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1. GRAVEYARD SHIFT 

Rain had turned the streets a shiny black. It coated windshields with a film that cut visibility to inches, and turned potholes into lakes that trapped unwary drivers. All month long, Chicago had been hit by storms that put as much as three inches of water on the ground in an hour, but left the air as thick and heavy as a wet parka. Tonight’s storm was one of the worst of the summer. 

I’d come up empty in all the likely spots: bus stops, coffee shops,even the sleazier nightclubs that might not have carded a bunch of tweens. I was about to give up when I saw lights flashing in the cemetery to my right. I pulled over and rolled down my window. Above the rumble of rain on my rooftop I could hear high-pitched chatter and bursts ofnervous laughter. 

I zipped up my rain jacket and walked down the street, looking for the cemetery gates. They were padlocked. A notice board read that Mount Moriah was permanently closed. Trespassers would be violated,but if you had a grave to tend, you could call the number on the board. 

I went back up Leavitt until I found a gap in the fence big enough for me to slip through. By then, the girls had disappeared. 

Grass and weeds had taken over the grounds, obliterating paths, covering up the grave markers. The remains of the paths had turned toa mud that sucked at my running shoes. Bits of old gravel wedged themselves inside my socks. Water seeped under the hood of my rain jacket. I tripped over a marble slab that had fallen on its back, and landed hard on my tailbone. The only good thing about the weather was that it masked the sound of my fall, as well as the curse I couldn’t hold back—I was in my favorite party dress, which was now smeared with mud underneath my jacket. 

While I was on the ground I made out winking lights—cell phones, or flashlights—to my right. The rain stopped suddenly; I caught the girls’ nervous laughter again and worked my way toward it. 

As I got closer, I heard a stifled shriek. “Did you see? The vampire— he was here; I saw him going into the woods.” 

“Yeah, right, like we believe you, Tyler—you haven’t even been initiated.” 

“I did too see him. Kira, didn’t you? You grabbed my arm.” 

“That wasn’t Kira, dummy, that was Arielle. She screamed louder than you.” 

“Did not. I’m not afraid of vampires, I’ve got an amulet from Carmilla!” 

“But why do we have to do this in the middle of the rain, anyway? Why can’t we stay in Kira’s apartment?” a new speaker demanded. 

An authoritative voice answered. “We have to be under the fullmoon for the power to work.” 

“But it’s wet, you can’t even see the moon.” This was Tyler again, the one who’d seen the vampire. 

“We tried to do it inside last time, but Kira’s little sister saw us and freaked out. You could hear her scream all the way to Wisconsin.” 

“I think that was a sign from Carmilla,” the girl with the authoritative voice said. “We need to be as brave as the girls in the book, when they went outside the town gates. See—we’re outside the town gates, kind of—we went away from the city when we climbed over the cemetery gates, and that temple thingy, it’s like Carmilla’s cottage.” 

Vampires. In a way, it was refreshing that a bunch of tweens had sneaked out to see a vampire—when my cousin Petra called me, desperate for help, I’d assumed the kids had gone clubbing. 

Petra told me she’d gotten a frantic call from Kira Dudek’s little sister. 

“Kira Dudek?” I’d repeated, bewildered. 

“You know, Vic,” my cousin said impatiently. “Kira’s in one of my book groups, the ones I’m running for the Malina Foundation. Her and Lucy’s mom works a night shift as a hotel maid, and little Lucy says all the big girls come over to their place, only tonight, they all went out in the rain and left Lucy by herself. She’s only seven, Vic, she’s hysterical, and I can’t leave her here by herself. I know I said I wouldn’t keep calling you for help, but, gosh, Kira and her friends, they’re just twelve or thirteen, I can’t let them just run around the city on their own.” 

In the two years my cousin has been in Chicago, she’s had five jobs, if you count the three weeks she worked for me last winter. Most recently, she’d been taken on by the Malina Foundation, which serves immigrants and refugees. My old friend Lotty Herschel, who sits on Malina’s board, had recommended Petra for the position. My cousin’s boundless energy made her popular with the foundation’s youth programs. I’d been impressed with the job Petra was doing, but teen curfew breakers were more than she could handle on her own. 

I’d been at a particularly annoying event with Murray Ryerson and was just as happy for an excuse to leave—until, of course, I landed in the mud in my scarlet party frock. I’d changed from high heels into running shoes in my car, and I had my waterproof slicker, but I hadn’t packed a backup outfit. I hadn’t been expecting to go from black tie to black mud this evening. 

The wind had picked up while I was listening to the girls. The full moon began to shine through the last thready shroud of clouds and I could make out the shapes of uncut shrubs and tombstones. My view of the girls was blocked by a big monument, the “temple thingy” one of them had mentioned. It had a bunch of columns supporting a dome, and a dark figure draped realistically on a slab in the middle. The whole structure was missing chunks of marble, as if a giant had chewed off slabs at random. 

When I worked my way around to the front of the monument, I found the girls in a kind of clearing—at least, it was free of the tangling bushes that had overgrown most of the cemetery paths. The ground was marked with a concrete border that had crumbled, exposing pieces of rebar. Gravestones around the perimeter were tilted at drunken angles. 

The girls had stopped arguing. They were passing around a bottle of something that made them laugh more raucously. I didn’t know if they were drunk or just thought they ought to act that way, but their wildness was disturbing. 

There were seven in all. Several were videoing one another with their cell phones. Tomorrow their friends and relations would be able toadmire their antics on Facebook. 

“We’d better get started.” It was the girl with the authoritative voice. In the moonlight, she looked like a sprite, as if she herself had comeout of elf land. She was shorter than the others, her silhouette topped by a mop of dark curls. 

“Get your phones out and set and we’ll go on three.” She counted, and on “three,” the girls all pressed the music buttons on their devicesso that a kind of tinny rap concert began. 

“Tyler, stand in the middle.” This was the tallest girl in the group. “Everyone else get in a circle and hold hands. We’ll feel the power while the moon is full.” 

“Yeah, before Kira’s mother gets off work and we’re all busted,” someone else chimed in. 

I was going to bust them myself, but I was curious enough about the ritual to let it run for another few minutes. 

“Close your eyes,” the tallest girl said. “Put the phones away andhold hands. Tyler, are you ready?” 

“I guess so, Nia.” Tyler’s voice was a barely audible whisper. 

The tallest and the shortest were running the show. They bowed to each other, then the tall one intoned, “Carmilla, bless Arielle so that her hand is guided right, and help me, so the ritual is chanted right. Amen.” 

“Amen!” The other girls tried to sound solemn, as if in church, but two were so excited that they giggled instead. 

The tall girl pulled something from her pocket, an object too small for me to make out, and gave it to Arielle with another bow. Arielle took Tyler’s hand and led her to the middle of the clearing, where the two knelt. The other five gathered around them in a tight circle, blocking my view. 

The tall girl began a chant, which the rest of them joined. “Under the full moon, we call on Carmilla. Carmilla, give us power, and let us send your power into Tyler! Carmilla, give us wisdom, and let us send your wisdom into Tyler! Carmilla, give us immortality, and let us share it with Tyler!” 

Tyler screamed. I broke through the circle of girls and pulled the sprite away from Tyler. 

My abrupt arrival terrified all the girls. They shrieked and backed away from me, huddling in a frightened group at the edge of the clearing, clutching one another’s hands—except for Tyler, the sacrifice in the middle of the circle, who cried, “I hate you, I hate all of you and your stupid club, I don’t care if you don’t speak to me for the next five years.” She ran away from them, up the shallow steps of the miniature temple. 

“Just what’s going on here?” I demanded. 

“Who are you?” the tall girl gasped. Her voice shook, but she was brave enough to step forward to look at me. 

“I’m a detective, and, incidentally, Petra Warshawski’s cousin. She called me to find you. All of you are in violation of curfew. Time for this party to break up. I’m going to take you home.” 

Like many U.S. cities, Chicago has a curfew for kids under seventeen. A group of shrieking twelve-year-olds would get police attention, maybe not a bad thing for this group’s ringleaders, but not so good for any of the immigrant girls whose families might be here illegally. 

Petra’s name reassured them; they let go of one another’s hands, their shoulders relaxing. 

Arielle said, “This isn’t a party, this is serious.” 

“I know it’s serious: your friend Tyler didn’t like it one bit.” 

“We told her it would hurt, but she wanted to do it anyway,” Arielle said. “Everyone else did it, including me and Nia; we did it first to each other, so it’s not like we were attacking her!” 

The tall girl, Nia, apparently, nodded agreement. “She begged us tolet—” 

Tyler screamed again before Nia could finish her explanation, a cry of terror so horrible that everyone, even Arielle and Nia, shrank into silence and clustered near me. I ran back to the temple and joined Tyler at the top of the shallow set of steps. Her mouth was opening and shutting in a mime of horror. She didn’t move, just pointed at the figure on the slab. 

It wasn’t a statue, as I’d idly thought when I’d glanced inside earlier, but a man. He was laid on the slab in a parody of a crucifixion, arms wide at his sides, feet together. In the dim light from my cell phone I saw something sticking out of his chest. 

I stepped between Tyler and the figure and knelt to feel his neck. His skin was cool and the carotid pulses were still, but when I stuck a gingerly hand underneath his windbreaker, I could feel the wet flood of fresh blood. We must have arrived on the scene right after he died. 

While I was kneeling I squinted at the stick in his chest. I couldn’t tell much, but it looked like a metal rod, perhaps a foot long. Behind me I could hear Tyler starting to give way to sobs. I got up and guided her down the stairs. She was trembling and she clung to me convulsively. 

The man had died a terrible death, but I had learned from years of experience with violence to suction off my feelings, to keep the outer shell of my self smooth and dry. A twelve-year-old didn’t need this experience, and shouldn’t have to acquire my patina. 

The other girls were huddled at the foot of the steps. “What happened?” “What’s up there?” 

I started to say, “There’s a dead man in that tomb,” but that sounded ludicrous. “A man has been murdered up there. And not very long ago. I have to call the police. I’d like to protect you ladies from a police investigation, at least until you’ve gone home and talked to your parentsabout what you were doing here tonight. However, before I can let you go, you need to answer a few questions. You claimed that you saw someone right before you began your ritual. I believe it was Tyler who said there was a vampire nearby?” 

The girls sucked in a collective breath and looked furtively into the thick shrubbery beyond the clearing. 

“So she really did see one, even though she wasn’t initiated?” one of the girls who hadn’t spoken before said. 

“No, she didn’t see a vampire, she saw a person.” I pushed Tyler shoulder distance from me so I could look into her eyes. “Was it the man on the tomb up there?” 

“I don’t know why I said what I did, about seeing a vampire, I mean. I didn’t see anyone,” Tyler whispered. 

“What about the rest of you? Did any of you see someone in the shrubbery when you got here?” 

They all stared at me dumbly. Finally, Nia said, “Tyler was reallyexcited about the ceremony, so maybe she thought she saw something.” 

Lightning flashed in the eastern sky and clouds began to thicken across the moon again, a warning that Mother Nature hadn’t finished with us for the night. I didn’t want to stand arguing with these kids in a rainstorm, and I needed to call the cops to report the murder. I told the girls I would take them to the apartment where they’d met up, and leave them in my cousin Petra’s charge while I talked to the police. 

“You can call your folks from there, but none of you is to go home unless Petra sees who’s escorting you.” 

Arielle started to object, but I overrode her. “You are not in charge of this expedition; I am. If you try to leave the Dudek apartment with anyone besides your parents or guardian, Petra will sit on you until I get back.” 

“They can’t sleep there.” A girl with long, pale hair spoke for the first time. “We only have three beds.” 

“You’re Kira Dudek, right? Lucy’s big sister? I don’t care if your friends stand on their heads all night, as long as they don’t leave without an adult. Let’s get going.” 

“But my mother—” Kira started to say. 

“This is known as education,” I said. “You are learning, all seven of you, that actions have consequences.” 

I corralled them into an ungainly bundle and started pushing them toward Leavitt Street. As we got closer, blue lights flashed beyond the fence. Someone must have heard Tyler’s screams and called the police. 

“Cops on Leavitt,” I said. “I want you girls to be with your parents before you have to deal with the police. We’re going to turn around andtry to find a way out on the street at the back of the cemetery. It’s going to be rough going because I don’t want to show a light, so stay close together, and close behind me.” 

I turned around, made sure my team—if that’s what they were—was with me, and started picking my way back toward the clearing, the temple, the thicket of briars. 

Tyler insisted on holding my hand. This made it harder for me to stay on a path, but I didn’t have the heart to detach her. Behind us we heard the bullhorns: This is the Chicago police; stay where you are; we know you’re in there. We could see the glow from their searchlights as the cops began to work their way into the cemetery. Tyler grabbed me more tightly and one of the girls whimpered in fear. The lightning intensified and thunder began to rumble among the clouds like a moody drummer. 

“It’s okay,” I said softly, under the cover of the thunder. “They’re just guessing; they don’t really know we’re here. The important thing is to keep as quiet as possible.” 

More than once the girls or I stumbled against a piece of broken marble as we threaded our way east. Rain began to fall again, fat, greasy drops that slipped through the tree branches and down our necks. The storm broke in earnest as we reached a wall that marked the cemetery’s eastern edge. 

As the rain swept down, I turned to Arielle, the sprite. “I’m going to give you a leg up to the top. Look over, and if there’re no cops or prowlers on the street, you climb over and jump down. And all of you: go to Kira Dudek’s apartment and stay there. I will join you as fast as I can, but I have to talk to the cops. And please don’t imagine you can just run away: Petra will be able to give me all your names, and I will talk to all of your parents tomorrow.” 

Nia started to protest, but Arielle cut her short. “My mom will handle it; don’t try arguing with her.” 

I decided to pretend I hadn’t heard that and made a cup of my hands for Arielle. She sprang up lightly to grab the top of the wall, where she bent over and looked around before giving me an “all clear.” I hoisted the others over as fast as I could, even Tyler, who said she’d rather stay with me. 

“Right now, it doesn’t matter what happened to you in the middle of that circle back there,” I said. “Being with Arielle and the others is going to be way better than a police interrogation. Why were you out after curfew? Did you know the dead man? Did you and your friends put a spike through his chest?” 

She gasped. “We didn’t kill him; we didn’t know he was there!” 

“Those are the kinds of questions the police will ask, and they won’t believe your answers. They’ll keep talking to you all night long, until you say something they want to hear. So get over that wall.” 

She nodded bleakly and let me push her to the top. I waited a minute but didn’t hear any sounds of pursuit from the other side. 

As I stood there, rain pouring under the hood of my jacket, I wondered about the girls. Tyler and her friends were twelve and thirteen, but it didn’t take much imagination to figure out how a girl that young could persuade a man to lie on his back, arms outstretched, waiting passively for a blow to the heart. 

I didn’t really believe these girls had killed the man in the temple. It was far more likely that they hadn’t been aware of the violence taking place just steps from where they were dancing and preening. But why was Tyler unwilling to admit she’d seen someone earlier? She’d cried out that she’d seen a vampire—but perhaps, on reflection, she’d recognized the figure, and didn’t want to identify him. Or her. 

I’d have to talk to all the girls in depth, which sounded exhausting. Or turn them over to the police, which seemed callous. In the meantime, I needed to talk to the police myself. There were risks inherent in presenting myself to them, but there were bigger risks in staying away. I turned around and started working my way west again.


10. POLITICS AS USUAL? 

Jake had gone into the kitchen with a back copy of The Atlantic while I was talking to Julia. He put the magazine down when he saw my unhappy face, but didn’t speak, just got up and led me to my bedroom. 

Our lovemaking was hard, almost furious, as if we could use our bodies to suppress the demons invading our minds. Neither of us slept well. I finally got up at five-thirty, trying to slip quietly out of bed, but Jake was already awake. He joined me in the kitchen for an espresso, but went back to his own apartment when I left for the beach with thedogs. 

Yesterday’s bright, clear day had been a one-shot wonder. It wasn’t seven o’clock when the dogs and I left the beach to come back home, but the sun on the water already had a glare that made the eyes ache, and the air was as thick and sticky as a bowl of oatmeal. 

The phone was ringing when I reached my apartment, but it had stopped by the time I got the door open. Caller ID again showed the incoming number as blocked. I carried the handset into the kitchen while I fed the dogs and cut up a mango for myself. Just as I was stirring the mango into a dish of yogurt, the phone began to ring again. I’d been expecting someone from the press, or the Salanter-Durango operation; I’d forgotten Leydon. 

“Victoria! Thank goodness. I was starting to think you’d left the country, or that you hated me, which I couldn’t bear, nothing would drive me to the top of the tower formerly known as Sears faster than thinking you didn’t love me anymore. I need you, my little huntress, they’ve sent someone after me, I knew it, I knew it when I saw his weaselly face and now they’ll come after me and kill me or worse.” 

“Ley—” 

“Not my name, not on a phone, you know how it is when they don’t leave you alone! They’re tracking me. I need your help, you’re such aclever huntress, you’ll be able to think like them and tell me what I need to do.” 

“Take a breath, tell me what’s going on.” 

“Not on the phone, Iphigenia, darling, it’s much too Gordian for the phone. These days, it’s not just who’s in the room with you, it’s who’s on the scanner or the GPS chip with you. Just go to our old favorite meeting place. I can be there in forty minutes, or thirty if I can retrieve my car. I took it to the garage yesterday, only they said they couldn’t get to it until this morning, but it’s just a leaky gasket, that’s an easy fix. They have loaners, although then you have to sign the paperwork, and you know how it is, as soon as you put your name on something, you’ve got telemarketers, not to mention Uncle Sam and your own brother tracking—” 

“Leydon, I have meetings today that I can’t miss—” 

She cut me off again, hysterical that I’d said her name. I apologized and offered to meet her at the end of the day. 

“I need you now, you need me, this could be a great story for you, this is hot, red hot, hotter than the midday sun on a July day in Chicago. A red-hot photo op, one for the photo shop, but you’d better hop!” 

“Leydon, please, I can’t—” 

“When did I ever turn my back on you when you needed me?” she cried. “When you left Dick Yarborough, didn’t I put you up for the night? When you started your detective business, didn’t I get my firm to send work your way? Why can’t you do this for me? I know it’s not a little thing, saving someone’s life, but I would do it for you if you asked, I’d be there in a heartbeat, in a half beat, in a half second, I wouldn’t put you second, the way you’re doing to me.” 

I could feel my head splintering under her pile-driving chatter. “I have to run. Give me a hint about the problem now.” 

“Can’t on the phone, I told you, darling, it’s too Gordian, it’s a Gordian knot, too overwrought for the phone.” 

Gordian. That was Leydon’s code when we were young to letmeknow someone was in the room while she was on the phone. The subject was too personal, too knotty, for her father or roommates to overhear. 

“Then I’ll meet you at five-thirty; just tell me where.” 

Leydon repeated that she’d be at our favorite spot, but she wouldn’t reveal the address—she was too worried about eavesdroppers. “Youremember it, my little huntress, our old haunts, far from the prying eyes of men; be there at five-thirty.” 

“Far from the prying eyes of men? You mean the women’s toilet at the law school?” 

“Don’t joke about it, Victoria, be there, don’t be square, you know where, I’ll see you—” 

I hung up. I’d forgotten Leydon’s riddling, rhyming talk. Her clever language, filled with double or even triple entendres had added to her allure when we first met. In my family, with my slow-talking father, and a mother whose English didn’t come easily, I’d never experienced such linguistic fireworks. Later, though, the brilliance had faded from Leydon’s speech, leaving only difficult riddles at the core. 

That was why she called me “her little huntress.” It was Leydon who knew that my middle name, Iphigenia, was an avatar of the Greek goddess Artemis, the huntress. When I became a private eye, she thought it a clever joke that I was now a hunter, and she kept me up until three one morning, debating why my mother had chosen to call me that. Leydon was sure the choice had an unconscious effect on my career decision, and her chat had veered off into topics I couldn’t follow, such as the Lacanian unconscious. (“Victoria Iphigenia, this proves that you absorbed the Greek avatar in your preconscious Italian mind, where it’s hovered all these years!”) 

Our favorite spot, far from the prying eyes of men: that was a good example of an irritating riddle. Leydon might be thinking of almost any place, and I was supposed to unravel the code, or end up feeling responsible for the meltdown that would lie on the other side of a missed meeting. 

I smacked my espresso pot down hard enough to splash coffee across the countertop and across my torso. Fortunately I was still in my T-shirt and cutoffs. 

I wiped a sponge across the counter and went off to dress for work, choosing something sleeveless because of the heat. Not a sundress, since I was seeing clients today, but a severely tailored dress in gold cotton with big black buttons, cut for me by Joseph Parecki. He was an old friend of my parents’ who’d made my mother’s concert gowns. 

Parecki was eighty-three now and didn’t sew much anymore, but he’d had a crush on Gabriella, and he liked to cut for me because I looked like her—“Only you are much bigger, Victoria, not thatImean to insult you. Your mother was a small woman, but her voice—that was the size of Mount Everest. You, you are tall like the mountain but with a smaller voice—Mother Nature has a sense of humor.” 

While I dressed, I turned to channel 12 so I could watch RachelLyle’s interview with Chaim Salanter’s granddaughter. 

“Here with me in the studio today are a couple of America’s most significant women: Dr. Sophy Durango, president of the University of Illinois and a candidate for Illinois Senator. Also with us is Julia Salanter, director of the Malina Foundation. The women have brought their daughters with them to the studio today, and if Helen Kendrick, Durango’s opponent, sells a moisturizer that produces those complexions, I want it, no matter what it costs!” 

Her last sentence was a light reference to the skin-care products and drugstore chain that made up a big part of the Kendrick fortune. 

The camera moved in close on Nia Durango and Arielle Zitter, who were sitting side by side on a couch. Lyle had placed herself at the end of the couch, sitting with her profile to the camera so she could look atthe girls, who were dressed in pink sundresses that made them appear young, innocent, guileless. 

The two mothers watched their daughters from armchairs at either end of the couch. The whole tableau looked like a set for a Victorian charade: anxious, doting mothers dressed in prim summer suits, hair carefully coiffed. “We drink tea and do good works,” the stage set proclaimed. “We support old-fashioned family values. We may rungigantic enterprises, but at heart we are just women who long to stay at home with our daughters, baking chocolate-chip cookies.” 

Lyle talked with the girls about their fondness for the Carmilla books, and whether they’d ever expected to have adventures like the ones the girls in the series faced. 

“Every kid wants adventure, as long as it isn’t scary,” Nia said gravely. “We thought going into the cemetery would be an adventure. It was sort of like the Carmilla books, but it seemed more like Huck Finn, when he goes to the cemetery with Tom Sawyer.” 

The comparison felt like a PR clunker—it was meant to make the girls seem all-American, but it was hard to believe kids that age would make the leap on their own. If I’d been Rachel Lyle, I would have pushed Nia to see when she’d read Tom Sawyer. 

“Only then it got really scary,” Arielle chimed in. “A man was killed where we were having our Carmilla club meeting. We were lucky that our book group leader, Petra, sent her cousin to find us. Her cousin is a detective, see, and she helped us get home and be safe again.” 

A nice smooth skate there over abandoning their friends and followers and running home—and trying to pretend to their mothers that they hadn’t left the Durango home all night even long enough to letthe dog out. 

The mothers said that they were grateful, too, to Petra and to me, but they wanted Nia and Arielle to understand that actions have consequences. “Like girls all over America, our daughters are swept up in Carmilla mania. Still, they know that it was wrong to sneak out of the house to meet with their school’s Carmilla club, and they’re grounded for two weeks.” 

“Our moms have blocked each other’s numbers on our phones,” Nia pouted. “So no texting, either.” 

I watched the performance through to the end. No mention of vampires, no mention of lying to their mothers, of sticking needles into one another’s hands. As the cameras rolled away from the tableau, I started flipping through the other channels. 

The story was the number-one feature everywhere I looked. A number of channels already were rolling footage of the interview I’d just watched. No one seemed very interested in Miles Wuchnik, aliveordead, although they all made use of the Gothic murder backdrop, showing the crumbling pillars of the tomb where he’d been killed. 

Most commentators focused on whether Nia Durango’s presence at Wuchnik’s murder site would kill her mother’s bid for senator. 

“It’s July,” one pontificator pontificated. “People in Chicago have short memories and a deep tolerance for their politicians’ misbehavior. By November it’ll be forgotten.” 

“Typical of Chicago corruption” was Global Entertainment’s response. Their color-balanced morning news team—a bleached-blond woman with a dark African-American man—said that Durango letting her daughter run wild in a graveyard was unsurprising, given the loose morals you could expect from a single mom, and did Illinois need more of that? 

“Sophy’s on record as being against the Bible,” the female half of the sketch said. “As a result, her daughter belongs to a dangerous cult that worships vampires, or birds, or something, in a graveyard. Sophy can’t recover from this kind of revelation before election day.” 

The Global Morning Show (motto: We Spin the Globe in Your Kitchen) also brought in Helen Kendrick to give her a chance to comment. AllIknew about Kendrick’s personal life was that she had married wisely, into a family whose holdings included ethanol plants along with their international drugstore chain. Helen had taken charge of Kendrick’s online skin-care division and turned it into an international gold mine. Ken-Care for the skin, Ken-Hair for the head, Ken-Scare for the politics. 

Her on-screen presence was a credit to the family business. Her skin glowed with health, and her hair had a gold-blond sheen that looked natural, although it was probably not as genuine as the jewel-studded crucifix at her throat. If the stones were genuine, the pendant probably represented a year’s rent for someone in my childhood neighborhood— where Kendrick’s support ran high in the Eastern European part of theward. 

As soon as Kendrick started speaking, it was clear that she’d avoided elitist vocal coaches who might have tried to tone down the grating nasal of the true Chicagoan. “I guess if you think your grandfather was a monkey, you don’t care if your girls are worshipping animals in a cemetery. I can’t believe Sophy Durango can be so casual about her daughter’s behavior, calling it an innocent prank. Nia Durango was out after curfew, she was in a cemetery, she was practicing a cult, and all the time a man was being murdered nearby. 

“I raised five children and saw them safely into adulthood before I turned to public life, but, like the apes she thinks are her ancestors, Sophy Duran-goo believes in letting her one teenage daughter loose in the urban jungle on her own.” 

Kendrick paused dramatically. “Who was Miles Wuchnik, and why doesn’t Sophy Durango want to talk about him? Was he her lover? Was her daughter in the cemetery because Sophy brought her child there with her while she met her lover? The voters of Illinois have a right to answers to these questions.” 

The harsh voice went on and on with one hate-filled phrase after another. I couldn’t seem to move, not even to summon the energy to turn off the television. The leap from Nia, to Wuchnik’s death, to the assertion that he’d been Sophy Durango’s lover, was made seamlessly, but without any regard to facts or logic. What could Durango possibly say to counter such extreme language? 

The station finally turned to a commercial. The sight of womenjumping up and down in a field of daisies, extolling the freedom that came from a drug to control leaky bladders, seemed like a garish counterpoint to Kendrick’s onslaught. The drug might well be part of Kendrick Pharm’s profit centers, but the dancing women broke the spell of Kendrick’s voice enough that I could turn off the set and resume dressing. 


11. HERE A MOB, THERE A MOB

As I put on lipstick and eyeliner, my landline rang a few times. In case Leydon was trying to call me again, I let the calls roll over to the answering machine. It turned out I was getting my own fifteen minutes of fame: NPR and the local CBS affiliate both wanted to talk to me about what I’d seen in the cemetery. 

The third call, as I was finally walking out the door, came from Max Loewenthal. “Victoria, I will try your office number. Chaim Salanter would like to talk to you and I promised to act as a go-between.” 

That was so startling I turned back to pick up the phone, but Max had hung up. Anyway, I was late. I raced to my office, where I dumped my car and picked up the L into the Loop. 

In between meetings and teleconferences with the clients who form the backbone of my business, I called Max. He didn’t know whySalanter wanted to talk to me, although we both took for granted it had to do with his granddaughter’s outing and Wuchnik’s death. 

“He called me because he knows me from Malina’s board. We’re not at all close; he’s not a person one becomes close to, although of course I’ve cultivated him as a potential donor to Beth Israel. He hoped you could meet him for lunch today.” 

“Not possible today. I’ve got commitments until—” I’d been about to say until five, and then I remembered my tangled conversation with Leydon. Assuming I could figure out our old favorite spot, I’d be heading there at five-thirty. “Tell him I’m free this evening after seven or so.And give him my cell-phone number; no need for you to act as his gofer.” 

At every meeting I went to that day, people were frankly curious about the girls and the dead Miles Wuchnik. Their voyeurism didn’t trouble me particularly—we’re all human, after all, we most of us take part in a gaper’s gawk when there’s blood and gore all over the floor. What bothered me was to find out the number of my clients who took Helen Kendrick seriously. 

Kendrick’s tirade this morning had been on everyone’s smartphone within thirty seconds—all these lawyers and managers subscribe to news feeds, of course. And a number thought Kendrick raised legitimate questions. 

“Why was Sophy Durango in the cemetery?” one corporate security VP demanded. 

“She wasn’t,” I protested. “She was downstate Saturday night, campaigning in Jacksonville and Roodhouse for the U.S. Senate. I read about it in yesterday’s Herald-Star. She didn’t get home until Sunday.” 

“That’s what she wants you to think,” the vice president said, pitying me for my gullibility. He scrolled through his phone. “Jacksonville— that’s near St. Louis. She could hop into Chaim Salanter’s private jet, fly here to kill the guy in the cemetery, and get back to Jacksonville before anyone noticed she was missing.” 

“Salanter’s private jet? Durango in the cemetery? All this is made up out of nothing!” I said. “If I gave you a report on one of your employees that had this much imagination in it, you’d be right to fire me.” 

“It’s not just Kendrick saying it,” the vice president responded. “Wade Lawlor had it on his noon podcast. I’ll e-mail you the link; you can listen to it after we’re done.” 

“Yeah, do that.” If I said anything else, I’d lose a client whose chief merit was paying his bills on time. “Let’s get down to the business we actually know nuts and bolts about.” 

My day was sprinkled with encounters like that one. To be fair, many other clients were as worried by the GEN commentators as I was. 

Along the way, Salanter’s personal assistant phoned. She tried topush me into agreeing to an early meeting: Mr. Salanter is very busy andisleaving for São Paolo in the morning, but I said he had to take his place in the queue like everyone else. She gave in grudgingly and told me Mr. Salanter would meet me at the Parterre Club on Elm Street at seven. 

I managed to finish my meetings before four o’clock. I was on the northbound L, congratulating myself on having time to type up my notes before I needed to find Leydon, when a text came in from my cousin. 

Help, under attck, come @1s, corner DesP &vanB. 

Des Plaines and Van Buren Streets. That was the Malina Building. If the building was under attack, I hoped the police already knew about it. On my way, 10 min, I wrote back. Call cops! 

I’d already ridden past the Loop stops. I got off at Division, looked at the congestion on the roads below, decided a taxi would be useless, and jumped on the next inbound train. 

It seemed as though we were going three miles an hour, waiting at each stop long enough for someone to deliver a baby, crawling into town while the driver did her nails or texted her lover. I hovered by the exit, as if that would make the trains ahead of us speed up and clear the tracks. I scrolled through the news feeds on my phone but couldn’t pick up anything about violence in the Loop. 

We finally reached the University of Illinois exit. I sprinted along the platform in my dress sandals, up the stairs, pushing my way past slower commuters with a breathless “Excuse me,” taking curses from people I knocked into. 

As soon as I got to the street, I could see the cop cars starting to appear. Gapers had backed up the traffic; drivers were honking madly. Someone had stalled on the bridge over the expressway with a boiled-out radiator, and cops were leaning on their own duck-call horns, trying to find a way through the backup. 

Over all the traffic noise I could hear shouts from a crowd near the Malina Building. I moved as fast as I could through the stacked-up cars, ignoring a whistle and a shout from one of the cops who’d managed to get close to the building. 

Some forty or fifty people were marching around the foundation’s entrance. Their posters contained such appetizing slogans as “Nazisoutof Illinois!” “Wetbacks, swim home!” “Salanter Belongs in a Death Camp.” 

I tried to push past them to look for my cousin. A woman withtightly permed hair blocked my path. “Do you work for the Nazis?” 

“Do you work at all?” I snapped. 

I ducked under her poster, but a group of protesters had linked arms near the building’s doors; I could see a cluster of people inside the lobby doors but couldn’t get close enough to tell if my cousin was amongthem. 

More cops arrived. Whistles competed with chants, and a couple of patrol officers forced the phalanx blocking the door to start moving. The officers wouldn’t let me into the building, but I was close enough to see that the mob had thrown eggs, tomatoes, and even balls of paint at the façade. 

I pulled out my phone to text Petra and was told by a cop I had to keep moving. 

“I’m not part of this bunch of cretins; I’m looking for someone they were attacking.” 

The officer was uninterested in anything I had to say and told me either to keep moving or face arrest. When the cops are in crowd-control mode, it’s impossible to talk to them. 

WGN and GEN already had camera crews on the scene. As I moved back to the street, Fox and NBC both pulled up. I saw a GEN camerawoman I know and thought about worming my way through the crowd in her wake but decided I was better off trying to find Petra by phone. 

The only new message from Petra had come in while I was still on the L: Vic, where r u? girls terfied, me 2. 

Me, too, little cousin. I texted Petra, hoping she hadn’t been so mobbed that she’d lost access to her phone. I circled the building, looking in the parking lot, and then started on the side streets. Before I went completely demented, my phone chirped at me. Petra, at a coffee bar two blocks from me. 

By the time I got there, my nylons were as tattered as my nerves. Petra was at a table outside with Kira Dudek and Arielle Zitter. The two girls had huddled as close to Petra as the plastic chairs allowed. They had eggshells in their hair and on their T-shirts, and a blotch of red paint covered the left side of Arielle’s face. 

“Vic!” My cousin sprang to her feet, tension washing out of her face. “Thank God. This was a horrible afternoon. We were coming back from a trip to a bookstore and this mob attacked us, they chased us all the way to the expressway and threw paint and crap. I thought they were going to push Kira off the bridge, but we finally got away.” 

I sat down and took Kira and Arielle each by the hand. “What a dreadful afternoon for all of you. And nothing to drink?” 

“They wouldn’t let us inside.” Arielle’s face was pinched with fear. “I wanted to wash off this horrible paint and they acted like we were street people or something, but we were afraid to go back to Malina for Petra’s car. I tried calling and texting my mom but I can’t get through; I’m scared she’s stuck in the building and they’ll hurt her.” 

“The police are there now,” I said. “I don’t think anyone’s getting intothe building, but why don’t you call your grandfather, or his assistant? They probably have a way to get a message to your mom.” 

Arielle pulled out her phone and called the assistant I’d been talking to earlier. The woman apparently put her through to Chaim. “Grandpapa? Where are you? Do you know where Mom is? Do you know what’s happening at the foundation?... No, me and Kira, we were the only two from our book group to show up, the rest of the group, their parents were like we had AIDS or something, and Aunt Sophy took Nia downstate to campaign... Yes... I don’t know, I’ll find out... Okay.” 

Still holding the phone to her face, she told me, “My mom’s okay, just she’s meeting with our lawyers and not answering phone calls. He says we should go to Schiller Street, if you want to come, Kira, if it’s okay with your mom.” 

“Schiller Street?” Kira said. 

“Where I live, I mean. You can come home with me and clean up, and when things calm down, Gabe, he’s our houseman, he can give you a lift home.” 

Kira shook her head. “I gotta get back to my place. My mom will be leaving for work and I have to stay with Lucy.” 

“We’ll go up to my office,” I announced. “It’s just ten minutes from here. There’s a shower and cold drinks and everything, and then Petra can take Kira home, while I drop off Arielle.” 

We were far enough from the confusion on Van Buren to find a cab quickly. I bundled my three into it over the driver’s protests—he didn’t want blood in his cab, he wanted to see money upfront. 

“Don’t whine,” I said. “It’s unattractive and takes away from yourtip.” 

Out of revenge, he drove as recklessly as possible, accelerating and braking so abruptly that I began to feel seasick. When we got to myoffice, I counted out the exact amount on the meter. 

“Besides whining, it’s a mistake to drive like an idiot. It won’t help you make a living.” 

He took off with a great squealing of rubber. The two girls giggled at the exchange and the atmosphere lightened for a brief time. 

My leasemate, the famed sculptor Tessa Reynolds, was at her drafting table. As soon as she understood what happened to the girls, she helped me scrub the worst of the paint and egg from them. Between us, we dug up enough old T-shirts and shorts to get everyone into clean clothes. 

I looked at Tessa’s wall clock and clucked my tongue with worry—I was going to be late for meeting Leydon, and I didn’t know how well she’d handle it, especially since I still wasn’t sure where I was supposed to find her. I thought about just putting Arielle into a cab by herself, but I didn’t think she should be on her own after this afternoon’s trauma. And besides, I wanted a private word with her. 

I took my trio outside and flagged a cab for Petra and Kira. “Peetie, when you’ve seen Kira safe into her apartment, why don’t you go up to your uncle Sal? He’ll be happy to give you a drink or whatever you need. I have to drop off Arielle, then hustle down to the University of Chicago—the woman I’m meeting won’t hold up too well on her own much longer.” 

Petra hugged me. “Vic, I know you get tired of flying to my rescue, but I’m so grateful to you.” 

“You got yourself out of trouble today, little cousin. And that was terrifying, attacked by a mob like that. Good heads-up thinking.” 

She made a face. “I wasn’t thinking, just hopping like a bunny. Anyway, thanks for being our guardian angel.” 

I kissed her cheek, patted her shoulder, and gently pulled myself away. Guardian angel—not a role I fancied. The Divinity School Library on the Chicago campus. Angels carved into the beams soared above the readers there, and it was in that room that Leydon Ashford and I used to meet for study sessions that ran until the librarian shooed us into the hallway so he could lock the doors. 

The Divinity School Library was far from the prying eyes of men. 

Well, not of men, but certainly of our competitive, angst-ridden fellow law students. 

I pushed Arielle into my car and maneuvered across town to Schiller Street as fast as I could, but my efforts to question her didn’t go well. I was tired, she was scared, and half my mind was on Leydon, anyway. 

“You had met Miles Wuchnik, hadn’t you?” I said, glancing at her. 

“Is that why you’re driving me home? So you can worm information against my grandfather out of me?” 

“I’m on your family’s side, Arielle, but Sunday afternoon, you couldn’t hide your dismay at hearing his name. Nia tried to cover for you: she said she’d never met him. But one of you talked to him, didn’t you?” 

She crossed her arms in front of her chest and stared stonily ahead. 

“Why was it a joke when Nia said he was a genie?” I asked. 

“Let me out!” she yelled. “I’m taking a cab.” 

“I let you leave on your own on Saturday night, but that won’t happen again. You’re too young and too vulnerable to be running around town on your own right now. You stay with me until Gabe opens the door to your house for you.” 

That was the end of the conversation. I tried every approach I could think of, and finally had to admit defeat. I double-parked in front of her house, walked through the gate with her, and watched while Gabe let her inside before I put on the afterburners on Lake Shore Drive. The only blessing about being late was that I easily found a parking placeon University Avenue, close to the Divinity School. 


12. MURDER IN THE CATHEDRAL

“Leydon? Leydon, if you’re here, come out! It’s me,Vic. Come out and let’s talk.” 

I was standing in the doorway to the old library at the Divinity School. The narrow mullioned windows were so clogged with ivy that even on a bright summer evening, the room was too dark for me to see anything. I ran my hand along the walls, fumbling for a light switch, but finally had to dig a small flashlight from my briefcase. 

I shone it around the room, looking for the switches, or for some sign of Leydon. I kept calling her name, but when I finally managed to turn on the lights I didn’t see any sign of her. 

The old library had vanished as well. The angels still soared overhead, which meant I was in the right room, but the library tables had disappeared, along with the old biblical-studies journals. I’d thought— hoped—I might find Leydon hiding in the stacks, but those were gone as well. The walls had been replastered and painted a bright white. 

It was like one of those movies where the villains drug the heroine and try to pretend that the strange house in the country where she wakes up is really her home. I imagined Leydon arriving here in her hyper, anxious condition. She was so worried she was being followed that she wouldn’t even announce herself by name on the phone and I hadn’t been able to call her because the same fears had made her block her ownnumber. If she’d come up to this sterile, empty room, she probably thought I’d abandoned her. 

In a corner of my mind, one I didn’t like to visit, I could see her as I’d found her twenty-five years ago: under her kitchen table, hugging herself, as she rocked back on her heels, weeping soundlessly. She’d been up for three days and I’d been looking for her—we were presenting a case together in moot court and I had tried to condense the hundreds of pages she’d spewed out into a document acceptable to the judges. I’d finally let myself into her apartment and found her. 

I tried to think where she might have gone today when she didn’t see me in the reading room. If she’d been calm enough to think, perhapsshe would have gone to the coffee shop in the basement—our study sessions often started there. She might feel safe in the basement. 

On my way down, I looked in all the rooms on each floor. Study rooms, classrooms, junk storage rooms. I looked behind doors and under desks but saw nothing more alarming than empty coffee cups and chip bags. 

One fourth-floor room was hung with framed ivory miniatures that depicted lives of the early saints. They looked ancient, as if some early divinity professor had found them in a cave and then abandoned them here to be forgotten for another millennium or two. I wondered idly what they’d fetch on eBay, but I was a good responsible citizen these days, not the hooligan I’d been when Boom-Boom and I were Arielle and Kira’s age. I left the miniatures alone and headed for the stairs. 

My high-heeled sandals clattered loudly on the stone steps and set up a crashing echo in the open stairwell. I was exhausted and my feet hurt from running around after Petra and her girls. I was meanly hoping Leydon had given up and gone home: I could imagine a long cold drink, something with mint and lime and fizz, and the chance to soak my feet in a bucket of cold water. 

I stopped at the third-floor landing to call Leydon’s name. I ducked down to look underneath the stairs but didn’t check the seminar rooms. At the second floor, I shouted her name again. I was startled when a woman opened a door at the end of the hall and stuck her head out. 

“You looking for someone?” 

It couldn’t be Leydon, my flickering first thought, unless she’d been transformed from a slender red-gold sylph to a heavy-set gray-haired earth goddess. 

I apologized for disturbing the woman. “I thought the building was empty. I used to be a student here and I’m trying to hook up with an old friend.” 

The woman looked me up and down, deciding whether to trust me. “Is your friend on the nervous side?” 

“The far side of nervous. Have you seen her? Slim, fair, a bit shorter than me. I’m V.I. Warshawski, by the way, if she asked for me by name.” 

“She was sitting on the stairs, sobbing. I thought maybe someone had died, but when I asked her it turned out she was crying over the reading room in the old library—she was horribly upset because we’d turned it into a conference room. That happened years ago, but she was so distraught she could hardly take in the information. As soon as I told her I was the associate dean she started shouting that I was worse than the Taliban who destroyed the giant Buddhas, that only a heathen and a Philistine would turn a beautiful library into a conference center. You’re not her caseworker, are you?” 

“Just an old friend,” I repeated, depressed. “I’m going to see if she went to the coffee shop.” 

“It closes at four in the summer. You might check the chapels, Bond, or Rockefeller. She wanted to know where else on campus angels soared and I suggested those two places to her.” She hesitated. “I did wonder if I should call campus security. I can still do it if you think—well, do you think she might be a danger to herself?” 

I scrunched up my mouth—I didn’t know what Leydon might do. “I haven’t seen her for a while, so I don’t know how shaky she is these days. If I don’t find her at either of the chapels, I’ll call the cops myself.” 

I ran down the rest of the steps and jogged through the portico connecting the divinity school to its chapel. Bond Chapel was dark, too, with narrow stained-glass windows that flashed jagged prisms onto the walls. I went up the single aisle to the altar, shining my flash underneath the communion table and into the corners. The only person I found was a homeless man, asleep in one of the pews. My light woke him; he backed away from me in alarm, muttering curses. 

I left Bond and moved as fast as I could on my sore feet to Fifty-Ninth Street, past the president’s house, to Rockefeller Chapel, whose carillon tower dominates the neighborhood. The tower is almost twenty stories high, and I wasn’t sure they locked the stairwell. 

I pulled open one of the heavy doors and entered into silence and twilight. I stood at the entrance to the nave, involuntarily hugging my arms across my chest: the stones seemed so cold, so ominous, that I felt chilled, despite the heat outside. 

The building is the size of a cathedral. The arched stained-glass windows didn’t let in much of the late-day sun, and the lamps hanging from the vaulted ceiling were so remote they might as well not havebeen switched on. 

I strained my ears for any sound, a sob, a laugh, but heard nothing. “Leydon! Leydon?” 

My voice bounced around the walls and gave me back a mocking echo. I started up the central aisle toward the chancel, my shoes setting up what sounded like a drumroll. Too big, too loud. If Leydon were in here she’d surely hear me, but if she were feeling abandoned, depressed, she might not be able to respond. Leydon crouched under the kitchen table—the image kept popping into my mind. I pulled the pencil flash from my bag again, shining it under the pews as I searched. 

I found her lying facedown near the chancel steps. Her red-gold hair glinted under my flashlight. I knelt next to her, smoothing it back from her forehead. 

“Leydon, I’m sorry I was late. Was that too much for you to bear? Did you decide a nip or two of Jim Beam would carry you while you waited for me?” 

I kept my voice soft, a loving croon, despite the words. I’d learned long ago how cruel it was to add my criticism to the demons already attacking her. 

I put an arm under her to turn her over. That was when I realized something worse than drunkenness was going on. Her left arm flopped against me at an inhuman angle. She must have tripped on the chancel steps, then hit her head as she fell, knocked herself out. I put my fingers on her neck, praying for a pulse. I hoped I was feeling one, but my hands were cold, they were shaking, I couldn’t feel anything. 

“Fessa! Idiota!” I snapped under my breath. “Stop feeling sorry for yourself. Get an ambulance here, now, on the double.” 

I removed my arm from beneath her as gently as I could and called 

911. “Inside the chapel,” I said, fighting for calm. 

The dispatcher took the details, told me not to move her, but to keep her warm if I could. I ran across the chancel, looking for something to wrap around her, an altar cloth, an abandoned sweater, anything. In a box behind the organ console I found a stack of yoga mats and blankets, and grabbed one of those. 

The ambulance crew arrived an hour, or maybe only a minute, later— in a crisis all time spent waiting for help feels like eternity. When I heard the front doors opening, I stood and called out, waving my flashlight as a beacon. 

The two techs, a man and a woman, trotted up the central aisle. They were carrying a portable gurney and neck-stabilizing gear. They had industrial flashlights that they placed close to Leydon so they could see what they were doing. 

As they knelt and started bracing her neck, the man asked how it had happened. 

“I don’t know,” I said. “I found her like this. I thought she tripped on the chancel steps.” 

He shook his head. “The cops will tell us for sure, but I’mfeelingbreaks in her arms that didn’t come from tripping and falling.” He gentlyprobed her sides. “She has broken ribs, too.” 

He and his partner slid her onto the gurney and stood in a quick, fluid motion. 

“We can’t wait for the police,” the woman said. “You’ll have to talk to them. There’s an outside chance—” 

Her words disappeared under the rumble of the gurney wheels on the stone floor. I followed them to the ambulance and kissed Leydon as they loaded her into it. An outside chance, that was better than no chance at all. 

Back inside the chapel, I lay on the front pew to wait for the police. I’d been running for hours, ever since I got Petra’s alarm. I couldn’t move, I couldn’t take in another thought. If the police didn’t arrive soon, I’d fall asleep with any homeless people who sought shelter here. 

Above me I saw the railing around a small gallery where overflow visitors could sit during Convocation. If Leydon had gotten her injuries in falling from a height, that was probably where she’d been. 

I forced myself to get up. On cement-laden legs, I walked behindthe organ console to the gallery stairs. The gallery railing was only about thigh-high on me. If Leydon had stood there, working herself into a frenzy, she could easily have fallen over. 

I looked around, wondering where she’d dropped her handbag. Ley-don always used to carry an Hermès bag—it was one of those oddvestiges of her conservative upbringing, always carrying a handbag, almost always from Hermès, although every now and then she ventured into Chanel territory. Perhaps she’d had it over her arm when she fell. I tried to imagine the physics of the fall, the arc, where the bag would have landed. 

My toes were cramping from all the pressure I’d put on them this afternoon. As I bent to massage them, I saw a piece of paper under the pew, written over in heavy black ink. 

When I pulled it out, I recognized Leydon’s round, urgent scrawl, the way she wrote when she was cycling high. I saw him on the catafalque, she’d written over and over. 

I was tucking the paper into my own bag when the door underneath the gallery opened. Thinking it might be the police, I hurried backdown the stairs, but it was a trio of tourists, two women and a man. 

They looked at me in consternation, which wasn’t surprising—I was barefoot and disheveled. 

“You are rehearsing for a play?” one of the women asked. 

“This is real life, I’m afraid.” 

“We thought we heard you shouting,” the other woman said. “When we were coming earlier to look at the organ.” 

“You were in the chapel? What did you see?” I stepped closer in my urgency, and they backed away in alarm. 

“We saw nothing,” the man said. “We heard you and decided we must come back later.” 

“It wasn’t me you heard. A friend of mine—did you see her—shefell— the police are on their way—if you saw anything, heard anything—” 

“The police?” the man said. “No, we can tell the police nothing.” 

He said something in German to the women, and they nodded. “We cannot stay for the police, we can miss our flight, or who knows what. They can put us in prison, perhaps.” 

“But if you saw what happened—” 

“But we did not see,” the second woman said. “We wanted to inspectthe organ, which is famous: my husband is also an organist. And now there is no time. I am sorry about your friend, but we must leave.” 

I was close to screaming with frustration. 

“Please—” 

The two women seized the man’s arms and hurried back to the western door. I followed and thrust one of my cards into the man’s shirt pocket. “If you remember anything that my friend said, please call me.” 


13. A LONG PITCH 

When the police showed, I told them the little I knew—how I arrived late for my meeting with Leydon and found her spread-eagled across the chancel steps. Evidence technicians showed up and took photos in a desultory way, looking at the gallery, making little notes of angles and tangents. 

“Were you a close friend?” one of the cops asked. 

Close at one time, not any longer. “We hadn’t seen each other for a year or so,” I said. 

“Do you know her frame of mind? Was she suicidal?” 

“When she spoke to me this morning, she sounded very alert, very alive,” I said. 

There was a commotion in the back of the chapel. We all turned to squint at the narthex and in a second or two a man in a well-cut summer suit burst up the aisle. 

“Sewall!” I was astonished to see Leydon’s older brother. 

“Victoria Warshawski? I might have guessed!” 

“Guessed what?” The officer and I spoke almost in unison. 

“My sister stole my car, and I got some report that she had ended up here at Rockefeller. You’re the police? You came in response to my report?” 

“No, Sewall,” I said firmly. “They came because your sister isbadlyinjured, nearly dead. Your car seems mighty unimportant.” 

“What? Did she run it into a tree? She’s been out of the hospital for ten days, and if she’s taken her risperidone once since they released her—against my most urgent warnings that they keep her—I’d be astounded. She talked to Faith yesterday, and Faith couldn’t make head or tail of anything she was saying. It was all a jumble about spies, and then a string of obscenities directed at me! Poor Faith was so embarrassed she finally hung up!” 

Faith was Sewall’s long-suffering wife. 

“She stole your car, sir?” The officer tried to pull a followable strand out of the tangled yarn Sewall had flung at us. 

“Probably egged on by Warshawski here. The two of them have lived to make my family’s life a misery ever since they met in law school. Didyou actually tell Leydon to steal my car, or just suggest it would be a good way to piss me off?” 

“Steal your car? What do you drive, anyway, that someone couldhot-wire it?” I was rattled, and seized on the one point I could understand— perhaps I’d told Leydon how Boom-Boom and I once hot-wired my uncle’s old Buick. Leydon could quote poetry by the ream; maybe she’d memorized the details of solenoids and ignition wires when I recounted them all those years ago. 

“Hot-wire my Beemer? What are you talking about? She waltzedinto our company garage and helped herself to my BMW and then had the gall to tell the garage man I’d given her permission to drive it. The idiot didn’t check with me first.” 

“So your—sister, is it?—borrowed your car, sir,” the officer said.“The word we’re getting from the hospital is that if Ms. Ashford recovers, it’sgoing to be a long time before she drives again, so I think we’ll just let that dog lay down and sleep.” 

I restrained an impulse to slap him on the back and cry, “Goodshow.” Sewall was less impressed. 

“She has the keys. Did she leave them with you, Warshawski?” 

“I got here too late to talk to her,” I said. “I was wondering whereher handbag was. I found a piece of paper she’d been writing on, something about seeing someone on a catafalque.” 

“Oh, that catafalque crap!” Sewall snapped. “That was part of what she laid on Faith yesterday, she kept saying she’d seen him on the catafalque and then asking, well, I won’t repeat it, it’s too embarrassing.” 

“Seen whom?” I asked. 

“Oh, you know Leydon when she’s jumped the rails, who knows? It was all some jumble, some garbage she likes to taunt Faith with, about ‘the faith once delivered to the sinners,’ whatever the fuck that’s supposed to mean! She says that all the time to my wife, and then yesterday she added on all this catafalque crap.” 

“You weren’t here earlier, were you, Sewall?” I asked. “A witnessheard Leydon shouting up on the balcony. They couldn’t tell who waswithher.” If anyone, I added to myself; it was always depressingly possible that Leydon had simply been shouting. 

The officer who
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