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  Praise for Martin Cruz Smith

  ‘Cruz Smith not only constructs grittily realistic plots, he also has a gift for characterisation of which most thriller writers can only dream’

  Mail on Sunday

  ‘Cruz Smith writes extraordinarily well in a genre not usually considered literature . . . [He] is not merely our best writer of suspense, but one of our best writers,
  period’

  New York Times

  ‘When Cruz Smith is at his best, it is impossible to tell how much is research and how much imagination . . . he moves into the realm of high adventure, alongside such
  writers as John Buchan, Hammond Innes, the great Lionel Davidson and Geoffrey Household’

  Guardian

  ‘Smith’s strength is his ability to conjure atmosphere’

  Daily Mirror

  ‘Cruz Smith understands pace, plot, character, not wearing your research on your sleeve, and all the other old-fashioned virtues. In short, he can write’

  Independent

  ‘Martin Cruz Smith is one of the finest writers at work today. His Gorky Park was a masterpiece. Similarly the magnificent Polar Star and Red
  Square’

  Sunday Herald

  ‘You’ll be engrossed in the atmospheric setting and the complexity of Renko’s pained character’

  Observer

  ‘Martin Cruz Smith writes the most inventive thrillers of anyone in the first rank of thriller writers’

  Washington Post

  ‘One of those writers that anyone who is serious about their craft views with respect bordering on awe’

  Val McDermid

  ‘A classic good cop, [Renko] collides with whoever occupies the seat of power, and passes, mangled, through the main trauma of the moment . . . His dialogue is a marvel:
  dry, observant, melancholic . . . And the setting is extraordinary’

  Evening Standard
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  Part One

  MOSCOW

  6 August–12 August 1991




  Chapter One

  In Moscow, the summer night looks like fire and smoke. Stars and moon fade. Couples rise and dress and walk the street. Cars wander with their headlights off.

  ‘There.’ Jaak saw an Audi passing in the opposite direction.

  Arkady slipped on headphones, tapped the receiver. ‘His radio’s out.’

  Jaak U-turned to the other side of the boulevard and picked up speed. The detective had askew eyes set in a muscular face and he hunched over the wheel as if he were bending it.

  Arkady tapped out a cigarette. First of the day. Well, it was one a.m., so that wasn’t much to brag about.

  ‘Closer,’ he said, and pulled the phones off. ‘Let’s be sure it’s Rudy.’

  Ahead were the lights of the ring road that circled the city. The Audi swung on to the ramp to merge with ring road traffic. Jaak edged between two flatbed lorries carrying steel plates that
  clapped with every undulation of the road. He passed the lead lorry, the Audi and a tanker. On the way, Arkady had caught the driver’s profile, but there were two people in the car, not one.
  ‘He picked someone up. We need another look,’ he said.

  Jaak slowed. The tanker didn’t pass, but a second later the Audi slid by. Rudy Rosen, the driver – a round man with soft hands fixed to the wheel – was a private banker to the
  mafias, a would-be Rothschild who catered to Moscow’s most primitive capitalists. His passenger was female, with the wild look achieved by Russian features on a diet, somewhere between
  sensual and ravenous, with short, stylishly cut blonde hair brushed back to the collar of her black leather jacket. As the Audi passed, she turned and sized up the investigators’ car, a
  two-door Zhiguli 8, as a piece of trash. In her thirties, Arkady thought. She had dark eyes, and a wide mouth and puffy lips, parted slightly as if starving. As the Audi swung in front, it was
  followed by the sound of an outboard engine and the appearance of a Suzuki 750 that inserted itself between the two cars. The motorcycle rider wore a black dome helmet, black leather jacket and
  black hightop shoes that sparkled with reflectors. Jaak eased off. The biker was Kim, Rudy’s protection.

  Arkady ducked and listened to the headset again. ‘Still dead.’

  ‘He’s leading us to the market. There are some people there, if they recognize you, you’re dead.’ Jaak laughed. ‘Of course then we’ll know we’re in the
  right place.’

  ‘Good point.’ God forbid anyone should exercise sanity, Arkady thought. Anyway, if anyone recognizes me it means I’m still alive.

  All the traffic squeezed off the same exit ramp. Jaak tried to follow the Audi, but a line of ‘rockers’ – bikers – swarmed in between. Swastikas and tsarist eagles
  decorated their backs, all wreathed in the rising smoke of the exhaust pipes stripped of silencers.

  At the end of the ramp, construction barriers had been pushed to one side. The car bounced as if they were crossing a potato field and yet Arkady saw silhouettes that loomed high against the
  faint northern sky. A Moskvitch went by, its windows crammed with swaying rugs. The roof of an ancient Renault wore a living-room suite. Ahead, brake lights spread into a pool of red.

  The rockers drew their bikes into a circle, announcing their stop with a chorus of roars. Cars and lorries spaced themselves roughly on a knoll here, in a trough there. Jaak killed the Zhiguli
  in first; the car had no neutral or parking gear. He emerged from the car with the smile of a crocodile who has found monkeys at play. Arkady got out wearing a padded jacket and cloth cap. He had
  black eyes and an expression of bemusement, as if he had recently returned from a long stay in a deep hole to observe changes on the surface, which wasn’t far from the truth.

  This was the new Moscow.

  The silhouettes were towers, red lights at the top to warn off planes. At their bases were the chalky forms of earthmovers, cement mixers, stacks of good bricks and mounds of bad,
  metal-reinforced bars sinking into mud. Figures moved around the cars and more were still arriving, an apparent convention of insomniacs. No sleep-walking here, though; instead, the swarming,
  purposeful hum of a black market.

  In a way it was like walking through a dream, Arkady thought. Here were cartoons of Marlboros, Winstons, Rothmans, even despised Cuban cigarettes stacked as high as walls. Videotapes of American
  action or Swedish porn sold by the gross for distribution. Polish glassware glittered in factory crates. Two men in tracksuits arranged not windscreen wipers, but whole windscreens, and not merely
  carved out of some poor sod’s car but new, straight from the assembly line. And food! Not blue chickens dead of malnutrition, but whole sides of marbled beef hanging in a butcher’s
  lorry. Gypsies lit kerosene lamps beside attaché cases to display gold tsarist rubles in mint condition, sealed and sold in plastic strips. Jaak pointed out a moon-white Mercedes. Further
  lamps appeared, spreading the aura of a bazaar; there might be camels browsing among the cars, Arkady thought, or Chinese merchants unrolling bolts of silk. An encampment to themselves was the
  Chechen mafia, men with pasty, pocked complexions and black hair who sprawled in their cars like pashas at their ease. Even in this setting, the Chechens enforced a space of fear.

  Rudy Rosen’s Audi was in a choice central location near a lorry unloading radios and VCRs. A well-behaved queue had formed outside the car under the gaze of Kim, who stood, one foot on his
  helmet, about ten metres away. He had long hair that he pushed away from small, almost delicate features. His jacket was padded like armour and open to a compact model of the Kalashnikov called
  Malysh, ‘Little Boy’.

  ‘I’m getting in line,’ Arkady told Jaak.

  ‘Why is Rudy doing this?’

  ‘I’ll ask.’

  ‘He’s guarded by a Korean vampire who’ll be watching every move you make.’

  ‘Make a note of numberplates, then watch Kim.’

  Arkady joined the queue while Jaak loitered by the lorry. From a distance, the VCRs seemed solid Soviet goods. Miniaturization was a virtue for consumers of other societies; generally, Russians
  wanted to show what they bought, not to hide it. But were they new? Jaak ran his hands along the edges, searching for the telltale cigarette burns of a used machine.

  There was no sign of the golden-haired woman who had come with Rudy. Arkady felt himself being scrutinized and turned towards a face whose nose had been broken so many times it had developed an
  elbow. ‘What’s the rate tonight?’ the man asked.

  ‘I don’t know,’ Arkady admitted.

  ‘They twist your prick here if you have anything but dollars. Or tourist coupons. Do I look like a fucking tourist?’ He dug into his pockets and came out with crumpled notes. He held
  up one fist. ‘Zlotys.’ He held up the other. ‘Forints. Can you believe it? I followed these two from the Savoy. I thought they were Italian and they turned out to be a Hungarian
  and a Pole.’

  ‘It must have been pretty dark,’ Arkady said.

  ‘When I found out, I almost killed them. I should have killed them to spare them the pain of trying to live on fucking forints and zlotys.’

  Rudy rolled down the window on the passenger side and called to Arkady, ‘Next!’ To the man waiting with zlotys, he added, ‘This will take a while.’

  Arkady got in. Rudy was well wrapped in a double-breasted suit, an open cashbox on his lap. He had thinning hair combed diagonally across his scalp, moist eyes with long lashes, a blue cast to
  his jowls. A garnet ring was on the hand that held a calculator. The back seat was an office of neatly arrayed file boxes, laptop computer, computer battery, and cases of software, manuals and
  computer disks.

  ‘This is a thoroughly mobile bank,’ Rudy said.

  ‘An illegal bank.’

  ‘On my disks I can hold the complete savings records of the Russian Republic. I could do a spreadsheet for you some other time.’

  ‘Thanks. Rudy, a rolling computer centre does not make for a satisfying life.’

  Rudy held up a Game Boy. ‘Speak for yourself.’

  Arkady sniffed. Hanging from the rearview mirror was something that looked like a green wick.

  ‘It’s an air freshener,’ Rudy said. ‘Pine scent.’

  ‘It smells like armpit of mint. How can you breathe?’

  ‘It smells cleaner. I know it’s me – cleanliness, germs – it’s my problem. What are you doing here?’

  ‘Your radio’s not working. Let me see it.’

  Rudy blinked. ‘You’re going to work on it here?’

  ‘Here is where we want to use it. Behave as if we’re conducting a normal transaction.’

  ‘You said this would be safe.’

  ‘But not foolproof. Everybody’s looking.’

  ‘Dollars? Deutschmarks? Francs?’ Rudy asked.

  The cashbox tray was stuffed with currencies of different nationalities and colours. There were francs that looked like delicately hand-tinted portraits, lire with fantastic numbers and
  Dante’s face, oversized Deutschmarks brimming with confidence, and, most of all, compartments of crisp-as-grass green American dollars. At Rudy’s feet was a bulging briefcase with,
  Arkady assumed, much more. Tucked by the clutch there was also a package wrapped in brown paper. Rudy lifted the hundred-dollar notes from the tray to reveal a transmitter and micro-recorder.

  ‘Pretend I want to buy rubles,’ Arkady said.

  ‘Rubles?’ Rudy’s finger froze over the calculator. ‘Why would anyone want to buy rubles?’

  Arkady played the transmitter’s power switch back and forth, then fine-tuned the frequency. ‘You’re doing it, buying rubles for dollars or Deutschmarks.’

  ‘Let me explain. I’m exchanging. This is a service for buyers. I control the rate, I’m the bank, so I always make money and you always lose. Arkady, nobody buys rubles.’
  Rudy’s small eyes swelled with sympathy. ‘The only real Soviet money is vodka. Vodka is the only state monopoly that really works.’

  ‘You have some of that, too.’ Arkady glanced at the rear floor, which was littered with silvery bottles of Starka, Russkaya and Kuban vodka.

  ‘It’s Stone Age barter. I take what people have. I help them. I’m surprised I don’t have stone beads and pieces of eight. Anyway, the rate is forty rubles to the
  dollar.’

  Arkady tried the ‘On’ button of the recorder. The miniature spools didn’t move. ‘The official rate is thirty rubles to the dollar.’

  ‘Yes, and the universe revolves around Lenin’s arse-hole. No disrespect. It’s funny, I deal with men who would slit their mother’s throat and are embarrassed by the
  concept of profit.’ Rudy became serious. ‘Arkady, if you can just imagine profit apart from crime, then you have business. What we’re doing right now is normal and legal in the
  rest of the world.’

  ‘He’s normal?’ Arkady looked in the direction of Kim. His eyes fixed on the car, the bodyguard had the flat face of a mask.

  Rudy said, ‘Kim’s there for effect. I’m like Switzerland, neutral, everybody’s banker. Everybody needs me. Arkady, we’re the only part of the economy that works.
  Look around. Long Pond mafia, Baumanskaya mafia, local boys who know how to deliver goods. Lyubertsy mafia, a little tougher, a little dumber, just want to improve themselves.’

  ‘Like your partner, Borya?’ Arkady tried tightening the spools with a key.

  ‘Borya’s a great success story. Any other country would be proud of him.’

  ‘And the Chechens?’

  ‘Granted, Chechens are different. If we were all a pile of skulls, they wouldn’t mind. But remember one thing, the biggest mafia is still the Party. Never forget that.’

  Arkady opened the transmitter and slapped out the batteries. Through the window he noticed customers growing restless, although Rudy seemed in no hurry. If anything, after his initial
  nervousness, he was in a serene, valedictory mood.

  The problem was that the transmitter was militia goods, never strong cause for confidence. Arkady twisted the connecting jacks. ‘You’re not scared?’

  ‘I’m in your hands.’

  ‘You’re only in my hands because we have enough to put you in a camp.’

  ‘Circumstantial evidence of non-violent crimes. Incidentally, another way to say “non-violent crimes” is “business”. The difference between a criminal and a
  businessman is that the businessman has imagination.’ Rudy glanced at the rear seat. ‘I have enough technology here for a space station. You know, that transmitter of yours is the only
  thing in this car that doesn’t work.’

  ‘I know, I know.’ Arkady lifted the contact prongs and gently slipped the batteries back in. ‘There was a woman in your car. Who is she?’

  ‘I don’t know. I really don’t know. She had something for me.’

  ‘What?’

  ‘A dream. Big plans.’

  ‘Is greed involved?’

  Rudy let a modest smile shine. ‘I hope so. Who wants a poor dream? Anyway, she’s a friend.’

  ‘You don’t seem to have any enemies.’

  ‘Chechens aside, no, I don’t think I do.’

  ‘Bankers can’t afford enemies?’

  ‘Arkady, we’re different. You want justice. No wonder you have enemies. I have smaller aims like profit and pleasure, the way sane people live around the world. Which of us helps
  other people more?’

  Arkady hit the transmitter with the recorder.

  ‘I love to watch Russians fix things,’ Rudy said.

  ‘You’re a student of Russians?’

  ‘I have to be, I’m a Jew.’

  The spools started to roll.

  ‘It’s working,’ Arkady announced.

  ‘What can I say? Once again, I’m amazed.’

  Arkady laid transmitter and recorder under the notes. ‘Be careful,’ he said. ‘If there’s trouble, shout.’

  ‘Kim keeps me out of trouble.’ When Arkady opened the door to leave, Rudy added, ‘In a place like this, you’re the one who has to be careful.’

  As the line outside pressed forward, Kim pushed it back with rapid shoves. He gave Arkady a black stare as he brushed by.

  Jaak had bought a short-wave radio that hung like a space-age valise from his hand. The detective wanted to stow his purchase in the Zhiguli.

  On the way to the car, Arkady said, ‘Tell me about this radio. Short wave, long wave, medium wave? German?’

  ‘All waves.’ Jaak squirmed under Arkady’s gaze. ‘Japanese.’

  ‘Did they have any transmitters?’

  They passed an ambulance that offered vials of morphine in solution and disposable syringes still in sterile American cellophane. A biker from Leningrad sold acid from his sidecar; Leningrad
  University had a reputation for the best chemists. Someone Arkady had known ten years before as a pickpocket was now taking orders for computers; Russian computers, at least. Tyres rolled out of a
  bus straight to the customer. Women’s shoes and sandals were arrayed on tiptoe on a dainty shawl. Shoes and tyres were on the march, if not into the daylight, at least into the twilight.

  There was a white flash and a gust of glass from behind them, in the middle of the market. Perhaps a camera bulb and a broken bottle, Arkady thought, though he and Jaak started to return in the
  direction of the disturbance. A second flash erupted like a firework that caught each face in recoil. The flash subsided to an everyday orange, the sort of fire men start in an oil can to warm
  their hands on a winter’s eve. Little stars rose and danced in the sky. The acrid smell of plastic was tinged by the heady bouquet of petrol.

  Some men staggered back with sleeves on fire and, as the crowd spread and Arkady pushed through, he saw Rudy Rosen riding a blazing phaeton, upright, face black, hair aflame, hands clasped to
  the wheel, brilliant in his own glow but motionless within the thick, noxious storm clouds that whipped from the interior and out of the gutted windows of his car. Arkady got near enough to look
  through the windscreen at Rudy’s eyes sinking into the smoke. He was dead. There was that silence, that gutted gaze in the middle of the flames.

  Around the burning car other cars were moving. Spilling rugs, gold coins, VCRs, a mass evacuation flowed to the gate. The ambulance lumbered off, ploughing over a figure in its headlights,
  followed by a Chechen motorcade. Motorbikes split into several streams, searching for gaps in the site fence.

  Yet some men stayed and, as the stars drifted overhead, fought to catch them. Arkady himself leaped and plucked from the air a burning Deutschmark, then a dollar, then a franc, all lined with
  worms of burning gold.




  Chapter Two

  Although the ground was still in shadow, Arkady could see that the site was a layout of four twenty-storey towers around a central square – three of the towers were faced
  in pre-cast concrete while the last was still in a skeletal girders-and-crane phase that in the hopeful light of dawn appeared both gargantuan and frail. On the ground floors he supposed there
  would be restaurants, cabarets, perhaps a cinema, and in the middle of the square, when the earthmovers and cement mixers were gone, a view of coaches and taxis. Now, however, there were a forensic
  van, the Zhiguli and the black shell of Rudy Rosen’s Audi sitting on a black carpet of singed glass. The Audi’s windows were hollow and the heat of the fire had exploded and then burned
  the tyres, so at least it was the stench of burnt rubber that was strongest. As if listening, Rudy Rosen sat stiffly upright.

  ‘Glass seems to be evenly distributed,’ Arkady said. Polina
  followed with her pre-war Leica and took a picture every other step. ‘Glass is melted closer to the car, which is a four-door Audi 1200. Left doors shut. Bonnet shut, headlights burned out.
  Right doors shut. Boot shut, rear lights burned out.’ There was nothing to do but get on his hands and knees. ‘Fuel tank is blown. Silencer separated from exhaust pipe.’ He got
  up. ‘Numberplate black now but a Moscow number is legible and identified as property of Rudik Rosen. By the wide spread of glass, origin of fire seems to have been inside the passenger
  compartment, not out.’

  ‘Pending expert reports, of course,’ Polina said to maintain her reputation for disrespect. Young and tiny, the pathologist wore one coat and one smirk summer and winter, her hair
  piled high and stabbed ferociously with pins. ‘You should get the thing up on a lift.’

  Arkady’s comments were written down by Minin, a detective with the deep-set eyes of a maniac. Behind Minin a cordon of militia marched across the site. Arson dogs dragged their handlers
  around the towers, racing from pillar to post, raising their legs.

  ‘Exterior paint is peeled,’ Arkady went on. ‘Chrome on the door handle is peeled.’ There go prints, he thought; nevertheless, he wrapped a handkerchief around his hand to
  open the front passenger door.

  ‘Thank you,’ Polina said.

  At Arkady’s touch the door swung open, spilling ash on his shoes.

  ‘Interior of the car is gutted,’ he continued. ‘Seats are burned down to frames and springs. Steering wheel seems to have melted and disappeared.’

  ‘Flesh is tougher than plastic,’ Polina said.

  ‘Rear rubber floor mats melted around what appears to be puddled glass. Rear seat burned to springs. Charred computer battery and residue of non-ferrous metal. Flecks of gold probably from
  conductors.’ Which was all that was left of the computer Rudy was so proud of. ‘Metal shuttles from computer disks.’ The megabytes of information. ‘Covered with ash.’
  The file boxes.

  Reluctantly, Arkady moved to the front. ‘Flash signs by the clutch. Fragments of charred leather. Plastic residue, batteries in dash compartment.’

  ‘Naturally. The heat was intense.’ Polina leaned in to snap a shot with her Leica. ‘Two thousand degrees, at least.’

  ‘On the front seat,’ Arkady said, ‘a cashbox. The tray is empty and charred. Under the tray are small metal contacts, four batteries, perhaps the remains of a transmitter and
  tape recorder. So much for surveillance. Also on the seat is a metal rectangle, perhaps the back of a calculator. Key in the ignition is turned to “Off ”. Two other keys on the
  ring.’

  Which brought him to the driver. This was not where Arkady excelled. In fact, this was where he could have used a long walk and a cigarette.

  ‘With the burned ones you have to open the camera aperture all the way just to get any detail,’ Polina said.

  Detail? ‘The body is shrunken,’ Arkady said, ‘too badly charred to be immediately identifiable as male or female, child or adult. Head is resting on the left shoulder. Clothes
  and hair are burned off; some skull shows through. Teeth do not appear salvageable for moulds. No visible shoes or socks.’

  Which didn’t really describe the new, smaller, blacker Rudy Rosen riding on the airy springs of his chariot. It didn’t capture his full transformation into tar and bone, the
  particular nakedness of a belt buckle hanging in the pelvic cavity, the wondering sockets of the eyes and the molten gold of his fillings, the trousers stripped for speed, the way his right hand
  gripped the steering wheel as if he were cruising through hell, and the fact that the pearlized wheel had melted like pink toffee on his fingers. It didn’t convey the mysterious way bottles
  of Starka and Kuban vodka had liquefied and pooled, how hard currency and cigarettes had vanished in a puff. ‘Everybody needs me.’ Not any more.

  Arkady turned away and saw that as black as Rudy Rosen was, Minin’s face registered nothing but satisfaction, as if this sinner had suffered barely enough. Arkady took him aside and aimed
  him at some of the searchers among the militia who were stuffing their pockets. The ground was strewn with goods abandoned in the panic of the evacuation. ‘I told them to identify and chart
  what they found.’

  ‘You didn’t mean for them to keep it.’

  Arkady took a deep breath. ‘Right.’

  ‘Look at this.’ Polina probed a corner of the back seat with her hairpin. ‘Dried blood.’

  Arkady went over to the Zhiguli. Jaak was in the back seat, questioning their only witness, the same unlucky man Arkady had met when he was waiting to talk to Rudy. The mugger with too many
  zlotys. Jaak had tackled him just inside the fence.

  According to his ID and work papers, Gary Oberlyan was a Moscow resident and hospital orderly, and, by the looks of his coupons, due for a new pair of shoes.

  ‘You want to see his ID?’ Jaak said. He pulled back Gary’s sleeves. On the inside of the left forearm was the picture of a nude sitting in a wine glass and holding the ace of
  hearts. ‘He likes wine, women and cards,’ Jaak said. On the right forearm was a bracelet of spades, hearts, diamonds and clubs. ‘He loves cards.’ On the left little finger,
  a ring of upside-down spades. ‘This means conviction for hooliganism.’ On the right ring finger, a knife through a heart. ‘This means he’s ready to kill. So let’s say
  Gary did not wash up in a basket of reeds. Let’s say Gary is a multiple offender who was apprehended at a gathering of speculators and who should cooperate.’

  ‘Fuck you,’ Gary said. In the daylight his broken nose looked welded on.

  ‘Still have your forints and zlotys?’ Arkady asked.

  ‘Fuck you.’

  Jaak read from his notes. ‘The witness states that he spoke to the fucking deceased because he thought the deceased was someone who owed him money. He then left the fucking
  deceased’s car and was standing at a distance of approximately ten metres about five minutes later when the fucking car exploded. A man the witness knows as Kim threw a second fucking bomb
  into the car and then ran.’

  ‘Kim?’ Arkady asked.

  ‘That’s what he says. He also says he burned his fucking hands trying to save the deceased.’ Jaak reached into Gary’s pockets to pull out handfuls of half-burned
  Deutschmarks and dollars.

  It was going to be a warm day. Already the dewiness of dawn was turning to beads of sweat. Arkady squinted at a sunlit banner that hung limply across the top of the western tower.
  ‘NEW WORLD HOTEL!’ He imagined the banner filling with a breeze and the tower sailing away like a brigantine. He needed sleep. He needed Kim.

  Polina knelt on the ground on the passenger side of the Audi.

  ‘More blood,’ she called.

  •   •   •

  As Arkady unlocked the door to Rudy Rosen’s flat, Minin pressed forward with a huge Stechkin machine pistol. Definitely not standard issue.

  Arkady admired the weapon but he worried about Minin. ‘You could saw a room in half with that thing,’ he told him. ‘But if someone’s here, they would have opened the door
  or blown it off with a shotgun. A pistol won’t help now. It just scares the ladies.’ He dispensed a reassuring nod to the two street sweepers he’d gathered as legal witnesses to
  the search. They answered with shy glimpses of steel teeth. Behind them, a pair of forensic technicians pulled on rubber gloves.

  Search the home of someone you don’t know and you’re an investigator, Arkady thought. Search the home of someone you do know and you’re a voyeur. Odd. He’d watched Rudy
  Rosen for a month but never been inside before.

  Upholstered front door with peephole. Living/dining room, kitchen, bedroom with TV and VCR, another bedroom turned into an office, bathroom with whirlpool. Bookcases with hardback collections of
  culture (Gogol, Dostoyevsky), biographies of Brezhnev and Moshe Dayan, stamp albums and back issues of Israel Trade, Soviet Trade, Business Week and Playboy. At once, the forensic
  technicians began a survey, Minin one step behind them to make sure nothing disappeared.

  ‘Don’t touch a thing, please,’ Arkady told the street sweepers, who stood reverentially in the middle of the room as if they had stepped into the Winter Palace.

  A kitchen cabinet held American scotch and Japanese brandy, Danish coffee in aluminium-foil bags; no vodka. In the refrigerator, smoked fish, ham, pâté and butter with a Finnish
  label, a cool jar of sour cream and, in the freezer, a chocolate bar and an ice-cream cake with pink and green frosting in the shape of flowers and leaves. It was the sort of cake that used to be
  sold in common milk shops, and was now a fantasy found only in the most special buffets – a little less rare, say, than a Fabergé egg.

  Kilims on the living-room floor. On the wall, matched portrait photographs of a violinist in formal clothes and his wife at a piano. Their faces had the same roundness and seriousness as
  Rudy’s. The front window looked down on Donskaya Street and, over rooftops, north towards the giant Ferris wheel slowly rolling nowhere in Gorky Park.

  Arkady moved on to an office with a Finnish maple desk, Stairmaster, telephone and fax. A power-surge protector at the outlet, so Rudy had used his laptop computer in the flat. The drawers held
  paper-clips, pencils, stationery from Rudy’s hotel shop, savings book and receipts.

  Minin opened a closet and slapped aside American tracksuits and Italian suits. ‘Check the pockets,’ Arkady said. ‘Check the shoes.’

  In the chest of drawers in the bedroom even the underwear had foreign labels. Bristle brush on the television set. On the night table, travelogue videotapes, satin sleep mask and alarm clock. A
  sleep mask was what Rudy needed now, Arkady thought. Safe but not foolproof, was that what he had told Rudy? Why did anyone ever believe him?

  One of the street sweepers had followed him as silently as if she moved in felt slippers. She said, ‘Olga Semyonovna and I share a flat. We have Armenians and Turkmen in the other rooms.
  They don’t speak to each other.’

  ‘Armenians and Turks? You’re lucky they don’t kill each other,’ Arkady said. He unlocked the bedroom window for a view of a courtyard garage. Nothing hanging outside the
  sill. ‘The communal apartment is death to democracy.’ He thought about it. ‘Of course democracy is death to the communal apartment.’

  Minin entered. ‘I agree with the chief investigator. What we need is a firm hand.’

  The sweeper said, ‘Say what you want, in the old days there was order.’

  ‘It was rough order but it was effective,’ Minin said and they both turned to Arkady with such expectation that he felt like a mad dog on a pedestal.

  ‘Agreed, there was no shortage of order,’ he said.

  At the desk, Arkady filled in the Protocol of Search: date, his name, in the presence of – here he entered the names and addresses of the two women – according to search warrant
  number, entered Citizen Rudik Abramovich Rosen’s residence, apartment 4A at 25 Donskaya Street.

  Arkady’s eye was caught by the fax again. The machine had buttons in English – for example, ‘Redial’. Gingerly he lifted the phone and pushed the button. The receiver
  produced tones, a ring, a voice.

  ‘Feldman.’

  ‘I’m calling for Rudy Rosen,’ Arkady said.

  ‘Why can’t he call himself?’

  ‘I’ll explain when we talk.’

  ‘You didn’t call to talk?’

  ‘We should meet.’

  ‘I don’t have time.’

  ‘It’s important.’

  ‘I’ll tell you what’s important. They’re going to shut the Lenin Library. It’s collapsing. They’re turning off the lights, locking the rooms. It’s going
  to be a tomb like the pyramids at Giza.’

  Arkady was surprised that anyone associated with Rudy cared about the state of the Lenin Library. ‘We still have to talk.’

  ‘I work late.’

  ‘Anytime.’

  ‘Outside the library, tomorrow at midnight.’

  ‘Midnight?’

  ‘Unless the library comes down on top of me.’

  ‘Let me just check the phone number.’

  ‘Feldman. F-e-l-d-m-a-n. Professor Feldman.’ He recited the number and hung up.

  Arkady set the receiver down. ‘Terrific machine.’

  Minin had a bitter laugh for one so young. ‘The forensic bastards will strip this place and we could use a fax.’

  ‘No, we leave everything, especially the fax.’

  ‘Food and alcohol, too?’

  ‘Everything.’

  The second sweeper’s eyes grew larger. The magnetic force of guilt made her stare at pearls of vanilla ice cream that traced a trail in the oriental carpet to the refrigerator and
  back.

  Minin whipped open the freezer door. ‘She ate the ice cream while our backs were turned. And the chocolate’s gone.’

  ‘Olga Semyonovna!’ The first sweeper was also shocked.

  The accused lifted her hand from a pocket and seemed to sink at the knees as if the weight of the incriminating chocolate bar were too much. Tears coursed down the folds of her cheeks and
  dropped from her trembling chin as if she had stolen a silver cup off an altar. Terrific, Arkady thought, we’ve made an old woman cry over chocolate. How could she not succumb? Chocolate was
  an exotic myth, a whiff of history, like the Aztecs.

  ‘Well, what do you think?’ Arkady asked Minin. ‘Should we arrest her, not arrest her but beat her, or just let her go? It would be more serious if she had taken the sour cream,
  too. But I want to know your opinion.’ Arkady really was curious to learn how zealous his assistant was.

  ‘I suppose,’ Minin said finally, ‘we can let her go this time.’

  ‘If you think so.’ Arkady turned to the women and said, ‘Citizens, that means you both will have to help the organs of the law a little more.’

  Soviet garages were mysteries because steel siding was not legally for sale to private citizens, yet garages constructed of such siding continued to appear magically in courtyards and multiply
  in rows down back-streets. Rudy Rosen’s second key opened the mystery in the courtyard. The hanging bulb Arkady left untouched. In the sunlight he could see a tool kit, cases of motor oil,
  windscreen wipers, rearview mirrors and blankets kept to cover the car in winter. Under the blankets there was nothing more unusual than tyres. Later Minin and the technicians could dust the bulb
  and tap the floor. The sweepers had stood timidly in the open door the entire time; the old dears hadn’t tried to make off with even a lug wrench.

  •   •   •

  Why wasn’t he tired or hungry? He was like a man with a fever but no diagnosed disease. When he caught up with Jaak at the Intourist Hotel lobby, the detective was
  swallowing caffeine tablets to stay awake.

  ‘Gary’s full of shit,’ Jaak said. ‘I don’t see Kim killing Rudy. He was his bodyguard. You know, I’m so sleepy that if I find Kim, he’s going to shoot
  me and I won’t even notice. He’s not here.’

  Arkady looked around the lobby. To the far left was a revolving door to the street and the outdoor Pepsi stand that had become a landmark for Moscow prostitutes. Inside stood a line of security
  men who scrupulously let in only prostitutes who paid. Camped within the grotto darkness of the lobby, tourists waited for a bus; they had been waiting for some time and had the stillness of
  abandoned luggage. The information stands were not only empty but seemed to express the eternal mystery of Stonehenge: why were they built? The only action was to the right, where a semi-Spanish
  courtyard under a skylight invited attention to the tables of a bar and the stainless-steel glitter of slot machines.

  Rudy’s lobby shop was the size of a large armoire. A case displayed postcards with views of Moscow, monasteries, the fur-trimmed crowns of dead princes. On the back wall hung ropes of
  amber nuggets and the bunting of peasant shawls. On the side shelves, wooden, hand-painted dolls of ascending sizes crowded around plaques for Visa, MasterCard, American Express.

  Jaak unlocked and opened the glass door. ‘One price for credit cards,’ he said, ‘half price for hard currency, which, when you consider that Rudy bought the dolls from idiots
  for rubles, still gave him a profit of a thousand per cent.’

  ‘Nobody killed Rudy over dolls,’ Arkady said. Handkerchief on his hand, he opened the counter drawer and flipped through a ledger. All figures, no notes. Minin and forensics would
  have to come here, too.

  Jaak cleared his throat and said, ‘I have a date. See you in the bar.’

  Arkady locked the shop and wandered across the courtyard to the slot machines. They displayed draw poker or revealed plums, bells and lemons on wheels of chance under instructions in English,
  Spanish, German, Russian and Finnish. All the players were Arabs who circulated joylessly, setting down cans of orange ‘Si Si’ soda to stack tokens. In the middle of the machines an
  attendant poured a silvery stream of tokens into a mechanical counter, a metal box with a crank that he kept in furious motion. He jumped when Arkady asked him for a light. Arkady caught his own
  reflection on the side of a machine: a pale man with lank, dark hair in desperate need of sunshine and a shave, but not frightening enough to account for the way the attendant wrestled with his
  lighter.

  ‘Did you lose count?’ he asked.

  ‘It’s automatic,’ the attendant said.

  Arkady read the numbers off the counter’s tiny dials. Already 7950. Fifteen canvas bags were full and tied shut, five empty bags to go.

  ‘How much are they?’ he asked.

  ‘Four tokens for a dollar.’

  ‘Four into . . . well, I’m not good at mathematics, but it seems enough to share.’ When the attendant started around looking for help, Arkady said, ‘Just joking.
  Relax.’

  Jaak was sitting at the far end of the bar, sucking sugar cubes and talking to Julya, an elegant blonde dressed in cashmere and silk. A pack of Rothmans and a copy of Elle were open
  beside her espresso.

  Jaak pushed a cube across the table as Arkady joined them. ‘Hard-currency bar, they don’t take rubles.’

  ‘Let me buy you lunch,’ Julya offered.

  ‘We’re staying pure,’ Jaak said.

  She gave him a rich smoker’s laugh. ‘I remember saying that myself.’

  Jaak and Julya had once been man and wife. They had met on the job, so to speak, and fallen in love – not a unique situation in their callings. She had gone on to bigger and better things.
  Or he had. Hard to say.

  The buffet had pastries and open sandwiches under banners for Spanish brandy. Was the sugar the product of imported Cuban sugar cane or the plain but honest Soviet sugar beet, Arkady wondered.
  He could become a connoisseur. Australians and Americans traded monotones along the bar. At nearby tables, Germans wooed prostitutes with sweet champagne.

  ‘What are they like, the tourists?’ Arkady asked Julya.

  ‘You mean, special kinks?’

  ‘Types.’

  She allowed him to light her cigarette and took a thoughtful drag. She crossed her long legs in slow motion, drawing eyes from around the bar. ‘Well, I specialize in Swedes. They’re
  cold but they’re clean and they’re regular visitors. Other girls specialize in Africans. There’s been a murder or two, but generally Africans are sweet and grateful.’

  ‘Americans?’

  ‘Americans are scared, Arabs are hairy, Germans are loud.’

  ‘What about Russians?’ Arkady asked.

  ‘Russians? I feel sorry for Russian men. They’re lazy, useless, drunk.’

  ‘But in bed?’ Jaak asked.

  ‘That’s what I was talking about,’ Julya said. She looked around. ‘This place is so low-class. Did you know that there are fifteen-year-old girls working the
  street?’ she asked Arkady. ‘At night girls work the rooms, knocking on doors. I can’t believe Jaak asked me here.’

  ‘Julya works at the Savoy,’ Jaak explained. The Savoy was a Finnish venture around the corner from the KGB. It was the most expensive hotel in Moscow.

  ‘The Savoy says they don’t have any prostitutes,’ Arkady said.

  ‘Exactly. It’s very high-class. Anyway, I don’t like the word prostitute.’

  Putana was the word most often used for high-class hard-currency prostitutes. Arkady had the feeling that Julya wouldn’t like that word either.

  ‘Julya’s a multilingual secretary,’ Jaak said. ‘A good one, too.’

  A man in a tracksuit set his sports bag on a chair, sat down, and ordered a cognac. A few sprints, a little cognac; it sounded like a good Russian regimen. He had the knotty hair of a Chechen,
  but worn long at the back, short at the sides, with a curly fringe dyed an off-orange. The bag looked heavy.

  Arkady watched the attendant. ‘He doesn’t seem happy. Rudy was always here when he counted. If Kim killed Rudy, who’s going to protect him?’

  Jaak read from a notebook. ‘According to the hotel, “Ten entertainment machines leased by TransKom Services Cooperative from Recreativos Franco, SA, show total average reported
  receipts of about a thousand dollars a day.” Not bad. “The tokens are counted daily and checked daily against meters in the backs of the machines. The meters in the slot are locked in;
  only the Spanish can get into them and reset them.” You saw . . .’

  ‘Twenty bags,’ Arkady said.

  Jaak calculated. ‘Each bag holds five hundred tokens and twenty bags is two and a half thousand dollars. So that’s a thousand dollars for the state and fifteen hundred a day for
  Rudy. I don’t know how he did it, but by the bags he beat the meters.’

  Arkady wondered who TransKom was. It couldn’t be just Rudy. That kind of import-and-lease needed Party sponsorship, some official institution willing to be a partner.

  Jaak turned his eyes to Julya. ‘Marry me again.’

  ‘I’m going to marry a Swede, an executive. I have girlfriends in Stockholm who’ve already done it. It’s not Paris, but the Swedes appreciate someone who’s good with
  money and knows how to entertain. I’ve had proposals.’

  ‘And they talk about the Brain Drain,’ Jaak said to Arkady.

  ‘One gave me a car,’ Julya said.

  ‘A car?’ Jaak was more respectful.

  ‘A Volvo.’

  ‘Naturally. Your bottom should touch nothing but foreign leather.’ Jaak implored her, ‘Help me. Not for cars or ruby rings, but because I didn’t send you home the first
  time we took you off the street.’ He explained to Arkady, ‘The first time I saw her she was wearing gumboots and a mattress. She’s complaining about Stockholm and she came from
  somewhere in Siberia where they take anti-freeze to shit.’

  ‘That reminds me,’ Julya said, unfazed, ‘for my exit visa I may need a statement from you saying you don’t have any claims on me.’

  ‘We’re divorced. We have a relationship of mutual respect. Can I borrow your car?’

  ‘Visit me in Sweden.’ Julya found a page in her magazine that she was willing to deface. She wrote three addresses in curly script, folded the margin and tore it along the crease.
  ‘I’m not doing you a favour. Personally, Kim is the last person I’d want to find. You’re sure I can’t buy you lunch?’

  Arkady said, ‘I’ll just treat myself to one more cube before we go.’

  ‘Be careful,’ Julya told Jaak. ‘Kim is crazy. I’d rather you didn’t find him.’

  On the way out, Arkady caught another glimpse of himself in the bar mirror. Grimmer than he thought, not the kind of face that woke up expecting sunshine. What was that old poem by Mayakovsky?
  ‘Regard me, world, and envy: I have a Soviet passport!’ Now everyone just wanted a passport to get out, and the government, ignored by all, had collapsed into the sort of spiteful
  arguments that erupted in a whorehouse where no customers had come to call in twenty years.

  •   •   •

  What could explain this shop, this country, this life? A fork with three out of four tines, two kopecks. A fishhook, twenty kopecks, used, but fish weren’t choosy. A comb
  as small as a seedy moustache, reduced from four kopecks to two.

  True, this was a discount shop, but in another, more civilized world wasn’t this trash? Wouldn’t it all be thrown away?

  Some items had no discernible function. A wooden scooter with rough wooden wheels and no pole, no bars to hang on to. A plastic tag embossed with the number ‘97’. What were the odds
  someone had ninety-seven rooms, ninety-seven lockers or ninety-seven anything and was only missing the number ‘97’?

  Perhaps it was the idea of buying. The idea of a market. Because this was a cooperative shop and people wanted to buy . . . something.

  On the third table was a bar of soap, shaved and shaped out of a larger, used bar of soap, twenty kopecks. A rusty butter knife, five kopecks. A blackened light bulb with a broken filament,
  three rubles. Why, when a new bulb was forty kopecks? Since there were no new light bulbs for sale in the shops, you took this used bulb to your office, replaced the bulb in the lamp on your desk
  and took the good bulb home so that you wouldn’t live in the dark.

  Arkady slipped out of the back door and walked across the dirt towards the second address, a milk shop, cigarette in his left hand, which meant that Kim had not been inside the cooperative. Up
  the street, Jaak seemed to be reading a newspaper in a car.

  There was no milk, cream or butter in the milk shop, though the chill rooms were stacked with boxes of sugar. The empty counters were staffed by women in white coats and caps who wore the
  boredom of a rearguard. Arkady lifted a sugar box. Empty.

  ‘Whipped cream?’ Arkady asked an assistant.

  ‘No.’ She seemed startled.

  ‘Sweet cheese?’

  ‘Of course not. Are you crazy?’

  ‘Yes, but what a memory,’ Arkady said. He flashed his red ID and walked around the counter and through the swinging door into the rear. A lorry was in the bay and a delivery of milk
  was being unloaded, directly into another, unmarked lorry. The manager of the shop came out of a chill room; before the door snapped shut, Arkady saw wheels of cheese and tubs of butter.

  ‘Everything you see is reserved. We have nothing, nothing!’ she announced.

  Arkady opened the chill room door. An elderly man huddled like a mouse in a corner. In one hand, he clutched a certificate naming him a volunteer citizen inspector to combat hoarding and
  speculation. In his other hand was a bottle of vodka.

  ‘Staying warm, uncle?’ Arkady asked.

  ‘I’m a veteran.’ The old man touched the bottle to the medal on his sweater.

  ‘I can see that.’

  Arkady walked around the storeroom. Why did a milk shop need bins?

  ‘Everything here is special order for invalids and children,’ the manager said.

  Arkady opened a bin to see sacks of flour stacked like sandbags. When he opened another, pomegranates rolled around his feet and over the storeroom floor. A third bin, and lemons poured over
  pomegranates.

  ‘Invalids and children!’ the manager shouted.

  The last bin was stacked with cigarettes.

  Arkady stepped carefully around the fruit and exited through the bay. The men loading the milk tucked their faces away.

  From the back of the shop, his cigarette still in his left hand, Arkady walked across a yard seeded with broken glass to the main street. On it, apartment buildings rusted in seams along
  drainpipes and window casings. Cars had the creased and rusted look of wrecks. Kids hung on to a rust-orange roundabout without seats. The school seemed to be built of bricks of rust. At the end of
  the street, the local Party headquarters was sheathed like a sepulchre in white marble.

  At Julya’s last address for Kim, Arkady dropped the cigarette as he approached a pet shop whose plaster had fallen from its façade in large, geographic sections. He heard Jaak and
  the car rolling close behind.

  The only animals for sale seemed to be chicks and cats peeping and mewing in wire cages. The shop assistant was a Chinese girl carving what looked like liver for a customer. When the liver
  stirred Arkady saw that it was actually a spreading mound of bloodworms. He stepped behind the counter and into a back room as the girl followed with her cleaver and warned, ‘This is no
  entry.’

  In the back were sacks of wood shavings and chicken pellets, a refrigerator with a calendar for the Year of the Sheep, shelves with tall glass jars of teas, mushrooms and fungi, man-shaped
  ginseng and items labelled only in Chinese characters, but which he recognized from the herbal shops he had seen in Siberia. What looked like tar in a jar was black-bear bile; a larger bottle held
  a lumpish mass of coagulated pig’s blood, good for soup. There were dried seahorses and deer penises that resembled peppers. Bear paws, another illegal delicacy, were stacked on a rope. An
  armadillo stirred, half-alive, on a string.

  ‘No entry,’ the girl insisted. She couldn’t have been more than twelve and the cleaver looked as long as her arm.

  Arkady apologized and left. A second door led up stairs littered with birdseed to a metal door. He knocked and pressed himself against the wall. ‘Kim, we want to help you. Come out so we
  can talk. We’re friends.’

  Someone was inside. Arkady heard the careful easing of a floorboard and a sound like rustling sheets. When he pounded the door, it popped open. He walked into a storeroom that was dark except
  for a shoebox that was burning from the top down in the middle of the floor; he smelled the lighter fluid that had been poured on to it. Around the walls were television cartons, on the floor a
  bare mattress, tool kit, hot plate. He pulled the curtains aside and looked out of the open window at a fire escape leading down to a yard knee-deep in pet-shop junk: birdseed bags, steel netting,
  dead chicks. Whoever had been here was gone. He tried the switch. The light bulb was gone, too. Well, that showed forethought.

  Arkady made a complete circuit of the room, looking behind the cartons, before he returned to the burning box. The sound of the flames was soft and furious at the same time, a miniature
  firestorm. It wasn’t a shoe-box. The side of it said ‘Sindy’ and showed a doll with a blonde ponytail sitting at a table, pouring tea. He recognized it because Sindy dolls were
  the most popular import in Moscow, displayed in every toy-shop window, non-existent on the shelves. The box’s illustration also showed a dog, perhaps a Pekingese, that sat at the doll’s
  feet and wagged its tail.

  Jaak rushed in to stamp out the fire.

  ‘Don’t.’ Arkady pulled him back.

  The fire line edged down into the picture. As Sindy’s hair burst into flame, her face darkened in alarm. She seemed to raise the teapot, then stand as her upper half was consumed. The dog
  waited faithfully as paper burned down around him. Then the entire box was black, twisted, spider-webbed with red, turning grey and gauzy, with a layer of ashes that Arkady blew away. Inside was a
  land mine, lightly charred, its two pressure pins up, triggered, still waiting for Jaak’s foot to push them down.




  Chapter Three

  Arkady drew a cartoon car on a piece of paper. Crayons, he thought, were about the only thing he lacked. Amenities for rehabilitated Special Investigator Renko included desk
  and conference table, four chairs, files, and a closet that held a combination safe. Plus two ‘Deluxe’ portable typewriters, two red outside phones with dials and two yellow intercoms
  without. He had two windows dressed with curtains, a wall map of Moscow, a rollaway blackboard, an electric samovar and an ashtray.

  On the table Polina spread a black-and-white 360-degree panorama of the construction site and approaching shots of the Audi, then detailed colour shots of the gutted car and driver. Minin
  hovered zealously. Jaak, forty hours without sleep, stirred like a boxer trying to rise before the count of ten.

  ‘It was vodka that made the fire so bad,’ Jaak said.

  ‘Everyone thinks of vodka,’ Polina sneered. ‘What really burns are seats because they’re polyurethane. That’s why cars burn so quickly, because they’re mostly
  plastic. The seat adheres to the skin like napalm. A car is just an incendiary device on wheels.’

  Arkady suspected that not so long ago Polina had been the girl in pathology class with the best reports, illustrated and footnoted in punctilious detail.

  ‘In these photographs, I first show Rudy still in the car, then after we’ve peeled him off and removed him, then a shot through the springs to show what fell through from his
  pockets: intact steel keys, kopecks melted with floor rubbish, hardware from the seat, including what was left of our transmitter. The tapes burned, of course, if there ever was anything on them.
  In the first photographs you’ll notice that I have circled in red a flash mark on the side wall by the clutch.’ She had indeed, right by the charred shinbones and shoes of Rudy
  Rosen’s legs. ‘Around the flash mark were traces of red sodium and copper sulphate, consistent with an explosive incendiary device. Since there are no remains of a timer or fuse, I
  assume it was a bomb designed to ignite on contact. There was also petrol.’

  ‘From when the tank blew,’ Jaak said.

  Arkady drew a stick figure in the car and, with a red pen, a circle around the stick feet. ‘What about Rudy?’

  ‘Flesh in that condition is as hard as wood, and at the same time bones break as soon as you cut. It’s hard enough to pick the clothes off. I brought you this.’ From a plastic
  bag Polina produced a newly buffed garnet and a hard puddle of gold, what was left of Rudy’s ring. The cool pride on her face reminded Arkady of the sort of cat who brings mice to its
  owner.

  ‘You checked his teeth?’

  ‘Here’s a chart. The gold ran and I haven’t found it, but there are signs of a filling in the second lower molar. This is all preliminary to a complete autopsy, of
  course.’

  ‘Thank you.’

  ‘Just one thing,’ she added. ‘There’s too much blood.’

  ‘Rudy was probably pretty cut up,’ Jaak said.

  Polina said, ‘People who are burning to death don’t explode. They’re not sausages. I found blood everywhere.’

  Arkady squirmed. ‘Maybe the assailant was cut.’

  ‘I sent samples to the lab to check the blood type.’

  ‘Good idea.’

  ‘You’re welcome.’ Chin up, contemptuous from then on of the proceedings, she even sat just like a cat.

  Jaak diagrammed the market on the blackboard, showing the relative positions of Rudy’s car, Kim, the queue of customers, then, at a distance of twenty metres, the lorry with VCRs. A second
  grouping was arranged in a loose orbit of ambulance, computer salesman, caviar van; then more space and half an orbit that included Gypsy jewellers, rockers, rug merchants, the Zhiguli.

  ‘It was a big night. With Chechens there we’re lucky the whole place didn’t erupt.’ Jaak stared at the board. ‘Our only witness states that Kim killed Rudy. At
  first I found it hard to believe, but looking at who was actually close enough to throw a bomb, it makes sense.’

  ‘This is from a memory of what you saw in the confusion in the dark?’ Polina asked.

  ‘Like much of life.’ Arkady searched his desk for cigarettes. No sleep? A little nicotine would take care of that. ‘What we have here is a black market, not the usual daytime
  variety for ordinary citizens, but a black market at night for criminals. Neutral territory and a very neutral victim in Rudy Rosen.’ He remembered Rudy’s description of himself as
  Switzerland.

  ‘You know, this was like spontaneous combustion,’ Jaak said. ‘You get together enough thugs, drugs, vodka, throw in some hand grenades and something’s going to
  happen.’

  ‘A type like that probably cheated someone,’ Minin suggested.

  ‘I liked Rudy,’ Arkady said. ‘I forced him into this operation and I got him killed.’ The truth was always good for embarrassment. Jaak looked pained by Arkady’s
  lapse, like a good dog that sees his master trip. Minin, on the other hand, seemed grimly satisfied. ‘The question is, why two fire bombs? There were so many guns around, why not shoot Rudy?
  Our witness—’

  ‘Our witness is Gary Oberlyan,’ Jaak reminded him.

  Arkady continued, ‘Who identifies Kim as an assailant. We saw Kim with a Malysh. He could have emptied a hundred bullets into Rudy more easily than throwing a bomb. All he had to do was
  pull the trigger.’

  Polina asked, ‘Why two bombs instead of one? The first was enough to kill Rudy.’

  ‘Maybe the point wasn’t just to kill Rudy,’ Arkady said. ‘Maybe it was to burn the car. All his files, every piece of information – loans, deals, paper files, disks
  – were on the back seat.’

  Jaak said, ‘When you kill someone, you want to leave the area. You don’t want to have to start moving files.’

  ‘They’re all smoke now,’ Arkady said.

  Polina changed to a happier subject. ‘If Kim was close to the car when the device ignited, maybe he was injured. Maybe it was his blood.’

  ‘I alerted hospitals and clinics to report anyone coming in with burns,’ Jaak said. ‘I’ll add lacerations to that. I just find it hard to believe that Kim would have
  turned on Rudy. If nothing else, Kim was loyal.’

  ‘How are we on Rudy’s place?’ Arkady asked while he followed the at once tantalizing and repellant smell of stale tobacco to a bottom drawer.

  Polina said, ‘The technicians lifted prints. So far they’ve only found Rudy’s.’

  In the back of a drawer, Arkady found a forgotten pack of Belomors, a true gauge of desperation. He asked, ‘You haven’t finished the autopsy?’

  She said, ‘There’s a wait for morgue time, I told you.’

  ‘A wait for morgue time? That’s the ultimate insult.’ The Belomor lit with a puff of black fumes like diesel exhaust. Hard to smoke it and hold it away at the same time, but
  Arkady tried.

  ‘Watching you smoke is like watching a man commit suicide,’ Polina said. ‘No one has to attack this country, just drop cigarettes.’

  Arkady changed the subject. ‘What about Kim’s place?’

  Jaak reported that a more complete search of the storeroom had turned up more empty cartons for German car radios and Italian running shoes, the mattress, empty cognac bottles, birdseed and
  Tiger Balm.

  ‘All the fingerprints from the storeroom matched the militia file on Kim,’ Polina said. ‘The prints on the fire escape were smudged.’

  ‘The witness identified Kim throwing a bomb into Rudy’s car. You find a land mine in his room. How much doubt can there be?’ Minin asked.

  ‘We didn’t actually see Kim,’ Arkady said. ‘We don’t know who was there.’

  ‘The door opened and there was a fire inside,’ Jaak said. ‘Remember when you were a kid? Didn’t you put dog shit in a bag and set the bag on fire to see people stamp it
  out?’

  No, Minin shook his head; he’d never done anything like that.

  Jaak said, ‘We used to do it all the time. Anyway, instead of dog shit there was a land mine. I can’t believe I fell for it. Almost.’ A photo in front of Jaak showed the
  mine’s oblong case, the two raised pins. It was a small army anti-personnel mine with a trinitrotoluol charge, the kind nicknamed ‘Souvenir for . . .’ The detective lifted his
  eyes and regained his poise. ‘Maybe it’s a gang war. If Kim went over to the Chechens, Borya will be looking for him. I bet the mine was left for Borya.’

  Polina had never removed her coat. She stood and buttoned the top with quick fingers that expressed both decisiveness and disgust. ‘The mine in the box was left for you. The bomb in the
  car was probably meant for you, too,’ she told Arkady.

  ‘No,’ he said and was about to explain to Polina how backwards her reasoning was when she left, shutting the door as her last word. Arkady killed the Belomor and regarded his two
  detectives. ‘It’s late, children. That’s enough for one day.’

  Minin rose reluctantly. ‘I still don’t see why we have to keep a militiaman at Rosen’s flat.’

  Arkady said, ‘We want to keep it the way it is for a while. We left valuable items there.’

  ‘The clothes, television, savings book?’

  ‘I was thinking of the food, Comrade Minin.’ Minin was the only Party member on the team; Arkady fed him ‘comrade’ as occasional slops to a pig.

  •   •   •

  Sometimes Arkady had the feeling that while he had been away, God had lifted Moscow and turned it upside down. It was a nether-Moscow he had returned to, no longer under the
  grey hand of the Party. The wall map showed a different, far more colourful city drawn with crayons.

  Red, for example, was for the mafia from Lyubertsy, a workers’ suburb east of Moscow. Kim was unusual in that he was Korean, but otherwise he was typical of the boys who grew up there. The
  Lyubers were the dispossessed, the lads without elite schools, academic diplomas and Party connections, who had in the last five years emerged from the city’s metro stations first to attack
  punks and then to offer protection to prostitutes, black markets, government offices. Red circles showed Lyubertsy spheres of influence: the tourist complex at Izmailovo Park, Domodedovo airport,
  video hawkers on Shabalovka Street. The racetrack was run by a Jewish clan, but they bought muscle from Lyubertsy.

  Blue was for the mafia from Long Pond, a northern dead-end suburb of barrack housing. Blue circles marked their interest in stolen cargo at Sheremetyevo airport and prostitutes at the Minsk
  Hotel, but their main business was car parts. The Moskvitch car factory, for example, sat in a blue circle. Borya Gubenko had not only risen to the top of Long Pond but had also brought Lyubertsy
  under his influence.

  Islamic green was for the Chechens, Moslems from the Caucasus Mountains. A thousand lived in Moscow, with reinforcements that arrived in motorcades, all answering to the orders of a tribal
  leader called Makhmud. The Chechens were the Sicilians of the Soviet mafias.

  Royal purple was reserved for Moscow’s own Baumanskaya mafia, from the neighbourhood between Lefortovo Prison and the Church of the Epiphany. Their business base was the Rizhsky
  Market.

  Finally, there was brown for the boys from Kazan, more a swarm of ambitious hit-and-run artists than an organized mafia. They raided restaurants on the Arbat, moved drugs and ran teenage
  prostitutes on the streets.

  Rudy Rosen had been banker for them all. Just following Rudy in his Audi had helped Arkady draw this brighter, darker Moscow. Six mornings a week – Monday to Saturday – Rudy had
  followed a set routine. A morning drive to a bathhouse run by Borya on the north side of town, then a trip with Borya to pick up pastries at Izmailovo Park and meet the Lyubers. Late-morning coffee
  at the National Hotel with Rudy’s Baumanskaya contact. Even lunch at the Uzbekistan with his enemy, Makhmud. The circuit of a modern Moscow businessman, always trailed by Kim on the
  motorcycle like a cat’s tail.

  The night outside was still white. Arkady wasn’t sleepy or hungry. He felt like the perfect new Soviet man, designed for a land with no food or rest. He got up and left the office.
  Enough.

  •   •   •

  There was grillwork at each landing of the stairwell to catch ‘divers’, prisoners trying to escape. Maybe not only prisoners, Arkady thought on the way down.

  In the courtyard, the Zhiguli was parked next to a blue dog van. Two dogs with bristling backs were chained to the van’s front bumper. Ostensibly Arkady had two official cars, but petrol
  coupons enough for only one because the oil wells of Siberia were being drained by Germany, Japan, even fraternal Cuba, leaving a thin trickle for domestic consumption. From his second car
  he’d also had to cannibalize the distributor and battery to keep the first one running, because to send the Zhiguli to the shop was equivalent to sending it on a trip around the world, where
  it would be stripped on the docks of Calcutta and Port Said. Petrol was bad enough. Petrol was the reason defenders of the state slipped from car to car with siphon tube and can. Also the reason
  dogs were leashed to bumpers.

  Arkady got in through the passenger side and slid over to the wheel. The dogs shot the length of their chains and tried to claw through his door. He prayed and turned the key. Ah, at least a
  tenth of a tank of petrol. There was a God.

  Two right turns put him in Gorky Street’s gamut of shop windows, still lit. What was for sale? A scene of sand and palm trees surrounded a pedestal surmounted by a jar of guava jam. At the
  next shop, mannequins fought over a bolt of chintz. Food shops displayed smoked fish as iridescent as oil slicks.

  At Pushkin Square, a crowd spilled into the street. A year before there had been exhilaration and tolerance between competing loud-hailers. A dozen different flags had waved: Lithuanian,
  Armenian, the tsarist red, white and blue of the Democratic Front. Now all were driven from the field except for two flags, the Front’s and, on the opposite side of the steps, the red banner
  of the Committee for Russian Salvation. Each standard had its thousand adherents trying to outshout the other group. In between there were skirmishes, the occasional body down and being kicked or
  dragged away. The militia had discreetly withdrawn to the edges of the square and to the metro stairs. Tourists watched from the safety of McDonalds.

  Cars were stopped, but Arkady manoeuvred up an alley into a courtyard of plane trees, a quiet backwater to the lights and horns on the avenue outside. A playground’s chairs and a table
  were set into the ground, waiting for a bear’s tea party. At the far end, he drove up a street narrowed by lorries straddling the pavement. They were heavy, with massive military wheels, the
  backs covered by canvas. Curious, Arkady honked. A hand drew aside a flap, revealing Special Troops in grey gear and black helmets, with shields and clubs. Armed insomniacs – the worst kind,
  Arkady thought.

  •   •   •

  The prosecutor’s office had offered him a modern flat in a suburban high-rise of apparatchiks and young professionals, but he had wanted to feel he was in Moscow. That he
  was, in the angle formed by the Moscow and Yauza rivers, in a three-storey building behind a former church that produced liniment and vodka. The church spire had been gilded for the ’80
  Olympics, but the interior had been gutted to make way for galvanized tanks and bottling machinery. How did the distillers decide which part of their production was vodka and which was rubbing
  alcohol? Or did it matter?

  While he was removing windscreen wipers and rear-view mirror for the night, Arkady remembered Jaak’s short-wave radio, still in the boot of the car. Radio, wipers and mirror in hand, he
  considered the food shop on the corner. Closed, naturally. He could either do his job or eat; that seemed to be the option. If it was any consolation, the last time he had made it to the market
  he’d had a choice of cow head or hooves. Nothing in between, as if the bulk of the animal had disappeared into a black hole.

  Since access to the building could be gained only by punching numbers into a security box, someone had helpfully written the code by the door. Inside, the letter boxes were blackened where
  vandals had shoved newspapers in the slots and torched them. On the second floor, he stopped by a neighbour’s for his mail. Veronica Ivanovna, with the bright eyes of a child and the loose
  grey hair of a witch, was the closest thing to a guard the building had.

  ‘Two personal letters and a phone bill.’ She handed them over. ‘I couldn’t get you any food because you didn’t remember to give me your ration card.’

  Her flat was illuminated by the airless glow of a television set. All the old people in the building seemed to have gathered on chairs and stools around the screen to watch, or rather to listen,
  with their eyes closed, to the image of a grey, professorial face with a deep, reassuring voice that carried like a wave to the open door.

  ‘You may be tired. Everyone is tired. You may be confused. Everyone is confused. These are difficult times, times of stress. But this is the hour of healing, of reconnecting with the
  natural positive forces all around you. Visualize. Let your fatigue flow out of your fingertips, let the positive force flow in.’

  ‘A hypnotist?’ Arkady asked.

  ‘Come in. It’s the most popular programme on television.’

  ‘Well, I am tired and confused,’ Arkady admitted.

  Arkady’s neighbours leaned back in their seats as if from the radiant heat of a fireplace. It was the fringe of beard from ear to ear and under the chin that gave the hypnotist a serious,
  academic cast. That and the thick glasses that enlarged his eyes, as intense and unblinking as an ikon’s. ‘Open yourself up and relax. Cleanse your mind of old dogmas and anxieties
  because they only exist in your mind. Remember, the universe wants to work through you.’

  ‘I bought a crystal on the street,’ Veronica said. ‘His people are selling them everywhere. You place a crystal on the television set and it focuses his emanations directly on
  you, like a beacon. It amplifies him.’

  In fact, Arkady saw a row of crystals on her set.

  ‘Do you think it’s a bad sign when it’s easier to buy stones than food?’ he asked.

  ‘You will only find bad signs if you’re looking for them.’

  ‘That’s the problem. In my work I look for them all the time.’

  •   •   •

  From his refrigerator Arkady took a cucumber, yoghurt and stale bread that he ate standing at an open window, looking south over the church towards the river. The neighbourhood
  had ancient lanes on real hills and an actual wood-burner’s alley hidden behind the church. Behind the houses were yards that used to hold dairy cows and goats, which sounded good now. It was
  the newer parts of the city that looked abandoned. The neon signs above the factories were half dark, half lit, delivering illegible messages. The river itself was as black and still as
  asphalt.

  Arkady’s living room had an enamel-topped table with a coffee can filled with daisies, armchair, good brass lamp and so many bookshelves that the room seemed to have been built against a
  dam of books, a paperback bulwark from the poet Akhmatova to the humorist Zoschenko, and including Makarov – the .9mm pistol he kept behind the Pasternak translation of Macbeth.

  The hall had a shower and WC and led to a bedroom with more books. His bed was made, he gave himself credit for that. On the floor were a cassette player, headphones and ashtray. Under the bed
  he found cigarettes. He knew he should lie down and close his eyes, yet he discovered himself wandering back through the hall. He still wasn’t sleepy or hungry. Merely as an occupation he
  looked into the refrigerator again. The last items were a carton of something called ‘Berry of the Forest’ and a bottle of vodka. The carton demanded a mauling to permit a stream of
  brown, gritty juice to plop into a glass. To judge by taste, it was either apple, prune or pear. Vodka barely cut it.

  ‘To Rudy.’ He drank and filled the glass again.

  Since he had Jaak’s radio he placed it on the table and turned on a garble of short-wave transmissions. From distant points of the earth came spasms of excitable Arabic and the round
  vowels of the BBC. Between signals the planet itself seemed to be mindlessly humming, perhaps sending those positive forces the hypnotist had talked about. On a medium band he heard a discussion in
  Russian about the Asian cheetah. ‘The most magnificent of desert cats, the cheetah claims a range that extends across southern Turkmenistan to the tableland of Ustyurt. Distribution of these
  splendid animals is uncertain since none has been seen in the wild for thirty years.’ Which made the cheetah’s claims about as valid as tsarist banknotes, Arkady thought. But he liked
  the concept of cheetahs still lurking in the Soviet desert, loping after the wild ass or the goitered gazelle, gathering speed, darting around tamarisk trees, leaping skyward.

  He found he had gravitated to the bedroom window again. Veronica, who lived below, said he walked a kilometre from room to room every night. Just claiming his open range, that’s all.

  A different voice on the radio, a woman’s, read the news about the latest Baltic crisis. He half listened while he considered the land mine at Kim’s address. Arms were stolen from
  military depots every day. Were army lorries going to set up shop at every street corner? Was Moscow the next Beirut? Filmy smoke hung over the city. Below, the same smoke swirled around empty
  vodka cases.

  He drifted back to the living room. There was a strange slant to the broadcast, yet the voice itself sounded vaguely familiar. ‘The right-wing organization “Red Banner” stated
  that it planned a rally tonight in Moscow’s Pushkin Square. Although Special Forces are on the alert, observers believe the government will once again sit on its hands until chaos escalates
  and it has the excuse of public order to sweep away political opponents on both the right and the left.’

  The indicator needle was between 14 and 16 on the medium wave and Arkady realized he was listening to Radio Liberty. The Americans ran two propaganda stations, the Voice of America and Radio
  Liberty. VOA, staffed by Americans, was a buttery voice of reason. Liberty was staffed by Russian émigrés and defectors, hence offered vitriol more in character with its audience. An
  arc of jamming arrays had been built south of Moscow simply to block Radio Liberty, sometimes chasing the signal up and down the dial. Although full-time jamming had stopped, this was the first
  time since then that Arkady had heard the station.

  The broadcaster talked calmly about riots in Tashkent and Baku. She reported new findings on the poison gas used in Georgia, more thyroid cancer from Chernobyl, battles along the border with
  Iran, ambushes in Nagornyy Karabakh, Islamic rallies in Turkestan, miners’ strikes in the Donbas, rail strikes in Siberia, drought in the Ukraine. In the rest of the world, Eastern Europe
  still seemed to be rowing its lifeboats away from the sinking Soviet Union. If it was any consolation, the Indians, Pakistanis, Irish, English, Zulus and Boers were making hells of their parts of
  the globe. She finished by saying that the next news would be in twenty minutes.

  Any reasonable man would have been depressed, yet Arkady checked his watch. He got up, assembled cigarettes and took the next vodka straight. The programme between newscasts was about the
  disappearance of the Aral Sea. Irrigation for Uzbek cotton fields had drained the Aral’s rivers, leaving thousands of fishing boats and millions of fish foundered in slime. How many nations
  could say that they had wiped out an entire sea? He got up to change the water for the daisies.

  The news came on at the half-hour for only one minute. He listened to the blissful chirping of Byelorussian folk songs until the news returned again at the hour for ten minutes. The stories
  didn’t change; it was her voice he sat forward to attend to. He laid his watch on the table. He noticed he had lace curtains. Of course he knew his windows had curtains, but a man can forget
  these niceties until he sits still. Machine-made, of course, but quite nice, with a floral tracery fading into the pale light outside.

  ‘This is Irina Asanova with the news,’ she said.

  So she hadn’t married, or else she hadn’t changed her name. And her voice was both fuller and sharper, not a girl’s any more. The last time he had seen her she was stepping
  across a snowy field, wanting to go and wanting to stay at the same time. The bargain was that if she went, he stayed behind. He had listened for her voice so many times since, first in
  interrogation when he was afraid she had been caught, later in psycho wards where his memory of her was grounds for treatment. Working in Siberia, he sometimes wondered whether she still existed,
  had ever existed, was a delusion. Rationally he knew he would never see or hear her again. Irrationally he always expected to see her face turning the next corner or hear her voice across a room.
  Like a man with a condition, he had waited every second for his heart to stop. She sounded good, she sounded well.

  At midnight, when programming started to repeat, he finally turned the radio off. He had a last cigarette by the window. The church spire blazed like a golden flame against the grey, under the
  arch of the night.




  Chapter Four

  The museum had a catacomb’s low ceiling and compressed atmosphere. Unlit dioramas were spaced down the walls like abandoned chapels. At the far end, instead of an altar,
  open crates held unpolished plaques and dusty flags.

  Arkady remembered the first time he had been granted admittance twenty years before, and the ghoulish eyes and sepulchral tone of his elderly guide, a captain whose only duty was to instil in
  visitors the glorious heritage and sacred mission of the militia. He tried the light switch on a display. Nothing.
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