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Author’s Note

Members of the NYPD Bomb Squad respond to more than 1500 calls a year. Most of these are precautionary sweeps or false alarms. When they find unexploded bombs or dangerous explosives, Bomb Squad technicians remotely disarm them or remove them ninety-nine percent of the time with minimal risk to themselves and others.
Naturally, storytellers—and readers—aren’t so interested in the ninety-nine percent. It’s the unusual cases that call to us—the possibilities, the what-ifs, the dangers of tomorrow.

With the help of Mark Torre, who currently commands the NYPD Bomb Squad, and other sources, I have made every effort to achieve technical accuracy in this book without compromising the safety of law enforcement personnel or the public. In the interests of storytelling, I have taken some liberties with regard to police procedures. I hope readers will make appropriate allowances for this. After all, no one wants to spend his leisure time watching cops fill out forms.

The real NYPD Bomb Squad, as many know, consists of fewer than forty individuals annexed to a police precinct in lower Manhattan. To avoid any confusion between the world in my head and the world “out there,” I have moved the Bomb Squad to an imaginary precinct on a different street.

This is indeed a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, events, and incidents are either a product of my imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is entirely coincidental. Like any novelist, I am ultimately not hunting facts here but the greater truths of the human condition.

The real-life heroes of the NYPD, the FBI and other members of the Joint Terrorism Task Force do their best to protect all of us from harm every day. At some point, if not all of the time, even real heroes must face their own troubles and demons. The difference between them and the rest of us is that they set aside those troubles to pursue the greater good.

In sum, this book isn’t factual. But you may find it true.

A Note on Abbreviations in this Series

The reader will soon notice that I do not always define abbreviations within the text. I want you to have the sense that you were dropped into the story, as if you were standing on a street corner, overheard two cops talking about a case, and made yourself invisible in order to look over their shoulders. In such a circumstance, no one would go out of his way to tell you what the acronyms stood for; you’d have to reason it out on your own.
In any event, you don’t really require an immediate grasp of the abbreviations to follow the story, and most acronyms can be quickly inferred from the context, even if you can’t tell right away what particular letters stand for. If you’re dying to know, however, jump to the glossary at the back of each book. Pretty soon, if you stick with the series, the acronyms will become second nature. There really aren’t that many of them. 

Blast from the Past

TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK, TICK

nine days before

the tenth anniversary

of the downing of triangle flight 699

1.

An hour before Kieran Lehane’s dog alerted, turning his world upside down, he stood by the doorway of P.S. 146 in Howard Beach, Queens, facing more than the usual rigamarole.
The suits were taking no chances. Two uniformed cops and an ATF agent insisted on seeing Lehane’s shield and ID card before permitting him to bring the dog inside. When they saw he was Bomb Squad, all six eyes gave him a look like he’d arrived ten years too late.

It killed him to think they could be right.

The hearing had already begun. Standing at the upper entrance to the school auditorium, Lehane assessed the situation for a few minutes. Befitting the occasion, most of the people didn’t look local. Howard Beach was a famously Italian working-class neighborhood with low tolerance for outsiders of any kind. Yet in this crowd sat a broad spectrum of multicultural hues, from deep chocolate to freckled pink.

Still, he figured half of them hadn’t traveled far. They were Queens and South Shore residents, some from the other side of the Belt Parkway and others perhaps from just over the Nassau County line. The aroma of Jamaica Bay—only six blocks away by Lehane’s calculations—was prominent today, heavy and pungent, even managing to penetrate the windowless auditorium. It would be a familiar smell to many of these individuals. If you lived anywhere near Kennedy Airport you frequently came within walking distance of the water. The chain stores might have invaded nearby Cross Bay Boulevard a generation ago, but you could still buy live bait there, and that gave a fair indication of where many hearts lay. Dredgers and fishermen. Boaters and beach goers. He knew a guy who patched hulls not far from here.

On stage in the auditorium, sitting at the center of a draped table that hid everyone’s legs, a guy with bouffant hair and large glasses droned into the microphone. Lehane knew him: Christian Blow, long-time assistant to the chairman of the National Transportation Safety Board. That was the official name, anyway. Lehane didn’t like to call it that. He was fond of saying that NTSB stood for Nothing That’s Not Bullshit. So what if the initials didn’t line up right. Back at the squad room, Manny Diaz had once interrupted a Lehane diatribe to point that out, and the big man shut him up with a stare. Manny, being the new guy, was still unsure of his footing. As the longest-serving member of the NYPD Bomb Squad, Lehane didn’t have that problem. He’d been around long enough to know exactly where everyone stood.

Take Blow, who’d have willingly scheduled a root canal to avoid being here at this moment. Lehane figured that the man had strategically slotted the hearing he never wanted for the height of rush hour—four to six p.m. on a summer Friday—in order to suppress the turnout. It worked, too. And that decision had the effect of making Lehane half an hour late himself, taking twice as long as it normally would to drive here from Bomb Squad headquarters, not allowing him time to drop the dog at home.

When Lehane finally took a seat by the aisle along the lefthand wall, Georgia settled into a curl at his feet. Friend; yellow Labrador; Explosive Detection Canine; water lover. She had her chin on the ground, but before long she lifted a honey-colored eyebrow, as if to say, Sheesh. Is the same guy still talking?

Up on the stage, five solemn bureaucrats each had a tome in front of them, four inches thick and bound between sky-blue paper covers. Lehane noticed that Blow was consuming precious time by reading aloud excerpts from the original NTSB report on the tragedy of Triangle Flight 699, in which more than two hundred souls had perished—pulverized in mid-air by a terrific explosion not three miles southeast of where Lehane and the rest of them now sat. That was nearly a decade ago, and everyone in the room already knew the report’s conclusion: a catastrophic mechanical failure on the Boeing 767.

Some in this crowd—family members of the deceased—had turned themselves into experts in an attempt to cut through the NTSB whitewash. Lehane recognized most of them. He’d interviewed every one on his own time, flashing his shield but always careful to let them know he’d come on a private mission, lest his activities get back to Lieutenant Capobianco.

At the head of the center aisle, the Nothing That’s Not Bullshit board had set up a microphone on a stand. Lehane glanced at his watch. Only forty-five minutes to go and Blow droned on. He wondered whether they’d actually give the audience a chance to pose questions. Years had passed since the last hearing on this subject, but—to judge from what he’d observed so far—the modus operandi remained the same. They’d end at seven on the dot no matter what.

Now Blow had arrived at the official explanation: a spark in the center fuel tank caused by a short in the wiring. A perfectly reasonable explanation except that no one ever found the wires in question. It was the culminating lie in eight hundred pages of subterfuge. Bury the curious citizen in words and superfluous details and hope that he goes away. And for the most part they had done so, among law enforcement professionals just Lehane left with his secret obsession and among the amateurs just a few family members painted by everyone in authority and in the press as kooks.

It was hot as a bamboo steamer in the auditorium—July and no air conditioning. Georgia panted. She looked up at her handler, reading his mood. He patted her head. I’m all right, girl. Keep the faith.

For the third time in an hour she stood up, sniffed, and circled to reassess her position. Satisfied or not, she lay back down with half her body resting against the corrugated metal side of the auditorium seat and her shoulder up against her master’s ankle.

People fidgeted like bored school kids as Blow droned on, reading from his script. At the end of the dais, a stenographer tapped furiously in that slightly off-kilter stenographic way. So...there would be a report on the verbatim reading of the report, Lehane thought. Future generations could read the reading of the bullshit of the reading of the bullshit. Talk about your hall of mirrors.

Also taking notes, in the front row, sat several reporters—their skinny little pads and their petite tape recorders the dead giveaway. The only one who mattered was Bonnie Flynn of the New York Times. She knew Lehane, but he didn’t expect her to turn and look in his direction. It would be a fatal mistake to acknowledge one another in public.

Flynn had to be past fifty, but she projected the enthusiasm of a much younger professional, the spirited pluck of a person who would follow a lead over mountains and across oceans—as assiduously as Georgia on a live scent. Walk a mile through a mine field, as she’d been said to do once in Afghanistan. And even far down there in the front row he could hardly miss her auburn mane or the nervous energy of her thin white fingers as they played the air impatiently with a fancy mechanical pencil.

The only time they’d met in person these two things had indelibly imprinted on his mind: the lithe fingers and the hair. That was back in March. He wouldn’t allow her to tape record him, so the pencil did a great deal more work that day. Lehane—though he would remain an anonymous source—had credibility because he had worked the Triangle Flight 699 job along with several other NYPD bomb techs and a bevy of federal agents. She could look it up and she most certainly had. There were even a few pictures floating around of him standing next to the partially reconstituted airplane skeleton.

Flynn’s front-page reporting over the past two months had pressured Blow to hold this follow-up public hearing, which he agreed to, the board statement said, not because the NTSB had anything to add pertaining to a closed case but out of respect for the families of the victims. Some respect for the victims, thought Lehane. Respect for their own jobs, more like.

Thousands of airliners had been rewired in response to their findings, said the board statement. They stood by their conclusions.

Which were bullshit! Lehane wanted to scream. But he couldn’t, of course, not even during public speaking time, if that ever came. Only one guy ever got to talk on the record for the Bomb Squad, and that was the lieutenant. On a controversial matter such as this, he too would be gagged by Weinstein, the Deputy Commissioner for Public Information. If Lehane made a scene at this hearing, not even public service rules would protect him. He’d get busted and end his days pushing paper in a basement room at One PP, maybe even lose the dog out of apparatchik spite.

Blow finally set down his script with fourteen minutes to go. He said over the loudspeaker, “Keep in mind that the official report to the public of the National Transportation Safety Board only deals with unclassified evidence. Other things may or may not be known to us, but we are not in a position to discuss them in this venue. However”—he drew out that “however” like it exhausted him—“However, in light of all the evidence in our possession we have reviewed the articles written by the fine New York Times reporter, Ms. Flynn, and concluded that the so-called evidence she presents does not warrant reopening our investigation at this time—an investigation, I might add, conducted over many months to the tune of tens of millions of dollars in taxpayer expense.”

He gave a nod, quite satisfied with his defense. Then he poured himself a long draft of water from a stainless steel pitcher, drained the glass with painstaking slowness, adjusted his too-big glasses on his nose, and finally volunteered the floor microphone to those in the audience who wanted to make statements.

“Let me be clear, however,” Blow added—again the “however” like a mountain to climb. “This is an informal hearing, not an interrogation. You may say your piece, but we are not here today to answer questions beyond the report that I just read into the record.” He tugged his sleeve and looked at his watch. “We have twelve minutes remaining.”

It was a masterful performance in its own cynical way, Lehane thought. More than a few people, desperate to be heard by their government, immediately lined up behind the microphone stand despite the wall of bureaucratic contempt that faced them. Fathers. Mothers. Sisters. Brothers. Cousins. All were ten years older than when the phone rang on a balmy day such as this, shattering forever their inner peace. Even now, many couldn’t contain their tears. And yet they remained respectful. God bless America, their faith resting on the good intentions of others.

When it was all over, Lehane realized without surprise that he hadn’t seen a hint that members of the NTSB would allow a speckle of black ink into their whitewash. Frowning, he lingered in his chair for a moment and let the people file past him.

In a minute a man came up, tall and lanky, mid-seventies. He’d lost a teenage daughter and his wife on that airplane. “What have you learned from all your research, Detective?” He was a doctor, Lehane recalled. Educated. Distinguished. Yet he stood helpless before the world. Anger and despair caught the words in his throat.

Georgia, perhaps because everyone was moving up the aisle, sat up.

“Not much, Doctor,” Lehane admitted. “But I’m not resting, and if I find anything, the families will know.”

He looked down at the dog. She wasn’t behaving as her mellow off-duty self. He instantly read her body language. She was alerting!

Lehane’s heart flopped in his chest. “If you’ll excuse me,” he told the doctor. He’d never known Georgia to give a false signal. Could someone here really be carrying the odor of explosives or explosive residue?

“Thank you for your efforts.” The doctor reached out a hand to shake as Lehane looked over his own shoulder toward the top of the auditorium. Who just passed by? He’d caught a flash of red material in his peripheral vision.

The dog was on the job, eagerly shuffling her feet.

“All this investigating,” Lehane thought to say, “is still on the q.t., remember.” He winked at the doctor and turned as Georgia pulled him by the leash up the aisle, advancing past several people.

In a moment Lehane spotted the target: a youngish man with short black hair and mocha skin, could be Hispanic or North African, wearing a red bandanna around his neck. The man picked up his pace and Georgia matched it, then accelerated, tugging Lehane forward. As they got close she alerted again.

The crowd in front of him was thinner than down below. Lehane got his best look yet of Bandanna Man, ten yards away. Eleven. Twelve.

What was happening?

He knew in an instant. His suspect, lengthening his strides, had begun to open up a lead. As he neared the auditorium exit, he further picked up the pace, maybe felt the cop’s eyes on his back.

Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! To hell with the hearing and Blow and even with Bonnie Flynn. Suddenly no space remained in Lehane’s mind for any other worries. His suspect was getting away.

“Hold it. Hold it, there!” he called, urgency rising. “Hey, you!”

But upon hearing those words, Bandanna Man stiffened his spine and broke into a run.
2.

Kieran Lehane, fifty-four years old, was a big man who carried an extra eighty pounds around his midsection. It took a minute for him to notice the effects of climbing the auditorium aisle ramp at an accelerating pace in the heat, but by the time he hit the sidewalk he was puffing.
The ATF guy and the uniformed cops were nowhere to be found. Wouldn’t you know. Georgia had her leash at full extension, Lehane straining to hold her, and Bandanna Man had already run a hundred and fifty feet up the block.

“Police!” Lehane called. “You with the bandanna. Hold it!”

The guy didn’t break stride. He was small of frame and lithe, weaving with little effort among the sparse crowd on the sidewalk. Lehane reached for his Smith & Wesson and dropped awkwardly to one knee. He thought immediately that, by NYPD regulation, he had no cause to draw his gun on a possible suspect, apparently unarmed, who presented no imminent threat to anyone. That realization made him pause with his hand on the pistol grip—ten years of frustration forming a lump in his throat. Ten years. It felt like he’d counted every second of every day. Too damn long. And how much longer if he allowed regulations to hamstring him now, again?

The hesitation passed. He drew and aimed. But as he did so he lost hold of Georgia’s leash. She took off at a full gallop. Shit. His gun proved useless. Between the civilians and the dog and the distance, he’d never get a clean shot. He pressed a hand into one thigh and scrambled to his feet.

Georgia and Bandanna Man had turned the corner of Ninety-Ninth Street, moving in the direction of traffic, which was light, this part of the neighborhood being an isolated peninsula between two basins. Lehane still liked his chances to catch this guy. If there were any patrol cars in the vicinity, they could lay a quick dragnet and trap him on the peninsula, which was only five blocks wide.

Running, running. It had been a long time since he ran this hard.

As he sprinted down the sidewalk, he reached for his radio, but then he hesitated, imagining the follow-up. What was he doing at the hearing? Did he come with the intention of interfering in a federal investigation? The questions would come fast and would rapidly lead to a connection between him and the Times articles. He didn’t worry about Flynn talking—she’d go to jail to protect a source—but his presence would be seen immediately as too much of a coincidence, and good cops didn’t believe in coincidence. Capobianco would be down his shorts in eight seconds and would be risking his own career if he had to cover for Lehane. Jesus, Mary and Joseph!

The guy in the bandanna was fast. Georgia, running full out, gained on him but not in leaps and bounds. Her training might be holding her back. She wasn’t an attack dog or even a guard dog. She was a professional nose on four legs, rewarded for cooperative and nonthreatening behavior.

They were halfway down the next block when a stitch blossomed in Lehane’s right abdomen. He couldn’t keep this up. He was growing short of breath.

Thinking of his boss and hating himself, he stowed the radio without initiating any communication and slowed to a jog, gasping for air. He pressed a hand into the stitch in his side and willed himself forward.

Meanwhile Georgia, defying all expectations, pinned her ears back further and accelerated. Lehane, so attuned to her, even at this distance thought he heard her growl. It wasn’t just the scent of explosives, he thought. She had it out for this guy.

He was getting a bad feeling about the situation. As he sped up again, he watched in surprise as his dog leapt for Bandanna Man’s throat.

Having sensed her closing on him, the guy raised a forearm just in time. They wrestled one another to the ground, giving Lehane a few moments to close the distance. He couldn’t let the dog maul someone. He began calling to her, “Off, Georgia! Off, girl! Off!”

She heard him, and he saw her lose some conviction. The man kicked at her and sprung to his feet, breaking into a sprint again, and she didn’t follow at the same pace, only jogged now. Lehane caught up as Georgia turned the corner behind the man onto 161st Avenue. In Howard Beach—hard to figure—the streets named avenues were shorter than the ordinary streets. And Lehane soon saw that this avenue—in the direction Bandanna Man turned—ran right into the easternmost basin.

Georgia had stopped pursuing. She stood by the water with her tongue hanging out. Lehane came up behind her and petted her on the head. He felt lightheaded from exertion, gulped the heavy air. “Where is he, girl?”

She looked up at him and out toward the narrow basin. Small houses with docks clustered along both sides. The remains of a wake lapped the tall rush grass and the concrete wall and gently rocked the floating piers. To the right, Lehane barely perceived a covered boat moving off where the basin broadened out. Maybe the driver of that boat saw something, but too late now.

Lehane figured that Bandanna Man had ducked behind the houses on this side of the basin. He jogged along Ninety-Ninth Street, poking his head into each side yard. When that yielded nothing, with Georgia back on the leash he worked the grid for another hour.

Still nothing. Bandanna Man had disappeared.

3.

A couple of squad cars sat in front of the school, two uniforms out on the sidewalk—must be two more inside—but only a few people milling around. Lehane flashed his badge at them. “Detective. Bomb Squad. Who called it in?”
“Lot of eyes around here,” said a street cop with blond bangs. Young—they were all young. “It was one of the neighbors. Retired cop.”

“What’d he say?”

“Report we got was an officer engaged with a possible suspect.”

“They say shots fired?”

“Did you shoot?”

“Negative.”

The street cop nodded toward Lehane’s holstered Smith & Wesson. “Don’t suppose you get to use that thing much in the Bomb Squad.”

That steamed Lehane a little. “How long you been out of the academy, kid?”

“Three years.”

“You might be lucky enough to go another twenty-two without firing your weapon once. That’s what the averages say.”

“No disrespect intended, Detective. Okay if I—?” He bent over to pet the dog.

“Anyway,” Lehane said, “this ruckus was all a case of mistaken identity. Sorry for the fuss.”

“No problem.”

Lehane worried. “Do me a favor. Doesn’t look great me scaring the civilians. Keep my name out of it?”

The kid hesitated only for a moment. “Never set eyes on you.”

“Good man. Thanks.” He looked at the uniformed cop’s name tag for the first time. “Officer Hines. Irish?”

“My father’s side.” Still petting the animal. “What’s her name?”

“Georgia.”

“Sweet dog.”

“See you around, Hines.”

Lehane, realizing he’d parked around the corner, ended up retracing his steps exactly the way Georgia had chased his suspect. If he was a suspect. The way the dog gave chase, Lehane had started to wonder. Although she had alerted at first—he felt sure of that—the behavior that followed was uncharacteristic. Maybe she just took a deep disliking to the guy. Maybe the man had stepped on her toe or something on the way out.

He almost had himself convinced that it was a big nothing when halfway down the next block he spotted something bold red by the curb. A bandanna. Torn. When Georgia went after the guy she must have ripped it free. Gee.

An image flashed before Lehane’s eyes: New York Post headlines about a Bomb Squad cop’s dog attacking innocent civilians. But Bandanna Man hadn’t called in the attack, or Hines likely would’ve acted differently.

Georgia went up to the bandanna and sat. Alerting again. Lehane’s throat tightened and his eyes grew active. Maybe he’d been right all along.

He took a baggie from his back pocket and treated the bandanna as evidence. Nearby, resting on the butt of the curb, he noticed a fragment of something else: a thin black wire with a small plastic sleeve attached. He slipped on his reading glasses and saw that it wasn’t a wire at all, but a five-inch fragment of flat nylon string, maybe part of a shoelace, and the plastic was its aglet. He pulled on a pair of rubber gloves and picked it up. It could be a random piece of trash, but he bagged it anyway.

Around the corner, he put Georgia in the back seat, started his Jeep Cherokee, and got the air conditioning going. Then he went to the trunk and removed an ETK that he’d purchased for his own use. He tested the string first and got nothing. But the bandanna—hello! That was a different story.

And although he knew, realistically speaking, that he never had a clean shot on the sidewalk, Lehane couldn’t help saying aloud to himself, “Damn. I should’ve dropped the sonuvabitch when I had the chance.”
4.

Lehane didn’t go in much for boating or fishing, but he considered himself a water rat. He lived in Long Beach five blocks from the ocean and waded into the surf every chance he got, especially this time of year.
During the short ride home, he contemplated a nighttime swim. His clothes still stuck to his skin from the unexpected physical exertion, and the evening’s humidity magnified the heat. He thought a dip in the ocean was better than a shower any day; it had the added benefits of clearing the sinuses and clearing the head. He’d swim and think about what he’d found today, how to play it.

There was nothing simple about this situation. Bandanna Man might be connected to Triangle Flight 699. Or he might be researching to plan the next one. Or he might be an innocent fellow who’d only been playing with firecrackers that morning. Even a well-trained EDC could only tell you so much. The ETK, too. To ascertain what kind of explosive was on that bandanna would require highly sensitive laboratory tests that Lehane couldn’t perform on his own.

Lab tests. That required recording the bandanna as evidence and reporting to Capobianco what he was up to. And no good could come of that, Lehane felt sure. There were nearly thirty-five thousand men and women in the NYPD, maybe a few thousand in supervisory roles, none of whom would give Lehane an ear on this because doing so meant career suicide. It was a closed case, one technically never under the jurisdiction of the NYPD to begin with. There was an official report. Some of it classified. Sensitive subject. In short, Triangle Flight 699 was a radioactive zone. You didn’t go there if you wanted to live. If you ignored all the signposts and went anyway, you might very well come out glowing, but not in any positive sense of that word.

None of which would stop Lehane from pursuing his quarry. All it meant was he’d have to bushwhack his own path. Sometimes a man had to do that. He thought of how Bomb Squad Detective Donald Sadowy snuck that piece of the bomb-carrying truck out of the World Trade Center garage in 1993, urged immediate application of acid in the crime lab to reveal the hidden VIN number, and got reamed out by an FBI supervisor, told his career was over. Guy comes into headquarters the next day expecting to get busted and is met by a standing ovation: He solved the case. That’s what it took sometimes. Sometimes you had to push back.

A person who tests positive at a hearing about a downed jetliner? Seriously suspicious. Under certain circumstances it could be coincidence, Lehane admitted to himself, but then the man ran. Afraid of dogs? Maybe. Defying a direct command to halt from an officer of the peace? Forcing that officer to give chase? Disappearing into thin air on a dead-end street? C’mon!

Lehane had broken into a sweat again. The dog knew the score better than the law did. He shared her conviction that this hearing had smoked a rat from its hiding place and now that rat needed to be run to ground. But where had Bandanna Man gone? Lehane’s breath quickened. He worked his jaw.

He needed a swim.

Dusk had given way to darkness when he pulled to a stop in the driveway of his cottage on East Olive Street. Leaving the evidence in the trunk of his car, he gave Georgia a long walk. A light breeze blew off the ocean. It was a good evening for strolling, but Lehane’s mind raced, needed to settle. He’d obsessed over this case for a long time, seeking the missing piece. He hadn’t reached out lightly to the reporter, Flynn. It violated the unspoken code of the squad, but at least it had paid a dividend.

The thought of it charged him up. Sure he’d lost the guy, but a guy found once would usually turn up again.

Back home in the driveway, from the corner of his eye Lehane thought he saw a brief flash of light in an upstairs room of his cottage. The gray shingle house had a small porch that made the ground-floor windows look especially dark from the outside. It stood just one lot away from the corner, and sometimes the headlights from a passing car on Neptune Boulevard refracted in his upstairs windows, freakishly bouncing off the house across the street. He’d grown accustomed to this phenomenon and attributed it to the almost mystical characteristics of the sea air. In confirmation, he looked to Georgia, but she hadn’t reacted.

He went in through the back door and flicked on the kitchen light. In a nook a foot off the floor, a pair of lizard eyes blinked at him.

“Hey, Herbie,” he said.

Georgia stepped up and sniffed the iguana on his eating platform with canine indifference. Herbie had her by three years. From the beginning she’d somehow known to suppress her hunting instinct when confronted by him. Maybe she respected the spikes, which were sharp enough to blow the tire on an automobile.

“Play nice,” Lehane said anyway.

In another part of the house, the floor creaked.

The iguana stayed placid, but Georgia’s hackles went up. She lowered her hind end and began incessantly barking at the closed door to the living room.

Lehane drew his service weapon for the second time that day. “Quiet!” he ordered the dog, but she only skipped one bark in the sequence and resumed yapping. Dammit, thought Lehane, when did I lose control of you? “Stay!” He gave her a hand signal and pushed open the door to the living room with his gun poised, stepping through just in time to perceive a human shape who flew down the stairs, flung open the front door, and darted outside. Must’ve gotten spooked by the barking.

In pursuit Lehane hustled out onto the porch and into the front yard. He didn’t see anyone—more important, didn’t feel anyone. Nevertheless, he used the flashlight on his iPhone to search the bushes.

Satisfied that the intruder had gone, Lehane holstered his gun and went back inside. Georgia had stopped barking and sat placidly in the middle of the kitchen floor. There was no person upstairs, but more than the usual mess—drawers open, clothing strewn across the floor.

His mind jumped to Bandanna Man. There was drama every week in the Bomb Squad, but none that had pertained to the Flight 699 case in ten years. And now this a few hours later: intrusion not just close to home but right inside his house. He didn’t have enough to connect them, but how could they not be connected?

He put his hands on his hips and sighed. “Lost another one,” he said to the dog. This was getting old fast. It put him in a mood. He fed the animals, sat in a kitchen chair, and watched them eat—all the time thinking about his situation.

When he reached a few tentative conclusions, he got up and went to the closet in the living room under the stairs. The coats had been pushed aside, pockets gone through—gloves on the floor. The cardboard box of dog toys, kept on a shelf, had been dumped. He picked them up and put them back into the box, all but one. The new neon green rubber one—label and price tag still attached—was designed to hold a half-round chew. He reached inside its seemingly empty well, felt what he was looking for, and sighed with relief.

Returning to the kitchen, he picked up the telephone but thought better of it. The intruder might have had time to place a bug. Instead he used his cell phone to call Billy MacGregor, who lived in Island Park, just over the bridge. MacGregor was also a cop on the Bomb Squad. He picked up on the second ring, all hale-fellow-well-met, must’ve seen the caller ID.

“Hey, Billy.” Lehane tried to make his voice sound light. “Where you be?”

“It’s Friday night, Kill Shot, and I’m off tomorrow. Where else but the Rusty Anchor? Want to join?”

“Not right now. I need a favor.”

“Everything all right?”

“Sure. Just need you to hold something for me.”

A long pause, MacGregor’s mind working. Lehane wondered whether there’d been a better way to put it. Too late now. “Sure, Kieran. You need me to come?”

“I’ll find you. Give me an hour or so.”

He hung up and looked around. The place was a sieve. He didn’t have a working lock on the back door, hadn’t secured it in years.

The front door he’d locked and bolted after the intruder fled. Now he went to the cabinet under the kitchen sink and found his DeWalt power drill and a jar of long wood screws. He proceeded from window to window downstairs, screwing each one shut. Georgia followed him for the first few but then grew bored and nestled into her bed. Forgetting her, he went upstairs and did the same with all of the bedroom windows and the one in the hall, not even bothering to consider that he had no air conditioning.

When he was done, Lehane thought some more about the kitchen door. From a chest he fished out an old paintball gun. Under the porch outside he found a few scraps of wood. In a while he’d affixed the paintball gun to the kitchen ceiling, cocked it, and strung a tripwire to the back door with some spare parts from his toolkit. Then he drilled a hole above the outside of the doorjamb to rig a hidden release switch.

He was nothing if not mechanically inclined. He thought maybe he’d pick up some cameras at Radio Shack tomorrow to complete the picture. Probably should have done so much sooner than this.

5.

The Rusty Anchor in Island Park had a large packed dining room and a wooden deck overlooking Wreck Lead Channel and the northern shore of Long Beach. Formerly Paddy McGee’s Fish House & Bar, an old stalwart that had closed after Hurricane Sandy, the place underwent major repairs that looked minor and reopened as the Anchor over the past winter, still carrying the same weathered look and the same salty sweet perfume of shellfish.
It was a perfect night for sitting outside, but Lehane found MacGregor in his usual seat by the dark indoor bar. His buddy couldn’t stand to look at the water of the channel if it wasn’t from the wheelhouse of his boat, but he could stand even less to be away from the shore completely. The bar at this establishment salvaged the perfect compromise.

MacGregor wasn’t a heavy drinker, but they kept a seat for him anyway with a prime view of the television. The owners liked having a cop around who didn’t have jurisdiction in these precincts and never thrust his hand out—wouldn’t even accept a free order of French fries. And on most summer nights when MacGregor wasn’t on the roll call the next morning you could find him there nursing a beer and watching a Mets game. His wife was three years in the grave and his two grown kids had their own lives, so family obligations remained minimal. Once in a while, he took home a divorcée named Kathy. They were sweet on each other but also allowed one another lots of personal space. Plus—fatal flaw—Kathy had a tendency toward seasickness.

Lehane gave his pal a hearty pat on the back.

“Hey,” MacGregor said by way of greeting. He turned to a guy next to him at the crowded bar. “You mind?”

The guy shook his head and left his stool.

“I couldn’t,” Lehane said.

“Nah.” MacGregor frowned. “He’s just waiting for a table. They’ll call his name in a sec.” He adjusted the stool next to him. “You hungry? You eat yet?”

“No and no.” Lehane mounted his stool but thought of the pets at home, didn’t like to leave them alone for long after events of the day. “I can’t hang tonight.”

“That’s a shame. And the Mets are getting blown out. What’s up?”

“Gotta get back and feed the dog.” He reached into the side pocket of his windbreaker and fingered the contents uncertainly. MacGregor saw him do it but didn’t say anything. “Maybe just one beer.” Lehane signaled the bartender and called, “Guinness draft.”

“Mother’s milk.” MacGregor smiled. “But too heavy in this weather.”

Lehane responded with mock seriousness. “Where’s your fortitude?” He took a sip and then a much longer pull, letting out a sigh. He sat there for a while, watching the game like he gave a shit, not saying much. He had started to think better of this mission, considered maybe not pursuing it after all. They’d sacked the house and not found what they were looking for—at least, not if
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