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“Go right on in, Lisa,” said the Dean’s secretary when I arrived at the gateway to Deandom.

I walked innocently into Saltonstall’s opulently appointed inner sanctum. Instantly, my world turned upside down. I hardly noticed the thick Oriental carpet and the mahogany antique furniture. My attention was riveted on the woman sitting next to the Dean on his VIP couch.

She was dressed to kill in a nifty little black suit with a maroon silk blouse and gold dangly earrings. She sported dark hair, twisted in a low, stylish bun, a beaky nose, and a triumphant expression on her narrow face. It was Valerie Albrecht, my former boss and personal nemesis.

“Hello, David. What did you want to see me about?” I thought I knew what he was about to say, and the very idea made my stomach sink past my shoes into the floor.

He said it. “Lisa—Dr. Donahue—I wanted you to be the first to meet your new Director, Dr. Valerie Albrecht.”

Director? Valerie? But I’d just filed my own application for the job! Suddenly I saw flashing lights at the corners of my eyes—clear signs that the migraine I’d been trying to avoid was about to snatch my brain and shred all rational thought.

“Lisa?” asked the Dean, clearly puzzled.

I snapped to attention and stuck out my hand. “Dr. Albrecht,” I croaked,” Welcome to Boston.”

Val hazel eyes shone with amusement as she gripped my hand with painted talons. “Ms. Donahue,” she responded silkily, refusing to acknowledge our identical academic titles. “I’m sure we’ll make a fine team.”
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Monday, January 13

The Emperor Augustus hovered over the elevator shaft. Light danced on his snow-white limbs and gaudy parade armor, and he hardly noticed the bonds that held him standing erect in an unusually shaped chariot.

“Ready?” I called to Dylan Luneau, who was poised at the top of the elevator shaft on the fourth floor.

“Almost!” said Dylan.

I heard a metallic clank as he adjusted the cables. Despite the frigid temperatures outside, I was sweating. And it wasn’t because I’d just raced down the stairs from the fourth to the first floor of our ancient classroom building at Boston University.

Ellen Perkins—our conservator and my best buddy—stood next to me at the bottom of the shaft. Ellen’s job was to make sure the elevator doors didn’t close at the wrong time. She pushed one hand through her short blonde hair and held the other hand over the “open door” button. We both looked up apprehensively.

The enormous bulk of our biggest, heaviest plaster cast lurked overhead, invisible to us since the bottom of the open-sided platform filled our sky. Dylan, our museum’s preparator and Ellen’s current boyfriend, was in charge of moving the statue. I had to admit, he was pretty good with purely mechanical stuff. He’d successfully moved the Apollo Belvedere, festooned with deposits of pigeon shit (a result of being housed in a fourth floor attic museum with broken windows); that one had been easy because the Apollo could be broken down into sections. Moving the Primaporta Augustus, with its fancy drapery and outstretched arm—was much more dangerous.

“Who thought of this harebrained scheme, anyway?” I asked Ellen, just to make conversation.

“Lisa Donahue, how could you forget? It was Victor. He wouldn’t agree to my suggestion of lifting the statues out with a crane through a hole in the roof. Too expensive.” Ellen made a face.

Oh, yes. Victor Fitzgerald, our penny-pinching director, had finally agreed to remove the walls of the elevator car—a model almost as old as some of our artifacts—after careful measurements had convinced him that our biggest statues couldn’t fit in the shaft any other way. Taking them down four flights of stairs in Wigglesworth Hall was out of the question; it would require a small army of expensive musclemen from Operations and Maintenance. Our puny university museum budget didn’t allow for that kind of expenditure.

George Skirvin’s whiny voice sounded from the top of the shaft. “Hey, Dylan, shouldn’t there be a little more padding around the base of the statue?” George, a pudgy, sullen undergraduate student, acted as Dylan’s assistant.

“Nah, it’s okay, I’ve got it under control.”

Of course Dylan would say that. He had an inflated sense of his abilities sometimes.

“You run down to the third floor so you can monitor the statue as we lower it,” Dylan yelled to George.

This was our safeguard—to lower each statue floor-by-floor, checking its position at every level (except the second floor, which had no access to the elevator). The statue itself was balanced on a platform—the floor of the original elevator car—between Ethafoam bumpers to shield the plaster during its journey.

“Ready at the top!” called Dylan.

I pictured him in the fourth floor hallway, with other statue casts—the Laocoon, the Venus di Milo, and the Pieta—lurking in line behind him. The Laocoon was my personal favorite—it showed a Trojan priest and his two sons being strangled by sinister sea serpents. The priest was the poor guy who tried to warn Trojans not to bring the Greeks’ gift of a giant wooden horse into their city; the serpents were sent by the god Poseidon, who was on the side of the Greeks.

Creaks from the cables mixed with murmurs from the other staff who were all on different floors. The acoustics of an open elevator shaft were peculiar, to say the least.

“Okay here!” replied George, from the third floor. He was a surprisingly fast runner despite his bulk.

“Ready at the bottom!” I replied, glancing behind me at the packing crate that stood ready to receive Augustus after he had descended the narrow shaft. Thank goodness the news media hadn’t picked up on this event.

Uh-oh. Around the corner appeared my boss, Victor Fitzgerald, with Dean Saltonstall and two reporters bearing camcorders and notebooks.

“Don’t look now,” I whispered to Ellen.

She stuck her head out of the elevator. “Good grief!” she hissed. “Why can’t they wait until the grand opening of the new museum?”

“They’re probably hard-up for human interest stories,” I said. “After all, no one has ever moved a whole pantheon of Greek gods and Roman emperors this way.”

Susie Blake, our assistant director, waltzed up. She was as sleek as ever in a navy-blue pantsuit and matching suede pumps. Smoothing her salon-enhanced red curls, she chirped, “Now, now, Lisa. You know that publicity is always good for a university museum!’

I allowed myself a cynical smile. Publicity could also be a severe handicap, as I knew very well. Three years ago, when I’d been preparing to mount an exhibit on Egyptian burial customs, our registrar had been murdered—bashed on the head and stuffed in a sarcophagus. Reporters had made our lives miserable by camping out in the parking lot and pouncing on us whenever we showed our faces.

The steel cables creaked again as the heavy statue began its descent.

Victor stepped into the elevator shaft and looked up. “This should make a good shot,” he said, motioning to the video tech. The elevator light gleamed on his distinguished sweep of dark hair touched with gray. The cameraman, standing just outside the shaft for a better angle, pointed his camcorder up. Ellen moved closer and craned her neck.

“Victor!” said Susie, who had the boss’ ear at most times since they were a couple both in and out of regular business hours. He looked back at her indulgently as she put a hand on his sleeve. “Don’t you think we ought to—”

What Susie thought was never revealed, because the left side of the platform suddenly tilted.

The Emperor Augustus hurtled down, crashing against the side of the shaft as he went. Victor, Susan, and Ellen vanished in a maelstrom of smashed plaster. There was a bone-jarring thud... then an awful silence.

I’d shut my eyes involuntarily and my mouth and nostrils were choked with dust. As I blinked and rubbed my face with both hands, Susie’s scream rushed up and down the scale like a tornado siren. The dust lifted.

Victor’s crumpled upper body was partially hidden under the wreck of the cable car and chunks of plaster.

One dead museum director.
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Same morning

Susie crouched next to Victor’s body, sobbing and moaning. I wasn’t in much better shape—my knees were shaking like Santa’s bowl full of jelly—but I managed to reach over and pat her back.

Susie hardly noticed. “Aieee—Oh, no—Oh, my God! Victor, you can’t leave me.”

I leaned against the wall, averting my eyes from the pool of blood seeping out from under the biggest piece of statue. How was I going to get Susie away from Victor?

Ellen, her face as white as the plaster of Augustus’ flesh, picked herself up off the floor and staggered over to help me. “Susie, come over here. You need to move out of the way.” Gently we disentangled her trembling hands from their clutch on Victor’s shirt and steered Susie out of the elevator. Susie slid down into a crouch and buried her red curls in her hands.

Dean Saltonstall, a slight, dapper man with short, white hair, sprang into action. After sending George to phone for an ambulance, he steered the reporters out of earshot. I didn’t envy him; he’d have a tough time minimizing this tradgedy.

“Dylan Luneau! Get down here at once!”

Yikes. That bellow hardly resembled the Dean’s usual measured tones.

Dylan dashed into view, barely out of breath from running down three flights of stairs. A pair of pliers and work gloves peeked out of one of the pockets of his tool belt. “I don’t know what happened, Victor...” he panted apologetically.

Ellen said, “Victor can’t hear you, Dylan.”

Dylan froze as he took in the awful scene. “Oh, shit...”

Ellen reached out a hand to Dylan but he ignored it.

I looked at Dean Saltonstall’s face. It was a rigid mask and his eyes had darkened from hazel to brown. Was he wondering, as I was, whether people in our museum were just a little too accident-prone? It was scarcely three years since our last dead body.

“Ms. Perkins, are you all right?” the Dean asked Ellen.

She nodded.

Saltonstall turned to me. “Ms. Donahue? You’re uninjured, thank goodness. I want you to phone Detective Sergeant McEwan at the Boston Police Department. Tell him we’d like to consult with him as soon as possible. I’ll take care of contacting the University Police.”

“Okay.” I took the stairs to the fourth floor where my office was. I could see only one silver lining in this situation—McEwan was the best in the homicide business. We’d be in good hands.

~ * ~
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Ninety long minutes later, I sat at the huge, scarred wooden table and waited for Saltonstall to start the proceedings. My knees had stopped trembling, but any attempt to think felt like wading through Jell-O.

I glanced around our meeting room. The furniture was as haphazard as the images flitting through my brain. The big table—actually two tables pushed together—was flanked by mismatched chairs gleaned from Surplus Furniture on the other side of campus. Battered file cabinets filled one wall, and the décor was completed by the sort of metal shelving most people reserve for their garages or wood shops, stuffed with used archaeology and history books donated by retiring Classics professors. My colleagues roamed around the room, all of them in various degrees of upset and confusion.

“When are the police arriving?” said Ellen, as she shoved more chairs close to the table.

“Any minute now,” Dylan said. He leaned back in a cracked brown leather chair, balancing precariously on two of the four legs. “God, what a mess! How on earth are we going to complete the move now? This place will be full of police and photographers.”

I dimly registered the commotion as I latched on to Dylan’s question. How, indeed? Our staff members were halfway through moving all the collections to a spiffy new building—the Edward G. Taylor Museum, named after a generous donor who’d made his pile managing a Boston bank—on the other side of campus. All but two galleries of the old museum had been closed to the public for six months, and no one except for the senior staff had known we were moving statues this week. Because of the huge amount of labor needed to pack and move fifty thousand artifacts, we’d had a kaleidoscope of temporary staff, students, and volunteers working since the summer. Only Victor—and now presumably Susie—knew how many people had been hired and fired since August. With so many people and objects involved, it wasn’t surprising we’d had minor accidents such as two sprained ankles and a broken Roman glass vase. But nothing like this.

Sergeant Bruce McEwan and another cop arrived, followed by the Dean. McEwan was a stocky, middle-aged man who radiated authority. He hadn’t changed a bit. His graying eyebrows shot up when he saw me looking at him.

Ellen, who was seated to my right, said hello in a thin little voice. Susie barely acknowledged McEwan’s presence. Her green-shadowed eyes fixed steadily on the wall in front of her.

Dylan Luneau inched his chair closer to Ellen, a tacit acknowledgment that they were a couple. His tense shoulders meant that he was dying for a cigarette.

My gaze moved on to my least favorite staff member. George Skirvin slumped dejectedly in a chair at the other end of the table. His whole attitude cried, “I’m an underpaid, overworked student living on junk food—kick me.”

Nancy Phelan, our new registrar, and assistant curator Tim Marsden arrived last. Nancy sported dark curly hair, currently rather rumpled, and her eyes were black pools of shock. Tim, a taciturn graduate student from Art History, hid behind floppy brown hair and glasses.

“I’m Detective Sergeant Bruce McEwan and this is Detective Specialist Richards.” McEwan motioned to the tall skinny cop on his right. “Let’s start with where everyone was just before the Fall of Augustus.”

His quip made me smile in spite of myself. Did Sergeant McEwan read Roman history when he wasn’t on homicide duty? I wouldn’t put it past him.

McEwan waved his ballpoint pen “Richards, sit over next to the door.” He glanced around. “Where is Mr. Dylan Luneau?”

“Right here,” Dylan said.

“Tell us exactly what you saw and heard before the statue fell.”

I was a little surprised that McEwan was conducting a group interview before grilling us individually, but doubtless he had his reasons.

Dylan described how he’d attached the cables the night before. He’d checked the clamps this morning before he sent George downstairs. “I can’t believe the statue fell. It doesn’t make any sense,” he said, looking warily at McEwan.

McEwan’s overly dramatic response startled all of us. “Explain this,” he said, throwing a section of cable on the table.

I stared. The end of the cable wasn’t ragged. It was clean, as if it had been severed—deliberately.

“What the hell?” Dylan said. He shoved one hand through his brown hair.

“I don’t believe it,” said Ellen, white-faced again. She leaned closer to Dylan as though he might protect her from unpleasantness.

Poor Ellen. Dylan couldn’t care less how she was feeling—he was too busy thinking about saving his own skin.

McEwan and his partner watched our reactions carefully. “The cable parted.” he told us. “Either it was cut, or someone loosened the bolt that tightened the clamp around the looped end of the cable.”

So it was murder, I thought with a mental groan. Why couldn’t I work in an ordinary museum, where the worst thing that could happen was the mislabeling of artifacts?

My brain reluctantly shifted into investigative gear. Could Dylan have missed seeing the altered cable, if he were innocent? In the dim light of Wigglesworth Hall, anything was possible. If it weren’t Dylan, who would do such a thing? Did the culprit want general mayhem, or was he—or she—intent on killing or maiming a specific victim? And how could he be sure the right victim would be in the right place when Augustus fell?

It was certainly the first time I’d ever thought of a Roman statue as a weapon of destruction.

“Whatever happened to that cable, it didn’t happen while I was there,” Dylan said, as his neck turned red.

But what if he’d left the area to go to the men’s room, or out for a smoke? Or maybe Dylan had done it himself. He had an M.A. in Museum Studies and was completing a PhD in anthropology. Perhaps he thought he was over-qualified for his current position and was after Victor’s job.

Aha—Dylan was making a sketch of the cable assembly for McEwan. I stood up so I could bend over the table. The diagram showed four cables, each one fastened to a corner of the platform by passing the cable ends through metal eyes. Each loop was then pressed together with a clamp and tightened with a nut and bolt. Dylan and George had gotten the hardware and complete instructions from Operations and Maintenance—surely those guys knew what they were doing. But there was no guarantee the hardware was new; it was much more likely that it was recycled from another use, like most of the furniture in this part of campus.

McEwan rubbed his eleven-o’clock shadow. “Okay, Mr. Luneau. We’ll take your diagram for further study. Now, did you take any breaks during your set-up for the statue move?”

“Well, Ellen brought me a cup of coffee, and I may have stepped out for a minute,” Dylan said sheepishly.

Great, I thought as I sat down again. Then it could be anyone. Since the building was used for classes as well as for the fourth floor museum and offices for the Departments of Sociology and Psychology, dozens of people passed through the hallways during the day.

McEwan raised one inquisitive eyebrow at Susie. “Miss Blake?”

“I was in and out, checking on things, so I could tell Victor when we were all ready,” she said shakily, her baby-blue eyes tearing up again.

“Miss Perkins?”

“After I took Dylan his coffee, I was in the lab until Lisa came to fetch me. Our post was on the first floor, at the bottom of the shaft.” Ellen’s expression was carefully blank.

McEwan continued around the table, pinpointing where each of us had been during the morning. Just before he got to me, my stomach rumbled loudly. I looked around, pretending the uncouth noise came from someone else, but the Sergeant’s sardonic smile made it clear he knew who was guilty.

“Mrs. Donahue-Barber,” he said, startling me by using my married name and laying a little stress on the “Mrs.” James Barber and I had been married a year and a half now, but there was no reason for McEwan to have kept up with the museum’s romances.

“I was at the elevator entrance on the first floor, with Ellen. I heard George’s and Dylan’s voices from above.” I paused. “I didn’t actually see anyone because the platform inside the elevator blocked my view.”

And Susie? Where had she been at that point in time?

My thoughts scurried around like hungry squirrels while McEwan asked who had been in the building the night before. Answer: everyone, since we were behind schedule on the move. I wondered if McEwan realized that we were all quite used to working at night and on weekends; museums attracted young professionals who were dedicated, manic, and decidedly masochistic.

McEwan asked, “Mrs. Donahue-Barber, can you think of any former employee who may have had a grudge against Dr. Fitzgerald?”

“Well, we did have one young guy last May who was pretty upset when he was fired. What was his name, Susie?”

“Harry. Harold Weinberger. But I haven’t seen him around recently.” Susie wiped her eyes and sat up straighter.

No one else had either.

McEwan made a note. “I’ll need the details on Mr. Weinberger. Miss Blake, you’re in charge of keeping records for all employees, right?”

Susie nodded.

“Have there been any other incidents—stuff I should know about?” asked McEwan.

No incidents, I reflected as I watched the sly glances around the table. Just tangled relationships that would surely surface as McEwan investigated. Such as Dylan’s love affair with Ellen, which I heartily disapproved of, and Susie’s long-term dalliance with Victor. And Dylan’s flirtations with every other female on the staff.

“Right,” McEwan said. “Detective Richards and I’ll be interviewing each of you in turn.” He examined his watch. “We’ll start with Mr. Luneau, then Mr. Skirvin. The rest of you, you can grab some lunch but don’t leave the building.” He motioned to a crime scene technician who’d been waiting in the hall to set up his fingerprint kit at a nearby desk. “The elevator shaft will be closed for at least a few days while we investigate. You’ll have to use the stairs. That’s all for now.” His lips tightened as he snapped his notebook shut.

Lunch? The idea of food now, with Victor lying dead, made me queasy. On the other hand, I’d skipped breakfast and didn’t see how I could survive a police interrogation without something to fortify me.

Chairs screeched as everyone stood. I collared Ellen and said, “Susie looks awful. Let’s order something hot—I can’t face the PB&J sandwich and orange I brought today.”

Ellen grimaced at the idea of peanut butter. “Okay. Don’t know if I can eat anything, but guess I should try. How about Chinese? There’s that new place on Commonwealth Ave.”

“I’m not that hungry, either, but I could manage some soup and maybe an egg roll. Want to phone in an order for delivery since we’re not supposed to leave the building? Meet you in my office.”

As I herded Susie down the hall, I spared a thought for James. James wouldn’t be exactly thrilled to hear about another murder at my workplace. Normally, he was the most supportive of husbands, but he’d discourage me from any amateur detecting if he thought it would put me in danger. He might even try to persuade me to quit my job.

That would be awkward, because I had no intention of leaving the museum.

~ * ~
[image: ]


My desk was a strategraphic nightmare that urgently needed excavation. I removed one stratum of papers from my most comfortable seat, an orange-upholstered swivel chair inherited from Sociology, and gently nudged Susie to sit down. Susie drooped like a partially stuffed laundry bag, her eyes still glistening with tears. I scrounged up two more chairs and cleared a space on my desk for the carry-out food.

Ellen appeared with a large bag in record time.

“Wow, that was fast,” I said.

“They weren’t busy, and I met the delivery boy at the front door,” she explained, doling out soup containers, egg rolls, and napkins.

I leaned over to touch Susie’s head, forcing her to look up. “Susie. Hey. We know you’re in shock, but you’ve got to eat something. The police want to interview all of us this afternoon, and it won’t do to have you faint.”

Susie groaned dismally.

I decided a little brutality was in order. “You need your strength, Susie. You know McEwan is going to ask you about your relationship with Victor.”

That did it. Susie started to cry again. “Victor—oh, God, he’s dead.” She covered her face with both hands. “I was going to marry him after the Grand Opening in June; I had my dress all picked out.”

Interesting. Ellen’s raised eyebrows showed it was news to her, too. Maybe even Victor had been ignorant of Susie’s intentions.

Ellen moved her chair so she and I were flanking Susie, and pushed Susie’s styrofoam bowl closer to the weeping woman.

The fragrant steam did what no words could accomplish. Susie stopped crying, and picked up her spoon. After two bites of hot-and-sour heaven and a swallow of green tea, she looked gratefully at us. “Thanks. You’re right, Lisa. I have to talk to McEwan.”

Relieved that Susie was coming around, I took a big crunchy bite of my egg roll. Mmm—pork and cabbage, with little bits of carrot and bean sprouts. Ellen dipped hers in spicy yellow mustard and gagged as her sinuses caught on fire.

“McEwan will want all our personnel records. And Victor’s papers. But...” Susie sat up straighter, her eyes wide. “Who’s going to run the museum now?”

My stomach clenched as we looked at each other. I pushed my unfinished egg roll aside. Surely the move could be completed without Victor, but there was the Grand Opening to plan, invitations to send out, Deans to placate...

“You’re the one who knows how the administrative system works,” said Ellen to Susie.

“Yeah, but the Dean will want a PhD. in charge,” Susie said. “You know, to interact with faculty and the designers.” They both looked at me; my current title was Senior Curator, but I was the only PhD currently on the staff—now.

A shiver of apprehension—or was it anticipation?—ran up my back.

Susie was right—the Dean would want someone with a doctorate to take over, and Susie and Ellen only had M.A. degrees. Could I handle such an appointment? Probably, but like Indiana Jones, I’d have to crawl through a snake pit: the wrath of worried donors, the inflated ego of the architect from New York, the shock and grief of the Museum Friends group. 

“Don’t look at me that way,” I said. “Saltonstall has a mind of his own—he’s perfectly capable of conscripting an Interim Director from Anthropology or Classics. Then we’d all have to figure out how to work under someone who doesn’t know beans about our museum.”

“Sounds like a recipe for disaster,” Ellen said.

“We’ve already had the disaster,” Susie replied, looking like she was about to dissolve into tears again.

Detective Richards stuck his head in the door. “Miss Blake, we’d like to talk with you next.”

Susie rose reluctantly.

Richards pinned me with an inscrutable gaze.

“You’re next,” he said, leading Susie away.
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Monday, January 13

Same morning

I limped into Victor’s office where McEwan and Richards were waiting for me. My right knee ached from the awkward twisting it had received when I’d dodged the falling statue. I avoided looking at the empty chair behind the desk where Victor usually lounged, elegantly shod feet crossed. I slid awkwardly into the third chair at the conference table and faced my inquisitors.

I’d been helpful to the police three years ago, when they’d accepted me as an ally once they’d ruled out my involvement in the murder of our registrar. But this was a new case, a new murder, and as I knew very well, that meant I was a suspect until proven innocent, or elsewhere, at the critical time.

McEwan’s dark brown eyes assessed me coolly. His craggy face looked as stern as a stranger’s until he smiled. “Well, Mrs. Donahue-Barber, here we are again.” To his partner he added, “This is the lady I was telling you about—she assisted us in the last museum murder.”

Richards nodded, his thoughtful gray eyes never leaving my face.

“Richards has some experience in art-related crimes, but he’s working Homicide now,” McEwan said to me. “Okay, Lisa, why don’t you take us through your movements last night and this morning.”

So far, so good. It looked like he was going to treat me as an ally again. I described how everyone had worked late the night before.

“Can you remember what time everyone left?” McEwan asked.

“I was here until ten,” I said. “Ellen stayed after me to close up. I’m not sure what order the others left in—oh, I remember, Tim had to go pick up his mother at the airport just before I left. Say about nine forty-five.”

I rubbed my forehead as I thought about what to say next. A headache was starting behind my eyebrows—probably another reaction to the trauma of Victor’s death. Not to mention thinking one of my colleagues must be a murderer.

“And today?” McEwan prompted.

“Susie opened the museum this morning—that’s normally at eight o’clock. I arrived at nine, give or take five minutes.”

McEwan reviewed his notes. “Tim is Timothy Marsden, graduate student? What does he do?”

I nodded. “He’s sort of a general assistant, mostly with research and curatorial stuff. But all our job roles have morphed and expanded since the move to the new building started.”

“Where was Tim when the statue fell?”

I frowned. “Upstairs, somewhere.”

“Did you hear his voice?”

“No, not that I recall.”

“You said earlier that you heard Dylan Luneau and George Skirvin’s voices above you just before Augustus fell, is that right?”

“Yes.”

“What about Susan Blake?”

“I’m not sure where Susie was when I heard Dylan’s voice the first time, but she was certainly on the first floor when Victor and the Dean appeared.”

“Did she come from the same direction as Victor, or from the opposite stairway?”

“The north stairs.” I remembered Susie’s chirpy comment about museum publicity.

“Did you observe the cable after it broke?”

“No, not until you brought it into the staff meeting. I thought it looked cut. It’s a braided steel rope, right?”

“That’s right,” McEwan said, lifting his eyebrows.

He shouldn’t have looked so surprised; paying attention to materials was part of a curator’s training.

He showed me a sketch—his own, not Dylan’s—in his notebook. “See, the cable goes through the eye of this metal piece and is supposed to be clamped in two places. A separate piece of metal forms the clamp, which is tightened with bolts and nuts. One bolt is missing.”

I examined the diagram, thinking anyone could have loosened the cable assembly if he or she had the right tool. But I couldn’t explain the severed end of the cable.

“Yup. Anyone could have done it,” he said, reading my mind. “Anyone with access to tools and a little time alone. I assume your staff members have tools lying around?”

I described the museum toolboxes I knew about—the one in the workshop downstairs, and the one in the gallery storage area on the fourth floor.

“Hmm.” He made a note. “We’re pretty sure what happened here, but we’re sending the cable assembly off for analysis to make sure.”

“If the cable was mostly cut through, that
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