing a saltshaker. “This was on the pavement under Ivanov. Maybe it was there already. Why would anyone jump out a window with a saltshaker?”

Bobby Hoffman squeezed by Victor. “Renko, the best hackers in the world are Russian. I’ve encrypted and programmed Pasha’s hard drive to self-destruct at the first sign of a breach. In other words, don’t touch a fucking thing.”

“You were Pasha’s computer wizard as well as a business adviser?” Arkady said.

“I did what Pasha asked.”

Arkady tapped the CD tray. It slid open, revealing a silvery disk. Hoffman tapped the tray and it slid shut.

He said, “I should also tell you that the computer and any disks are NoviRus property. You are a millimeter from trespassing. You ought to know the laws here.”

“Mr. Hoffman, don’t tell me about Russian law. You were a thief in New York, and you’re a thief here.”

“No, I’m a consultant. I’m the guy who told Pasha not to worry about you. You have an advanced degree in business?”

“No.”

“Law?”

“No.”

“Accounting?”

“No.”

“Then lots of luck. The Americans came after me with a staff of eager-beaver lawyers right out of Harvard. I can see Pasha had a lot to be afraid of.” This was more the hostile attitude that Arkady had expected, but Hoffman ran out of steam. “Why don’t you think it’s suicide? What’s wrong?”

“I didn’t say that anything was.”

“Something bothers you.”

Arkady considered. “Recently your friend wasn’t the Pasha Ivanov of old, was he?”

“That could have been depression.”

“He moved twice in the last three months. Depressed people don’t have the energy to move; they sit still.” Depression happened to be a subject that Arkady knew something about. “It sounds like fear to me.”

“Fear of what?”

“You were close to him, you’d know better than I. Does anything here seem out of place?”

“I wouldn’t know. Pasha wouldn’t let us in here. Rina and I haven’t been inside this apartment for a month. If you were investigating, what would you be looking for?”

“I have no idea.”

Victor felt at the sleeve of Hoffman’s jacket. “Nice suede. Must have cost a fortune.”

“It was Pasha’s. I admired it once when he was wearing it, and he forced it on me. It wasn’t as if he didn’t have plenty more, but he was generous.”

“How many more jackets?” Arkady asked.

“Twenty, at least.”

“And suits and shoes and tennis whites?”

“Of course.”

“I saw clothes in the corner of the bedroom. I didn’t see a closet.”

“I’ll show you,” Rina said. How long she had been standing behind Victor, Arkady didn’t know. “I designed this apartment, you know.”

“It’s a very nice apartment,” Arkady said.

Rina studied him for signs of condescension, before she turned and, unsteadily, hand against the wall, led the way to Ivanov’s bedroom. Arkady saw nothing different until Rina pushed a wall panel that clicked and swung open to a walk-in closet bathed in lights. Suits hung on the left, pants and jackets on the right, some new and still in store bags with elaborate Italian names. Ties hung on a brass carousel. Built-in bureaus held shirts, underclothes and racks for shoes. The clothes ranged from plush cashmere to casual linen, and everything in the closet was immaculate, except a tall dressing mirror that was cracked but intact, and a bed of sparkling crystals that covered the floor.

Prosecutor Zurin arrived. “What is it now?”

Arkady licked a finger to pick up a grain and put it to his tongue. “Salt. Table salt.” At least fifty kilos’ worth of salt had been poured on the floor. The bed was softly rounded, dimpled with two faint impressions.

“A sign of derangement,” Zurin announced. “There’s no sane explanation for this. It’s the work of a man in suicidal despair. Anything else, Renko?”

“There was salt on the windowsill.”

“More salt? Poor man. God knows what was going through his mind.”

“What do you think?” Hoffman asked Arkady.

“Suicide,” Timofeyev said from the hall, his voice muffled by his handkerchief.

Victor spoke up. “As long as Ivanov is dead. My mother put all her money in one of his funds. He promised a hundred percent profit in a hundred days. She lost everything, and he was voted New Russian of the Year. If he was here now and alive, I would strangle him with his own steaming guts.”

That would settle the issue, Arkady thought.
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By the time Arkady had delivered a hand truck of NoviRus files to the prosecutor’s office and driven home, it was two in the morning.

His apartment was not a glass tower shimmering on the skyline but a pile of rocks off the Garden Ring. Various Soviet architects seemed to have worked with blinders on to design a building with flying buttresses, Roman columns and Moorish windows. Sections of the facade had fallen off, and parts had been colonized by grasses and saplings sowed by the wind, but inside, the apartments offered high ceilings and casement windows. Arkady’s view was not of sleek Mercedeses gliding by but of a backyard row of metal garages, each secured by a padlock covered by the cutoff bottom of a plastic soda bottle.

No matter the hour, Mr. and Mrs. Rajapakse, his neighbors from across the hall, came over with biscuits, hard-boiled eggs and tea. They were university professors from Sri Lanka, a small, dark pair with delicate manners.

“It is no bother,” Rajapakse said. “You are our best friend in Moscow. You know what Gandhi said when he was asked about Western civilization? He said he thought it would be a good idea. You are the one civilized Russian we know. Because we know you do not take care of yourself, we must do it for you.”

Mrs. Rajapakse wore a sari. She flew around the apartment like a butterfly to catch a fly and put it out the window.

“She harms nothing,” her husband said. “The violence here in Moscow is very bad. She worries about you all the time. She is like a little mother to you.”

After Arkady chased them home, he had half a glass of vodka and toasted. To a New Russian.

He was trying.
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Evgeny Lysenko, nickname Zhenya, age eleven, looked like an old man waiting at a bus stop. He was in the thick plaid jacket and matching cap that he’d been wearing when he was brought by militia to the children’s shelter the winter before. The sleeves were shrinking, but whenever the boy went on an outing with Arkady, he wore the same outfit and carried the same chess set and book of fairy tales that had been left with him. If Zhenya didn’t get out every other week, he would run away. How he had become Arkady’s obligation was a mystery. To begin with, Arkady had accompanied a well-intentioned friend, a television journalist, a nice woman looking for a child to mother and save. When Arkady arrived at the shelter for the next outing, his mobile phone rang. It was the journalist calling to say she was sorry, but she wasn’t coming; one afternoon with Zhenya was enough for her. By then Zhenya was almost at the car, and Arkady’s choice was to either leap behind the wheel and drive away, or take the boy himself.

Anyway, here was Zhenya once again, dressed for winter on a warm spring day, clutching his fairy tales, while Olga Andreevna, the head of the shelter, fussed over him. “Cheer Zhenya up,” she told Arkady. “It’s Sunday. All the other children have one kind of visitor or another. Zhenya should have something. Tell him some jokes. Be a jolly soul. Make him laugh.”

“I’ll try to think of some jokes.”

“Go to a movie, maybe kick a ball back and forth. The boy needs to get out more, to socialize. We offer psychiatric evaluation, proper diet, music classes, a regular school nearby. Most children thrive. Zhenya is not thriving.”

The shelter appeared to be a healthful setting, a two-story structure painted like a child’s drawing with birds, butterflies, rainbow and sun, and a real vegetable garden bordered by marigolds. The shelter was a model, an oasis in a city where thousands of children went without homes and worked pushing outdoor market carts or worse. Arkady saw a circle of girls in a playground serving tea to their dolls. They seemed happy.

Zhenya climbed into the car, put on his seat belt and held his book and chess set tight. He stared straight ahead like a soldier.

“So, what will you do, then?” Olga Andreevna asked Arkady.

“Well, we’re such jolly souls, we’re capable of anything.”

“Does he talk to you?”

“He reads his book.”

“But does he talk to you?”

“No.”

“Then how do you two communicate?”

“To be honest, I don’t know.”
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Arkady had a Zhiguli 9, a goat of a car, not prepossessing but built for Russian roads. They drove along the river wall, past fishermen casting for urban aquatic life. Considering the black cloud of truck exhaust and the sluggish green of the Moscow River, for optimism fishermen were hard to beat. A BMW shot by, followed by a security team in an SUV. In fact, the city was safer than it had been in years, and chase cars were largely for form, like the retinue of a lord. The most ferocious businessmen had killed one another off, and a truce between the Mafias seemed to be holding. Of course, a wise man took out all forms of insurance. Restaurants, for example, had both private security guards and a representative of the local Mafia at the front door. Moscow had reached an equilibrium, which made Ivanov’s suicide all the harder to understand.

Meanwhile, Zhenya read aloud his favorite fairy tale, about a girl abandoned by her father and sent by her stepmother into the deep woods to be killed and eaten by a witch, Baba Yaga.

“ ‘Baba Yaga had a long blue nose and steel teeth, and she lived in a hut that stood on chicken legs. The hut could walk through the woods and sit wherever Baba Yaga ordered. Around the hut was a fence festooned with skulls. Most victims died just at the sight of Baba Yaga. The strongest men, the wealthiest lords, it didn’t matter. She boiled the meat off their bones and when she had eaten every last bite she added their skulls to her hideous fence. A few prisoners lived long enough to try to escape, but Baba Yaga flew after them on a magic mortar and pestle.’ ” However, page by page, through kindness and courage, the girl did escape and made her way back to her father, who sent away the evil stepmother. When Zhenya was done reading he gave Arkady a quick glance and settled back in his seat, a ritual completed.

At Sparrow Hill, Arkady swung the car in sight of Moscow University, one of Stalin’s skyscrapers, built by convict labor in such a fever for higher learning and at such wholesale cost of life that bodies were said to have been left entombed. That was a fairy tale he could keep to himself, Arkady thought.

“Did you have some fun this week?” Arkady asked.

Zhenya said nothing. Nevertheless, Arkady tried a smile. After all, many children from the shelter had suffered negligence and abuse. They couldn’t be expected to be rays of sunshine. Some children were adopted out of the shelter. Zhenya, with his sharp nose and vow of silence, wasn’t a likely candidate.

Arkady himself would have been harder to please, he thought, if he’d had a higher opinion of himself as a child. As he remembered, he had been an unlovable stick, devoid of social skills and isolated by the aura of fear around his father, an army officer who was perfectly willing to humiliate adults, let alone a boy. When Arkady came home to their apartment, he would know whether the general was in just by the stillness in the air. The very foyer seemed to hold its breath. So Arkady had little personal experience to draw on. His father had never taken him for outings. Sometimes Sergeant Belov, his father’s aide, would go with Arkady to the park. Winters were the best, when the sergeant, tramping and puffing like a horse, pulled Arkady on a sled through the snow. Otherwise, Arkady walked with his mother, and she tended to walk ahead, a slim woman with a dark braid of hair, lost in her own world.

Zhenya always insisted on going to Gorky Park. As soon as they’d bought tickets and entered the grounds, Arkady got out of the way while Zhenya made a slow perambulation of the plaza fountain to scan the crowd. Fluffs of poplar seed floated on the water and collected around the stalls. Crows patrolled in search of sandwich crusts. Gorky Park was officially a park of culture, with an emphasis on outdoor performances of classical music and promenades among the trees. Over time, the bandshell had been claimed by rock bands and the promenades covered by amusement rides. As ever, Zhenya returned from the fountain dejected.

“Let’s go shoot something,” Arkady said. That generally cheered boys up.

Five rubles bought five shots with an air rifle at a row of Coke cans. Arkady remembered when the targets had been American bombers dangling on strings, something worth blazing away at. From there they went into a fun house, where they followed a dark walkway between weary moans and swaying bats. Next came a real space shuttle that had truly orbited the earth and was tricked out with chairs that lurched from side to side to simulate a bumpy descent.

Arkady asked, “What do you think, Captain? Should we return to earth?”

Zhenya got out of his chair and marched off without a glance.

It was a little like accompanying a sleepwalker. Arkady was along but invisible, and Zhenya moved as if on a track. They stopped, as they had on every other trip, to watch bungee jumping. The jumpers were teenagers, taking turns soaring off the platform, flapping, screaming with fear, only to be snapped back the moment before they hit the ground. The girls were dramatic, the way their hair rippled on the way down and snapped as the plunge was arrested. Arkady couldn’t help but think of Ivanov and the difference between the fun of near death and the real thing, the profound difference between giggling as you bounced to your feet, and staying embedded in the pavement. For his part, Zhenya didn’t appear to care whether the jumpers died or survived. He always stood in the same spot and glanced cagily around. Then he took off for the roller coaster.

He took the same rides in the same order: a roller coaster, a giant swing and a ride in a pontoon boat around a little man-made lake. He and Arkady sat back and pedaled, the same as every time, while white swans and black swans cruised by in turn. Although it was Sunday, the park maintained an uncrowded lassitude. Rollerbladers slid by with long, easy strides. The Beatles drifted from loudspeakers: “Yesterday.” Zhenya looked hot in his cap and jacket, but Arkady knew better than to suggest the boy remove them.

The sight of silver birches by the water made Arkady ask, “Have you ever been here in the winter?”

Zhenya might as well have been deaf.

“Do you ice-skate?” Arkady asked.

Zhenya looked straight ahead.

“Ice skating here in the wintertime is beautiful,” Arkady said. “Maybe we should do that.”

Zhenya didn’t blink.

Arkady said, “I’m sorry that I’m not better at this. I was never good at jokes. I just can’t remember them. In Soviet times, when things were hopeless, we had great jokes.”

Since the children’s shelter fed Zhenya good nutritious food, Arkady plied him with candy bars and soda. They ate at an outdoor table while playing chess with pieces that were worn from use, on a board that had been taped together more than once. Zhenya didn’t speak even to say “Mate!” He simply knocked over Arkady’s king at the appropriate time and set the pieces up again.

“Have you ever tried football?” Arkady asked. “Stamp collecting? Do you have a butterfly net?”

Zhenya concentrated on the board. The head of the shelter had told Arkady how Zhenya did solitary chess problems every night until lights-out.

Arkady said, “You may wonder how it is that a senior investigator like myself is free on such a glorious day. The reason is that the prosecutor, my chief, feels that I need reassignment. It’s plain that I need reassignment, because I don’t know a suicide when I see one. An investigator who doesn’t know a suicide when he sees one is a man who needs to be reassigned.”

Arkady’s move, the retreat of a knight to a useless position on the side of the board, made Zhenya look up, as if to detect a trap. Not to worry, Arkady thought.

“Are you familiar with the name Pavel Ilyich Ivanov?” Arkady asked. “No? How about Pasha Ivanov? That’s a more interesting name. Pavel is old-fashioned, stiff. Pasha is Eastern, Oriental, with a turban and a sword. Much better than Pavel.”

Zhenya stood to see the board from another angle. Arkady would have surrendered, but he knew how Zhenya relished a thoroughly crushing victory.

Arkady said, “It’s curious how, if you study anyone long enough, if you devote enough effort to understanding him, he can become part of your life. Not a friend but a kind of acquaintance. To put it another way, a shadow has to become close, right? I thought I was beginning to understand Pasha, and then I found salt.” Arkady looked for a reaction, in vain. “And well you should be surprised. There was a lot of salt in the apartment. That’s not a crime, although it might be a sign. Some people say that’s what you’d expect from a man about to take his life, a closet full of salt. They could be right. Or not. We don’t investigate suicides, but how do you know it’s a suicide unless you investigate? That is the question.”

Zhenya scooped up the knight, revealing a pin on Arkady’s bishop. Arkady moved his king. At once, the bishop disappeared into Zhenya’s grasp, and Arkady advanced another sacrificial lamb.

“But the prosecutor doesn’t want complications, especially from a difficult investigator, a holdover from the Soviet era, a man on the skids. Some men march confidently from one historical era to the next; others skid. I’ve been told to enjoy a rest while matters are sorted out, and that is why I can spend the day with you.” Zhenya pushed a juggernaut of a rook the length of the board, tipped over Arkady’s king and swept all of the pieces into the box. He hadn’t heard a word.

The last regular event was a ride on the Ferris wheel, which kept turning as Arkady and Zhenya handed over their tickets, scrambled into an open-air gondola and latched themselves in. A complete revolution of the fifty-meter wheel took five minutes. As the gondola rose, it afforded a view first of the amusement park, then of geese lifting from the lake and Rollerbladers gliding on the trails and, finally, at its apogee, through a floating scrim of poplar fluff, a panorama of gray daytime Moscow, flashes of gold from church to church and the distant groans of traffic and construction. All the way, Zhenya stretched his neck to look in one direction and then the other, as if he could encompass the city’s entire population.

Arkady had tried to find Zhenya’s father, even though the boy refused to supply the first name or help a sketch artist from the militia. Nevertheless, Arkady had gone through Moscow residence, birth and draft records in search of Lysenkos. In case the father was alcoholic, Arkady asked at drying-out tanks. Since Zhenya played so well, Arkady visited chess clubs. And, because Zhenya was so shy of authority, Arkady went through arrest records. Six possibles turned up, but they all proved to be serving long terms in seminaries, Chechnya or prison.

When Zhenya and Arkady were at the very top of the wheel, it stopped. The attendant on the ground gave a thin shout and waved. Nothing to worry about. Zhenya was happy with more time to scan the city, while Arkady contemplated the virtues of early retirement: the chance to learn new languages, new dances, travel to exotic places. His stock with the prosecutor was definitely falling. Once you’d been to the top of the Ferris wheel of life, so to speak, anything else was lower. So here he was, literally suspended. Poplar fluff sailed by like the scum of a river.

The wheel started to turn again, and Arkady smiled, to prove his attention hadn’t wandered. “Any luck? You know, in Iceland there’s a kind of imp, a sprite that’s just a head on a foot. It’s a playful imp, very mischievous, likes to hide things like your keys and socks, and you can only see it from the corner of your eye. If you look straight at it, it disappears. Maybe that’s the best way to see some people.”

Zhenya acknowledged not a word, which was a statement in itself, that Arkady was merely transportation, a means to an end. When the gondola reached the ground, the boy stepped out, ready to return to the shelter, and Arkady let him march ahead.

The trick, Arkady thought, was not to expect more. Obviously Zhenya had come to the park with his father, and by this point, Arkady knew exactly how they had spent the day. A child’s logic was that if his father had come here before, he would come again, and he might even be magically evoked through a re-creation of that day. Zhenya was a grim little soldier defending a last outpost of memory, and any word he passed with Arkady would mute and dim his father that much more. A smile would be as bad as traffic with the enemy.

On the way out of the park, Arkady’s mobile phone rang. It was Prosecutor Zurin.

“Renko, what did you tell Hoffman last night?”

“About what?”

“You know what. Where are you?”

“The Park of Culture and Rest. I’m resting.” Arkady watched Zhenya steal the opportunity to take another turn of the fountain.

“Relaxing?”

“I’d like to think so.”

“Because you were so wound up last night, so full of…speculation, weren’t you? Hoffman wants to see you.”

“Why?”

“You said something to him last night. Something out of my earshot, because nothing I heard from you made any sense at all. I have never seen a clearer case of suicide.”

“Then you have officially determined that Ivanov killed himself.”

“Why not?”

Arkady didn’t answer directly. “If you’re satisfied, then I don’t see what there is for me to do.”

“Don’t be coy, Renko. You’re the one who opened this can of worms. You’ll be the one who shuts it. Hoffman wants you to clean up the loose ends. I don’t see why he doesn’t just go home.”

“As I remember, he’s a fugitive from America.”

“Well, as a courtesy to him, and just to settle things, he wants a few more questions answered. Ivanov was Jewish, wasn’t he? I mean his mother was.”

“So?”

“I’m just saying, he and Hoffman were a pair.”

Arkady waited for more, but Zurin seemed to think he had made his point. “I take my orders from you, Prosecutor Zurin. What are your orders?” Arkady wanted this to be clear.

“What time is it?”

“It’s four in the afternoon.”

“First get Hoffman out of the apartment. Then get to work tomorrow morning.”

“Why not tonight?”

“In the morning.”

“If I get Hoffman out of the apartment, how will I get back in?”

“The elevator operator knows the code now. He’s old guard. Trustworthy.”

“And just what do you expect me to do?”

“Whatever Hoffman asks. Just get this matter settled. Not complicated, not drawn out, but settled.”

“Does that mean over or resolved?”

“You know very well what I mean.”

“I don’t know, I’m fairly involved here.” Zhenya was just finishing his circuit of the fountain.

“Get over there now.”

“I’ll need a detective. I should have a pair, but I’ll settle for Victor Fedorov.”

“Why him? He hates businessmen.”

“Perhaps he’ll be harder to buy.”

“Just go.”

“Do I get my files back?”

“No.”

Zurin hung up. The prosecutor might have shown a little more edge than usual, but, everything considered, the conversation had been as pleasant as Arkady could have wished.
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Bobby Hoffman let Arkady and Victor into the Ivanov apartment, moved to the sofa and dropped into the deep impression already there. Despite air-conditioning, the room had the funk of an all-night vigil. Hoffman’s hair was matted, his eyes a blur, and tear tracks ran into the reddish bristle on his jowls. His clothes looked twisted around him, although the jacket given to him by Pasha was folded on the coffee table beside a snifter and two empty bottles of brandy. He said, “I don’t have the code to the keypad, so I stayed.”

“Why?” Arkady asked.

“Just to get things straight.”

“Straighten us out, please.”

Hoffman tilted his head and smiled. “Renko, as far as your investigation goes, I want you to know that you wouldn’t have touched Pasha or me in a thousand years. The American Securities and Exchange Commission never hung anything on me.”

“You fled the country.”

“You know what I always tell complainers? ‘Read the fine print, asshole!’ ”

“The fine print is the important print?”

“That’s why it’s fine.”

“As in ‘You can be the wealthiest man in the world and live in a palace with a beautiful woman, but one day you will fall out a tenth-floor window’?” Arkady said. “As fine as that?”

“Yeah.” The air went out of Hoffman, and it occurred to Arkady that for all the American’s bravado, without the protection of Pasha Ivanov, Bobby Hoffman was a mollusk without its shell, a tender American morsel on the Russian ocean floor.

“Why don’t you just leave Moscow?” Arkady asked Hoffman.

“Take a million dollars from the company and go. Set up in Cyprus or Monaco.”

“That’s what Timofeyev suggested, except his number was ten million.”

“That’s a lot.”

“Look, the bank accounts Pasha and I opened offshore add up to about a hundred million. Not all our money, of course, but that’s a lot.”

A hundred million? Arkady tried to add the zeroes. “I stand corrected.”

Victor took a chair and set down his briefcase. He gave the apartment the cold glance of a Bolshevik in the Winter Palace. From his briefcase he fished a personal ashtray fashioned from an empty soda can, although his sweater had holes that suggested he put out his cigarettes another way. He also had put, in a light-fingered way, drinking glasses from the evening before in plastic bags labeled “Zurin,” “Timofeyev” and “Rina Shevchenko,” just in case.

Hoffman contemplated the empty bottles. “Staying here is like watching a movie, running every possible scenario. Pasha jumping out the window, being dragged and thrown out, over and over. Renko, you’re the expert: was Pasha killed?”

“I have no idea.”

“Thanks a lot, that’s helpful. Last night you sounded like you had suspicions.”

“I thought the scene deserved more investigation.”

“Because as soon as you started to poke around, you found a closet full of fucking salt. What is that about?”

“I was hoping you could tell me. You never noticed that with Ivanov before, a fixation on salt?”

“No. All I know is, everything wasn’t as simple as the prosecutor and Timofeyev said. You were right about Pasha changing. He locked us out of here. He’d wear clothes once and throw them away. It wasn’t like giving the jacket to me. He threw out the clothes in garbage bags. Driving around, suddenly he’d change his route, like he was on the run.”

“Like you,” Victor said.

“Only he didn’t run far,” Arkady said. “He stayed in Moscow.”

Hoffman said, “How could he go? Pasha always said, ‘Business is personal. You show fear and you’re dead.’ Anyway, you wanted more time to investigate. Okay, I bought you some.”

“How did you do that?”

“Call me Bobby.”

“How did you do that, Bobby?”

“NoviRus has foreign partners. I told Timofeyev that unless you were on the case, I’d tell them that the cause of Pasha’s death wasn’t totally resolved. Foreign partners are nervous about Russian violence. I always tell them it’s exaggerated.”

“Of course.”

“Nothing can stop a major project—the Last Judgment wouldn’t stop an oil deal—but I can stall for a day or two until the company gets a clean bill of health.”

“The detective and I will be the doctors who decide this billion-dollar state of health? I’m flattered.”

“I’d start you off with a bonus of a thousand dollars.”

“No, thanks.”

“You don’t like money? What are you, communists?” Hoffman’s smile stalled halfway between insult and ingratiation.

“The problem is that I don’t believe you. Americans won’t take the word of either a criminal like you or an investigator like me. NoviRus has its own security force, including former detectives. Have them investigate. They’re already paid.”

“Paid to protect the company,” Hoffman said. “Yesterday that meant protecting Pasha, today it’s protecting Timofeyev. Anyway, Colonel Ozhogin is in charge, and he hates me.”

“If Ozhogin dislikes you, then I advise you to get on the next plane. I’m sure Russian violence is exaggerated, but it serves no one’s purpose for you to be in Moscow.” Ozhogin’s displeasure was a cue for any man to travel to foreign climes, Arkady thought.

“After you ask some questions. You hounded Pasha and me for months. Now you can hound someone else.”

“It’s not that simple, as you say.”

“A few fucking questions is all I’m asking for.”

Arkady gave way to Victor, who opened a ledger from his briefcase and said, “May I call you Bobby?” He rolled the name like hard candy. “Bobby, there would be more than one or two questions. We’d have to talk to everyone who saw Pasha Ivanov last night, his driver and bodyguards, the building staff. Also, we’d have to review the security tapes.”

“Ozhogin won’t like that.”

Arkady shrugged. “If Ivanov didn’t commit suicide, there was a breach in security.”

Victor said, “To do a complete job, we should also talk to his friends.”

“They weren’t here.”

“They knew Ivanov. His friends and the women he was involved with, like the one who was here last night.”

“Rina is a great kid. Very artistic.”

Victor gave Arkady a meaningful glance. The detective had once invented a theory called Fuck the Widow, for determining a probable killer on the basis of who lined up first to console a grieving spouse. “Also, enemies.”

“Everyone has enemies. George Washington had enemies.”

“Not as many as Pasha,” said Arkady. “There were earlier attempts on Pasha’s life. We’d have to check who was involved and where they are. It’s not just a matter of one more day and a few more questions.”

Victor dropped a butt in the soda can. “What the investigator wants to know is, if we make progress, are you going to run and leave us with our pants down and the moon out?”

“If so, the detective recommends you begin running now,” Arkady said. “Before we start.”

Bobby hung on to the sofa. “I’m staying right here.”

“If we do start, this is a possible crime scene, and the very first thing is to get you out of here.”

“We have to talk,” Victor told Arkady.

The two men retreated to the white runway of the hall. Victor lit a cigarette and sucked on it like oxygen. “I’m dying. I have heart problems, lung problems, liver problems. The trouble is, I’m dying too slowly. Once my pension meant something. Now I have to work until they push me into the grave. I ran the other day. I thought I heard church bells. It was my chest. They’re raising the price of vodka and tobacco. I don’t bother eating anymore. Fifteen brands of Italian pasta, but who can afford it? So do I really want to spend my final days playing bodyguard to a dog turd like Bobby Hoffman? Because that’s all he wants us for, bodyguards. And he’ll disappear, he’ll disappear as soon as he shakes more money out of Timofeyev. He’ll run when we need him most.”

“He could have run already.”

“He’s just driving up the price.”

“You said there are good prints on the glasses. Maybe there are some more.”

“Arkady, these people are different. It’s every man for himself. Ivanov is dead? Good riddance.”

“So you don’t think it was suicide?” Arkady asked.

“Who knows? Who cares? Russians used to kill for women or power, real reasons. Now they kill for money.”

“The ruble wasn’t really money,” Arkady said.

“But we’re leaving, right?”

Bobby Hoffman sank into the sofa as they returned. He could read the verdict in their eyes. Arkady had intended to deliver the bad news and keep going, but he slowed as bands of sunlight vibrated the length of the room. A person could argue whether a white decor was timid or bold, Arkady thought, but there was no denying that Rina had done a professional job. The entire room glowed, and the chrome of the wet bar cast a shimmering reflection over the photographs of Pasha Ivanov and his constellation of famous and powerful friends. Ivanov’s world was so far away from the average Russian’s that the pictures could have been taken by a telescope pointed to the stars. This was the closest Arkady had gotten to NoviRus. He was, for the moment, inside the enemy camp.

When Arkady got to the sofa, Hoffman wrapped his pudgy hands around Arkady’s. “Okay, I took a disk with confidential data from Pasha’s computer: shell companies, bribes, payoffs, bank accounts. It was going to be my insurance, but I’m spending it on you. I agreed to give it back when you’re done. That’s the deal I made with Ozhogin and Zurin, the disk for a few days of your help. Don’t ask me where it is, it’s safe. So you were right, I’m a venal slob. Big news. Know why I’m doing this? I couldn’t go back to my place. I didn’t have the strength, and I couldn’t sleep, either, so I just sat here. In the middle of the night, I heard this rubbing. I thought it was mice and got a flashlight and walked around the apartment. No mice. But I still heard them. Finally I went down to the lobby to ask the receptionist. He wasn’t at his desk, though. He was outside with the doorman, on their hands and knees with brushes and bleach, scrubbing blood off the sidewalk. They did it, there’s not a spot left. That’s what I’d been hearing from ten stories up, the scrubbing. I know it’s impossible, but that’s what I heard. And I thought to myself, Renko: there’s a son of a bitch who’d hear the scrubbing. That’s who I want.”
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In the black-and-white videotape, the two Mercedeses rolled up to the street security camera, and bodyguards—large men further inflated by the armored vests they wore under their suits—deployed from the chase car to the building canopy. Only then did the lead car’s driver trot around to open the curbside door.

A digital clock rolled in a corner of the tape. 2128. 2129. 2130. Finally Pasha Ivanov unfolded from the rear seat. He looked more disheveled than the dynamic Ivanov of the apartment photo gallery. Arkady had questioned the driver, who had told him that Ivanov hadn’t said a word all the way from the office to the apartment, not even on a mobile phone.

Something amused Ivanov. Two dachshunds strained on their leashes to sniff his attaché case. Although the tape was silent, Arkady read Ivanov’s lips: Puppies? he asked the owner. When the dogs had passed, Ivanov clutched the attaché to his chest and went into the building. Arkady switched to the lobby tape.

The marble lobby was so brightly lit that everyone wore halos. The doorman and receptionist wore jackets with braid over not too obvious holsters. Once the doorman activated the call button with a key, he stayed at Ivanov’s side while Ivanov used a handkerchief, and when the elevator doors opened, Arkady went to the elevator tape. He had already interviewed the operator, a former Kremlin guard, white-haired but hard as a sandbag.

Arkady asked whether he and Ivanov had talked. The operator said, “I trained on the Kremlin staircase. Big men don’t make small talk.”

On the tape, Ivanov punched a code into the keypad and, as the doors opened, turned to the elevator camera. The camera’s fish-bowl lens made his face disproportionately huge, eyes drowning in shadow above the handkerchief he held against his nose. Maybe he had Timofeyev’s summer cold. Ivanov finally moved through the open doors, and Arkady was reminded of an actor rushing to the stage, now hesitating, now rushing again. The time on the tape was 2133.

Arkady switched tapes, back to the street camera, and forwarded to 2147. The pavement was clear, the two cars were still at the curb, the lights of traffic filtering by. At 2148 a blur from above slapped the pavement. The doors of the chase car flew open, and the guards poured out to form a defensive circle on the pavement around what could have been a heap of rags with legs. One man raced into the building, another knelt to feel Ivanov’s neck, while the driver of the sedan ran around it to open a rear door. The man taking Ivanov’s pulse, or lack of it, shook his head while the doorman moved into view, arms wide in disbelief. That was it, the Pasha Ivanov movie, a story with a beginning and an end but no middle.

Arkady rewound and watched frame by frame.

Ivanov’s upper body dropped from the top of the screen, shoulder hitched to take the brunt of the fall.

His head folded from the force of the impact even as his legs entered the frame.

Upper and lower body collapsed into a ring of dust that exploded from the pavement.

Pasha Ivanov settled as the doors of the chase car swung open and, in slow motion, the guards swam around his body.

Arkady watched to see whether any of the security team, while they were in the car and before Ivanov came out of the sky, glanced up; then he watched for anything like the saltshaker dropping with Ivanov or shaken loose by the force of the fall. Nothing. And then he watched to see whether any of the guards picked up anything afterward. No one did. They stood on the pavement, as useful as potted plants.

[image: space]

The doorman on duty kept looking up. He said, “I was in Special Forces, so I’ve seen parachutes that didn’t deploy and bodies you scraped off the ground, but someone coming out of the sky here? And Ivanov, of all people. A good guy, I have to say, a generous guy. But what if he’d hit the doorman, did he think about that? Now a pigeon goes overhead and I duck.”

“Your name?” Arkady asked.

“Kuznetsov, Grisha.” Grisha still had the army stamp on him. Wary around officers.

“You were on duty two days ago?”

“The day shift. I wasn’t here at night, when it happened, so I don’t know what I can tell you.”

“Just walk me around, if you would.”

“Around what?”

“The building, front to back.”

“For a suicide? Why?”

“Details.”

“Details,” Grisha muttered as the traffic went by. He shrugged. “Okay.”

The building was short-staffed on weekends, Grisha said, only him, the receptionist and the passenger elevator man. Weekdays, there were two other men for repairs, working the service door and service elevator, picking up trash. Housecleaners on weekdays, too, if residents requested. Ivanov didn’t. Everyone had been vetted, of course. Security cameras covered the street, lobby, passenger elevator and service alley. At the back of the lobby Grisha tapped in a code on a keypad by a door with a sign that said STAFF ONLY. The door eased open, and Grisha led Arkady into an area that consisted of a changing room with lockers, sink, microwave; toilet; mechanical room with furnace and hot-water heater; repair shop where two older men Grisha identified as Fart A and Fart B were intently threading a pipe; residents’ storage area for rugs, skis and such, ending in a truck bay. Every door had a keypad and a different code.
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