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         MO SPOTTED THE VAN, just by accident, as he and Mike St. Pierre drove past the parking garage on Wilber Street. It was up
            on the second level of the three-story ramp, a burgundy FordAerostar just pulling up to the concrete barrier wall. Only the
            top half was visible, license plate out of view, could be somebody else's van. The driver's-side door opened, but then they
            rolled on past and Mo couldn't see who got out. For a couple of days his pulse had been goosed by every burgundy Ford Aerostar,
            it was surprising how many there were, but for some reason this one got him jumpier than usual.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Think we should check it out?"St. Pierre asked. He slowed down and was craning his neck to keep looking at the van in the
            side mirror.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Yeah, "Mo said.

         
         
         
         
         They had just been talking to neighbors around the supposed residence of Willard Baker, a strong suspect for the serial rapist
            who had practically shut down the campuses of all the colleges in southern Westchester County. He was a particularly brutal
            guy who had left seven victims half-dead, and the psych profilers they'd asked in from Albany said it was only a matter of
            time until he started leaving them all the way dead. They'd gotten Willard's name from Motor Vehicles after witnesses at two
            crime scenes reported seeing the Aerostar nearby. It made sense, since the rapes occurred in a vehicle, and vans, particularly
            reddish or purple vans, seemed to be the vehicle of choice for serious crimes against persons, taking over from the Volkswagen
            buses that had been in vogue among the murder and rape set twenty years earlier. Working backward from all Aerostars with
            New York plates to those with two D's on the license, it hadn't taken long to zero in on Willard, whose appearance matched
            victims' descriptions. Neither Willard nor his van had shown up at his home, but Mo kept having a feeling about this parking
            ramp, only four blocks from his address.
         

         
         
         
         
         "So, what?" St. Pierre said. "We drive up in there, see if it's even the right van. Then what—call White Plains, they can
            wait for Big Willie to come back?" Willard had earned the nickname because according to his Motor Vehicles records, he was
            big, six-six and about three hundred pounds. It'd be easy enough to see at a glance if it was Willie: white guy, bald, that
            size, hard to mistake him for someone else. St. Pierre's tone suggested he wouldn't mind leaving this to the local police.
         

         
         
         
         
         True, here in town it really was White Plains PD's job, not theirs. But Mo said, "Take too long. If it is Willie, maybe he's
            not going home. Maybe he's going to do his thing again. Maybe he's got somebody in the van right now."
         

         
         
         
         
         St. Pierre sighed, unenthusiastic but expecting it: He was new to the State Police Major Crimes Unit, but had already observed
            Mo's preference for the direct approach. "O kay."
         

         
         
         
         
         The problem was that the van was parked halfway between the stairwells, two four-story, concrete-and-glass towers over half
            a block apart. No way to tell which one Willard, if it was Willard, would come down. So they divvied them up. St. Pierre dropped
            Mo off at the south tower—" Talk to me, Mike, " Mo said, meaning stay close on the two-way—and then made a U, cruised back
            past the north tower, and pulled over at the corner of Second Avenue.
         

         
         
         
         
         It was almost eight o'clock,half-dark, Wilbur Street was deserted, and Mo didn't much like the stairway tower. The ramp was
            recently built, Bauhaus-influenced modernesque, and the towers had tall, narrow windows above each flight of stairs. Heavy
            concrete planters ribbed each floor, now filled with dead vegetation and trash. As Mo approached the door, he saw movement
            in one of the windows, someone coming quickly down, and not wanting to run into a big guy like Willard without some equalization,
            he drew his Glock.
         

         
         
         
         
         He had barely stepped into the ground-level doorway when something hit him like an anvil dropping from above. It drove him
            into the left-hand wall, knocked his head hard on the concrete. Willard, it was Willard, was like a wall himself, the biggest
            human being Mo had ever been this close to, three hundred pounds of marbled beef, muscle and fat. Stunned, Mo lost the Glock
            as he fell, and though he leapt up only an instant later, Willard had gotten the gun and was pointing it at him. In the small
            space, the explosion hurt his ears worse than the bullet hurt his shoulder, where it tore through the shoulder pad of his
            jacket before taking out a chunk of the wall. Willard bounded up the stairs again, a huge bald guy with Mo's gun gripped in
            a fist the size of a head of cabbage.
         

         
         
         
         
         Talk about losing the element of surprise, Mo thought vaguely.
         

         
         
         
         
         It was funny how your mind worked at moments like this. He looked down at his jacket shoulder, seeing his skin through the
            shreds of fabric and padding, hardly any blood there, just a scratch. He felt irrationally angry at Willard for wrecking this
            suit, which was new and represented a considerable investment on a cop's salary. Homicide investigators were famous for their
            lousy taste in clothes, a running joke, grown men dressing like clowns in mixed plaids and checks, lime-green shirts, ties
            made of vomit-patterned upholstery fabric chosen because it hid the soup stains. In one of the homicide workshops Mo had taken,
            an instructor had told them to get a grip on their couture, to dress for success: dark gray suits, white shirts, power ties.
            This guy had a Ph.D. in social psychology and had memorized statistics from RJ\JND Corporation apparel studies and chided
            the class, "You guys, the only way you know you're ready for a new suit is when the ass of your trousers gets so shiny your
            partner asks you to bend over so he can shave in it." That got an uncomfortable laugh. Mo had taken it to heart and had kept
            up with his clothes. He had bought this suit only two weeks ago for four hundred dollars, and now Big Willie had ruined it.
         

         
         
         
         
         His two-way crackled and made tinny noises that would be St. Pierre talking, but Mo was afraid to answer, Willard would hear
            what he was saying. His ears were still ringing from the shot, but he thought he heard the scrape of a shoe on concrete above
            him. Which meant that Big Willie was still up there, probably crouched on the second-floor landing, wondering whether to run
            for the van or try some other way out. From that position, Willie would have a good view of the street in both directions
            and the choice of going up or down or out into the ramp itself. Good for him, bad for Mo: no way for Mo to leave without being
            seen.
         

         
         
         
         
         The element of surprise, Mo thought. Hard to tell what St. Pierre would be doing, going up in the other tower and wondering why Mo wasn't answering.
            Mo had only worked with him for a few weeks, not long enough to anticipate how he made decisions. So he undipped the two-way
            from his belt and set it on the floor in the far corner of the stairwell foyer. Then he eased just far enough out the door
            to look up the outside wall of the stairwell tower, the planters at each level, the windows already lit from inside by mercury-vapor
            light seven though it was still pretty light outside. At the end of the second-floor window, he briefly saw a big shadow move.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo took off his shoes and set them next to the door—shoes would make too much noise on the stuccoed concrete. He climbed up
            on a wall-mounted hydrant and from there leapt up to catch the first planter He pulled himself over the saw-toothed lip, scraping
            his hands and chest and trying to tell himself not to worry, the suit was fucked anyway. He stood and perched on the planter
            for a moment, catching his breath and listening. Presumably Big Willie would also be pretty deaf from the gunshot, but hopefully
            not so deaf he wouldn't hear the crackle of St. Pierre's voice on the two-way in the foyer below, and think that Mo was still
            with the radio. The element of surprise.
         

         
         
         
         
         Up one more planter and now it was getting scary, balancing on a two-foot-wide shelf, sixteen feet off the ground. One more,
            another grueling kip and scrape over the stuccoed rim to land face-first in dead plants and litter, then getting on his feet
            on the third level. He edged sideways along the planter to the wall of the ramp, then vaulted up and over the third-floor
            railing. Only a couple of cars scattered on the slanted slab, the sky going dark now, the door to the stairwell throwing a
            rectangle of light on the asphalt. Mo crept to the open door and crouched just inside, listening.
         

         
         
         
         
         For a moment he didn't hear anything but the distant crackle of the two-way echoing up, St. Pierre over in the other tower
            or at the van and wondering what the hell. Then he heard the little shift, somebody large moving slightly, waiting. Big Willie
            was still undecided, hesitating in the second-floor landing.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo edged forward until he could see down the stairs: blue, tube-steel banister railing going down a short flight and turning
            to the right at the halfway landing and then down another short flight to the second level. Where he could just see the shoulder
            and hip of Big Willie, a massive mound of pink skin in a white wife-beater T-shirt, black jeans over a thigh like a tree trunk.
            Directly below. Also crouched at the railing and looking down to the first floor.
         

         
         
         
         
         There were other options, Mo reminded himself. Run in his stockinged feet down to the other tower, find the car, call in backup.
            Or stay here on the assumption that Willard thought Mo was still waiting on the first floor and figured someone else would
            be Anthe second floor where the van was, in which case he might come up here to get away. But Mo didn't like the idea of leaving
            Willard there—someone could come at any moment, some hapless parking garage customer walking blithely up the stairwell until
            Willard shot him dead. Or St. Pierre could come down the ramp to find out what was going on and walk right in on big, mean,
            scared Willie, already primed for action and carrying a nine-millimeter automatic.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo didn't really have to think about it. He looked down at the uneasy mass of Big Willie's body, then unbuckled his belt.
            A new belt, too, thirty bucks' worth of prime cowhide, double-stitched, quality work but a little too long for a thirty-three
            waist. He pulled it slowly out of his pants and looped it through the buckle again, then doubled the other end around his
            fist. Keeping well away from the railing, he crept down the left wall of the stairs. When he got as far down as he could without
            being seen, he stepped quickly to the railing, leaned over, dropped the noose around Big Willie's bald head, and yanked.
         

         
         
         
         
         It worked perfectly for half a second, until Willard felt it and reared back and nearly jerked Mo's arm out of its socket.
            He held on, trying to get a leg around the lower rail, until Big Willie fell back so hard he pulled Mo between the railings,
            down right onto three hundred pounds of angry bull bucking and wheeling in the concrete box of the landing. Mo cracked both
            shins on the second-floor banister, then fell on his side, an elbows mashing the floor. But the fall was broken mainly by
            Willard, and he'd been lucky enough to end up behind him. They were both down on the concrete now. Big Willie had lost the
            gun, and Mo's one thought was to keep the pressure on the belt, the taut band of leather between his hands and Willard's neck.
            Cut off carotid flow until he blacked out, maybe twenty seconds. Willard whaled backward a couple of times with one thick
            arm, and the elbow caught Mo's jaw, but still he held on, using the momentary slack to double the belt around his other hand.
            Then Big Willie made the mistake of groping at his own neck, giving in to the primal instinct to loosen the constriction there.
            The big body writhed and rolled, but Mo was able to bring his knees up against the slab of back and arch away, increasing
            the tension. Like wrestling a refrigerator. Within seconds Willie stopped fighting. For a moment he just clawed at the belt
            sunk in the meat of his neck. Then he went still.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo waited another few seconds, then let the tension off. He pried the belt loose and watched for the color to change on Big
            Willie's hairless face. But it stayed a blackish purple. Mo got up achingly, wondering what the fuck was going on. The big
            body didn't move, no breath, and when he put his hand on the neck he couldn't feel a pulse. He slapped the loose cheeks, rolled
            the head back and forth on the limp neck, moved the jaw up and down. Willie's weight shifted hugely and he rolled onto his
            back like a big sack of potatoes, but he still didn't breathe. Still dazed from the fall, Mo stared at him, trying to figure
            what was going on.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Hey, Willie, " Mo called."Hey, come on. Willard!" He prodded him with his stockinged foot, got no response. It took him another
            half minute to notice the glint of gold in one of the creases on Willard's neck, and he dug in his fingers to find a heavy
            chain buried there, a necklace that had gotten snarled in the fight and that had stayed tight far too long.
         

         
         
         
         
         He had clawed it loose and was kneeling on the floor giving Willard mouth-to-mouth when Mike St. Pierre burst through the
            second-floor doorway, his gunleveled.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Jesus, "Mike said, taking in the situation. Then he said, "I didn't mean to intrude," thinking he was funny.

         
         
         
         
         Mo took his mouth off Willie's. "Ambulance," he panted. And then back to the sour, hammy taste of Willie's slack lips.

         
         
         
         
         St. Pierre called in, but then he hunkered down next to Mo to put two fingers on Willard's neck. "You might as well quit,
            Mo. Guy's gone. Jesus, what happened here? You look like you got hit by a truck." He frowned and added, "How come you're not
            wearing your shoes?"
         

         
         
         
         
         
         Three ambulances and an array of White Plains and State Police cars came, lighting up the parking ramp and the street with
            flashers of different colors. Like a giant mirrored disco ball, only nobody was dancing. Gawkers stopped their cars and came
            out of apartments to look at the show from the street. Mo's boss at Major Crimes, Senior Investigator Marsden, came from the
            Bureau of Criminal Investigation, along with a lieutenant and a captain all the way from Poughkeepsie and as allow-looking
            jerk from Internal Affairs. Even Richard K. Flannery, Westchester County's super-officious DA, put in an appearance. Flannery's
            attendance at this gala made it good odds it was going to turn into a shit heap. The whole sequence of events was hard to
            explain. When Mo told it, the episode seemed stranger than it had been at the time, when everything was happening so fast
            and it all fell into place with the inevitable logic of necessity. His shoes still stood side by side next to the ground-floor
            entrance, that was great, he'd never realized what a psychological disadvantage you're at when you're wearing only socks outside
            in the city at night. Flannery gave him ugly looks, told him to keep his mouth shut, and made some perfunctory statement to
            the press, a big, square-shouldered, cue-ball-bald guy hogging the cameras and pretending he didn't enjoy it. A News3 helicopter
            thumped away overhead, bathing the whole area in a searing white spotlight and making so much noise that after Mo had retrieved
            his gun from the stairwell he was tempted to shoot it.
         

         
         
         
         
         Every bone, every muscle, every inch of skin, everything hurt. He would have been sore just from that first short scrap with Willard on the ground floor, but being pulled through
            the railing and having to wrestle with the guy had just about done him in. His shinbones felt broken, he'd sprained muscles
            in both shoulders, his elbow needed an X-ray, his head was covered with bumps, it felt as if he'd pulled a ligament in his
            groin. His suit was in rags and he was wearing only socks. His belt had been bagged as evidence. He was exhausted but he knew
            there'd be hours of incident reports and debriefings to go through before he could go home, and there'd be all kinds of departmental
            repercussions. It was the shits.
         

         
         
         
         
         And then to have St. Pierre come up to him and ask him for his gun.

         
         
         
         
         "My gun? You want my gun."

         
         
         
         
         St. Pierre toughed it out: "Hey, Mo, regs. Apprehension of suspect, death resulting." He couldn't really look at Mo.

         
         
         
         
         "I didn'tshoot the guy! I strangled the—"
         

         
         
         
         
         "Mo, come on,regs. 'When a firearm is involved.' It was 'involved,' okay?" St. Pierre tried to look reasonable, standing there outside the second-floor
            doorway, hand outstretched, trying for an Ym your buddy grin, not really making it.
         

         
         
         
         
         "You have got to be shitting me! Right? You're putting me on?" Flannery and Marsden and the troop K and White Plains brass
            were down at street level, but a couple of patrolmen were watching and they seemed to be trying to suppress grins.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Marsden's orders," St. Pierre said regretfully. The hand still out.

         
         
         
         
         Mo handed it over, immediately missing the weight of it under his arm and thinking again, This is the shits.

         
         
         
         
         
         He got back to the house at half past midnight. Coming home to the big house was no great relief. Carla and he weren't lovers
            anymore, just uneasy roommates in the house they rented from her mother, one of several she owned on the west side. It had
            seemed like a good idea at the time, moving into one of Mom's extra houses with the understanding that they'd do some painting
            and wallpapering in exchange for cheap rent. Nice yard overhung by big oaks, a neighborhood on the outskirts of town, good
            for walks and jogs. The place was in good shape and would be great if you were happily married and had kids and dogs and Volvos,
            but as things stood, it was far too much space. Moving from a three-room apartment, they hadn't had enough furniture to inhabit
            more than the back end of the ground floor, leaving the front of the house and the whole upstairs empty. Lots of big rooms
            with glistening, bare oak floors, tall, curtain less windows that let in stark sun during the day and too much blue streetlight
            glow at night. They'd solved the problem by setting up the kitchen, converting a small rear study to a bedroom, and calling
            the former dining room their living room. Kind of like a three-room apartment.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo unlocked the front door, stepped into the echoing front hall, aching and thinking that the mostly empty house, the temporary
            and unfinished feel of it, was a pretty close metaphor for their relationship.
         

         
         
         
         
         The lights were still on in the back rooms, meaning Carla was still awake, and she had Chopin playing quietly on the stereo.
            He heard water running in the bathroom sink, no doubt Carla taking her lenses out and brushing her teeth and putting on some
            specialized fruit-based facial cream before bed, and he called out, "It's me," before heading into the kitchen to get a beer
            He yanked the top and dropped hard onto one of the chairs in the former dining room and then slugged back some beer. It tasted
            metallic, and he wondered why he always bought cans instead of bottles. Easier to recycle, he answered himself. Still, it was nice. He took another swallow. The bathroom pipes squeaked as Carla turned off the water.
         

         
         
         
         
         "How was yourday?" she called, only marginally interested. "Anything newand exciting?"

         
         
         
         
         "Not really," he called back. He rearranged himself on the chair with difficulty, trying to find a position that didn't cause
            somebody part to hurt and then giving up. He held the cold can against one of the bruises on his forehead. "Just the usual,"
            he said.
         

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         2

         
         
         
         
         BUT WHEN SHE CAME in and saw him, her eyebrows jumped. Carla was small and dark, and the colorful silk shirts and scarves
            she often wore made her look a little like a gypsy. It helped in her client relations and public image, she said, meaning
            that as a fortuneteller and astrologist a somewhat exotic appearance didn't hurt. The observation was typical, a combination
            of the esoteric and the pragmatic, from a woman who had almost gotten a master's degree in psychology before her largely accidental
            career had taken off. Now she had a daily astrology bit that was aired on three radio stations, a daily column in the Journal News, a growing private clientele. She had started writing a book about"contemporary predictive consultation" and was researching
            everything from psychic hotlines to voodoo ceremonies, but Mo could never tell just how seriously she took herself. Certainly
            she put a lot of work into her sessions and believed she did some good for people, but she'd never claimed to have real supernatural
            talents. Instead she talked about beneficial transference, the placebo effect, neurolinguistic suggestion, constructive catharsis.
            She was pretty insightful, and he figured she saw herself more as a kind of psychotherapist for those who needed a sense of
            a link to"the beyond," to universal truths. "So tell me about you and me," Mo had asked her a couple of months ago. They'd
            had another fight, things had already been difficult for a while. "Read our future. Are we going to make it?" She had looked
            at him deadpan, seeing it for what it was, more of a provocation than a question. "That's not how it works," she'd answered.
            Meaning how her predictive processes operated or how Mo should probe her intentions, he wasn't sure.
         

         
         
         
         
         But it was nice that she was sympathetic now. Mo's whole body called out for some kind of comfort. She came to him and touched
            his bruised face with her fingertips, eyes full of concern. "Wow. You want to tell me about it? You've been to the hospital,
            right?" She scanned him up and down. "Oh, God—and your new suit!"
         

         
         
         
         
         It was nice that she understood about the suit, too. So he told her about the run-in with Big Willie. Then about how pissed
            Marsden had been at him for killing another suspect, and in such a creative way, and about the likelihood of problems with
            the DA's office. He told her he was okay, though: At the hospital, they'd x-rayed his legs and elbows and found no breaks,
            and the shoulder wound was truly just a scrape, not even requiring stitches.
         

         
         
         
         
         Carla knelt beside him, arms on his thigh, listening. When he was done and had sucked the last of his beer, she said, "You're
            feeling bad aboutthis. You're kind of in shock, aren't you?"
         

         
         
         
         
         "Well, it's not so unusual—"

         
         
         
         
         "You don't have to be defensive. Of course you're upset. You should be."

         
         
         
         
         "I mean, the guy, what he did to those women, maybe he deserved it. But it's another thing when you're right there? When you
            take somebody's Hfe with your own hands? I was right there, I didn't even know he was dying right in front of my eyes. Didn't
            even know it."
         

         
         
         
         
         Sitting there, Mo could still feel the bucking of Big Willie's massive torso against his own chest and knees, a body-memory
            replaying itself, what Carla called" kinesthesic perseveration." When he'd been down on the floor, he'd felt it as Big Willie's
            fightinghim, resisting arrest or something. But now his body knew it as Big Willie's fighting for something much more basic, some rudimentary
            animal prerogative: life itself. How easily you could take that away from somebody. How it could go out of a living person
            and from two feet away you couldn't even tell. How unmomentous a change. Made everything seem pathetic and sad. He wondered
            how long he'd have dreams of Big Willie's final moments.
         

         
         
         
         
         He couldn't express it, but Carla seemed to understand, maybe this was what her clients needed, what they got from her. "Yeah,"
            she said. "Yeah." She rubbed his thigh sympathetically, looking up at his face. Carla had dark brown eyes with flecks of gold
            around the iris, the whites so clear they were almost blue, alert eyes that still fascinated him. He loved being this close
            to her, having her undivided attention, basking in the warmth of her sympathy. Like when they made love, their bodies joined
            and their faces this close, and it seemed he could see every movement, every sensation, mirrored instantly in her eyes—
         

         
         
         
         
         But now she was up again, tossing her hair over her shoulders as she headed toward the kitchen in her blue silk robe. "I'm
            going to get you another beer. Then I'm going to run you a hot bath. It'll help loosen up your muscles. Anyway, you should
            always have a ritual cleansing after something like that. You know what I'm saying?" She was still being solicitous, but he
            couldn't help but think she'd seen him falling toward her and had deliberately interposed some distance.
         

         
         
         
         
         Oh well, he thought. He was too tired and sore to worry about it. And yes, another beer would be nice.
         

         
         
         
         
         Friday he had a meeting with Marsden in the senior investigator's office. TheJournal News had put the story just below the fold on page one, and News3 and Cable Ten had both played footage of the scene on the ten-o'clock
            and the morning news. Serial rapist suspect killed in parking garage. District attorney to investigate rapist's death, killer
            cop. Unusual circumstances in apprehension of rape suspect. Cop in parking garage incident has prior history of violent arrests.
         

         
         
         
         
         The last was untrue, the plural part anyway. Mo had only killed one other suspect, one other person, in his life, and that
            was in a shoot-out where he'd had no choice, a situation where Inspection had raked him over the coals but had ultimately
            deemed his actions entirely reasonable. Flannery had grudgingly accepted the determination, but had publicly stated that the
            DA's office intended to closely monitor State Police arrest procedures. At his press conference back then, Flannery had pointedly
            mentioned Mo's name, a little warning that Mo had come up on his personal radar. DAs, Mo learned, hate issues where they're
            caught between supporting the police and pandering to the constituencies that elected them.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo had felt pretty bad after that one, too, even though in retrospect it was emotionally much easier to kill a guy from fifty
            feet away than lying against him with a belt around his neck. But any time a death resulted during police work it had to be
            looked at closely: Most cops went through a whole career without killing anyone, many without even taking their gun out in
            the line of duty. Mo had been an investigator for eight years and had already killed two people. It didn't look good, went
            against the law of averages. Plus the belt and the no shoes thing.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo didn't look forward to his meeting with Marsden. On the bright side, this would probably mean a thirty-day suspension.
            Even if it was without pay, that didn't sound too bad.
         

         
         
         
         
         Marsden had been a highway patrolman, moved up to investigator, showed talent, moved up to senior investigator of Major Crimes
            through grit and endurance. He was in his mid-fifties now, a tired-looking guy with jowls and suspicious slit eyes and thinning
            dark brown hair combed against his head. A chronic skin condition, eczema or something, flared red on one side of his nose
            and itched and made him irritable. He could make you hurt if your mistakes impaired the effectiveness of the unit. At the
            same time, he knew what you were up against and had some sympathy for the vicissitudes of the job.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo knocked on the door frame of Marsden's office at the far end of the MCU's "back room" at the State Police White Plains
            barracks building. Marsden beckoned him in, gestured for him to sit, tossed aside a folder he'd been studying. Mo took the
            chair in front of the desk.
         

         
         
         
         
         For a full minute, Marsden just stared at him through his slit eyes, pouting, chin on his clasped hands. Finally he said,
            "You know, I gotta say, I admire you. I admire the hell out of you."
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo didn't answer. It wasn't an auspicious beginning.

         
         
         
         
         "I admire you because you can pull the craziest shit, so help me, where even a guy like me, thirty years as a cop and police
            administrator, has to go back to the procedural manual and try to figure if what you did was right or not. Consult with counsel,
            the whole nine yards. You'd think by now I'd have seen everything. But no. Not with Mo Ford. So, I hand it to you. Really."
            Marsden tugged at his lower lip, exposing the purple-veined inner surface.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Doesn't sound like I'm supposed to say 'thank you' for the compliment," Mohazarded.

         
         
         
         
         "I also admire that every time you get yourself in hot water, you get lucky, you get the right guy. We sent photos of your
            dead buddy around to the victims. Positive ID. Fibers from the van carpet are a match with the ones we've picked up from victims.
            So it looks like you killed the actual perpetrator."
         

         
         
         
         
         That was some relief.

         
         
         
         
         "And, one more thing, this is what's really slick—I admire that every time you get us in trouble with some constituency, you
            manage to give everybody conflicted emotions that take wind out of their sails. On this one, here in the State Police, you
            got half the guys pissed at you for loose procedure and half practically starting up a fan club for your ingenuity and balls.
            The White Plains guys, half of them are steamed because you acted in their jurisdiction, but half are jumping up and clicking
            their heels because you got Big Willie out of their hair. in the community, you've got the suspects'-rights, police-brutality
            types mad that you killed a guy without knowing for sure he was the perpetrator. But he was white, with maybe a skinhead connection, so you shook off criticism from the African-American community! Plus you've got the feminists,
            who're usually part of that same police-brutality constituency, secretly feeling, hey, this guy really deserved it. Bottom
            line, nobody wants to raise too big of a stink for us. We don't have to publicly self-cannibalize or even make a ritual sacrifice
            out of you. So I admire you—I really do." Marsden tossed his hand at the file, which Mo could see was the beginning of the
            File 3, the internal report on Mo's dance with Big Willie.
         

         
         
         
         
         Marsden's buildup of his deep admiration was scary, but so far the news was not bad.

         
         
         
         
         "So—"

         
         
         
         
         "So we're not gonna suspend you pending the outcome of the internal investigation. I can't make promises about what Flannery
            might do, but for now you get to go back to work."
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo found he was leaning to the right and rolling his pelvis forward, a way of keeping weight off the groin pull. "I got kind
            of banged up. I was thinking maybe I could have a couple days of sick leave—"
         

         
         
         
         
         "I'd recommend it," Marsden snarled.

         
         
         
         
         "You going to tell me what the problem is?" Mo was stiff and still tired. Another reason for a couple of days off would be
            to spend time with Carla, maybe sort something out. At this point, it all added up to he didn't much care what it cost to
            be out front with Marsden.
         

         
         
         
         
         "The problem? What problem? You mean Flannery? You mean the DA on my ass about I can't control my people? That Flannery wants
            to stick his nose in this to show what a take-charge guy he is, and that I need you on the job so badly that I gotta be your
            umbrella here? You mean between our caseload and red tape I got a rock and a hard place? Hey—forget about it. Nah. It's nothin',
            really. But Ford"—and here his so-what act slipped, a dark glint flashed in his slit eyes—"not again. No problems for me.
            Nothing that gets press attention. Or I make problems for you. I hear they're shorthanded on highway patrol out in Oswego."
            Marsden commanded him out of his chair with his fingers. "Now get outta here, I got work to do."
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo went out to the floor and back to his desk. He felt a mix of relief and disappointment. Part of him really didn't care
            if he stayed on this job. He was tired and sore and depressed, and half of his problems with Carla were related to the job,
            his coming home from work with ugly pictures in his head, the risks he had to take, the jocks and ex-service types who were
            his colleagues. There were other things besides being a homicide detective. Any glamour it had had—when was that?—had long
            since worn off. Maybe this was one of those times when you really retrenched. Maybe he should go back to school, take psychology
            or history or something. Carla would like that, maybe it would make the difference for them.
         

         
         
         
         
         Or maybe not. With relationships, maybe the external stuff people blamed for their problems was just camouflage for a deeper
            disconnect, the absence of fire or magic or chemistry, or the lack of real common ground, or the fear of real intimacy. The
            mostly empty house, the bare, unused rooms—harder stuff to face up to. Maybe that's where he and Carla were at. Maybe she
            saw that better than he did, and that's why she seemed more willing to let go.
         

         
         
         
         
         He was still thinking about it when he got back to his desk and found Mike St. Pierre waiting.

         
         
         
         
         "I've been looking for you," St. Pierre said. "We're up. Gota call, there's a body down on Maple Brook Road."

         
         
         
         
         "Why do they want us in there?" White Plains had a good detective bureau, didn't usually ask for help from the State Police.

         
         
         
         
         St. Pierre shrugged. "Didn't say."

         
         
         
         
         Mo thought about telling him about his plan to take a few days' sick leave, about his acute desire to go home and fall into
            bed and let it all slip for a day or two. Maybe this one could go to Valsangiacomo, or Estey. But St. Pierre looked so eager,
            a big puppy, he couldn't bear to disappoint him. Mike was still new enough to be caught up in the mystique, to want to do
            battle with evil. A big, sandy-haired young guy, good-humored, should have been a pro baseball player or something else more
            wholesome and sunny. St. Pierre hadn't yet noticed how far it was from White Plains to Hollywood, or from the BCI Major Crimes
            offices to his house in the burbs, his wife and kids.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Oh—here's this," St. Pierre added, handing him hisgun. "Marsden says you can have it back."

         
         
         
         
         "Big of him," Mo said.
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         THE MURDER HOUSE WAS the left half of a two-story duplex in a middle-income residential neighborhood of aluminum-sided singles
            and duplexes built in the sixties and seventies. It was another area where the old elm trees that had once given the street
            some grace had died and the city had planted little lollipop maples in their place, leaving the sidewalks and houses looking
            naked. On the other hand, the car sparked along the curbs were new, the lawns well-kept and set off with flower gardens. In
            front of 1431 were a couple of ambulances, three squad cars, several unmarked White Plains cars. They'd already strung tape
            around the house and yard. Even though it was a nice May afternoon, sunny, robins popping on the lawns, nobody seemed to be
            outside. People hovered in doorways and windows, looking on from a distance, parents keeping their hands on their kids. Word
            had already gone around the neighborhood, and it was the kind of word that scared people.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo and St. Pierre greeted the cops at the door and went in to meet the White Plains investigator in charge. They found Jim
            Melrose in the living room, standing in front of a big home-entertainment center. Melrose had a long, gray face at the best
            of times, and now he looked particularly not good. Mo recognized the look: a man with bad pictures in his head.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Hey," Mo said. They shook hands and Mo felt a pang of sympathy. Sometimes you could joke about it, act tough and jaded, and
            sometimes you couldn't. "How are you doing?"
         

         
         
         
         
         "I was supposed to be on vacation this week," Melrose said. "Then we changed the schedule around so we could go to mysister's
            wedding? So I ended up being here for this."
         

         
         
         
         
         He gave them the story. Neighbor kid was playing in the yard next door, threw a Frisbee into the back yard of 1431, came to
            get it, saw something through the window, went home crying. Mother took a peek, went home crying, too, called 911. From her
            glimpse through the window, the mother next door identified the corpse as Daniel O'Connor, owner of the house.
         

         
         
         
         
         "So how come you want us here, Jim?" Mo asked.

         
         
         
         
         Melrose just gestured with his chin and led them back through the house. Nice place, Mo decided, furnished with wicker chairs
            and Durie rugs and natural wood tables from Pier 1and the Pottery Barn. As always, he had the uncomfortable sensation of being
            a voyeur, the little kinky charge that came from walking around uninvited in a stranger's house. Looking so closely. Seeing
            the way other people lived, so much like the way you lived yet so different. Different food smells, different body odors,
            unfamiliar faces in photos, the kind of books you'd never read. Maybe for burglars this kind of trespass was more fun, but
            in a death house everything seemed frozen in time, abandoned. Bad things had happened here, nightmarish things that still
            echoed in the quiet rooms.
         

         
         
         
         
         "It's freezing in here," St. Pierre complained. And Mo realized he was right, it was mid seventies outside and was barely
            in the low sixties in here.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Yah,"Melrose said. "I noticed it, too. There's a thermostat in the living room, central air, set as low as it can go."

         
         
         
         
         Which would be good for preserving the corpse, Mo thought. But it was only mid-May, not yet that hot, so why would O'Connor
            have wanted it so cold? Or had the killer set it?
         

         
         
         
         
         From the living room they went into a central hallway and glanced into a cheerful kitchen: black-and-white tile floor, little
            round table with an open newspaper and a coffee cup. They passed a small bathroom and then at the back of the house went into
            a large room that made up the rest of the ground floor. Low-pile, green carpeting, a Stair Master, a little weight rack, a
            bicycle and kayak up on hooks on the right wall, a television, a computer desk and CD player. Obviously O'Connor had used
            this as a combination exercise-utility-office room. Brightly lit by a pair of big windows and a louvered glass door that led
            out into the backyard. A couple of other White Plains guys were there. Mo didn't see the body until Melrose gestured for him
            to turn around.
         

         
         
         
         
         Yes, it was one you weren't likely to forget.

         
         
         
         
         O'Connor had red-blond hair, a boyish face and freckled arms and shoulders, a good build. He was naked and suspended upright
            by some kind of cord that was tied to his ankles and knees, elbows and wrists and neck, and ran up to nine steel eyelets sunk
            into the wall. In addition to the polyline, a disposable-type nylon handcuff hung from each wrist. His head and shoulders
            lolled forward and his weight was equally supported by his arms, up at head height, and his legs, with the ankles drawn up
            and knees bent sharply. A marionette on strings. His skin was a sick, purplish white except for where the cord had trapped
            blood and where postmortem lividity had stained the lower surfaces of his body bright, mottled red. Aside from the coloration
            changes and ligature indentations, the body seemed at first unmarked. Then Mo spotted two small wounds in O'Connor's hair,
            one just above each ear. Dried blood, not much, had run and clotted below the wounds, crisping the short blond curls.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo scanned the room, looked back to O'Connor, looked around the room again, trying to map things in his head before it got
            any crazier here. Within minutes, the White Plains CSU van would come, Marsden and others from the BCI would show up, there'd
            be photographers and forensic technicians and the medical examiner's people. There'd be photo flashes and vacuums running
            and people dusting for prints, and all the activity would change the way the room looked and felt. Patterns that might register
            subconsciously would be lost, the overview smothered in details.
         

         
         
         
         
         He sniffed delicately in the direction of the corpse and caught only the faintest odor of ripe meat. When he pushed the head
            gently, it resisted, suggesting that the body retained rigor. The air-conditioning would have arrested decay somewhat, but
            taken together both were signs O'Connor hadn't been dead that long. From this close, he could see that the line used to suspend
            the body was not a heavy poly fishline, as he'd first thought, but the sharp-edged, serrated cord used for weed-whackers.
         

         
         
         
         
         Melrose was keeping his distance, as if what had killed O'Connor might be catching. Mike St. Pierre stood well back, too,
            not so enthusiastic now.
         

         
         
         
         
         With the big windows directly opposite the corpse on the wall, the drapes pulled all the way apart and the ceiling lights
            on, it was clear the body had deliberately been displayed—a spectacle just waiting for someone to find it. Mo took a turn
            through the room, but he already knew what he'd find. On a side table he saw an arrangement of objects organized in geometric
            patterns: a pair of folded sunglasses, bracketed by two gardening gloves. Above them, a collection of pens arranged in a neat
            zigzag line with coins placed in each angle. A couple of stacks of music CDs, perfectly squared with the edge of the table,
            with an empty Gatorade bottle on top of each stack. At the computer desk, diskettes had been lined up side by side all the
            way around the keyboard, and a cork bulletin board had been arranged with similar precision, postcards and cartoons and jotted
            notes arrayed down the center in a symmetrical pattern surrounded by triangles outlined in colored thumbtacks. A compulsive
            symmetry. Once you noticed it, the arrangement of all the room's little things took on an eerie subliminal geometry, scary,
            like seeing the diamonds on a rattlesnake down in the grass, or the hourglass on a black widow spider.
         

         
         
         
         
         "You like the designs?" Melrose asked. "Bedroom's the same way."

         
         
         
         
         Mo's head had begun to ache again, and he could feel all the muscle pulls and bruises distinctly. He was thinking, If only I had made it to the desk and had signed out for sick leave. Just like two or three minutes head start, and somebody else would have gotten this.

         
         
         
         
         "You recognize this, Mike?" he asked St. Pierre.

         
         
         
         
         "Looks just like that guy, what do they call him, the control freak—"

         
         
         
         
         "Yeah." Mo wondered if Mike understood what that meant.

         
         
         
         
         The New Jersey State Police had begun calling him Howdy Doody, after the famous TV puppet of the 1950s. The first murders
            with the distinctive signature of strings tied to limbs and ritualized arrangements of objects had begun early in 1999. Three
            people killed in northern New Jersey, then three in Manhattan and another in the Bronx in a thirteen-month period, the remorselessly
            accelerating rhythm of kills typical of serial murderers. Mo knew Ty Boggs, who'd headed up the Bronx end of the investigation
            and was part of the inter jurisdictional task force, and they'd talked a little about the crimes. But Ty had been stingy with
            details. As with every serial spree, the police and FBI had kept many specifics of the crimes out of general knowledge. This
            had the several goals of discouraging the killer from changing his habits and maybe camouflaging his style, of being able
            to weed out bogus confessions, and of being able to differentiate between murders by the original artiste and future copycat
            crimes.
         

         
         
         
         
         Serial murder was the most horrendous and most difficult kind to solve. It was horrible because the habits of the killer,
            the repetition of certain types of torment or mutilation, spoke of some unfathomable sickness in the psyche, of a mind infested
            by demons that demanded a specific ritual. As did the motivation: The act of killing itself was the killer's objective, not
            particularly the end result.
         

         
         
         
         
         If you thought about that, it could mess you up inside.

         
         
         
         
         The difficulty in catching serial killers arose from the fact that unlike with most crimes the victims were not linked to
            the murderer by a web of interpersonal contacts, normal motivation, or cause and effect. Serial killers came from outside
            their victims' social spheres, so you couldn't nail them by establishing links between people with typical motives like jealousy
            or greed or revenge. Usually, the only connection was to be found in the psychology of the murderer, the compulsions or delusions
            or fears or hungers that drove him to kill. You had to inspect the psychological implications of each death, explore the symbolic
            narratives in excruciating detail.
         

         
         
         
         
         Getting that far into the mind of multiple murderers was not healthy, either.

         
         
         
         
         And all that aside, Mo thought, from a strictly professional standpoint there were other things that made this one a prospective
            nightmare. The administrative complexity of tying your work to an ongoing investigation by the FBI and other police agencies,
            the inter jurisdictional task forces and the resulting increase in paperwork, conflicts of authority, and rivalry for leads
            and evidence and glory. The DA would want in on this, big time. There'd be publicity and publicity-seeking and political pressure,
            and scapegoating when things didn't gowell.
         

         
         
         
         
         And one other problem as well, Moreminded himself.

         
         
         
         
         Melrose brought itup before he said it: "Yeah, the control nut, the Howdy Doodykiller. But they caught that guy, three-four
            months ago. Down in the city."
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo looked at O'Connor, dead and grotesquely serene on the wall like the limp Jesus of the pieta.

         
         
         
         
         Then he heard people in the hall, and there was Angelo Antonelli, the deputy medical examiner. Behind him came Marsden, and
            then a jump suited woman carrying a big aluminum equipment case, and a couple of other evidence techs. And then it was just
            time to rock and roll.
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         "YO, MO, " ANGELO SAID brightly. "Hey, I was just looking at X your pal, what'd you guys call him—Big Willie. They gonna give
            you grief or what?" He winked at Marsden and said for his benefit, "Tell you what I'll do, I'll sign off it was accidental
            death. Hit his head in the tub or something."
         

         
         
         
         
         "Not funny," Marsden said."Don't even joke about that." The irritated skin next to his nose was bright red and looked painful.

         
         
         
         
         Mo saw Angelo once in a while over drinks over at The Edge, and before his relationship with Carla had turned into a minefield
            they'd even gotten together a couple of times with Angelo and his girlfriend as a foursome. He was small and wiry, dark-haired,
            with the luscious big eyes and long, dark lashes of a stereotypical Italian Renaissance lover. His job was slicing up people
            who'd been killed by all kinds of gruesome means; he worked in a labyrinth of gray tile floors with drains in them, brushed-chrome
            refrigerators, and savage-looking medical equipment. You'd expect him to be ghoulish, secretive, but in fact Angelo loved
            his job, loved his customers and his colleagues, maintained a relentlessly cheerful disposition. He was an avid whistler and
            often peeled off cheerful ditties as he burrowed into the abdominal cavities or brain cases of murder and accident victims.
         

         
         
         
         
         When he saw O'Connor, Angelo's face registered a look of surprise and gleeful anticipation. By his seriously nasty look, Marsden
            recognized the Howdy Doody MO and the problems this would entail.
         

         
         
         
         
         Angelo and his assistant looked over the body. Angelo was a stickler for detail, using a hand held tape recorder to record
            his observations here just as he would dictate what he saw and did back at the morgue when he got around to cutting. They
            took an air temperature reading and a basal body reading, tested the degree of rigor, measured the area of lividity patches,
            picked at spots of dried blood and saved it in glassine envelopes, went over every inch of skin with an illuminated magnifier,
            bagging up hairs, fibers, dandruff, dirt.
         

         
         
         
         
         At last they put paper bags over the hands and with Mo's help cut the body down and lowered it onto a gurney. The assistant
            bagged the cut-off lines and nylon handcuffs as they came free. It was an awkward process, figuring how to keep O'Connor in
            place until all the cords were cut and then manhandling an inert, 170-pound, naked adult male who was frozen in such a position.
            The neck cord was really slicing into the creased skin there. Angelo supervised as the three of them leaned and strained:
            "There . . . Hold it! . . .Wait—there, now push a little. Lift . . . Lemme just get—no, hold it!" Mo had felt the curiously
            heavy, pliant stiffness of corpses before, but this was particularly unsettling. Dancing with a dead man. When they cut the
            wires holding the wrists, the arms dropped forward a few inches and bobbed on the remaining elasticity of their sinews, like
            somebody playing monster to scare some kitchened they laid him on his back on the gurney, he kept that same position, head
            still forward and held well off the pad, arms up at head height, and worst of all, legs up at the spread knees and heels not
            quite touching the pad. They put a sheet over him, but the contorted, clutching tented shape was in some ways worse.
         

         
         
         
         
         Photographers began to shoot the scene, still and video, a sketch artist mapped the room, and the trace techs went at the
            surfaces. St. Pierre went out to talk to the uniforms and the neighbors, and as the techs continued their work, Marsden took
            Mo aside. They went into the kitchen, where the geometric arrangements were in evidence on all the counters. Mo put on a fresh
            pair of gloves and poked cautiously around in drawers and cabinets. Marsden stood glowering out the window over the sink.
         

         
         
         
         
         "So we've got a copycat,"Marsden said. "Starting up here in White Plains."

         
         
         
         
         "Looks that way."

         
         
         
         
         "Your sick leave is canceled."

         
         
         
         
         "I figured." Mo opened the refrigerator, looked at plastic-wrapped cold cuts, a bag of carrots, bottles of Heineken, milk,
            OJ. Typical stuff. The killer had not done his hyper compulsive arranging in the fridge.
         

         
         
         
         
         Marsden said, "I know Biedermann a little, he's the FBI's guy running the Howdy Doody investigation. Manhattan field office.
            You'll need to get in touch with him. Also the other members of the first task force, see what they can tell you about the
            original. I understand the feds called in an outside consultant to work with Behavioral Sciences, a shrink in Manhattan, you
            might want to consult with him."
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo used his pen to lift the edge of a pot holder, peered underneath. "Maybe they've got the wrong person, we're dealing with
            the original here?"
         

         
         
         
         
         "Caught him red-handed, the way I heard it." Marsden watched Mo for a moment, standing with his arms crossed and resting on
            his big belly. "Why's it so cold in here?" he complained.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Central air-conditioning. Somebody turned it all the way down. Not bad for our purposes, but I'm wondering why." Mo opened
            another drawer, found the kitchen utensils, and bent close to stir his pen through potato peelers, knives, kitchen shears.
            Probably the killer had brought his own gear, but it would be good to bag up every likely tool in the house, look for residues
            of the plastic line, prints, maybe some DNA.
         

         
         
         
         
         "The bitch is," Marsden said, "that the first guy got into a rhythm of about once a month toward the end. We don't know how
            the new guy will do it. But if we've got something like this to deal with once a month, it's going to be a shitty summer."
            The Si's voice had gotten thoughtful, almost sad-sounding. "There's another thing for me, I haven't mentioned this to anybody,
            I've been having this heart stuff took a stress test last week, where they put you on a treadmill?Flunked it, I've got a congestive
            problem in the coronary arteries, they're gonna do an angiogram on me, end of the month. But if I have to get a bypass, I'll
            miss a lot of time or maybe even get moved to some other department. Plus in the meantime I've got to avoid stress, anxiety,
            overwork, that shit. Like that's a possibility. Supposed to lose weight, quit smoking, too."
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo looked at Marsden. This was an unprecedented level of intimacy, and he wondered what the senior investigator was leading
            up to."Jesus. I'm sorry, Frank. I have to say, you've been hiding it well. I mean, you look good—"
         

         
         
         
         
         "Bullshit."

         
         
         
         
         "Okay. You don't look any worse than usual."

         
         
         
         
         Marsden grinned sourly "I've been thinking who's gonna stand in for me as unit coordinator. St. Pierre's out, too new. Paderewski's
            okay, but she doesn't get along with half the guys. Benoit, he's dumb as a stump, I don't know how he ever got in here, and
            Estey and Valsangiacomo just like guns and cars, they're not good with paper or people. Then there's Mo Ford, he's the smartest
            of the bunch, got the best solverate, but can't stay out of trouble and he's earned some enemies. Maybe his commitment to
            a career isn't what it has to be for unit coordinator, maybe he doesn't have the patience to do things by the book. Maybe
            his personal life gets in the way? So you can see what I'm up against." Marsden gestured toward the door, the back of the
            house where O'Connor's body had hung. "And then this . . . thing . . . has to come up, just to put more pressure on."
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo heard the backhanded flattery, surprised at how good it felt, impressed by Marsden's insight about his personal life, which
            Mo had made a point of never mentioning. He was thinking of a way to answer when Marsden gestured with his chin to the window.
            Outside, a pair of dark cars had pulled up, and Mo recognized the big form of District Attorney Flannery getting out with
            a couple of his investigative assistants.
         

         
         
         
         
         Marsden heaved himself away from the edge of the counter. "Getting on four, I gotta go talk to Biedermann about how they handled
            public relations on the Howdy Doody kills, then talk to the mayor. I'll leave you and Flannery to have a tete-a-tete. What's
            your next step?"
         

         
         
         
         
         "I'll finish up here, talk to the White Plains people about getting a canvass going in the neighborhood. Then I'll pull up
            the files on Howdy Doody. I want to see just how close this guy is to the original, how they profiled him, what resources
            are online for a related crime. Then I'll see if I can get Angelo to expedite the autopsy."
         

         
         
         
         
         "Yeah,"Marsden said dejectedly. "Okay. Give me an update on Monday." He went to the living room door, scratching unconsciously
            at the raging skin next to his nose and watching the techs at work. "The first guy got seven before they caught him. Seven."
            He caught Mo's eye meaningfully. "Town the size of White Plains, this new guy could depopulate the place. have to change the
            population figures on the city-limits signs, huh?"A weary attempt at humor. Also a plea: Mo, do this right for once. And catch the son of a bitch soon.

         
         
         
         
         
         When the DA came into the murder room, his eyebrows went up and his blue eyes took on a look as he saw the Howdy Doody MO
            and his wheels started to turn. Everybody liked to be on hand for something "with hair on it," a significant murder scene,
            but political animals saw it through a different lens, did different calculations.
         

         
         
         
         
         Flannery spent sometime talking to the White Plains investigators, then came over to Mo. Mo told him his take on it so far
            and about the next steps he and Marsden had discussed. Flannery nodded thoughtfully, his eyes never leaving the body of Daniel
            O'Connor, which Angelo had uncovered at his request. When Mo was done, Flannery tipped his head toward the backyard. "How
            about we have a chat outside, Detective."
         

         
         
         
         
         They went through the back door and stood a few yards away from the house, looking around. The yards were fully greened up
            already, and a little apple tree next door was shedding pink blossoms in a slight breeze. Flannery was several inches taller
            than Mo, a big guy in his mid-fifties who had learned to cover his sadistic side with a glad-handing, smiling, bearish charm
            that he exploited well. His premature baldness didn't hide his muscular body, another personal characteristic he'd learned
            to use to his advantage—sometimes he liked to talk to the press while working out on the treadmill he kept in his office,
            good for the image of prosecutorial vigor. Or maybe he wasn't actually bald, Mo thought, just shaved to look like Jesse Ventura
            or somebody. Now he crossed his arms and stood staring down at Mo with a speculative look.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Detective Morgan Ford. You really catch the goodies, don't you."

         
         
         
         
         "Seems that way," Mo agreed.

         
         
         
         
         Flannery looked around the neighborhood in an appreciative way."Frank Marsden—I really admire that guy. In fact, I'd call
            him a good friend." He paused, but when Mo just waited for the bullshit to continue, he frowned. "I bring it up because Marsden's
            word on your behalf is what's allowing you to keep your badge for the moment. Your stunt in the parking garage may go down
            okay with some people, but you should know my office will conduct a thorough investigation. This being the second time for
            you. I won't have it said I condone or turn a blind eye to bad police procedure in Westchester County."
         

         
         
         
         
         "Go ahead. Please. Tell Marsden to take me off." Mo pointed his thumb at the house. "You saw what was in there. You really
            think I want any piece of it?"
         

         
         
         
         
         Flannery'seyes narrowed, and he smiled slightly. He put his arm around Mo's shoulder and steered him down the sidewalk that
            bisected the backyard. Two guys having a friendly, confidential chat. This was Flannery's idea of political suavity. Mo hated
            the controlling pressure of the big arm but avoided showing it.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Take you off?When you're perfect for the job?" Flannery said. "You kidding? Let's be frank, Detective, I think you deserve
            to know where things stand. A, you're good, my good friend Senior Investigator Marsden says you're the best he's got. B, you're
            the perfect fall guy if anything fucks up—we can all blame the rash, impetuous cop who is already under scrutiny for his past
            sins. You're my cover! Best of all, C—" Flannery coughed self-depreciatingly. "Well. Those are reasons enough, aren't they?"
         

         
         
         
         
         "C," Mo said for him,"with the Big Willie thing, you have something you can jerk me around with whenever you like. I'll do
            things the way your office wants." He was grudgingly impressed: Flannery had been here for only ten minutes and already he'd
            seen all these angles.
         

         
         
         
         
         "You are smart!" Flannery clapped him on the back. "But that's a little blunt. I'd put it, oh, I'd say that it's always good for an
            investigation when the various police agencies keep the interests of the district attorney's office in mind. We're the ones
            who'll prosecute this in the end. We're the ones who need to look forward to the overarching legal strategy we need to put
            this guy away. Right?"
         

         
         
         
         
         The Westchester DA's office maintained a powerful investigative and prosecutorial staff, but was always complaining of being
            shorthanded on the investigative side. Flannery holding Big Willie over Mo, pulling his strings, would be almost like getting
            another employee without having to pay his salary. Better, because Mo would co-opt some State Police resources, and Flannery
            would have a scapegoat outside his own shop. And if they caught the copycat, he could use Mo to make sure the credit flowed
            to the DA's office and to himself personally.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Pdght," Mo said.

         
         
         
         
         Flannery walloped him on the back as they turned and strolled back toward the house.

         
         
         
         
         "There we go. It's nice to think we're on the same page here!" When he saw Mo wasn't sharing his enthusiasm, he said, "Hey,
            don't take it so hard. Think of this as part of your political education. You'd do the same thing in my shoes. Wouldn't you?Honestly,
            now—wouldn't you?" Flannery saw it as a rhetorical question. His big grin was completely sincere.
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         ST. PIERRE HELPED WITH the first neighborhood canvass, then got a ride back to the barracks with one of the uniforms. Mo got
            out of there at eighto'clock, after sundown, one of the last to leave. The neighborhood's nine-to-fivers were home again,
            the cars were back at the curbs and in the driveways, it was a beautiful Friday night in mid-May and the air was sweet with
            the smell of tree blossoms. But the lawns and sidewalks were deserted. Lights were burning in all the houses, but the curtains
            were drawn and Mo knew the doors were locked. The streetlights had come on and insects spun in the cones of light, the occasional
            bat zapping through to feed. Something about the mild humidity, the cooling air, reminded Mo of when he was a kid, the evenings
            after school as summer approached, the excitement of just being loose in the streets, gliding on your bike through the spring
            air. He wondered how long it would be before the kids here would feel good about being outside again.
         

         
         
         
         
         For an instant he thought yearningly about going home, back to the house and the unlikely but possible comforts of Carla's
            arms, maybe even the cleansing heat and abandon of making love to her, they'd slipped a couple of times since agreeing to
            sleep apart. And then his body remembered the awful embrace of O'Connor's corpse as the last strand was cut and its weight
            fell onto him as he and Angelo wrestled the rubbery, clutching thing onto the gurney. Maybe he'd need to get a little distance
            on that before holding Carla, or anybody, again.
         

         
         
         
         
         He lifted the crime-scene tape, got into his car, started the drive back toward the barracks, thinking,Maybe this really isn't the job for me. 

         
         
         
         
         When he'd first moved up to investigator at Major Crimes, despite knowing several MCU cops and having seen some bad stuff,
            he hadn't been ready for what it did to you. The stresses and strains, the opposing forces. The movies had it wrong, it wasn't
            about car chases and shoot-outs and sexy encounters. Ninety-five percent of the job was sheer tedium—depositions, triplicate
            paperwork, reviewing regulations, debriefings, reading files, hassling with schedules, go-nowhere interviews, conferences,
            waiting on bottlenecks at the lab or some other department. The other five percent? Sheer horror. Going into somebody's kitchen
            and slipping on half-coagulated blood, the smell that doesn't come off your clothes, the contorted face you can't forget.
            Poking around in some guts or brains or jism or vomit or shit. All the Major Crimes people knew about it: the female victim
            who looked kind of like your wife, the boy who looked like your own kid, the way you could never, look at your own family
            or friends again the same way.
         

         
         
         
         
         And the only break from this was the remaining one tenth of one percent of the job, which was the dubious pleasure of chasing
            down and having it out with a killer.
         

         
         
         
         
         All this for forty-five K a year.

         
         
         
         
         So why do it?

         
         
         
         
         Mo had pondered that a lot lately. Most of the other Major Crimes types he knew were motivated by a sincere desire to serve,
            a lot like armed services people, which many of them had been. They wanted to combat evil, maybe they had religious beliefs
            that kept them going and more or less in one piece. Few of them would admit it outright, because it didn't seem hip or flashy
            enough. But despite the popular image, these were not hip or flashy people. Most were thoughtful, worried people who had originally,
            at least, felt the pain of victims and survivors acutely and had sworn something like a private blood oath to avenge their
            suffering. Even the hotshots who were in it for guns and glamour—they usually adopted the jaded pose because it was easier
            than admitting that what they saw and did got to them.
         

         
         
         
         
         Even Valsangiacomo, a real cowboy. Once Mo had run into him down at The Edge. He'd joined him at the bar and watched him toss
            back shots of Jack Daniel's for a while, then asked him what was with the rapid intake of whiskey. Valsangiacomo, six-one
            and a bodybuilder, let his shoulders slump. "This morning, Helena and I, we're about to make love, but the baby comes in the
            bedroom. So we knock off and take a rain check for tonight, right?" Helena was a gorgeous, dark-haired, full-breasted woman
            Valsangiacomo had met while visiting relatives back in Napoli, had courted madly and brought back to the U.S. Mo could easily
            imagine how much you'd look forward to that rain check. "So then today Estey and I get called to a scene upin Bedford. Woman,
            naked on the bedroom floor, great body, I'm thinking, What a waste. She's been cut all over, bled out, circumstances indicate
            rape, too, so we have to check for semen. We're exploring her orifices, natural and man-made, with Popsicle sticks and swabs
            and flashlights. Kneeling in the blood? And now Helena, she's at home, expecting me back, got all kinds of great plans. And
            I know I'm not gonna be able to do anything tonight, but I don't want to tell her why? Trying not to bring the stuff home,
            but what're you supposed to say?"
         

         
         
         
         
         There wasn't really an answer for this problem, so you stopped off at The Edge and poured them down.

         
         
         
         
         Some people were constituted to take it better than others. They shook off the images of the day. They took each case as it
            came and didn't think in terms of combating all the world's evils. Carla had been on Mo for years to see it like that, but
            maybe if you had certain kinds of sensitivities, or the habit of looking for the big picture, you couldn't see all the crimes
            and hurts except in some kind of cumulative way. And the burden had been adding up, Mo felt as if every day on the job eroded
            his sense of human worth and goodness a little further. How far could you let that go before you bought a big bottle of Thunder
            bird and lay down in the gutter and gave up on it all?
         

         
         
         
         
         But what would he do instead? He could get books and read about the color of his parachute or how to define his midlife crisis
            or whatever it was when you changed careers later in life. He could pay an arm and a leg to some career counselor to give
            him skills and affinities tests and tell him that he should have been a brain surgeon or a park service ranger or something.
            More likely, take a big pay cut and start a career microwaving frozen beef patties at a burger place.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo braked the car in the left lane as he waited for a trio of bicyclists to pedal past the entrance to the barracks parking
            lot. Thinking about all this had made him irritable and sad, and he waited impatiently for the bikers to slide past, peddling
            with tiny red lights flickering madly on their bike frames. There were two men and a woman, sleek as plastic greyhounds in
            skintight spandex in black with rainbow neon stripes, walnut-shaped helmets with tiny spiffy rearview mirrors clipped to their
            temples, special gloves and shoes. The three of them all seemed to have the same build, slim and long-limbed with standout
            sinews, as if they were a distinct species, bionic aliens from some streamlined planet. What's this, the fucking Tour de France? Mo groused. Can't even go for a bike ride without three grand worth of clothesand equipment. Something the matter with a T-shirt and shorts? He couldn't remember the last time he'd seen an adult bicyclist wearing anything but high-tech,Euro-styled outfits, and suddenly
            the whole trend seemed symbolic of the decline of Western civilization, the universal collapse of values.
         

         
         
         
         
         Then the last of them cleared the entrance, and he pulled into the lot. He found his space and shut off the car and spent
            a moment looking up at the bright windows of the barracks building, fifty feet away. People were moving inside, silhouettes
            in the windows, somebody showing papers to somebody else, talking about it, moving on. Cops came and went under the lighted
            portico at the entrance, purposeful and competent-looking.
         

         
         
         
         
         Looking out at it, he suddenly understood Marsden's inexplicable intimacy, what was really troubling him. Marsden was mother-henning,
            he really loved his squad and was worried about how it would hold up if he wasn't there to oversee it. Marsden didn't always
            get along with his wife, and he'd never had any children. But everybody had some nesting instinct, and for Marsden the shop
            had become his home, Mo and Valsangiacomo and the others were his kids. It was kind of touching. Marsden had been there so
            long he saw this as something precious and worth working for. For a moment Mo glimpsed the place as Marsden must have seen
            it. Something about the senpe of quiet industry here, even this late at night. Confidence and camaraderie. Professionalism,
            teamwork. A little citadel of comparative order, a bulwark against the world's craziness.
         

         
         
         
         
         For no reason a tall, Mo suddenly felt better, the problem of why more distant. A Howdy Doody copycat, he thought, maybe it could be interesting.He got out of the car and headed toward the brightly lit building, beginning to like the idea of looking into the files and
            getting a handle on this thing. Anyway, he was in no shape to deal with Carla right now.
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         MONDAY MORNING AFTER ONE of the worst weekends in recent memory. Feeling driven from the house and the problems of domestic
            life, or rather the lack thereof, Mo sought the refuge of preoccupation and got to the shop bright and early. He put in a
            call to SAC Biedermann at the Manhattan FBI field office, and as he waited for a call back he reviewed the Howdy Doody files
            he'd pulled off VICAP on Friday night. He'd been at his desk less than an hour when his phone rang and he took a call from
            someone who introduced himself as Roland Van Voorden, chief of police of the town of Buchanan. Marsden had patched him through.
         

         
         
         
         
         "What can I do for you, Chief Van Voorden?" Mo asked.

         
         
         
         
         "We have a body, a homicide. Some kids found the corpse late yesterday afternoon in the old power station here."

         
         
         
         
         "Okay . . ." Mo said, putting a question in his voice and wondering why Marsden had sent this one to him.

         
         
         
         
         Van Voorden answered his thoughts. "Your SI said it might tie in with a case you're working on. That's kind of a pun—whoever
            did it tied the body up? Like to the wall, with fish line, lots of lines tied to eyelets in the wall?"
         

         
         
         
         
         Holy shit, Mo thought.O'Connor was killed just three days ago, if thisguy's killed another already, he's on areal tear.

         
         
         
         
         Mo got the location from Van Voorden, instructed him on securing the crime scene, made calls for technical assistance. Then
            he signed out and drove to Buchanan, twenty miles northwest of White Plains on the banks of the Hudson Paver.
         

         
         
         
         
         He took 287 west, then cut north on Sprain Brook Parkway. The motions of driving were soothing, permitting some good thinking.
            The proverbial clarity that comes from the open road, he thought. But then, turning onto 9A, he came up behind a big beige
            Land Rover that he couldn't pass or see around or over, and he lost that fantasy quick. The roads were choked with traffic.
         

         
         
         
         
         Still. Friday night he'd called Angelo, who had just finished packing O'Connor's twisted corpse away for the weekend. Angelo
            had anticipated his request for an expedited autopsy but told him there was no way, even bumping back a couple of other customers,
            that he could get to it before Tuesday. Then Mo had gotten the FBI's Manhattan field office on the phone, where the twenty-four-hour
            operator told him there was no way to reach Biedermann before Monday. He'd downloaded some files on Howdy Doody from the FBI
            VICAP site and had a good read for a few hours until his eyes began to water and he went home to the big house and Carla.
            It was almost midnight.
         

         
         
         
         
         She was on the couch, reading by the light of the goosenecked lamp, the only light burning in the whole echoing place. She
            had put on music, a big Mahler symphony that seemed incongruous played that quiet. When he walked in he was glad to see her
            still up, looking lovely and shadowed in her exotic pajamas.
         

         
         
         
         
         He said, "Hi," she said,"Hi," and she put down her book. He started toward her to give her a kiss, then thought better of
            it. His clothes might have a smell on them from bear-hugging O'Connor's corpse, and anyway she didn't look as if she wanted
            a kiss. Instead he went into the kitchen for something to eat.
         

         
         
         
         
         "I made some soup, just heat itup," she called in.

         
         
         
         
         That sounded good. Without turning on the kitchen light, he washed his hands, then lit the gas beneath the pot and took a
            bowl from the cabinet. He got a beer from the refrigerator, popped it, went out to the living room. He stripped off his jacket
            and shirt, down to the T-shirt, so he could feel better about being near her. "How's it going?" he said. She said, "Fine."
            The kind of openings people fell back on when they felt the pressure of more important things to say but couldn't get there
            yet. "Don't ask me about my day," he said, a code they'd worked out for saying it had been gruesome. Of course, what'd it
            leave to talk about?
         

         
         
         
         
         The symphony went into a brooding minor-key movement, and Carla looked unbearably lovely as she told him she would be moving
            out. She'd get a place with her friend Stephanie in Mount Vernon, which might be better anyway because it was closer to her
            client base. There was no hurry for Mo to find another place, Mom liked him, probably if he did ever get around to the painting
            and stuff, he could stay on here as long as he liked.
         

         
         
         
         
         She had obviously planned what she was going to say because it came out smoothly, well-reasoned, logical. In fact, it was
            surprising how many of the details she had worked out, how far it had gone in her mind while he'd still been thinking the
            relationship was worth trying to salvage. He said that to her, sitting on the coffee table dangling the beer can between his
            knees, and she reached over to put a warm hand on his cheek and said,"I think we both would like a relationship that's not
            about'salvaging' something." And the way she said it hurt him, as if it were about rescuing junk and recycling it maybe. But
            she was also right, that was almost as bad, he'd suddenly seen himself as hanging on to a relationship rather thanthis relationship. Suddenly he saw that in the three years they'd spent together it had never really felt right, despite some real
            tenderness and some good sex, there'd always been that disconnect, that sense of coming from behind. Of, yes, salvaging something.
         

         
         
         
         
         The soup had burned. They'd slept apart, again, and he'd spent the weekend helping her organize her things for the move.

         
         
         
         
         The traffic clotted up again near Briarcliff Manor, and he came out of his thoughts to barely avoid slamming into the rear
            end of another damned Land Rover. In fact, there was an identical one behind him, a Toyota version, and when he looked down
            the road, it seemed that every vehicle was some kind of heavy-duty safari truck, with massive, knobby tires and tube-steel
            grilles and huge luggage racks rearing on the high, square roofs. Big gunboats built for the deep outback, for driving on
            the thorny, hard soil of African savannas, with plate-steel running boards and spare tires bolted to the back gates. Massive
            as military vehicles, and getting ten miles per gallon, and all of them driven over the smooth roads of Westchester by anorexic
            housewives on their way to their manicurists, aerobics classes, orthodontists. What's happening to us?he thought with alarm. For a minute he fumed at the vagaries of fashion, mankind's lemming instincts, then decided the hell
            with it. He put his flasher on the dashboard, lit it up, and carved a path for himself through the intersection.
         

         
         
         
         
         
         Van Voorden had given him good directions to the old power station, into Buchanan and then over toward the river and south
            past the Indian Point nuke plants. He passed the red-and-white tower and rounded domes, continued along the heavily wooded
            shore, and came up to a white, flash bar-topped Chevy Suburban that was parked across from a dusty little church. The Buchanan
            cop showed him to a dirt access road, and he rolled slowly down the bluff through a mishmash of trees, vines, broken masonry,
            abandoned gravel pits, trash. At first he worried about his oil pan, but then the land smoothed out and the trees opened to
            a big view of the Hudson River.
         

         
         
         
         
         The old station loomed at the water's edge, a massive brick cube about four stories tall. It had the tall, round-topped windows
            and decorative masonry of the last century, but now the windows were covered with corrugated sheet steel. Originally it had
            been surrounded by many smaller outbuildings, but in the years since it had been decommissioned these had fallen into heaps
            of rubble grown over with weeds and vines. The road ended in a dusty parking area near the rearing wall, and Mo pulled up
            next to a pair of Buchanan cruisers.
         

         
         
         
         
         The shore of the Hudson here was a kind of no-man's-land, with the power-company property theoretically off-limits to the
            public but widely used by hikers and teenagers who enjoyed the views and rocky outcroppings. When Mo had been in high school
            in New Rochelle, he'd sometimes come over this way with friends. They'd bring beer and start campfires and get drunk and make
            out, looking across miles of slate-blue water, the rolling headlands, tugboats nudging barges upstream, the sparkling lights
            of the far shore. Twenty years later, the ground was littered with beer cans, Styrofoam cups, fast-food junk, used condoms,
            blown newspapers and plastic garbage bags caught in bushes, all mixed with industrial rubble left over from the power station's
            early days: old machine parts, broken concrete walls, railroad ties rotting in haphazard stacks. Hiking paths had been beaten
            into the grass and sumac brush, meandering along the river. Just to the north, gigantic steel gantries reared on either side
            of the river, holding sagging power cables from the nuke plant.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo followed a path close to the wall of the building, wondering where Van Voorden, or the victim and murderer, had gotten
            inside. Around on the water side, he found a crumbling flight of broad concrete steps leading to an outlandishly huge, ceremonial
            doorway. New York, the Empire State. The doors were covered with graffiti-decorated sheet steel, but one corner of the rusted
            metal had been pried away to make a triangular opening about three feet tall, big enough to crawl through. He was just crouching
            down to go inside when a man in a brown police uniform came around the far corner.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Oh," the guy said."Detective Ford? I was waiting for you, but then I thought I'd look around a bit. I'm Van Voorden."

         
         
         
         
         "Got held up by traffic," Mo told him. The parade of Land Rovers.

         
         
         
         
         They shook hands. Van Voorden was tall, bony, with a long neck and a protuberant Adam's apple of such size and angularity
            that Mo became uncomfortably conscious of his own, bobbing in his throat.
         

         
         
         
         
         "We don't get much of this here," Van Voorden said."This is my first, my first, uh-—" He petered out, not sure what to call
            it.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Let's take a look," Mo suggested.

         
         
         
         
         They crawled through the opening and into an entry foyer that was lit only by thin lines of sunlight squeezing around the
            edges of the sheet steel over the doors and windows. The room had tiled walls, and the air was humid, earthy, smelling of
            rot and piss. The mash of litter continued inside, and ferns grew in cracks in the floor.
         

         
         
         
         
         Van Voorden switched on a big four-battery light and panned it around the vault.

         
         
         
         
         "Basically," he said, "this thing is just one big room, except for in front here there's this entry and a pair of offices
            or something on each side. We got to go through there"—shining his light on a doorway opposite the front doors—"into the main
            room, down some stairs, and back under where we are now. I've got some people down there now."
         

         
         
         
         
         "Is this the only way inside?" Mo asked. He had brought his own flash and lit it up also.

         
         
         
         
         "I think so. The kids that found the body came in and out this way, so that's how we made entry."

         
         
         
         
         Van Voorden led the way into the main chamber. It was, as he said, a single huge room that had once housed the massive boilers
            and turbines but that was now stripped and mostly empty from floor to ceiling. The room rose straight to the rafters high
            overhead, cavernous and obscure, lit only by slit gaps in the sheet metal. Swallows swooped to nests in the rafters.
         

         
         
         
         
         They went down a flight of stairs to aground floor of buckled concrete and dirt with scraggy bushes growing through, litter
            everywhere, little circles of wood ash and charcoal where trespassers had made campfires. Mo felt it before he consciously
            saw it, the subliminally registering ordering of things: a circle of beer cans around a star shape of overlaid boards, zigzags
            of loose bricks with cigarette butts set into the angles. At the bottom of the stairs, Van Voorden steered him toward the
            front of the building again, where the lower level was divided into several rooms. Mo heard the mutter of voices and saw other
            flashlights panning in one of the rooms, and then as they got closer, he smelled the corpse. Despite his reluctance to breathe
            deeply, he felt a gust of relief blow through him: Not a fresh corpse, the new guy wasn't on a rampage of a kill every other
            day. This one had to be much older. Maybe even a victim left over from the original Howdy Doody killer, who'd been apprehended,
            what, four months ago.
         

         
         
         
         
         The death room was a concrete and brick chamber the size of an average living room, lit by flashlights and by slits of daylight
            around a tiny, steel-covered window up near the ceiling. Van Voorden introduced him to the Buchanan officers, a woman and
            two men. They all held handkerchiefs over their faces. A glance showed Mo that they'd done a great job of overlaying the dirt
            floor with prints of cop-uniforms hoes.
         

         
         
         
         
         Then Van Voorden introduced him to the corpse, and the others obligingly coordinated their flashlights on the wall. Older,
            yes. In fact, the body had come apart and only portions remained strung to the wall: two forearms and hands with clutching
            skeletal fingers, an inverted head held in place by polyline around a segment of bare spinal column. The rest had rotted or
            been eaten by rodents until it couldn't support its own weight, and the torso had fallen away onto the rubbled floor. One
            desiccated leg was still in place, lines taut from the mummified knee and ankle to the eyelets sunk into the concrete, but
            the other had fallen. The bulk of the body was a tangled mound on the floor, overlaid by a cloud of delicate white mold. Mo
            panned his light away from it and around the room, seeing again the telltale organization of objects in the rubble. Holding
            his breath and leaning close to the inverted head—from the long, golden hair hanging down, he guessed this one had been a
            woman—he used a tongue depressor to probe in the desiccated jerky just above where the ear would've been. There it was, a
            little circular pit going down to the bone, another signature wound of the Howdy Doody killer or his copier. No sign of the
            nylon handcuffs, but he looked closely at the cords, and, yes, it was weed-whacker line, ribbed with sharp edges. Not fish
            line.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Like I said, this is the first one of, uh, these I've ever dealt with,"Van Voorden said. His voice was muffled by the handkerchief
            he held over his mouth and nose.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Who found her?" Mo asked.

         
         
         
         
         "Kids. A couple of boys from town, thirteen- or fourteen-year-olds, I know the one of them's folks. They were out here Sunday,
            goofing around, dared each other to come back under here. They came in, saw this, then left in a big hurry. I didn't hear
            about it until this morning. The boys bicycled home and weren't sure whether to tell anyone, they were afraid they'd get in
            trouble for trespassing in here. But they both ended up telling their parents, and they called me."
         

         
         
         
         
         The corpse was so decayed that from medical evidence alone it would be hard to tell when the murder had occurred. There'd
            be rot, mold, animal and insect damage. No finger skin remaining for prints, but Mo saw a half-circle of teeth down in the
            tangle, and dental records might help them get a name. Once they'd identified the victim, they could talk to friends or family
            and pin down when she'd last been seen. He hoped it would turn out to be five months ago, and then he could give this one
            to the Howdy Doody prosecutors.
         

         
         
         
         
         "How often do you think people come inside here?" Mo asked.

         
         
         
         
         Van Voorden shrugged. "My guess is not that often. Not till school's out, another few weeks. Probably people come inside the
            building almost every weekend, but I'll bet not many come back under here, too creepy and dark. I know I sure as hell wouldn't."
         

         
         
         
         
         It sounded like a fair assessment to Mo. His guess was that the corpse was at least a month old, but it could as easily have
            been here six months or more, especially if the murder had happened during winter. There'd be fat damage but the cold would've
            kept insects and bacterial rot down until the warmer weather set in.
         

         
         
         
         
         "Okay," he said, making a decision. "I'm going to ask you all to follow each other single file out of the building the way
            you came in. Then I'd like you to start taking the metal down off the front doors so the Crime Scene people and the ME can
            get their equipment through. Avoid handling the area where the gap is, we'll look for hairs and fibers on the surfaces there.
            Also, if I can ask one of you to wait in the parking area for the others and direct them back here when they come, I'd appreciate
            it."
         

         
         
         
         
         They looked at each other, hearing his dismissal, but did as he told them. They knew he was thinkingcountry cops. But it was true, he wished they'd had the sense not to mill around in here, obscuring other prints, brushing the rough walls
            and leaving their own clothing fibers and follicles and danders everywhere. On the other hand, with a month or six months
            gone by already, a lot of that would be useless anyway. Between cop prints in the dirt on the floor, he could see a solid
            mesh of rat tracks and a sprinkling of droppings. Out in the big room, there'd no doubt be the footprints of hundreds of visitors,
            going back decades.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo stood back from the body, trying to visualize what had happened here. A woman wouldn't have come into a place like this
            alone, so either she came with the killer, meaning she knew him, or he caught her elsewhere and made her come here. Or, much
            less likely, killed her elsewhere and dragged her here.
         

         
         
         
         
         He startled as a rat appeared in a crack in the foundation, slithered down the wall, and disappeared into another gap. He
            decided to get out of the room while he waited for the forensic team, and he walked back to the door, carefully stepping in
            the tracks of the others.
         

         
         
         
         
         He looked over the big room, the dim light just revealing the rubble on the ground. It was a lousy place to die, lonesome
            and scary and filthy. What had happened here? What had the killer done to her? How long had it taken? The stacked and arranged
            geometries in the rubble everywhere nagged at him, signifying a horrible compulsion. Ordering,controlling, the environment. It was all about control. He experienced an unwanted flashback to O'Connor's house, the awful contorted person
            on the wall. The vision stabbed at him before he shut it down with an effort.
         

         
         
         
         
         From reading the Howdy Doody files on Friday, he knew that the cause of death was strangulation by the line around the neck.
            The head wounds had been made by antique ice tongs—when they'd caught Ronald Parker, the Howdy Doody killer, they'd found
            the tongs in his car, the points of which matched the wounds on his victim's temples. Between the strings and the arrangements
            of objects, it was clear that the ritual centered oncontrol, the killer manipulating his victims absolutely. Nobody had answered the question of whether Parker had done the arranging
            of objects before, during, or after the killing, or what exactly it signified.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo agreed with Marsden, Ronald Parker was the one, no mistake. He had been caught in his car, four months ago, speeding away
            from his last attempted kill, and the police had found a spool of plastic line, disposable handcuffs, tongs, and other paraphernalia
            in his trunk. They had established that he'd had prior contact with at least two of the victims. His background matched the
            profile developed by the FBI's Behavioral Sciences people and the independent shrink they'd consulted, and they had looked
            forward to running psych tests. Mapping the mind of the monster.
         

         
         
         
         
         But Parker wasn't answering any questions. On his second night behind bars, he had hung himself in his cell, using the leg
            of his prison pants. Guards had found him in time to save his life, but not his mind: He sustained severe brain damage from
            oxygen deprivation. One of the photos in Parker's file showed his cell after they'd removed him, the geometric arrangements
            of toilet paper, hairbrush, prison slippers. Yes, Parker was the one, but he wasn't in any condition to tell anybody much
            of anything.
         

         
         
         
         
         Mo listened to the silence in the cave like room. It was a scary place, even for a six-foot cop armed with a Glock-17, even
            during daytime, even with a bunch of other cops just outside. It must have been terrifying for the victim, an agony of fear
            before the physical agonies began.
         

         
         
         
         
         He walked farther back into the big, dim room, his flashlight illuminating little more than the ground in front of his feet.
            Rearing up from the rubbled floor were two large, tapering brick columns, eight feet wide at the base, once maybe ten feet
            tall but now crumbling and raining loose bricks. At one time they must have been the main support for massive floor timbers,
            but now they stood solitary, twenty feet apart, casting pools of darkness that the ghost of light from above didn't penetrate.
            He approached one of them warily, hating the darkness, his right hand traveling to the nylon of his holster and the soothing
            weight of his gun. It was an irrational fear, the killer was long gone. Given the age of this corpse, it was probably Parker,
            already behind bars.
         

         
         
         
         
         The stepped bricks of the tapered columns had been decorated. In the beam of his flashlight, he saw beer cans set neatly on
            each little shelf and surrounded by chips of broken glass. All this organizing and arranging must have taken hours. Did the
            killer talk while he worked? Did he make the victim watch? Did he arrange for a while, torture for a while, arrange again?
         

         
         
         
         
         No,Mo knew suddenly. Abruptly he knew how it worked, saw it clearly in his mind's eye. The image sickened him.
         

         
         
         
         
         Bam! a metallic blow echoed in the big room. Mo's heart answered with a series of punches inside his chest.
         

         
         
         
         
         Bam! again, and he realized it was the Buchanan cops starting work on the front door. Sounded as if they were using sledgehammers,
            for Christ's sake. But maybe it meant that the others had arrived. He got himself under control and began walking toward the
            entrance, thinking that maybe he'd take a couple minutes of sunshine before coming back down.
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