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  For Knox and Kitty

  


  

  PROLOGUE

  Winter was what Muscovites lived for. Winter knee-deep in snow that softened the city, flowed from golden dome to golden dome, resculpted statues
  and transformed park paths into skating trails. Snow that sometimes fell as a lacy haze, sometimes thick as down. Snow that made sedans of the rich and powerful crawl behind snowplows. Snow that
  folded and unfolded, teasing the eye with glimpses of an illuminated globe above the Central Telegraph Office, Apollo’s chariot leaving the Bolshoi, a sturgeon sketched in neon at a food
  emporium. Women shopped amid the gusts, gliding in long fur coats. Children dragged sleds and snowboards, while Lenin lay in his mausoleum, deaf to correction, wrapped in snow.

  And, in Arkady’s experience, when the snow melted, bodies would be discovered. In Moscow that was spring.
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  It was two in the morning, an hour that was both early and late. Two a.m. was a world to itself.

  Zoya Filotova wore her black hair severely trimmed as if to defiantly display the bruise below her eye. She was about forty, Arkady thought, stylishly sinewy in a red leather pantsuit and a
  golden cross that was purely ornamental. She sat on one side of the booth, Arkady and Victor on the other, and although Zoya had ordered a brandy she had yet to touch it. She had long red
  fingernails and as she turned a cigarette pack over and over Arkady was put in mind of a crab inspecting dinner. The café was a chrome affair above a car wash on the beltway. No car washes
  tonight, not with snow falling, and the few cars that made it to the café were SUVs with four-wheel drive. The exceptions were Arkady’s Zhiguli and Victor’s Lada crouching in a
  corner of the lot. Victor sipped a Chivas, just maintaining. Drinks were expensive and Victor had the patience of a camel. Arkady had a modest glass of water; he was a pale man with dark hair and
  the stillness of a professional observer. Thirty-six hours without sleep had made him more still than usual.

  Zoya said, “My heart hurts more than my face.”

  “A broken heart?” Victor suggested as if it were his specialty.

  “My face is ruined.”

  “No, you’re still a beautiful woman. Show my friend what else your husband did.”

  The drivers and bodyguards who occupied stools along the bar were contemplative, cradling their drinks, sucking their cigarettes, keeping their balance. A couple of bosses compared Florida tans
  and snapshots of Sleeping Beauty. Zoya brushed the crucifix out of the way so she could unzip the top of her pantsuit and show Arkady a bruise that ran like a grape stain on the smooth plane of her
  breast.

  “Your husband did this?” Arkady asked.

  She zipped up and nodded.

  “You’ll be safe soon,” Victor reassured her. “Animals like that should not be walking the street.”

  “Before we married he was wonderful. I have to say even now that Alexander was a wonderful lover.”

  “That’s natural,” Victor said. “You try to remember the good times. How long have you been married?”

  “Three months.”

  Would the snow ever end? Arkady wondered. A Pathfinder rolled up to a gas pump. The mafia was getting conservative; now that they had seized and established their separate territories they were
  defenders of the status quo. Their children would be bankers and their children would be poets, something like that. Count on it, in fifty years, a golden age of poetry.

  Arkady rejoined the conversation. “Are you sure you want to do this? People change their minds.”

  “Not me.”

  “Maybe your husband will change his ways.”

  “Not him.” She smiled with an extra twist. “He’s a brute. Now I don’t dare go to my own apartment, it’s too dangerous.”

  “You’ve come to the right place,” Victor said and solemnized the moment with a sip. Cars droned by, each at a different pitch.

  Arkady said, “We’ll need phone numbers, addresses, keys. His routine, habits, where he hangs out. I understand you and your husband have a business near the Arbat.”

  “On the Arbat. Actually, it’s my business.”

  “What sort?”

  “Matchmaking. International matchmaking.”

  “What is the company’s name?”

  “Cupid.”

  “Really?” That was interesting, Arkady thought. A quarrel in Cupid’s bower? “How long have you had this business?”

  “Ten years.” Her tongue rested for a moment on her teeth as if she were going to say more and changed her mind.

  “You and your husband both work there?”

  “All he does is stand around and smoke cigarettes and drink with his mates. I do the work, he takes the money and when I try to stop him, he hits me. I warned him, this was the last
  time.”

  Victor said, “So now you want him . . .”

  “Dead and buried.”

  “Dead and buried?” Victor grinned. He liked a woman with zeal.

  “And never found.”

  Arkady said, “What I need to know is how you knew to go to the police to have your husband killed.”

  “Isn’t that how it’s done?”

  Arkady ceded her the point. “But who told you? Who gave you the phone number? It makes us nervous when an innocent citizen, such as yourself, knows how to reach us. Did you get our number
  from a friend or did a skywriter spell out Killers for Hire?”

  Zoya shrugged. “A man left a message on my phone and said if I had a problem to call this number. I called and your friend answered.”

  “Did you recognize the voice on the message?”

  “No. I think it was a kind soul who took pity on me.”

  “How did that kind soul get your phone number?” Victor asked.

  “We advertise. We give our number.”

  “Did you save the message?”

  “No, why would I want anything like that on my machine? Anyway, what does it matter? I can give you each two hundred dollars.”

  “How do we know this isn’t a trap?” Arkady asked. “This phone thing bothers me. This could be a case of entrapment.”

  Zoya had a throaty, smoker’s laugh. “How do I know you won’t simply keep the money? Or worse, tell my husband?”

  Victor said, “Any enterprise demands a certain amount of trust on both sides. To begin with, the price is five thousand dollars, half before and half after.”

  “I can get someone on the street to do it for fifty.”

  “You get what you pay for,” Victor said. “With us, your husband’s total disappearance is guaranteed and we’ll handle the investigation ourselves.”

  “It’s up to you,” Arkady emphasized. “Your decision.”

  “How will you do it?”

  Victor said, “The less you know about that the better.”

  Arkady felt he had a front row seat to the snow, to the way it tumbled in foamy waves over parked cars. If Zoya Filotova could afford an SUV, she could pay five thousand dollars to eliminate her
  husband.

  “He’s very strong,” she said.

  “No, he’ll just be heavy,” Victor assured her.

  Zoya counted out a stack of much-handled American bills, to which she added a photograph of a man in a bathrobe at the beach. Alexander Filotov was alarmingly large, with long, wet hair and he
  was showing the camera a beer can he had apparently crushed with one hand.

  “How will I know he’s dead?” Zoya asked.

  Victor said, “We’ll give you proof. We take a picture.”

  “I’ve read about this. Sometimes so-called killers use makeup and catsup and pretend the ‘victim’ is dead. I want something more solid.”

  There was a pause.

  “More solid?” asked Victor.

  “Something personal,” Zoya said.

  Arkady and Victor looked at each other. This was not in the script.

  “A wristwatch?” Arkady suggested.

  “More personal.”

  “As in . . . ?” He didn’t like where this was going.

  Zoya finally picked up her brandy and sipped. “Don’t kidnappers sometimes send a finger or an ear?”

  There was another silence in the booth until Arkady said, “That’s for kidnapping.”

  “That wouldn’t work anyway,” she agreed. “I might not recognize his ear or his finger. They all look pretty much alike. No, something more particular.”

  “What did you have in mind?”

  She swirled her glass. “He has a pretty large nose.”

  Victor said, “I am not cutting off anybody’s nose.”

  “If he’s already dead? It would be like carving a chicken.”

  “It doesn’t matter.”

  “Then I have another idea.”

  Victor put up his hand. “No.”

  “Wait.” Zoya unfolded a piece of paper with a photograph of a drawing of a tiger fighting off a pack of wolves. The photo was murky, taken in poor light, and the drawing itself had
  an indistinct quality. “I thought of this.”

  “He has a picture?”

  “He has a tattoo,” Arkady said.

  “That’s right.” Zoya Filotova was pleased. “I photographed the tattoo a few nights ago while he was in a drunken stupor. It’s his own design.”

  A sheet covered one corner of the tattoo but what Arkady could see was impressive enough. The tiger stood majestically on its hind legs, one paw swiping the air as the wolves snarled and
  cringed. A pine forest and mountain stream framed the battle. On the white arm of a birch were the letters T, V, E, R.

  Victor asked, “What does that mean?”

  “He’s from Tver,” Zoya said.

  “There are no tigers in Tver,” Victor said. “No mountains either. It’s a flat, hopeless dump on the Volga.”

  Arkady thought that was a little harsh, but people who made it to Moscow from places like Tver usually shed their hometown identity as fast as they could. They didn’t have it inked on them
  forever.

  “Okay,” Victor said. “Now we can definitively ID him. How do you propose we bring the proof to you? Do you expect us to lug a body around?”

  Zoya finished her brandy and said, “I need only the tattoo.”

  

Arkady hated Victor’s Lada. The windows did not completely close and the rear bumper was roped on. Snow blew in through floor-board holes and swayed the pine scent
  freshener that hung from the rearview mirror.

  “Cold,” Victor said.

  “You could have let the car warm up.” Arkady unbuttoned his shirt.

  “It will, eventually. No, I’m talking about her. I felt my testicles turn to icicles and drop, one by one.”

  “She wants proof, the same as us.” Arkady peeled adhesive tape from his stomach to free a microphone and miniature recorder. He pushed Rewind and Play, listened to a sample, turned
  off the recorder, ejected the cassette, and placed it in an envelope, on which he wrote, “Subject Z. K. Filotova, Senior Investigator A. K. Renko, Detective V. D. Orlov,” date and
  place.

  Victor asked, “What do we have?”

  “Not much. You answered the phone on another officer’s desk and a woman asked about doing in her husband. She assumed you were Detective Urman. You played along and set up a meeting.
  You could arrest her now for conspiracy but you’d have nothing on the detective and no idea who gave her his phone number. She’s holding out. You could squeeze her harder if she pays
  for what she thinks is a finished assassination, then you’d have her for attempted murder and she might be willing to talk. Tell me about Detective Urman. It was his phone you
  answered?”

  “Yes. Marat Urman. Thirty-five years old, single. He was in Chechnya with his buddy Isakov. Nikolai Isakov, the war hero.”

  “Detective Isakov?” Arkady said.

  Victor waited a beat. “I thought you’d like that. The file’s in back.”

  Arkady covered his confusion by fishing a ribbon-bound folder out of the dirty clothes and empty bottles on the back seat.

  “Is this a car or a laundry chute?”

  “You should read the newspaper articles. Urman and Isakov were with the Black Berets, and they killed a lot of Chechens. We fucked up in the first Chechen war. The second time we sent in
  people with, as they say, the proper skills. Read the articles.”

  “Would Isakov know what Urman was doing?”

  “I don’t know.” Victor screwed up his face with thought. “The Black Berets make their own rules.” He kept his eyes on Arkady while he lit a cigarette. “Have
  you ever met Isakov?”

  “Not face to face.”

  “Just wondering.” Victor snuffed the match between two fingers.

  “Why did you pick up Urman’s phone?”

  “I was waiting for a snitch to call. He’d called Urman’s number by mistake before; it’s one digit off. These guys on the street, in the wintertime they drink antifreeze.
  You’ve got to catch them while they’re able to talk. Anyway, it might be a good mistake, don’t you think?”

  Arkady watched a group leave the café and head for an SUV. They were heavyset, silent men until one of them built up speed and slid on the ice that covered the parking lot. He spread his
  arms and moved as if his shoes were skates. A second man chased him and then all the rest joined in, clowning on one leg, executing spins. The lot rang with their laughs, for their own impromptu
  performance, until one went down. Silent again, the others shuffled around, helped him to the car and drove off.

  Victor said, “I’m no prude.”

  “I never took you for one.”

  “We’re underpaid and no one knows better than me what a person has to do to live. There’s a break-in and the detective steals what the robber missed. A traffic cop milks
  drivers for bribes. Murder, though, that’s over the line.” Victor paused to reflect. “Shostakovich was like us.”

  “In what conceivable way?”

  “Shostakovich, when he was young and hard up for money, played the piano for silent movies. That’s you and me. Two great mentalities wasted on shit. I’ve wasted my life. No
  wife, no kids, no money. Nothing but a liver you could wring the vodka from. It’s depressing. I envy you. You have something to fight for, a family.”

  Arkady took a deep breath. “Of sorts.”

  “Do you think we should warn the husband, the guy with the tattoo?”

  “Not yet. Unless he’s a good actor, he’d tip her off.” Arkady got out of the car and immediately began stamping his feet to stay warm. Through the open door he asked,
  “Have you let anyone else in on this? The station commander? Internal Affairs?”

  “And paint a target on my head? Just you.”

  “So now we’re both targets.”

  Victor shrugged. “Misery likes company.”

  

Arkady’s headlights concentrated on a hypnotic reel of tire tracks in the snow. He was so exhausted he was merely coasting. He didn’t mind; he could have circled
  Moscow forever, like a cosmonaut.

  He thought of the conversations men in space had with their loved ones at home and called the apartment on his cell phone.

  “Zhenya? Zhenya, are you there? If you are, pick up.”

  Which was useless. Zhenya was twelve years old but had the skills of a veteran runaway and could be gone for days. There were no messages either, except something angry and garbled from the
  prosecutor.

  Instead, Arkady called Eva at the clinic.

  “Yes?”

  “Zhenya is still not back. At least he didn’t answer the phone or leave a message.”

  “Some people hate the phone,” she said. She sounded equally exhausted, four hours left on a sixteen-hour shift. “Working in an emergency clinic has made me a firm believer that
  no news is good news.”

  “It’s been four days. He left with his chess set. I thought he was going to a match. This is the longest he’s been gone.”

  “That’s right and every minute has infinite possibilities. You can’t control them all, Arkasha. Zhenya likes to take chances. He likes to hang out with homeless boys at Three
  Stations. You are not responsible. Sometimes I think your urge to do good is a form of narcissism.”

  “A strange accusation coming from a doctor.”

  He pictured her in her lab coat sitting in the dark of a clinic office, feet resting on a coffee table, watching the snow. At the apartment she could sit for hours, a sphinx with cigarettes. Or
  wander out with a small tape recorder and a pocketful of cassettes and interview invisible people, as she called them, people who only came out at night. She didn’t watch television.

  “Zurin called,” she said. “He wants you to call him. Don’t do it.”

  “Why not?”

  “Because he hates you. He would only call you if he could do you harm.”

  “Zurin is the prosecutor. I am his investigator. I can’t totally ignore him.”

  “Yes, you can.”

  This was an argument they had had before. Arkady knew his lines by heart, and to repeat them by phone struck him as unnecessary misery. Besides, she was right. He could quit the
  prosecutor’s office and join a private security firm. Or—he had a law degree from Moscow University, after all—become a lawyer with a leather briefcase and business card. Or wear
  a paper hat and serve hamburgers at McDonald’s. There weren’t a great many other careers open to a senior investigator, although they were all better than being a dead investigator,
  Arkady supposed. He didn’t believe Zurin would stab him in the back, although the prosecutor might show someone else where the knife drawer was. Anyway, the conversation had not gone as
  planned.

  Arkady heard a rustle, as if she were rising from a chair. He said, “Maybe he’s stuck somewhere until the Metro starts running. I’ll try the chess club and Three
  Stations.”

  “Maybe I’m stuck somewhere. Arkady, why did I come to Moscow?”

  “Because I asked you to.”

  “Oh. I’m losing my memory. Snow has wiped out so much. It’s like amnesia. Maybe Moscow will be buried completely.”

  “Like Atlantis?”

  “Exactly like Atlantis. And people will not be able to believe that such a place ever existed.”

  There was a long pause. The phone crackled.

  Arkady said, “Was Zhenya with homeless boys? Did he sound excited? Scared?”

  “Arkady, maybe you haven’t noticed. We’re all scared.”

  “Of what?”

  This might be a good time to bring up Isakov, he thought. With the distance of a telephone cord. He didn’t want to sound like an accuser, he just needed to know. He didn’t even need
  to know, as long as it was over.

  There was a silence. No, not silence. She had hung up.

  

As the M-1 became Lenin Prospect it entered a realm of empty, half-lit shopping malls, auto showrooms and the sulfurous blaze of all-night casinos: Sportsman’s Paradise,
  Golden Khan, Sinbad’s. Arkady played with the name Cupid, which on the lips of Zoya had sounded more hard-core than cherubic. All the time he looked right and left, slowing to scan each
  shadowy figure walking by the road.

  The cell phone rang, but it wasn’t Eva. It was Zurin.

  “Renko, where the devil have you been?”

  “Out for a drive.”

  “What sort of idiot goes out on a night like this?”

  “It appears we are both out, Leonid Petrovich.”

  “Didn’t you get my message?”

  “Say that again.”

  “Did you get . . . Never mind. Where are you now?”

  “Going home. I’m not on duty.”

  Zurin said, “An investigator is always on duty. Where are you?”

  “On the M-1.” Actually, at this point, Arkady was well into town.

  “I’m at the Chistye Prudy Metro station. Get here as fast as you can.”

  “Stalin again?”

  “Just get here.”

  

Even if Arkady had wanted to race to Zurin’s side his way was slowed when traffic was narrowed to a single lane in front of the Supreme Court. Trucks and portable
  generators were drawn up in disorder on the curb and street. Four white tents glowed on the sidewalk. Round-the-clock construction was not unusual in the ambitious new Moscow; however, this project
  looked especially haphazard. Traffic police vigorously waved cars through, but Arkady tucked his car between trucks. A uniformed militia colonel seemed belligerently in charge. He dispatched an
  officer to chase Arkady, but the man proved to be a veteran sergeant named Gleb whom Arkady knew.

  “What’s going on?”

  “We’re not to tell.”

  “That sounds interesting,” Arkady said. He liked Gleb because the sergeant could whistle like a nightingale and had the gap teeth of an honest man.

  “Well, seeing as how you’re an investigator . . .”

  “Seeing that . . . ,” Arkady agreed.

  “Okay.” Gleb dropped his voice. “They were doing renovations to extend the basement cafeteria. A bunch of Turkish workers were digging. They got a little surprise.”

  Excavation work had torn up part of the sidewalk. Arkady joined the onlookers on the precarious edge, where klieg lamps aimed an incandescent light at a power shovel in a hole two stories deep
  and about twenty meters square. Besides militia, the crowd on the sidewalk included firemen and police, city officials and agents of state security who looked rousted from their beds.

  In the hole an organized crew of men in coveralls and hard hats worked on the ground and up on scaffolding with picks and trowels, plastic bags, surgical masks and latex gloves. One man
  dislodged what looked like a brown ball, which he placed in a canvas bucket that he lowered by rope to the ground. He returned to his trowel and painstakingly freed a rib cage with arms attached.
  As Arkady’s eyes adjusted he saw that one entire face of the excavation was layered with human remains outlined by the snow, a cross section of soil with skulls for stones and femurs for
  sticks. Some were clothed, some weren’t. The smell was of sweet compost.

  The canvas bucket was passed fire brigade style across the pit and pulled by rope up to a tent where other shadowy bodies were laid out on tables. The colonel went from tent to tent and barked
  at the men sorting bones to work faster. In between orders, he kept an eye on Arkady.

  Sergeant Gleb said, “They want all the bodies out by morning. They don’t want people to see.”

  “How many so far?”

  “It’s a mass grave, who can say?”

  “How old?”

  “From the clothes, they say the forties or fifties. Holes in the back of the head. In the basement of the Supreme Court yet. March you right downstairs and boom! That’s how
  they used to do it. That was some court.”

  The colonel joined them. He was in full winter regalia with a blue fur hat. Arkady wondered, not for the first time, what animal had blue fur.

  The colonel said loudly, “There will be an investigation of these bodies to see whether criminal charges should be brought.”

  Heads turned along the line, many amused.

  “Say that again,” Arkady asked the colonel.

  “What I said was, I can assure everyone that there will be an investigation of the dead to see whether criminal charges will be brought.”

  “Congratulations.” Arkady put his arm around the colonel’s shoulders and whispered, “That is the best joke I’ve heard all day.”

  The colonel’s face turned a mottled red and he ducked out of Arkady’s grip. Ah, well, another enemy made, Arkady thought. Gleb asked, “What if the grave runs under the entire
  court?”

  “That’s always the problem, isn’t it? Once you start digging, when to stop?”
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  Arkady took his time. His relationship with Zurin had deteriorated to a game like badminton, in which each player took mighty swings that feebly
  propelled loathing back and forth. So instead of racing to Chistye Prudy Metro station, Arkady stopped in a lane of brick buildings hung with banners that filled and emptied in the wind. Arkady
  couldn’t see all the banners, but saw enough to learn that “Studio Apartments–Concierge Services–Cable” would soon be erected on the site. “Interested Parties
  Should Subscribe Now.”

  He kicked his way through snow down a flight of stairs and knocked on a basement door. There was no answer but the door was unlocked and he pushed his way into a black space with no more than a
  seam of street light along the top of the basement windows, about as hospitable as an Ice Age cave. He found a light switch and an overhead rack of fluorescent tubes flickered to life.

  Grandmaster Ilya Platonov sat sprawled face down on a table, asleep between chessboards. Arkady thought the fact that Platonov had found that much room was remarkable since chess sets and game
  clocks covered every surface: antique, inlaid and computerized boards, men lined up like armies summoned and forgotten. Books and magazines on chess crammed the bookcases. Photographs of the
  Russian greats—Alekhine, Kasparov, Karpov, Tal—hung on the walls along with signs that said, “Members Are Requested Not to Take Boards to the W.C.” and “No Video
  Games!” The air reeked of cigarettes, genius and musty clothes.

  Arkady stomped the snow from his shoes and Platonov’s arm compulsively shot out and hit the game clock.

  “In your sleep. That’s impressive,” Arkady said.

  Platonov opened his eyes as he sat up. Arkady guessed his age at about eighty. He still had a commanding nose and a pugnacious gaze once he rubbed the sand from his eyes.

  “In my sleep, I would still beat you.” Platonov felt his pockets for a wake-up cigarette. Arkady gave him one. “If you played your best game, maybe a draw.”

  “I’m sorry to bother you, but I’m looking for Zhenya.”

  “Zhenya, that little shit. I say that most affectionately. A frustrating boy.” Platonov hobbled to a desk and began searching loose papers. “I want to show you the results of
  the last junior tournament, in which he was a complete mediocrity. Then, the same day, he defeats the adult champion, but for money. For money your little Zhenya is a different player altogether.
  This is a club for people who love chess, not a casino.”

  “I understand.” Arkady noticed a “contributions” jar half full of coins.

  Platonov abandoned his search. “The main thing is, Zhenya is ruining his game. No patience. He surprises opponents now because he’s just a boy and then he swoops in for the kill.
  When he encounters the next level of players they will wear him down.”

  “Have you seen Zhenya in the last twenty-four hours?”

  “No. The day before, yes. I threw him out for gambling once again. He’s welcome back if it’s to play and learn. Have you ever played him?”

  “There’s no point. I’m no competition.”

  Platonov scratched his chin. “You’re in the prosecutor’s office, aren’t you? Well, intelligence isn’t everything.”

  “Thank God,” Arkady said.

  “Chess demands discipline and analysis to reach the top. And in chess if you aren’t at the top, where are you?” Platonov spread his arms. “Teaching idiots basic openings.
  Left, right, left, right! That’s why Zhenya is such a waste.” In his passion the grandmaster backed into the wall and knocked a framed photograph to the floor. Arkady picked the
  photograph up. Although the glass was a whirl of shards he saw a young Platonov with a vigorous head of hair accepting a bouquet and congratulations from a round man in a bad suit. Khrushchev, the
  Party Secretary from years ago. Behind the two men stood children in costume as chess pieces: knights, rooks, kings and queens. Khrushchev’s eyes sank into his grin. Platonov gently took the
  picture away. “Ancient history. Leningrad, nineteen sixty-two. I swept the field. That was when world chess was Soviet chess and this club, this undersea wreck was the center of the chess
  world.”

  “Soon to be apartments.”

  “Ah, you saw the banner outside? Apartments with all the modern conveniences. We will be demolished and replaced by a marble palace for thieves and whores, the social parasites we used to
  put in jail. Does the state care?” Platonov rehung the photo, cracks and all. “The state used to believe in culture, not real estate. The state—”

  “You’re still a Party member?”

  “I am a Communist and proud of it. I remember when millionaires were shot on principle. Maybe a millionaire can be an honest man, maybe pigs can whistle. If not for me, they’d
  already have their apartment house, but I have petitioned the city, the state senate and the president himself to bring this architectural obscenity to a halt. I am costing them millions of
  dollars. That’s why they want me out of the way.”

  “What do you mean?”

  “Why they want to kill me.” Platonov smiled. “I outfoxed them. I stayed here. I never would have made it home safely.”

  “Who did you outfox?”

  “Them.”

  It struck Arkady that the conversation was taking a strange turn. He spied an electric samovar on a side table. “Would you like some tea?”

  “You mean, has the old man been drinking? Does he need to sober up? Is he crazy? No.” Platonov dismissed the cup. “I’m ten moves ahead of you, ten moves.”

  “Like leaving the front door unlocked and falling asleep?”

  Platonov forgave himself with a shrug. “You agree then that I should take precautions?”

  Arkady glanced at his watch. Zurin had called him half an hour ago. “For a start, have you informed the militia that you feel your life is in danger?”

  “A hundred times. They send an idiot along, he steals what he can and then goes.”

  “Have you been attacked? Been threatened by mail or over the phone?”

  “No. That’s what all the idiots ask.”

  Arkady took that as his cue. “I have to go.”

  “Wait.” For his age, Platonov maneuvered around the game tables with surprising speed. “Any other suggestions?”

  “My professional advice?”

  “Yes.”

  “If millionaires want to raze this building to erect a palace for lowlifes and whores, do what they say. Take their money and move.”

  Platonov sucked up his chest. “As a boy, I fought on the Kalinin Front. I do not retreat.”

  “A wonderful sentiment for a headstone.”

  “Get out! Out! Out!” Platonov opened the door and pushed Arkady through. “Enough defeatism. Your whole generation. No wonder this country is in the shit can.”

  Arkady climbed the stairs to his car. Although he didn’t think Platonov was in any real danger, he drove only a block before returning on foot. Staying away from streetlamps, he slipped
  from doorway to doorway until he was satisfied they were clear of anything but shadows and then lingered another minute just in case, perhaps because the wind had dropped and he liked the way the
  snow had gone weightless, floating like light on water.

  

No militia guarded the Chistye Prudy Metro station. Arkady tapped at the door and was let in by a cleaning lady who led him across a half-lit hall of somber granite and around
  turnstiles to a set of three ancient escalators that clacked as they descended. Maybe they weren’t so old, only used; the Moscow underground was the busiest in the world and to be virtually
  the only one in it made him aware how large the station was and how deep the hole.

  His mind returned to the excavation outside the Supreme Court. There they were, eminent judges with the modest ambition of upgrading their basement cafeteria, adding perhaps an espresso bar,
  and, instead, they had unearthed the horror of the past. Stick your shovel into the ground in Moscow and you took your chances.

  “The people on the train must be crazy. He’s been dead for fifty years. It’s a disgrace,” the cleaning woman said with the firmness of a palace guard. She wore an orange
  vest she smoothed and straightened. The outside world might be scribbled with graffiti and reek of piss, but it was generally agreed that the last bastion of decency in Moscow was the underground,
  discounting the gropers, drunks and thieves among your fellow passengers. “More than fifty years.”

  “You saw nothing tonight?”

  “Well, I saw that soldier.”

  “Who?”

  “I don’t remember his name, but I saw him on television. It’ll come to me.”

  “You saw a soldier but not Stalin.”

  “On television. Why can’t they leave poor Stalin alone? It’s a disgrace.”

  “Which part?”

  “All of it.”

  “I think you’re right. I think there’ll be disgrace enough for everyone.”

  

“You took your time.” Zurin was waiting at the bottom, cashmere coat worn impresario-style on his shoulders and a froth of anxiety in the corners of his mouth.

  “Another sighting?” Arkady asked.

  “What else?”

  “You could have started without me. You didn’t have to wait.”

  “But we do. This is a situation of some delicacy.” Zurin said the sighting had taken place, as before, on the last car of the last train of the night; even to the same
  minute—0132—testimony to Metro punctuality. This time two plainclothes officers had been stationed on the car in case. As soon as they noticed signs of a disturbance they radioed the
  driver not to leave the platform until all thirty-three passengers of the last car were off. The detectives had taken preliminary statements. Zurin handed Arkady a spiral notebook open to a list of
  names, addresses, telephone numbers. I. Rozanov, 34, male, a plumber, “saw nothing.” A. Anilov, 18, male, soldier, “maybe saw something.” M. Bourdenova, 17, female, student,
  “recognized him from a history course.”

  R. Golushkovich, 19, male, soldier, “was asleep.” V. Golushkovich, 20, male, soldier, “was drunk.” A. Antipenko, 74, male, retired, “witnessed Comrade Stalin on the
  platform.”

  F. Mendeleyev, 83, male, retired, “witnessed Comrade Stalin wave from the platform.”

  M. Peshkova, 33, female, schoolteacher, “saw nothing.” P. Peneyev, 40, male, schoolteacher, “saw nothing.” V. Zelensky, 32, male, filmmaker, “witnessed Stalin in
  front of Soviet flag.”

  And so on. Of the thirty-three passengers, eight saw Stalin. Those eight had been detained and the rest released. The platform conductor, a G. Petrova, had seen nothing out of the ordinary and
  was also allowed to go. The notes were signed by Detectives Isakov and Urman.

  “Isakov, the hero?”

  “That’s right,” Zurin said. “He and Urman were called to another case. We can’t have good men wasting their time here.”

  “Of course not. Where is this other case?”

  “A domestic dispute a couple of blocks away.”

  The platform clock read 0418, the same as Arkady’s watch. Time until the next train stood at 00, because the system wouldn’t start up again for another hour. Without a background
  rumble of trains the platform was an arcade of echoes, Zurin’s voice popping up here and there.

  “So, what do you want me to do?” Arkady asked.

  “Nail things down.”

  “Nail down what? Someone on a subway puts on a Stalin mask and you pull people off their train?”

  “We want to keep the lid on.”

  “On a hoax?”

  “We don’t know.”

  “Are you thinking of mass hallucination? That calls for exorcists or psychiatrists.”

  “Just ask some questions. They’re old, it’s past their bedtime.”

  “Not theirs.” Arkady nodded toward a rail-thin man chatting up the schoolgirl. She plainly had trouble resisting flattery.

  “Zelensky is the provocateur, I’m sure. Do you want to start with him?”

  “I think I’ll end with him.”

  First, Arkady walked to where the last car had stopped. A service gate and doorway stood at the platform’s end. He hoisted himself up on the gate and saw nothing but electrical cables on
  the other side. The door was locked. The platform conductor might have had the key and some idea of who had been waiting for the train, but, thanks to Isakov and Urman, she was gone.

  “Anything wrong?” the prosecutor asked.

  “Couldn’t be better. These were the only two sightings, last night and tonight? Nothing previous?”

  “That’s all.”

  Arkady questioned witnesses one by one, having each mark on a sketch of the subway car where they had been sitting. The pensioner Antipenko admitted that he had been reading a book and
  hadn’t had time to switch to his distance glasses before the train rolled into the station. Antipenko’s elderly friend Mendeleyev had slept earlier on the train, although he claimed he
  awoke when they pulled into the station. Neither of them felt threatened by the platform Stalin. In fact, two ancient babushkas said they recognized Stalin by his benign smile, although neither saw
  well enough to read the platform clock when Arkady asked them to. Another retiree wore eyeglasses so scratched, the world was a blur, and the final senior witness wasn’t sure if he’d
  seen Stalin or Father Frost.

  Arkady told him, “You’ve been up all night. Maybe you’re tired.”

  “They kept us here.”

  “I’m sorry about that.”

  “I know my granddaughter is worried.”

  “Didn’t the detectives call her and tell her you would be late?”

  “I couldn’t remember her number.”

  “Perhaps if you show me your papers?”

  “I lost them.”

  “I’m sure there’s something on you somewhere.” Arkady opened the old man’s overcoat and found, pinned to a jacket lapel, a tag with a name, address, and phone
  number. Also the soiled ribbons and hardware of a Gold Star Hero, Order of Lenin, Red Star, and Patriotic War hero, so many campaign medals that they were stitched in overlapping tiers onto the
  breast of his suit. This doddering ancient had once been a young soldier fighting the Wehrmacht in the rubble of Stalingrad. “Don’t worry. The prosecutor will call your granddaughter
  and the trains will be running soon.”

  The student, Marfa Bourdenova, changed her mind because she wasn’t clear who Stalin was. Besides, she was out past her curfew and hadn’t been allowed to call home on her mobile
  phone. If the girl was a little plump it was also clear what a beauty she would soon be, with an oval face, a sharp nose and chin, huge eyes and light brown hair she blew away from her cheek in
  exasperation. “The reception here sucks.”

  From the next bench the filmmaker Zelensky stage-whispered, “Your reception sucks because you’re in a hole, honey, you’re in a fucking hole.” He hunched forward in a
  scuffed leather jacket and told Arkady, “You can mess with their minds all you want, but I know what I saw. I saw Iosif Stalin standing at this platform tonight. Mustache, uniform, short
  right arm. Unmistakable.”

  “What color were his eyes?”

  “Yellow eyes, wolf eyes.”

  “Vladimir Zelensky?” Arkady asked to be sure. He felt Zurin creep to the other side of the pillar.

  “Call me Vlad, please.” As if it were a favor.

  Zelensky stood in the umbra of fame. Ten years before he had been a young director of rough-and-ready crime films, until he sniffed cocaine himself and performed the magic trick of disappearing
  up his nostril. His smile said the boy was back and the frizz of his hair suggested ideas on the simmer.

  “So, Vlad, what did you say when you saw him?”

  Zelensky laughed. “Something on the order of ‘Fuck your mother!’ What anyone would say.”

  As Arkady remembered, Zelensky got by on porn, grinding out films that required nothing more than two willing bodies and a bed. Films where everyone, including the director, used pseudonyms.

  “Did Stalin say anything?”

  “No.”

  “How long was he visible?”

  “Two seconds, maybe three.”

  “Could it have been somebody wearing a mask?”

  “No.”

  “You are a filmmaker?”

  “An independent filmmaker.”

  “Could someone have rigged a film or a videotape?”

  “Set it up and broken it down? Not fast enough.” Zelensky winked in the girl’s direction.

  “He stood where?”

  On the sketch Zelensky marked the platform directly opposite the last car.

  “Then?”

  “He walked away. Vanished.”

  “Walked or disappeared?”

  “Disappeared.”

  “What did he do with the flag?”

  “What flag?”

  “You told the detectives that Stalin had a flag.”

  “I guess it disappeared too.” Zelensky lifted his head. “But I saw Stalin.”

  “And said, ‘Fuck your mother!’ Why the Chistye Prudy Metro? Of all the stations for Stalin to show up at, why here?”

  “It’s obvious. You went to the university?”

  “Yes.”

  “You look it. Well, I’ll tell you something I bet you don’t know. When the Germans bombed Moscow, when this was called Kirov Station, this was where Stalin came, deep
  underground. He slept on a cot on the platform and the General Staff slept in subway cars. They didn’t have a fancy war room like Churchill or Roosevelt. They put plywood up for walls and
  every time a train came through, maps and papers would fly around, but they put together a strategy that saved Moscow. This place should be like Lourdes, with people on their knees, plaster Stalins
  for sale, crutches on the wall. Can’t you see it?”

  “I’m not an artist like you. I remember One Plus One. That was an interesting film.”

  “The serial killer. That was a long time ago.”

  “What films have I missed?”

  “How-to films.”

  “Woodworking? Plumbing?”

  “How to fuck.”

  Arkady heard Zurin groan. The schoolgirl Marfa Bourdenova blushed but didn’t move away.

  “Do you have a business card?”

  Zelensky gave him one that read Cine Zelensky on new, crisply cut pasteboard suitable for a comeback. The address given was on fashionable Tverskaya, even if the phone prefix was for the less
  elegant south end of Moscow.

  The clock over the tunnel read 0450. Arkady stood and thanked all the witnesses, warning them that it was snowing outside. “You’re all free to leave or wait for the first
  train.”

  Zelensky didn’t wait. He bounced to his feet, spread his arms like the winner of a match and shouted, “He’s back! He’s back!” all the way to the escalator. He
  clapped as he rode up, followed by the Bourdenova girl, who was already fumbling for her phone.

  Zurin said, “Why didn’t you warn them not to talk to people outside the station?”

  “Did some riders have cell phones?”

  “Some.”

  “Did you collect them?”

  “No.”

  “They have had nothing else to do but spread the word.”

  Arkady almost felt for Zurin. Through coup and countercoup, Party rule and brief democracy, fall of the ruble and rise of millionaires, the prosecutor had always bobbed to the surface. And here
  he was in the subway, shooting spittle in his confusion and rage. “It’s a hoax or it didn’t happen. But why would anyone perpetrate such a hoax? And why would the bastards do it
  in my district? How am I expected to stop someone from posing as Stalin? Should we shut down the Metro while detectives search on their hands and knees for the footprints of a ghost? I’ll
  look ridiculous. It could be Chechens.”

  That was desperate, Arkady thought. He looked toward the tunnel. The time was 0456. “You don’t need me for this.”

  The prosecutor shifted close enough. “Oddly enough, I do. Zelensky acts as if this was a miracle. I tell you that miracles only happen on orders from above. Ask yourself, where are the
  agents of state security in all this? Where is the KGB?”

  “FSB now.”

  “The same can of worms. Usually, they’re everywhere. Suddenly, they’re not. I’m not being critical, not a bit, but I know when someone pulls down my drawers and fucks me
  from behind.”

  “Wearing a mask in the subway is not a crime and without a crime there’s no investigation.”

  “That’s where you come in.”

  “I don’t have time for this.” Arkady wanted to be at Komsomol Square when the Metro began running.

  “Most of our witnesses are elderly people. They have to be treated with sensitivity. Isn’t that what you are, our sensitive investigator?”

  “There was no crime, and they’re useless as witnesses.”

  Antipenko and Mendeleyev sat side by side, like the stones of a slumping wall.

  “Who knows? They might open up. A little sympathy goes a long way with people that age. Also, there’s your name.”

  “My name?”

  “Your father’s. He knew Stalin. He was one of Stalin’s favorites. Not many can say that.”

  And why not? Arkady thought. General Kyril Renko was a talented butcher, not a sensitive soul at all. Even given that all successful commanders were butchers—“None more passionately
  loved by the troops than Napoleon,” as the General used to say—even given that bloody standard, Kyril Renko stood out. A car, a long Packard with soldiers on the running boards, would
  come for the General to take him to the Kremlin. Either to the Kremlin or the Lubyanka, it wasn’t clear which until the car turned left or right at the Bolshoi, left to a cell at the Lubyanka
  or right to the Kremlin’s Spassky Gate. Other generals fouled their pants on the way. General Renko accepted the choice of fates as a fact of life. He would remind Arkady that his own swift
  rise through the ranks had been made possible by the execution by Stalin of a thousand Russian officers on the eve of the war. How could Stalin not appreciate a general like that?

  Arkady asked, “What about the detectives who were on the scene?”

  “Urman and Isakov? You said yourself there is no question of criminality. This is a matter we may not even want on the books. What is more appropriate is a humane, informal inquiry by a
  veteran like you.”

  “You want me to find Stalin’s ghost?”

  “In a nutshell.”
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  A heavyset man in underclothes sat at the kitchen table, his head resting on his forearm, a cleaver standing in the back of his neck. One forensic
  technician videotaped the scene while another peeled the dead man’s hand from a water glass. Vodka was still in it, Isakov told Arkady. A tech poured half the dead man’s glass into a
  vial to test later for rat poison, which would show premeditation. Crusted dishes, pickle bottles and glittering empties of vodka were piled in a corner to make room on the drain board for open
  packages of sugar and yeast, and in the sink for a pressure cooker, rubber hoses and plastic tubing. Alcohol formed at the end of a tube, hung and dripped into a jar. Otherwise, the kitchen was
  decorated with a mounted wolf head and bushy tail, a tapestry with a hunting motif and a photograph of the dead man and a woman as two people younger and happier. The refrigerator hummed, speckled
  with blood. Snow fidgeted with a loose windowpane. For the moment no one smoked, despite the flatulent stink of death. According to a cuckoo clock it was 4:55.

  Arkady waited at the door with Nikolai Isakov and Marat Urman. Arkady had imagined Isakov so many times that the real man was smaller than expected. He wasn’t particularly handsome, but
  his blue eyes suggested coolness under fire and his forehead bore interesting scars. His leather jacket was scuffed from wear and his voice was almost whispery. Arkady’s father had always
  said that the ability to command was innate; men would either follow you or not. Whatever the quality was, Isakov had it. His partner Urman was a Tatar built round and hard, with the broad smile of
  a successful pillager. A raspberry red leather jacket and a gold tooth revealed a taste for flash.

  “It seems to be a case of cabin fever,” Isakov said. “The wife says they hadn’t left the house since it started snowing.”

  “Started like a honeymoon.” Urman grinned.

  Isakov said, “It appears that they could drink vodka faster than they could make it.”

  “At the end they were fighting over the last drop of alcohol in the house. Both so drunk they can barely stand. He starts hitting her . . .”

  “Apparently one thing led to another.”

  “She slices him between the sixth and seventh vertebrae and right through the spinal cord. Instantaneous!”

  The cleaver had been dusted with gray powder and the ghostly print of a palm and fingers was wrapped around the handle.

  “Does he have a name?” Arkady asked.

  “Kuznetsov,” said Isakov. Selecting a professional tone, he commiserated with Arkady. “So you got stuck with Stalin’s ghost.”

  “I’m afraid so.”

  “Chasing a phantom through the Metro? Urman and I prefer ordinary cases with real bodies.”

  “Well, I envy you.” Which hardly told the whole story, but Arkady thought he was controlling his bitterness fairly well. He stole a glance at the clock: 4:56. His watch said 5:05.
  “I had a question about the phantom, as you put it. I was wondering, did either of you search the subway platform?”

  “No.”

  “Open any maintenance gates or doors?”

  “No.”

  “Why did you let the platform conductor leave the station?” It came out more brusquely than Arkady had intended.

  “That’s more than one question. Because the conductor didn’t see anything.” Isakov was patient. “People who weren’t crazy, we let go.”

  “What else, besides seeing Stalin, did they say or do that was crazy?”

  Urman said, “Seeing Stalin, that’s crazy enough.”

  “Did you get the number of the car?”

  “Number?”

  “Every car in the Metro has a four-digit number. I’d like to see that car. Did you get the name of the driver of the train?”

  Isakov was categorical. “We were ordered to ride the last car, whatever its number was, and observe. We were not told what to watch for or at which station or to get the driver’s
  name. When we pulled into the Chistye Prudy stop we saw nothing and heard nothing unusual until people started to shout. I don’t know who shouted first. As instructed, we separated the
  positive witnesses from the rest of the passengers and held them until we were called out on this case.”

  The forensic team announced that they were finished with the kitchen and moving to the bathroom, where shiny surfaces beckoned.

  Arkady waited until the techs had passed before saying, “Your report was a little sketchy.”

  “The prosecutor didn’t want an official report,” Isakov said.

  Urman was puzzled. “Why all the fucking questions? We’re on the same side, aren’t we?”

  Don’t complicate things, Arkady told himself. This wasn’t his case. Get out of the apartment.

  A whimper sounded from another room.

  “Who is that?”

  “It’s the wife.”

  “She’s here?”

  “In the bedroom. Take a look, but watch where you step.”

  Arkady went down a hall littered with newspapers, pizza boxes and KFC tubs to a bedroom where the squalor was deep enough it seemed to float. A redheaded woman in a housedress was hand-cuffed to
  the bed. She rose out of an alcoholic stupor, legs and arms spread, hands in plastic bags. An array of blood spots covered the front of her dress. Arkady pushed up her sleeves. Her flesh was slack
  but by a comparison of forearms she was right-handed.

  “How do you feel?”

  “They took the dragon.”

  “They took what?”

  “It’s our dragon.”

  “You have a dragon?”

  The mental effort was too much and she sank back into incoherence.

  He returned to the kitchen.

  “Someone took her dragon.”

  “We heard it was elephants,” Urman said.

  “Why is she still here?”

  Isakov said, “Waiting for an ambulance. She already confessed. We hoped she could reenact the crime for the video camera.”

  “She should be seen by a doctor and in a cell. Save the house-dress. How long have you two been detectives in Moscow?”

  “A year.” Urman had lost his good humor.

  “You moved over to detective level direct from the Black Berets? From Hostage Rescue to Criminal Investigation?”

  “Maybe they bent the rules for Captain Isakov,” Urman said. “Why the fuss? We have a murder and a confession. It’s two plus two, right?”

  “With one swing. She must have had a steady hand,” Arkady said.

  “Just lucky, I guess.”

  “Do you mind?” Arkady stepped behind the dead man for a different perspective. One arm still stretched out for the glass. Without touching, Arkady studied the wrist for bruising
  from, say, being clamped down by a stronger man while a blow was struck.

  Urman said, “I’ve heard about you, Renko. People say you like to stick your dick in. We didn’t have time for people like you in the Black Berets. Second guessers. What are you
  looking for now?”

  “Resistance.”

  “To what? Do you see any bruises?”

  “Did you try a UV scan?”

  “What is this shit?”

  “Marat.” Isakov shook his head. “Marat, the investigator is only asking questions born of experience. There’s no reason to be taking it personally. He’s not.”
  He asked as if making sure, “You’re not taking this personally are you, Renko?”

  “No.”

  Isakov didn’t smile, but he did seem amused. “Now, Renko, you’ll have to excuse us if we work our own case our own way. Is there anything else you want to know?”

  “Why were you so certain the glass held vodka? Did you just assume it?”

  There was still some in the glass. Urman dipped his first and middle fingers and licked them. He dipped the fingers a second time and offered them to Arkady. “You can suck them if you
  want.”

  Arkady ignored Urman and asked Isakov, “So you’re satisfied what you have here is an ordinary domestic homicide due to vodka, snow and cabin fever?”

  “And love,” Isakov said. “The wife says she loved him. Most dangerous words in the world.”

  “So you think love leads to murder,” Arkady said.

  “Let’s hope not.”

  

Snow packed on the windshield. At five minutes before the Metro doors opened, Arkady didn’t have time to stop and brush the wipers clear, but he decided that as long as
  he followed taillights he was on the right side of the road and headed into Three Stations, as everyone called Komsomol Square for the railroad stations gathered there. Traffic lights swung, lenses
  packed with red and green snow. Leningrad Station’s Italian pomp, Yaroslavsky Station’s golden crown, Kazan Station’s oriental gate: the windshield wipers smeared them
  together.

  Arkady left his car in a snow drift in front of Kazan Station. A few passengers had already come out to search for taxis. Most arrivals streamed next door toward the Metro: oilmen from the
  Urals, businessmen from Kazan, a ballet troupe returning home, day trippers with caviar to trade, families with small children and huge suitcases, commuters and budget tourists following a dim path
  of half-smothered streetlamps. They hurried in the steam of their breath, hats pulled low, bags and packages tightly clutched, perhaps more eager to leave than arrive someplace else. Snow had
  driven away the usual pimps and Gypsies and wholesome country women who sold their poisonous homemade brew and drunks who gathered empty vodka bottles to pay for new. A hazardous undertaking. The
  year before, five bottle scavengers had their throats slit in and around Three Stations. For bottles. Until the Metro doors opened, people would be pressed against a dead end in the dark. There
  were militia officers assigned to outdoor posts; they were inside the train station checking tickets and fighting Chechen terrorism where it was warm.
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