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L
ater Lacey tried to find comfort in the thought that even
if she had arrived seconds earlier, rather than being in time
to help she would have died with Isabelle. 


But it didn’t happen that way. Using the key she had been
given as realtor, she had entered the duplex apartment on
East Seventieth Street and called Isabelle’s name in the exact instant that Isabelle screamed “Don’t . . . !” and a gunshot rang out.



Faced with a split-second decision to run or to hide, Lacey slammed the apartment door shut and slipped quickly
into the hall closet. She had not even had time to fully close
that door before a sandy-haired, well-dressed man came
running down the stairs. Through the narrow opening she
could see his face clearly, and it became imprinted on her mind. In fact, she had seen it before, only hours ago. The
expression was now viciously cold, but clearly this was the
same man to whom she had shown the apartment earlier in
the day: affable Curtis Caldwell from Texas.



From her vantage point she watched as he ran past her,
holding a pistol in his right hand and a leather binder under
his left arm. He flung open the front door and ran out of the
apartment. 


The elevators and fire stairs were at the far end of the
corridor. Lacey knew that Caldwell would realize immedi
ately that whoever had come into the apartment was still
there. A primal instinct made her rush out of the closet to
shove the door closed behind him. He wheeled around, and
for a terrible moment their eyes locked, his pale blue irises
like steely ice, staring at her. He threw himself against the
door but not fast enough. It slammed shut, and she snapped
the dead bolt just as a key clicked in the lock.



Her pulse racing, she leaned against the door, trembling
as the knob twisted, hoping there was no way Caldwell
could get back in now.



She had to dial 911.



She had to get help.



Isabelle! she thought. That had to have been her cry that Lacey heard. Was she still alive?



Her hand on the banister, Lacey raced up the thickly
carpeted stairs through the ivory-and-peach sitting room
where in these past weeks she had sat so frequently with
Isabelle and listened as the grieving mother told her over
and over that she still could not believe that the death of
her daughter, Heather, had been an accident.



Fearing what she would find, Lacey rushed into the bed
room. Isabelle lay crumpled across the bed, her eyes open,
her bloodied hand frantically pulling at a sheaf of papers
that had been under a pillow beside her. One of the pages
fluttered across the room, carried by the breeze from the
open window.



Lacey dropped to her knees. “Isabelle,” she said. There
were many other things she wanted to say—that she would call an ambulance; that it would be all right—but the words
refused to pass her lips. It was too late. Lacey could see
that. Isabelle was dying.



L
ater that scene was played out in the nightmare that
came more and more frequently. The dream was always the
same: She was kneeling beside Isabelle’s body, listening to the dying woman’s last words, as Isabelle told her about the journal, entreating her to take the pages. Then a hand would touch her shoulder, and when she looked up, there stood
the killer, his cold eyes unsmiling, aiming the pistol at her
forehead as he squeezed the trigger.
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IT WAS THE WEEK AFTER LABOR DAY, AND FROM THE steady ringing of the phones in the offices of Parker and Parker, it was clear to Lacey that the summer doldrums finally were over. The Manhattan co-op market had been uncommonly slow this past month; now, finally, things would start to move again. 


“It’s about time,” she told Rick Parker as he delivered a mug of black coffee to her desk. “I haven’t had a decent sale since June. Everybody I had on the hook took off for the Hamptons or the Cape, but thank God they’re all drifting back into town now. I enjoyed my month off, too, but now it’s time to get back to work.” 


She reached for the coffee. “Thanks. It’s nice to have the son and heir wait on me.” 


“No problem. You look great, Lacey.” 


Lacey tried to ignore the expression on Rick’s face. She always felt as though he were undressing her with his eyes. Spoiled, handsome, and the possessor of a phony charm that he turned on at will, he made her distinctly uncomfortable. Lacey heartily wished his father hadn’t moved him from the West Side office. She didn’t want her job jeopardized, but lately keeping him at arm’s length was becoming a balancing act. 


Her phone rang, and she grabbed for it with relief. Saved by the bell, she thought. “Lacey Farrell,” she said. 


“Miss Farrell, this is Isabelle Waring. I met you when you sold a co-op in my building last spring.” 


A live one, Lacey thought. Instinctively she guessed that Mrs. Waring was putting her apartment on the market. 


Lacey’s mind went into its search-and-retrieve mode. She’d sold two apartments in May on East Seventieth, one an estate sale where she hadn’t spoken to anyone except the building manager, the second a co-op just off Fifth Avenue. That would be the Norstrum apartment, and she vaguely remembered chatting with an attractive fiftyish redhead in the elevator, who had asked for her business card. 


Crossing her fingers, she said, “The Norstrum duplex? We met on the elevator?” 


Mrs. Waring sounded pleased. “Exactly! I’m putting my daughter’s apartment on the market, and if it’s convenient I’d like you to handle it for me.” 


“It would be very convenient, Mrs. Waring.” 


Lacey made an appointment with her for the following morning, hung up, and turned to Rick. “What luck! Three East Seventieth. That’s a great building,” she said. 


“Three East Seventieth. What apartment?” he asked quickly. 


“Ten B. Do you know that one by any chance?” 


“Why would I know it?” he snapped. “Especially since my father, in his wisdom, kept me working the West Side for five years.” 


It seemed to Lacey that Rick was making a visible effort to be pleasant when he added, “From what little I heard on this end, someone met you, liked you, and wants to dump an exclusive in your lap. I always told you what my grandfather preached about this business, Lacey: You’re blessed if people remember you.” 


“Maybe, although I’m not sure it’s necessarily a blessing,” Lacey said, hoping her slightly negative reaction would end their conversation. She hoped also that Rick would soon come to think of her as just another employee in the family empire. 


He shrugged, then made his way to his own office, which overlooked East Sixty-second Street. Lacey’s windows faced Madison Avenue. She reveled in the sight of the constant traffic, the hordes of tourists, the well-heeled Madison Avenue types drifting in and out of the designer boutiques. 


“Some of us are born New Yorkers,” she would explain to the sometimes apprehensive wives of executives being transferred to Manhattan. “Others come here reluctantly, and before they know it, they discover that for all its problems, it’s still the best place in the world to live.” 


Then if questioned, she would explain: “I was raised in Manhattan, and except for being away at college, I’ve always lived here. It’s my home, my town.” 


Her father, Jack Farrell, had felt that way about the city. From the time she was little, they had explored New York City together. “We’re pals, Lace,” he would say. “You’re like me, a city slicker. Now your mother, God love her, yearns to join the flight to the suburbs. It’s to her credit that she sticks it out here, knowing I’d wither on the vine there.” 


Lacey had inherited not only Jack’s love of this city, but his Irish coloring as well—fair skin, blue-green eyes, and dark brown hair. Her sister Kit shared their mother’s English heritage—china-blue eyes, and hair the shade of winter wheat. 


A musician, Jack Farrell had worked in the theater, usually in the pit orchestra, although sometimes playing in clubs and the occasional concert. Growing up, there wasn’t a Broadway musical whose songs Lacey couldn’t sing along with her dad. His sudden death just as she had finished college was still a shock. In fact, she wondered if she ever would get over it. Sometimes, when she was in the theater district, she still found herself expecting to run into him. 


After the funeral, her mother had said with wry sadness, “Just as your dad predicted, I’m not staying in the city.” A pediatric nurse, she bought a condo in New Jersey. She wanted to be near Lacey’s sister Kit and her family. Once there, she’d taken a job with a local hospital. 


Fresh out of college, Lacey had found a small apartment on East End Avenue and a job at Parker and Parker Realtors. Now, eight years later, she was one of their top agents. 


Humming, she pulled out the file on 3 East Seventieth and began to study it. I sold the second-floor duplex, she thought. Nice-sized rooms. High ceilings. Kitchen needed modernizing. Now to find out something about Mrs. Waring’s place. 


Whenever possible, Lacey liked to do her homework on a prospective listing. To that end, she’d learned that it could help tremendously to become familiar with the people who worked in the various buildings Parker and Parker handled. It was fortunate now that she was good friends with Tim Powers, the superintendent of 3 East Seventieth. She called him, listened for a good twenty minutes to the rundown of his summer, ruefully reminding herself that Tim had always been blessed with the gift of gab, and finally worked the conversation around to the Waring apartment. 


According to Tim, Isabelle Waring was the mother of Heather Landi, a young singer and actress who had just begun to make her name in the theater. The daughter as well of famed restaurateur Jimmy Landi, Heather had died early last winter, killed when her car plunged down an embankment as she was driving home from a weekend of skiing in Vermont. The apartment had belonged to Heather, and now her mother was apparently selling it. 


“Mrs. Waring can’t believe Heather’s death was an accident,” Tim said. 


When she finally got off the phone, Lacey sat for a long moment, remembering that she had seen Heather Landi last year in a very successful off-Broadway musical. In fact, she remembered her in particular. 


She had it all, Lacey thought—beauty, stage presence, and that marvelous soprano voice. A “Ten,” as Dad would have said. No wonder her mother is in denial. 


Lacey shivered, then rose to turn down the air conditioner. 


O
n Tuesday morning, Isabelle Waring walked through her daughter’s apartment, studying it as if with the critical eye of a realtor. She was glad that she had kept Lacey Farrell’s business card. Jimmy, her ex-husband, Heather’s father, had demanded she put the apartment on the market, and in fairness to him, he had given her plenty of time. 


The day she met Lacey Farrell in the elevator, she had taken an instant liking to the young woman, who had reminded her of Heather. 


Admittedly, Lacey didn’t look like Heather. Heather had had short, curly, light brown hair with golden highlights, and hazel eyes. She had been small, barely five feet four, with a soft, curving body. She called herself the house midget. Lacey, on the other hand, was taller, slimmer, had blue-green eyes, and darker, longer, straighter hair, swinging down to her shoulders, but there was something in her smile and manner that brought back a very positive memory of Heather. 


Isabelle looked around her. She realized that not everyone would care for the birch paneling and splashy marble foyer tiles Heather had loved, but those could easily be changed; the renovated kitchen and baths, however, were strong selling points. 


After months of brief trips to New York from Cleveland, and making stabs at going through the apartment’s five huge closets and the many drawers, and after repeatedly meeting with Heather’s friends, Isabelle knew it had to be over. She had to put an end to this searching for reasons and get on with her life. 


The fact remained, however, that she just didn’t believe Heather’s death had been an accident. She knew her daughter; she simply would not have been foolish enough to start driving home from Stowe in a snowstorm, especially so late at night. The medical examiner had been satisfied, however. And Jimmy was satisfied, because Isabelle knew that if he hadn’t been, he’d have torn up all of Manhattan looking for answers. 


At the last of their infrequent lunches, he had again tried to persuade Isabelle to let it rest, and to get on with her own life. He reasoned that Heather probably couldn’t sleep that night, had been worried because there was a heavy snow warning, and knew she had to be back in time for a rehearsal the next day. He simply refused to see anything suspicious or sinister in her death. 


Isabelle, though, just couldn’t accept it. She had told him about a troubling phone conversation she had had with their daughter just before her death. “Jimmy, Heather wasn’t herself when I spoke to her on the phone. She was worried about something. Terribly worried. I could hear it in her voice.” 


The lunch had ended when Jimmy, in complete exasperation, had burst out, “Isabelle, get off it! Stop, please! This whole thing is tough enough without you going on like this, constantly rehashing everything, putting all her friends through the third degree. Please, let our daughter rest in peace.” 


Remembering his words, Isabelle shook her head. Jimmy Landi had loved Heather more than anything in the world. And next to her, he loved power, she thought bitterly—it’s what had ended their marriage. His famous restaurant, his investments, now his Atlantic City hotel and casino. No room for me ever, Isabelle thought. Maybe if he had taken on a partner years ago, the way he has Steve Abbott now, our marriage wouldn’t have failed. She realized she had been walking through rooms she wasn’t really seeing, so she stopped at a window overlooking Fifth Avenue. 


New York is especially beautiful in September, she mused, observing the joggers on the paths that threaded through Central Park, the nannies pushing strollers, the elderly sunning themselves on park benches. I used to take Heather’s baby carriage over to the park on days like this, she remembered. It took ten years and three miscarriages before I had her, but she was worth all the heartbreak. She was such a special baby. People were always stopping to look at her and admire her. And she knew it, of course. She loved to sit up and take everything in. She was so smart, so observant, so talented. So trusting . . . 


Why did you throw it away, Heather? Isabelle asked herself once more the questions that she had agonized over since her daughter’s death. After that accident when you
were a child—when you saw that car skid off the road and crash—you were always terrified of icy roads. You even talked of moving to California just to avoid winter weather.
Why then would you have driven over a snowy mountain at
two in the morning? You were only twenty-four years old;
you had so much to live for. What happened that night?
What made you take that drive? Or who made you?



The buzzing of the intercom jolted Isabelle back from the smothering pangs of hopeless regret. It was the doorman announcing that Miss Farrell was here for her ten o’clock appointment. 


*   *   * 


L
acey was not prepared for Isabelle Waring’s effusive, if nervous, greeting. “Good heavens, you look younger than I remembered,” she said. “How old are you? Thirty? My daughter would have been twenty-five next week, you know. She lived in this apartment. It was hers. Her father bought it for her. Terrible reversal, don’t you think? The natural order of life is that I’d go first and someday she’d sort through my things.” 


“I have two nephews and a niece,” Lacey told her. “I can’t imagine anything happening to any of them, so I think I understand something of what you are going through.” 


Isabelle followed her, as with a practiced eye Lacey made notes on the dimensions of the rooms. The first floor consisted of a foyer, large living and dining rooms, a small library, a kitchen, and a powder room. The second floor, reached by a winding staircase, had a master suite—a sitting room, dressing room, bedroom and bath. 


“It was a lot of space for a young woman,” Isabelle explained. “Heather’s father bought it for her, you see. He couldn’t do enough for her. But it never spoiled her. In fact, when she came to New York to live after college, she wanted to rent a little apartment on the West Side. Jimmy hit the ceiling. He wanted her in a building with a doorman. He wanted her to be safe. Now he wants me to sell the apartment and keep the money. He says Heather would have wanted me to have it. He says I have to stop grieving and go on. It’s just that it’s still so hard to let it go, though . . . I’m trying, but I’m not sure I can . . .” Her eyes filled with tears. 


Lacey asked the question she needed to have answered: “Are you sure you want to sell?” 


She watched helplessly as the stoic expression on Isabelle Waring’s face crumbled and her eyes filled with tears. “I wanted to find out why my daughter died. Why she rushed out of the ski lodge that night. Why she didn’t wait and come back with friends the next morning, as she had planned. What changed her mind? I’m sure that somebody knows. I need a reason. I know she was terribly worried about something but wouldn’t tell me what it was. I thought I might find an answer here, either in the apartment or from one of her friends. But her father wants me to stop pestering people, and I suppose he’s right, that we have to go on, so yes, Lacey, I guess I want to sell.” 


Lacey covered the woman’s hand with her own. “I think Heather would want you to,” she said quietly. 


T
hat night Lacey made the twenty-five-mile drive to Wyckoff, New Jersey, where her sister Kit and her mother both lived. She hadn’t seen them since early August when she had left the city for her month away in the Hamptons. Kit and her husband, Jay, had a summer home on Nantucket, and always urged Lacey to spend her vacation with them instead. 


As she crossed the George Washington Bridge, Lacey braced herself for the reproaches she knew would be part of their greeting. “You only spent three days with us,” her brother-in-law would be sure to remind her. “What’s East Hampton got that Nantucket doesn’t?” 


For one thing it doesn’t have you, Lacey thought, with a slight grin. Her brother-in-law, Jay Taylor, the highly successful owner of a large restaurant supply business, had never been one of Lacey’s favorite people, but, as she reminded herself, Kit clearly is crazy about him, and between them they’ve produced three great kids, so who am I to criticize? If only he wasn’t so damn pompous, she thought. Some of his pronouncements sounded like papal bulls. 


As she turned onto Route 4, she realized how anxious she was to see the others in her family: her mother, Kit and the kids—Todd, twelve, Andy, ten, and her special pet, shy four-year-old Bonnie. Thinking about her niece, she realized that all day she hadn’t been able to shake thoughts about poor Isabelle Waring, and the things she had said. The woman’s pain was so palpable. She had insisted that Lacey stay for coffee and over it had continued to talk about her daughter. “I moved to Cleveland after the divorce. That’s where I was raised. Heather was five at that time. Growing up, she was always back and forth between me and her dad. It worked out fine. I remarried. Bill Waring was much older but a very nice man. He’s been gone three years now. I was so in hopes Heather would meet the right man, have children, but she was determined to have a career first. Although just before she died I had gotten the sense that maybe she had met someone. I could be wrong, but I thought I could hear it in her voice.” Then she had asked, her tone one of motherly concern, “What about you, Lacey? Is there someone special in your life?” 


Thinking about that question, Lacey smiled wryly. Not so you’d notice it, she thought. And ever since I hit the magic number thirty, I’m very aware that my biological clock is ticking. Oh well. I love my job, I love my apartment, I love my family and friends. I have a lot of fun. So I have no right to complain. It will happen when it happens. 


Her mother answered the door. “Kit’s in the kitchen. Jay went to pick up the children,” she explained after a warm hug. “And there’s someone inside I want you to meet.” 


Lacey was surprised and somewhat shocked to see that a man she didn’t recognize was standing near the massive fireplace in the family room, sipping a drink. Her mother blushingly introduced him as Alex Carbine, explaining that they had known each other years ago and had just met again, through Jay, who had sold him much of the equipment for a new restaurant he’d just opened in the city on West Forty-sixth Street. 


Shaking his hand, Lacey assessed the man. About sixty, she thought—Mom’s age. Good, solid-looking guy. And Mom looks all atwitter. What’s up? As soon as she could excuse herself she went into the state-of-the-art kitchen where Kit was tossing the salad. “How long has this been going on?” she asked her sister. 


Kit, her blond hair pulled back at the nape of her neck, looking, Lacey thought, for all the world like a Martha Stewart ad, grinned. “About a month. He’s nice. Jay brought him by for dinner, and Mom was here. Alex is a widower. He’s always been in the restaurant business, but this is the first place he’s had on his own, I gather. We’ve been there. He’s got a nice setup.” 


They both jumped at the sound of a door slamming at the front of the house. “Brace yourself,” Kit warned. “Jay and the kids are home.” 


From the time Todd was five, Lacey had started taking him, and later the other children, into Manhattan to teach the city to them the way her father had taught it to her. They called the outings their Jack Farrell days—days which included anything from Broadway matinees (she had now seen Cats five times) to museums (the Museum of Natural History and its dinosaur bones being easily their favorite). They explored Greenwich Village, took the tram to Roosevelt Island, the ferry to Ellis Island, had lunch at the top of the World Trade Center, and skated at Rockefeller Plaza. 


The boys greeted Lacey with their usual exuberance. Bonnie, shy as always, snuggled up to her. “I missed you very much,” she confided. Jay told Lacey she was looking very well indeed, adding that the month in East Hampton obviously had been beneficial. 


“In fact, I had a ball,” Lacey said, delighted to see him wince. Jay had an aversion to slang that bordered on pretension. 


At dinner, Todd, who was showing an interest in real estate and his aunt’s job, asked Lacey about the market in New York. 


“Picking up,” she answered. “In fact I took on a promising new listing today.” She told them about Isabelle Waring, then noticed that Alex Carbine showed sudden interest. “Do you know her?” Lacey asked. 


“No,” he said, “but I know Jimmy Landi, and I’d met their daughter, Heather. Beautiful young woman. That was a terrible tragedy. Jay, you’ve done business with Landi. You must have met Heather too. She was around the restaurant a lot.” 


Lacey watched in astonishment as her brother-in-law’s face turned a dark red. 


“No. Never met her,” he said, his tone clipped and carrying an edge of anger. “I used to do business with Jimmy Landi. Who’s ready for another slice of lamb?” 


I
t was seven o’clock. The bar was crowded, and the dinner crowd was starting to arrive. Jimmy Landi knew he should go downstairs and greet people but he just didn’t feel like it. This had been one of the bad days, a depression brought on by a call from Isabelle, evoking the image of Heather trapped and burning to death in the overturned car that haunted him still, long after he had gotten off the phone. 


The slanting light from the setting sun flickered through the tall windows of his paneled office in the brownstone on West Fifty-sixth Street, the home of Venezia, the restaurant Jimmy had opened thirty years ago. 


He had taken over the space where three successive restaurants had failed. He and Isabelle, newly married, lived in what was then a rental apartment on the second floor. Now he owned the building, and Venezia was one of the most popular places to dine in Manhattan. 


Jimmy sat at his massive antique Wells Fargo desk, thinking about the reasons he found it so difficult to go downstairs. It wasn’t just the phone call from his ex-wife. The restaurant was decorated with murals, an idea he had copied from his competition, La Côte Basque. They were paintings of Venice, and from the beginning had included scenes in which Heather appeared. When she was two, he had the artist paint her in as a toddler whose face appeared in a window of the Doge’s Palace. As a young girl she was seen being serenaded by a gondolier; when she was twenty, she’d been painted in as a young woman strolling across the Bridge of Sighs, a song sheet in her hand. 


Jimmy knew that for his own peace of mind he would have to have her painted out of the murals, but just as Isabelle had not been able to let go of the idea that Heather’s death must be someone else’s fault, he could not let go of the constant need for his daughter’s presence, the sense of her eyes watching him as he moved through the dining room, of her being with him there, every day. 


He was a swarthy man of sixty-seven, whose hair was still naturally dark, and whose brooding eyes under thick unruly brows gave his face a permanently cynical expression. Of medium height, his solid, muscular body gave the impression of animal strength. He was aware that his detractors joked that the custom-tailored suits he wore were wasted on him, that try as he might, he still looked like a day laborer. He almost smiled, remembering how indignant Heather had been the first time she had heard that remark. 


I told her not to worry, Jimmy thought, smiling to himself. I told her that I could buy and sell the lot of them, and that’s all that counts. 


He shook his head, remembering. Now more than ever, he knew it wasn’t really all that counted, but it still gave him a reason to get up in the morning. He had gotten through the last months by concentrating on the casino and hotel he was building in Atlantic City. “Donald Trump, move over,” Heather had said when he’d showed her the model. “How about calling it Heather’s Place, and I’ll perform there, yours exclusively, Baba?” 


She had picked up the affectionate nickname for father on a trip to Italy when she was ten. After that she never called him Daddy again. 


Jimmy remembered his answer. “I’d give you star billing in a minute—you know that. But you better check with Steve. He’s got big bucks in Atlantic City too, and I’m leaving a lot of the decisions to him. But anyway, how about forgetting this career stuff and getting married and giving me some grandchildren?” 


Heather had laughed. “Oh, Baba, give me a couple of years. I’m having too much fun.” 


He sighed, remembering her laugh. Now there wouldn’t be any grandchildren, ever, he thought—not a girl with golden-brown hair and hazel eyes, nor a boy who might someday grow up to take over this place. 


A tap at the door yanked Jimmy back to the present. 


“Come in, Steve,” he said. 


Thank God I have Steve Abbott, he thought. Twenty-five years ago the handsome, blond Cornell dropout had knocked on the door of the restaurant before it was open. “I want to work for you, Mr. Landi,” he had announced. “I can learn more from you than in any college course.” 


Jimmy had been both amused and annoyed. He mentally sized up the young man. Fresh, know-it-all kid, he had decided. “You want to work for me?” he had asked, then pointed to the kitchen. “Well, that’s where I started.” 


That was a good day for me, Jimmy thought. He might have looked like a spoiled preppie, but he was an Irish kid whose mother worked as a waitress to raise him, and he had proved that he had much of the same drive. I thought then that he was a dope to give up his scholarship but I was wrong. He was born for this business. 


Steve Abbott pushed open the door and turned on the nearest light as he entered the room. “Why so dark? Having a seance, Jimmy?” 


Landi looked up with a wry smile, noting the compassion in the younger man’s eyes. “Woolgathering, I guess.” 


“The mayor just came in with a party of four.” 


Jimmy shoved back his chair and stood up. “No one told me he had a reservation.” 


“He didn’t. Hizzonor couldn’t resist our hot dogs, I suppose . . .” In long strides, Abbott crossed the room and put his hand on Landi’s shoulder. “A rough day, I can tell.” 


“Yeah,” Jimmy said. “Isabelle called this morning to say the realtor was in about Heather’s apartment and thinks it will sell fast. Of course, every time she gets me on the phone, she has to go through it all again, how she can’t believe Heather would ever get in a car to drive home on icy roads. That she doesn’t believe her death was an accident. She can’t let go of it. Drives me crazy.” 


His unfocused eyes stared past Abbott. “When I met Isabelle, she was a knockout, believe it or not. A beauty queen from Cleveland. Engaged to be married. I pulled the rock that guy had given her off her finger and tossed it out the car window.” He chuckled. “I had to take out a loan to pay the other guy for his ring, but I got the girl. Isabelle married me.” 


Abbott knew the story and understood why Jimmy had been thinking about it. “Maybe the marriage didn’t last, but you got Heather out of the deal.” 


“Forgive me, Steve. Sometimes I feel like a very old man, repeating myself. You’ve heard it all before. Isabelle never liked New York, or this life. She should never have left Cleveland.” 


“But she did, and you met her. Come on, Jimmy, the mayor’s waiting.” 
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IN
THE NEXT FEW WEEKS, LACEY BROUGHT EIGHT POTENTIAL buyers to see the apartment. Two were clearly window-shoppers, the kind whose hobby was wasting realtors’ time. 


“But on the other hand, you never know,” she said to Rick Parker when he stopped by her desk early one evening as she was getting ready to go home. “You take someone around for a year, you want to kill yourself before you go out with her again, then what happens? The person you’re ready to give up on writes a check for a million-dollar co-op.” 


“You have more patience than I do,” Rick told her. His features, chiseled in the likeness of his aristocratic ancestors, showed disdain. “I really can’t tolerate people who waste my time. RJP wants to know if you’ve had any real nibbles on the Waring apartment.” RJP was the way Rick referred to his father. 


“I don’t think so. But, hey, it’s still a new listing and tomorrow is another day.” 


“Thank you, Scarlett O’Hara. I’ll pass that on to him. See you.” 


Lacey made a face at his retreating back. It had been one of Rick’s edgy-tempered, sarcastic days. What’s bugging him now, she wondered. And why, when his father is negotiating the sale of the Plaza Hotel, would he give a thought to the Waring apartment? Give me a break. 


She locked her desk drawer and rubbed her forehead where a headache was threatening to start. She suddenly realized that she was very tired. She had been living in a whirl since coming back from her vacation—following up on old projects, getting new listings, catching up with friends, having Kit’s kids in for a weekend . . . and devoting an awful lot of time to Isabelle Waring. 


The woman had taken to calling her daily, frequently urging her to come by the apartment. “Lacey, you must join me for lunch. You do have to eat, don’t you?” she would say. Or just, “Lacey, on your way home, stop in and have a glass of wine with me, won’t you? The New England settlers used to call twilight ‘sober light.’ It’s a lonesome time of day.” 


Lacey stared out into the street. Long shadows were slanting across Madison Avenue, a clear indication that the days were becoming shorter. It is a lonesome time of day, she thought. Isabelle is such a very sad person. Now she’s forcing herself to go through everything in the apartment and dispose of Heather’s clothes and personal effects. It’s quite a job. Heather apparently was a bit of a pack rat. 


It’s little enough to ask that I spend some time with Isabelle and listen to her, Lacey thought. I really don’t mind. Actually, I like Isabelle very much. She’s become a friend. But, Lacey admitted to herself, sharing Isabelle’s pain brings back everything I felt when Dad died. 


She stood up. I am going home and collapse, she thought. I need to. 


*   *   * 


T
wo hours later, at nine o’clock, Lacey, fresh from twenty minutes in the swirling Jacuzzi, was happily preparing a BLT. It had been her dad’s favorite. He used to call bacon, lettuce, and tomato New York’s definitive lunch-counter sandwich. 


The telephone rang. She let the answering machine take it, then heard the familiar voice of Isabelle Waring. I’m not going to pick up, Lacey decided. I simply don’t feel like talking to her for twenty minutes right now. 


Isabelle Waring’s hesitant voice began to speak in soft but intense tones. “Lacey, guess you’re not home. I had to share this. I found Heather’s journal in the big storage closet. There’s something in it that makes me think I’m not crazy for believing her death wasn’t an accident. I think I may be able to prove that someone wanted her out of the way. I won’t say any more now. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” 


Listening, Lacey shook her head, then impulsively turned off the answering machine and the ringer on the phone. She didn’t even want to know if more people tried to reach her. She wanted what was left of the night all to herself. 


A quiet evening—a sandwich, a glass of wine, and a book. I’ve earned it, she told herself! 


A
s soon as she got to the office in the morning, Lacey paid the price for having turned off the answering machine the night before. Her mother called, and an instant later Kit phoned; both were checking up on her, concerned that they had gotten no answer when they had called her apartment the night before. While she was trying to reassure her sister, Rick appeared in her office, looking decidedly annoyed. “Isabelle Waring has to talk to you. They put her through to me.” 


“Kit, I’ve got to go and earn a living.” Lacey hung up and ran into Rick’s office. “I’m sorry I couldn’t get back to you last night, Isabelle,” she began. 


“That’s all right. I shouldn’t talk about all this over the phone anyhow. Are you bringing anyone in today?” 


“No one is lined up so far.” 


As she said that, Rick slid a note across his desk to her: “Curtis Caldwell, a lawyer with Keller, Roland, and Smythe, is being transferred here next month from Texas. Wants a one-bedroom apartment between 65th and 72nd on Fifth. Can look at it today.” 


Lacey mouthed a thank-you to Rick and said to Isabelle, “Maybe I will be bringing someone by. Keep your fingers crossed. I don’t know why, but I’ve got a hunch this could be our sale.” 


“A
Mr. Caldwell’s waiting for you, Miss Farrell,” Patrick, the doorman, told her as she alighted from a cab. 


Through the ornate glass door, Lacey spotted a slender man in his mid-forties drumming his fingers on the lobby table. Thank God I’m ten minutes early, she thought. 


Patrick reached past her for the door handle. “A problem you need to know about,” he said with a sigh. “The air-conditioning broke down. They’re here now fixing it, but it’s pretty hot inside. I tell you, I’m retiring the first of the year, and it won’t be a day too soon. Forty years on this job is enough.” 


Oh, swell, Lacey thought. No air-conditioning on one of the hottest days of the year. No wonder this guy’s impatient. This does not bode well for the sale. 


In the moment it took to walk across the lobby to Caldwell, her impression of the man, with his tawny skin, light sandy hair, and pale blue eyes, was uncertain. She realized that she was bracing herself to be told that he didn’t like to be kept waiting. 


But when she introduced herself to Curtis Caldwell, a smile brightened his face. He even joked. “Tell the truth now, Miss Farrell,” he said, “how temperamental is the air-conditioning in this building?” 


W
hen Lacey had phoned Isabelle Waring to confirm the time of the appointment, the older woman, sounding distracted, had told her she would be busy in the library, so Lacey should just let herself in with her realtor’s key. 


Lacey had the key in hand when she and Caldwell stepped off the elevator. She opened the door, called out, “It’s me, Isabelle,” and went to the library, Caldwell behind her. 


Isabelle was at the desk in the small room, her back to the door. An open leather loose-leaf binder lay to one side; some of its pages were spread across the desk. Isabelle did not look up or turn her head at Lacey’s greeting. Instead, in a muffled voice, she said, “Just forget I’m here, please.” 


As Lacey showed Caldwell around, she briefly explained that the apartment was being sold because it had belonged to Isabelle Waring’s daughter, who had died last winter in an accident. 


Caldwell did not seem interested in the history of the apartment. He clearly liked it, and he did not show any resistance to the six-hundred-thousand-dollar asking price. When he had inspected the second floor thoroughly, he looked out the window of the sitting room and turned to Lacey. “You say it will be available next month?” 


“Absolutely,” Lacey told him. This is it, she thought. He’s going to make a bid. 


“I don’t haggle, Miss Farrell. I’m willing to pay the asking price, provided I absolutely can move in the first of the month.” 


“Suppose we talk to Mrs. Waring,” Lacey said, trying not to show her astonishment at the offer. But, she reminded herself, just as I told Rick yesterday, this is the way it happens. 


Isabelle Waring did not answer Lacey’s knocks at the library door. Lacey turned to the prospective buyer. “Mr. Caldwell, if you don’t mind waiting for me just a moment in the living room, I’ll have a little talk with Mrs. Waring and be right out.” 


“Of course.” 


Lacey opened the door and looked in. Isabelle Waring was still sitting at the desk, but her head was bowed now, her forehead actually touching the pages she had been reading. Her shoulders were shaking. “Go away,” she murmured. “I can’t deal with this now.” 


She was grasping an ornate green pen in her right hand. She slapped it against the desk. “Go away.” 


“Isabelle,” Lacey said gently, “this is very important. We have an offer on the apartment, but there’s a proviso I have to go over with you first.” 


“Forget it! I’m not going to sell. I need more time here.” Isabelle Waring’s voice rose to a high-pitched wail. “I’m sorry, Lacey, but I just don’t want to talk now. Come back later.” 


Lacey checked her watch. It was nearly four o’clock. “I’ll come back at seven,” she said, anxious to avoid a scene and concerned that the older woman was on the verge of hysterical tears. 


She closed the door and turned. Curtis Caldwell was standing in the foyer between the library and the living room. 


“She doesn’t want to sell the apartment?” His tone was shocked. “I was given to understand that—” 


Lacey interrupted him. “Why don’t we go downstairs?” she said, her voice low. 


They sat in the lobby for a few minutes. “I’m sure it will be all right,” she told him. “I’ll come back and talk to her this evening. This has been a painful experience for her, but she’ll be fine. Give me a number where I can call you later.” 


“I’m staying at the Waldorf Towers, in the Keller, Roland, and Smythe company apartment.” 


They stood to go. “Don’t worry. This will work out fine,” she promised. “You’ll see.” 


His smile was affable, confident. “I’m sure it will,” he said. “I leave it in your hands, Miss Farrell.” 


H
e left the apartment building and walked from Seventieth Street to the Essex House on Central Park South, and went immediately to the public phones. “You were right,” he said when he had reached his party. “She’s found the journal. It’s in the leather binder the way you described it. She’s also apparently changed her mind about selling the apartment, although the real estate woman is going back there tonight to try to talk some sense into her.” 


He listened. 


“I’ll take care of it,” he said, and hung up. Then Sandy Savarano, the man who called himself Curtis Caldwell, went into the bar and ordered a scotch. 
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HER
FINGERS CROSSED, LACEY PHONED ISABELLE WARING at six o’clock. She was relieved to find that the woman now was calm. 


“Come over, Lacey,” she said, “and we’ll talk about it. But even if it means sacrificing the sale, I can’t leave the apartment yet. There’s something in Heather’s journal that I think could prove to be very significant.” 


“I’ll be there at seven,” Lacey told her. 


“Please. I want to show what I’ve found to you too. You’ll see what I mean. Just let yourself in. I’ll be upstairs in the sitting room.” 


Rick Parker, who was passing by Lacey’s office, saw the troubled expression on her face and came in and sat down. “Problem?” 


“A big one.” She told him of Isabelle Waring’s erratic behavior and about the possibility of losing the potential sale. 


“Can you talk her out of changing her mind?” Rick asked quickly. 


Lacey saw the concern on his face, concern that she was fairly certain wasn’t for her or for Isabelle Waring. Parker and Parker would lose a hefty commission if Caldwell’s offer was refused, she thought. That’s what’s bothering him. 


She got up and reached for her jacket. The afternoon had been warm, but the forecast was for a sharp drop in temperature that evening. “We’ll see what happens,” she said. 


“You’re leaving already? I thought you said you were meeting her at seven.” 


“I’ll walk over there, I think. Probably stop for a cup of coffee along the way. Marshal my arguments. See you, Rick.” 


S
he was still twenty minutes early but decided to go up anyway. Patrick, the doorman, was busy with a delivery, but smiled when he saw her. He waved her to the self-service elevator. 


As she opened the door and called Isabelle’s name, she
heard the scream and the shot. For a split second she froze,
then sheer instinct made her slam the door and step into the
closet before Caldwell came rushing down the stairs and
out into the corridor, a pistol in one hand, a leather binder
under his arm.



Afterwards she wondered if she imagined that somewhere
in her brain she heard her father’s voice saying, “Close the
door, Lacey!
Lock him out!”
Was it his protective spirit that gave her the strength to force the door closed as Caldwell
pushed against it, and then to bolt it?



She leaned against the door, hearing the lock click as he
tried to get back into the apartment, remembering the look
of the stalking predator in his pale blue eyes in that instant
in which they had stared at each other.



Isabelle!



Dial 911 . . . Get help!



She had stumbled up the winding staircase, then through
the ivory-and-peach sitting room and into the bedroom,
where Isabelle was lying across the bed. There was so much
blood, spreading now to the floor.



Isabelle was moving, pulling at a sheaf of papers that
were under a pillow. The blood was on them too.



Lacey wanted to tell Isabelle that she would get help . . . that it would be all right, but Isabelle began to try to speak:
“Lacey . . . give Heather’s . . . journal . . . to her father.” She seemed to be gasping for air. “Only to him. . . . Swear
that . . . only . . . to him. You . . . read it . . .
Show . . . him
. . . where . . .” Her voice trailed off. She drew in a shuddering breath, as though trying to stave off death. Her eyes
were becoming unfocused. Lacey knelt next to her. With the
last of her strength, Isabelle squeezed Lacey’s hand. “Swear . . . please . . . man . . . !” 


“I
do, Isabelle, I do,” Lacey said, her voice breaking with a sob.



Suddenly the pressure on her hand was gone. She knew
that Isabelle was dead. 


“Y
ou all right, Lacey?” 


“I guess so.” She was in the library of Isabelle’s apartment, seated in a leather chair facing the desk where Isabelle had been seated just a few hours ago, reading the contents of the leather loose-leaf binder. 


Curtis Caldwell had been carrying that binder. When he heard me he must have grabbed it, not realizing that Isabelle had taken pages out of it. Lacey hadn’t seen it that closely, but it looked heavy, she thought, and fairly cumbersome. 


The pages she had picked up in Isabelle’s room were in Lacey’s briefcase now. Isabelle had made her swear to give them only to Heather’s father. She had wanted her to show him something that was in them. But show him what? she wondered. And shouldn’t she tell the police about them? 


“Lacey, drink some coffee. You need it.” 


Rick was crouching beside her, holding a steaming cup out to her. He had already explained to the detectives that he had no reason to question a phone call from a man claiming to be an attorney with Keller, Roland, and Smythe, an attorney transferring to New York from Texas. “We do a lot of business with the firm,” Rick had explained. “I saw no reason to call and confirm.” 


“And you’re sure this Caldwell guy is the one you saw running out of here, Ms. Farrell?” 


The older of the two detectives was about fifty and heavyset. But he’s light on his feet, Lacey thought, her mind wandering. He’s like that actor who was Dad’s friend, the one who played the father in the revival of My Fair Lady. He sang “Get Me to the Church on Time.” What was his name? 


“Ms. Farrell?” An edge of impatience had crept into the detective’s voice. 


Lacey looked back up at him. Detective Ed Sloane, that was this man’s name, she thought. But she still couldn’t remember the name of the actor. What had Sloane asked her? Oh, yes. Was Curtis Caldwell the man she’d seen running down the stairs from Isabelle’s bedroom? 


“I’m absolutely sure it was the same man,“ she said. “He was carrying a pistol and the leather binder.” 


Mentally she gave herself a hard slap. She hadn’t meant to talk about the journal. She had to think all this through before talking about it. 


“The leather binder?” Detective Sloane’s tone became sharp. “What leather binder? That’s the first you’ve mentioned it.” 


Lacey sighed. “I really don’t know. It was open on Isabelle’s desk this afternoon. It’s one of those leather binders that zips closed. Isabelle was reading the pages in it when we were in here earlier.” She should tell them about the pages that weren’t inside the leather binder when Caldwell took it. Why wasn’t she telling them? she thought. Because she’d sworn to Isabelle that she would give them to Heather’s father. Isabelle had struggled to stay alive until she had heard Lacey’s promise. She couldn’t go back on her word . . . 


Suddenly Lacey felt her legs begin to shake. She tried to hold them still by pressing her hands on her knees, but they still wouldn’t stop trembling. 


“I think we’d better get a doctor for you, Ms. Farrell,” Sloane said. 


“I just want to go home,” Lacey whispered. “Please let me go home.” 


She knew Rick was saying something to the detective in a low voice, something she couldn’t hear, didn’t really want to hear. She rubbed her hands together. Her fingers were sticky. She looked down, then gasped. She hadn’t realized that her hands were sticky with Isabelle’s blood. 


“Mr. Parker is going to take you home, Ms. Farrell,” Detective Sloane was saying. “We’ll talk to you more tomorrow. When you’ve rested.” His voice was very loud, Lacey thought. Or was it? No. It was just that she was hearing Isabelle scream Don’t . . . !



Was Isabelle’s body still crumpled on the bed? she wondered. 


Lacey felt hands under her arms, urging her to stand. “Come on, Lacey,” Rick was saying. 


Obediently she got up, allowed herself to be guided through the door, then down the foyer. Curtis Caldwell had stood in the foyer that afternoon. He had heard what Isabelle said to her about not selling the apartment. 


“He didn’t wait in the living room,” she said. 


“Who didn’t?” Rick asked. 


Lacey didn’t answer. Suddenly she remembered her briefcase. That’s where the pages from the journal were. 


She remembered the feel of the pages in her hand, crumpled, blood soaked. That’s where the blood came from. Detective Sloane had asked her if she had touched Isabelle. 


She had told him that she had held Isabelle’s hand as she died. 


He must have noticed the blood on her fingers. There must be blood on her briefcase too. Lacey had a sudden moment of total clarity. If she asked Rick to get it for her from the closet, he would notice the blood on the handle. She had to get it herself. And keep them from seeing it until she could wipe it clean. 


There were so many people milling around. Flashes of light. They were taking pictures. Looking for fingerprints, dusting powder on tables. Isabelle wouldn’t have liked that, Lacey thought. She was so neat. 


Lacey paused at the staircase and looked up toward the second floor. Was Isabelle still lying there? she wondered. Had they covered her body? 


Rick’s arm was firmly around her. “Come on, Lacey,” he said, urging her toward the door. 


They were passing the closet where she had put her briefcase. 


I can’t ask him to get it for me, Lacey reminded herself. Breaking away, she opened the closet door and grabbed her briefcase in her left hand. 


“I’ll carry it,” Rick told her. 


Deliberately she sagged against him, weighing down his arm with her right hand, making him support her, tightening her grip on the handle of her briefcase. 


“Lacey, I’ll get you home,” Rick promised. 


She felt as though everyone’s eyes were staring at her, staring at the bloody briefcase. Was this the way a thief felt? she wondered. Go back. Give them the journal; it’s not yours to take, a voice inside her insisted. 


Isabelle’s blood was on those pages. It’s not mine to give,
either, she thought hopelessly. 


When they reached the lobby, a young police officer came up to them. “I’ll drive you, Miss Farrell. Detective Sloane wants to make sure you get home okay.” 


L
acey’s apartment was on East End Avenue at Seventy-ninth Street. When they arrived there, Rick wanted to come upstairs with her, but she demurred. “I just want to go to bed,” she said, and kept shaking her head at his protests that she shouldn’t be alone. 


“Then I’ll call you first thing in the morning,” he promised. 


She lived on the eighth floor and was alone in the elevator as it made what seemed to be an interminably long ascent before stopping. The corridor reminded her of the one outside Isabelle’s front door, and Lacey looked around fearfully as she ran down it. 


Once inside her apartment, the first thing she did was to shove the briefcase under the couch. The living room windows overlooked the East River. For long minutes Lacey stood at one of the windows, watching the lights as they flickered across the water. Finally, even though she was shivering, she opened the window and gulped in the fresh, cool night air. The sense of unreality that had overwhelmed her for the past several hours was beginning to dissipate, but in its place was an aching awareness of being as tired as she had ever felt in her life. Turning, she looked at the clock. 


Ten-thirty. Only a little over twenty-four hours ago, she had refused to pick up the phone and talk to Isabelle. Now Isabelle would never call her again . . . 


Lacey froze. The door! Had she double-locked the door? She ran to check it. 


Yes, she had, but now she threw the dead bolt and wedged a chair under the handle. She realized suddenly that she was shaking again. I’m afraid, she thought, and my hands are sticky—sticky with Isabelle Waring’s blood. 


Her bathroom was large for a New York apartment. Two years ago, when she had modernized the whole space, she had added the wide, deep Jacuzzi. She had never been as happy she had gone to the expense as she was tonight, she thought, as steaming water clouded the mirror. 


She stripped, dropping her clothes on the floor. Stepping into the tub, she sighed with relief as she sank into the warmth, then held her hands under the faucet, scrubbing them deliberately. Finally she pushed the button that sent the water swirling around her body. 


It was only later, when she was snugly wrapped in a terry-cloth robe, that Lacey allowed herself to think about the bloodied pages in her briefcase. 


Not now, she thought, not now. 


Still unable to shake the chilling sensation that had haunted her all evening, she remembered there was a bottle of scotch in the liquor cabinet. She got it out, poured a little into a cup, filled the cup with water, and microwaved it. Dad used to say there was nothing like a hot toddy to help shake off a chill, she thought. Only his version was elaborate, with cloves and sugar and a cinnamon stick. 


Even without the trimmings, however, it did the trick. As she sipped the drink in bed, she felt a calmness begin to settle over her and fell asleep as soon as she turned off the light. 


And almost immediately awakened with a shriek. She
was opening the door to Isabelle Waring’s apartment; she
was bending over the dead woman’s body; Curtis Cald
well was aiming the pistol at her head. The image was vivid and immediate. 


It took her several moments to realize that the shrill sound was the ringing of the telephone. Still shaking, she picked up the receiver. It was Jay, her brother-in-law. “We just got back from dinner and heard on the news that Isabelle Waring was shot,” he said. “They reported that there was a witness, a young woman who could identify the killer. Lacey, it wasn’t you, I hope.” 


The concern in Jay’s voice was comforting. “Yes, it was me,” she told him. 


For a moment there was silence. Then he said quietly, “It’s never good to be a witness.” 


“Well, I certainly never wanted to be one!” she said angrily. 


“Kit wants to talk to you,” Jay said. 


“I can’t talk now,” Lacey said, knowing full well that Kit, loving and concerned, would ask questions that would force her to tell it all again—all about going to the apartment, hearing the scream, seeing Isabelle’s killer. 


“Jay, I just can’t talk now!” she pleaded. “Kit will understand.” 


She hung up the phone and lay in the darkness, calming herself, willing herself to go back to sleep, realizing that her ears were straining to hear another scream, followed by the sound of footsteps racing toward her. 


Caldwell’s footsteps. 


Her last thought as she drifted off to sleep was of something Jay had said in his call. He said it was never good to be a witness. Why did he say that? she wondered. 


W
hen he had left Lacey in the lobby of her apartment building, Rick Parker had taken a taxi directly to his place on Central Park West and Sixty-seventh Street. He knew what would be awaiting him there, and he dreaded it. By now, Isabelle Waring’s death would be all over the news. There had been reporters outside her building when they had come out, and chances were that he had been caught on-camera getting into the police car with Lacey. And if so, then his father would have seen it, since he always watched the ten-o’clock news. Rick checked his watch: it was now quarter of eleven. 


As he had expected, when he entered his dark apartment he could see that the light on his telephone answering machine was flashing. He pressed the PLAY button. There was one message; it was from his father: “No matter what time it is, call me when you get in!” 


Rick’s palms were so wet that he had to dry them on his handkerchief before picking up the phone to return the call. His father answered on the first ring. 


“Before you ask,” Rick said, his voice ragged and unnaturally high pitched, “I had no choice. I had to go over there because Lacey had told the police that I’d been the one who’d given her Caldwell’s number, so they sent for me.” 


Rick listened for a minute to his father’s angry voice, then he finally managed to break in to respond: “Dad, I’ve told you not to worry. It’s all fine. Nobody knows that I was involved with Heather Landi.” 
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SANDY SAVARANO, THE MAN KNOWN TO LACEY AS CURTIS Caldwell, had raced from Isabelle Waring’s apartment and down the fire stairs to the basement and out through the delivery entrance. It was risky, but sometimes you had to take risks. 


Quick strides took him to Madison Avenue, the leather binder tucked under his arm. He took a taxi to the small hotel on Twenty-ninth Street where he was staying. Once in his room, he tossed the binder on the bed and promptly poured a generous amount of scotch into a water glass. Half of it he bolted down; the rest he would sip. It was a ritual he followed after a job like this. 


Carrying the scotch, he picked up the binder and settled in the hotel room’s one upholstered chair. Up until the last-minute glitch the job had been easy enough. He had gotten back into the building undetected when the doorman was at the curb, helping an old woman into a cab. He had let himself into the apartment with the key he had taken off the table in the foyer when Lacey Farrell was in the library with the Waring woman. 


He had found Isabelle in the master bedroom, propped up on the bed, her eyes closed. The leather binder had been on the night table beside the bed. When she realized he was there, she had jumped up and tried to run, but he had blocked the door. 


She hadn’t started screaming. No, she’d been too scared. That was what he liked most: the naked fear in her eyes, the knowledge that there would be no escape, the awareness that she was going to die. He savored that moment. He always liked to take his pistol out slowly, keeping eye contact with his victim while he pointed it, taking careful aim. The chemistry between him and his target in that split second before his finger squeezed the trigger thrilled him. 


He pictured Isabelle as she started shrinking away from him, returning to the bed, her back to the headboard, her lips struggling to form words. Then finally the single scream: “Don’t!”—mingling suddenly with the sound of someone calling her from downstairs—just as he shot her. 


Savarano drummed his fingers angrily on the leather binder. The Farrell woman had come in at that precise second. Except for her, everything would have been perfect. He had been a fool, he told himself, letting her lock him out, forcing him to run away. But he did get the journal, and he did kill the Waring woman, and that was the job he was hired to do. And if Farrell became a problem he would kill her too, somehow . . . He would do what he had to; it was all part of the job. 


Carefully Savarano unzipped the leather binder and looked inside. The pages were all neatly clamped in place, but when he thumbed through them he found they were all blank. 


Unbelieving, he stared down at the pages. He started turning them rapidly, looking for handwriting. They were blank, all of them—none had been used. The actual journal pages must still be in the apartment, he realized. What should he do? He had to think this through. 


It was too late to get the pages now. The cops would be swarming all over the apartment. He’d have to find another way to get them. 


But it wasn’t too late to make sure that Lacey Farrell never got the chance to ID him in court. That was a chore he might actually enjoy. 
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SOMETIME NEAR DAWN LACEY FELL INTO A HEAVY, DREAM-filled sleep in which shadows moved slowly down long corridors and terrified screams came relentlessly from behind locked doors. 


It was a relief to wake up at quarter of seven even though she dreaded what she knew the day would bring. Detective Sloane had said he would want her to go to headquarters and work with an artist to come up with a composite sketch of Curtis Caldwell. 


But as she sat wrapped in her robe, sipping coffee and looking down at the barges slowly making their way up the East River, she knew there was something she had to decide about first: the journal. 


What am I going to do about it? Lacey asked herself. Isabelle thought there was something in it that proved Heather’s death was not an accident. Curtis Caldwell stole the leather binder after he killed Isabelle. 


Did he kill her because he was afraid of what Isabelle had found in that journal? Did he steal what he thought was the journal to make sure no one else could read it? 


She turned and looked. Her briefcase was still there, under the couch; the briefcase in which she had hidden the bloodstained pages. 


I have to turn them over to the police, she thought. But I believe I know a way I can do it and still keep my promise to Isabelle. 


A
t two o’clock, Lacey was in a small office in the police station, sitting across a conference table from Detective Ed Sloane and his assistant, Detective Nick Mars. Detective Sloane seemed to be a little short of breath, as though he had been hurrying. Or maybe he’s just been smoking too much, Lacey decided. There was an open pack of cigarettes poking out of his breast pocket. 


Nick Mars was another story. He reminded her of a college freshman football player she had had a crush on when she was eighteen. Mars was still in his twenties, baby faced with full cheeks, innocent blue eyes, and an easy smile, and he was nice. In fact, she was sure that he was being set up as the good guy in the good guy/bad guy scenario interrogators play. Sloane would bluster and occasionally rage; Nick Mars would soothe, his manner always calm, solicitous. 


Lacey had been at the station for almost three hours, plenty of time to figure out the scenario they had worked up for her benefit. As she was trying to describe Curtis Caldwell’s face to the police artist, Sloane was clearly annoyed that she wasn’t being more specific. 


“He didn’t have any scars or birthmarks or tattoos,” she had explained to the artist. “At least none that I could see. All I can tell you is that he had a thin face, pale blue eyes, tanned skin, and sandy hair. There was nothing distinguishing about his features. They were in proportion—except for his lips, maybe. They were a little thin.” 


But when she saw the artist’s sketch, she had said, hesitantly, “It isn’t really the way he looked.” 


“Then how did he look?” Sloane had snapped. 


“Take it easy, Ed. Lacey’s had a pretty rough time.” Nick Mars had given her a reassuring smile. 


After the artist had failed to come up with a sketch she felt resembled the man she had seen, Lacey had been shown endless mug shots. However, none of them resembled the man she knew as Curtis Caldwell, another fact that clearly upset Sloane. 


Now Sloane finally pulled out a cigarette and lit up, a clear sign of exasperation. “Okay, Ms. Farrell,” he said brusquely, “we need to go over your story.” 


“Lacey, how about a cup of coffee?” Mars asked. 


“Yes, thank you.” She smiled gratefully at him, then warned herself again: Watch out. Remember—good guy/ bad guy. It was clear Detective Sloane had something new on his agenda. 


“Ms. Farrell, I’d just like to review a few things about this crime. You were pretty upset when you dialed 911 last night.” 


Lacey raised her eyebrows. “With good reason,” she said, nodding. 


“Absolutely. And I’d say you were virtually in shock when we talked with you after we got there.” 


“I guess I was.” In truth, most of what had happened last evening was a haze to her. 


“I didn’t escort you to the door when you left, but I understand you had the presence of mind to remember that you’d left your briefcase in the hall closet next to the door of the Waring apartment.” 


“I remembered it as I passed the closet, yes.” 


“Do you remember that the photographers were taking pictures at that time?” 


She thought back. The film of powder on the furniture. The flashes of light. 


“Yes, I do,” she replied. 


“Would you look at this picture then, please?” Sloane slid an eight-by-ten photograph across the desk. “Actually,” he explained, “what you see is an enlargement of a section of a routine shot taken in the foyer.” He nodded to the younger man. “Detective Mars picked up this little detail.” 


Lacey stared at the picture. It showed her in profile, gripping her briefcase, holding it away from Rick Parker as he reached for it. 


“So you not only remembered to get your briefcase, but you insisted on carrying it yourself.” 


“Well, in good part that’s my nature. And with my co-workers I feel it’s especially important to be self-reliant,” Lacey explained, her voice low and calm. “In truth, though, I probably was acting on automatic pilot. I really don’t remember what was in my head.” 


“No, I think you do,” Detective Sloane said. “In fact, I think you were acting very deliberately. You see, Ms. Farrell, there were traces of blood in that closet—Isabelle Waring’s blood. Now how would it have gotten there, do you suppose?” 


Heather’s journal, Lacey thought. The bloodstained loose-leaf pages. A couple of them had fallen on the carpet in the closet as she was jamming them into the briefcase. And of course her hands had been bloody. But she couldn’t tell this to the detective—not yet, anyway. She still needed time to study the pages. She looked at her hands, resting in her lap. I should say something, she thought. But what? 


Sloane leaned across the desk, his manner more aggressive, even accusatory. “Ms. Farrell, I don’t know what your game is, or what you’re not telling us, but clearly this was no ordinary murder. The man who called himself Curtis Caldwell didn’t rob that apartment or kill Isabelle Waring at random. The whole crime was carefully planned and executed. Your appearance on the scene was the only thing that probably did not go according to plan.” He paused, then continued, his voice filled with irritation. “You told us he was carrying Mrs. Waring’s leather binder. Describe it to me again.” 


“The description won’t change,” Lacey said. “It was the size of a standard loose-leaf binder and had a zipper around it so that when it was closed nothing would fall out.” 


“Ms. Farrell, have you ever seen this before?” Sloane shoved a sheet of paper across the table. 


Lacey looked at it. It was a loose-leaf page covered with writing. “I can’t be sure,” she said. 


“Read it, please.” 


She skimmed it. It was dated three years earlier. It began, Baba came to see the show again. Took all of us back to the
restaurant for dinner . . . 


Heather’s journal, she thought. I must have missed this page. How many more did I miss? she wondered suddenly. 


“Have you ever seen this before?” Sloane asked her again. 


“Yesterday afternoon when I brought the man I know as Curtis Caldwell to see the apartment, Isabelle was in the library, seated at the desk. The leather binder was open, and she was reading loose-leaf pages that she’d taken out of it. I can’t be positive that this is one of them, but it probably is.” 


At least that much is true, she thought. Suddenly she regretted not taking time this morning to make copies of the journal before going to the station. 


That was what she had decided to do—give the original to the police, a copy to Jimmy Landi, and keep a copy for herself. Isabelle’s intention was that Jimmy read the journal; she clearly had felt that he might see something significant in it. He should be able to read a copy as well as the original, as could she, since, for whatever reason, Isabelle had made her promise to read the pages too. 


“We found that page in the bedroom, under the chaise,” Sloane told her. “Maybe there were other loose pages. Do you think that’s possible?” He didn’t wait for her to answer. “Let’s get back to the smear of Isabelle Waring’s blood we found in the downstairs closet. Do you have any idea how that got there?” 


“I had Isabelle’s blood on my hands,” Lacey said. “You know that.” 


“Oh, yes, I know that, but your hands weren’t dripping with blood when you grabbed that briefcase of yours as you were leaving last night. So what happened? Did you put something in that briefcase before we got there, something you took from Isabelle Waring’s bedroom? I think so. Why don’t you tell us what it was? Were there perhaps more pages like the one you just read scattered around her room? Is that a good guess?” 


“Take it easy, Eddie. Give Lacey a chance to answer,” Mars urged him. 


“Lacey can have all the time she wants, Nick,” Sloane snapped. “But the truth is going to be the same. She took something from that room; I’m sure of it. And don’t you wonder why an innocent bystander would take something like that from the victim’s home? Can you guess why?” he asked Lacey. 


She wanted desperately to tell them she had the journal,
and why she had it. But if I do, she thought, they’ll demand
I turn it over immediately. They won’t let me make a copy
for Heather’s father. And I certainly can’t tell them I’m
making a copy for myself; they’re reacting as though I had something to do with Isabelle’s death, she thought. I’ll give
the original to them tomorrow.



She stood up. “No, I can’t. Are you finished with me, Detective Sloane?” 


“For today I am, Ms. Farrell, yes. But please keep in mind that being an accessory after the fact in a murder investigation carries serious penalties. Criminal penalties,” he added, putting a touch of menace into the words. “And one other thing: if you did take any of those pages, I have to wonder just how ‘innocent’ a bystander you were. After all, you did happen to be responsible for bringing the killer into Isabelle Waring’s home.” 


Lacey left without responding. She had to get to the office, but first she was going to go home to get Heather Landi’s journal. She would stay at her desk this evening until everyone else had left and make the copies she needed. Tomorrow she would turn over the original to Sloane. I’ll try to make him understand why I took it, she thought nervously. 


She started to hail a cab, then decided to walk home. The midafternoon sun felt good. She still had the sensation of being chilled to the bone. As she crossed Second Avenue, she sensed someone close behind her and spun around quickly to meet the puzzled eyes of an elderly man. 


“Sorry,” she mumbled as she darted to the curb. 


I expected to see Curtis Caldwell, Lacey thought, upset to realize she was trembling. If the journal was what he was after, then he didn’t get it. Would he come back for it? He knows I saw him and can identify him as a murderer. Until the police caught Caldwell—if they caught him—she was in danger, she was certain of that. She tried to force the thought out of her mind. 


The lobby of her building felt like a sanctuary, but when Lacey got off at her floor, the long corridor seemed frightening and, key in hand, she hurried to the apartment and quickly dashed inside. 


I’ll never carry this briefcase again, she vowed as she retrieved it from under the couch and carried it into the bedroom and set it on her desk, carefully avoiding touching the bloody handle. 


Gingerly she removed the journal pages from the briefcase, wincing at the sight of the ones stained with blood. Finally she put them all in a manila envelope and fished around in her closet for a tote bag. 


Ten minutes later, that bag firmly under her arm, she stepped out onto the street. As she nervously hailed a cab she tried to convince herself that whoever Caldwell was, and for whatever reason he had killed Isabelle, he must surely be miles away by now, on the run. 
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SANDY SAVARANO, ALIAS CURTIS CALDWELL, WAS TAKING no chances of being recognized as he used a pay phone down the block from Lacey Farrell’s apartment building. He wore a gray wig over his sandy hair, there was a graying stubble covering his cheeks and chin, and his lawyer’s suit had been replaced by a shapeless sweater worn over faded jeans. “When Farrell left the police station she walked home and went inside,” he said as he glanced down the street. “I’m not going to hang around. There’s a squad car parked across from her building. It may be there to keep an eye on her.” 


He had started walking west, then changed his mind and turned back. He decided to watch the police car for a while as a test of his theory that the policemen had been assigned to guard Lacey Farrell. He didn’t have to wait long. He watched from half a block away as the familiar figure of a young woman in a black suit, carrying a tote bag, emerged from the building and hailed a cab. As it sped away, he looked to see what the cops in the squad car would do. A moment later a car ran the red light at the corner, and the flashing lights on the roof of the squad car went on as it leaped from the curb. 


Good, he thought. That’s one less thing to get in my way. 
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AFTER THEY RETURNED TO THE RESTAURANT FROM MAKING arrangements for Isabelle’s cremation, Jimmy Landi and Steve Abbott went directly to Jimmy’s office. Steve poured liberal amounts of scotch into tumblers and placed one of them on Landi’s desk, commenting, “I think we both need this.” 


Landi reached for the glass. “I know I do. This has been an awful day.” 


Isabelle would be cremated when her body was released and her ashes taken to Gate of Heaven Cemetery in Westchester to be placed in the family mausoleum. 


“My parents, my child, my ex-wife will be together up there,” he said, looking up at Abbott. “It doesn’t make sense, does it, Steve? Some guy claims he’s looking to buy an apartment, then comes back and kills Isabelle, a defenseless woman. It’s not like she was flashing expensive jewelry. She didn’t have any. She never even cared for that stuff.” 


His face contorted in a mixture of anger and anguish. “I told her she had to get rid of the apartment! Her going on and on about Heather’s death, worrying that it wasn’t an accident! She was driving herself crazy over it—and me too —and being in that apartment just made it worse. Besides, she needed the money. That Waring guy she married didn’t leave her a dime. I just wanted her to get on with her life. And then she gets killed!” His eyes glistened with tears. “Well, she’s with Heather now. Maybe that’s where she wanted to be. I don’t know.” 


Abbott, in an obvious effort to change the subject, cleared his throat and said, “Jimmy, Cynthia is coming over around ten for dinner. How about joining us?” 


Landi shook his head. “No, but thanks, I appreciate it. You’ve been wet-nursing me for almost a year, Steve, ever since Heather died, but it can’t go on. I’ll be okay. Stop worrying about me and pay attention to your girlfriend. Are you going to marry her?” 


“I’m not rushing into anything,” Abbott said, smiling. “Two divorces are enough.” 


“You’re right. That’s why I stayed single all these years. And you’re young still. You’ve got a long way to go.” 


“Not so long. Don’t forget I turned forty-five last spring.” 


“Yeah? Well, I turn sixty-eight next month,” Jimmy said with a grunt. “But don’t go counting me out yet. I’ve still got a long way to go before I cash in my chips. And don’t
you forget it!” 


Then he winked at Abbott. Both men smiled. Abbott swallowed the last of his scotch and stood. “You bet you have. And I’m counting on it. When we open our place in Atlantic City, the rest of them might as well close their doors. Right?” 


Abbott noticed Jimmy Landi glancing at his watch and said, “Well, I’d better get downstairs and do some glad-handing.” 


Shortly after Abbott had left, the receptionist buzzed Jimmy. “Mr. Landi, a Miss Farrell wants to talk to you. She says to tell you she’s the realtor who was working with Mrs. Waring.” 


“Put her on,” he snapped. 


Back in the office, Lacey had responded to Rick Parker’s questions about her interview with Detective Sloane with noncommittal answers. “He showed me pictures. Nobody looked anything like Caldwell.” 


Once again she declined Rick’s offer of dinner. “I want to catch up on some paperwork,” she said with a wan smile. 


And it’s true, she thought. 


She waited until everyone in the domestic real estate division left before carrying the tote bag to the copier, where she made two copies of Heather’s journal, one for Heather’s father, one for herself. Then she placed a call to Landi’s restaurant. 


The conversation was brief: Jimmy Landi would be waiting for her. 


Pretheater was a busy taxi time, but she was in luck: a cab was just discharging a passenger right in front of her office building. Lacey raced across the sidewalk and jumped in the taxi just before someone else tried to claim it. She gave the address of Venezia on West Fifty-sixth Street, leaned back and closed her eyes. Only then did she relax her grip on the tote bag, though she still held it securely under her arm. Why was she so uneasy? she wondered. And why did she have the sensation of being watched? 


At the restaurant she could see that the dining room was full and the bar jammed. As soon as she gave her name, the receptionist signaled the maitre d’. 


“Mr. Landi is waiting for you upstairs, Ms. Farrell,” he told her. 


On the phone she had said simply that Isabelle had found Heather’s journal and wanted him to have it. 


But when she was in his office, sitting opposite the brooding, solid-looking man, Lacey felt as though she were firing at a wounded target. Even so, she felt she had to be straightforward in telling him Isabelle Waring’s dying words. 


“I promised to give the journal to you,” she said. “And I promised to read it myself. I don’t know why Isabelle wanted me to read it. Her exact words were ‘Show . . . him . . . where.’ She wanted me to show you something in it. I suspect that for some reason she thought I’d find what it was that apparently confirmed her suspicion that your daughter’s death was not a simple accident. I’m trying to obey her wishes.” She opened her tote bag and took out the set of pages she had brought with her. 


Landi glanced at them, then turned away. 


Lacey was sure that the sight of his daughter’s handwriting was starkly painful to the man, but his only comment was a testy, “These aren’t the originals.” 


“I don’t have the original pages with me. I’m giving them to the police in the morning.” 


His face flushed with sudden anger. “That’s not what Isabelle asked you to do.” 


Lacey stood up. “Mr. Landi, I don’t have a choice. Surely you understand that it’s going to take a lot of explaining to the police to make them understand why I removed evidence from a murder scene. I’m certain that eventually the original pages will be returned to you, but for now, I’m afraid you’ll have to make do with a copy.” As will I, she said to herself as she left. 


He did not even look up as she walked out. 


W
hen Lacey arrived at her apartment, she turned on the entrance light and had taken several steps inside before the chaos in front of her registered. Drawers had been spilled, closets ransacked, furniture cushions had been tossed on the floor. Even the refrigerator had been emptied and left open. Appalled and terrified, she stared at the mess, then stumbled through the debris to call the superintendent; while he dialed 911, she put in a call to Detective Sloane. 


He arrived shortly after the local precinct cops. “You know what they were looking for, don’t you,” Sloane said matter-of-factly. 


“Yes, I do,” Lacey told him. “Heather Landi’s journal. But it’s not here. It’s in my office. I hope whoever did this hasn’t gone there.” 


I
n the squad car on the way to her office, Detective Sloane read Lacey her rights. “I was keeping the promise I made to a dying woman,” she protested. “She asked me to read the journal and then give it to Heather Landi’s father, and that’s what I’ve done. I took him a copy this evening.” 


When they got to her office, Sloane did not leave her side as she unlocked the cabinet and reached for the manila envelope in which she had placed the original pages of the journal. 


He opened the clasp, pulled out a few of the sheets, studied them, then looked at her. “You’re sure you’re giving me everything?” 


“This is everything that was with Isabelle Waring when she died,” Lacey said, hoping he wouldn’t press her. While it was the truth, it wasn’t the whole truth: The copy of the journal pages that she had made for herself was locked in her desk. 


“We’d better go down to headquarters, Ms. Farrell. We need to talk about this whole thing a bit more, I believe.” 


“My apartment,” she protested. “Please. I have to clean it up.” I sound ridiculous, she thought. Someone may have killed Isabelle because of Heather’s journal, and I might have been killed if I’d been home tonight, and all I can think of is the mess there. She realized that her head was aching. It was after ten o’clock and she hadn’t had anything to eat for hours. 


“Your apartment can wait to be cleaned,” Sloane told her brusquely. “We need to go over all this now.” 


But when they reached the precinct station, he did have Detective Nick Mars send out for a sandwich and coffee for her. Then he began. “All right, let’s take this from the top again, Ms. Farrell,” he said. 


The same questions over and over, Lacey thought, shaking her head. Had she ever met Heather Landi? Wasn’t it odd that on the basis of a chance meeting in an elevator months earlier, Isabelle Waring had called her to offer an exclusive on the apartment? How often had she seen Waring in the last weeks? For lunches? dinners? end-of-the-day visits? 


“She called early evening ‘sober light,’” Lacey heard herself saying, searching her mind to try to find anything she could tell them that they might not have heard before. “She said that was what the Pilgrims called it; she said she found it a very lonely time.” 


“And she had no old friends to call?” 


“I only know that she called me. Maybe she thought that because I was a single woman in Manhattan, I might be able to help her get some insight into her daughter’s life,” Lacey said. “And death,” she added as an afterthought. She could visualize Isabelle’s sad face, the high cheekbones and wide-set eyes hinting at the beauty she must have been as a young woman. “I think it was almost the way one might talk to a cabdriver or a bartender. You find a sympathetic ear, knowing that you don’t have to worry about that person reminding you of what you said when you get over the difficult time.” 


Do I make sense? she wondered. 


Sloane’s demeanor didn’t give any indication of his reaction. Instead he said, “Let’s talk about how Curtis Caldwell got back into the Waring apartment. There was no sign of forced entry. Isabelle Waring clearly didn’t let him in, then go back and prop herself up on the bed with him there. Did you give him a key?” 


“No, of course not,” Lacey protested. “But wait a minute! Isabelle always left a key in a bowl on the table in the foyer. She told me she did it so that if she ran downstairs for her mail she didn’t have to bother with her key ring. Caldwell could have seen it there and taken it. But what about my apartment?” she protested. “How did someone get in there? I have a doorman.” 


“And an active garage in the building and a delivery entrance. These so-called secured buildings are a joke, Ms. Farrell. You’re in the realty business. You know that.” 


Lacey thought of Curtis Caldwell, pistol in hand, rushing to find her, wanting to kill her. “Not a very good joke.” She realized she was fighting tears. “Please, I want to go home,” she said. 


For a moment she thought that they might keep her there longer, but then Sloane got up. “Okay. You can go now, Ms. Farrell, but I must warn you that formal charges may be pending against you for removing and concealing evidence from a crime scene.” 


I should have talked to a lawyer, Lacey thought. How could I have been such a fool? 


R
amon Garcia, the building superintendent, and his wife, Sonya, were in the process of straightening up Lacey’s apartment when she arrived. “We couldn’t let you come back to this mess,” Sonya told her, running a dust cloth over the top of the bureau in the bedroom. “We put things back in the drawers for you, not your way, I’m sure, but at least things are not still on the floor.” 


“I don’t know how to thank you,” Lacey said. The apartment had been full of police when she left, and she was dreading what she would find when she returned. 


Ramon had just completed replacing the lock. “This was taken apart by an expert,” he said. “And he had the right tools. How come he didn’t pick up your jewelry box?” 


That was the first thing the police had told her to check. Her several gold bracelets, her diamond stud earrings, and her grandmother’s pearls were there, undisturbed. 


“I guess that wasn’t what he was after,” Lacey said. To her own ears her voice sounded low and tired. 


Sonya looked at her sharply. “I’ll come back tomorrow morning. Don’t worry. When you get home from work everything will be shipshape.” 


Lacey walked with them to the door. “Does the dead bolt still work?” she asked Ramon. 


He tried it. “No one’s gonna get in while that’s on, at least without a battering ram. You’re safe.” 


She closed and locked the door behind them. Then she looked around her apartment and shuddered. What have I gotten myself into? she wondered. 
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MASCARA AND A LIGHT LIP LINER WERE USUALLY ALL THE cosmetics Lacey wore, but in the morning light, when she saw the shadows under her eyes and noted the pallor of her skin, she added blush and eye shadow and fished in the drawer for lipstick. They did little, however, to brighten her outlook. Even wearing a favorite brown-and-gold jacket didn’t help dispel a sense of gloom. A final check in the mirror told her she still looked limp and weary. 


At the door of the office she paused, took a deep breath, and straightened her shoulders. An incongruous memory hit her. When she was twelve and suddenly taller than the boys in her class, she had started to slump when she walked. 


But Dad told me height was delight, she thought, and he made a game of the two of us walking around with books on our heads. He said walking tall made you look confident to other people. 


And I do need that confidence, she said to herself a few minutes later, when she was summoned to Richard Parker Sr.’s office. 


Rick was in with his father. The elder Parker was obviously angry. Lacey glanced at Rick. No sympathy there, she thought. It really is Parker and Parker today. 


Richard Parker Sr. did not mince words. “Lacey, according to security, you came in here last night with a detective. What was that all about?” 


She told him as simply as she could, explaining that she had decided she had to turn the journal over to the police, but first she needed to make a copy for Heather’s father. 


“You kept concealed evidence in this office?” the older Parker asked, raising an eyebrow. 


“I intended to give it to Detective Sloane today,” she said. She told them about her apartment having been burglarized. “I was only trying to do what Isabelle Waring asked me to do,” she said. “Now it seems I may have committed an indictable offense.” 


“You don’t have to know much law to know that,” Rick interjected. “Lacey, that was really a dumb thing to do.” 


“I wasn’t thinking straight,” she said. “Look, I’m sorry about this, but—” 


“I’m sorry about it too,” Parker Sr. told her. “Have you any appointments today?” 


“Two this afternoon.” 


“Liz or Andrew can handle them for you. Rick, see to it. Lacey, you plan on working the phones for the immediate future.” 


Lacey’s sense of lethargy disappeared. “That’s not fair,” she said, suddenly angry. 


“Nor is it fair to drag this firm into a murder investigation, Ms. Farrell.” 


“I’m sorry, Lacey,” Rick told her. 


But you’re Daddy’s boy on this one, she thought, fighting down the urge to say more. 


As soon as she got to her desk, one of the new secretaries, Grace MacMahon, came over with a cup of coffee and handed it to her. “Enjoy.” 


Lacey looked up to thank her, then strained to hear as Grace tried to tell her something without being overheard. “I got in early today. There was a detective here talking with Mr. Parker. I couldn’t tell what he was saying, but I did hear that it had something to do with you.” 


S
loane was fond of saying that good detective work began with a hunch. After twenty-five years on the force, he had ample proof, for many of his hunches had turned out to be correct. That was why he expounded his theories to Nick Mars as they studied the loose-leaf pages that comprised Heather Landi’s journal. 


“I say that Lacey Farrell still isn’t coming clean with us,” he said angrily. “She’s more involved in this thing than she’s letting on. We know she took the journal out of the apartment; we know she made a copy of it to give to Jimmy Landi.” 


He pointed to the bloodstained pages. “And I’ll tell you something else, Nick. I doubt we’d have seen these if I hadn’t scared her yesterday by telling her that we’d found traces of Isabelle Waring’s blood on the floor of the closet, right where she’d left her briefcase.” 


“And have you thought of this, Eddie?” Mars asked. “Those pages aren’t numbered. So how do we know that Farrell hasn’t destroyed the ones she didn’t want us to see? It’s called editing. I agree with you. Farrell’s fingerprints aren’t just all over these pages. They’re all over the whole case.” 


*   *   * 


A
n hour later, Detective Sloane received a call from Matt Reilly, a specialist in the Latent Print Unit housed in room 506. Matt had run a fingerprint that had been lifted from the outer door of Lacey’s apartment through SAFIS, the Statewide Automated Fingerprint Identification System. He reported it was a match with the fingerprint of Sandy Savarano, a low-level mobster who had been a suspect in a dozen drug-related murders. 


“Sandy Savarano!” Sloane exclaimed. “That’s crazy, Matt. Savarano’s boat blew up with him in it two years ago. We covered his funeral in Woodlawn Cemetery.” 


“We covered someone’s funeral,” Reilly told him dryly. “Dead men don’t break into apartments.” 


F
or the rest of the day, Lacey watched helplessly as clients she had developed were assigned to other agents. It galled her to pull out the tickler files, make follow-up calls regarding potential sales, and then have to turn the information over to others. It was the way she had started out when she was a rookie, but that was eight years ago. 


She was also made uncomfortable by the feeling of being watched. Rick was constantly in and out of the sales area where her cubicle was located, and she sensed that he was keeping close tabs on her. 


Several times when she went to get a new file, she caught him looking at her. He seemed to be watching her all the time. She had a hunch that by the end of the day, she would be told to stay away from the office until the investigation was concluded, so if she was going to take the copy of Heather’s journal with her, she would have to get it out of her desk when Rick wasn’t looking. 


She finally got her chance to retrieve the pages at ten minutes of five, when Rick was called into his father’s office. She had barely managed to slip the manila envelope into her briefcase when Richard Parker Sr. summoned her to his office and told her she was being suspended. 
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“NOT TOO HUNGRY, I HOPE, ALEX?” JAY TAYLOR
ASKED AS he checked his watch again. “Lacey isn’t usually this late.” 


It was obvious that he was irritated. 


Mona Farrell jumped to her daughter’s defense. “The traffic is always terrible this time of day, and Lacey might have gotten delayed before she even left.” 


Kit shot her husband a warning glance. “I think with what Lacey has been through, nobody should be upset that she’s a little late. My God, she came within a hair of being killed two days ago, then had her apartment burglarized last night. She certainly doesn’t need to be hassled anymore, Jay.” 


“I agree,” Alex Carbine said heartily. “She’s had a rough couple of days.” 


Mona Farrell looked at Carbine with a grateful smile. She was never totally at ease with her frequently pompous son-in-law. It didn’t take much to make him testy, and he usually had little patience with anyone, but she had noticed that he was deferential to Alex. 


This evening they were having cocktails in the living room, while the boys were watching television in the den. Bonnie was with the grown-ups, however, having begged to stay up past her bedtime to see Lacey. She was standing at the window, watching for her. 


It’s eight-fifteen, Mona thought. Lacey was due here at seven-thirty. This really isn’t like her. What can be keeping her? 


T
he full impact of everything that was happening hit Lacey when she arrived home at five-thirty and realized that for practical purposes she was out of a job. Parker Sr. had promised that she would continue to receive her base salary —“For a short time to come, at least,” he had said. 


He’s going to fire me, she realized. He’s going to use the excuse that I jeopardized the firm by copying and concealing evidence there. I’ve worked for him for eight years. I’m one of his best agents. Why would he even want to get rid of me? His own son gave me Curtis Caldwell’s name and told me to set up an appointment. And I bet he’s not planning to give me any of the severance due after so many years of employment. He’ll say the firing’s for cause. Can he get away with that? It looks like I’m about to be in trouble on several fronts, she thought, shaking her head at the sudden bad fortune that had come her way. I need to talk to a lawyer, but who? 


A name came to her mind. Jack Regan! 


He and his wife, Margaret, a couple in their mid-fifties, lived on the fifteenth floor of her building. She had chatted with them at a cocktail party last Christmas and remembered hearing people ask him about a criminal case he had just won. 


She decided to call right away, but then found that their phone number wasn’t listed. 


The worst thing that can happen is that they’ll slam the door in my face, Lacey decided, as she took the elevator to the fifteenth floor. Ringing their bell, she realized that she was glancing nervously around in the corridor. 


Their surprise at seeing her gave way to a genuinely warm welcome. They were having a predinner sherry and insisted she join them. They had heard about the burglary. 


“That’s part of the reason that I’m here,” she began. 


Lacey left an hour later, having retained Regan to represent her in the likely event that she was facing indictment for holding on to the journal pages. 


“The least of the charges would be obstructing governmental administration,” Regan had told her. “But if they believe you had an ulterior motive for taking the journal, it could get a lot more serious than that.” 


“My only motive was to keep a promise to a dying woman,” Lacey protested. 


Regan smiled, but his eyes were serious. “You don’t have to convince me, Lacey, but it wasn’t the smartest thing to do.” 


S
he kept her car in the garage in the basement of her building, a luxury that, if everything went as she feared, she probably could no longer afford. It was one of several unpleasant realizations she had had to face that day. 


The rush hour was over, but even so there was a lot of traffic. I’ll be an hour late, Lacey thought as she inched her car across the George Washington Bridge, where a blocked lane was creating havoc. Jay must be in a wonderful mood, she thought, smiling ruefully but genuinely worried about keeping her family waiting. 


As she drove along Route 4 she debated how much she would tell them about what was going on. Everything, I guess, she finally decided. If Mom or Kit call me at the office and I’m not there, they’ll have to know why. 


Jack Regan is a good lawyer, she assured herself as she turned onto Route 17. He’ll straighten this out. 


She glanced in her rearview mirror. Was that car following her? she wondered, as she exited onto Sheridan Avenue. Stop it, she warned herself. You’re getting paranoid. 


K
it and Jay lived on a quiet street in a section of pricey homes. Lacey pulled up to the curb in front of their house, got out of the car, and started up the walk. 


“She’s here,” Bonnie called out joyously, “Lacey’s here!” She ran for the door. 


“About time,” Jay grunted. 


“Thank God,” Mona Farrell murmured. She knew that despite Alex Carbine’s presence, Jay was about to explode with irritation. 


Bonnie tugged at the door and opened it. As she raised her arms for Lacey’s hug, there was the sound of shots, and bullets whistled past them. A flash of pain coursed through her head, and Lacey threw herself forward, her body covering Bonnie’s. It sounded as though the screams were coming from inside the house, but at that moment Lacey’s whole mind seemed to be screaming. 


In the sudden quiet that followed the shots, she quickly ran a mental check of the situation. The pain she felt was real, but she realized with a stab of anguish that the gush of blood against her neck was coming from the small body of her niece. 
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IN THE WAITING ROOM ON THE PEDIATRICS FLOOR OF Hackensack Medical Center, a doctor smiled reassuringly at Lacey. “Bonnie had a close call, but she’ll make it. And she’s very insistent, Ms. Farrell, that she wants to see you.” 


Lacey was with Alex Carbine. After Bonnie was wheeled out of the operating room, Mona, Kit, and Jay had followed her crib to her room. Lacey had not gone with them. 


My fault, my fault—it was all she could think. She was only vaguely aware of the headache caused by the bullet that had creased her skull. In fact, her whole mind and body seemed numb, floating in a kind of unreality, not yet fully comprehending the horror of all that was happening. 


The doctor, understanding her concern and aware that she was blaming herself, said, “Ms. Farrell, trust me, it will take a while for that arm and shoulder to mend, but eventually she’ll be as good as new. Children heal fast. And they forget fast too.” 


As good as new, Lacey thought bitterly, staring straight ahead. She was rushing to open the door for me—that’s all she was doing. Bonnie was just waiting for me. And it almost cost her her life. Can anything ever be “good as new” again? 


“Lacey, go on in and see Bonnie,” Alex Carbine urged. 


Lacey turned to look at him, remembering with gratitude how Alex had dialed 911 while her mother tried to stem the blood that was spurting from Bonnie’s shoulder. 


In her niece’s room, Lacey found Jay and Kit sitting on either side of the crib. Her mother was at the foot, now icy calm, her trained nurse’s eyes observant. 


Bonnie’s shoulder and upper arm were heavily bandaged. In a sleepy voice she was protesting, “I’m not a baby. I don’t want to he in a crib.” Then she spotted Lacey and her face brightened. “Lacey!” 


Lacey tried to smile. “Snazzy-looking bandage, girlfriend. Where do I sign it?” 


Bonnie smiled back at her. “Did you get hurt too?” 


Lacey bent over the crib. Bonnie’s arm was resting on a pillow. 


As she died, Isabelle Waring’s arm had been reaching under a pillow, pulling out the bloodied pages. It’s because I was there two days ago that Bonnie is here tonight, Lacey thought. We could be planning her funeral right now.



“She really is going to be all right, Lacey,” Kit said softly. 


“Didn’t you have any sense that you were being followed?” Jay asked. 


“For God’s sake, Jay, are you crazy?” Kit snapped. “Of course she didn’t.” 


Bonnie is hurt and they’re at each other’s throats because of me, Lacey thought. I can’t let this happen. 


Bonnie’s eyelids were drooping. Lacey leaned down and kissed her cheek. 


“Come back tomorrow, please,” Bonnie begged. 


“I have some stuff to do first, but I’ll be back real soon,” Lacey promised her. 


Her lips lingered for a moment on Bonnie’s cheek. I’ll never expose you to danger again, she vowed. 


Back in the waiting area, Lacey found detectives from the Bergen County prosecutor’s office waiting for her. “We’ve been contacted by New York,” they told her. 


“Detective Sloane?” she asked. 


“No. The U.S. Attorney’s office, Miss Farrell. We’ve been asked to see that you get home safely.” 
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GARY BALDWIN, UNITED STATES ATTORNEY
FOR THE Southern District of the state, generally wore a benign expression that seemed incongruous to anyone who had ever seen him in action at a trial. Rimless glasses enhanced the scholarly look of his thin face. Of medium height and slender build, and soft-spoken in his demeanor, he nevertheless could annihilate a witness during cross-examination and accomplish it without even raising his voice. Forty-three years old, he was known to have national political ambitions and clearly would like to crown his career in the U.S. Attorney’s office with a major, headline-grabbing case. 


That case might have just landed in his lap. It certainly had all the proper ingredients: A young woman happens on a murder scene in an apartment on Manhattan’s expensive Upper East Side, the victim the ex-wife of a prominent restaurateur. Most important, the woman has seen the assailant and can identify him. 


Baldwin knew that if Sandy Savarano had come out of hiding to do this job, it had to be tied to drugs. Thought to be dead for the past two years, Savarano had made a career of being an enforcer who eliminated anyone who got in the way of the drug cartel he worked for. He was about as ruthless as they get. 


But when the police had shown Lacey Farrell the mug shots they had of Savarano, she had not recognized him. Either her memory was faulty, or Savarano had had enough plastic surgery to successfully disguise his identity. Chances are it’s the latter, Baldwin thought, and if so, then it means that Lacey Farrell is just about the only person who can actually identify him. 


Gary Baldwin’s dream was to arrest and prosecute Savarano, or better yet, get him to plea-bargain and give evidence against the real bosses. 


But the call he had just received from Detective Eddie Sloane had infuriated him. The journal that seemed to be a key part of this case had been stolen from the precinct. “I was keeping it in my cubby in the squad room—locked, of course—while Nick Mars and I read it to see if there was anything useful in it,” Sloane explained. “It disappeared sometime last night. We’re turning the station house upside down to find out who lifted it.” 


Then Sloane had added, “Jimmy Landi has the copy Farrell gave him. I’m on my way to get it from him.” 


“Make sure you get it before that disappears too,” Baldwin said. 


He slammed the phone down. Lacey Farrell was due in his office, and he had a lot of questions for her. 


L
acey knew that she was being naïve in hoping that turning over Heather Landi’s journal to the police would end her involvement in the case. When she finally got home from New Jersey the night before, it was almost dawn, but still she was unable to sleep, alternating between self-recrimination that she had put Bonnie in mortal danger, and a sense of bewilderment at the way that her whole life seemed to be falling apart. She felt like a pariah, knowing that because she could identify the man she knew as Curtis Caldwell, not only was she in danger, but anyone close to her was as well. 


I can’t go to visit Mom or Kit or the kids, she thought. I can’t have them visit me. I’m afraid to go out on the street. How long is this going to last? And what will make it end? 


Jack Regan had joined her in the waiting room outside the U.S. Attorney’s office. He gave her a reassuring smile when a secretary said, “You can go in now.” 


I
t was Baldwin’s habit to keep people waiting once inside his office while he ostensibly completed making notes in a folder. Under lowered eyelids, he studied Lacey Farrell and her lawyer as they took seats. Farrell looked like a woman under severe stress, he decided. Not surprising given the fact that only last night, in a spray of gunfire, a bullet had grazed her skull and another had seriously injured a four-year-old child. It was a miracle that no one had been killed in the shooting, Baldwin added to himself as he finally acknowledged their presence. 


He did not mince words. “Ms. Farrell,” he said, “I am very sorry for the problems you’ve been having, but the fact is you seriously impaired a major criminal investigation by removing evidence from a crime scene. For all we know, you may have destroyed some of that evidence. What you did turn over is now missing, which is a stunning sign of its significance.” 


“I did not destroy—” Lacey began in heated protest, just as Jack Regan snapped, “You have no right to accuse my client—” 


They were interrupted by Baldwin, who held up his hand for silence. Ignoring Regan, his voice icy, he said, “Ms. Farrell, we have only your word for that. But you have my word for this: The man you know as Curtis Caldwell is a ruthless killer. We need your testimony to help convict him, and we intend to make sure that nothing happens to prevent that.” 


He paused and stared at her. “Ms. Farrell, it is within my power to hold you as a material witness. I promise you it won’t be pleasant. It would mean that you’d be kept under twenty-four-hour guard in a special facility.” 


“How long a time are you talking about?” Lacey demanded. 


“We don’t know, Ms. Farrell. It would be however long it takes to apprehend and, with your help, convict the murderer. I do know that until Isabelle Waring’s killer is arrested, your life isn’t worth a plugged nickel, and until now we’ve never had a case against this man where we thought we’d be able to prosecute him successfully.” 


“Would I be safe after I testify against him?” Lacey asked. As she sat facing the U.S. Attorney, she had a sudden sense of being in a car that was hurtling down a steep hill, out of control, about to crash. 


“No, you wouldn’t be,” Jack Regan said firmly. 


“On the contrary,” Baldwin told them. “He’s claustrophobic. He will do anything to avoid going to prison. Now that we can link him to a murder, he may well be persuaded to turn state’s evidence once we’ve got him, in which case we would not even bring him to trial. But until that happens we must keep you safe, Ms. Farrell.” 


He paused. “Have you ever heard of the witness protection program?” 
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IN THE QUIET OF HIS LOCKED OFFICE, HE STUDIED HEATHER’S journal again. It was in there, all right. But he had taken care of the problem. The cops were following up all the names they had. Good luck to them. They were on a wildgoose chase. 


Finally he turned the pages over. The blood on them had dried a long time ago, probably just minutes after it had been shed. Even so, his hands felt sticky. He wiped them with his handkerchief, dampened by water from the always-present pitcher. Then he sat completely still, the only movement the opening and closing of his fingers, a sure sign of his agitation. 


Lacey Farrell had not been seen for three months. They were either holding her as a material witness, or she had disappeared into the witness protection program. She supposedly had made one copy of the journal, for Jimmy Landi, but what would have stopped her from making another copy for herself? 


Nothing. 


Wherever she was, she would have figured out that if the journal was worth killing for, it had to have something of value in it. Isabelle had talked her head off to Farrell. God knows what she had said. 


Sandy Savarano was back in hiding. He had seemed to be the perfect one to send to retrieve the journal and to take care of Isabelle Waring, but he had been careless. Stupidly careless. Twice. He had let Farrell see him at Waring’s apartment at the time of the murder, and now she could identify him. (And if the Feds catch him, he told himself, she will.) Then he had left a fingerprint at Farrell’s apartment that tied him to the burglary. Sandy would give everything up in a minute rather than go to prison, he reflected. 


Farrell had to be tracked down, and Savarano sent to eliminate her. 


Then, just maybe, he would be safe at last . . . 
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THE NAME ON THE BELL AT THE SMALL APARTMENT BUILDING on Hennepin Avenue in Minneapolis was “Alice Carroll.” To the neighbors, she was an attractive young woman in her late twenties who didn’t have a job and kept pretty much to herself. 


Lacey knew that was the way they described her. And they’re right about keeping to myself, she thought. After three months, the sensation of sleepwalking was ending and an intense sense of isolation setting in. 


I didn’t have a choice, she reminded herself, when at night she lay awake remembering how she had been told to pack suitcases with heavy clothing but bring neither family pictures, nor items with her name or initials. 


Kit and her mother had come to help her pack and to say good-bye. We all thought of it as temporary, a kind of forced vacation. 


At the last minute her mother had tried to come with her. “You can’t go off alone, Lacey,” she had argued. “Kit and Jay have each other and the children.” 


“You’d be lost without the kids,” Lacey had reminded her, “so don’t even think that way, Mom.” 


“Lacey, Jay is going to keep paying the maintenance on your apartment,” Kit had promised. 


Her knee-jerk response—“I can handle it for a while”— had been an empty boast. She had realized immediately that once she moved and took on her new identity, she could have no involvement with anyone or any part of her life in New York. Even a maintenance check signed with an assumed name could be traced. 


It had happened quickly and efficiently. Two uniformed cops had taken her out in a squad car as though she were going to the precinct for questioning. Her bags were brought down to the garage, where an unmarked van was parked. Then she was transferred to an armored van that took her to what they called “a safe site” and orientation center in the Washington, D.C., area. 


Alice in Wonderland, Lacey would think as she passed the time in that enclosure, watching her identity disappear. In those weeks she worked with an instructor to create a new background for herself. All the things she had been were gone. They existed in her memory, of course, but after a time she began to question even that reality. Now there were only weekly phone calls from safe hookups, letters mailed through safe channels—otherwise there was no contact. None. Nothing. Only the overwhelming loneliness. 


Her only reality became her new identity. Her instructor had walked her to a mirror. “Look in there, Lacey. You see that young woman? Everything you think you know about her isn’t so. Just forget her. Forget all about her. It’ll be rough for a while—you’ll feel like you are playing some kind of game, pretending. There’s an old Jerry Vale song that says it all. I can’t sing, but I do know the lyrics; they go like this: 


Pretend you don’t see her at all . . . it’s too late for running . . . look somewhere above her . . . pretend you don’t see her at all . . . 


That was when Lacey had chosen her new name, Alice Carroll, after Alice in Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through the Looking Glass, by Lewis Carroll. 


It fit her situation perfectly. 
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THE RACKET FROM THE RENOVATION GOING ON IN THE apartment next to the one that had belonged to Heather Landi assaulted the ears of Rick Parker as soon as he stepped off the elevator in the building at Fifth Avenue and Seventieth Street. Who the hell was the contractor, he wondered, fuming with irritation. A demolition expert? 


Outside, the sky was heavy with snow clouds. Flurries were predicted by evening. But even the vague, gray light coming through the windows revealed the general look of neglect that permeated the foyer and living room of Heather Landi’s apartment. 


Rick sniffed. The air was stale, dry, and dusty. He turned on the light and saw that a thick layer of powdery dust covered the tabletops, bookshelves, and cabinets. 


He swore silently. Damn superintendent, he thought. It was his job to see to it that a contractor thoroughly sealed off the premises he was renovating. 


He yanked the intercom off the hook and shouted to the doorman, “Tell the good-for-nothing super to get up here. Now.” 


T
im Powers, large and by nature amiable, had been superintendent of 3 East Seventieth for fifteen years. He knew full well that in the landlord-tenant world, it was the super who was always caught in the middle, but as he would tell his wife philosophically at the end of a bad day, “If you can’t stand the heat, then get the hell out of the kitchen.” He had learned to sympathize with irate co-op dwellers when they complained that the elevator was too slow, the sink was dripping, the toilet running, or the heat uneven. 


But standing in the doorway as he listened to Rick Parker’s tirade, Tim decided that in all these years of putting up with angry complaints, he had never experienced the near manic fury that was being hurled at him now. 


He knew better than to tell Rick where to get off. He might be a young jerk riding on his papa’s coattails, but that didn’t make him any the less a Parker, and the Parkers owned one of the biggest real estate/building management companies in Manhattan. 


Rick’s voice grew louder and his anger more pronounced. Finally, when he stopped for breath, Tim seized the opportunity to say, “Let’s get the right person in here to hear this.” He went back into the hall and pounded on the door of the next apartment, shouting, “Charley, get out here.” 


The door was yanked open, and the sounds of hammering and banging grew louder. Charley Quinn, a grizzled-faced man dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt, and carrying a roll of blueprints, came out into the corridor. “I’m busy, Tim,” he said. 


“Not busy enough,” Powers said. “I’ve talked to you before about sealing up that job when you start ripping the walls out. Mr. Parker, maybe you’ll explain why you’re so upset.” 


“Now that the police have finally released this apartment,” Rick shouted, “we are responsible for selling it for the owner. But will you tell me how the hell we can bring anyone in here with all the mess you’re causing? The answer is, we can’t.” 


He shoved Tim aside, stalked out into the hall, and rang for the elevator. When the door closed behind him, the superintendent and the contractor looked at each other. 


“He’s on something,” Powers said flatly. “What a jerk.” 


“He may be a jerk,” Quinn said quietly, “but he looks to me like the kind of guy who could go off the deep end.” He sighed. “Offer to get a cleaning service in here, Tim. We’ll pay for it.” 


R
ick Parker knew better than to go directly to the office. He didn’t want to run into his father. I shouldn’t have blown my stack like that, he told himself. He was still shaking with anger. 


January was a lousy month in New York, he thought. As he turned in to Central Park and walked rapidly along a jogging path, a runner brushed into him. “Watch out!” Rick snapped. 


The jogger didn’t break pace. “Cool it, man,” he yelled back over his shoulder. 


Cool it! Sure, Rick thought. The old man’s finally letting me handle some sales again, and that nosy detective has to show up this morning of all times. 


Detective Sloane had come by, asking the same questions, going over the same territory. “When you got that call from the man who identified himself as Curtis Caldwell, did it ever occur to you to check with the law firm he claimed was his employer?” he had asked for the umpteenth time. 


Rick jammed his hands in his pockets, remembering how lame his response had sounded. “We do a lot of business with Keller, Roland, and Smythe,” he had said. “Our firm manages their building. There was no reason not to take the call on faith.” 


“Have you any idea how the caller would have known his background wouldn’t be checked? I understand that Parker and Parker has a standing policy of screening all applicants, of being sure that the people you take to look at upscale apartments are on the level.” 


Rick remembered the dread he had experienced when, without knocking, his father had joined them. 


“I have told you before and I’ll tell you again, I have no idea how that caller knew enough to use the law firm’s name,” Rick had said. 


Now he kicked at a ball of crusted, dirty snow that was lying in his path. Were the police getting suspicious of the fact that he had been the one to set up the meeting? Were they starting to suspect that there never had been a phone call? 


I should have figured out a better story, he thought, kicking savagely at the frozen earth. But it was too late now. He was stuck with it, so he had to make it stick. 
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THE KEY WORD IN THIS PROGRAM IS “SECURITY,” LACEY thought as she started a letter to her mother. What do you write about? she asked herself. Not about the weather. If I were to mention that it’s ten degrees below zero and there’s been a record twenty-six-inch snowfall in one day, it would be a dead giveaway that I’m in Minnesota. That’s the sort of information they warn you about. 


I can’t write about a job because I don’t have one yet. I can say that my fake birth certificate and my fake social security card just came through, so now I can look for a job. I suppose I can tell them that now I have a driver’s license, at least, and my advisor, a deputy U.S. marshal, took me to buy a secondhand car. 


The program pays for it. Isn’t that great? But of course I can’t say that the marshal’s name is George Svenson, and I certainly won’t let Mom and Kit know that I bought a three-year-old maroon Bronco. 


Instead she wrote: 


My advisor is a good guy. He’s got three teenaged daugh
ters.



No, take that last part out, she thought. Too specific. 


My advisor is a good guy. Very patient. He went with me
to buy furniture for the studio.



Too specific. Make that apartment.



But you know me. I didn’t want a lot of matched stuff, so
he humored me and we went to some garage sales and
house sales and I found some really nice secondhand furni
ture that at least has character. But I sure miss my own digs, and do tell Jay that I’m really grateful to him for keeping
up the maintenance on the place for me.



That was safe enough, Lacey thought, and I really am grateful to Jay. But I will pay him back every nickel, she vowed to herself. 


She was allowed to call home once a week on a secure telephone hookup. The last call she had made, she could hear Jay in the background, hurrying Kit. Well, it was a pain in the neck to have to sit and wait for a call at a specific time; she couldn’t deny that. And no one could call her back. 


It sounds as though the holidays were fun for the kids,
and I’m so happy that Bonnie’s arm is getting stronger.
Sounds like the boys’ skiing trip was a blast. Tell them I’m
nutty enough to try snowboarding with them when I get
back.



Take care of yourself, Mom. Sounds as though you and
Alex are having fun. So what if he talks your ear off once in
a while? I think he’s a nice guy, and I’ll never forget how
helpful he was that awful night while Bonnie was in surgery.



Love you all. Keep praying that they find and arrest Isa
belle Waring’s murderer and he plea-bargains and I get off
the hook.



Lacey signed her name, folded the letter and put it in an envelope. Deputy Marshal Svenson would mail it for her through the secure mail-forwarding channel. Writing to her mother and Kit or speaking to them on the phone took away something of the sense of isolation. But when the letter was finished or the phone call completed, the letdown that followed was rough. 


Come on, she warned herself, knock off the self-pity. It won’t do any good and, thank God, the holidays are over. “Now they were a genuine problem,” she said aloud, realizing suddenly that she was getting in the habit of talking to herself. 


To try to break up Christmas Day she had gone to the last Mass at St. Olaf’s, the church named for the warrior king of Norway, then ate at the Northstar Hotel. 


At Mass when the choir sang “Adeste Fidelis” tears had sprung to her eyes as she thought of the last Christmas her father was alive. They had gone to midnight Mass together at St. Malachy’s in Manhattan’s theater district. Her mother had always said that Jack Farrell could have made it big if he had chosen to try for a career as a singer rather than as a musician. He really did have a good voice. Lacey remembered how that night she had stopped singing herself, just to listen to the clarity of tone and warmth of feeling he put into the carol. 


When it was over, he had whispered, “Ah, Lace, there’s something grand about the Latin, isn’t there?” 


At her solitary meal, her tears had welled up again as she thought about her mother and Kit and Jay and the children. She and her mother always went to Kit’s house on Christmas, arriving with the presents for the kids that “Santa had dropped off” at their houses. 


At ten, Andy, like Todd at that age, was still a believer. At four, Bonnie was already savvy. Lacey had sent gifts to everyone through secure channels this year, but that didn’t hold a candle to being there, of course. 


As she had tried to pretend she was enjoying the food she had ordered at the Northstar, she found herself thinking of Kit’s festive holiday table with the Waterford chandelier sparkling, its lights reflected off the Venetian glassware. 


Knock it off! Lacey warned herself as she dropped the envelope into a drawer, where it would await Deputy Marshal Svenson’s pickup. 


For lack of something else to do, she reached into the bottom drawer of her desk and pulled out the copy she had made of Heather Landi’s journal. 


What could Isabelle possibly have wanted me to see in it? she asked herself for the hundredth time. She had read it so often she felt as though she could quote it word for word. 


Some of the entries were in a close sequence, daily and sometimes several times a day. Others were spaced a week, a month, or as much as six weeks apart. In all, the journal spanned the four years Heather had spent in New York. She wrote in detail about looking for an apartment, about her father insisting she live in a safe building on the East Side. Heather clearly had preferred Manhattan’s West Side; as she put it, “It isn’t stuffy and has life.” 


She wrote about singing lessons, about auditioning and getting her first part in a New York production—an Equity showcase revival of The
Boy Friend. That entry had made Lacey smile. Heather had ended it by writing “Julie Andrews, move over. Heather Landi is on her way.” 


She wrote in detail about the plays she had attended, and her analysis of them and of the actors’ performances was thoughtful and mature. She wrote interestingly as well about some of the more glamorous parties she attended, many of them apparently through her father’s connections. But some of the gushing about her boyfriends was surprisingly immature. Lacey got the clear impression that Heather had been pretty much held down by both her mother and father until, after two years of college, she opted to come to New York and try for a career in the theater. 


It was obvious that she had been close to both parents. All the references to them were warm and loving, even though several times she had complained about the need to please her father. 


There was one entry that had intrigued Lacey from the first time she read it: 


Dad exploded at one of the waiters today. I have never seen him that angry before. The poor waiter was almost crying. I see what Mom meant when she warned me about his temper and said that I should rethink my decision to tell him that I wouldn’t live on the East Side when I moved to New York. He’d kill me if he ever found out how right he was about that. God, I was stupid! 


What had happened to make Heather write that? Lacey wondered. It can’t be too important. Whatever it was, it took place four years before she died and that’s the only reference to it. 


It was clear from the last few entries that Heather was deeply troubled about something. She wrote several times about being caught “between a rock and a hard place. I don’t know what to do.” Unlike the others, those last entries were on unlined paper. 


There was nothing specific in those entries, but obviously they had triggered Isabelle Waring’s suspicions. 


But it could have had to do with a job decision, or a boyfriend, or anything, Lacey thought hopelessly, as she put the pages back in the drawer. God knows I’m between a rock and a hard place right now. 


That’s because someone wants to kill you, a voice inside her head whispered. 


Lacey slammed the drawer shut. Stop it! she told herself fiercely. 


A cup of tea might help, she decided. She made it, then sipped it slowly, hoping to dispel the heavy sense of fear-filled isolation that was again threatening to overwhelm her. 


Feeling restless, she turned on the radio. Usually she flipped the dial to a music station, but it was set on the AM band, and a voice was saying, “Hi, I’m Tom Lynch, your host for the next four hours on WCIV.” 


Tom Lynch!



Lacey was shocked out of her homesickness. She had made a list of all the names mentioned in Heather Landi’s journal, and one of them was Tom Lynch, an out-of-town broadcaster on whom it seemed Heather had once had a mild crush. 


Was it the same person? And, if so, was it possible Lacey could learn something about Heather from him? 


It was worth pursuing, she decided. 
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TOM LYNCH WAS A HEARTY MIDWESTERNER. RAISED IN North Dakota, he was one of the breed of stalwarts who thought twenty degrees was a bracing temperature, and believed that only sissies complained about the cold. 


“But today they’ve got a point,” he said with a smile to Marge Peterson, the receptionist at Minneapolis radio station WCIV. 


Marge looked at him with maternal affection. He certainly brightened her day, and since he had taken over the station’s afternoon talk show, he apparently had been having the same effect on many other people in the Minneapolis–St. Paul area. She could tell from the steadily increasing volume of fan mail that crossed her desk that the popular thirty-year-old anchorman was headed for big-time broadcasting. His mixture of news, interviews, commentary, and irreverent humor attracted a wide age range of listeners. And wait until they get a look at him, she thought as she looked up at his bright hazel eyes, his slightly rumpled medium brown hair, his warm smile, and his attractively uneven features. He’s a natural for television. 


Marge was happy at his success—and therefore the station’s—but realized that it was a double-edged sword. She knew that several other stations had tried to hire him away, but he had announced his strategy was to build WCIV into the number-one station in the listening area before considering moving on. And now it’s happening, she thought with a sigh, and soon we’ll be losing him. 


“Marge, anything wrong?” Tom asked, his expression solicitous. “You look worried.” 


She laughed and shook her head. “Nothing wrong at all. You’re off to the gym?” 


As Lynch was signing off that afternoon, he had told his listeners that since even a penguin couldn’t jog outside in this weather, he would be heading off to the Twin Cities Gym later on, and he hoped to see some of them there. Twin Cities was one of his sponsors. 


“You bet. See you later.” 


“H
ow did you hear about us, Miss Carroll?” Ruth Wilcox asked as Lacey filled out the membership form for the Twin Cities Gym. 


“On the Tom Lynch program,” Lacey said. The woman was studying her, and she felt the need to elaborate. “I’ve been thinking of joining a gym for some time, and since I can try this one out a few times before deciding . . .” She let her voice trail off. “It’s also convenient to my apartment,” she finished lamely. 


At least this will give me some practice in trying to get a job, she told herself fiercely. The prospect of filling out the form had frightened her, since it was the first time she had actually used her new identity. It was all very well to prac tice it with her advisor, Deputy Marshal George Svenson, but quite another to actually try to live it. 


On the drive to the gym she had mentally reviewed the details: She was Alice Carroll, from Hartford, Connecticut, a graduate of Caldwell College, a safe alma mater because the school was now closed. She had worked as a secretary in a doctor’s office in Hartford. The doctor retired at the same time that she broke up with her boyfriend, so it just seemed like the right time to make a move. She had chosen Minneapolis because she visited there once as a teenager and loved it. She was an only child. Her father was dead, and her mother had remarried and was living in London. 


None of which matters at the moment, she thought as she reached into her purse for her new social security card. She would have to be careful; she had automatically started to write her real number but caught herself. Her address: One East End Avenue, New York, NY 10021 flashed into her mind. No, 520 Hennepin Avenue, Minneapolis, MN 55403. Her bank: Chase; no, First State. Her job? She put a dash through that space. Relative or friend to notify in case of accident: Svenson had provided her with a phony name, address, and telephone number to use in that situation. Any call that was made to the number would go to him. 


She got to the questions on medical history. Any problems? Well, yes, she thought. A slight scar where a bullet creased my skull. Shoulders that always feel tense because I always have the feeling that someone is looking for me, and that someday when I’m out walking, I’ll hear footsteps behind me, and I’ll turn and . . . 


“Stuck on a question?” Wilcox asked brightly. “Maybe I can help.” 


Instantly struck with paranoia, Lacey was sure she detected a skeptical look appear in the other woman’s eyes. She can sense that there’s something phony about me, she thought. Lacey managed a smile. “No, not stuck at all.” She signed “Alice Carroll” to the form and pushed it across the desk. 


Wilcox studied it. “Purr-fect.” The pattern on her sweater was kittens playing with a spool of yarn. “Now let me show you around.” 


The place was attractive and well equipped with a good supply of exercise paraphernalia, a long jogging track, airy rooms for aerobics classes, a large pool, steam and sauna facilities, and an attractive juice bar. 


“It gets fairly crowded early in the morning and right after work,” Wilcox told her. “Oh, look, there he is,” she said, interrupting herself. She called out to a broadshouldered man who was headed away from them and toward the men’s locker room: “Tom, come here a minute.” 


He stopped and turned, and Ms. Wilcox vigorously waved her arm, gesturing for him to come over. 


A moment later she was introducing them. “Tom Lynch, this is Alice Carroll. Alice is joining us because she heard you talk about us on your radio program,” Ms. Wilcox told him. 


He smiled easily. “I’m glad I’m so persuasive. Nice to meet you, Alice.” With a quick nod, and another bright smile, he left them. 


“Isn’t he a doll?” Wilcox asked. “If I didn’t have a boyfriend I really like . . . well, never mind that. The trouble is, the single women sometimes come on too strong to him, keep trying to talk to him. But when he’s here, he’s here to exercise.” 


Helpful hints, Lacey thought. “So am I,” she said crisply, hoping she sounded convincing. 
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MONA FARRELL SAT ALONE AT A TABLE IN THE POPULAR new restaurant, Alex’s Place. It was eleven o’clock, and the dining room and bar were still crowded with after-theater patrons. The pianist was playing “Unchained Melody,” and Mona felt a sharp sense of loss. That song had been one of Jack’s favorites. 


The lyrics drifted through her mind. And time can do so
much . . . 


Mona realized that lately she seemed always to be on the verge of tears. Oh, Lacey, she thought, where are you? 


“Well, I guess I can take some time to sit with a pretty woman.” 


Mona looked up, startled back into reality, and watched as Alex Carbine’s smile faded. 


“You crying, Mona?” he asked anxiously. 


“No. I’m fine.” 


He sat across from her. “You’re not fine. Anything special, or just the way things are?” 


She attempted a smile. “This morning I was watching CNN, and they showed that minor earthquake in Los Angeles. It wasn’t that minor. A young woman lost control of her car, and it flipped over. She was slim and had dark hair. They showed her being placed on a stretcher.” Mona’s voice quivered. “And for an awful moment I thought it was Lacey. She could be there, you know. She could be anywhere.” 


“But it wasn’t Lacey,” Alex said reassuringly. 


“No, of course not, but I’m at the point that whenever I hear about a fire or flood or an earthquake, I worry that Lacey might be there and be caught in it.” 


She tried to smile. “Even Kit is getting sick of listening to me. The other day there was an avalanche on Snowbird Mountain, and some skiers were caught in it. Fortunately they were all rescued, but I kept listening for the names. Lacey loves to ski, and it would be just like her to go out in a heavy storm.” 


She reached for her wineglass. “Alex, I shouldn’t be dumping all of this on you.” 


Carbine reached for her hand. “Yes, you should, Mona. When you talk to Lacey, maybe you should tell her what this whole thing is doing to you. I mean, maybe if you just had some idea of where she is, it would be easier to cope.” 


“No, I can’t do that. I have to try not to let her know. It would be that much harder for her. I’m lucky. I’ve got Kit and her family. And you. Lacey’s all alone.” 


“Tell her,” Alex Carbine said firmly. “And then keep what she tells you to yourself.” 


He patted her hand. 
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“WHEN YOU CREATE SOMEONE LIKE THE MYTHICAL BOYFRIEND, have a real person in mind,” Deputy Marshal George Svenson had warned Lacey. “Be able to visualize that guy and the way he talks so that if you have to answer questions about him, it will be easier to be consistent. And remember, develop the trick of answering questions by asking questions of your own.” 


Lacey had decided that Rick Parker was the mythical boyfriend she had broken up with. She could imagine breaking up with him more easily than having him as a boyfriend, but thinking of him at least did make consistency easier. 


She began going to the gym daily, always in the late afternoon. The exercise felt good, and it gave her a chance to focus her thoughts as well. Now that she had the social security card she was anxious to get a job, but Deputy Marshal Svenson told her the protection program would not provide false references. 


“How am I supposed to get a job without a reference?” she had asked. 


“We suggest you volunteer to work without pay for a couple of weeks, then see if you’re hired.” 


“I wouldn’t hire someone without references,” she had protested. 


It was obvious, though, that she would just have to try. Except for the gym, she was without any human contact. Being alone so much, the time was passing too slowly, and Lacey could feel depression settling over her like a heavy blanket. She had even come to dread the weekly talk with her mother. It always ended the same way, with her mother in tears, and Lacey ready to scream with frustration. 


In the first few days after she started going to the gym, she had managed to make something of a friend of Ruth Wilcox. It was to her that she first tried out the story of what had happened to bring her to Minneapolis: her mother had remarried and moved to London; the doctor she worked for retired; and she had ditched her boyfriend. “He had a quick temper and could be very sarcastic,” she explained, thinking of Rick. 


“I know the type,” Wilcox assured her. “But let me tell you something. Tom Lynch has been asking me about you. I think he likes you.” 


L
acey had been careful not to seem too interested in Lynch, but she had been laying the groundwork for a planned encounter. She timed her jogging to be finished just as he was starting. She signed up for an aerobics class that looked out on the jogging track and chose a spot where he would see her as he ran by. Sometimes on his way out he stopped in the juice bar for a vitamin shake or a coffee. She began to go into the shop a few minutes before he finished his run and to sit at a table for two. 


The second week, her plan worked. When he entered the bar, she was alone at the small table and all the other tables were taken. As he looked around, their eyes met. Keeping her fingers crossed, she pointed casually to the empty chair. 


Lynch hesitated, then came over. 


S
he had combed Heather’s journal and copied down any mention of him. The first time he appeared had been about a year and a half ago, when Heather had met him after one of the performances of her show. 


The nicest guy came out with us to Barrymore’s for a hamburger. Tom Lynch, tall, really attractive, about thirty, I’d guess. He has his own radio program in St. Louis but says he is moving to Minneapolis soon. Kate is his cousin, that’s why he came to the show tonight. He said that the hardest thing about being out of New York was not being able to go to the theater regularly. I talked to him a lot. He said he was going to be in town for a few days. I hoped he’d ask me out, but no such luck. 


An entry four months later read: 


Tom Lynch was in town over the weekend. A bunch of us went skiing at Stowe. He’s really good. And nice. He’s the kind of guy Baba would love to see me with. But he isn’t giving me or any of the girls a second look, and anyhow it wouldn’t make any difference now. 


Three weeks later Heather had died in the accident—if it was an accident. When she copied the references to him, Lacey had wondered if either Isabelle or the police had ever spoken to Lynch about Heather. And what had Heather meant by writing “anyhow it wouldn’t make any difference now”? 


Did she mean that Tom Lynch had a serious girlfriend? Or did it mean that Heather was involved with someone herself? 


All these thoughts raced through Lacey’s head as Lynch settled down across the table from her. 


“It’s Alice Carroll, isn’t it,” he asked in a tone that was more affirmation than question. 


“Yes, and you’re Tom Lynch.” 


“So they tell me. I understand you’ve just moved to Minneapolis.” 


“That’s right.” She hoped her smile did not look forced. 


He’s going to ask questions, she thought nervously. This could be my first real test. She picked up the spoon and stirred her coffee, then realized that very few people felt the need to stir black coffee. 


Svenson had told her to answer questions with questions. “Are you a native, Tom?” 


She knew he wasn’t, but it seemed like a natural thing to ask. 


“No. I was born in Fargo, North Dakota. Not that far from here. Did you see the movie, Fargo?”



“I loved it,” she said, smiling. 


“And after seeing it, you still moved here? It was practically banned in these parts. Folks thought it made us look like a bunch of hicks.” 


Even to her own ears it sounded lame when she tried to explain the move to Minneapolis: “My mother and I visited friends here when I was sixteen. I loved everything about the city.” 


“It wasn’t in weather like this, I trust.” 


“No, it was in August.” 


“During the black fly season?” 


He was teasing. She knew it. But when you’re lying, everything takes on a different slant. Next he asked her where she worked. 


“I’m just settling in,” she replied, thinking that at least that was an honest statement. “Now it’s time to look for a job.” 


“What kind?” 


“Oh, I worked in billing in a doctor’s office,” she replied, then added hastily, “but I’m going to try something different this time around.” 


“I don’t blame you. My brother’s a doctor, and those insurance forms keep three secretaries busy. What kind of doctor did you work for?” 


“A pediatrician.” Thank God, after listening to Mom all these years, I can sound as though I know what I’m talking about there, Lacey thought. But why on earth did I mention the billing department? I don’t know one insurance form from another. 


Anxious to change the drift of the conversation, she said, “I was listening to you today. I liked your interview with the director of last week’s revival of Chicago. I saw the show in New York before I moved here and loved it.” 


“My cousin Kate is in the chorus of the road company of The King and I that’s in town now,” Lynch said. 


Lacey saw the speculative look in his eyes. He’s trying to decide whether to ask me to go with him to see it. Let him, she prayed. His cousin Kate had worked with Heather; she was the one who introduced them. 


“It’s opening tomorrow night,” he said. “I have two tickets. Would you like to go?” 
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IN THE THREE MONTHS THAT FOLLOWED ISABELLE’S DEATH, Jimmy Landi felt detached. It was as if whatever part of his brain controlled his emotions had been anesthetized. All his energy, all his thinking were channeled into the new casino-hotel he was building in Atlantic City. Situated between Trump Castle and Harrah’s Marina, it was carefully designed to outshine them both, a magnificent gleaming white showcase with rounded turrets and a golden roof. 


And as he stood in the lobby of this new building and watched the final preparations being made for the opening a week away, he thought to himself, I’ve done it! I’ve actually done it! Carpets were being laid, paintings and draperies were being hung, cases and cases of liquor disappeared into the bar. 


It was important to outshine everyone else on the strip, to show them up, to be different in a special way. The street kid who had grown up on Manhattan’s West Side, who had dropped out of school at thirteen and gone to work as a dishwasher at The Stork Club, was on top now, and he was going to rub another success in everyone’s face. 


Jimmy remembered those old days, how when the kitchen door swung open, he would try to sneak a glance at the celebrities in the club’s dining room. In those days they all had glamour, not just the stars but everyone who came there. They’d never dream of showing up looking as if they had slept in their clothes. 


The columnists were there every night, and they had their own tables. Walter Winchell. Jimmy Van Horne. Dorothy Kilgallen. Kilgallen! Boy, did they all kowtow to her. Her column in the Journal-American was a must-read; everybody wanted her on his side. 


I studied them, Jimmy thought, as he stood in the lobby, workmen milling around him. And I learned everything I needed to know about this business in the kitchen. If a chef didn’t show up, I could take over. He had worked his way up, becoming first a busboy, then a waiter, then maitre d’. By the time Jimmy Landi was in his thirties, he was ready to have his own place. 


He learned how to deal with celebrities, how to flatter them without surrendering his own dignity, how to glad-hand them, but make them glad to get his nod of recognition and approval. I also learned how to treat my help, he thought —tough, but fair. Nobody who deliberately pulled anything on me got a second chance. Ever. 


He watched with approval as a foreman sharply reprimanded a carpet layer who had placed a tool on the mahogany reservations desk. 


Looking through wide, clear-glass doors, he could see gaming tables being set up in the casino. He walked into the massive space. Off to the right, glittering rows of slot machines seemed to be begging to be tried. Soon, he thought. Another week and they’ll be lined up to use them, God willing. 


He felt a hand on his shoulder. “Place looks okay, doesn’t it, Jimmy?” 


“You’ve done a good job, Steve. We’ll open on time, and we’ll be ready.” 


Steve Abbott laughed. “Good job? I’ve done a great job. But you’re the one with vision. I’m just the enforcer, the one who rides herd on everyone. But I wanted it done on time too. I wasn’t going to have painters slopping around on opening night. It’ll be ready.” He turned back to Landi. “Cynthia and I are on our way back to New York. What about you?” 


“No. I want to hang around here for a while. But when you get back to the city, would you make a call for me?” 


“Sure.” 


“You know the guy who touches up the murals?” 


“Gus Sebastiani?” 


“That’s right. The artist. Get him in as fast as possible and tell him to paint Heather out of all the pictures.” 


“Jimmy, are you sure?” Steve Abbott searched his partner’s face. “You may regret doing that, you know.” 


“I won’t regret it. It’s time.” Abruptly he turned away. “You better get going.” 


Landi waited a few minutes, then walked over to the elevator and pushed the top button. 


Before he left he wanted to stop in again at the piano bar. 


I
t was an intimate corner room with rounded windows overlooking the ocean. The walls were painted a deep, warm blue, with silver bars of music from popular songs randomly scattered against drifting clouds. Jimmy had personally selected the songs. They all had been among Heather’s favorites. 


She wanted me to call this whole operation Heather’s Place, he thought. She was kidding. With a glimmer of a smile, Jimmy corrected himself. She was half kidding. 


This is Heather’s place, he thought as he looked around. Her name will be on the doors, her music is on these walls. She’ll be part of it all, just the way she wanted, but not like in the restaurant where I have to look at her picture all the time. 


He had to put it all behind him. 


Restlessly he walked to a window. Far below, just above the horizon, the half-moon was glistening on churning waves. 


Heather. 


Isabelle. 


Both gone. For some reason, Landi had found himself thinking more and more about Isabelle. As she was dying, she’d made that young real estate woman promise to give him Heather’s journal. What was her name? Tracey? No. Lacey. Lacey Farrell. He was glad to have it, but what was so important in it? Right after he got it, the cops had asked to take his copy to compare it with the original. 


He had given it to them, although reluctantly. He had read it the night Lacey Farrell gave it to him. Still he was mystified. What did Isabelle think he would find in it? He had gotten drunk before he tried to read it. It hurt too much to see her handwriting, to read her descriptions of things they did together. Of course, she also wrote about how worried she was about him.



“Baba,” Jimmy thought. 


The only time she ever called me “Dad” was when she thought I was sore at her. 


Isabelle had seen a conspiracy in everything, then ironically ended up a random victim of a con man who cased the apartment by pretending to be a potential buyer, then came back to burglarize it. 


It was one of the oldest games in the world, and Isabelle had been an unsuspecting victim. She simply had been in the wrong place at the wrong time. 


Or had she? Jimmy Landi wondered, unable to shake the worrisome residue of doubt. Was there even the faintest chance that she had been right, that Heather’s death hadn’t been an accident? Three days before Isabelle died, a columnist in the Post had written that Heather Landi’s mother, Isabelle Waring, a former beauty queen, “may be on the right track in suspecting the young singer’s death wasn’t accidental.” 


The columnist had been questioned by police and admitted she had met Isabelle casually and had gotten an earful of her theories about her daughter’s death. As for the mention in the column, she had completely fabricated the suggestion that Isabelle Waring had proof. 


Was Isabelle’s death related to that item? Jimmy Landi wondered. Did someone panic? 


These were questions that Jimmy had avoided. If Isabelle had been murdered to silence her, it meant that someone had deliberately caused Heather to burn to death in her car at the bottom of that ravine. 


Last week the cops had released the apartment, and he had phoned the real estate people, instructing them to put it back on the market. He needed closure. He would hire a private detective to see if there was anything the cops had missed. And he would talk to Lacey Farrell. 


The sound of hammering finally penetrated his consciousness. He looked around him. It was time to go. With heavy steps he walked across the room and entered the corridor. He pulled the heavy mahogany doors closed, then stood back to look at them. An artist had designed the gold letters that were to be fastened on the doors. They should be ready in a day or two. 


“Heather’s Place,” they would read, for Baba’s girl, Jimmy thought. If I find that someone deliberately hurt you, baby, I’ll kill him myself. I promise you that.
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IT WAS TIME TO CALL HOME, AN EVENT THAT LACEY BOTH longed for and dreaded. This time the location for the secure phone call was a room in a motel. “Never the same place,” she said when George Svenson opened the door in response to her knock. 


“No,” he agreed. Then he added, “The line’s ready. I’ll put the call through for you. Now, remember everything I told you, Alice.” 


He always called her Alice. 


“I remember every word.” Chanting, she recited the list: “Even to name a supermarket could give away my location. If I talk about the gym, don’t dare refer to it as the Twin Cities Gym. Stay away from the weather. Since I don’t have a job, that’s a safe subject. Stretch it out.” 


She bit her lower lip. “I’m sorry, George,” she said contritely. “It’s just that I get an attack or nerves before these calls.” 


She saw a flicker of sympathy and understanding in his craggy face. 


“I’ll make the connection, then take a walk,” he told her. “About half an hour.” 


“That’s fine.” 


He nodded and picked up the receiver. Lacey felt her palms get moist. A moment later she heard the door click behind him as she said, “Hi, Mom. How’s everyone?” 


Today had been more difficult than usual. Kit and Jay were not home. “They had to go to some cocktail reception,” her mother explained. “Kit sends her love. The boys are fine. They’re both on the hockey team at school. You should see how they can skate, Lacey. My heart’s in my mouth when I watch them.” 


I taught them, Lacey thought. I bought ice skates for them when they barely had started to walk. 


“Bonnie’s a worry, though,” her mother added. “Still so pale. Kit takes her to the therapist three times a week, and I work out with her weekends. But she misses you. So much. She has an idea that you’re hiding because someone may try to kill you.” 


Where did she get that idea? Lacey wondered. Dear God, who put that notion in her head? 


Her mother answered the unasked question: “I think she overheard Jay talking to Kit. I know he irritates you sometimes, but in fairness, Lace, he’s been very good, paying for your apartment and keeping up your insurance. I also learned from Alex that Jay has a big order to sell restaurant supplies to the casino-hotel that Jimmy Landi is opening in Atlantic City, and apparently he has been worried that if Landi knew he was related to you, the order might get canceled. Alex said that Jimmy felt terrible about what happened to his ex-wife, and Jay was afraid that he’d start to blame you somehow for her death. You know, for bringing that man in to see the apartment without checking on him first.”



Maybe it’s too bad I wasn’t killed along with Isabelle, Lacey thought bitterly. 


Trying to sound cheerful, she told her mother that she was going to a gym regularly and really enjoying it. “I’m okay, really I am,” she said. “And this won’t go on too long, I promise. From what they tell me, when the man I can identify is arrested, he’ll be persuaded to turn state’s evidence rather than go to prison. As soon as they make a deal with him, I’ll be off the hook. Whoever he fingers will be after him, not me. We just have to keep praying that it happens soon. Right, Mom?” 


She was horrified to hear deep sobs coming from the other end of the connection. “Lacey, I can’t live like this,” Mona Farrell wailed. “Every time I hear about a young woman anywhere who’s been in an accident, I’m sure it’s you. You’ve got to tell me where you are. You’ve got to.” 


“Mom!” 


“Lacey, please!” 


“If I tell you, it’s strictly between us. You can’t repeat it. You can’t even tell Kit.” 


“Yes, darling.” 


“Mom, they’d withdraw the protection, they’d throw me out of the program if they knew I told you.” 


“I have to know.” 


Lacey was looking out the window. She saw the ample frame of George Svenson approaching the steps. “Mom,” she whispered. “I’m in Minneapolis.” 


The door was opening. “Mom, have to go. Talk to you next week. Kiss everybody for me. Love you. Bye.” 


“Everything okay at home?” Svenson asked. 


“I guess so,” Lacey said, as a sickening feeling came over her that she had just made a terrible mistake. 
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LANDI’S RESTAURANT ON WEST FIFTY-SIXTH STREET WAS filled with a sparkling after-theater crowd, and Steve Abbott was acting as host, going from table to table, greeting and welcoming the diners. Former New York Mayor Ed Koch was there. “That new TV show you’re on is fabulous, Ed,” Steve said, touching Koch’s shoulder. 


Koch beamed. “How many people get paid that kind of money for being a judge in small-claims court?” 


“You’re worth every penny.” 


He stopped at a table presided over by Calla Robbins, the legendary musical-comedy performer who had been coaxed out of retirement to star in a new Broadway show. “Calla, the word is that you’re marvelous.” 


“Actually, the word is that not since Rex Harrison in My
Fair Lady has anyone faked a song with such flair. But the public seems to like it, so what’s wrong with that?” 


Abbott’s eyes crinkled as he bent down and kissed her cheek. “Absolutely nothing.” He signaled to the captain hovering nearby. “You know the brandy Ms. Robbins enjoys.” 


“There go the profits,” Calla Robbins said, laughing. “Thanks, Steve. You know how to treat a lady.” 


“I try.” He smiled. 


“I hear the new casino will knock everyone dead,” chimed in Robbins’s escort, a prominent businessman. 


“You heard right,” Steve agreed. “It’s an amazing place.” 


“The word is that Jimmy is planning to get you to run it,” the man added. 


“The word is this,” Steve said decisively. “Jimmy’s principal owner. Jimmy’s the boss. That’s the way it is, and that’s the way it’s going to be. And don’t you forget it. He sure doesn’t let me forget it.” 


From the corner of his eye he saw Jimmy enter the restaurant. He waved him over. 


Jimmy joined them, his face wreathed in a big smile for Calla. 


“Who is boss in Atlantic City, Jimmy?” she asked. “Steve says you are.” 


“Steve has it right,” Jimmy said, smiling. “That’s why we get along so good.” 


As Jimmy and Steve moved away from Robbins’s table, Landi asked, “Did you set up a dinner with that Farrell woman for me?” 


Abbott shrugged. “Can’t reach her, Jimmy. She’s left her job, and her home phone is disconnected. I guess she’s off on some kind of vacation.” 


Jimmy’s face darkened. “She can’t have gone too far. She’s a witness. She can identify Isabelle’s killer when they find him. That detective who took my copy of Heather’s journal has to know where she is.” 


“Want me to talk to him?” 


“No, I’ll do it. Well, look who’s here.” 


The formidable figure of Richard J. Parker was coming through the restaurant doors. 


“It’s his wife’s birthday,” Steve explained. “They have a reservation for three. That’s why R. J.’s wife is with him for a change.” 


And that punk son of his completes the happy family, Jimmy thought, as he hurried across to the foyer to welcome them with a warm smile. 


The elder Parker regularly brought his real estate clients there for dinner, which was the only reason Jimmy hadn’t banned his son, Rick Parker, from the restaurant ages ago. Last month he had gotten drunk and noisy at the bar and had had to be escorted to a cab. A few times when he had come in for dinner, it was obvious to Jimmy that Rick was high on drugs. 


R. J. Parker returned Jimmy Landi’s hearty handshake. “What more festive place to bring Priscilla than Landi’s, right, Jimmy?” 


Priscilla Parker gave Landi a timid smile, then looked anxiously at her husband for approval. 


Jimmy knew that R. J. not only cheated on his wife, but that he bullied her unmercifully as well. 


Rick Parker nodded nonchalantly. “Hi, Jimmy,” he said with a slight smirk. 


The aristocrat condescending to greet the peasant inn-keeper, Jimmy thought. Well, without his father’s clout that jerk couldn’t get a job cleaning toilets. 


Smiling broadly, Jimmy personally escorted them to their table. 


As Priscilla Parker sat down, she looked around. “This is such a pretty room, Jimmy,” she said. “But there’s something different. What is it? Oh, I see,” she said, “the paintings of Heather are gone.” 


“I thought it was time to remove them,” Jimmy said gruffly. 


He turned abruptly and left, so he did not see R. J. Parker’s angry glance at his son, nor the way Rick Parker stared at the mural of the Bridge of Sighs, from which the painting of Heather as a young woman was now missing. 


It was just as well. 
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IT HAD BEEN NEARLY FOUR MONTHS SINCE LACEY HAD HAD a reason to get dressed up. And I didn’t bring dress-up clothes, she thought, as she looked in the closet for something that would be appropriate for a festive evening out. 


I didn’t bring many of my things because I thought that
by now Caldwell, or whatever his real name is, would have
been caught and made a deal to turn state’s evidence, and
I’d be out of the loop and back to real life.



That’s the kind of thinking that gets me in trouble, she reminded herself as she reached for the long black wool skirt and evening sweater she had bought at an end-of-season closeout sale at Saks Fifth Avenue last spring, neither of which she’d had a chance to wear in New York. 


“You look okay, Alice,” she said aloud when she studied herself in the mirror a few minutes later. Even on sale the skirt and sweater had been an extravagance. But it was worth it, she decided. The effect of understated elegance gave a lift to her spirits. 


And I certainly need a lift, Lacey thought as she fished in her jewelry box for earrings and her grandmother’s pearls. 


Promptly at six-thirty, Tom Lynch called on the intercom from the lobby. She was waiting with the apartment door open when he stepped out of the elevator and walked down the hall. 


The obvious admiration in his face as he approached was flattering. “Alice, you look lovely,” he said. 


“Thanks. You’re pretty fancy yourself. Come—” 


She never finished saying come in. The door to the elevator was opening again. Had someone followed Tom up? Grabbing his arm, she propelled him into the apartment and bolted the door. 


“Alice, is anything wrong?” 


She tried to laugh, but knew the effort sounded false and shrill. “I’m so foolish,” she stammered. “There was a . . . a deliveryman who rang the bell a couple of hours ago. He honestly was on the wrong floor, but my apartment was burglarized last year . . . in Hartford,” she added hastily. “Then the elevator door opened again behind you . . . and . . . and I guess I’m just still jumpy,” she finished lamely. 


There was no deliveryman, she thought. And my apartment was burglarized, but it wasn’t in Hartford. I’m not just
jumpy. I’m terrified that whenever an elevator door opens
I’ll see Caldwell standing there.



“I can understand why you’d be nervous,” Tom said, his tone serious. “I went to Amherst and used to visit friends in Hartford occasionally. Where did you live, Alice?” 


“On Lakewood Drive.” Lacey conjured up the pictures of a large apartment complex she had studied as part of her preparation in the safe site, praying that Tom Lynch wouldn’t say his friends lived there too. 


“Don’t know it,” he said, slowly shaking his head. Then, as he looked around the room, he added, “I like what you’ve done here.” 


The apartment had taken on a mellow, comfortable look, she had to admit. Lacey had painted the walls a soft ivory and then painstakingly ragged them to give them texture. The rug she had picked up at a garage sale was a machine-made copy of a Chelsea carpet, and it was old enough to have acquired a soft patina. The dark blue velvet couch and matching love seat were well worn, but still handsome and comfortable. The coffee table, which had cost her twenty dollars, had a scarred leather top and Regency legs. It was a duplicate of the one she had grown up with, and it gave her a sense of comfort. The shelves next to the television were filled with books and knickknacks, all things she had bought at garage sales. 


Lacey started to comment on how much she enjoyed shopping at garage sales, but stopped herself. Most people wouldn’t be completely furnishing an apartment with garage-sale items. No, she thought, most people who relocate move their furniture as well. She settled for thanking Tom for his compliment and was glad when he suggested they get started. 


H
e’s different tonight, she thought as an hour later they sat companionably sipping wine and eating pizza. In the gym he had been cordial but reserved whenever they passed each other, and she assumed it had been a last-minute impulse that made him invite her to go with him to the opening tonight. 


But now, being with him had taken on the feeling of an enjoyable and interesting date. For the first time since the night Isabelle died, Lacey realized, she was actually enjoying herself. Tom Lynch responded freely to the questions she asked him. “I was raised in North Dakota,” he said. “I told you that. But I never lived there again after I went to college. When I graduated, I moved to New York, fully expecting to set the broadcast industry on fire. It didn’t happen, of course, and a very wise man told me that the best way to make it was to start out in a smaller broadcast area, make a name for yourself there, then gradually work your way up to larger markets. So in the last nine years I’ve been in Des Moines, Seattle, St. Louis, and now here.” 


“Always radio?” Lacey asked. 


Lynch smiled. “The eternal question. Why not go for television? I wanted to do my own thing, develop a program format, have the chance to see what works and what doesn’t work. I know I’ve learned a lot, and recently I’ve had some inquiries from a good cable station in New York, but I think it’s too soon to make that kind of move.” 


“Larry King went from radio to television,” Lacey said. “He certainly made the transition fine.” 


“Hey, that’s me, the next Larry King.” They had shared one small pizza. Lynch eyed the last piece then started to put it on her plate. 


“You take it,” Lacey protested. 


“I don’t really want—” 


“You’re salivating for it.” 


They laughed together and a few minutes later when they left the restaurant and crossed the street to the theater, he put his hand under her elbow. 


“You have to be careful,” he said. “There are patches of black ice everywhere around here.” 


If only you knew, Lacey thought. My life is a sheet of black ice. 


I
t was the third time she had seen a production of The
King and I. The last time had been when she was a freshman in college. That had been on Broadway, and her father had been in the orchestra pit. Wish you were playing in this one tonight, Jack Farrell, she thought. As the overture began, she felt tears welling in her eyes and forced them back. 


“You okay, Alice?” Tom asked quietly. 


“I’m fine.” How did Tom sense that she was distressed? she wondered. Maybe he’s psychic, she thought. I hope not. 


Tom’s cousin, Kate Knowles, was playing the role of Tuptim, the slave girl who tries to escape from the king’s palace. She was a good actress with an exceptional voice. About my age, Lacey thought, maybe a little younger. She praised her enthusiastically to Tom during intermission, then asked, “Will she be riding with us to the party?” 


“No. She’s going over with the cast. She’ll meet us there.” 


I’ll be lucky to get any time with her, Lacey worried. 


K
ate and the other leads in the play were not the only “stars” at the party, Lacey realized. Tom Lynch was constantly surrounded by people. She slipped away from him to trade her wine for a Perrier, but then did not rejoin him when she saw he was with an attractive young woman from the cast. Obviously impressed by him, she was talking animatedly. 


I don’t blame her, Lacey thought. He’s good-looking, he’s smart, and he’s nice. Heather Landi apparently had been attracted to him, although the second time she wrote about him in her journal there was the suggestion that one of them was involved with someone else. 


Sipping the Perrier, she walked over to a window. The party was in a mansion in Wayzata, a decidedly upscale suburb twenty minutes from downtown Minneapolis. The well-lighted property bordered on Lake Minnetonka, and standing at the window, Lacey could see that beyond the snow-covered lawn the lake was frozen solid. 


She realized that the real estate agent in her was absorbing the details of the place—the fabulous location, the fine appointments in the eighty-year-old house. There were details in the design and construction you just don’t come by anymore—at any price—in new homes, she thought as she turned to study the living room, where nearly one hundred people were gathered without even making the room seem crowded. 


For a moment she thought longingly of her office in New York, of getting new listings, matching buyer to property, the thrill of closing a sale. I want to go home, she thought. 


Wendell Woods, the host of the party, came over to her. “It’s Miss Carroll, isn’t it?” 


He was an imposing man of about sixty with steel gray hair. 


He’s going to ask me where I’m from, Lacey thought. 


He did, and she hoped she sounded credible when she gave the well-rehearsed version of her background in Hartford. “And now I’m settled in and ready to start job hunting,” she told him. 


“What kind of job?” he asked. 


“Well, I don’t want to go back to work in a doctor’s office,” she said. “I’ve always had an idea I’d like to try my hand at real estate.” 


“That’s mostly commission income, you know. Plus you’d have to learn the area,” he said. 


“I understand that, Mr. Woods,” Lacey said. Then she smiled. “I’m a quick study.” 


He’s going to put me in touch with someone, she thought. I know he is. 


Woods took out a pen and his own business card. “Give me your phone number,” he said. “I’m going to pass it on to one of my depositors. Millicent Royce has a small agency in Edina; her assistant just left to have a baby. Maybe you two can get together.” 


Lacey gladly gave the number to him. I’m being recommended by the president of a bank and I’m supposedly new to the real estate field, she thought. If Millicent Royce is interested in meeting me, she may not bother to check references. 


When Woods turned to speak to another guest, Lacey glanced about the room. Seeing that Kate Knowles was momentarily alone, she quickly made her way to her. “You were wonderful,” she said. “I’ve seen three different productions of The
King and I, and your interpretation of Tuptim was great.” 


“I see you two have gotten together.” 


Tom Lynch had joined them. “Alice, I’m sorry,” he apologized. “I got waylaid. I didn’t mean to leave you on your own so long.” 


“Don’t worry, it worked out fine,” she told him. You
don’t know how fine, she thought. 


“Tom, I wanted a chance to visit with you,” his cousin said. “I’ve had enough of this party. Let’s take off and have a cup of coffee somewhere.” Kate Knowles smiled at Lacey. “Your friend was just telling me how good I was. I want to hear more.” 


Lacey glanced at her watch. It was one-thirty. Not wanting to stay up all night, she suggested having coffee at her place. On the drive back into Minneapolis, she insisted that Kate sit in the front seat with Tom. She was sure they wouldn’t stay long in the apartment, and at least they were getting some of the family gossip out of the way. 


How can I bring up Heather Landi’s name without seeming too abrupt? she wondered, reminding herself that Kate was only in town for a week. 


*    *    * 


“I
made these cookies this morning,” Lacey said as she set a plate on the coffee table. “Try them at your own risk. I haven’t baked since high school.” 


After she poured the coffee, she tried to steer the conversation around so that she could introduce Heather’s name. In her journal, Heather had written about meeting Tom Lynch after a performance. But if I say that I saw the show, chances are I would have remembered if I’d seen Kate in it, Lacey thought. She said, “I went down to New York about a year and a half ago and saw a revival of The Boy Friend. I read in your bio in the program tonight that you were in it, but I’m sure I’d remember if I’d seen you.” 


“You must have gone the week I was out with the flu,” Kate said. “Those were the only performances I missed.” 


Lacey tried to sound offhand. “I do remember that there was a young actress with a really fine voice in the lead. I’m trying to think of her name.” 


“Heather Landi,” Kate Knowles said promptly, turning to her cousin. “Tom, you remember her. She had a crush on you. Heather was killed in a car accident,” she said, shaking her head. “It was such a damn shame.” 


“What happened?” Lacey asked. 


“Oh, she was driving home from a ski lodge in Stowe and went off the road. Her mother, poor thing, couldn’t accept it. She came around to the theater, talking to all of us, searching for some reason behind the accident. She said that Heather had been upset about something shortly before that weekend and wanted to know if we had any idea what it was about.” 


“Did you?” Tom asked. 


Kate Knowles shrugged. “I told her that I had noticed that Heather was terribly quiet the last week before she died, and I agreed that she was worried about something. I suggested that Heather may not have been concentrating on driving when she went into the skid.” 


It’s a dead end, Lacey thought. Kate doesn’t know anything I don’t already know. 


