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was changed into a blue-eyed hawk

because of something told under the
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A Note About the Book of Kells




Scholars believe that the Book of Kells was created both at Kells in County Meath, Ireland, and on the island of Iona near Scotland around A.D. 800.

In 1185, the historian Giraldus Cambrensis was allowed to peruse the Book of Kells. Of it, he wrote:

It contains the concordance of the four gospels according to Saint Jerome, with almost as many drawings as pages, and all of them in marvelous colors.

Here you can look upon the face of the divine majesty drawn in a miraculous way; here too upon the mystical representations of the Evangelists, now having six, now four, and now two, wings.

Here you will see the eagle; there the calf. Here the face of a man; there that of a lion. And there are almost innumerable other drawings.

If you look at them carelessly and casually and not too closely, you may judge them to be mere daubs rather than careful compositions. You will see nothing subtle where everything is subtle.

But if you take the trouble to look very closely, and penetrate with your eyes to the secrets of the artistry, you will notice such intricacies so delicate and subtle, so close together and well-knitted, so involved and bound together, and so fresh still in their colorings that you will not hesitate to declare that all these things must have been the result of the work, not of men, but of angels.

More recently, Umberto Eco, the Italian novelist and medievalist, called the Book of Kells the product of a cold-blooded hallucination, perhaps because the illustrations meld Christian images with zoomorphic and other iconography that harkens back through the Celtic period to the very beginnings of European civilization.

Many of the designs and details partake of such subtlety that any reference to their meaning has been lost.

Yet few would deny that the enigma that is the Book of Kells is one of the premier creations of Western civilization.







    

PROLOGUE




EVERYBODY HAS AN INNER VOICE, WHICH IS THE VOICE of God, Ray Sloane had been told by his mother.

It tells you right from wrong, good from bad, what you should think and do. And what you shouldnt, especially when somebodys trying to lead you down the garden path. Dont let anybody lead you down the garden path, Raymond. Not ever.

Which was the problem of arguing from the general (everybody) to the particular (Raymond Francis Sloane himself), who was standing in the darkness of the guardhouse at the Pearse Street entrance to Trinity College.

It was 2:37 A.M. of a perfectly soft night in early October. Fog off the Liffey had stolen up from the quays and now mostly obscured the gray stone Garda substation directly across from the gates. Orange halos ringed the cadmium vapor streetlamps.

The security guard on duty, who worked for Sloane, was on the floor by his feet, bleeding rather profusely from the back of his head where Sloane had sapped him from behind. He hoped the man wouldnt die; it wasnt in the cards for him to die.

True, Sloane continued to reason, everybody probably had an inner voice, the one that said, Well, maybe you shouldnt be doing this or that or Get your bloody arse out of this pickle pronto, mate. Sloane had that too; usually at the last moment his inner voice knew when to skedaddle.

But increasingly in recent years the problem for Sloane had been that his inner voice didnt distinguish between good and evil, right action and wrong, positive and negative thinking. No.

For at least three yearsever since hed got out of rehab and discovered Ox, which wasnt tested forRay Sloanes perverse inner voice had been leading him down paths with no garden in sight on any horizon. It then had wild fun watching him attempt to pluck his sorry arse out of the broth. For a completely accurate reason, Sloane called his inner voice I.V.

Here they are, I.V. now said as a big Merc with blackened windows pulled up to the gate, its headlamps flashing thrice as agreed. No going back now, arsehole. No fecking way.

Sloane didnt know why, but even though he had come from a good family and was now chief of security at Trinity, his I.V. spoke like a navvy from the docks. Or like his connection.

With a gloved hand, he picked up the receiver, then dialed the four-digit extension of his own phone in security headquarters on the other side of the campus, which he had programmed to pick up on the second ring.

That way, it would look as if hed been sitting at his desk when the call came through. Later, hed return to his office and erase the tape on the answering machine, while the main security computer would contain a record of the time of the call and could be made to replay a tape of the conversation.

Hello, Tomwhat can I do for you? he heard his prerecorded voice ask.

Holding a glove over his mouth, Sloane said, Jesus, Rayget here fast. I dont know who these yokes are, but He then dropped the receiver near the unconscious man at his feet before punching the button that opened the gate.

The car pulled through; Sloane closed the gate.

And whats this now? I.V. continued, as Sloane nipped out of the guardhouse and into the back of the dark car. Pointed hoods over balaclavas, no less. Better find out who your bloody wonderful mates are, bucko. And why they need to hide their faces.

Who am I with?

Neither answered, as the driver wheeled the car down the narrow lane toward the library.

Id like to know who Im with.

Raising an arm, the passenger swung round with something in his hand. It was a handgun made larger by a silencer fitted to the barrel. Worse still, the man was wearing what looked like darkened welders glasses, and not even his mouth was visible. In its place was a round black disk with holes, like something in the drain of a sink.

Oh, Jaysus, said I.V. Better shut your bloody gob, Raymond, and go through with the drill as planned. The less you know, the better off youll be.

Should Sloane be subjected to a lie detector test, which, of course, he would. It was a clause in the contract of employment when theft was involved.

At the library, the passenger got out. Gun still in hand, he waited only a moment for Sloane to swing his legs out of the car, snatching up a handful of hair and wrenching him to his feet.

Jesus Haitch Christ! Sloane bawled. Feck off, you bastard! I know the choreography.

What if you dont? I.V. asked.

The latex-gloved hand came away.

Scares you, dont it? Feckers look like surgeons. Or undertakers. And whats with the X-Files costume, the bloody drains in their bloody gobs, and whatever it is thats strapped to their foreheads?

Under the hoods and protruding from the forehead area of their balaclavas were miners or cavers headlamps that were glowing red.

Professionals? I.V. asked. Could it be? Maybe theyre not the people youve been dealing with, Raymond. Maybe they have a different agenda.

At the door to the gift shop, which was also an entrance to the Old Library where Kells and the other old manuscripts were displayed, Sloane stopped, removed an electronic key from his pocket, and turned to them. Once were in, Im going to start speaking. For the record, as we agreed. Right?

Only the shorter man reacted, again flicking the barrel of the gun.

Having to stoop to find the slot of the electronic key, Sloane fumbled with the card and also with the key that turned the secondary lock.

Jitters, eh? I.V. asked. MeId turn and split, were I you. First chance you get. They dont know this place like you do. And they dare not switch on the lights or spend much time looking for you.

Which was what the goggles and miners lights were all about, it now occurred to Sloane. Infrared. Unlike him, they could see in the dark.

Strikes me, youre in over your head, Raymond.

And perhaps very much without it. Soon. Howd he get into such a mess?

You mean meth. What we wouldnt give for a touch of that right now. Eh, lad?

Stepping into the gift shop, Sloane tried to hold the door for the other two but was shoved forward. Andonce the door was shuthe was spun around, both keys were pulled from his grasp, and something like a foot was placed against the small of his back.

In one wrenching thrust, he was launched clean off his feet into the darkness, where he fell heavily and brutally, the skin of his face grating over the flagged floor.

I get it, Sloane said to himself. Theyre playing the script to the letter. Its here I should begin objecting.

Script. Choreography? What does it matter? I.V. put in. Fact is, youve no control here. Youre a fecking sheep being led to the slaughter. Get out now, man. Run, while you still can.

But where?

Hauled to his feet, Sloane was shoved forward toward the Treasury room, which was off the gift shop on the ground level of the Old Library. Even in the pitch dark he knew the way.

Havent you spent most of your adult life here? I.V. asked. You know the aisles, the display cases, where the doors are. Think of them as escape hatches.

But suddenly a great sadness fell over Raymond Sloane: that in the fifty-second year of his life when, in fact, he had been an exemplary citizen in every regard but one, here he was involved in perhapsnot perhapsthe most culturally heinous crime possible in Ireland. Far worse than any mere bombing that killed only people.

He had to make sure that, if the worst were to happen, hed be viewed as a hero. A martyr. And certainly not a coconspirator, in spite of the money hed already taken from them.

Agreed. If were going to go out, boyo. Lets go out with glory. You should start now.

From his uniform jacket, Sloane now removed another electronic key, saying in a loud voice, You dont know what youre doing. If you take away whats in this room, the police will hound you into your graves.

The card was ripped out of his hand, and he heard the door click open.

Again he was shoved forward until he was standing before the glass case that contained the Book of Kells.

Use your hand. Kill the alarms and open it up, said a voice that sounded like Darth Vaders.

Could he be speaking through a voice scrambler? I.V. asked. These yokes have thought of everything, which scares me.

Do it! the husky, disembodied voice roared.

Suddenly it felt like his stomach collapsed or that a fist had found his backbone through his solar plexus. Sloane doubled up and again fell roughly, his head and knees slamming into the stone floor.

Then somebody had him by the back of his belt and began dragging him toward the control panel, which was located under the display case.

Now, your hand.

Grabbing his right wrist and tearing off his glove, they slapped his hand on the scanning screen. He heard the lock snap open.

And the other two. Said a different, higher, but similarly disguised voice.

Whichever one of them had him by the belt was strong and brutal, whipping Sloane up against another display case.

Get on your feet and run, lad. Run.

How could he run, when he could hardly breathe?

When his hand was placed on a second scanner, he realized what was happening. Not satisfied with two of the four volumes of the Book of Kells, they were also going to steal the even more ancient Book of Durrow and Book of Armagh, another ancient illuminated manuscript. All three, of course, were priceless irreplaceable treasures that would fetch a handsome ransom.

I thought you said you were only going to take

With one heave, the man swung Sloane up against a third case. Open your fist! the deep voice roared. Open your bloody fist or Ill stomp it to bits.

Sloane complied; his hand was placed on the scanner of the case with the Armagh book; the lock clicked; his belt was released.

Now, he would run, if he could. But as he tried to raise himself up to do as I.V. had suggested, something came down on his outstretched hand, and a blinding flash of pain seared his vision as he fell back onto the flags.

You said you he began, tucking the damaged hand under his arm.

I never said a thing, the higher voice said.

And meI lied, said the other, and they both rasped a horrible laughter, as Sloane, fighting through the pain, again tried to gain his feet.

But the moment he did, the tall onesilhouetted against the dim light from the open door to the library shoptook two quick strides and kicked him in the groin.

Sloane had never felt such total pain. Again he couldnt breathe or see or think. The hand no longer mattered, compared with the galling ache that now spread through his body.

And the fear; he knew what was about to happen.

Why did you ever think theyd let you live? Somehow youve just got to get yourself gone from here, me boy.

In his need, Sloane had never once allowed himself to consider the possibility. And here it was.

Give me a hand with him, said the deep voice.

Sloane felt himself being seized under the arms; the other one had him by the ankles. Right enoughup he goes.

Opening his eyes, he could see enough to know what they were doingstuffing him into the large Kells display case, which could be hermetically sealed by switching on a motor that sucked out the oxygen.

No! Sloane roared, pushing himself up.

But a fist slammed into his nose, again and again and again. Blood enough for you? he thought he heard, as the top of the case was closing.

Enough to be taken seriously, said the higher voice. Pity istheres not enough. A man like that deserves all this and more.

And then the top was forced down, squeezing his shoulder, arm, hip, and head into the small space. It clumped shut, and the lock snapped.

Serious, said I.V. Thats just the word. This is very serious.

Panicked, terrified, Sloane tried to force his legs, shoulder, and hip up against the glass top and sides of the display case. And then, twisting around, his back and buttocks.

Which are the strongest muscles in the body, said I.V.

But not strong enough.

His feetmaybe if he banged them against the glass he could shatter it. But his sponge-rubber security-guard soles only thudded against the thick surface, which was slick now with his blood.

Only then did he remember the sap, the sock of coins that he had thumped the gate guard with.

Too-da-loo, said one of the voices, rapping on the glass.

Ta, said the other.

Sloane then heard the motor switch on, the one that sucked out the air, and suddenly he became hysterical.

That wont help, I.V. remarked. Not one bit.









    

CHAPTER

1




PETER MCGARR STEPPED OUT OF THE LANEWAY INTO Dame Street, at the end of which stood the granite eminence of Trinity College about a quarter mile distant.

It was early morninghalf 8:00and the street was thronged with automobile commuters creeping to work. Cars rolled on a few paces, stopped, and their drivers looked away blankly, used to delay. Faces of passengers in double-deck buses, through windows streaked with urban grime, were careworn and bored.

A solitary articulated lorry appeared lost amid the clamor, its wide headlamps searching for a street that might lead to a highway and freedom.

Like Trinity itself, where McGarr was headed, the early traffic on Dame Street was a given of his day, something he seldom noticed.

But since the murder of his wife, Noreen, more than two years earlier, McGarr had gone from being an acute observer of the city to being necessarily blind to its changes and nuances. Save those, of course, that concerned his family, who had been reduced to his daughter, Maddie, and his mother-in-law, Nuala. She now cared for the child while he worked.

Trinity, which he was now approaching, was a case in point, he realized. Back when hed been a student, the bastion of Protestantism and privilege had been declared off limits to Catholics by the bishop of Dublin. Of course, as the seventh of nine children of a Guinness brewery worker, it was no place he could have had hopes of attending, anyhow.

And yet in his own way, McGarr had coveted Trinitys complex of mainly Georgian and Victorian buildings that walled off traffic and noise and provided a quiet haven of wide lawns, cobbled footpaths, and civility in the heart of the city. It was a gem of a place, a kind of urban diadem. But for the nearly twenty years of his marriage, he had associated the college with Noreen, who had studied there.

The arched entranceway was crowded with returning students, and across a wide courtyard, he could see uniformed police cordoning off the Old Library. In front of the barrier stood press and television crewsdetails that hed sooner forget, if he could.

But Peter McGarr was chief superintendent of the Serious Crimes Unit of the Garda Siochana, the Irish police, and since the tragedy, his work had become the sole sustaining element in his life, the one constant activity that helped him forget.

Also, there was the chancehowever slightthat he might discover who exactly had murdered his people. And why.

At the corner of the Old Library, McGarr paused for a few tugs on a cigarette before running the gauntlet in front of the police line, even though hed promised his daughter hed quit.

More guilt. How could he have failed to recognize the danger that his occupation posed to his family? How could he have allowed the tragedy to occur?

Feeling as he did most waking hoursthat his life was effectively over in his fifty-fifth yearMcGarr dropped the butt into a storm drain and stepped toward the reporters.

A somewhat short man with gray eyes and an aquiline nose bent slightly to one side, he still presented a rather formidable appearance with wide, well-muscled shoulders and little paunch.

Courtesy of Nuala, who had taken charge of his appearance, he was well turned out in a heather-colored tweed overcoat, razor creases in his tan trousers and cordovan half-cut boots polished to a high gloss.

Youve got to get a grip on yourself and get on with life, Peter, she had told him going out the door. If only for Maddie. And forget the bastards what done it. Theyre a sly and craven lot, not at all like your common run of criminal, and more than a few, Im thinking. And if they thought you were onto them

Unless, of course, they didnt know he was before he struck. The niceties of the law being dispensed with. Revenge was what McGarr sought, not justice.

As he waded through the clutch of reporters, whose questions McGarr fended off with his eyes, all that hinted at his inner turmoil was a certain drawn look and his deep red hair that tufted out under the brim of his fedora. Hed been too distracted for barbers.

While waiting for the door to the gift shop to be unlocked, McGarr glanced up at a sky freighted with clouds moving in from the east. Although it was only early October, the wind carried an edge. The fair weather would not hold much longer, he could tell.

Bernie McKeonMcGarrs chief of staffhad already arrived, along with a pathologist and several members of the Tech Squad.

A man and a woman, who McGarr supposed were library officials, were standing off from the others.

McKeon handed McGarr the notes hed taken since arriving.

Youve heard of squab under glass. Its served at the finest restaurants, Im told. And duck too. But blue-d uniform security cop is a new one on me, McKeon said in an undertone.

McGarr glanced at his colleague, whose dark eyes were bright with the grisly irony that passed for humor in the Murder Squad.

The victim was encased, literally, under thick glass or high-quality Plexiglas. Not only was his security uniform a deep, midnight blue, but his face was some lighter shade of the color, rather like cornflower blue, except for where it was covered in blood, which had also smeared the glass.

To control the deterioration of the manuscripts, the cases are hermetically sealed and the atmospheres withdrawn. Or so says your man, McKeon continued. Hes the head librarian and shes the keeper of old manuscripts.

Trevor Pape? asked McGarr, glancing over at the two. Pape was a well-known figure in academic and arts circles and had attended openings at the picture gallery that Noreen had owned.

Aye. She gave her name as Kara Kennedy. She found the victim, after getting a call from Pape about another guard at the Pearse Street gate. Hes in the hospital with a fractured skull.

McGarr pointed to the victim, who, although a rather large man, had been stuffed down into a quasi-fetal position in the narrow space. Alive. He had struggled for any air he could find; his mouth was open and his eyesblue, as wellwere swollen and protrusive.

Raymond Sloane, head guard here for decades.

Whats that in his hand?

Hard to tell through the blood. Theres more over here. With a penlight, McKeon flashed the beam over the flooring stones that were splashed with drying blood. Looks like he put up a fight, he did. One hell of a way to cap off a career.

Know him?

Not well. Started out with me in the army. Id see him now and then. Around town. Before joining the Garda decades ago, McKeon had been a drill instructor in the Irish army.

It was Dublin again. In spite of the population explosion and recent influx of immigration, in many ways it remained a small town.

Whats missing?

The books, of coursetwo of four Kells books, also Durrow and Armagh, McKeon said.

There lay Raymond Sloane, devoid of life and spirit and now merely a subject for a pathologists scalpel.

Lets see whats in his hand.

McKeon waved the librarians over and explained what was needed. Reaching under the case, Pape threw a switch and the case hissed as air entered the chamber.

Suddenly the lid sprang open, with Sloanes arm and shoulder rising up. The woman gasped and jumped back, sobbing.

A forensic photographer aimed his camera, and cold achromatic lightning raked the room. Closing his eyes, McGarr watched the light burst red through his eyelids as the camera continued to flash.

With surgical gloves, a tech sergeant removed the object from Sloanes right handa thick black sock that was filled with a stack of maybe thirty 50P coins.

Because he didnt carry a weapon? McKeon asked.

McGarr shrugged. Nevertheless, it had proved useless against the glass.

Couldnt swing it.

Shattered capillaries in the mans protrusive eyes swirled down, like tiny red worms, into his sclerae. McGarr thought of the small red wet hole in the back of Noreens ear. It was all the damage she had suffered, but enough to kill her.

You, I know, he said to Pape, who with hands clasped behind his back only nodded. And you are?

Her hand came forward. Kara Kennedy. Im in charge of the stolen books. I mean, the books that were stolen. Or, at least, I was. In charge, that is. Her eyes strayed to Pape, who only maintained his stony consideration of McGarr.

A woman in her early to mid-forties, she had brown hair, pleasant features, good shoulders. Tell me everything you can about this. Who the victim is. How the theft could have happened. Impressions. McGarr swirled a hand.

Well, I think

When I am present, I speak to the public about library matters, said Pape.

Were the police, McKeon objected, not the public. And that man over therehe jabbed a finger at the display caseis dead. Murdered.

McGarr touched McKeons arm. Perhaps I might speak to you alone, Doctorit is Doctor, isnt it?

The man nodded.

Dr. Pape. And, really, we should make some room.

Tall lights on stanchions were being set up around the display case. With halogen torches, others were searching for evidence on the floor, while another team lifted prints from the cases.

The pathologist, Dr. Henrya blowsy woman McGarrs own agewas leaning over the case with a kind of loupe held to one eye.

Pointing the way, McGarr led Pape in one direction, while McKeon took the Kennedy woman in another.

What were the security precautions?

Ive already explained that as well. To the police.

McGarr cocked his head; if so, McKeon would have filled him in.

To Jack Sheard, your superior.

Younger than McGarr by an easy dozen years, Sheard held the same rank, chief superintendent, but had far less seniority. Money laundering, major thefts, and frauds were his area of responsibility.

When?

Earlier.

Here?

Noover the phone. Jacks a graduate, you know.

And proud of it, McGarr remembered, Sheard one night having arrived at a Garda banquet wearing a tie emblazoned with the Trinity College crest. Few high-ranking Garda officers had attended university, much less a college with such cachet.

Well, Jack is otherwise occupied, and you may have left something out.

After a sigh, Pape explained that at night the college posted a guard at each of four gates, with a fifth guard patrolling the grounds and buildings. Sloane himself maintained a command post at security headquarters, monitoring a bank of surveillance cameras. Here in the Treasury and gift shop, surveillance also included voice and movement sensors.

Unfortunately, weve been one guard shy since the recent death of a member of the security detail, and Sloane was performing both functions.

Death, how?

Motorcar. He was knocked down in the street.

How recent a death?

A fortnight ago.

If the gates could be locked and monitored, why had Sloane not taken a guard off a gate for foot patrol? McGarr reasoned. In other words, when Sloane was on patrol, there was nobody back at security headquarters.

There you have it. Papes smile was slight and superior.

At least sixty-five, he was nearly gaunt with a long face and light brown hair that was thin on top but swept back in a gray-streaked mane that hung to his shoulders. His nose was thin, hawkish, and lined with crimson veins; his eyes were blue but ruddy.

Without question donnish-looking, Pape was wearing a muted green-checked jacket over a beige shirt and dun tie.

While on patrol, would Mr. Sloane have entered the building?

Pape shook his head. Not unless the sensors or cameras detected something.

What about an alarm system or a silent alarm connected to the Garda barracks in Pearse Street? It was just across from an entrance to the college.

It was disabled.

McGarr waited.

Pape raised his head and looked down his nose at McGarr. Im afraid were the library that cried wolf, Inspector. Every time a student or visitor rattled the door after hours, wanting in, the alarms went off. With students now returning to campus, I imagine Sloane decided to take a hiatus from alarms.

Were there students resident in college last night?

Pape shook his head. During the day, yes. But only this morning were they allowed to move back in.

Planning, McGarr thought. The theft had been engineered to a fare-thee-well. Then why murder Sloane in such a dramatic way? Why not simply disable him, even with some violence, as they had the other guard?

What about here, the libraryhow do you get in?

Pape ran through the procedure: electronic and deadbolt keys to the gift shop, then electronic hand recognition to open the cases.

Whose hands?

Mine, Miss Kennedys, and Raymonds alone.

Could Sloane have refused, McGarr wondered, so they beat and murdered him? Why, then, was the sap still in his hand? Why hadnt he used it to defend himself? There was blood on the flags around the display cases.

And surely, knowing about the hand-recognition device with only three hands keyed suggestedno, declaredinvolvement by some insider.

Who knowsknewabout the hands?

We three, of course. And, Id hazard, staff whod observed us performing themaneuver.

What about the security firm that deployed it?

They were not present in the building when we initialized the system. By policy.

Could somebody on your staff or some other Trinity employee be responsible for this crime?

Pape shrugged.

McGarr waited, noting that Pape had averted his eyes. You seem unsure.

Do I? The eyes returned with anger. Truth isI dont know, and frankly I dont much care. Possessing that damn bookhe waved a hand at the display caseshas been a double-edged sword for this institution.

Yes, it brought the college notoriety, and it was a mighty cash cow. ButPapes voice had risenhordes, veritable legions of patent fools and ignoramuses pile off tour buses and troop through the college in their Aran caps and jumpers to ogle the bloody thing. Which was, mind you, in its own time designed to be ostentatious. No, garish! The Oh-wow! of the ninth century.

Itsitshe wagged his head, his mane tossing from shoulder to shoulderthe bloody Blarney Stone of academia and banal. Trs ban-al!

Even the Tech Squad had now stopped to watch him.

And Ill confess something else. This theft and Raymond Sloanes murder would not have occurred had Trinity remained the college first intended by its founders. Now that its been turned into a bloody diploma factory, I call it immanent justice that its talisman has been stolen.

A curious opinion for a man charged with preserving and protecting books, thought McGarr.

That saidPape paused, flaring his nostrils and pulling in a chestful of air, as though to get hold of himselfa true loss is Durrow and Armagh, which in their time had more than simply liturgical value. But I have every confidence that Chief Superintendent Sheard will get them back.

Youre done with me, I assume.

McGarr only regarded the man, who turned and walked out of the room as though conscious of his heels ringing on the stone.

Turning to McKeon and the woman, McGarr raised a hand and flicked his fingers into his palm, a gesture redolent of both veteran police practice and his gloom, he realized as she moved toward him.

Here he was involved in perhaps the most important murder/theft of his career, and he felt as though he were just going through the motions. Maybe he should retire and try something different likewell, there was the rub. He couldnt think of anything he really wanted to do, and police work was really all he knew.

Yet he managed a smile for the woman. This must be difficult for you, he said, noticing her unusual jade-colored eyes. Contacts, perhaps? Obviously, its been trying for Dr. Pape.

Please excuse him, said Kara Kennedy. Trinitythe college and the library are his life. Hes been herewell, Id say the better part of forty years, counting his student days, and Im certain this is a greater blow to him than

Glancing at the corpse, which was now being littered from the room, she lowered her head and tears splatted on the stones by her feet. Her shoulders shook, and her body moved into McGarr.

He raised a hand to her back. Close, like that, he breathed in the warmth of her body and the complex scent of whatever shampoos or perfumes or emollients she used. And he was disturbed by what he felt, not having been so close to a woman such as she, in more than two years.

She moved her head, and her hair brushed against his face. Why dont we sit down for a moment? Out there would be better.

Taking her elbow, he drew her into the exhibition room, where at least the lighting was less funereal. They sat on a bench against the wall.

Did you hear what Dr. Pape just said? The bit about Trinity being a diploma factory and better off with the Book of Kells being gone?

She shook her head and blotted her eyes. Thats just anger and frustration. Trevors an antiquarian who loathes change, and his worldlike the rest of the worldis marked by change these days. Its the one constant, isnt it?

Sobbing now and then, she explained that there remained a few on the Trinity faculty who had never accepted the democratization of the college in the early seventies, when the Catholic Church lifted its ban on attendance and enrollment surged from twenty-five hundred to close to fourteen thousand students, mostly of Catholic background.

No longer was it a sleepy, insular place, its faculty riddled with dilettantes and academic eccentrics protected by tenure. Trinity stepped into the twentieth century, acquiring true scholars and exploiting the resources at its command. Her hand moved toward the door of the Treasury.

It became what it should have been all alongthe oldest and best university in the country. But there wereand, Im afraid, still arethose who are averse to change.

With cupped shoulders, Kara Kennedy leaned forward, elbows on her thighs, and McGarr noticed for the first time that her hair had begun to gray. He also glanced at the smooth slope of a breast that could be seen between the plackets of her pearl-colored silk blouse.

And a pang of longing seized himfor warmth and the perfumey aroma that he could still detect and for other comforts as well. Up until that moment, he had kept himself from remembering what being with a woman could be like, knowing how disconcerting the remembrance would be. And was.

Unfortunately, Trevor is one of those who fought and still fights the change, notplease dont misunderstand meher fingers touched his kneenot because he is in any way incompetent. Its just that not everything was awry in the old Trinity College, which was collegial in many of the best ways. I think he still harbors fond thoughts of those years.

Her hands were long, gracefully formed, and well tanned, as though shed spent the summer outdoors. Also, McGarr was hearing the hint of a Scottish burr in her voice.

Im certain hell think better of what he said. The Book of Kells is truly a treasure ofshe had to pause againa treasure of inestimable value both intrinsically and to the Irish people, and Ill never forgive myself that thisthis debacle occurred on my watch.

McGarr frowned. Are you in charge of security?

What? Her head swung up to him, and it was as though he plunged into the jade pools of her eyes.

Were you Raymond Sloanes superior?

No, of course not. Iman academic. She looked back toward the Treasury.

A handsome, if not a pretty, woman with a long, thinly bridged nose, a strong chin, and high cheekbones. Her dark hair, which was a chestnut color, formed a deep widows peak, and the skin on her neck had begun to take on the wrinkles of age.

McGarr glanced at the backs of her hands, which she had clasped in front of herforty-five, he guessed, from the sheen and wrinkle of her skin. He was seldom wrong.

But I should have made it my business.

Guiltit ruled the culture. It ruled McGarr.

Apart from you, Dr. Pape, and Raymond Sloane, who else knew of the hand-recognition device beneath the cases?

She swung her head to him, and he noted how her hair grew deep on the sides of her forehead and rather complemented her widows peak. And as had been Noreens, her upper lip was noticeably protrusive.

McGarr looked away; he was feeling uncomfortable.

Cleaning people, I should imagine, if they knew what they were seeing.

Kara Kennedy flicked a hand to clear the hair from her face, and McGarr again smelledwhat was it?chamomile, vanilla, and verbena?

She had crossed her legs toward him, and he followed the gentle line of her calf to a narrow ankle, before looking off into the gift shop.

Also, theres the security firm who set the device up, perhaps some other library staff. No, surely some other library staff who have been present when weve turned the pages.

To answer your question, Chief Superintendentshe waited until their eyes metI suppose our security measures were rather common knowledge to those of us who work here. But I hope you dont suspect

McGarr shook his head. I dont suspect anything yet. Im just gathering information. What can you tell me about Raymond Sloane? Personally.

Apart from here in Trinity She shook her head before pulling her eyes from his.

Or did he imagine that? He stood. He was so emotionally at sea it rather frightened him. Do you have any idea who might have done this?

There were no rings on her fingers.

No. Some madman. Madmen to get Raymond into Again she could not continue.

What about the possibility that whoever did this was in league with somebody here in Trinity, somebody who knew the security precautions, somebody whoout of disaffection with the college or the book itself

I hope you dont mean Trevor Pape. Leaning back against the wall, she placed her palms on the bench in a way that spread the plackets of her suit coat. Trevor has spent his lifeliterally, spent itworking here for little or nothing, preserving and protecting books. Why would he throw all that away?

She smiled slightly, exposing a single dimple. Its refreshing that you didnt mention greed. Disaffection was a nice touch.

Pulling a card from his pocket, he extended it toward her. Scots, are you?

Kennedy can be a Scottish name as well, Ill have you know.

And how do I reach you? It was said without thinking, which was doubly distressing to McGarr, since he knew that with every waking moment he had not yet got overand he sometimes thought he would never get overthe presence of Noreen in his thoughts. And her absence in his life.

OhIve got a card. She fumbled in her purse and came up with a card and a smile, which quickly faded. Whos going to inform Raymonds wife? I mean, how is it handled?

Well take care of it.

Her brow furrowed. Oh, yesI suppose you have to do this regularly.

And it was never easy. Many thanks. McGarr turned toward a kind of clamor outside of the gift shop.

Will you catch who did this?

I suspect well be hearing from them rather soon.

The noise was coming from what looked like an impromptu news conference that was being held on the gift shop steps.

There stood Trinity grad Chief Superintendent Jack Sheard, answering questions from the press. About what, McGarr could not guess, since they knew only that the books were missing and Sloane was dead. But not even his name could be given out until the family was notified.

But there Sheard stood, resplendent in a navy blue pinstriped suit that had been tailored to his at least six-foot-four frame. His tie was pearl colored, like the handkerchief sprouting from his breast pocket.

In his early forties, Sheard was a handsome man with sandy hair and a ruggers angular body. With shoulders squared and hands clasped at his waist, he looked like a Janus figurea bigger, better guard at the portalsbut too late.

Over hishow many?fifteen or so years with the Garda, Sheard was periodically the darling of Sunday news features both on television and in print. Early on, he was billed as the new face of the police and pictured with his blond young wife and three towheaded children on the lawn in front of their rambling suburban home on the flanks of the Dublin Mountains.

Later, after hed been admitted to the bar, the press called him Commissioner Inevitable, which so browned off the actual commissioner that he delayed Sheards inevitability by rusticating him to the desk that kept tabs on unlawful organizations, which was a euphemism for the IRA. It was a police dead end.

Because Garda commissioners were political appointees, all that changed with a new government, and for his patience Sheard was rewarded with the Fraud Squad, which also investigated major thefts. Most recently the press had dubbed him The Cop for the Twenty-first Century, noting his Trinity backgroundhe had studied finance and organizationhis legal degree, and his work against terrorist organizations.

McGarr had only skimmed or lent half an ear to the pieces, since publicity for a coptwenty-first century or otherwisewas something to be avoided. Unless, of course, the cop had another agenda entirely, which McGarr and some other senior Garda officers suspected Sheard had.

Fitting on his hat, McGarr opened the door and stepped out behind Sheards broad back. And with a hand raised to the brim, he set off down the stairs on a flank of the crowd.

Sheard was saying, of inestimable value. It is the chief bibliographic treasure of the people of Ireland and all those others of Celtic heritage. The Garda will spare nothing in pursuing those who assaulted one guard, murdered another, and made off with the volumes.

Saying, Police, please. Police, please, which in his pancake Dublin tones sounded like an apologetic yet intentional plaint, McGarr weaved his way through the crowd.

He wondered if Raymond Sloanes family had begun to worry about him, and how they would react to Sheards comments. And how they would react to McGarr himself, when he arrived on their doorstep to announce Sloanes death. After Sheards public remarks.

Had Sheard himself ever been in the position of having to announce a death to a family? McGarr doubted it, the mans specialty being more white-collar crime.
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2




SEVERAL OF THE REPORTERS HAD STARTED AFTER McGarr, but he stretched out his stride and was soon alone.

It had become a pleasant autumn day filled with the golden light, peculiar to October, from a sun that was surrendering the heights of summer. Angling in from the east, its rays were warm, not hot, and glancing at the smooth chartreuse carpet of lawn that filled the quadrangle, McGarr thought of his garden, which he had ignored for weeks.

Some time soon, he should pull up the stalks of the summer plants, fertilize the soil, and sow more winter wheata crop rich in nitrogen that he would turn into the ground come spring. But for the last two years his heart had not been in gardening either, which had once given him real pleasure.

He had reached the guardhouse from which the tall wooden gates that gave onto Pearse Street could be monitored. A uniformed guard, standing before the entrance, touched his cap, as McGarr ducked under the yellow police tape and stepped into the building.

Pale blue chalk marked off where the injured Trinity security guard had been found; green chalk surrounded the pool of his spilled blood; and yellow chalk detailed where somebody had stood and shifted his feet before taking a stride toward the door.

The two stationary prints were enlarged and blurred, as though the person had stood there for some time, shifting his feet now and then. The striding print lay beyond the pool and was fainter but more well defined.

The victim had been seated in the chair, which lay on its side, when he had been sapped from behind. Bright orange chalk indicated the position in which he had been found.

What dyiz think, Chief? Inside job? a voice asked, startling him.

McGarr swung round on a young woman. Late thirties, pixieish; her black curly hair was pulled back and woven into a long braid. She was wearing a navy blue fleece jacket and jeans. McGarr had seen her before, but he couldnt place where.

Orla Bannon, Ath Cliath. She held out her hand. He only stared down at it.

Ath Cliath was a weekly tabloid that through the cunning use of innuendo, unnamed sources, and front-page hyperbole had grown from a mere weekend listings rag to one of the most influential and certainly the most profitable newspapers in the country.

Only two days before the murder of its founder, Dery Parmalee, nearly two years earlier, ownership of the tabloid had fallen to one Charles Chazz Sweeney, who had ordered the hit, McGarr had believed but could not prove.

He also believed Sweeney had played some part in the deaths of Noreen and her father, Fitz. But he couldnt prove that either.

Orla Bannon was a columnist, McGarr now remembered; a head shot, which made her look rather like an American Indian princess, ran with her articles. In it, she was gazing out at her readers sidelong and assessing, with that same slight smile
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