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To my children, Aya and Alexander †







Prologue: Friday Night

The trick with a farewell party was to leave before anybody else did.

Gigi Laroche had learned that the hard way, back in Lyon, back when she sang in a cellar on the Rue Mercière for whatever the customers felt like throwing.

Not leave leave. Physically, you were present. Your body laughed and kissed cheeks and said mais oui, chéri until the last bottle was dead and the last swell in a white tie had told you that New York would be a desert without you. But the real you, the one behind the eyes, slipped out the back door around the second bottle and watched the rest of the show from the sidelines.

From there you could see everything. That was the whole point.

And tonight there was plenty to see.

Suite 1204 of the Hotel Belvedere smelled like a funeral parlor, and that was her own fault. She had once told some fellow from Collier’s that she adored white lilacs. She didn’t, particularly. It was just the first flower that came into her head. But he’d printed it, and ever since that day everyone had kept sending them—by the armload, by the truckload—until the place looked like a wake for somebody very rich and not very much missed.

Across the room, by the pantry door, stood Hélène Marchand, in the plain black dress she wore to everything, with her hands folded in front of her. She was watching the guests the way a sheepdog watches a field full of sheep. Hélène had been Gigi’s dresser for twelve years. Her dresser, her conscience, her old gray dragon—ever since a freezing night in Lyon when a scared girl of twenty-one had needed somebody to sew her into her first good dress. In twelve years Hélène had never once said what she thought of Gigi’s friends. She didn’t have to. Her silences said it for her.

Gigi turned away from all of them, to the window. She stared out of it, her mind wondering twelve floors down, where Park Avenue glittered. Beyond it the whole of Manhattan was lit up like a jeweler’s window on Christmas Eve.

Five more days, she thought. Five days, then the Normandie, then Paris, and then this is over. All of it. Finished.

“You are dreaming, chérie.”

She turned from the window to find Lucien Darrieux at her elbow with two glasses of champagne, his dark hair smooth, his charming self ready. Every woman in the room had looked at him tonight. A couple of the men had, too.

Gigi took her glass and forced herself to smile. She had a smile that could let people fall in love with her instantly. She had worked on it for years, in front of mirrors. In dressing rooms with no heat. It was the best thing she owned, and she owned some very good things.

“I’m dreaming of Paris,” she said. “Of real bread! Of rain that comes down like a lady instead of a fire hose.”

“You will miss New York.”

“I’ll miss the applause.” She touched her glass to his. “Nothing else.”

“Not even your friends?”

“Especially not my friends. They are far too expensive to maintain.”

He laughed. warm and easy, the kind of laugh that made headwaiters find you a table. “Then I leave you to your Paris,” he said, and off he went across the room to try out his charms on Cornelia Vandermeer instead.

Her hand went to her throat. She didn’t tell it to. It just went, the way your tongue goes to a sore tooth.

Sapphires and pearls. A little golden swallow for a clasp. Les Larmes de Lyon, the papers called it—the Tears of Lyon—because some newspaperman had once written that it looked like a string of tears. A good line never dies in this town. It just gets reprinted. Tonight it lay a little heavy on her collarbone, and she felt it when she breathed.

Stop it, she told herself, and made the hand come down. Habits. Habits are how they notice you.

By eleven the room had grown too warm and too loud, and the flowers were starting to give her a headache, so she slipped out through the French doors onto the terrace for a minute of quiet.

She should have known better. She hadn’t been out there a minute when the doors opened behind her and the Baron stepped out into the night, as though he’d been standing there, waiting for a cue.

And maybe he had. The Baron always found you when you were alone. It was his particular talent, the way some fellas can whistle through their fingers or palm a card.

Baron Konrad von Elst was big and slow and bald as a billiard ball, with manners so beautiful they were almost a threat. His people had owned forests in Germany for four hundred years, and he carried himself like a man who had never once been asked to explain why. He lit a cigar and didn’t bother to offer her one.

“You leave Wednesday,” he said.

“It’s no secret, Konrad. It was in the Times.”

“Many things are in the Times.” Cigar smoke drifted out toward the river. “Some things however are not. A safe, for instance. In an office on Fifty-Seventh Street. Opened last Tuesday, very neatly, by someone with very small, very clever hands” —his eyes slid down to her hands and stayed there a second too long—

She laughed. To her surprise… and relief, it came out fine.

“Do you think that I had anything to do with something that ? In this dress?” She wanted to laugh again, but decided against it.

“I accuse you of nothing.” In the light from the windows his eyes were the color of dishwater. “I only say that a woman going home should make very sure she takes nothing with her that is not hers. The customs men are thorough.”

He let the pause hang there, long enough to park a Rolls Royce in.

“So are other people, fraulein”

“How sweet of you to worry.”

“I am a sweet man,” said the Baron. He dropped his ash on the tiles like a period at the end of a sentence and went back inside.

Her hands were shaking. She let them shake. Then she counted the lights on the Queensboro Bridge, the way she used to count the steps going up the Fourvière hill when she was a little girl and scared of the dark, and when she got to forty she went back inside, smiling, because that was the job, ma fille, the job was always smiling. She was barely inside when Cornelia Vandermeer caught her.

“Darling,” said Cornelia, which was how she started everything, “can I steal you for one teeny minute?”

Cornelia was fifty-five and distinguished in the way only the very rich manage to be, which is to say she was beautifully kept, like a big house on Fifth Avenue with a full-time staff. She wore her pearls in three long ropes. She steered Gigi into the little sitting room and shut the door, and the second the door was shut, all that polish was gone. She was just a scared woman with too much powder on her face.

“I wouldn’t ask,” she said. “You know I wouldn’t. It’s only for a month. Just till the trust pays out. Ten thousand, Gigi. After everything I’ve done for you——”

“Cornelia.” Gigi took her hands. They were cold as a tenement stairwell in February. “I can’t. Honest to God, I can’t. Every cent I have is spoken for. My season at the Bobino opens in September, and I’ve paid for all of it myself—the orchestra, the costumes, the hall. Until the first night I’m as poor as a church mouse in a mink coat. I couldn’t find you ten thousand dollars if my life depended on it.”

“I see.” Cornelia took her hands back. “Of course. How silly of me.”

Gigi touched her pearls. She knew a great deal about jewels and a great deal more about lies. And when she looked at Cornelia’s pearls—really looked, for the first time all night—she understood.

Oh, she thought. Ma pauvre.

But Cornelia already had the door open. Her laugh went ringing out across the room, bright as ever. Bright and brittle, like a glass just before it hits the floor.

Gigi stayed behind in the little sitting room for a moment, alone with the lamps and the lilacs, until her face felt like her own again. Then she went back out into the noise.

She noticed Arthur Pell who was standing by the front door with his hat in his hand. The Englishman who said he sold wool. He’d spent the whole evening listening instead of talking, and in Gigi’s experience, a man who listened that hard was selling something a lot more expensive than wool.

He bowed over her hand and gave it a gentle kiss.

“Safe journey, Miss Laroche. Do be careful on the crossing. The Atlantic can be rough this time of year.”

It sounded like a remark about the weather.

But Gigi felt that it wasn’t.

Then he was gone, as quietly as he’d done everything else all night, and she turned back into the room. Somebody pressed a fresh glass into her hand. Somebody else wanted to know whether Paris was really as wicked as everybody said. And all the while, underneath the talk, the piano kept going.

It was played by Teddy Marsh who had been sitting at the hotel’s white piano all evening, playing her songs from the French Pavilion and a few of his own. He was thirty, with a crooked mouth and a lock of hair that never stayed where you put it. This night he was playing soft and a little too slow, the way he always played when he was thinking about something else.

He owed money to a man called Fat Augie, and Fat Augie did not send his reminders by the U.S. Mail. Fat Augie sent fellows. Fellows with big hands and names like Sal.

Every so often he looked up over the keys and found her across the room. Every time, she found something else to look at.

She knew what he was thinking about. She’d been dodging it all evening.

A little after eleven-thirty the piano stopped in the middle of a bar, and a minute later Teddy caught her by the bedroom door.

She tried to avoid quarrels with him as was the only one who could really hurt her if he wanted to.

“Take me with you,” he said.

“Teddy——”

“I mean it. I’ll play anyplace. They got pianos in Paris.”

“They’ve got a lot of pianos in Paris,” Gigi said, “and a lot of piano players, and hardly any of them owe dough to a man named Augie.”

She saw his face then, and she’d have given the necklace if she just could take those words back.

But words don’t come back. That’s the thing nobody tells you. Once they’re out, they’re out for good.

“Sure. I get it.” He shoved the hair out of his eyes. “You’re going home, and I’m the kind of thing you leave behind in the hotel. With the welked flowers.”

“That isn’t fair!”

“No,” said Teddy. “It isn’t.”

He stormed out. The door slammed so hard a vase jumped on the hall table and slopped water across the polish.

For one awful second nobody said a word. Then everybody said everything at once.

“Some weather we’re having!”

“Have you seen the Fair at night? The Trylon all lit up——”

“—and the new show at Radio City, you simply have to——”

“But, darling, what on earth was that about?”. Cornelia was as curious as ever.

Gigi laughed and said artists were impossible, every last one of them, and poured herself another glass.

She did not cry. Not then.

After that, the rest of them started to drift away.

At twenty minutes to midnight Lucien checked his wristwatch and made a face like a kid hollered in from a stickball game.

“The Consul is a slave-driver,” he said. “There are cables waiting for me at the consulate. At this hour!” He kissed her hand. His lips were warm. “Wednesday, then. I’ll come down to the pier with the whole French colony and a brass band.”

“Don’t you dare bring the band.”

“Then flowers. Lilacs, naturally.”

She watched him go down the corridor, still smiling, until the gold elevator doors slid shut on him.

Wednesday, she thought. Wednesday the ship sails. And in Paris there’s a room with a long table and some very serious men sitting around it, and I’m going to tell them what I know. And show them what I’ve got.

Once more she touched the swallow at her throat. This time she let herself.

By five to twelve they were all gone, and Hélène was marching around the suite like a little gray general—killing the lamps, gathering up glasses, giving the lilacs hell for dropping petals all over the carpet.

“Look at them,” she told the lilacs. “Dropping everywhere. Like bad actresses.”

“Go to bed,” Gigi told her. “I’ll do the rest.”

“You will leave everything for the maids.”

“I’ll leave everything for the maids,” Gigi said, “because that’s what maids are for, and you, ma vieille, are not a maid.” She kissed Hélène on the forehead. “Bed. Go.”

Hélène went off to her little room at the far end of the suite, grumbling the whole way, and shut the door on the subject.

Then Gigi was alone.

The suite was quiet. Not peaceful. Quiet. The way a theater’s quiet after the crowd’s gone home and before anybody turns out the lights, when the seats are all empty but the air is still full of them.

She sat down at her dressing table. The three-way mirror showed her three Gigis, and every one of them looked tired. She took off her earrings. She didn’t take off the necklace.

On the little silver tray beside her stood the champagne the hotel sent up every night at midnight, because she always had one last glass before bed—everybody who knew her knew that. There were two glasses on the tray, as there always were, one for her and one for whoever was still awake to share it.

She was reaching for the bottle when somebody knocked.

Soft. Polite. Tap-tap.

Gigi looked at her reflection, and her reflection looked back at her, a little surprised. Then she laughed.

Well, of course, she thought. Of course it’s one of them. It’s always one of them. Somebody forgot a scarf. Somebody wanted to say sorry. Somebody had just one more thing to say.

She padded across the carpet in her stocking feet and opened the door.

“Ah,” said Gigi Laroche, and gave it her very best smile. “It’s you.”

The clock on the mantel said ten past twelve.

She had been counting the days until Wednesday.

She needn’t have bothered.




Chapter 1

When the telephone rang at a quarter to eight on Saturday morning, Robert Dubois knew before he picked it up that somebody was dead.

He didn’t claim any gift for it. There was nothing spooky about it. It was arithmetic. Nobody in New York calls a private detective at a quarter to eight on a Saturday to wish him a pleasant weekend. The living can wait until nine. Only the dead are in a hurry—or, to be fair to the dead, the people who have to clean up after them.

He was standing at the window of his apartment on Pierrepont Street with a cup of coffee, watching a fine May rain come in over the harbor. It didn’t fall, exactly. It hung there in the air like it had all the time in the world, waiting for you to walk into it.

The apartment was three rooms on the second floor of a brownstone that had been built for a sea captain in the 1850s and cut up for bachelors sometime after the war. It had high ceilings and a radiator under the front window that banged and hissed all winter like a drunk trying to find his keys. There were books on every wall and a good Persian rug on the floor, worn pale down the middle where a man had paced it for years. On the kitchen table sat the Times, still folded, and a blue tin of Chock full o’Nuts with the lid off. It was a tidy place. It was a quiet place. It was the apartment of a man who had gotten used to being the only one in it, and who would not have thanked you for pointing that out.

His late wife, Marie had chosen the rug, a long time ago now. Some mornings he still caught himself stepping around the place by the window where her chair used to be.

He let the telephone ring three times while he finished his coffee. The dead, whatever their hurry, could spare him that much.

Then he answered it.

“Dubois.”

“Good morning, Dubois. Lieutenant Thomas Kavanaugh here.”

“Good morning, Lieutenant. Who met with their unfortunate fate this time?”

There was a pause on the line, and then a sound that might have been a laugh, that is, if Thomas Kavanaugh had been the kind of man who laughed before breakfast, which he wasn’t. Lieutenant Kavanaugh worked Homicide, and the men in Homicide didn’t get much to laugh at, morning or night.

“One of these days you’re gonna be wrong about that,” he said, “and I’m gonna enjoy it. I’m gonna enjoy it a lot.”

“Not today, I think.”

“No.” Kavanaugh sounded tired all the way down to his shoes. “Not today. You know Gigi Laroche? The singer?”

Dubois did. Everybody did that spring. For a month her face had been smiling at him from the side of every bus on Fifth Avenue—a little black hat, a red mouth, and underneath, in big letters, Le Rossignol de Lyon. The Nightingale of Lyon. Nightly at the French Pavilion, World’s Fair.

“I know of her. I heard her once on the radio. She was singing an old song.”

He didn’t say which one. It was a song his mother used to sing while she did the ironing, with the window open and the steam coming up off the sheets, and he had switched the radio off before the end. Some songs you leave in the rooms where you first heard them. You don’t take them out and play them again. You just don’t.

“She’s dead. Hotel Belvedere, Park and Fifty-Second. Her maid found her this morning, sitting at the dressing table like she just stopped to think about something. Patrolman figures poison. Doc Fleischer’s on his way over from the Medical Examiner’s office. And there’s a necklace missing that’s worth more than you and me’ll make in our whole lives put together.”

“I am very sorry to hear it. But I do not see what it has to do with me. You have an entire department for this sort of thing, and I believe some of them can even read.”

“Very funny,” said Kavanaugh, who didn’t think so. “Listen. She’s French. The maid’s French too, and she won’t say three words of English to anybody. Or can’t. Inside an hour this hotel’s gonna be crawling with people from the French consulate. State Department, probably. Maybe a few other fellas I don’t even want to think about.” He breathed into the receiver. “I need somebody next to me who knows what they’re all saying. And somebody who notices things. You owe me, Dubois.”

“I believe it is you who owe me. Or have you forgotten the Delancey business?”

“So this is your chance to collect,” said Kavanaugh, and hung up.

Dubois put the receiver down and stood a moment longer at the window, watching the rain hang over the harbor. Then he went to dress.

He dressed with care, the way he always did. It was a habit that Margaret O’Dell—Maggie to everyone but him, his secretary for four years and his conscience for a good deal longer—had long since given up trying to cure.

“You’re the only man in New York,” she liked to tell him, “who puts on a three-piece suit to go look at a corpse.”

She meant it as a criticism. He took it as a compliment.

The way he saw it, a murder was a serious occasion, and the dead deserved somebody who had bothered to knot his tie right. There was a practical side, too. People talked more freely to a well-dressed man. They figured he couldn’t possibly be a cop.

The suit was dove gray, like all six of his suits. Like all of them, it had been cut by the same tailor on Orchard Street, an old man from Antwerp named Meyer, who sniffed at American cloth the way some people sniff at American coffee. Meyer imported his own. White shirt. Dark blue silk tie.

He put his pipe in his breast pocket. Unlit. He hardly ever lit it. A pipe gave a man something to do with his hands while he listened, and listening was most of what he did for a living.

Then he called his secretary.

She picked up on the second ring, so she was up already. The dance band on the radio behind her said she hadn’t been up long. Maggie lived in a rooming house in Chelsea with four other girls who worked for the telephone company. Between the five of them, they knew everything that happened in Manhattan about an hour before the newspapers did.

“If this is about the rent on the office,” she said, before he could open his mouth, “I paid it.”

“It is about Gigi Laroche.”

The line went quiet.

“Oh, no,” said Maggie. “Oh, Mr. Dubois. She’s not——”

“I am afraid so. Lieutenant Kavanaugh has asked for my help. I should like you to meet me at the Hotel Belvedere in one hour, with your notebook and your most respectable hat.”

“I only got the one respectable hat.”

“Then wear that one.”

“Mr. Dubois?” Her voice had gone very small, and Maggie’s voice was hardly ever small. “I saw her. At the Fair. Me and the girls saved up and went to the French restaurant for Dot’s birthday, and she came right down between the tables, singing. That song. The one about the swallow. She stopped at our table and she touched Dot’s hair.” A pause. “She was lovely. She was really, really lovely.”

“I know,” he said, although he didn’t, not the way she meant it. He had only ever heard the voice. “One hour.”

He caught a cab on Clinton Street. The driver took the Brooklyn Bridge at a speed that suggested he had a personal grudge against it. The wipers thumped. Below them the East River was the color of an old nickel, and a tug was pushing a garbage scow out toward the Narrows with a gull riding on top of the heap like a little admiral. The whole city smelled of wet tar and coal smoke and the river.

He sat back against the cracked leather and watched it go by. His left shoe was pinching. It had been pinching for a week. He kept meaning to take it to the Italian on Henry Street and kept not doing it.

A dead woman, he thought, and you are thinking about your shoe. But that was how it went. The body went on minding its own small business, whatever the rest of you was doing.

The Hotel Belvedere stood on the west side of Park Avenue like an old duchess who had outlived all her friends and didn’t intend to apologize for it. Twenty-two stories of pale limestone and good manners. It had gone up in 1929, in the last fat year before the Crash, and its doormen still wore plum-colored coats with brass buttons, as if nobody had told them.

It was the kind of hotel people went to so they’d be left alone.

This morning it was doing a lousy job.

Two prowl cars sat at the curb. Under the canopy, two unhappy patrolmen were holding back a crowd of newspapermen in wet hats. A photographer saw Dubois climb out of his taxi and swung his camera up—and then let it down again, disappointed. Dubois was not a face anybody wanted on page one.

It was one of his great professional advantages.

Maggie was waiting just inside the revolving door in a navy coat and a little navy hat with a feather that had seen better days. Her eyes were a little pink around the edges. But she had her notebook out already, pencil ready, and when she saw him she didn’t bother with good morning.

She had red hair she fought with every morning and eventually lost to by noon, a scatter of freckles she had given up powdering, and a pair of sharp eyes that missed about as much as a pawnbroker’s. She stood with her weight on one foot and her pencil cocked like a dart. Maggie was the kind of girl who could talk her way past a doorman, a nun and a desk sergeant before lunch and still get the coffee order right.

Behind her the lobby went on being grand in spite of everything. It was all brown marble and brass and potted palms, under a ceiling painted with clouds and fat little cupids who looked like they had eaten too well in 1929 themselves. A big Seth Kavanaugh clock hung over the front desk. The carpet was the color of claret and so deep it swallowed the sound of your shoes. An old lady in a fox fur sat by the cigar stand, pretending to read Vogue and watching the police. The place smelled of floor polish, wet umbrellas and somebody’s cigar from the night before.

“Somebody already phoned the story in to the Daily Mirror,” she said. “Night manager’s a Mr. Pruett, been here since ’29, he’s having a nervous breakdown in his office. Day manager’s a Mr. Coyle. He’s having his in the lobby. Night elevator boy’s a kid named Eddie Szabo. Went home at six. Nobody’s thought to go get him yet. The suite’s twelve-oh-four, front of the building, Park Avenue side, looking toward the river. And the switchboard girls say there was a party up there last night till midnight. Last call down to the desk was ten past eleven. For more ice.”

He looked at her with new respect.

“You have been here ten minutes.”

“Eight. Switchboard girl’s Kathleen Doyle. She used to go with my cousin Frank.”

“Remind me to give you a raise.”

“I remind you every Friday.”

They rode up together, Maggie still turning the pages of her notebook, and Kavanaugh was waiting when the elevator doors opened on twelve.

He was a big man, Kavanaugh, big in the shoulders and big in the face, with gray hair cut short as a scrub brush and a nose that had been broken twice when he was young and set badly both times. He wore a brown overcoat that had been rained on so often it had given up keeping its shape, and a gray fedora with a sweat stain on the band, and his hands hung at his sides like a pair of tools he’d set down for a minute and might need again. Thirty years a New York cop. Fifteen of them in Homicide. And in all that time he had never once taken a dollar he hadn’t earned.

That made him something between a saint and a sucker. He’d been passed over for promotion more times than Dubois could count, and he never seemed to mind. He went to Mass every morning at St. Patrick’s. Dubois had a notion he prayed there for the dead he worked with every day, and maybe—just maybe—for the men above him at headquarters.

He was the kind of man who had eaten his breakfast standing up in a precinct house for so many years that he no longer noticed he was doing it. This morning, from the look of him, he hadn’t eaten any.

He looked at Dubois’s suit and sighed.

“You’re a sight for sore eyes. And I mean that both ways.”

“Good morning lieutenant. You know Miss O’Dell.”

“Of course I do. Morning, Miss O’Dell.” He took off his hat to her. That was the kind of man he was.

Then he fell into step beside Dubois down the long corridor, over a carpet thick enough to lose a shoe in, toward a pair of double doors at the far end where a patrolman stood guard with his hands behind his back.

The twelfth-floor corridor was long and hushed and smelled of furniture polish. Gilt sconces shaped like tulips burned along the walls, though it was broad daylight outside, and every twenty feet a little marble table held a Chinese vase with nothing in it. Somewhere behind one of the doors a radio was playing Kate Smith, very low, as if it knew there were policemen in the building.

“Here’s what we got,” said Kavanaugh, low. “Gigi Laroche. Thirty-three. French citizen. Here since February on a contract with the French Pavilion. Supposed to sail home on the Normandie Wednesday. Last night she throws a farewell party for six people. Maid says they were all gone by midnight. Maid goes to bed. Maid finds her at seven-thirty, cold, at the dressing table. No sign of a struggle. No sign of anything. Glass of champagne by her hand, about half drunk. Doc’s done what he can up here. Says poison. Maybe some kind of sleeping drug. He’ll know more when he gets her downtown.”

“And the necklace?”

“Gone. Maid says she wore it all night. Sapphires and pearls. Famous. They call it the——” He frowned. “The Tears of something.”

“Les Larmes de Lyon,” said Maggie. “It was in the Herald Tribune. It’s insured for two hundred thousand dollars.”

Both men turned and looked at her.

“I read the society pages,” said Maggie, with dignity. “Somebody has to.”

“Two hundred grand,” said Kavanaugh. “Well, that’s motive for half of New York. Jewel case is on the dressing table, open, empty. And here’s where it gets funny.” He stopped just short of the doors and dropped his voice even further. “About an hour after I get here, a fella calls me from Washington. Not the Commissioner’s office. Washington. Real polite. Tells me a man from the Federal Bureau of Investigation is gonna be arriving shortly to—quote—assist me—unquote. Also that I’m not to talk to the papers about anything except the robbery.” He looked at Dubois. “So you tell me. Why would the G-men give a hoot about a dead singer and a stolen necklace?”

Dubois didn’t answer right away. He was looking for the thing that didn’t fit. It was the only way he knew how to start, and he had learned it from his grandmother.

She had kept a tall, narrow house on the Maastrichterstraat in Hasselt, with a green front door and a hall that smelled of floor wax and coffee, and he had spent every summer of his boyhood in it. When the Sunday visitors had gone, she could walk into her front parlor and tell you at a glance which one of them had moved the clock on the mantelpiece, or which one had sat in her dead husband’s chair.

She never explained how. She just knew.

Rooms remember, she used to say, in her Limburg Flemish, and people forget that they do.

He’d spent most of his life trying to learn that trick, and he still wasn’t as good at it as she’d been. But she had taught him one thing, and it was this: in any room, in any story, there is usually one thing that doesn’t belong. Find it, and the rest of it starts to talk.

Here there were two already.

A necklace worth two hundred thousand dollars was exactly the kind of thing a smart thief in New York might kill for. A telephone call from Washington wasn’t. The two of them didn’t belong together.

And that—right there—was what interested him.

“Dubois?”

“I am sorry. I was thinking.” He took the pipe out of his pocket and turned it over in his fingers. “Who else was at the party?”

Kavanaugh gave him the names. Maggie wrote them down.

“A French diplomat. A German baron. An English businessman. A society dame. A jazz piano player.” He paused. “And the maid. Miss Hélène Marchand. Been with the dead woman twelve years. She’s in her room. Won’t come out, won’t talk to me, won’t let the policewoman sit with her. I’d like you to try.”

“Before I see the body?”

“Body’s not going anyplace. Morgue boys don’t come till nine.”

He put his hand on Dubois’s arm. He had big hands, and he didn’t often use them gently.

“She’s an old lady, Dubois. All alone in a foreign country, and her mistress dead in the next room. Talk to her in her own language. Be kind. You’re good at kind.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant.”

“Wasn’t a compliment,” said Kavanaugh. “In this business it’s usually a weakness. But it’s yours, so use it.”

The patrolman stepped aside, and they went in through the double doors.

Inside, the suite was very quiet—the kind of quiet you only get in a room where everybody is trying hard not to make any noise.

It smelled of lilacs. That was the first thing he noticed. There were dozens of them, white lilacs on every table and every shelf, and they were already dropping their petals on the carpet like they knew. Underneath the lilacs, fainter, he could smell cigar smoke, flat champagne, and a woman’s perfume.

A precinct detective was dusting the white piano for fingerprints. A photographer was packing up his camera. Through a half-open door on the left, Dubois saw the corner of a dressing table and a three-way mirror, and in the glass, three times over, a woman’s bare shoulder and a spill of dark hair.

He looked away at once.

Not yet, he thought. In a little while. Not yet.

So instead he crossed to the far end of the suite, where Hélène Marchand had a small plain maid’s room with a narrow bed and one window that looked out on an airshaft. He knocked—gently—and waited. Nobody answered.

“Madame Marchand?” he said quietly, in French. “My name is Robert Dubois. The lieutenant has asked me to speak with you. I will not come in unless you wish it.”

A long silence.

Then the door opened. A few inches. No more.

She was a small woman, not much over five feet, in a plain black dress with a white collar—the dead woman’s dresser, her shadow for twelve years. Her iron-gray hair was dragged back hard from a sharp little bird’s face that must have been pretty once and was only tired now.

Her eyes were dry.

That was the thing that didn’t fit, and he put it away carefully, the way you put away a key you know you’ll need later. Her eyes were perfectly dry. But her hands, on the edge of the door, were shaking so hard the door rattled in its frame.

“You speak French like a Belgian,” she said.

“My father’s people were French. My mother was from Hasselt.”

“Half a Fleming, then.” Something twitched at the corner of her mouth. Not quite a smile. “My husband was from Liège. He used to say the Flemings speak French as if they are being polite to it.”

She looked him over. The suit. The unlit pipe. His face.

Then she opened the door the rest of the way and stepped back.

“Come in, Monsieur Dubois. Shut the door. Not because of the policemen. Because of the lilacs. I cannot bear the smell of them anymore.”

He came in and shut the door and looked around for someplace to sit.

It was the smallest room in the suite and the only honest one. Somebody at the Belvedere had papered it in a pattern of faded green ivy and then forgotten about it. There was an iron bedstead painted white, a chest of drawers with a lace runner on top, a washstand, and a calendar from a laundry on Lexington Avenue. The radiator under the window ticked as it cooled. Everything was in its place. It was the room of a woman who had spent her whole life making other people’s rooms beautiful, and had kept nothing much for her own except order.

There was one chair.

“Sit there,” she said, pointing. Then she sat down on the edge of the bed with her hands folded in her lap and her back very straight, like a girl at school waiting to be called on.

“I am very sorry for your loss,” he said.

“Yes. Thank you.”

For a while she said nothing. Rain ran down the bricks of the airshaft. Somewhere in the building a radiator knocked twice and was quiet.

“Do you know what they will say? The newspapers? The police?”

“Tell me.”

“They will say a thief came for the necklace and killed her for it. A poor foolish woman with a famous necklace in a big hotel. And a thief.”

She turned and looked at him, and for the first time there was something in her face besides tiredness. Something hard. Something angry.

“They will be wrong. Whoever killed my Gigi did not come for the necklace. Or not only for the necklace.”

“Then what did they come for?” he asked gently.

Hélène Marchand looked at the closed door. Then at the window. Then back at him. When she spoke again, her voice was so low he could barely hear it over the rain.

“For what she knew.”




Chapter 2

Hélène wouldn’t say any more than that. Not then.

“What do you mean?” he asked gently.

But she only shook her head. Her eyes went to the door again, toward the policemen’s voices on the other side of it, and her hands tightened in her lap until the knuckles went white.

“Not here,” she said. “Not today. There are too many ears in this hotel, and some of them are not American.” She looked up at him. “You will go and see her now?”

“Yes.”

“Then look at her properly. Not like a policeman. Like a man who would have liked her.” Her voice didn’t shake. Not even a little. “Everybody liked her. That was her talent. It was her trouble, too.”

“I promise you that I will.”

He left her sitting on the edge of the narrow bed with the rain running down the window, and he made his way back through the suite—past the white piano, past the lilacs drooping in their vases—to where Gigi Laroche was waiting for him.

In the gray light the sitting room looked like a stage the morning after the last performance, before the stagehands come. Last night it had been all candlelight and white ties. Now the cushions on the long sofa were still dented where people had sat, the ice in a silver bowl on the sideboard had gone to water, and somebody’s cocktail napkin lay crumpled on the carpet by the piano. The air was close and sweetish. The radiators had been going all night against the damp, and nobody had thought to open a window. It was a room full of evidence that people had been happy here, or had worked very hard at looking it. Every bit of that evidence was going to be dusted and photographed and written up in triplicate by men who had never been to a party like it in their lives.

His head had begun to ache, a dull little throb just behind the eyes. The lilacs, he thought. Or the coffee he’d drunk standing at the window instead of breakfast.

At the bedroom door he stopped, and for a moment he only stood there.

He had seen a lot of dead people. The war had shown him more than his share, in the mud along the Yser and in cellars he’d just as soon not name. Fifteen years of private work in New York had been kind enough to make up any shortfall.

You didn’t get used to it. Anybody who told you different was either a liar or somebody who shouldn’t be let near the living. What you learned, though, was to look past that first shock, the one that hits you low in the stomach like a bad oyster, and see the room around the body. Because the room—his grandmother would have said—remembers.

This one was a lady’s bedroom done in pale blue and silver, with a high bed nobody had slept in. The curtains were open on the gray morning and the river. An oyster-colored silk dressing gown lay folded across the foot of the bed, waiting for someone who wasn’t going to need it.

On the bedside table stood a little brown bottle with a French pharmacy label, a glass of water, and a French novel, half read, with a tram ticket from Lyon marking the place.

And at the dressing table, in front of the three-way mirror, sat Gigi Laroche.

She was still in her evening dress, a long gown of midnight-blue satin. She sat up straight, her left arm resting on the glass top of the table and her head tipped a little to one side, as if somebody were playing music in another room and she was trying to make out the tune. Her dark hair had come loose on one side. Her eyes were closed. Somebody—Hélène, maybe, or the doctor—had closed them for her.

In the three mirrors her face was calm and pale and very young. A lot younger than the face smiling off the sides of the buses. Nothing about her told you how she’d died.

He stood in the doorway and did what Hélène had asked. He looked at her like a man who would have liked her. With some people that wasn’t hard, even dead, because the shape of them stayed in the room the way the warmth stays in a chair after somebody gets up.

She was good company, he thought. She laughed easily. Often at herself.

But as he looked at the small, tired hand lying on the glass, he had a feeling that in her last few weeks she’d been more scared than she ever let anybody see.

Then he put the pipe in his mouth, unlit, and started looking at her like a detective.

He didn’t hear Kavanaugh come in behind him. For a big man, the lieutenant could move quiet as a cat on a fence, and the first he knew of him was his voice, low, at his shoulder.

“Doc says she died between midnight and two. He’ll narrow it down when he’s got her on the table. No marks on her. No bruises, nothing under the fingernails. No sign she fought anybody. It’s like she just sat down here and went to sleep.”

“With help,” said Dubois quietly.

“With help. Fleischer says her pupils are pinheads, her lips are a bad color, and she’s got that look.”

He didn’t say what look. He didn’t have to.

“Some kind of sleeping drug. Enough to stop her breathing. He says it was probably quick, and she probably didn’t feel much.” Kavanaugh rubbed the back of his neck. “I hope he’s right.”

Dubois didn’t answer. His eyes had gone back to the dressing table.

At her right hand, on the glass top of the dressing table, stood a silver tray. On the tray were a bottle of champagne in a silver bucket—the ice long since melted to water—and two tall glasses. One of them was the glass Kavanaugh had told him about in the corridor. It stood a few inches from her fingers, a little over half full. The champagne had gone flat, not a bubble left in it, and there was a faint smear of red on the rim where her lips had been. The other glass was empty.

He bent close without touching it. It was clean, but it wasn’t dry. A drop of water clung inside the bowl, just below the rim, and a second one sat in the hollow of the base, round and bright as a tiny lens.

“Who brought this tray?” he asked.

“Room service. Every night at midnight, the manager says. Bottle of Pol Roger and two glasses, standing order since she checked in. Waiter brought it up at five to twelve. The maid let him in.”

Kavanaugh came over and bent down beside him, frowning at the glass.

“What’ve you got?”

“Two glasses came up from the kitchen at five to twelve. Clean, one supposes, and dry, because a good hotel does not send up wet glasses. Miss Laroche drank from one. But look at the other. There is no lipstick on it, no dried ring of wine, no fingerprint that I can see. Somebody has washed it, put it back on the tray, and not had time to dry it.”

Kavanaugh straightened up, slowly, the way a big man does when he’s thinking with his whole body. He looked at the glass. Then at the half-open bathroom door. Then at Dubois.

“Somebody was in here with her. After the party.”

“Somebody drank with her, I think. And then that person took a great deal of care that nobody should know who.”

“Or she washed it herself,” said Kavanaugh. He didn’t sound like he believed it.

“A woman in a satin evening dress, alone at midnight, washes one champagne glass and leaves the bottle on the table?” Dubois shook his head. “Ask Madame Marchand whether her mistress ever washed a glass in her life. I think you will find that the answer is no.”

Kavanaugh went to the door in three long strides and hollered for the fingerprint man.

“That glass,” he said, low and hard. “The bathroom basin. The taps. And if anybody’s laid a finger on ’em since seven-thirty, I’ll have his badge.”

Then he came back and stood beside Dubois with his hands jammed deep in his pockets, and for a while neither of them said a thing.

Dubois went on looking. It was the only method he’d ever had.

After a while his eyes moved on along the glass top, past the tray, to the far end of the dressing table, where the jewel case sat. It was a flat box of dark-red leather lined with cream velvet, and the lid was open. The velvet still held the shape of a necklace—a long loop, with a deeper hollow at the bottom where something heavy had lain. The case itself was empty.

Next to it, on a little china dish, lay a pair of earrings. Sapphire drops set in gold. Gigi must have taken them off before she died. He stood over them for a while.

“Was she wearing the necklace when she died? Did the maid say?”

“She says Gigi had it on at the party, all evening. Always had it on. She says——” He dug out his notebook and squinted at it. “She says Gigi called it her good-luck charm. Never took it off till she went to bed. Wore it under her clothes sometimes, out on the street.” He looked up. “Why?”

“Because she sat down here alone at the end of a long evening and did what every woman does. She took off her earrings. But she did not take off her necklace, though a necklace is heavier, more tiresome and far more valuable. Of the two, surely it is the one she would have wanted locked away before bed.” He paused. “She was still wearing it when somebody knocked at the door, I think. And still wearing it when she died.”

He pointed with the stem of his pipe, not touching. Under the loose fall of her hair, at the side of her neck, just above the neckline of the blue dress, there was a faint red mark. A thin line, no longer than his little finger.

“And still wearing it after death,” he said, “when somebody took it off her.”

Kavanaugh leaned in close and swore, softly, in a way that Dubois suspected would come up in confession on Monday.

“Doc missed that.”

“Dr. Fleischer was looking for the cause of death, and it is not that. Somebody unfastened the clasp, or tried to. That person was clumsy, or in a hurry, so the chain pulled against her skin.” He straightened up. “Someone who knew her well might have known how the clasp worked. A stranger would have fumbled. A frightened man would have pulled.”

“Or a thief,” said Kavanaugh.

“Or a thief,” Dubois agreed.

There was more. None of it seemed like much at the time. It never does.

Her silver evening slippers lay on their sides under the dressing table.

“She kicked them off,” he said. “So she walked about in her stockings after the party. At home, and expecting no one.”

Just inside the bedroom door, a single lilac petal had been pressed flat into the pale carpet and gone brown, with the faint print of a shoe across it. There were a lot of petals in that suite, and a lot of feet had tramped across it since morning. He noted it all the same.

When the bedroom had nothing more to show him, Kavanaugh took him out onto the terrace beyond the sitting room. The air out there was raw and wet and smelled of the river.

After the hothouse of the suite it was like having a cold cloth laid on the back of his neck. The terrace ran the width of the suite behind a stone balustrade, with a pair of potted box trees at either end, dripping, and a row of iron chairs somebody had tipped up against the wall for the night. Twelve floors below, Park Avenue hissed under the tires of the taxis, a long wet ribbon of yellow cabs and black sedans and the green double-decker buses with their windows steamed up. Every so often a horn went off down there, small and furious and far away, like an argument in another apartment. To the east, over the low roofs, the river lay flat and gray, and beyond it the smokestacks of Long Island City breathed slowly into the cloud. The Queensboro Bridge was only a drawing of a bridge this morning, penciled in and half erased. On the tiles lay a little heap of gray cigar ash, gone soggy in the rain, with a cigar band beside it.

He stooped over the band.

“A Dutch brand, and an expensive one. It is sold in one shop on Madison Avenue and nowhere else in the city.”

“Baron Konrad von Elst,” said Kavanaugh. “German. Some kind of trade commissioner. Maid says he was out here with her around eleven, and they had words. She couldn’t hear what about. He was the only one at the party smoking cigars.”

“Did he leave before midnight?”

“Everybody left before midnight, according to the maid. Which the elevator boy may confirm, once we find him.”

He looked out at the gray river, where a tugboat was shoving a barge downstream and making a big fuss about it, tooting like a kid with a new horn.

“A German baron, a French singer, a stolen necklace, and a phone call from Washington. I don’t like it.”

“No. Neither do I.”

He didn’t tell Kavanaugh then what Hélène Marchand had said to him in her little room. He wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was because she had trusted him, and he wasn’t about to spend that trust before he knew what it was worth.

Or maybe it was a feeling. Standing on that wet terrace with the cigar ash at his feet, he felt he was at the edge of something a lot bigger than a jewel robbery. Like the edge of a pier in fog, when you can hear the water but you can’t see it.

Better to see a little further, he thought, before I say anything aloud.

They went back inside, out of the wet. The rain was thinning now. Over the river the cloud had begun to come apart into rags, and a weak, watery light was finding its way into the suite and lying across the carpet in long pale bars, the kind of light that makes a room look older than it is. Somewhere below, a church bell was ringing the hour. They were hardly in the sitting room when they heard quick footsteps in the corridor, and the day manager came hurrying in.

Mr. Coyle was a thin man with thin hair and the hopeless look of somebody who had spent his whole career keeping unpleasant things out of the newspapers and had just lost the fight. He wore a black morning coat and striped trousers, a pearl stickpin, and a white carnation in his buttonhole that had been fresh at seven and was not fresh now. He was wringing his hands. Dubois had read about that in novels plenty of times. He’d never actually seen anybody do it.

“Lieutenant,” said Coyle. “There are some gentlemen downstairs from the French consulate. They are asking to come up. One of them is most insistent. A Monsieur Darrieux.”

Kavanaugh looked at Dubois. The name was on Maggie’s list: the French diplomat from last night’s party. Dubois nodded.

“Send him up,” said Kavanaugh. “Just him. And Coyle? Anybody from the newspapers gets past that front door, I’m gonna know who let them in.”

Coyle hurried off again, still wringing. Dubois stood by the white piano and listened to the rain on the terrace doors, and waited.

Lucien Darrieux was shown into the suite two minutes later.

He was about forty, slim, dark and beautifully dressed, in a navy overcoat with the collar turned up against the rain, and he took off his gray felt hat at the door. He had the handsome, slightly sad kind of face that the French seem to turn out in bigger numbers than anybody else. His eyes were red around the rims, as if he’d been crying, or hadn’t slept. He shook hands with Kavanaugh and then with Dubois. A firm grip. The hand still cold from the street.

“Lieutenant. Monsieur.” His English was excellent, with only a little accent. “Forgive me. I came as soon as I heard. I was at the consulate all night, working. The Consul telephoned me at eight, and I——” He stopped and pressed his lips together. “Is it true? She is truly——?”

“I’m afraid so, sir,” said Kavanaugh.

Darrieux shut his eyes for a moment. Then he looked past them both, toward the half-open bedroom door, where you could just see the corner of the dressing table and the three mirrors.

“May I see her?”

Kavanaugh hesitated. Then he stood aside.

Darrieux crossed the room slowly, turning his hat around and around in his hands, and stopped in the bedroom doorway. Dubois followed a step behind, the way he’d followed Kavanaugh in.

Darrieux looked at Gigi Laroche, sitting so quiet in her blue dress, and his face crumpled, and he had to put out a hand to the door frame to keep himself up.

“Oh, Gigi,” he said in French. “Ma pauvre petite. What have they done to you?”

For a moment nobody moved. In the three-way mirror Dubois caught a glimpse of the man’s face, three times over. His eyes slid away from her, the way eyes do when they can’t stand any more, and came to rest on the dressing table: the silver tray, the bottle in its bucket, the two tall glasses side by side. Then Darrieux turned his back on the room and pressed his hand over his eyes.




Chapter 3

When Kavanaugh came back into the bedroom, leaving Dubois and the Frenchman talking low in the sitting room, he found Doc Fleischer standing at the window with the little brown bottle from the bedside table, holding it up to the light the way a jeweler holds up a stone. He had tipped the tablets out onto the windowsill and was counting them back into the bottle one by one, his lips moving.

The last one went in as Kavanaugh reached him.

“Twenty,” said Fleischer, without turning around. “Come and look at this.”

Sam Fleischer had been a New York City medical examiner for twenty-two years. In that time he’d gotten a little stooped, a little bald and a whole lot harder to surprise. He was a small man with clever hands and a bow tie, and he was the only fella in the department Thomas Kavanaugh would have trusted with his own body, if it ever came to that.

Some days Kavanaugh figured it might.

Fleischer’s black bag sat open on the bed nobody had slept in, the way it sat open on beds all over the five boroughs, with its rubber gloves and its little glass tubes and its brown paper envelopes. A half-eaten roll from the Automat sat on top, wrapped in wax paper, because Sam ate when he could and did not much care where. His raincoat was still beaded with water. He smelled of wet wool and Lifebuoy soap and, very faintly, of the place on East Twenty-Ninth Street where he spent his days.

“What’ve you got?” Kavanaugh asked, crossing to the window.

“Barbital. Veronal, the Germans call it. A sleeping powder, pressed into tablets.”

Fleischer turned the bottle so the label caught the light. A pharmacy in Lyon. A doctor’s name. A date in January. Twenty tablets. One at bedtime when needed.

“She brought it over from France. You can’t get this strength without a prescription here, and not easily with one.”

He tipped the tablets out into his palm and counted them one more time with the point of a pencil, like a careful grocer counting eggs.

“Twenty. All here. She never opened it.”

Kavanaugh looked at the pills. Then he looked at the woman at the dressing table, and something tightened up in his chest like a fist.

“But you said it was a sleeping drug that killed her.”

“I said I thought so. I still do. I’ll know for sure Monday, when I’ve had her stomach and blood under the glass. Her pupils, her color, the way she’s sitting there. Barbital, or something a lot like it, and plenty of it. Ten, twelve, fifteen times a proper dose.” He tipped the tablets back in and capped the bottle. “But not these. Whatever she swallowed, she didn’t take it out of her own bottle.”

“So somebody brought it,” said Kavanaugh slowly.

“Somebody brought it,” said Fleischer, “and put it in her drink, I expect. Barbital tastes bitter as sin. You’d want to hide it in something with a taste of its own. Champagne would do very nicely.” He took off his glasses and polished them on his tie. “I’ll have the glass tested too. The full one. And the bottle.”

“And the other glass,” said Kavanaugh.

Fleischer’s eyebrows went up.

“Your fancy friend in the gray suit?” he said, with a little smile.

“My fancy friend in the gray suit,” said Kavanaugh, “has got better eyes than the two of us put together. Test it.”

Then he left Fleischer to wait for the morgue wagon and went out on the terrace for some air.

It was still raining. The fine, mean kind of rain that gets inside your collar no matter how you turn it up.

Park Avenue was a long gray river of automobiles and black umbrellas, and the tires hissed on the wet asphalt like frying bacon. Somewhere a church bell was ringing for the nine o’clock Mass.

Kavanaugh had been at St. Patrick’s, the way he went every morning, and he’d knelt at the back with the old women in their black shawls. He’d come straight out of the cathedral into the desk sergeant’s call, so he’d missed his breakfast. Nora, his wife, was gonna give him an earful tonight. If he got home tonight.

He could see her as plain as if she were standing on the terrace with him: at the stove in her blue apron, with the percolator going and the radio on low, and his plate in the oven under a lid, drying out, the way his plate had been drying out in that oven for twenty-odd years. She never said much when he came in late. She didn’t have to. She just took the plate out and set it in front of him and sat down across the table with her arms folded, and that was worse than any earful.

In his coat pocket his hand found the rosary his mother had given him for his confirmation, and the beads were worn smooth by forty years of his fingers. He didn’t take it out. He just held it while he looked at the river, and he said a short, silent prayer for the soul of a French girl he’d never met. She’d sung in a restaurant, that was all. She hadn’t deserved to die alone at a dressing table with the rain coming down.

Then he said a second prayer, a shorter one, for patience. He had a feeling he was gonna need it.

His feet hurt. They’d hurt since about 1909, when he walked his first beat on the West Side in shoes a size too small because his old man said he’d grow into them. They’d gone on hurting through thirty years of stairwells and sidewalks and courthouse corridors, and he’d long since quit expecting it to stop.

He was right about the patience. He heard the Washington man before he saw him.

The voice came from the sitting room behind him. It was a pleasant, educated voice, the kind that had been to a good college and never let anybody forget it for a minute.

“No, no, don’t trouble yourself, officer. I’ll find him.”

Then the terrace door opened, and a man came out under a black umbrella. He didn’t offer to share it.

He was about forty. Tall, fair and well fed, in a gray homburg and a dark-blue double-breasted suit that had cost more than Kavanaugh made in a month, and his shoes shone like light striking diamonds. He had a square, open American face, the kind they put on posters for the Army. His eyes were a very pale blue. They took in Kavanaugh’s wet coat, his old hat and his broken nose, added it all up, and found the total unimpressive.

“Lieutenant Kavanaugh? Leland Price. Federal Bureau of Investigation.” He held out a card in a gloved hand. “I believe Washington told you to expect me.”

“Washington told me,” said Kavanaugh. He took the card and stuck it in his pocket without looking at it. “Washington didn’t tell me why.”

“No,” said Price, “I don’t suppose it did.” He smiled. He had excellent teeth and wanted you to know it. “Shall we go inside? I think we’d both be more comfortable out of the rain. And I’d like to see the body before they take her away.”

Kavanaugh took him in through the sitting room to the bedroom. There Price looked at Gigi Laroche for a long time, and Kavanaugh watched him do it.

He didn’t look at her the way Robert Dubois had, with that odd, quiet patience, like he was listening for something she was still saying. And he didn’t look at her with tears in his eyes, like Darrieux. He looked at her the way a man looks at a car after a wreck. Carefully. From all sides. Figuring how much the damage was gonna knock off the price.

His eyes went to the empty jewel case, then to her throat, and his mouth went tight. He studied the floor around the dressing table. Then he opened the drawers one by one with a gloved finger, without bothering to ask anybody’s permission.

“Has anything been taken out of these drawers?” he asked, without turning around.

“Not by us.”

“What about her handbag?”

“Sitting room. The maid’s going through it with us, so we know what ought to be in it.”

“I’d like to see that list when it’s done.” Price shut the last drawer. “And her papers. Letters, diaries, address books, anything written down. Anything at all.”

Kavanaugh didn’t say anything for a second.

“Mr. Price, this is a homicide. My homicide. It happened in the City of New York, and the City of New York pays my wages, God help it. You want her papers, you ask me, and I’ll think it over. But first I’d like to know what the FBI wants with a dead singer’s letters.”

Price turned and looked at him. He was drawing one glove off, a finger at a time, the way a man does when he has all the time in the world and wants you to know it. For a moment the pleasant smile went away, and Kavanaugh got a good look at what was underneath it: a man who wasn’t used to hearing no and didn’t plan on getting used to it either. Then the smile came back, good as new. Like somebody had just had it dry cleaned.

“Fair enough, Lieutenant. Fair enough.” He glanced at the door.

Out in the sitting room, Dubois was talking quietly in French with Darrieux, the fella from the consulate. Maggie O’Dell sat on the arm of the sofa with her notebook, and two of the precinct men were packing up their kit with the look of men who hoped to be home in time for lunch. Through the long windows behind them the morning had gone the color of wet cement, and the rain was drawing thin gray lines down the glass.

Price dropped his voice.

“Miss Laroche was a person of interest to my Bureau. To the State Department too. Let’s say she had friends in more than one embassy in this city, some of them the kind this country is keeping an eye on. Let’s say there are reasons, which I’m not at liberty to go into, why the manner of her death matters far more than the price of her necklace.”

“Let’s say,” said Kavanaugh, “that you just told me she was a spy.”

“I told you nothing of the sort,” said Price mildly.

“No. You didn’t.”

Kavanaugh rubbed his face. All of a sudden he was tired. Hungry, too. The missed breakfast was starting to make itself felt somewhere around his belt.

“For who?”

“I really couldn’t say.”

“Couldn’t, or won’t?”

Price smiled his poster smile.

“Does it matter? What matters is that this case is handled quietly. As a robbery. A tragic robbery in a fine hotel, which the New York police are pursuing with all their famous energy. Nothing in the newspapers about foreign governments, nothing about politics. The United States is a neutral country and would very much like to stay that way. There are people in Washington who would be extremely unhappy to read anything that made it harder.” He paused. “Your Commissioner, for one. I spoke to him at eight this morning. He agrees with me.”

So that was how it was.

Kavanaugh had known it since the telephone rang. But it was a different thing to hear it said out loud in that smooth college voice. Captain Hogan, who sat over Kavanaugh at
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