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  Dedication


For the readers who know that every old house keeps a record, every family has a hidden shelf, and every secret waits for the right person to open the cover. 
And for those who believe the truth, however carefully buried, still has a way of finding its reader.
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  Chapter 1: The Recording


She went to the east wall at first light. 
Not because she had decided to. Because she had understood, reading the hidden section of the notebook by lamplight the night before, that this was the natural sequence — that the sequence Margaret had built was sequential deliberately, and that the third location, which was in this room, which had been in this room since April 2022, was the last piece and also the hardest, and that there was no reason to wait any longer than the night.
She had slept four hours. She had not expected to sleep at all.
The night before had been what it was — the blue notebook open under the amber lamp, the hidden section she had been holding since the moment she found it, the three locations in Margaret's handwriting laid out in the precise sequential logic of someone who had understood that the reader would need to be guided. She had read the section four times. The first reading was confirmation. The second was to be sure she was reading it correctly. The third was to understand the full chain — the safety deposit box, the Historical Society, the library in which she was sitting. The fourth was because she had needed to sit with it for a while before she could close the notebook and go to sleep. She had been at the reading table when the notebook's hidden section had ended and she had sat for twenty minutes more before she put it down. She had slept because the working page required it. You could not read correctly when you were not rested, and whatever came next was going to require reading correctly.
The library at first light was the library she knew — not the room she had entered fourteen months ago with a clipboard and a professional task, but the room she had been living alongside long enough that it no longer required her attention to exist. The shelves along the east wall were the shelves she had cataloged volume by volume over the course of a spring and a summer, and she moved through them now without counting, the inventory reflex below the level of effort, her hands knowing the spatial logic of the collection before her eyes confirmed it.
Third shelf from the floor. Third volume from the left.
She counted anyway, because the situation required it. First volume: the 1887 Brewer, bound in green morocco. Second: Cornelius's annotated Whittier, the annotation in his compressed hand running up the margins of three pages in the front matter. Third: an 1841 travel account of the Maine coast, spine lettering faded to near-illegibility, which she had documented in May of the previous year with a condition note that flagged the rebinding as a priority.
She moved the travel account carefully and set it on the shelf above.
Behind it: a waterproof case, black, rectangular — the kind sold for protecting electronics in wet conditions, with a pressure-seal lid and a rubberized clasp. She had documented it on her initial pass through this shelf as a non-book item, purpose unclear, original to collection or subsequent placement unknown. She had noted its dimensions and the absence of any identifying markings and then moved on, because there had been four hundred and twelve other items on this wall requiring the same attention and the case had not been the anomaly that asked the loudest to be understood.
She had come back to it now.
She lifted it out and carried it to the reading table and set it down and stood looking at it for a moment. Heraclitus watched her from the windowsill with the attention he brought to things he had not yet decided whether to investigate. The harbor was below, the early light moving across the water in the way it moved in August — a different quality than July's light, more considered, the angle already beginning to suggest that the season was turning toward something else. The foghorn had been quiet for an hour. The first lobster boat was moving out past the point.
She unclipped the case and opened it.
A digital recorder. Compact, older model, the kind with a single record button and a sliding lock switch on the side. A Post-it note in Margaret's handwriting, affixed to the recorder's face: April 22, 2022 — Foundation strategy meeting.
She read the handwriting twice. She knew it now below the level of conscious recognition — the compression of it, the small controlled letters, the slant that was disciplined except at certain descenders where the discipline briefly loosened. The hand of someone who had learned early that precision was a form of protection and had used it that way for thirty years, and who had still, at the end, let the descenders go the way they wanted to go.
She sat down at the reading table. She found the play button.
She pressed play.
The first voice was a man she did not recognize — a low, carrying baritone reading from a document, his cadence the cadence of someone accustomed to running through agenda items in a room where everyone already had the papers in front of them. Agenda item three: the foundation's Q4 allocation review. Line items read in sequence. A budget transfer from the operating reserve to the capital account, approved in September. A question about the catering invoice from the October donor reception — who had authorized the overage. A brief exchange about a travel reimbursement for an external reviewer whose name Alex did not catch because the recording had moved and Margaret had shifted position and the voice came through at a different angle.
Ten minutes of this, or close to it. The ordinary administration of an institution that had been operating for fifty years and had developed the specific fluency of institutions that knew their own procedures well enough to move through them efficiently. Cecily Aldreth's voice entered at several points — a clarification on the capital transfer, a firm note on the reimbursement question — but never as the primary voice, never in a way that distinguished this meeting from any other the foundation had held.
Alex listened to all of it.
She was listening for the shift in register. She heard it when it came.
Cecily's voice, and a slight pause before it that the room recognized, because the ambient noise went fractionally quieter in the way it went quiet when the person who ran the room indicated they were about to say something that was not on the agenda.
And there is one additional matter I'd like to address while we have the appropriate parties present.
Another pause. Someone — the baritone — made a sound that might have been assent or might have been the sound of a man putting down his pen.
The Margaret situation will require a resolution before the end of the year. I prefer a method consistent with the family's existing approach to similar situations.
Farr's voice, closer to the recorder: I understand.
Cecily: Good.
The meeting continued. Another agenda item — insurance coverage for the foundation's traveling collection, which would need to be updated before the spring exhibition. Someone asked whether the Portland office required repainting before the November donor event. The baritone returned to his papers. The room settled back into the register it had been in before.
The recording ran for four minutes and twenty-eight seconds after that, and Alex listened to all of it.
When it ended she reached over and pressed stop. Then she sat.
She considered the word resolution. She had been thinking about it since Cecily said it, turning it the way she turned documents that needed careful reading — looking at what it was doing in its sentence, what work it had been chosen to do. Not conclude, which implied a natural endpoint. Not handle, which was too informal. Not address, which left the manner open without authorization. Resolve was the word you chose when you meant make this stop being a problem, in a context where the available methods for making things stop being problems were the methods the family had already established. She had used it in front of the appropriate parties. She had been certain that the appropriate parties understood exactly what method was meant. She had been right about that. She had been wrong that no one was recording her.
Heraclitus stepped off the windowsill and walked across the reading table with the deliberateness of an animal who had determined his presence was required. He settled in the space between her arm and the commonplace book. He looked at the harbor. She glanced at the harbor.
Below, the lobster boat had reached the point and was moving into open water. She could see the lighthouse at the cape's end. On a clear morning you could see the faint line beyond it that might be an island or might be weather or might be the quality of the light on open Atlantic that produced that effect. This morning was clear.
She had been in this library for two years. She had been in rooms with documents for fourteen years before that, and she knew the difference between understanding something and having the understanding arrive in its proper position. She understood what she had just heard. She was waiting for the understanding to settle.
Cecily had said: a resolution before the end of the year. She had said it in the flat managerial register she brought to items that required handling, in a room full of people who understood that handling was required, in front of a man who had already been told what handling would involve. She had used the word resolution the way it was used in institutions — a problem that would be brought to a close. She had used the phrase existing approach the way it was used by people who had built an existing approach across thirty years and trusted the people in the room to understand what approach they were referring to without being told.
She had spoken it aloud. Margaret had been in the room with a recorder in her coat pocket. She had held it close.
Four months after the meeting, Margaret's car had left the road.
Alex opened the commonplace book to the working page and uncapped the pen.
She did not write for a while.
She thought about what it had cost to do what Margaret had done. Not the thirty pages of testimony, though she had imagined the cost of those many times over fourteen months. The years before the thirty pages. The decision to keep attending board meetings after Luca Lund, after the custodian in 1994, after a marriage to a family that treated elimination as a problem-management tool and expected her to understand this as part of the professional structure of the institution she had married into. The decision to walk into the April meeting with a recorder in her coat pocket. The decision, on the way out, to drive to this library and put the case behind the third volume from the left, and to trust that the library would hold it until the right reader arrived.
The library had been here for a hundred and seventy years. It had held this.
Alex wrote.
She said "resolution." She meant "my sister-in-law." She said "similar situations." She meant three deaths.
She turned to what she had written. Then, below it:
The recording is the only evidence in which Cecily Aldreth's premeditation is explicit in her own voice. Not correspondence. Not an intermediary's account. Her voice, in her words, recorded by the person she was describing. Margaret carried it in her pocket. She came here. She trusted the library to hold it and trusted that the right reader would come to find it.
I am going to call Marsh. Before I do: Margaret walked into that room knowing what she was doing. She said "I understand" through thirty-one pages so that someone she would never meet could understand it too.
This is what it looks like to have read something correctly.
She capped the pen.
Heraclitus had fallen asleep against her arm with the sudden full commitment cats brought to sleep, and she did not move her arm. She sat in the library in the early August morning. The amber lamp was still burning, diminished against the full light coming now through the east windows. The recorder was on the table in front of her, the Post-it still affixed, Margaret's handwriting facing up toward the ceiling of the room in which she had hidden it.
The harbor was below. The lobster boat was past the lighthouse. The morning had achieved its full brightness.
The phone rang.






  
  Chapter 2: Portland


She answered on the second ring. 
"Moss," Marsh said. No preamble — they had been working together long enough for Marsh to know when preamble was unnecessary. "Portland PD found him at nine-thirty last night. His office. Cleaning service called it in." A pause that had something in it. "Single blow to the temporal region. His wall safe is open. Three files missing. The scene is staged to look like a robbery."
Alex looked at the recorder on the reading table. The Post-it, the date.
"Where are you," she said.
"Still in Portland. I came down two hours ago when the federal liaison called. The liaison is here. Portland PD has the scene." Another pause. "They're being cooperative."
Alex said she would call her back. She put the phone down.
She went to the kitchen and put the kettle on and stood at the kitchen window while it heated and looked at the garden. The sea roses at the gate had passed their August peak and were beginning the turn — the hips forming at the base of the spent blooms, the first suggestion that what had been full and present was preparing to become something else. She had been watching this transition for two weeks, noting it the way she noted the incremental changes of things that moved slowly enough to miss if you weren't paying attention.
The kettle boiled. She made tea. She carried the mug to the library and set it on the reading table and stood at the east windows and did not drink it.
The harbor at dawn was the harbor she had been looking at for two years — the working boats beginning their day, the lobster co-op dock already active, the light coming off the water in the way it came off the water in August before the sun was fully up, a pale rose color that lasted twenty minutes and then was gone. She had missed it, the first weeks. She had learned to be awake for it.
She sat with Garrett Moss.
He had occupied the investigation's periphery for the entirety of both years she had been in Harrowgate Cove — referenced in Cornelius's files, named in Margaret's testimony, present in the federal proceedings as the managing attorney for everything the Aldreth family had needed managed across twenty-two years. She had built a picture of him from these references: a man who had understood the difference between a client relationship and complicity and had decided, across two decades, that the distinction was theoretical. A man who had been, in his own assessment, a professional doing what professionals did, which was to serve the client's interests within the bounds of what the client required. He had been recalibrating that assessment for months, and then someone had stopped the recalibration.
She had been thinking about Garrett Moss for eighteen months, in the way She worked through figures in an investigation who occupied an essential position but had not yet done what their position required — held, balanced between the thing they knew and the thing they were going to have to do with what they knew. He had managed the Aldreth family's affairs for twenty-two years. He had been in the Geneva room. He had been in enough rooms, across enough years, to understand the full shape of what the family had built and maintained and what it had cost the people it had cost, and he had continued to manage it, and then the federal investigation had arrived and he had begun to calculate.
The immunity negotiation had been running for months. Marsh had told her, two weeks ago, that the scope of what Moss was prepared to offer was broader than what the prosecution knew to ask for. He had been positioning himself with the careful precision of someone who understood both what he held and what it was worth, and he had been taking his time, and someone had run out of patience with his timeline.
The tea was getting cold. She didn't touch it.
She thought about what Moss dead meant.
It meant the immunity deal was off. Whatever he had been protecting from his own disclosure — whatever the prosecution had not known to ask for — died with him in his Portland office at some point between nine PM and the cleaning service's arrival at nine-thirty. Or it had already left the building. The open safe suggested the latter.
It meant someone had known what was in the safe and had known the combination and had known which files to take and which to leave. This was not a robbery. Staged to look like one, Marsh had said — which meant that whoever had done it understood that it needed to look like something other than what it was, and had taken enough time to produce that appearance, and had not been entirely convincing about it, because Marsh had looked at it for two hours and called it staged.
It meant someone had moved faster than the federal timeline. The federal investigation operated at the pace of institutions, which was the pace of procedure and documentation and review, and someone had decided not to wait for it.
The immunity deal had been moving in the direction of more rather than less. Marsh had been hearing this from the federal liaison for six weeks — the scope of what Moss was prepared to offer was expanding as the prosecution's case against Cecily expanded, the immunity calculus shifting as it became clearer that what Moss held was considerably more than what he had initially offered. He had been a careful calculator. He had been calculating, and then the calculation had stopped because the calculating man was dead on his office floor and the three files that would have supported the deal's expanded scope were gone from his safe.
She stood at the east windows and the harbor did what it did and the pale rose of the dawn light came through the glass and lasted its twenty minutes and went.
Then she picked up the phone and called Marsh back.
"The files," Alex said when Marsh answered. "Which files are missing."
She heard Marsh move — the sound of a room shifting around her, something set down on a hard surface. "Portland PD recovered a safe log from his desk. He kept a running index of the safe contents. Three folders unaccounted for." A pause. "He labeled them himself. The labels are on the index."
"Tell me."
"First: LUND. Second: CUSTODIAN-94." Marsh's voice had the quality it got when she was reading from notes and was not yet at the part she was reading toward. "Third is labeled only with a date. 4/22/22."
Alex was very still.
"Say that again," she said.
"Four, slash, twenty-two, slash, twenty-two." Marsh waited. "Does that mean something to you."
Alex looked at the recorder on the reading table. The Post-it. April 22, 2022 — Foundation strategy meeting.
"Yes," she said. "It does."
She told Marsh about the recording. She told her in the correct order — the hidden section of the notebook, the three locations, the waterproof case behind the third volume from the left on the third shelf of the east wall. She told her what she had found in the case this morning and what she had heard on it and she gave her the forty-five seconds verbatim, as accurately as she could reproduce them, which was accurately enough. She did not editorialize. She gave Marsh the facts in the sequence that made them intelligible.
When she finished, Marsh was quiet for long enough that Alex could hear the sounds of the Portland crime scene working around her — low voices, movement, the ambient noise of official investigation in progress.
"The 4/22/22 folder," Marsh said finally. "Moss kept a file on his own recording."
"He was there," Alex said. "He was in the room. He knew what Cecily had said and he knew it was on record and he maintained a file on it the way he maintained files on everything — because information was how he managed his position, and that particular piece of information was significant enough to file and keep."
"And someone took it."
"Someone took all three. The Lund file. The 1994 custodian file. And the April 2022 file." She read the recorder. "Someone who knew what the safe contained and knew the combination and went directly to those three folders and took nothing else." She paused. "The staging is wrong, by the way."
"I know," Marsh said. "A robbery cleans out the safe. It doesn't select three folders from a dozen."
"How many folders total."
"Eleven. Portland PD counted from the index. Eight remain. The missing three are indexed in consecutive entries — Moss filed them together, probably because they were related." A pause. "He knew they were related."
"He knew everything was related," Alex said. "That was his professional value. He understood how the pieces connected. Twenty-two years of it."
She moved away from the east windows and stood in the center of the library. The recording was on the table. The commonplace book was open to the working page, the ink of her last entry not yet fully dry. Heraclitus was watching her from the reading chair with the patience of an animal that had determined something significant was happening and was prepared to wait until it finished.
The recorder was on the table. The Post-it was still there, still in Margaret's handwriting, the date still facing up. She was thinking about the three files and what they connected — the Lund file, the 1994 custodian file, and the April 2022 recording that Moss had kept because he had been in the room and had understood that the recording constituted an asset, the way he understood all assets. He had kept it in his safe for fifteen months. Someone had taken it in the same night they took the others, along with the combination and the knowledge of which folders to open. The three folders indexed in consecutive entries in his safe log. He had filed them together because he had understood that they were related. Someone else had understood the same thing.
"I need to ask you something," Alex said.
"Go ahead."
"The Aldreths have been managing their exposure through Moss for months. He was their defense counsel. He knew every piece of evidence the prosecution had, every line of inquiry they were developing, because he was managing the response to it." She paused. "Would Cecily Aldreth kill the person managing her defense."
Marsh was quiet.
"It's burning your own house down," Alex said. "She's on bail. She's facing federal conspiracy charges. Her primary legal strategy depends on the person who just turned up dead in his own office. Whatever information died with Moss, a substantial amount of it was information she needed." She glanced at the east windows. The pale rose light was entirely gone now, the harbor in its full morning state below. "Cecily Aldreth has been running this campaign for twenty years without making that kind of error."
"Then who," Marsh said.
"Someone who wanted the files more than they wanted Moss alive. Someone who knew the combination and the contents and which three folders mattered." She studied the commonplace book. "Someone who has been following this closely enough to know that the immunity negotiation was moving and that Moss was going to give up more than the prosecution knew to ask for. Someone who needed the files out of that safe before he did."
Marsh said: "Petra Lund is in Portland. She checked into a hotel on Monday evening. She had a meeting with the federal liaison's office Tuesday morning — she's been cooperative with the prosecution's review of her brother's case."
"Is she still there."
"Her hotel checkout was this morning." A pause. "She has not yet checked in anywhere else that we can confirm."
Alex stood in the library. The recorder was on the table. The April 2022 file was in someone's hands, or it was ash, or it was somewhere between Portland and wherever the person who had taken it was going. The Lund file was with it. The 1994 file was with it.
Three files that documented the same thing from three different angles — the Aldreth family's approach to people who became inconvenient.
Luca Lund had been a researcher. He had looked at documents and reported what he found.
"Marsh," Alex said.
"Yes."
She considered the files and what their simultaneous removal told her. Not just that someone had wanted them — the wanting was self-evident. But that someone had known, specifically and with sufficient precision to go directly to the correct safe, the correct combination, and the correct three folders in a room full of other folders, that these three were the ones worth taking. The specificity was not consistent with opportunism. Opportunism would have taken more or taken less or taken wrong. This had taken exactly the right things. The CUSTODIAN-94 file. The LUND file. The 4/22/22 file. Three files that documented three different expressions of the same thing: the Aldreth family's approach to people who became inconvenient. 1994. 2019. April 2022. A span of thirty years, with a fourth event — Moss's death — now added to the sequence. Someone had understood that these three files, in the hands of the federal prosecution, would complete a picture that the prosecution had been building for two years. Someone had understood this with enough clarity and enough urgency to do something that could not be undone. She turned to the recorder on the reading table. The Post-it still there. The date in Margaret's handwriting. The April 22, 2022 file existed in two forms now: the physical file that had been taken from Moss's safe, and the recording that was sitting on her reading table in a waterproof case. Whoever had taken the file had not known about the recording. The recording had been in this library since April 2022. It had been waiting for a reader. The reader had arrived this morning.
She turned over the phrase the right files. Whoever had gone into Moss's safe had taken the right files — not the most valuable files by any other measure, not the files that might have contained financial information or client correspondence that would be useful in other contexts. The right files for the purpose of removing the documentary record of the Aldreth family's approach to inconvenient people. Three files covering thirty years. Someone who had spent two years understanding the investigation's evidence record would have known exactly which files those were. Someone who had spent two years reading the federal proceedings from the outside — the press coverage, the court filings, the evidence disclosures — would have understood that those three files, in Moss's safe, were the ones that most directly linked the family's management of its three relevant deaths to a recoverable authorization chain. The filing labels told her this: LUND. CUSTODIAN-94. 4/22/22. The labels were Moss's shorthand for the cases he had been managing. They were also a precise map of the authorization chain she had been building for two years.
"Find Petra."






  
  Chapter 3: The Zurich Account


The federal liaison's technical team had been working the GPS circumvention since the previous morning, and by the time Marsh called Alex at seven the confirmation was in writing. 
"The monitor shows Cecily at her Portland residence from six PM through midnight," Marsh said. She was at the department; Alex could hear the ceiling fan, the open window, the ambient noise of a summer morning in a building that had been built for Maine winters and had never fully adapted to the other eight months. "The monitor is accurate — the signal is continuous, the location data is consistent. The problem is the source of the signal."
"It wasn't her monitor," Alex said.
"It wasn't her monitor. The liaison's team found a secondary transmitter in a dumpster two blocks from Moss's building, recovered this morning. It was broadcasting Cecily's monitor frequency from a fixed location." A pause. "Someone spoofed the device. Cecily's monitor was home. Cecily was not necessarily home."
"The transmitter."
"Purchased online. Paid with a prepaid card. Shipped to a billing address in Zurich." Alex heard Marsh set something down. "A business address. I'm running it now."
Alex was at the reading table. She had been at the reading table since five, working through what she could document before she needed to hand the recorder to the investigation — the chain of custody for Location 3, the condition notes, the Post-it preserved under a sheet of archival glassine from the conservation supplies. The commonplace book was open to the working page. She had written four things on it and crossed out two.
"Tell me the name," she said.
"Haemmerli Courier AG. Registered in Zurich, 2009. Listed business: document authentication, professional courier services, secure material transport." A pause that had something precise in it. "Alex. I pulled Petra Lund's professional correspondence from the Book Two evidence file twenty minutes ago. The same firm is listed in her correspondence as a courier service she used for document transport from her research firm. Twice in the year before Luca Lund died. Once eighteen months ago, during her independent investigation."
The room was quiet for a moment.
She was running the behavioral argument in her head as Marsh described the Zurich connection. Haemmerli appearing in both Moss's courier arrangements and Petra's professional correspondence — this was the kind of connection that looked like evidence and needed to be read carefully. The same firm name in two places could mean a network: Moss used them, Petra used them because Moss used them, the GPS device traveled through infrastructure they both had access to. Or it could mean: this is a firm that people in the international document authentication world used, and that two people in that world had engaged the same firm was not more remarkable than two businesses in the same industry using the same freight carrier.
"She used them professionally," Alex said.
"She used them. Moss's GPS device was purchased in Portland, shipped to that Zurich address, and has not been recovered from that address. The dumpster transmitter is consistent in specification with the type of device they handle as courier cargo."
Alex looked at the east windows. The harbor was below, August and bright, the working boats in their morning configuration. "Where is Petra now."
"I've asked her to come in," Marsh said. "She's agreed."
The department in August was a different building than the department in winter, which was the only version Alex had known first. The windows were open along the south wall, the ceiling fan in the main office running at the speed it would run until October, the sound of a government building in summer — the fan, the harbor outside, the air moving through rooms that had not been designed to move air efficiently. She had been in this building a dozen times over two years. She knew which floorboards announced visitors and where the bad coffee lived and that the observation room's window had a smear in the lower left corner that nobody had gotten around to cleaning.
She stood at that window now.
Across the glass, Petra Lund sat at the interview table with her hands folded on its surface, not in the defensive posture of someone who had been brought somewhere she didn't want to be, but in the contained posture of someone who had decided in advance how this was going to go and had arrived with that decision already made.
She looked different than she had the previous August. Canvas trousers, a linen shirt in a pale grey that was close to the color of the harbor on overcast days. Her hair cut shorter. She had been in Harrowgate Cove for eight months now — the community had absorbed her the way it absorbed people who came quietly and kept their hours and asked nothing in particular of the place. Mae served her coffee without looking at her. Amos had, at some point Alex hadn't witnessed, begun acknowledging her at the co-op dock. The community had processed her the way it processed everything: by continuing to function around her until she was part of the function.
Marsh came in and sat across from her and placed her notepad on the table with the particular deliberateness she brought to things she was about to do carefully.
"Thank you for coming in," Marsh said.
"Yes," Petra said.
"I need to ask you about a few things."
"I know," Petra said. "You found the Zurich connection."
Marsh looked at her. "You'd like to tell me about that."
"I'd like to tell you what you are going to find, and what it means, and what it doesn't mean." Petra's voice was the same voice Alex remembered — controlled flatness, the control costing something, the cost not visible in any individual word but present in the space between them. "The firm Haemmerli Courier AG. I have used them three times. Twice for professional material transport before Luca died, once for document handling related to my investigation of his death. They are a legitimate professional services firm. They also handle certain categories of sensitive cargo on behalf of clients whose requirements are more — irregular."
"And Garrett Moss."
"Garrett Moss used the same firm for client materials storage and transport. I became aware of this when I accessed the documentation of his firm's courier arrangements through my Zurich investigator." A pause. The pause was not hesitation; it was calibration. "Eight months ago."
"You were monitoring his courier arrangements."
"I was monitoring everything relevant to my brother's case. Moss was relevant."
Through the glass, Alex watched Petra's hands on the table. They were still. Not the stillness of effort — the stillness of someone who had stopped needing to manage the stillness because it had become the default.
She had been watching people in interview rooms for a long time — first in the context of Book One's investigation, when she had understood that her professional training for reading documents was also, imperfectly, training for reading people. Documents and people shared the characteristic of presenting a surface that might or might not reflect the interior. The condition of the surface told you something. The quality of attention behind its construction told you more. Petra's surface was exceptional. The flatness of the voice, the stillness of the hands, the calibrated pacing of what she gave and what she withheld — these were not natural. They were the product of someone who had spent two years in a particular kind of sustained attention and had developed the capacity to manage her own presentation under conditions that would produce visible distress in most people.
"Were you in Portland on the night of August first," Marsh said.
"Yes."
"Did you go to Garrett Moss's office."
"Yes."
"Why."
"To speak with him about my brother's case." The flat voice. Exactly as much as she had decided to say, delivered as precisely as she had decided to deliver it. "I had information I wanted to discuss with him."
"What information."
The pause this time was slightly longer. "Documentation related to the authorization of Luca's death. I had obtained a copy of the relevant photograph — the authorization document from the safety deposit box. I wanted to see his response to it."
Marsh wrote something. "Was Moss alive when you left his office."
"Yes."
"What time did you leave."
"Eight forty-five, approximately."
"Did anyone see you leave."
"I used the main entrance. There is a lobby camera. I was wearing a cap." Not a qualifier — a statement of fact, delivered with the same weight as the rest of it.
Marsh looked at her for a moment without writing anything. Then she wrote something. "You're aware that your presence in the building and your professional connection to the same Zurich courier firm places you in a significant circumstantial position."
"Yes," Petra said. "I am aware."
"Is there anything else you want to tell me."
Another calibrated pause. "Not at this time," Petra said.
Alex was still at the window when Marsh came through the door of the observation room twenty minutes later.
"Well," Marsh said.
"She's telling the truth about being there," Alex said. "She's not telling you everything she knows about what happened after she left." She held Petra through the glass — Petra who had been left alone in the interview room and who was sitting in exactly the same position she had been in when Marsh was present, as if the presence or absence of another person in the room had no bearing on her posture. "She's giving you what she's decided to give you. The rest she's going to hold until she knows what you have."
"The question is what she did between eight forty-five and nine-thirty."
"The question is what Moss said to her when she showed him the photograph." Alex looked at the smear in the lower left corner of the glass. "She went to his office to see his response. She saw it. She's had eight months to prepare for this conversation and she came in without a lawyer and she gave you the Zurich connection before you asked for it, which means she knew you were going to find it and decided to get ahead of it." She paused. "She is trying to manage what you learn and when. That's not the behavior of someone with nothing to manage."
Marsh sat down on the edge of the observation room's single chair, the one that existed because the room had been built with a chair in it and nobody had ever replaced







