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AND ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

				This is the end for me and my long, wonderful association with Adrian Monk. The series of books may continue, but this is my fifteenth and final Monk book.

				The association began when Monk creator Andy Breckman hired me and my then screenwriting and producing partner William Rabkin to write an episode of the TV series titled “Mr. Monk Goes to Mexico,” which would end up being the first of three episodes we wrote for the show.

				At the time, Bill and I were about to begin writing and producing the Lifetime TV series Missing and I was deep into writing the Diagnosis Murder novels, which were based on the TV series of the same name that we’d also written and executive produced.

				When Andy was approached by NAL about writing the Monk novels, he declined the opportunity and recommended that I write them instead.

				I took the assignment, which was an insane thing to do, since it would mean writing a new book by night every ninety days, alternating between Monk and Diagnosis Murder, while also running a TV series during the day.

				That’s how much I loved Adrian Monk.

				I kept up that brutal pace for two years before finally ending the Diagnosis Murder book series.

				Andy liked my first Monk novel, Mr. Monk Goes to the Firehouse, so much that he hired Bill and me to adapt it into an episode of the TV show. The episode, titled “Mr. Monk Can’t See a Thing,” may be the first time in American TV history that a tie-in novel of a TV show has been adapted into an episode of the series . . . and by the author of the book, no less. (If it’s ever been done before, we haven’t found it. And if it has been done, it’s obviously a rare occurrence!)

				If it wasn’t for Andy’s enthusiasm and support, I doubt I would have written so many Monk novels or had so much fun doing them. He gave me his trust and the creative freedom to make the book series entirely my own, and for that I will always be grateful.

				I want to thank Kerry Donovan, who has been my editor on this series from the very beginning, my agent Gina Maccoby, who put together the deal, and my go-to medical and forensic expert, Dr. D. P. Lyle. I also regularly leaned on my “cop buddies” Paul Bishop, Lee Lofland, and Robin Burcell for their expertise on police matters, and I hope I didn’t embarrass them too much with the great liberties I took with the information they gave me.

				It’s not easy writing two books a year, particularly if you’re doing it part-time while making your living in television. I can trace my life in these books, like Mr. Monk in Outer Space and Mr. Monk Goes to Germany, both of which I wrote while writing, producing, and shooting a movie in Berlin and Cologne. They kept me sane, and out of trouble, while I was far away from home.

				For the most part, though, the time I spent on these books was time I didn’t spend with my family, particularly on this last one, which required more than a few all-nighters. So, with deep appreciation, I want to thank my wife, Valerie, and my daughter, Madison, for the sacrifices they made during the past seven years while I pretended to be a woman assisting an obsessive-compulsive detective on his investigations.

				And finally, I want to thank all of you for being such devoted readers, and for the many e-mails, letters, and kind words you’ve shared with me over the years about these books. It meant a lot to me.

				Lee Goldberg

				Los Angeles, California

				June 2012
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				[image: ] CHAPTER ONE

				Mr. Monk Is Murder

				I’d never gone so long without a murder.

				Investigating one, that is.

				In the six months since I’d moved to Summit, New Jersey, to work as a police officer, I hadn’t come across a single homicide.

				And for me, that was a major adjustment. That’s because for years I was the personal assistant to Adrian Monk, the famous detective and consultant to the San Francisco Police Department, and it seemed like we couldn’t go anywhere or do anything without getting involved in a murder investigation.

				The man was a murder magnet. It used to drive me crazy (that, and his obsessive-compulsive disorder). It didn’t matter whether we were at a family wedding, on a flight to Paris, attending a play, visiting a winery, or shopping for groceries—we’d inevitably find a corpse. He couldn’t go two days without ending up in the middle of a homicide investigation.

				And now, after all my complaining, I actually found myself missing the murders. Let me qualify that before you write me off as a terrible person. It’s not the violent loss of someone’s life that I missed, but rather the intensity, complexity, and high stakes of the investigation that often followed.

				The crimes I investigated in Summit weren’t nearly as interesting, complicated, or important as murder, which I suppose was a good thing—at least for the community I was serving, and for police Chief Randy Disher, who’d recruited me. He was formerly a lieutenant at the SFPD, where he’d been the right-hand man to Captain Leland Stottlemeyer, the guy who Monk worked for.

				Disher got to know me well while I was Monk’s assistant, but not as well as he got to know Monk’s previous assistant, Sharona Fleming. The two of them fell in love and he moved to Summit to be with her.

				Disher warned me that things moved a little slower in Summit than they did in San Francisco, and that was true. Except, of course, for the short time Monk was here, when suddenly there was an armed robbery, a firebombing, and a murder all in the space of a couple of days.

				Since then, though, the biggest crime I’d had to contend with was one that Monk, with his obsessions for cleanliness and order, would have actually considered truly heinous: I was investigating a string of laundry detergent thefts from area grocery stores, including more than twenty-five thousand dollars’ worth from a single store in Summit.

				That’s what led me to spend my day off in Sharona’s old, dented Volvo wagon in the grocery store’s parking lot, waiting for the thief to strike again. Since we were only a six-person force, I was doing the stakeout on my own. But I figured that after facing countless murderers I could handle a mere detergent thief by myself, even if he was the Professor Moriarty of his field of crime.

				Although life in Summit wasn’t particularly exciting, I still enjoyed being a cop. Next to being Monk’s assistant, it was by far the best job I’d ever had and the first one I’d earned based on my skills and proven performance rather than being something that I’d just chanced into (like working for Monk) or grabbed out of financial necessity (like every other job I’d ever had).

				So I took enormous pride in the badge and gun that I carried and the uniform that I usually wore, even if I was often bored, homesick, and lonely.

				I hadn’t had a chance to find an apartment in Summit yet, so I was living at a local hotel at a discounted “law enforcement” rate (which meant I was also the unofficial “house detective” for the hotel and got called whenever a guest got rowdy or anything disappeared). So it wasn’t as though I was living in solitude.

				And I certainly didn’t lack dating opportunities. Plenty of men in Summit hit on me—I just wasn’t interested in pursuing a relationship. I wasn’t missing out on the excitement of life in the big city, either, not with New York just a forty-five-minute train ride away.

				What I missed was San Francisco itself and my life there. I missed the fog and sourdough bread, the cable cars and the Golden Gate, the steep hills and bay windows. But most of all, I missed my twenty-year-old daughter, Julie, even though she’d moved away from home to live across the bay and attend UC Berkeley long before I left.

				Now she was on summer break and working as Monk’s temporary assistant. Julie was living in our house again since we hadn’t had any luck renting it out, and she was trying to save what little money she was earning. Nobody would ever get rich working for Adrian Monk.

				At first, I’d called her two or three times a week . . . until she stopped answering my calls. I got the subtle hint. So I cut my calls back to once every few weeks so she wouldn’t find me quite so needy and irritating.

				And as infuriating, demanding, and frustrating as Monk was, I missed him, too. I had known that I would, but I hadn’t expected to miss him quite so much.

				He’d called me a few times since I’d moved, mostly to talk about Julie. He’d usually start by saying what a great assistant she was, and then complain that her car was a rolling death trap (because the tires on her car were a mix of brands and didn’t have matching tread designs) or that she drank smoothies (he was afraid of milk and couldn’t stand the idea of various fruits being blended together) or that she expressed a wanton disregard for human decency (for wearing a bracelet on one wrist without a matching one on the other). These were all deficiencies in her character that naturally he attributed to lazy parenting on my part.

				You’d think that infuriating diatribes like that would make me thankful that I was a few thousand miles away from him, but the anger and irritation he caused only made me more homesick.

				It’s crazy, I know.

				And I had to keep my craziness a secret from both Julie and Monk.

				So I pumped Ellen Morse for information about them during her biweekly trips from San Francisco back to Summit to manage her store, Poop, where she sold products made from excrement, including shampoo, artwork, stationery, incense, and even coffee. She’d opened a second store in San Francisco just to be closer to Monk, who’d improbably and miraculously started a relationship with her during the short time that he was in Summit, despite the fact that he was repulsed by what she did for a living.

				But Ellen was slightly obsessive-compulsive herself, at least as far as symmetry and organization went, and loved Monk, though she was frustrated by his crippling fear of intimacy. They hadn’t kissed yet and he’d held her hand only once, just long enough to give it a squeeze, and then had immediately slathered his hands with disinfectant cream, which killed not only germs but also the slightest shred of romance.

				The way I looked at it, Ellen was lucky he touched her at all, considering she regularly handled poop products—such as fossilized dinosaur dung and greeting cards made from buffalo crap—with her bare hands. She’d repeatedly assured Monk that the products were totally safe and sanitary, but he didn’t see how that was possible if they were derived from poop. Intellectually, I knew she was right. But instinctively, even I had to side with Monk.

				He was on my mind while I sat on that boring stakeout because of the nature of the crime that I was investigating—detergent thefts—and because in a few short days I would be back in San Francisco, taking an early vacation to attend the wedding of Monk’s agoraphobic brother, Ambrose. He was marrying Yuki, his ex-con, biker-chick girlfriend and live-in assistant.

				That was bound to be a memorable event.

				Before I could give much thought to it, my attention was drawn to a short man in his thirties wearing an untucked red flannel shirt over a gray hoodie. He was rushing out of the grocery store and pushing a cart filled with jugs of Tide detergent.

				I was pretty sure he hadn’t paid for any of it and that he’d managed to slip past the busy cashiers without being noticed. So I got out of my car and met him just as he popped the trunk on a 2005 Chevy Malibu with badly oxidized blue paint. Monk would have arrested him just for the lousy paint job.

				The man was jittery, and all his facial features looked like they were crammed way too close together, as if his head had been scrunched by some heavy object, so he appeared to be wincing even before I pulled out my badge and flashed it at him.

				“Excuse me, sir. I’m Natalie Teeger, Summit Police,” I said. “What’s your name?”

				“Jack Badelaire,” he said.

				“Can I see some ID?”

				“What’s the problem?” He took out his wallet and handed me his driver’s license. He was indeed Jack Badelaire, and a resident of Summit.

				“I’ve never seen anybody buy so much detergent at one time,” I said.

				He shrugged. “I’m a very clean person.”

				He obviously didn’t know who he was talking to. I got right in his face. “The hell you are. I spent years working for Adrian Monk, the cleanest man on earth. He wipes his bottles of disinfectant with disinfectant. He cleans his brooms after every use and replaces them weekly. He washes his doorknobs in the dishwasher. Once a year, he removes his flooring and scrubs the concrete foundation underneath. So don’t you dare tell me that you’re a very clean person, because compared to him, you live in filth.”

				He looked frightened now, and not because I was a cop who’d caught him committing a crime. He thought he was dealing with an armed lunatic. Perhaps he was.

				“I know,” he said. “That’s why I need detergent.”

				“All this is for you?”

				“I have a big, dirty family.”

				I nodded. “Can I see your receipt?”

				He made an elaborate show of looking through his wallet and his pockets. “I must have lost it.”

				“No problem. We’ll just go back inside the store and find your cashier. I’m sure she’ll remember you. It’s not often they get a guy buying a dozen jugs of Tide.”

				“I think she went on break,” he said.

				“Then we’ll ask the manager to call up your transaction on the register.”

				He licked his lips and shifted his weight. “You know, I am so tired and distracted, it’s possible I might have forgotten to pay. It’s very hectic in the store today. I can go back inside and pay now.”

				“Let me tell you what’s going to happen, Mr. Badelaire. I’m going to arrest you for shoplifting. Then I’m going to look through weeks of store security footage, and we both know I’ll discover that you’ve forgotten to pay for cartloads of detergent many times, so the charge against you is going to become felony theft, and you’ll end up doing hard time in prison. Of course, there’s another way we can handle this.”

				“You can let me off with a stern warning?”

				“You can tell me where you were going to deliver the detergent and agree to be a prosecution witness against the others in the ring. You could get off with just restitution and probation, though that will ultimately be up to the DA and the judge.”

				“What makes you think there’s a ring?”

				“Well, I sure hope there is, for your sake,” I said. “Otherwise you’re going straight to prison.”

				I think he grimaced, but it was hard to tell with that scrunched-up face of his.

				“There’s a ring,” he said.

				“I thought there might be,” I said.

				• • •
The U-Store-It facility outside of town was composed of three long, flat-roofed, one-story, cinder-block buildings that contained dozens of individual storage units, each about the size of a single-car garage, with roll-up corrugated-metal doors that were painted orange.

				There was a tall fence topped with razor wire around the property and only one gated entryway for cars. The walk-in gate, however, was propped open with a brick, so people like me could get in without having to punch in the required code. That seemed like a mighty big security breach, but there was a reason for it.

				An open storage unit at the end of one of the long rows was attracting a steady flow of people, mostly women. The ones who were leaving the unit carried grocery bags or were pushing shopping carts I recognized as having been borrowed from Costco and several other local big-box stores. The carts and bags were full of diapers, shampoo, and laundry detergent.

				I approached the storage unit, looking like a weary, beaten-down single mother without much cash. It wasn’t a hard performance for me to pull off. I’d had plenty of experience in that role.

				The storage unit was laid out like a mini-mart, with metal shelving along the walls and one freestanding set down the middle. A young Asian woman in a T-shirt and jeans sat on a folding chair behind a card table with a cash register on top. She was reading a tattered Michael Connelly paperback. I wondered whether the book was stolen, too. Behind her, listening to an iPod, stood a big Hispanic guy in a tight tank top that showed off all his muscles and tats. I guess he was there to prevent shoplifting from the shoplifters. I wondered whether he’d paid for the music on his iPod or if it was pirated.

				The cashier glanced at me and said, by rote, “Everything is half off the ticketed price.”

				“Thanks,” I said, and went inside.

				I browsed the shelves. They sold soap and cleaning supplies, mostly, along with some basic foods such as flour, rice, and breakfast cereal. A refrigerator in the back was filled with jugs of milk. The thieves didn’t even bother hiding where their merchandise had come from or what it actually cost. Each item was still marked with the original price stickers from the stores they were stolen from. In fact, the information was a selling point to their cash-strapped clientele.

				I knew it was a profitable enterprise. They paid an army of shoplifters twenty percent of the retail price of the items they stole, and then sold the items for half price. It doesn’t sound like much, but the profits could really add up. They made five dollars tax free on every fifty-ounce bottle of Tide that they sold.

				Part of me felt guilty for what I was about to do. The only reason that this underground market existed and thrived was because so many people in the present economy simply couldn’t afford to pay full price for milk, soap, and other basic necessities.

				I grabbed a bottle of Tide and took it to the front table. “Do you take credit cards?”

				The woman looked up at me from her book and sneered. “Cash only.”

				“Do you give a law enforcement discount?” I reached into my purse and pulled out my badge.

				The woman, and the four other customers in the store, bolted. But the big Hispanic guy was resigned to his fate. He stayed where he was and raised his hands in surrender. He’d probably been in trouble with the law before and didn’t want to add resisting arrest to his offenses.

				While I read him his rights and handcuffed him, the woman was nabbed by the two uniformed police officers who were waiting at the gate, the only way out of the property. I’d called them in for backup before I’d arrived.

				By the time I got to the gate with my prisoner, the cashier was in the backseat of the patrol car and Chief Disher had pulled up in his police-issue SUV.

				Disher was in his late forties, but he had a boyish quality that made him look easily half his age. And when he was dressed in uniform, as he was now, complete with his wide-brimmed ranger-style hat, he looked like a kid in a costume. The big goofy smile on his boyish face only underscored that impression.

				“Great work, Natalie,” he said. “It wouldn’t surprise me if this arrest brings down the entire criminal enterprise.”

				“Thanks, but it’s hardly the French Connection,” I said as I put my prisoner in the backseat of the patrol car. “They’re selling stolen laundry detergent and low-fat milk, not cocaine and heroin.”

				“Yeah,” said the woman in the backseat. “You should be going after real criminals.”

				“You are a real criminal, lady,” Disher said, then slammed the door and turned to me. “You’re not looking at the big picture.”

				“There’s a big picture?”

				He led me away from the car. “I’ll bet my badge that this isn’t the only underground store this ring is operating. We’ll cut a deal with the woman you just arrested and she’ll sing like Adele and bring down the whole operation to save herself. The Summit Chamber of Commerce and the New Jersey Grocers Association are going to be very grateful to you.”

				“That’s my dream.” I gestured to the four frightened customers who were being interviewed by the uniformed officers. “What about them? They are probably working for minimum wage or less. Their only crime is just trying to get by.”

				Disher glanced at them. “I understand how you feel and you don’t have to worry—we’re not going to arrest them. But these thefts cost legitimate businesses tens of thousands of dollars, and to make up those losses, they cut back on employees or close stores, putting more people in the same lousy financial situation as those folks are in who were shopping here today.”

				He had a good point. “I hadn’t thought of it that way.”

				“Not only that, but petty thieves and drug addicts swarm to areas where they know they can make a quick buck selling shoplifted items, and that causes a domino effect in crime. We don’t want that element here.”

				“You’ve given this a lot of thought,” I said.

				“That’s why I wear the big hat,” he said. “This may not be the most exciting investigation you’ve ever been a part of, and laundry detergent may not be as sexy as recovering blood diamonds, rescuing a kidnapped child, or catching a serial killer, but this is what real, street-level law enforcement is all about. And most impressive of all, you did it on your own time. You should be proud of yourself.”

				Maybe so, but I wasn’t feeling it.

				I remembered the satisfaction, the pure adrenaline rush that I felt every single time I helped Monk solve a murder, particularly on those cases that seemed utterly unsolvable.

				This felt nothing like it. Nor did any of the other arrests I’d made or crimes that I’d solved since I got to Summit.

				I was beginning to wonder if I’d ever feel that way again, or if it was even possible without Monk.
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				Mr. Monk and His Assistant

				While I was in Summit, hot on the trail of laundry detergent thieves, life was going on as usual for Monk, Julie, and my friends in the San Francisco Police Department.

				Which brings me to the story of a BMW 320i parked on a downtown street. The roof was flattened and the windows were shattered. That’s what happens when a two-hundred-pound weight is dropped on the ultimate driving machine from seventeen stories up.

				But when that two-hundred-pound weight is a human body, it also creates a gory mess that draws a crowd of shocked onlookers and a swarm of crime scene investigators and homicide detectives.

				And if it happens in San Francisco, it also draws Adrian Monk.

				He was standing still beside the BMW, but his attention wasn’t on the corpse. He was staring at a gleaming silver 2004 Mercedes CLK Brabus parked across the street.

				My daughter, Julie, was a couple yards away, checking her e-mail on her iPhone. She wasn’t uncomfortable around crime scenes, but she wasn’t eager to hang around dead bodies, either. Besides, she figured her job was getting Monk to the body, not examining it with him.

				But she knew it was her responsibility to run interference for Monk, to make sure that he was free of distractions so he could concentrate on the task at hand, so when she glanced up and saw that he wasn’t walking around the body, looking for clues, she sighed, stuck her phone in her back pocket, and walked over to him.

				“What’s the problem, Mr. Monk?”

				“I’m revolted,” he said.

				“You can’t see most of the body,” she said. “It’s under a tarp. Only his feet are sticking out. But his shoes are clean and his laces are tied.”

				“I’m not talking about the body,” Monk said.

				Julie followed his gaze to the Mercedes across the street.

				If it were me, at that point I’d have tried to figure out what Monk found objectionable about the car, then attempted to make him see how petty and irrelevant the problem was compared to the dead body that was right in front of him.

				It was an argument I would lose, which meant I’d have to find the owner of the car, then convince whoever it was to fix whatever was dirty, crooked, or imbalanced about the Mercedes, and then get Monk to calm down and focus on the investigation.

				But my daughter took a different approach. She slipped her messenger bag off her shoulder, went over to the forensic unit van, foraged around inside it as if it were her own, and emerged with a folded blue tarp, which she carefully spread out evenly over the Mercedes so that it was completely covered.

				Then she walked back over to Monk. “Is that better?”

				“Thank you,” he said. “But you need to make a note to have a police officer deal with that before we go.”

				“Will do,” she said.

				“You don’t know what I am talking about, do you?”

				She shrugged. “I’ll just have them tow the car. That should solve the problem.”

				“But the back rests in the front seats will still be at different angles and the headrests at different heights.”

				“Yes, but the car won’t be on the street anymore. Besides, having it towed will teach the owner an important lesson,” Julie said. “Now he’ll know not to leave his car without first making sure that all the seats and headrests are in the same position.”

				Monk thought about it for a moment, then nodded with approval. “You’re right. Good thinking.”

				She smiled. “Just doing my job.”

				It was a job that was only supposed to last for a week or two, just until Monk found someone to replace me. But at the time the unemployment rate in California, a state teetering on bankruptcy, was at historic highs and she needed work, so she stuck with him.

				It was a smooth transition for her. Julie didn’t have to apply for a job, try to impress anybody, or learn new skills. Monk was like family. So unlike me, when she started working for him, she was already familiar with every bizarre facet of his obsessive-compulsive disorder. She wasn’t startled by his behavior, confused by his arcane rules, or baffled by his phobias. It was life as usual for her.

				And she certainly wasn’t uncomfortable around cops. Captain Stottlemeyer was like an uncle to her and she thought that his right-hand man, Lieutenant Amy Devlin, a former undercover detective with whom I had a rocky relationship, was probably the coolest woman she’d ever met.

				It was a smooth transition for Monk, too. He’d known Julie since she was a little girl. And having her there almost made it feel like I hadn’t really left him. It kept a big part of me in his life, even if I was thousands of miles away. Besides, he didn’t like change. Sticking with her meant he didn’t have to make any effort to find someone else or let a stranger into his life.

				But their working relationship was definitely different from the one that he and I had. For one thing, Julie wasn’t nearly as stressed out by him as I was. Nor was she as accommodating to his needs. Her attitude was that he was a grown man and that she was his assistant, not his babysitter. And this was her job, not her life.

				Not only had she grown up around Monk, but more important, she’d grown up around me working for Monk, and she wasn’t going to make the same mistakes that I had.

				While Monk walked slowly around the BMW, his hands out in front of him, framing the scene like a director picking his shots, Julie stayed on the sidewalk and texted Devlin, who was with Captain Stottlemeyer in the victim’s seventeenth-floor apartment, telling her what they were up to.

				Devlin sent back a text telling her to come up to the apartment with Monk as soon as he was done surveying the scene.

				Unlike my daughter, I wouldn’t have been standing around texting. I would have been right beside Monk, evidence baggies and wipes at the ready, trying to see for myself what the clues were. I involved myself in the cases.

				Not Julie.

				She was more interested in getting home and salvaging what was left of her Saturday night. The call from Captain Stottlemeyer had interrupted her date with Ricky Capshaw, an aspiring singer, who was still in our living room watching movies on Netflix.

				Monk took tweezers from his pocket and used them to pick up a pair of glasses from the street. Both of the lenses were cracked and one of the arms was broken. He held the glasses up in front of his eyes and squinted at them, then waved his hand at Julie. She knew what that meant.

				She took an evidence baggie from her messenger bag and held it open for Monk. He dropped the glasses inside. “What’s so special about the glasses?”

				“Nothing,” Monk said. “They are common reading glasses.”

				“So why are we bagging them?” She sealed the baggie and stowed it.

				“He might have been wearing them when he fell.”

				“Is that significant?”

				Monk shrugged, then tipped his head toward the corpse’s feet, which were sticking out from under the tarp on top of the car. They reminded Julie of the Wicked Witch’s feet peeking out from under Dorothy’s house after it landed in Munchkinland. She half expected the feet to curl up and disappear underneath the tarp.

				“He wears size eight shoes,” Monk said. “They’re New Balance 622s.”

				“What about them?”

				“They are very clean,” he said. “And a fine brand.”

				“So?”

				“It shows he was a decent man,” Monk said. “What else do we know about him?”

				“All I was told was that his name was David Zuzelo and that he either fell, jumped, or was pushed from his apartment balcony,” Julie said.

				“Which apartment was his?”

				Julie pointed up. “Seventeenth floor, second balcony on the left.”

				Monk staggered back and closed his eyes. Heights made him dizzy, even from the ground. “I’m going to need four bottles of Fiji water and fifty disinfectant wipes.”

				That’s because he was afraid of elevators, which meant that he’d be taking the stairs to the seventeenth floor, counting each step and disinfecting the handrail with a wet wipe as he went along. The Fiji waters, the only water he drank (and brushed his teeth with), were to hydrate him during his climb.

				If this had been Saturday afternoon, Julie would have wished him luck and told him she’d meet him at the apartment later. And while he was climbing, she’d have gone to a Starbucks, bought a coffee, and made a few calls before taking the elevator up to the apartment.

				But it was Saturday night, her boyfriend was on our couch at home, and she didn’t want to waste time.

				“I have a better idea,” she said. She tapped a key on her iPhone, then held the device up in front of the two of them. Julie’s iPhone was connected to the apartment’s wireless network and so was Devlin’s. An instant later Devlin appeared live on screen and they could see each other thanks to FaceTime.

				“Are you two ready to come up?” Devlin asked. Her hair looked like she’d cut it herself blindfolded and using hedge shears. She was not a woman who cared much about her appearance. Not that she needed to. She was in great shape and had perfect skin, except for a few little scars here and there from the fights she’d been in.

				“Mr. Monk won’t get in an elevator, so he’d have to take the stairs all the way up, which he’d be glad to do,” Julie said. “But since the apartment is on the seventeenth floor, that adds an unnecessary risk.”

				Monk smiled at Julie with pride. She knew him so well.

				Devlin looked bewildered. “What’s the risk?”

				As far as Devlin was concerned, risk in any situation was a plus. It’s why she became a cop.

				Monk leaned in so his face appeared on-camera. “This is Adrian Monk speaking.”

				“Yes, I know,” Devlin said. “I can see you.”

				“The risk is that it’s an odd-numbered floor,” Monk said. “Very high up.”

				“So?”

				“Look what happened to David Zuzelo,” Monk said.

				“It’s not going to happen to you,” Devlin said.

				“It could,” Monk said. “Or worse.”

				“What could be worse than dying?” Devlin asked.

				“I have a list,” Monk said. “It’s indexed. You can borrow Captain Stottlemeyer’s copy.”

				“No, she can’t.” Stottlemeyer leaned in close to Devlin so his face was on-camera, too. Devlin moved the iPhone at arm’s length to include him. Even so, at the angle she was holding her phone, Stottlemeyer seemed to be peering over his own bushy mustache to look at us. “It’s a family heirloom. You know it never leaves the locked display case in our living room.”

				The sarcasm was wasted on Monk, who didn’t understand it and couldn’t recognize it. But that didn’t stop people from using it on him anyway, mostly as a way to alleviate the stress he caused them.

				“So you understand why I can’t come up,” Monk said. “Naturally, it would be different if the apartment was on the sixteenth or eighteenth floor.”

				“Even you can’t tell what happened to the guy without seeing where it happened,” Stottlemeyer said.

				“There’s a simple solution. All the apartments are identical,” Monk said. “Only the furnishings are different. There’s a vacancy on the fourteenth floor. You can re-create his apartment there and call me when you’re done.”

				“That’s your simple solution,” Stottlemeyer said.

				“You can thank me later,” Monk said.

				“Get your ass up here, Monk, or I will have two officers handcuff you and bring you up in the elevator.”

				“That won’t be necessary, Leland,” Julie said. She was far less formal with Stottlemeyer than I was. He’d asked her to refer to him by his first name before she’d started working for Monk and she saw no reason to change now. Besides, the captain didn’t seem to mind the informality. But I knew it bothered Monk. “You can show him the apartment with the iPhone camera. He can tell you what he wants to see.”

				“Sure, we can give it a try,” Stottlemeyer said, then looked at Devlin. “You up for it?”

				“Of course I am,” she said. “If this works, maybe he’ll never come to another crime scene again.”

				Julie looked at Monk. “Are you willing to try it?”

				He rolled his shoulders. “I suppose it couldn’t hurt.”

				“All right,” Devlin said. “Where do we start?”

				“Walk in the front door, just like I would,” Monk said. “While you are on your way, what can you tell us about Mr. Zuzelo?”

				“He’s single, lives alone, and taught math at Northgate High School in Walnut Creek for thirty years until his retirement,” Devlin said, keeping the camera on her face as she went to the door. “He inherited this apartment from his mother.”

				“What do you think happened to him?” Monk asked.
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