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To the librarian who gave me
 To Kill a Mockingbird

ONE
THE CALL CAME AT MIDNIGHT. Harry Bosch was awake and sitting in the living room in the dark. He liked to think that he was doing this because it allowed him to hear the saxophone better. By masking one of the senses he accentuated another.
But deep down he knew the truth. He was waiting.
The call was from Larry Gandle, his supervisor in Homicide Special. It was Bosch’s first call out in the new job. And it was what he had been waiting for.
“Harry, you up?”
“I’m up.”
“Who’s that you got playing?”
“Frank Morgan, live at the Jazz Standard in New York. That’s George Cables you’re hearing now on piano.”
“Sounds like ‘All Blues.’”
“You nailed it.”
“Good stuff. I hate to take you away from it.”
Bosch used the remote to turn the music off.
“What’s the call, Lieutenant?”
“Hollywood wants you and Iggy to come out and take over a case. They’ve already caught three today and can’t handle a fourth. This one also looks like it might become a hobby. It looks like an execution.”
The Los Angeles Police Department had seventeen geographic divisions, each with its own station and detective bureau, including a homicide squad. But the divisional squads were the first line and couldn’t get bogged down on long-running cases. When a murder came with any sort of political, celebrity or media attachment, it was usually shuttled down to Homicide Special, which operated out of the Robbery-Homicide Division in Parker Center. Any case that appeared to be particularly difficult and time-consuming—that would invariably stay active like a hobby—would also be an immediate candidate for Homicide Special. This was one of those.
“Where is it?” Bosch asked.
“Up on that overlook above the Mulholland Dam. You know the place?”
“Yeah, I’ve been up there.”
Bosch got up and walked to the dining room table. He opened a drawer designed for silverware and took out a pen and a small notebook. On the first page of the notebook he wrote down the date and the location of the murder scene.
“Any other details I should know?” Bosch asked.
“Not a lot,” Gandle said. “Like I said, it was described to me as an execution. Two in the back of the head. Somebody took this guy up there and blew his brains out all over that pretty view.”
Bosch let this register a moment before asking the next question.
“Do they know who the dead guy is?”
“The divisionals are working on it. Maybe they’ll have something by the time you get over there. It’s practically in your neighborhood, right?”
“Not too far.”
Gandle gave Bosch more specifics on the location of the crime scene and asked if Harry would make the next call out to his partner. Bosch said he would take care of it.
“Okay, Harry, get up there and see what’s what, then call me and let me know. Just wake me up. Everybody else does.”
Bosch thought it was just like a supervisor to complain about getting woken up to a person he would routinely wake up over the course of their relationship.
“You got it,” Bosch said.
Bosch hung up and immediately called Ignacio Ferras, his new partner. They were still feeling their way. Ferras was more than twenty years younger and from another culture. The bonding would happen, Bosch was sure, but it would come slowly. It always did.
Ferras was awakened by Bosch’s call but became alert quickly and seemed eager to respond, which was good. The only problem was that he lived all the way out in Diamond Bar, which would put his ETA at the crime scene at least an hour off. Bosch had talked to him about it the first day they had been assigned as partners but Ferras wasn’t interested in moving. He had a family support system in Diamond Bar and wanted to keep it.
Bosch knew that he would get to the crime scene well ahead of Ferras and that would mean he would have to handle any divisional friction on his own. Taking a case away from the divisional squad was always a delicate thing. It was a decision usually made by supervisors, not by the homicide detectives on the scene. No homicide detective worth the gold trim on his badge would ever want to give away a case. That just wasn’t part of the mission.
“See you there, Ignacio,” Bosch said.
“Harry,” Ferras said, “I told you. Call me Iggy. Everybody does.”
Bosch said nothing. He didn’t want to call him Iggy. He didn’t think it was a name that matched the weight of the assignment and mission. He wished that his partner would come to that realization and then stop asking him.
Bosch thought of something and added an instruction, telling Ferras to swing by Parker Center on his way in and pick up the city car they were assigned. It would add minutes to his arrival time but Bosch planned to drive his own car to the scene and he knew he was low on gas.
“Okay, see you there,” Bosch said, leaving names out.
He hung up and grabbed his coat out of the closet by the front door. As he put his arms into it he glanced at himself in the mirror on the inside of the door. At fifty-six years old he was trim and fit and could even stand to add a few pounds, while other detectives his age were getting round in the middle. In Homicide Special, there was a pair of detectives known as Crate and Barrel because of their widening dimensions. Bosch didn’t have to worry about that.
The gray had not yet chased all of the brown out of his hair but it was getting close to victory. His dark eyes were clear and bright and ready for the challenge awaiting him at the overlook. In his own eyes Bosch saw a basic understanding of homicide work, that when he stepped out the front door he would be willing and able to go the distance—whatever that entailed—to get the job done. It made him feel as though he were bulletproof.
He reached across his body with his left hand to pull the gun out of the holster on his right hip. It was a Kimber Ultra Carry. He quickly checked the magazine and the action and then returned the weapon to its holster.
He was ready. He opened the door.
The lieutenant had not known a lot about the case but he had been right about one thing. The crime scene was not far from Bosch’s home. He dropped down to Cahuenga and then took Barham across the 101 Freeway. From there it was a quick run up Lake Hollywood Drive to a neighborhood of homes clustered on the hills surrounding the reservoir and the Mulholland Dam. They were expensive homes.
He worked his way around the fenced reservoir, stopping only for a moment when he came upon a coyote in the road. The animal’s eyes caught the headlights and glowed brightly. It then turned and sauntered slowly across the road, disappearing into the brush. It was in no hurry to get out of the way, almost daring Bosch to do something. It reminded him of his days on patrol, when he saw the same challenge in the eyes of most of the young men he encountered on the street.
After passing the reservoir he took Tahoe Drive farther up into the hills and then connected with the eastern terminus of Mulholland Drive. There was an unofficial overlook of the city here. It was posted with NO PARKING and OVERLOOK CLOSED AT DARK signs. But these were routinely ignored at all hours of the day and night.
Bosch pulled in behind the grouping of official vehicles—the Forensics van and the coroner’s wagon as well as several marked and unmarked police cars. There was an outer perimeter of yellow police tape surrounding the crime scene and inside this boundary was a silver Porsche Carrera with its hood open. It had been sectioned off by more yellow tape and this told Bosch that it was most likely the victim’s car.
Bosch parked and got out. A patrol officer assigned to the outer perimeter took down his name and badge number—2997—and allowed him under the yellow tape. He approached the crime scene. Two banks of portable lights had been erected on either side of the body, which was in the center of a clearing that looked down upon the city. As Bosch approached he saw forensics techs and coroner’s people working on and around the body. A tech with a video camera was documenting the scene as well.
“Harry, over here.”
Bosch turned and saw Detective Jerry Edgar leaning against the hood of an unmarked detective cruiser. He had a cup of coffee in his hand and appeared to be just waiting. He pushed himself off the car as Bosch came over.
Edgar had been Bosch’s partner once, back when he had worked in Hollywood Division. Back then Bosch was a team leader on the homicide squad. Now Edgar was in that position.
“Been waiting on somebody from RHD,” Edgar said. “Didn’t know it would be you, man.”
“It’s me.”
“You working this solo?”
“No, my partner’s on the way.”
“Your new partner, right? I haven’t heard from you since that mess over in Echo Park last year.”
“Yeah. So what do you have here?”
Bosch didn’t want to talk about Echo Park with Edgar. With anyone, as a matter of fact. He wanted to stay focused on the case at hand. It was his first call out since his transfer to Homicide Special. He knew there would be a lot of people watching his moves. Some of them would be people hoping he would fail.
Edgar turned so that Bosch could see what was spread out on the trunk of the car. Bosch took out glasses and put them on as he leaned in close to look. There wasn’t a lot of light but he could see an array of evidence bags. The bags separately contained items taken from the body. These included a wallet, a key ring and a clip-on name tag. There was also a money clip with a thick fold of currency and a BlackBerry that was still on, its green light flashing and ready to transmit calls its owner would never make or receive.
“The coroner’s guy just gave me all of this,” Edgar said. “They should be done with the body in about ten minutes.”
Bosch picked up the bag containing the ID tag and angled it toward the light. It said Saint Agatha’s Clinic for Women. On it was a photograph of a man with dark hair and dark eyes. It identified him as Dr. Stanley Kent. He was smiling at the camera. Bosch noticed that the ID tag was also a swipe key that could open locked doors.
“You talk to Kiz much?” Edgar asked.
It was a reference to Bosch’s former partner, who had transferred after Echo Park to a management job in the OCP—the office of the chief of police.
“Not too much. But she’s doing fine.”
Bosch moved on to the other evidence bags and wanted to move the conversation away from Kiz Rider and onto the case at hand.
“Why don’t you run down what you’ve got for me, Jerry?” he said.
“Happy to,” Edgar said. “The stiff was found about an hour ago. As you can see from the signs out on the street, there is no parking up here and no loitering after dark. Hollywood always has a patrol swing by here a few times a night to chase lookyloos away. Keeps the rich locals up here happy. I am told that house over there is Madonna’s. Or it was.”
He pointed to a sprawling mansion about a hundred yards from the clearing. The moonlight silhouetted a tower rising from the structure. The mansion’s exterior was striped in alternating hues of rust and yellow like a Tuscan church. It was on a promontory that afforded anyone looking through its windows a magnificent, sweeping view of the city below. Bosch imagined the pop star up in the tower looking down on the city that lay at her command.
Bosch looked back at his old partner, ready for the rest of the report.
“The patrol car swings around about eleven and sees the Porsche with the hood open. Engine’s in the back of those Porsches, Harry. It means the trunk was open.”
“Got it.”
“Okay, so you knew that already. Anyway, the patrol car pulls up, they don’t see anybody in or around the Porsche, so the two officers get out. One of them walks out into the clearing and finds our guy. He’s facedown and has two in the back of the head. An execution, clean and simple.”
Bosch nodded at the ID tag in the evidence bag.
“And this is the guy, Stanley Kent?”
“Looks that way. The tag and the wallet both say he’s Stanley Kent, forty-two years old from just around the corner on Arrowhead Drive. We ran the plate on the Porsche and it comes back to a business called K and K Medical Physicists. I just ran Kent through the box and he came up pretty clean. He’s got a few speeding tickets on the Porsche but that’s it. A straight shooter.”
Bosch nodded as he registered all the information.
“You are going to get no grief from me, taking over this case, Harry,” Edgar said. “I got one partner in court this month and I left my other one at the first scene we caught today—a three-bagger with a fourth victim on life support at Queen of Angels.”
Bosch remembered that Hollywood ran its homicide squad in three-man teams instead of the traditional partnerships.
“Any chance the three-bagger is connected to this?”
He pointed to the gathering of technicians around the body on the overlook.
“No, that’s a straight gang shoot-’em-up,” Edgar said. “I think this thing is a whole different ball game and I’m happy for you to take it.”
“Good,” Bosch said. “I’ll cut you loose as soon as I can. Anybody look in the car yet?”
“Not really. Waiting on you.”
“Okay. Anybody go to the victim’s house on Arrowhead?”
“No on that, too.”
“Anybody knock on any doors?”
“Not yet. We were working the scene first.”
Edgar obviously had decided early that the case would be passed to RHD. It bothered Bosch that nothing had been done but at the same time, he knew it would be his and Ferras’s to work fresh from the start, and that wasn’t a bad thing. There was a long history in the department of cases getting damaged or bungled while in transition from divisional to downtown detective teams.
He looked at the lighted clearing and counted a total of five men working on or near the body for the forensics and coroner’s teams.
“Well,” he said, “since you’re working the crime scene first, did anybody look for foot impressions around the body before you let the techs approach?”
Bosch couldn’t keep the tone of annoyance out of his voice.
“Harry,” Edgar said, his tone now showing annoyance with Bosch’s annoyance, “a couple hundred people stand around on this overlook every damn day. We coulda been looking at footprints till Christmas if we’d wanted to take the time. I didn’t think we did. We had a body lying out here in a public place and needed to get to it. Besides that, it looks like a professional hit. That means the shoes, the gun, the car, everything’s already long gone by now.”
Bosch nodded. He wanted to dismiss this and move on.
“Okay,” he said evenly, “then I guess you’re clear.”
Edgar nodded and Bosch thought he might be embarrassed.
“Like I said, Harry, I didn’t expect it to be you.”
Meaning he would not have dogged it for Harry, only for somebody else from RHD.
“Sure,” Bosch said. “I understand.”
After Edgar left, Bosch went back to his car and got the Maglite out of the trunk. He walked back to the Porsche, put on gloves and opened the driver-side door. He leaned into the car and looked around. On the passenger seat was a briefcase. It was unlocked and when he popped the snaps it opened to reveal several files, a calculator and various pads, pens and papers. He closed it and left it in its place. Its position on the seat told him that the victim had likely arrived at the overlook by himself. He had met his killer here. He had not brought his killer with him. This, Bosch thought, might be significant.
He opened the glove box next and several more clip-on IDs like the one found on the body fell to the floorboard. He picked them up one by one and saw that each access badge had been issued by a different local hospital. But the swipe cards all bore the same name and photo. Stanley Kent, the man (Bosch presumed) who was lying dead in the clearing.
He noticed that on the back of several of the tags there were handwritten notations. He looked at these for a long moment. Most were numbers with the letters L or R at the end and he concluded that they were lock combinations.
Bosch looked farther into the glove box and found even more IDs and access key cards. As far as he could tell, the dead man—if he was Stanley Kent—had clearance access to just about every hospital in Los Angeles County. He also had the combinations to security locks at almost every one of the hospitals. Bosch briefly considered that the IDs and key cards might be counterfeits used by the victim in some sort of hospital scam.
Bosch returned everything to the glove box and closed it. He then looked under and between the seats and found nothing of interest. He backed out of the car and went to the open trunk.
The trunk was small and empty. But in the beam of his flashlight he noted that there were four indentations in the carpet lining the bottom. It was clear that something square and heavy with four legs or wheels had been carried in the trunk. Because the trunk was found in the open position it was likely that the object—whatever it was—had been taken during the killing.
“Detective?”
Bosch turned and put the beam of his light into the face of a patrolman. It was the officer who had taken his name and badge number at the perimeter. He lowered the light.
“What is it?”
“There’s an FBI agent here. She’s asking permission to enter the crime scene.”
“Where is she?”
The officer led the way back to the yellow tape. As Bosch got close he saw a woman standing next to the open door of a car. She was alone and she wasn’t smiling. Bosch felt the thud of uneasy recognition hit his chest.
“Hello, Harry,” she said when she saw him.
“Hello, Rachel,” he said.

TWO
IT HAD BEEN ALMOST SIX MONTHS since he had seen Special Agent Rachel Walling of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. As he approached her at the tape, Bosch was sure that not a day had gone by in that time when he hadn’t thought about her. He had never imagined, however, that they would be reunited—if they ever were reunited—in the middle of the night at a murder scene. She was dressed in jeans, an oxford shirt and a dark blue blazer. Her dark hair was unkempt but she still looked beautiful. She obviously had been called in from home, just as Bosch had. She wasn’t smiling and Bosch was reminded of how badly things had ended the last time.
“Look,” he said, “I know I’ve been ignoring you but you didn’t have to go to all the trouble of tracking me down at a crime scene just to—”
“It’s not really a time for humor,” she said, cutting him off. “If this is what I think it might be.”
They’d last had contact on the Echo Park case. He had found her at the time working for a shadowy FBI unit called Tactical Intelligence. She had never explained what exactly the unit did and Bosch had never pushed it, since it wasn’t important to the Echo Park investigation. He had reached out to her because of her past tenure as a profiler—and their past personal history. The Echo Park case had gone sideways and so had any chance for another romance. As Bosch looked at her now, he knew she was all business and he had a feeling he was about to find out what the Tactical Intelligence Unit was all about.
“What is it you think it might be?” he asked.
“I’ll tell you when I can tell you. Can I please see the scene?”
Reluctantly, Bosch lifted the crime scene tape and returned her perfunctory attitude with his standard sarcasm.
“Come on in, then, Agent Walling,” he said. “Why don’t you just make yourself at home?”
She stepped under and stopped, at least respecting his right to lead her to his crime scene.
“I actually might be able to help you here,” she said. “If I can see the body I might be able to make a formal identification for you.”
She held up a file that she had been carrying down at her side.
“This way, then,” Bosch said.
He led her to the clearing, where the victim was cast in the sterilizing fluorescent light from the mobile units. The dead man was lying on the orange dirt about five feet from the drop-off at the edge of the overlook. Beyond the body and over the edge the moonlight reflected off the reservoir below. Past the dam the city spread out in a blanket of a million lights. The cool evening air made the lights shimmer like floating dreams.
Bosch put out his arm to stop Walling at the edge of the light circle. The victim had been rolled over by the medical examiner and was now faceup. There were abrasions on the dead man’s face and forehead but Bosch thought he could recognize the man in the photos on the hospital tags in the glove box. Stanley Kent. His shirt was open, exposing a hairless chest of pale white skin. There was an incision mark on one side of the torso where the medical examiner had pushed a temperature probe into the liver.
“Evening, Harry,” said Joe Felton, the medical examiner. “Or I guess I should say, good morning. Who’s your friend there? I thought they teamed you with Iggy Ferras.”
“I am with Ferras,” Bosch responded. “This is Special Agent Walling from the FBI’s Tactical Intelligence Unit.”
“Tactical Intelligence? What will they think of next?”
“I think it’s one of those Homeland Security–type operations. You know, don’t ask, don’t tell, that sort of thing. She says she might be able to confirm an ID for us.”
Walling gave Bosch a look that told him he was being juvenile.
“All right if we come in, Doc?” Bosch asked.
“Sure, Harry, we’re pretty much squared away here.”
Bosch started to step forward but Walling moved quickly in front of him and walked into the harsh light. Without hesitation she took a position over the body. She opened the file and took out a color 8 × 10 face shot. She bent down and held it next to the dead man’s face. Bosch stepped in close at her side to make a comparison himself.
“It’s him,” she said. “Stanley Kent.”
Bosch nodded his agreement and then offered his hand to her so that she could step back over the body. She ignored it and did it without help. Bosch looked down at Felton, who was squatting next to the body.
“So, Doc, you want to tell us what we’ve got here?”
Bosch stooped down on the other side of the body to get a better look.
“We’ve got a man who was brought here or came here for whatever reason and was made to get down on his knees.”
Felton pointed to the victim’s pants. There were smudges of orange dirt on both knees.
“Then somebody shot him twice in the back of the head and he went down face first. The facial injuries you see came when he hit the ground. He was already dead by then.”
Bosch nodded.
“No exit wounds,” Felton added. “Probably something small like a twenty-two with the ricochet effect inside the skull. Very efficient.”
Bosch realized now that Lieutenant Gandle had been speaking figuratively when he mentioned that the victim’s brains had been blown across the view from the overlook. He would have to remember Gandle’s tendency toward hyperbole in the future.
“Time of death?” he asked Felton.
“Going by the liver temp I would say four or five hours,” the medical examiner replied. “Eight o’clock, give or take.”
That last part troubled Bosch. He knew that by eight it would have been dark and all the sunset worshippers would have been long gone. But the two shots would have echoed from the overlook and into the houses on the nearby bluffs. Yet no one had made a call to the police, and the body wasn’t found until a patrol car happened by three hours later.
“I know what you are thinking,” Felton said. “What about the sound? There is a possible explanation. Guys, let’s roll him back over.”
Bosch stood up and stepped out of the way while Felton and one of his assistants turned the body over. Bosch glanced at Walling and for a moment their eyes locked, until she looked back down at the body.
Turning the body had exposed the bullet entry wounds in the back of the head. The victim’s black hair was matted with blood. The back of his white shirt was spattered with a fine spray of a brown substance that immediately drew Bosch’s attention. He had been to too many crime scenes to remember or count. He didn’t think that was blood on the dead man’s shirt.
“That’s not blood, is it?”
“No, it’s not,” Felton said. “I think we’ll find out from the lab that it’s good old Coca-Cola syrup. The residue you might find in the bottom of an empty bottle or can.”
Before Bosch could respond Walling did.
“An improvised silencer to dampen the sound of the shots,” she said. “You tape an empty plastic liter Coke bottle to the muzzle of the weapon and the sound of the shot is significantly reduced as sound waves are projected into the bottle rather than the open air. If the bottle had a residue of Coke in it, the liquid would be spattered onto the target of the shot.”
Felton looked at Bosch and nodded approvingly.
“Where’d you get her, Harry? She’s a keeper.”
Bosch looked at Walling. He, too, was impressed.
“Internet,” she said.
Bosch nodded though he didn’t believe her.
“And there is one other thing you should note,” Felton said, drawing attention back to the body.
Bosch stooped down again. Felton reached across the body to point at the hand on Bosch’s side.
“We have one of these on each hand.”
He was pointing to a red plastic ring on the middle finger. Bosch looked at it and then checked the other hand. There was a matching red ring. On the inside of each hand the ring had a white facing that looked like some sort of tape.
“What are they?” Bosch asked.
“I don’t know yet,” Felton said. “But I think—”
“I do,” Walling said.
Bosch looked up at her. He nodded. Of course she knew.
“They’re called TLD rings,” Walling said. “Stands for thermal luminescent dosimetry. It’s an early-warning device. It’s a ring that reads radiation exposure.”
The news brought an eerie silence to the gathering. Until Walling continued.
“And I’ll give you a tip,” she said. “When they are turned inward like that, with the TLD screen on the inside of the hand, that usually means the wearer directly handles radioactive materials.”
Bosch stood up.
“Okay, everybody,” he ordered, “back away from the body. Everybody just back away.”
The crime scene techs, the coroner’s people and Bosch all started moving away from the body. But Walling didn’t move. She raised her hands like she was calling for a congregation’s attention in church.
“Hold on, hold on,” she said. “Nobody has to back away. It’s cool, it’s cool. It’s safe.”
Everybody paused but nobody moved back to their original positions.
“If there was an exposure threat here, then the TLD screens on the rings would be black,” she said. “That’s the early warning. But they haven’t turned black, so we’re all safe. Additionally, I have this.”
She pulled back her jacket to reveal a small black box clipped to her belt like a pager.
“Radiation monitor,” she explained. “If we had a problem, believe me, this thing would be screaming bloody murder and I’d be running at the front of the pack. But we don’t. Everything is cool here, okay?”
The people at the crime scene hesitantly started to return to their positions. Harry Bosch moved in close to Walling and took her by an elbow.
“Can we talk over here for a minute?”
They moved out of the clearing toward the curb at Mulholland. Bosch felt things shifting but tried not to show it. He was agitated. He didn’t want to lose control of the crime scene, and this sort of information threatened to do just that.
“What are you doing here, Rachel?” he asked. “What’s going on?”
“Just like you, I got a call in the middle of the night. I was told to roll out.”
“That tells me nothing.”
“I assure you that I am here to help.”
“Then start by telling me exactly what you are doing here and who sent you out. That would help me a lot.”
Walling looked around and then back at Bosch. She pointed out beyond the yellow tape.
“Can we?”
Bosch held out his hand, telling her to lead the way. They went under the tape and out into the street. When he judged that they were out of earshot of everyone else at the crime scene, Bosch stopped and looked at her.
“Okay, this is far enough,” he said. “What is going on here? Who called you out here?”
She locked eyes with him again.
“Listen, what I tell you here has to remain confidential,” she said. “For now.”
“Look, Rachel, I don’t have time for—”
“Stanley Kent is on a list. When you or one of your colleagues ran his name on the National Crime Index Computer tonight a flag went up in Washington, DC, and a call went out to me at Tactical.”
“What, was he a terrorist?”
“No, he was a medical physicist. And, as far as I know, a law-abiding citizen.”
“Then what’s with the radiation rings and the FBI showing up in the middle of the night? What list was Stanley Kent on?”
Walling ignored the question.
“Let me ask you something, Harry. Has anyone checked on this man’s home or wife yet?”
“Not yet. We were working the crime scene first. I plan to—”
“Then I think we need to do that right now,” she said in an urgent tone. “You can ask your questions along the way. Get the guy’s keys in case we need to go in. And I’ll go get my car.”
Walling started to move away but Bosch caught her by the arm.
“I’m driving,” he said.
He pointed toward his Mustang and left her there. He headed to the patrol car, where the evidence bags were still spread on the trunk. As he made his way he regretted having already cut Edgar loose from the scene. He signaled the watch sergeant over.
“Listen, I have to leave the scene to check on the victim’s house. I shouldn’t be gone long and Detective Ferras should be here any minute. Just maintain the scene until one of us gets here.”
“You got it.”
Bosch pulled out his cell phone and called his partner.
“Where are you?”
“I just cleared Parker Center. I’m twenty minutes away.”
Bosch explained that he was leaving the scene and that Ferras needed to hurry. He disconnected, grabbed the evidence bag containing the key ring off the cruiser’s trunk and shoved it into his coat pocket.
As he got to his car he saw Walling already in the passenger seat. She was finishing a call and closing her cell phone.
“Who was that?” Bosch asked after getting in. “The president?”
“My partner,” she replied. “I told him to meet me at the house. Where’s your partner?”
“He’s coming.”
Bosch started the car. As soon as they pulled out he began asking questions.
“If Stanley Kent wasn’t a terrorist, then what list was he on?”
“As a medical physicist he had direct access to radioactive materials. That put him on a list.”
Bosch thought of all the hospital name tags he had found in the dead man’s Porsche.
“Access where? In the hospitals?”
“Exactly. That’s where it’s kept. These are materials primarily used in the treatment of cancer.”
Bosch nodded. He was getting the picture but still didn’t have enough information.
“Okay, so what am I missing here, Rachel? Lay it out for me.”
“Stanley Kent had direct access to materials that some people in the world would like to get their hands on. Materials that could be very, very valuable to these other people. But not in the treatment of cancer.”
“Terrorists.”
“Exactly.”
“Are you saying that this guy could just waltz into a hospital and get this stuff? Aren’t there regulations?”
Walling nodded.
“There are always regulations, Harry. But just having them is not always enough. Repetition, routine—these are the cracks in any security system. We used to leave the cockpit doors on commercial airlines unlocked. Now we don’t. It takes an event of life-altering consequences to change procedures and strengthen precautions. Do you understand what I am saying?”
He thought of the notations on the back of some of the ID cards in the victim’s Porsche. Could Stanley Kent have been so lax about the security of these materials that he wrote access combinations on the back of his ID cards? Bosch’s instincts told him the answer was probably yes.
“I understand,” he told Walling.
“So, then, if you were going to circumvent an existing security system, no matter how strong or weak, who would you go to?” she asked.
Bosch nodded.
“Somebody with intimate knowledge of that security system.”
“Exactly.”
Bosch turned onto Arrowhead Drive and started looking at address numbers on the curb.
“So you’re saying this could be an event of life-altering consequences?”
“No, I’m not saying that. Not yet.”
“Did you know Kent?”
Bosch looked at Walling as he asked and she looked surprised by the question. It had been a long shot but he threw it out there for the reaction, not necessarily the answer. Walling turned from him and looked out her window before answering. Bosch knew the move. A classic tell. He knew she would now lie to him.
“No, I never met the man.”
Bosch pulled into the next driveway and stopped the car.
“What are you doing?” she asked.
“This is it. It’s Kent’s house.”
They were in front of a house that had no lights on inside or out. It looked like no one lived there.
“No, it isn’t,” Walling said. “His house is down another block and—”
She stopped when she realized Bosch had smoked her out. Bosch stared at her for a moment in the dark car before speaking.
“You want to level with me now or do you want to get out of the car?”
“Look, Harry, I told you. There are things I can’t—”
“Get out of the car, Agent Walling. I’ll handle this myself.”
“Look, you have to under—”
“This is a homicide. My homicide. Get out of the car.”
She didn’t move.
“I can make one phone call and you’d be removed from this investigation before you got back to the scene,” she said.
“Then do it. I’d rather be kicked to the curb right now than be a mushroom for the feds. Isn’t that one of the bureau’s slogans? Keep the locals in the dark and bury them in cow shit? Well, not me, not tonight and not on my own case.”
He started to reach across her lap to open her door. Walling pushed him back and raised her hands in surrender.
“All right, all right,” she said. “What is it you want to know?”
“I want the truth this time. All of it.”
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      Bosch stepped out of the store into the sunlight. It was still warm though getting late in the day. The dry Santa Ana winds

         were passing through the city. Fires in the hills had put a pallor of smoke in the air. Bosch could feel the sweat drying

         on the back of his neck.

      



      He was almost immediately met outside the door by a plainclothes detective.



      “Detective Bosch?”



      “That’s me.”



      “Detective David Chu, AGU. Patrol called me down. How can I be of help?”



      Chu was short and slightly built. There was no trace of an accent in his voice. Bosch signaled him to follow as he ducked

         back under the tape and headed to his car. He took off his suit jacket as he went. He took the matchbook out and put it in

         his pants pocket, then folded the jacket inside out and put it in a clean cardboard box he kept in the trunk of his work car.

      



      “Hot in there,” he told Chu.



      Bosch opened the middle button of his shirt and stuck his tie inside. He now planned to get fully involved in the crime scene

         investigation and didn’t want it to get in the way.

      



      “Hot out here, too,” Chu said. “The patrol sergeant told me to wait until you came out.”



      “Yeah, sorry about that. Okay, what we’ve got is, the old man who has run this store for a number of years is dead behind

         the counter. Shot at least three times in what looks like a robbery. His wife, who does not speak English, came into the store

         and found him. She called their son, who then called it in. We obviously need to interview her and that’s where you come in.

         We may also need help with the son when he gets here. That’s about all I know at the moment.”

      



      “And we’re sure they’re Chinese?”



      “Pretty sure. The patrol sergeant who made the call knew the victim, Mr. Li.”



      “Do you know which dialect Mrs. Li speaks?”



      They headed back to the tape.



      “Nope. Is that going to be a problem?”



      “I am familiar with the five main Chinese dialects and proficient in Cantonese and Mandarin. These are the two we most often

         encounter here in L.A.”

      



      This time Bosch held the tape up for Chu so he could go back under.



      “Which are you?”



      “I was born here, Detective. But my family is from Hong Kong and I was raised speaking Mandarin at home.”



      “Yeah? I have a kid who lives in Hong Kong with her mother. She’s getting good at Mandarin.”



      “Good for her. I hope it will be useful to her.”



      They entered the store and Bosch gave Chu a quick view of the body behind the counter and then walked him to the rear of the

         store. They were met by Ferras and then Chu was used to make introductions to Mrs. Li.

      



      The newly widowed woman appeared to be in shock. Bosch saw no indication that she had shed a single tear for her husband so

         far. She seemed to be in a dissociated state that Bosch had seen before. Her husband was lying dead in the front of the store.

         She was surrounded by strangers who spoke a different language. Bosch guessed she was waiting for her son to arrive, and then

         the tears would fall.

      



      Chu was gentle with her and conversational at first. Bosch believed that they were speaking Mandarin. His daughter had told

         him that Mandarin was more singsong and less guttural than Cantonese and some of the other dialects.

      



      After a few minutes Chu broke away to report to Bosch and Ferras.



      “Her husband was alone in the store while she went home to prepare their supper. When she came back she thought the store

         was empty. Then she found him behind the counter. She saw no one in the store when she came in. She parked in the back and

         used a key to open the back door.”

      



      Bosch nodded.



      “How long was she gone? Ask her what time it was when she left the store.”



      Chu did as instructed and turned back to Bosch with the answer.



      “She leaves at two-thirty every day to pick up the supper. Then she comes back.”



      “Are there other employees?”



      “No, I asked that already. Just her husband and Mrs. Li. They work every day eleven to ten. Closed Sundays.”



      A typical immigrant story, Bosch thought. They just weren’t counting on the bullets coming at the end of it.



      Bosch heard voices coming from the front of the store and ducked his head into the rear hallway. The forensics team from SID

         had arrived and were going to work.

      



      He turned back into the storage room, where the interview with Mrs. Li was continuing.



      “Chu,” Bosch interrupted.



      The AGU detective looked up at him.



      “Ask about the son. Was he at home when she called?”



      “I already asked. There is another store. It’s in the Valley. He was working there. The family lives together in the middle.

         In the Wilshire District.”

      



      It seemed clear to Bosch that Chu knew what he was doing. He didn’t need Bosch to prompt him with questions.



      “Okay, we’re going back up front. You deal with her and after her son arrives it might be better to take everybody downtown.

         You okay with that?”

      



      “I’m fine with it,” Chu said.



      “Good. Tell me if you need anything.”



      Bosch and Ferras went down the hall and to the front of the store. Bosch already knew everybody on the forensics team. A team

         from the medical examiner’s office had also arrived to document the death scene and collect the body.

      



      Bosch and Ferras decided to split up at that point. Bosch would stay on scene. As lead detective he would monitor the collection

         of forensic evidence and the removal of the body. Ferras would leave the store and go knock on doors. The liquor store was

         located in a commercial area of small businesses. He would go door-to-door in an effort to find someone who had heard or seen

         something related to the killing. Both investigators knew this would likely be a fruitless effort but it was one that needed

         to be made. A description of a car or a suspicious person could be the piece of the puzzle that would eventually break the

         case. It was basic homicide work.

      



      “All right if I take one of the patrol guys?” Ferras asked. “They know the neighborhood.”



      “Sure.”



      Bosch thought that knowing the lay of the land was not Ferras’s true reason for taking a patrol officer with him. His partner

         thought he needed backup to knock on doors and visit stores in the neighborhood.

      



      Two minutes after Ferras left, Bosch heard loud voices and a commotion coming from outside at the front of the store. He stepped

         out and saw two of Lucas’s patrol officers trying to physically detain a man at the yellow tape. The struggling man was Asian

         and in his midtwenties. He wore a tight-fitting T-shirt that displayed his lean build. Bosch quickly stepped toward the problem.

      



      “Okay, stop it right there,” he said forcefully so no one would doubt who was in charge of the situation.



      “Let him go,” he added.



      “I want to see my father,” the young man said.



      “Well, that’s not the way to go about doing it.”



      Bosch stepped closer and nodded to the two patrolmen.



      “I’ll take care of Mr. Li now.”



      They left Bosch and the victim’s son alone.



      “What is your full name, Mr. Li?”



      “Robert Li. I want to see my father.”



      “I understand that. I’m going to let you see your father if you really want to. But you can’t until it’s clear. I’m the detective

         in charge of this whole thing and I can’t even see your father yet. So I need you to calm down. The only way you will get

         what you want is if you calm down.”

      



      The young man looked down at the ground and nodded. Bosch reached out and touched him on the shoulder.



      “Okay, good,” Bosch said.



      “Where’s my mother?”



      “She’s inside in the back room being interviewed by another detective.”



      “Can I at least see her?”



      “Yes, you can. I’ll walk you around back in a minute. I just need to ask you a few questions first. Is that okay?”



      “Fine. Go ahead.”



      “First of all, my name is Harry Bosch. I’m the lead detective on this investigation. I’m going to find whoever killed your

         father. I promise you that.”

      



      “Don’t make promises you don’t intend to keep. You didn’t even know him. You don’t care. He’s just another—never mind.”



      “Another what?”



      “I said, never mind.”



      Bosch stared at him for a moment before responding.



      “How old are you, Robert?”



      “I’m twenty-six and I would like to see my mother now.”



      He made a move to turn and head toward the back of the store but Bosch grabbed him on the arm. The younger man was strong

         but Bosch had a strength in his grip that was surprising. The young man stopped and looked down at the hand on his arm.

      



      “Let me show you something and then I’ll take you to your mother.”



      He let go of Li’s arm and then pulled the matchbook from his pocket. He handed it over. Li looked at it with no surprise.



      “What about it? We used to give these away until the economy went bad and we couldn’t afford the extras.”



      Bosch took the matchbook back and nodded.



      “I got it in your father’s store twelve years ago,” he said. “I guess you were about fourteen years old then. We almost had

         a riot in this city. Happened right here. This intersection.”

      



      “I remember. They looted the store and beat up my father. He should have never reopened here. My mother and me, we told him

         to open the store up in the Valley but he wouldn’t listen to us. He wasn’t going to let anybody drive him out and now look

         what happened.”

      



      He gestured helplessly toward the front of the store.



      “Yeah, well, I was here that night, too,” Bosch said. “Twelve years ago. A riot started but it ended pretty quick. Right here.

         One casualty.”

      



      “A cop. I know. They pulled him right out of his car.”



      “I was in that car with him but they didn’t get to me. And when I got to this spot I was safe. I needed a smoke and I went

         into your father’s store. He was there behind the counter but the looters had taken every last pack of cigarettes in the place.”

      



      Bosch held up the book of matches.



      “I found plenty of matches but no cigarettes. And then your father reached into his pocket and pulled out his own. He had

         one last smoke left and he gave it to me.”

      



      Bosch nodded. That was the story. That was it.



      “I didn’t know your father, Robert. But I’m going to find the person who killed him. That’s a promise I’ll keep.”



      Robert Li nodded and looked down at the ground.



      “Okay,” Bosch said. “Let’s go see your mother now.”
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