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AUTHOR'S
NOTE

The Lost City referred to in the story is an
actual place, located in the Sierra de Nevada de Santa Marta
Mountains in northern Colombia. It was one of 300 interconnected
villages inhabited by 700,000 Tairona Indians almost 1,500 years
ago. Since the city was discovered in 1976 by a treasure hunter,
archaeologists have determined that the Tairona civilization
surpassed that of the Incas, Aztecs, or Mayans in city planning and
ecology. Although the Tairona were known for their gold work and
one of their primary deities was the frog, the legend of the
existence of a priceless, gold frog is fictive.

 



". . . man's real life consists of a complex
of inexorable opposites—day and night, birth and death, happiness
and misery, good and evil. We are not even sure if one will prevail
against the other, that good will overcome evil, or joy defeat
pain."

—Carl Jung, Man and His Symbols

 



PROLOGUE

 



July 5, 4:00 P.M.

Light presses
against the blindfold like a hot hand, telling her the sun hasn't
gone down yet. Eve imagines it striking the window in front of her,
exposing the dirt, the accumulation of grime on the glass. She
doesn't think the window is open—it can't be, the room is too
stifling. Every time she inhales, it's like drawing melted butter
into her lungs.

Sweat has made her skin slippery, and when
she moves, the ropes that bind her ankles and wrists slide around,
rubbing the flesh raw. The gag slices into the corners of her mouth
and keeps soaking up the saliva. In the last few hours, her thirst
has become a presence; it lives inside her like a virus. She begins
to whimper—a low broken sound that is worse than the white burning
against her raw skin, the heat, the terrible pressure in her
bladder.

She hurls her thoughts away from her like a
handful of pennies, up through the roof of this terrible room, out
over the island. They scatter. They become birds. They soar into
the hot blue sky over the island, looking for whoever will rescue
her. Someone will. Someone has to.

She imagines the car, coming to her.

Tango Key is shaped like a cat's head, and
the car is traveling swiftly from the main town, Tango, at the
south end of the island, roughly where the cat's mouth would be.
She can't tell what kind of car it is, but it's looking for her.
She's certain of it.

Now it has reached the cat's nose and
whiskers, where the hills begin, natural hills, big hills. These
hills wouldn't excite people from Colorado, but in a state flatter
than anything Columbus imagined, the hills hypnotize. They are
magical. Now the car is zipping toward the cat's left ear, where
Pirate's Cove is located, the most exclusive development on the
island, with its two-million-dollar marina, the rich man's Eden
where she has lived for the last two years. Hurry, she
screams at the car. Oh please, God, hurry.

The car flies along the Old Post Road toward
the cat's right ear. This part of the island is still undeveloped,
a moraine of wilderness covered with pine and mango trees, banyans
and ficus. There are cliffs here, three of them, and the Old Post
Road passes them all.

About a quarter of a mile in from the road,
on one cliff, is the old Pleskin place, where she is.

And the car is speeding toward her, she sees
it now, oh God, please, in here, she's here. . . . It's gone.

She cries into the gag. How many?
How many cars have passed? A dozen? Four dozen? How many have
swept past the turnoff for the old farmhouse?

The place looks like a dung heap the weeds
are rapidly claiming, the farmhouse and barn so old, so decrepit
that a strong wind will topple them. The front windows, covered
with blankets, stare out into the yard, as blank and empty as the
eyes of a dead bird. Pale lavender periwinkles, growing with wild
abandon, poke up through the crumbling sidewalk. Vines climb the
sides of the farmhouse. She is in one of the back rooms where the
air stinks of mold, dust, a smell like wet shoes, the fetid stench
of endings.

Cars whiz past and do not stop. No one
stops. No one knows she is here.

A while ago, she tried to scoot her chair
closer to the window. She hoped to somehow turn the chair around so
she could smash the back of it through the glass. Instead, the
chair fell over. Now she lies on her right side, cheek squashed
against the dirty floor. If her ankles were tied together instead
of lashed to either leg of the chair or if her hands were bound in
front of her instead of behind the chair, she might have been able
to muster sufficient leverage to get herself upright again. But
like this, the chair is an extra limb, a Thalidomide monster that
grows from her back and keeps her trapped against the floor, in the
dust.

If she can scoot around enough to press her
feet against the baseboard, maybe . . . All right. She will try it.
She will try anything, because if he finds her like this when he
returns, he will think she tried to escape and he will punish her.
He will deprive her of water. He won't let her use the bathroom. He
will . . .

A violent spasm of fear bites into her
spine. Move, do something, try anything. She shifts her shoulder,
then her hip, shoulder, hip, her cheek scraping painfully against
the floor, dust swirling into her nostrils. Little by little she is
moving. But where? Is she inching farther away from the baseboard?
Toward the platform where the bare mattress is? Toward the door to
the room?

Suppose he finds her halfway across the
room or out in the hall? She can hear him saying, Where're you
going, babe? Think you're leaving, babe? Don't count on it,
babe.

Hysteria flutters in her chest. Tears burn
holes in the corners of her eyes. She grunts into the gag, murmurs
into it, hums deep in her throat. The noises calm her, reassure her
she is still alive. And that's the point: to stay alive. He won't
kill her if he finds her like this, on the floor. He won't kill
her, because he isn't finished with her yet. He is like a cat. He
has hunted her down, and now he will play with her awhile,
terrorize her, feed off her terror. Then he will kill her.

Eve stops moving. She tries to root herself
in time. It was dark when he brought her here, around four or
four-thirty this morning. He forced her mouth open and made her
swallow something. It drugged her, whatever it was. When she came
to, she was blindfolded, tied on the mattress, but there was light
against her face. The sun had risen. She heard the shriek of gulls
winging over the farmhouse. The room had been much cooler then. She
guesses it is late in the afternoon of the same day. So ten, maybe
twelve hours have passed.

Some of her memories are missing. She can't
remember, for instance, how she got from the mattress to the chair.
And when did she put on this skirt? When did she last eat? She
won't think about the memories that aren't there. She'll think
about time, about how the minutes and hours have slid into a
cubbyhole, about the time . . .

Before I die.

Panic claws at her throat. She can barely
breathe. She pulls back into herself, erecting small, brittle walls
at the edges of her mind, her heart, her spirit. Because that is
really what he wants—the invisible parts of her—to break, remold,
to claim. She sinks deeper into the embryonic waters of her own
being, sinks until she touches memories of light and color. She
floats there like a leaf, then sinks again, the color leaking away,
the light darkening as the sediment of the past month eddies around
her. That was when it started. She, Eve Cooper, had come home and
decided to go for a swim. She walked down to the beach and her life
turned inside out like a dirty sock.

Now here she is, tied to a chair in the gut
of an abandoned farmhouse on a remote part of Tango Key. He will
not kill her tonight, maybe he won't kill her tomorrow night or the
night after that. But when he is ready, he will kill her much more
slowly than he killed her husband.

 



THE
DOPPELGANGER

"Beauty is the promise of happiness."

-STENDAHL

June 7

Aline Scott's Honda
sounded like an asthmatic as it wheezed its way up Hurricane
Drive.

The car had already overheated once today,
when the temperature on Tango Key had peaked at ninety-eight.
Although it was dusk now and a few degrees cooler, the Honda was
voicing its displeasure. Like Ferdinand the Bull in the old
children's story, it just wanted to be put out to pasture to smell
the flowers. Unfortunately, the air conditioner in her house
apparently had the same idea when it had gone on the fritz this
morning. No telling what the heat would kill next—and it was only
early June. At this rate, the island would be uninhabitable by
August.

In the driveway, the Honda backfired and
died. She got out and retrieved her dry cleaning and briefcase from
the back seat. There was no breeze. The humidity had clamped down
over the island like a dome, and the smell of salt and fish, of
jasmine and freshly mown grass, flourished in the utter stillness.
The shriek of crickets pulsed against the almost unbearable
tightness of the air.

Usually, the sanctity of her house at the end
of a day beckoned like a lover. But this wasn't going to be one of
those evenings, not without air-conditioning. There was no
twenty-four hour repair service on the island, and no one in Key
West would make the drive at 8:30 on a Sunday night. So unless
Murphy was back from the boat race in Miami and would come over to
fix it, she was going to have to sleep out on the porch. Or in the
tiny back room with the window air conditioner that rattled like a
trunkful of skeletons.

Last summer, Murphy the mechanical wizard had
replaced the alternator in her Honda. A couple of months ago he'd
fixed the dishwasher, and before that it had been her dryer. In
all, in the three years they'd been lovers, he'd rebuilt
practically every major appliance in her house.

Her place, like so many homes at the
southwest tip of Tango Key, was built on stilts. It rose from the
hump of a man-made hill at the dead end of Hurricane Drive, a
knotty-pine beach house with vaulted ceilings, a sleeping loft,
tile floors, wicker furniture, huge floor-to-ceiling windows.
Strictly laid-back.

The house was built shortly after Aline's
birth here almost thirty-four years ago. It had been her family's
weekend getaway, a refuge from Key West. But when her dad had died
in 1978, she'd given up the apartment she'd rented in Key West and
had moved in here. It wasn't as large as her old place on Whitehead
Street, but it was comfortable—when the air-conditioning
worked.

It was an effort to move through the wall of
heat in the hall to get to the kitchen. The moment she switched on
the light, she heard the sharp click of Wolfe's nails against the
pine floors. He appeared in the doorway, a year-old skunk fattened
to a tomato plumpness by domestic life. He swished his tail and
sniffed at the air, his glossy black fur catching the light, then
padded over to Aline and reared up on his hind legs, asking to be
picked up. When full-grown, he would be about two feet long, with
an eight-inch tail. Right now he was half that. When she'd found
him in the jungle of brush and trees behind the house, cowering
next to a boulder where his mother had been a predator's entree,
he'd been small enough to fit in the palm of her hand.

She had never had him de-scented and
wouldn't, as long as he foraged and romped outside. Tango, after
all, was home to several panthers, hawks, and other predators. The
only time Wolfe had sprayed his malodorous stuff in the house was
when Murphy had tripped over him one night en route to the fridge
for a midnight snack. Ever since, Murphy had kept a respectful
distance—and so had Wolfe.

She nuzzled the top of his head with her
chin, then set him down, draped her dry cleaning over the back of a
chair, and set her briefcase on the counter. When she opened the
fridge, Wolfe lifted his front paws onto the edge of the fruit bin,
his little nose busily analyzing the contents. Aline brought out a
container of lettuce and some leftover chicken. She shredded the
lettuce in his bowl and topped it with bits of chicken. "Skunk-o
Delight, guy. Go to it."

She plopped down on one of the stools at the
counter that separated the kitchen from the living room, and
reached for the phone. Her chest tightened with a now familiar
anxiety that said she shouldn't be making this call, not when
things between her and Murphy were so unilateral. In fact, the
calendar tacked to the bulletin board in front of her said it
all.

The slashes that sliced diagonally through
the little squares marched back to June 1. That was the last time
Aline had seen him outside of work—and only because she had called
and invited him to dinner. Before that, the slashes dated to May
25, a free Saturday when they'd both worked their other jobs—Murphy
at the old boatyard here at the south end of the island, and Aline
in her bookstore. He'd come into Whitman's at the end of the day to
pick up a couple of books he'd ordered and they'd gone out to
dinner and a movie. She traced the slashes back farther still, to
May 1, the last time he had gotten in touch with her. The tiny red
L in the corner of the square indicated they'd also made love that
night. The only other L that appeared in the five-week period from
May 1 to June 7 was on May 25. Her initiative. It had been quick
and perfunctory. It didn't take a mathematician to figure out the
odds on this one, she thought, and pushed the phone away.

Things might've been easier if they didn't
work together, if she didn't see him every day. It wasn't as bad
during the season, when the staff of the Tango Key police
department doubled. But since late April, when the number of
tourists had tapered off and their full-time staff had been cut
back to twelve, she couldn't step out of her office without running
into him.

She climbed the bamboo ladder to her sleeping
loft. Both windows were wide open and the ceiling fan was on, but
the air felt scorched. Clean laundry, which had probably molded by
now from the heat, was heaped on the bed, as were books and
magazines she'd weeded out of the straw basket near the window and
hadn't tossed out yet. Aline rarely slept in the bed anymore,
opting instead for the colorful hammock strung up in front of the
window. Her solitude there seemed less noticeable when she awakened
in the middle of the night.

She paused in front of the bureau, regarding
herself in the mirror, searching for evidence that might explain
Murphy's diminishing ardor. In February she would be thirty-four to
his thirty-six, so it couldn't be her age he objected to. Her wavy
cinnamon-colored hair, which fell past her shoulders and was woven
into a single braid tonight, had no gray in it. Her eyes, a vibrant
blue fringed in lashes a shade lighter than her hair, weren't
deeply lined at the corners. Her nose was merely ordinary, straight
and narrow, rather sparse. Her mouth was okay, a shade too large
for the rest of her face, but hey, she had great teeth. At five
eight in her bare feet, she was slender but not skinny, with
adequate curves. She was attractive, she thought dispassionately,
but not stunning, not a knockout like Monica, Murphy's wife, had
been.

Okay, so maybe it didn't have anything to do
with the way she looked. Then what? Did she have bad breath? Laugh
at stupid jokes? Should she dress more seductively? Try a new
perfume? Had their sex life gotten routine? What sex
life?

Her housekeeping: she turned and looked
slowly around the loft, trying to see it through Murphy's eyes. She
definitely failed in the domestic department. Her house was
cluttered—not unclean, just cluttered—and she wasn't even an
adequate cook. But they'd known each other for almost ten years,
she and Murphy, so none of this was new to him. Aline had actually
met his wife first, at a book fair in Key West shortly after Murphy
had started working in Tango's homicide department. After Monica's
murder, Aline, the grieving closest friend, and Murphy, the
devastated husband, had drawn comfort from each other that
eventually had become something else.

So maybe the problem was that she was too
familiar to him. Maybe she was a habit he was trying to break.

The phone pealed, that it was Murphy drew her
toward it, Murphy announcing that he was back from the race and
when could he see her? But it wasn't Murphy. It was Roxie, the
dispatcher at the station, her voice soft, breathy.

"Al, there's been a murder up in the Cove.
Doug Cooper. Can you take it?"

It's the heat. The heat drives people over
the edge. "Roxie, I just left the station. After ten
hours."

"I know, Al. And I'm sorry, really. But
Murphy's still out of town, no one answers at Bernie's, and I can't
get Jack Dobbs, either. I'll track down Doc Prentiss as soon as we
hang up."

"Okay. Sure. Who found him?"

"Who d'you think. His wife," she said in a
harsh tone which summed up Roxie's opinion of Eve Cooper. "Let me
give you the address."

"I know where they
live."

The Honda sped
through hills that rose in the pale moonlight like camel's humps
and were crowned by pines that shot toward the dark bruise of the
sky. Hardy Florida pines, sea pines that could flourish in hot,
bleached sand or here, higher in the hills, where the earth was
fecund, blacker than pitch. The night air rushed through the open
windows, and it smelled of brine, gardenias, of childhood.

And of death.

The first murder of the summer, and the dice
came up with her name on it. Swell. She needed this.

In the thirty months Aline had been with the
police department, there had been sixty murders on Tango Key. The
bulk of them occurred between October and late April, the tourist
season. But spread out over the year, they averaged about two a
month, and were divided among the four detectives in the
department. It was the sort of cosmic tidiness that worried her.
And why oh why the hell did it have to be Doug Cooper? She didn't
want to be callous or anything, but by tomorrow morning she'd be
fending off reporters as fast as Cooper had courted them.

Cooper had been one of the most controversial
and well-known defense attorneys in the state. His sleek good looks
and his gift of gab had made him a favorite with the media, and it
hadn't made much difference to Cooper whether that favoritism was
good or bad, as long as it existed. When he'd married Eve two years
ago, their wedding had rivaled that of a Saudi prince. The press
had touted her as an eighties Cinderella, the drug store clerk
who'd made good by marrying a man old enough to be her father.

Aline had found the whole affair
nauseating.

The Honda faltered as it chugged up a steep
hill. She heard a disturbing click in the engine. The car was more
than eight years old, an Accord that had seen better days. But it
was paid for, had a new paint job, a refurbished engine, and most
of the major parts had been replaced. If she'd been in the
department for at least five years, she would've been entitled to
one of the half-dozen cruisers slated for summer use. But her
two-and-a-half-year stint in homicide made her the fledgling of the
permanent staff, so it was either the Honda or walk.

Aline followed Ivy Road as it ascended above
the Cove Marina. Its lights twinkled in the dark, illuminating the
spectral shapes of yachts, fishing vessels, houseboats, sloops, and
catamarans. The toys of the rich. The folks in Pirate's Cove sure
weren't working two jobs so they could afford to live on Tango.
They were probably the only people on the island who weren't. Many
of them, like Eve Cooper, didn't work at all. They had married into
money.

The lights of the marina vanished as the road
twisted and sloped steeply upward, then dead-ended—and there was
the Cooper mansion. The windows blazed. Light bled into the front
yard and shot across the crescent driveway. Aline counted three
cars—a pale blue Mercedes, a Porsche the color of seaweed, a canary
yellow VW bug.

Eve stood at the end of the walkway,
clutching her arms against her. As Aline parked behind the Porsche
and got out with a flashlight in one hand, Eve hurried over. She
was thinner than a blade and wore navy blue shorts that were very
short, a light blue T-shirt with no bra, and she was barefoot. Her
short sable hair exploded in curls around her face, and the heat
had plastered several strands against her cheeks. Maybe it was the
sharp blue of her eyes or the sensuous shape of her mouth or just
that Aline hadn't seen her for months and had forgotten how much
she resembled Murphy's dead wife. But tonight she looked enough
like Monica to have been her twin. A huge swell of sorrow thickened
like phlegm in Aline's chest. She nearly backpedaled out of the
drive, nearly lifted her hand and called, Bye Eve, catch you
later.

Then she realized Eve's mouth was moving, and
her sorrow broke up and floated away. The beauty of Eve, that
precise symmetry of her features that mimicked Monica's, shattered
as she spoke. Monica's voice had been lilting, musical, an erudite
voice; Eve's voice was merely common, a street voice, quick and
hoarse.

"Out back. He's out back. On the beach.
Behind the house. I was gonna go swimming and that's when I . . ."
Her eyes went dead and blank. She moved her hands up and down her
arms, rapidly, as if to warm them, then spun around. "This way.
I'll show you."

Aline switched on the flashlight, but it
turned out not to be necessary because the path that cut through
the foliage was illumined by a dozen or more three-foot-high
lampposts. Moths fluttered around them. Insects chirred. Heat
coated the air like varnish, but this part of the island had a
northeast exposure, and at least there was a breeze. It carried the
distant whine of a boat and the bark of a dog.

Eve hurried along in front of Aline, hips
swaying slightly, just as Monica's had, a practiced sway, as if
she'd rehearsed in front of a mirror. When they reached the end of
the path, where the yard was washed only in moonlight, Eve slowed
and stepped deliberately through the grass, as if to avoid stickers
or bugs, toes pointed like a ballerina's.

At the edge of the yard, she stopped. A
steep, narrow wooden staircase snaked down the hill to a beach.
Beyond it was a dock that jutted out into the water.

"There. Down there."

Aline descended. Lights speckled the Gulf
like earthbound stars. A gibbous moon painted the surface of the
water a nicotine yellow. The tide was out, leaving a prayer rug of
a beach the color of pancakes. Against it, the body looked like a
sooty smudge—water-dark loafers, slacks, a pastel shirt, wrinkled
hands, and . . .

No head.

Her knees went soft. Sourness slid up her
throat. "Christ, sweet Christ," she whispered, and grabbed onto the
railing to steady herself. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply
once, twice, three times, until the black dots inside her eyes had
evaporated. Then she stepped down onto the sand and crouched next
to the body. She shone the flashlight on Cooper's left hand. She
lifted it. The skin was cold, damp, as wrinkled as raisins. He'd
been in the water awhile before washing up onto the beach. She
examined his nails, but even with the flashlight she couldn't see
well enough to tell whether there was anything significant under
them.

She checked his pockets and found his soggy
wallet still tucked in the back pocket of his slacks. She removed
it. The beam of the flashlight slid up his back to . . .

No head no head Jesus no head who would do
such a thing

A crab skittered toward the place where
Cooper's head should've been, and its pincer nabbed a flap of loose
skin. Aline scrambled to her feet and hurried away from the body,
fighting down another wave of nausea.

She stopped at the dock, the breeze lifting
strands of her hair and cooling her damp, feverish cheeks. So
where's his head? Was he tossed over the side of the
boat? She squatted at the end of the dock, passing the beam of
the flashlight under it. Shadows eddied over the wet sand and rocks
and clumps of seaweed. She didn't particularly want to look for
Cooper's head, but reminded herself that nothing could be worse
than finding her dad's body that morning a decade ago when she'd
walked into the living room of the house he'd shared for nearly
fifty years with her mother. He was slumped low on the couch, eyes
still open, a beatific, oddly peaceful smile on his face. It was as
if, in his final moment, he'd glimpsed something lovely. Her
mother, perhaps. Aline had just stood there, suspended in
disbelief, and then a wall of grief had slammed into her.

Finding the head of a man she had barely
known couldn't be worse than that.

She walked up and down the tiny beach, the
flashlight dancing this way and that. The breeze picked up. She
spotted more crabs, more seaweed, more rocks. An occasional fish
splashed in the dark waters just beyond her. But there was no head.
She finally climbed the wooden steps back to the yard. The Skeleton
Crew—her nickname for the boys from forensics—came around the side
of the house, Bill Prentiss leading the way.

"The body's down there on the beach, Doc,"
she said when Prentiss saw her and stopped, letting the other guys
move on ahead of him.

"We've got to stop meeting like this, Al." He
took her hand and kissed the back of it, then pulled her against
him. "My wife . . . your husband . . . the gossip on the island . .
. oh Jesus, the gossip . . ."

She laughed, surprised that she could do so,
and disengaged herself. She and Prentiss were Tango born—on the
same day, same year, thirty seconds apart. They both suspected
their mothers—who had rooms across the hall from each other in the
maternity ward—had made some sort of pact about marrying them off.
If neither of them had left the island, it might've happened that
way. As it was, they'd grown through childhood, puberty, and
adolescence together—first kiss, first date, first lover. Although
their erratic affair had lasted almost five years, until Prentiss
had entered med school, its demise had been civil and mutual. Their
similarities—which had created so many problems for them as
lovers—were ideally suited for friendship. There had been so many
parallels in their lives that at times, Aline had only to look at
where Prentiss stood in his life—Prentiss who was born thirty
seconds before she was —to understand where her own was headed.

"You have a macabre sense of humor," she
admonished.

"All coroners do. It's a professional
hazard." He ran a hand along the side of his face. "Is it bad?"

"He doesn't have a head."

Prentiss jammed his hands in the pockets of
his slacks and gazed off toward the water. He had a wonderful
profile, strong and proud, the kind that should have been embossed
on the face of a coin. "Great. Tango's first decapitation."

"I think he's been in the water awhile. How
soon can you do an autopsy?"

"First thing tomorrow morning, Al. But it'd
sure help to have the head."

"Hey, be glad you have your own." She ruffled
his black curly hair, something that used to drive him nuts as a
kid. Still drove him nuts. He made a face and smoothed his hand
over his hair.

"I wish you wouldn't do that. Lanie can
always tell when I've run into you because my hair stands up
weird."

Prentiss's relationship with Lanie, she knew,
was headed on the same course as Aline's relationship with Murphy.
"What do you know about Eve Cooper, Bill?"

"What everyone knows. The story of Pygmalion.
Girl from the wrong side of the tracks marries millionaire twenty
years older who's determined to make her over. Frankly, I think
Audrey Hepburn played the part better in My Fair Lady."

"Is she the sole heir?"

"Don't know. Look, I'd better get down there
and see what's what." He jerked a thumb toward the beach. "Talk to
you tomorrow. Let's get together for a drink or dinner or something
soon." He flashed one of his winning grins. "I gotta find out where
my life's going."

"What makes you think I've got the
answer?"

"Things with you and Murphy are always a step
ahead of things with Lanie and me."

Funny, she'd thought it was the other way
around.

She trotted up the steps to the back porch,
past a Styrofoam cooler, and stepped into a family room.
Comfortable, but nothing special, considering Cooper's wealth. The
living room, however, where she found Eve, was something else
altogether. A Steinway piano graced a corner of the room, its dark
wood as shiny as a mirror. Bookshelves climbed two of the walls. A
picture window overlooked the bay. The furniture was pale blue, the
sort of stuff that discouraged bare feet, lovemaking, and anything
else that was fun. And although that was where Eve was sitting, she
seemed rigid, uncomfortable, like someone who was visiting. Behind
her and on either side of her was a jungle of plants.

She was lighting a cigarette, and for the
first time Aline noticed her long, thin hands. Graceful hands. Her
nails, painted a soft cinnamon, were thick, perfectly contoured,
and curled over the tips of her fingers. Too long, Aline
thought. And so many rings. There must've been a ring on every
finger except her thumb. She lit her cigarette and held it in a
self-conscious way, as though Cooper were whispering instructions
in her ear.

"Do you feel up to answering a couple of
questions, Eve?"

"I guess so. Sure. I'd like to get it over
with." The words came out in a pother of smoke. She crossed her
slender legs at the knees and kicked one bare foot forward,
back.

"When did you find your husband's body?"

"Sometime after nine, I guess it was. It was
hot, and I thought I'd go for, you know, a swim. I . . . I found
him then."

"You didn't call the police department until
nine-thirty. What took you so long?"

Those blue eyes took on a hard, defensive
edge. "You ever found a body with no head on it, Aline?"

Aline admitted that she hadn't.

"Well, you stop thinking. Something goes
weird in your head. Especially when it's the body of the man you've
been married to for two years." Her voice quavered—the first sign
of grief she'd displayed, except for her moist eyes.

"When was the last time you saw him
alive?"

"This afternoon. I came home for a late lunch
and—"

"Home from where?"

"The beach. The one out on Old Post Road. I
was sunbathing, and digging for clams. So I came home and he'd just
gotten back from court. He was going to have dinner with Ted
Cavello tonight at the Hibiscus Inn. That's what he said."

Cavello: who managed the Cove Marina and
owned the marine supply shop there. "A business dinner?"

She stabbed out her cigarette. Her foot
continued to swing. "Listen, I didn't ask, all right? I never asked
him about business. But yeah, it was probably business. He's done
some work for Cavello over the years."

"Doesn't Doug have a son by his first
marriage?"

"Yeah. Alan. He lives in Marathon."

"Did he and your husband get along?"

She laughed, a quick, fluvial sound, the
music of water sliding over rocks in a stream. "Christ, no."

"Any particular reason?"

She'd been sitting with her arm extended
along the back of the couch, and now she brought it forward and
examined her thumbnail, fiddling with the cuticle. "Because of me.
Alan thought it was gross that his father married someone young
enough to be his daughter. They haven't talked to each other since
. . . since Doug and I got married."

"You were home all evening?"

She nodded; it made her thick black hair with
its salubrious sheen bounce like hair in a commercial for Wella
Balsam. "Watching TV mostly. I thought Doug would be home around
ten, maybe eleven. Then, like I said, I went for a swim."

"Who would want to see your husband dead,
Eve?"

She stopped pushing at her cuticle and looked
up A small smile shadowed her face, but it was quite possibly the
most rueful smile Aline had ever seen. "Probably everyone who knew
him."

Thanks. That's real helpful. "Could you be a
little more specific?"

She lit another cigarette and dropped the
match into a crystal ashtray next to its predecessor. "Well, he . .
."

Just then the door in the other room slid
open, shut, and a moment later Murphy strolled into the room. He
glanced at Aline, his sunburned face crinkling at the eyes like
tissue paper, then his gaze flicked to Eve, and beneath the sunburn
his skin took on the consistency of waxed beans.

His eyes, which were darker than walnuts,
paled. All six feet of him seemed to be on the verge of collapse as
he blinked, opened his mouth, closed it, shook his head, looked
helplessly at Aline. His eyes supplicated. His eyes shouted,
What the fuck's going on? How can Monica be sitting
there?

Then his gaze slid slowly back to Eve. His
hand jerked up and gripped the door frame. He tried to smile and
failed miserably. He tried to move forward and didn't do a very
good job of that, either.

"This is Eve Cooper, Murphy," said Aline, her
voice flat and soft in the strange silence of the room.

"Eve. Right. Eve Cooper." His head bobbed.
"I'm, uh, Detective Murphy— Steve Murphy." He took baby steps into
the room, as though he were afraid of moving too fast because Eve
might vanish. He smiled. He walked over to Eve and held out his
hand. His eyes never left her face. Aline knew that for him Eve
Cooper wasn't just a ringer for his dead wife. He actually believed
Monica had risen from the dead.

 



Chapter 2

By the time Murphy
had sat on the chair to Eve's right, Aline knew the score. In the
blink of an eye, in the split second it had taken him to pass
through the doorway, to see Eve, she had lost him to the past. Lost
him completely.

She wanted to get up. To leave. To fly back
to the sanctuary of her own place at the other end of the island.
She would crawl into her bed piled with laundry and yank the sheet
up over her head. She would wrap herself in the hammock. She would
ignore the heat, the discomfort, the din of the crickets. She would
embrace it all gladly just for these moments not to be
happening.

Roll back the clock. Let's start this scene
over again.

But the world worked like that only in her
head, which was throbbing. Okay. Easy does it, she thought.
Maybe she was imagining all this. Maybe if she really looked at
Murphy, at Eve, she would see that the only thing going on was a
routine interrogation.

She looked. She looked real hard. And what
she saw was the sheen in Murphy's eyes, that expression that used
to melt across his face when he gazed at Monica in a moment of
sweet repose. Sometimes it had happened when Monica was chattering
away with Jack Dobbs or even with Aline herself, or when Monica was
crossing a room with a couple of drinks in her hands. Aline had
seen it openly one evening when Monica had stretched out on the
couch in her living room and fallen asleep. It was a look of
complete absorption, of a love so deep, so total that it bordered
on obsession.

Monica. Three years, two months, and five
days ago she had been raped and disemboweled in the bedroom of the
townhouse she and Murphy had rented at the western end of the
island. There were no leads, just a weak theory that her death was
connected somehow to a vice investigation he and Dobbs had been
working on at that time. The case was still open.

Murphy had taken a two-month leave of absence
from the department after it had happened. It was during those two
months that his interest in fast boats had become his passion. In
some ways, it had become a substitution for Murphy's obsession for
Monica. And in another way, a darker way, it was Murphy living out
a death wish.

Eve left the room for a few minutes to turn
on the flood lights in the backyard. Murphy's eyes followed her as
she vanished through the door, then he glanced at Aline. "You
okay?"

"I've been better. How was the boat race?"
How can I ask such a disgustingly normal question here? Now?
But Murphy didn't seem to find the question out of place, or if he
did, he gave no indication.

"Pretty good. I came in eighth. I stopped by
the station before going home and Roxie caught me. Right after
that, she got a hold of Dobbs."

"He's here, too?"

"Outside."

"But he's vice."

"With guys like Cooper, this kind of murder
might be drug-related."

A regular party, with a quarter of the summer
staff present. The only person missing was Bernie. "She looks like
Monica, doesn't she?" Aline said.

Murphy didn't nod, didn't say anything. He
just looked down at his notebook again. The distance between them
suddenly seemed enormous—a gulf, an ocean, unbreachable. Her throat
tightened. She rubbed her aching temple, seeking another normal
question to ask, as if the power of words alone could bridge the
distance. But before she could think of anything, Eve returned.

"Let me show you those artifacts I was
talking about."

What artifacts? She had obviously missed
something important, but Murphy certainly knew what she was talking
about, because he was already on his feet and following Eve before
Aline had even risen from her chair. He stopped in the doorway and
looked back like he'd just remembered she was here. A frown worked
down between his walnut eyes. "You going to take a look at this
stuff, Al?"

"Sure."

He waited for her in the doorway. "You
okay?"

She wished he would stop asking her that.
"What artifacts?"

"Cooper was an amateur archaeologist and
supposedly has an impressive collection of ceramic artifacts.
Pre-Columbian. Weren't you listening?"

"No, I was watching you salivate."

She shouldn't have said it. Not now. Not
here, in the doorway of a house where a man had just been killed.
"What the hell's that supposed to mean?" he snapped.

Like he didn't know. Like somewhere deep
inside him there wasn't a small, tiny voice whispering, She's
Monica. She looks like Monica. She walks like Monica.
Like he was totally oblivious to the purely physical reactions of
his body. She felt like weeping. She felt like pressing her face
into the soft fabric of Murphy's shirt, and beating her fists
against his chest like women did in the movies. Instead, she glared
at him. "You figure it out." And she walked past him into the den
where Eve had disappeared.

A spacious room, paneled in pine. The entire
south wall was filled with law books. Along the east wall were
filing cabinets and a fancy computer and printer. The north wall
was home to a dozen or so artifacts that rested on a low bookcase
under the window. No gold, no silver, just ceramic objects that
seemed incongruous with the law books and computer, misplaced in
time.

"I can print out that list of clients I
mentioned, Detective Murphy," Eve said

Murphy, standing in the doorway, smiled.
"Great. Thanks."

Aline suddenly hated him. She hated him and
she hated Eve Cooper and she hated herself most of all for her
moiling confusion, the violent swing of her emotions. She was
supposed to be investigating a homicide, not measuring the
temperature of Murphy's libido.

"We'll also need the name of your husband's
attorney, Eve," she said.

"Carlos Ortiz."

She said it as if they would automatically
know who he was, as though he were an F. Lee Bailey, a Melvin
Belli, another media star. But, in fact, Aline did know who he
was—and not because he was a spotlight lawyer. When you had lived
most of your life in a place as small as Tango, a place whose
year-round residents numbered about five thousand, you knew almost
everyone by name. Ortiz was a Cuban who'd made a reputation for
himself as an honest lawyer. So bully for Doug Cooper and his good
taste in attorneys.

Aline watched as Eve's long graceful hands
booted up the computer. A few minutes later the list of clients had
been printed out and she had moved onto the business of the
mysterious artifacts. She was opening a safe in the wall that had
been hidden behind a rather hideous abstract painting. Aline's only
thought was that it wasn't exactly an original hiding place for a
safe.

"Doug's real love was archaeology. He
traveled all the time. On digs, you know," Eve said.

"Alone?" Aline asked.

She shook her head; it made her shiny black
curls bounce. "No, I don't think so. Sometimes I think Ed Waite
went along. He's head of the archaeological foundation here on
Tango. Maybe Ted Cavello went, too. I don't know."

"You didn't go on the digs?" Murphy
inquired.

"No. He just got home from his last trip a
couple of days ago."

"Where'd he go?" Aline asked.

"Somewhere in Colombia, I think."

You think? You don't know?

The door to the safe swung open. Inside were
ceramic statues of animals and people, of birds and plants, and all
of it smelled of antiquity. Eve held up a ceramic necklace, a
plate, utensils, stuff so ancient that Aline was certain it would
dissolve to dust before it was returned to the safe.

"Impressive," remarked Murphy.

"Yeah, I guess," Eve replied.

"Is this all of it?" Aline asked.

"As far as I know."

"How much was your husband worth, Eve?"

"I have no idea." Her lovely mouth flattened
out like a dash.

"Oh, c'mon." Aline smiled. "No idea at
all?"

She shrugged her thin shoulders, slipped her
hands into the pockets of her shorts, tipped her head forward,
shifted her weight from one foot to the other. "I know he was a
multimillionaire, but I don't know specific figures."

"And his beneficiary?"

"Carlos can tell you all that. Doug was
always changing his will, you know?" She looked at Murphy when she
said it, as if sensing he was an ally.

"Is there anyone who could confirm that you
were home all evening, Mrs. Cooper?" Murphy asked.

"I was here alone."

She stayed home alone, went to the beach
alone, took drives alone—it made it sound like her name was Eve
Alone Cooper, a woman whose life was lived entirely in the present
tense.

"Maybe someone you talked to on the
phone?"

She lifted her right foot and, with her toes,
scratched at the back of her left calf. Aline thought she resembled
a stork, a flamingo. One small shove and she'd topple.

Stop it.

"No. But I can tell you what shows I watched.
I mean, I can describe the plots, you know?"

The eagerness in her voice was childlike and
filled Aline with pathos. Eve and the TV, Eve and her sitcoms. Here
she was, a woman lovelier than Aphrodite, sitting alone in her
huge, expensive house, killing time. She felt a sudden urge to
gather her into her arms and hold her, stroke her hair like she
might a child's, and whisper that it was going to be all right. But
in the next moment, when Eve looked directly at Murphy, she seemed
adult, certain, coy, and Aline disliked her.

"I watched Murder, She Wrote," Eve
went on. "It was a repeat. Does that count?"

Murphy looked embarrassed. He ran a finger
over his upper lip, ruffling his dark mustache. "Did you leave the
house after you got home for lunch? When Doug told you about his
dinner tonight with Ted Cavello?"

She turned and closed the safe. She carefully
replaced the picture on the wall. "Yeah. Let's see. I left the
house again around two, I guess it was. I took the boat out for a
couple of hours, and I was home by five."

Boat: the magic word. Murphy's face lit up.
"What kind of boat?"

"A sloop. We've got a slip down at the
marina."

Aline, anxious to steer the conversation away
from boats, from anything Eve and Murphy might have in common,
asked for a glass of water.

"I could fix a pot of coffee or tea or
something," Eve said. "Would you guys like some?"

"No thanks," said Aline. "Just water."

"Sure," said Murphy. "I'd love some
coffee."

Eve's laugh was soft, hoarse, not the laugh
of a woman who'd found her husband's corpse less than an hour ago,
and all Aline wanted to do was get away. She walked into the family
room just as Jack Dobbs stepped through the sliding glass door from
outside.

"Hey, Al."

"Is Bernie out there, too?"

"Nope. I think she's in Miami for the
weekend. Roxie hounded me outta bed."

Bed this early on a Sunday night meant Dobbs
was with one of his numerous ladies. "Yeah. I bet." She smiled.
"You almost finished out there?"

"Just a few more pictures." Dobbs made a face
and tilted his head toward the door. He and Aline stepped outside,
onto the deck. "What d'you think?" he asked.

"Her alibi sucks."

Dobbs nodded and raked his fingers through
his khaki hair. He had pale blue eyes, a hawkish nose, and a nice
mouth, which at the moment struck Aline as severe. His broad chest
and thick biceps were testimony to his greatest passion besides
sailboats and women: weight lifting. "I'd say a couple of million
is a pretty good motive."

"A couple of million? I think Cooper was
worth a lot more than that."

"Hey, after one million, it becomes a little
redundant, Al."

"She looks like Monica." Aline said this
softly.

"Wrong. She's Monica's Doppelganger."

"You've seen her?"

"Yeah, when she turned on the floodlights. I
nearly swallowed my tongue."

"Murphy's doing more than that."

Dobbs scratched at his temple, studied the
ground, looked up again. The lines at the corners of his eyes, a
seaman's eyes, deepened. "Murphy knows what's what, Al."

"Not when it comes to Monica, he
doesn't."

He didn't seem to know what to say, and Aline
felt foolish. Dobbs and Murphy had been friends for fifteen years.
He'd been best man at Murphy's wedding. They'd been partners in
vice together, before Murphy had been moved to homicide. They
boated together. And here she was, maligning Murphy's judgment to
his closest friend. Yeah, she was doing just terrific tonight. In
fact, she was doing so great, she decided to go home. She had
nothing more to ask Eve at the moment anyway, and she was sure that
anything she'd forgotten, Murphy or Dobbs would cover.

"See you tomorrow,
Jack," she said, and left.



July 5, 5:40 P.M.

She moves her
cheek up and down against the dirty floor, trying to roll the
blindfold off her eyes. The pine floor has spalled over the years
from neglect, and now and then a thin, sharp splinter pokes into
her skin. But Eve keeps moving her cheek up and down, up and down,
the small movements of her head sending shoots of pain down through
her neck and the right side of her body, the side she is lying
on.

C'mon, you can do it.

She can do anything. That's what her old man
used to tell her, especially when he was drunk. She remembers him
sitting at The Dew Drop Inn in downtown Arcadia, hunched over his
mug of ice cold beer, his words slurring. "Girl who looksa like you
can d 'anythin' she sets her mind to. Anythin'. Your ma coulda done
anythin', too, but she married me instead. Her ma shoulda tol' her
it's jus' as easy to fall for a rich man as a poor man. You 'member
that, Eve. You 'member that good."

She remembered it. And look where it got
her.

She hears something. A car. Oh God, a car,
his car. She knows it, is suddenly certain of it. She freezes, her
cheek squashed against the floor, her breath coming so hard she
nearly chokes on it because of the gag. Her heart slams against her
ribs; her blouse is wet with sweat. She smells herself. She stinks
of the hot dust in Arcadia. She starts to cry, but stops quickly
because otherwise her nose will stuff and she'll suffocate. She
strains to catch the smallest sound. Nothing. Maybe it was just a
car passing on the Old Post Road. If it were his car, wouldn't she
hear his footsteps by now? Wouldn't she hear him rapping his
knuckles on the glass, saying, Hi, babe. I'm home, babe.

The only thing she hears is the muted cries
of a flock of wild parrots, flying over the island as they always
do during the late afternoon. She can see them in her mind's eye,
dark shapes against a saffron sky, passing directly over the
farmhouse and the forest of trees around it. Where do they sleep at
night? Where do they come from? Where do they go? In Arcadia, she
used to ask these questions about herself, not about animals or
birds. That's how far she has come, she thinks, and starts to
laugh, laughs until she is crying.

No no no. No crying.

She swallows her cries, swallows them
fast, tries to think of something else, something happy. She
resumes moving her cheek against the floor in an attempt to roll
the blindfold off her eyes. What's my happiest memory? The
day she hitched out of Arcadia, left it behind for good. Yes, all
right. She will think of that. And of her wedding. A wonderful
wedding. But the two events are like islands, isolated in a sea of
ugly memories. It's as if the highs were so high, the only place to
go was down.

The blindfold begins to give, rolling off
her forehead to her brow. She presses her cheek harder against the
floor and moves her head up and down, faster and faster, and now,
oh God, now her right eye is blinking open, now a slice of the
floor swims into view. She sees dust. Knots in the pine. Ribbons of
sunlight. Her left eye is still covered, but she keeps moving her
head, and presently the blindfold begins its low descent over her
brow, her lid, and now the hanky crosses the bridge of her nose and
she can see. See.

Tears gather in the corners of her eyes; she
blinks them back. For several long moments, she simply absorbs: the
peeling baseboard, the way the motes of dust lift like tiny
balloons when she exhales, the edge of the platform on which the
mattress rests, a fat roach skirting past her fret.

She tilts her head back as far as she can
and sees the window, the filthy slats of the cheap venetian blinds,
and the light, oh Christ, the light is beautiful. If she gazes into
it long enough, it will take her into itself. She and the light
will make love.

Push toward me, whispers the
light.

So she does, painfully, slowly, pressing her
bare toes against the floor until the light is a hot strap across
her forehead. Her right arm is now dead to her. Her right thigh
tingles from loss of circulation. Her bladder aches with
fullness.

Press your feet against the edge of the
platform, instructs the light.

She does.

Roll onto your back and try to hook your toes
under the platform. You can do it.

Now the light's voice is the voice of her
old man. You can do it do it do it.

She pushes with her right foot, twists,
starts to flip onto her back and knows she will crush her hands if
she does. She works her wrists for a while. Doug used to kiss the
insides of her wrists. If it was her left wrist, it meant he was
appreciating her or thanking her for something. If it was her right
wrist, it meant he wanted her, and if he'd been drinking it meant
it didn't matter to him where they did it: the bathroom

floor at someone else's house, on the deck of the sloop at high
noon at the marina. But that was only in the beginning when he was
courting her, when he was trying to snare her like one of those
animals he'd hunted on his African safaris. She was his greatest
trophy, he used to tell her. What he never realized, not until
later, was that she had also hunted him.

The ropes around her wrists are so tight,
they've burned the skin raw. She is too weak from hunger, thirst,
from her earlier exertion, to loosen
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