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When Mickey Dade discovers the body of Dominic Como, he sees this as his chance to prove himself. He’s been stuck behind a desk at Wyatt Hunt’s private investigative service, The Hunt Club, but now seizes the opportunity to work on a real case.


Como was one of San Francisco’s most high-profile fundraisers and one suspect in the case is Como’s business associate, Alicia Thorpe – young, gorgeous, and the sister of one of Mickey’s friends.


As Mickey and Hunt are pulled into the case, they soon learn that Como was involved in some highly suspect deals. And the lovely Alicia knows more about this – and more about Como – than she’s letting on.


As the case reaches its nail-biting conclusion, Mickey Dade finds his world crumbling around him as he learns the hard lessons Hunt knows only too well.
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      By John Lescroart

      
Sunburn

Son of Holmes

Rasputin’s Revenge

Dead Irish

The Vig

Hard Evidence

The 13th Juror

A Certain Justice

Guilt

The Mercy Rule

Nothing But the Truth

The Hearing

The Oath

The First Law

The Second Chair

The Motive

The Hunt Club

The Suspect

Betrayal

A Plague of Secrets

Treasure Hunt

Damage

The Hunter





      
      
      
      ‘His characters speak in crisp dialogue, and his ending packs a surprise within a surprise’

St Louis Post-Dispatch

      
      ‘Grisham and Turow remain the two best-known writers in the genre. There is, however, a third novelist at work today who deserves
         to be considered alongside Turow and Grisham. His name is John Lescroart’

Chicago Sun-Times

      
      ‘The real star of Treasure Hunt is San Francisco in all its social and political complexity, which serves as more than a mere backdrop for the mystery. Bay
         Area details permeate the story like the local fog, and the city becomes an integral character, complete with secrets of its
         own’

Entertainment Weekly

      
      ‘True legal thriller storytelling’

San Francisco Chronicle

      
      ‘[A] sharp-edged portrait of the myriad temptations San Francisco offers citizens with money and power’

Kirkus

      
      ‘Lescroart’s books are high entertainment, with accurate legal and police procedures leading the action’

Sacramento Bee


      Praise for the novels of John Lescroart:

      
      A Plague of Secrets

‘The best yet in today’s best legal thriller series’

Lee Child

      
      Betrayal

‘Easily usurps the latest from Grisham and Turow’

Providence Journal-Bulletin

      
      The Suspect

The American Authors Association 2007 Book of the Year ‘An intriguing puzzle’

Richmond Times-Dispatch

      
      The Hunt Club

‘A fast-paced tale of high-society intrigue and street-savvy suspense’

The Washington Post Book World

      
      
      The Motive

‘Unfolds like a classic Law & Order’

Entertainment Weekly

      
      The Second Chair

‘Lescroart gives his ever-growing readership another spellbinder to savor’

Library Journal

      
      The First Law

‘Lescroart again lands in the top tier of crime fiction’

Publishers Weekly

      
      The Oath

‘A terrific crime story’

People

      
      The Hearing

‘A spine-tingling legal thriller’

Larry King, USA Today

      
      Nothing But the Truth

‘Riveting . . . one of Lescroart’s best tales yet’

Chicago Tribune


      The Mercy Rule

‘Well-written, well-plotted, well-done’

Nelson DeMille

      
      Guilt

‘Begin Guilt over a weekend. . . . If you start during the workweek, you will be up very, very late, and your pleasure will be tainted
         with, well, guilt’

Philadelphia Inquirer

      
      A Certain Justice

‘A gifted writer . . . I read him with great pleasure’
Richard North Patterson

      
      The 13th Juror

‘Fast-paced . . . sustains interest to the very end’

The Wall Street Journal

      
      Hard Evidence

‘Engrossing . . . compulsively readable’

San Francisco Chronicle

      
      Dead Irish

‘Full of all the things I like. Lescroart’s a pro’

Jonathan Kellerman

      



      
      
      To Kathryn Detzer, Andy Jalakas, and again (always)
to Lisa M. Sawyer

      



      
      
      
      Acknowledgments

      
      While casting about for an idea that would drive this book, I was hoping to be able to include an element or two that was
         more or less pure fun. I have found that when you’re writing about very serious issues, such as abuse of charity funds and
         murder, it adds to a book’s readability and enjoyment if there’s something else going on besides the heavy stuff. My muse
         (aka my wife, Lisa Sawyer) suggested I include a whole bunch of restaurants, San Francisco being such a great restaurant town.
         This struck me as such a good idea that I considered naming this book Thirty Restaurants and setting every scene in an eating establishment. Fortunately, I didn’t carry the conceit that far. But I did decide that
         my main character, Mickey Dade, wanted to be not a private eye, but a chef. Since cooking has long been one of my own passions,
         I knew I could bring a certain authority, and definitely some fun, to that approach.
      

      
      But there is a nearly unbridgeable chasm between recreational cooks and professional chefs. Since I am definitely one of the
         former, I didn’t have a good idea of the mind-set and ambitions demanded of the latter. I was mentioning this to a friend,
         Laurie Lovely (her real name!), at my workout club, and she suggested I take a look at Michael Ruhlman’s The Making of a Chef. It was a terrific book and set me well on the way to knowing who Mickey Dade was and what he was made of. I wish I could have incorporated more of the fascinating life of a chef-in-training in this book,
         but my story was after all about murder and corporate malfeasance and I didn’t want to burden my readers with too many distractions.
      

      
      Serendipity then intervened again in the guise of an article by Terri Hardy that ran in the Sacramento Bee about some questionable practices with the bookkeeping and business practices of a well-known charity that I won’t name here.
         But I did call Terri and speak to her at length about her research and discoveries, and I’d like to thank her for providing
         the key that unlocked the door to the real meat of this novel. I’d also like to thank another journalist, Michelle Durand,
         columnist and reporter for the San Mateo Daily Journal, who contributed some anecdotal information on ducks and ground squirrels (really!) that got the book off and running.
      

      
      As in all of my books, Al Giannini continues to contribute mightily from the planning stages right up through the final editing.
         Al knows just about everything about criminal law that there is to know, and is unstinting in his generosity in sharing that
         knowledge with me. If these novels read like they’re written by somebody who knows the ins and outs of the criminal justice
         system, and I hope they do, it is due largely to Al’s efforts and insights.
      

      
      Other friends who added to this novel in one way or the other include Max Byrd, John M. Poswall, Don Matheson, Peter J. and
         Donna Diedrich, Dr. Mark Detzer, and Bob Zaro. Peter S. Dietrich, MD, MPH, has once again vetted the book for medical issues.
         And my assistant, Anita Boone, continues to lighten my days and my workload by being among the most competent, efficient,
         and cheerful people on the planet. In ways too numerous and too intangible to mention, my two children, Justine Rose Lescroart and Jack Sawyer
         Lescroart, play a huge role in the gestation and creation of all of these books. Thank you.
      

      
      This is the tenth book of mine to be published by Dutton, and I couldn’t be happier in my ‘home’ here. So many people at this
         company work diligently to see that these books find an enthusiastic, loyal, and large readership, and I’m grateful to one
         and all. The professionalism, style, and taste that are the hallmarks of the organisation are second to none in the publishing
         industry; and more than that, the people here are just simply a joy to work with. So once again, I’d like to shout out a thanks
         to my publisher, Brian Tart, the marketing team of Christine Ball and Carrie Swetonic, Melissa Miller, Signet/NAL paperback
         publisher Kara Welsh, Phil Budnick, Rick Pascocello, and the mega-talented cover designer Rich Hasselberger (who has outdone
         himself on Treasure Hunt). My editor, Ben Sevier, is smart, sensitive, insightful, and fun, and I hope nothing more than that we get to keep doing
         these books together for a very, very long time.
      

      
      Karen Hlavacek and Peggy Nauts both were fantastic in catching those last little mistakes that so badly seem to want to creep
         into books even after a hundred people have read and edited them. Thanks to both of you for making the final book as clean
         as it can be.
      

      
      Mick and Nancy Neshek have generously contributed to the naming of one of the characters in this book on behalf of the Sacramento
         Library Foundation.
      

      
      Finally, Barney Karpfinger remains my great friend and tireless supporter. He is also, not incidentally, the finest literary
         agent there is. I am humbled and grateful to be working with him.
      

      
      
      I very much like to hear from my readers, and invite all of you to please visit me at my Web site, www.johnlescroart.com,
         with comments, questions, or interests. Also, if you are on Facebook, please join me on my official page.
      

      
   



      
      

      
      It is one thing . . . that business between men and women, and there are many other more important things, including food.

      
      Alexander McCall Smith

      



      
      
      1

      
      THE DAY HE found the body, Mickey Dade woke up under a tree on Mount Tamalpais.
      

      
      Sleeping outside a few nights a week had been going on as a regular thing with him for about four months now. He always kept
         a sleeping bag in his used Camaro’s trunk anyway, and starting around mid-May, when the weather got nice everywhere but in
         San Francisco proper, he’d finish work and leave town in whatever direction struck his fancy.
      

      
      Even in the urbanised, overcrowded Bay Area, there were innumerable places a guy could simply pull over, park, and crash on
         the ground under cover of trees or bushes or in the hollow of a sand dune in one of the city or county or even national parks,
         at the beaches, off back roads, even in the quiet ‘neighborhood watch’ suburbs.
      

      
      Monday the past week, while it was still light out he’d driven down to Woodside, an exclusive semirural enclave nestled into
         the foothills behind Palo Alto, and slept out under an old stone bridge over a dry creek bed. Two days later, he’d parked
         a couple hundred feet down an unnamed, little-used dirt track cut into the woods behind Burlingame around Crystal Springs
         Reservoir. Last night, he’d gone north into Marin County, got halfway up Mount Tamalpais, and pulled under an old low-hanging
         scrub oak in a forgotten and unpaved parking lot.
      

      
      
      He always woke up at first light, so this morning he was on the Golden Gate Bridge by the time the sun cleared the hills behind
         Oakland. He had his iPod coming through his speakers. It was mid-September, and as usual this time of year, the coastal fog
         was taking a break. The morning clarity under the cloudless sky was startling. Mickey could easily make out the tiny dots
         of the Farallons twenty-some miles away over the deceptively still Pacific.
      

      
      He exited the bridge and soon found himself on Marina, cruising through the streets. The closely set, well-maintained, beautiful
         low-rise homes stirred some vestigial gene he must have picked up somewhere. Just driving through a neighborhood of real honest-to-God
         stand-alone homes always filled him with something like contentment, although it wasn’t quite that; it was more like hope
         that contentment and physical security were among life’s possibilities.
      

      
      This was something Mickey didn’t have much personal experience with. He couldn’t remember ever having lived in anything but
         an apartment house, although his parents had apparently rented a small bungalow in the Sunset before their divorce. His sister,
         Tamara, said she vaguely remembered that house. But she was two years older than he was. Mickey had been only two when his
         mom had taken them from their father and moved out.
      

      
      But Mickey didn’t get time to enjoy the Marina architecture this morning. A crowd was clogging the street up by the Palace
         of Fine Arts. At this location, he thought somebody was probably shooting a movie – the Palace had been a setting in both
         Vertigo and The Rock, among a host of other films. People loved the old domed structure that had been constructed for the Panama-Pacific Exhibition
         back in 1915. With its classical columns and its reflecting lagoon, the spot conjured both urban elegance and a hint of mystery.
         So he pulled into the Yacht Club parking lot, where he knew you could always get a spot at this time of the morning.
      

      
      When Mickey got out of his car, he was surprised that the noises carrying from down by the Palace seemed distinctly ominous
         and angry. Someone was giving harsh orders on a bullhorn. He heard a full-throated chorus of discontent – maybe actors and
         extras emoting, but he didn’t think so.
      

      
      Mostly, it sounded like a fight.

      
      From the outskirts of the crowd, Mickey could make out at least three distinct groups, not including the vans from two of
         the local television stations.
      

      
      The police, at least twenty of them, six of them mounted on horseback, held a line near the shoreline of the lagoon. The nonequestrian
         cops were turned out in ‘hats and bats’ – full assault gear, helmets with tinted face masks, batons out. A larger, homogeneous,
         and clearly hostile group of maybe fifty citizens milled around on the sloping banks of the lagoon as if waiting for instructions
         to charge the police line. In front of them, a tall bearded guy in camo gear was right up in the face of the lead cop with
         the bullhorn. Finally, down by the water’s edge, a smaller group of perhaps twenty people in the uniforms of the city’s Parks
         and Recreation Department huddled fearfully by a small fleet of rowboats laden with what looked like netting of some kind.
      

      
      The camo guy started a chant, ‘Hell, no, don’t let them go!’ and in seconds the crowd was in full throat behind him, pressing forward toward the police line. The cops brought up their batons as the bullhorn exhorted the crowd to ‘Back
         away! Back away!’
      

      
      ‘Hell, no, don’t let them go!’

      
      A white-haired man in a bathrobe and tennis shoes with his arms crossed and wearing a bemused expression stood on a lawn across
         the street. Mickey sidled up next to him. ‘What’s going on?’ he asked.
      

      
      The man shook his head. ‘Idiots.’

      
      ‘Who?’

      
      ‘All of ’em.’

      
      ‘But what’s it about?’

      
      The man looked over, askance. ‘You don’t know about the ducks? Where you been?’

      
      ‘What about the ducks?’

      
      ‘They’re moving ‘em, or trying to.’ He shook his head again. ‘Lunatics. Stupid idea, bad planning, insane timing. But what
         else do you expect nowadays, huh? You really don’t know about this? Moving the ducks down to Foster City?’
      

      
      ‘Ahh.’ So that’s what this was. Mickey had read all about it over the past few months, but hadn’t realised that it was coming
         to a head so soon. Now the whole story came back to him.
      

      
      The city had approved a $22 million restoration for the Palace and its grounds, and part of that project included buttressing
         the remainder of the shoreline of the lagoon, most of which was already bounded by a low rock-and-concrete wall. But the rest
         of the shoreline, closest in toward the Palace itself, had become degraded over time – in the past year alone, a couple of
         kids had fallen in when the banks had collapsed under them. It wasn’t so much dangerous as it opened the city to possible litigation issues, and so the supervisors had given the plan the green light,
         and put up $7.5 million to get the project started. The rest would, somehow, be funded by private benefactors. And lo, it
         had come to pass.
      

      
      But to do any of this work, first the lagoon had to be drained.

      
      Enter the ducks. And the San Francisco Palace Duck Coalition. And a former Berkeley tree sitter who, for the present campaign,
         had adopted the nom de guerre of Eric Canard. Mickey only now came to recognise the man in his camo gear. Usually he did photo ops in a full duck suit.
      

      
      The Palace ducks, of course, along with its swans, herons, seagulls, and other birds, called the lagoon home. And if the lagoon
         were drained, Canard had argued to the Board of Supervisors, they would become homeless. Temporarily, but truly. And in a
         city that prided itself on being a haven to the homeless, this was simply unacceptable.
      

      
      So the supervisors, caving in – to widespread derision in the media and on the street – had set about finding a solution to
         the problem. In spite of the fact that San Francisco had several nice and completely serviceable ponds, those ponds had their
         own populations of ducks whose environments, Canard argued, would be compromised by the wholesale relocation of the Palace
         ducks to their own home waters. So, eventually, the decision was made to relocate the ducks to Foster City, a residential
         community with Venice-like canals, and few permanent resident ducks, twenty miles south down the Peninsula.
      

      
      This would have been a workable, though of course still wildly foolish, idea except for one thing: Six months before, Foster
         City had encountered its own problem with its indigenous ground-squirrel population. These animals were burrowing in the city’s levees and destroying them, threatening
         homes with the very real possibility of imminent flooding. In response to this crisis, Foster City had decided to poison the
         levee-dwelling critters en masse. This slaughter passed largely unnoticed in Foster City itself, but did not escape the keen
         eye of Eric Canard. And when San Francisco announced its intention to remove its Palace ducks to Foster City, Canard had gone
         ballistic.
      

      
      Surely, if the ducks were sent to Foster City, the heartless bureaucrats there would not treasure and protect them. These
         people had shown their true colors around the plight of defenseless animals and would obviously treat the ducks as they had
         treated their own squirrels if given half a chance. And Canard was not going to let that happen.
      

      
      So he’d sued. And lost.

      
      And had threatened to sue again. Which gave the city a window in which to make its move.

      
      Across the street, the chant was wearing down, but Mickey could still hear a strong voice – undoubtedly Canard – yelling now
         at the lead cop.
      

      
      ‘So how’d this start today?’ Mickey asked the old man. ‘I thought it was still in the courts.’

      
      ‘No. The brains down at City Hall decided they’d just go ahead and round up the birds. The whole thing is nuts. And it’s all
         moot anyway. They started draining the lake a couple of days ago before they were ready for the ducks – in secret, I might
         add, and that’s never a good idea – so word got out to Canard and his people that something was happening down here, and the
         whack jobs started gathering before sunrise this morning. Uh-oh.’
      

      
      Off in the distance, the sound of sirens, police reinforcements on the way. Another news van pulled in, screeching to a stop.
      

      
      The way this thing was developing, Mickey thought the story had a good chance to go national.

      
      But Mickey had to get home, cleaned up, and to work. So he thanked the older man for his company, said goodbye, and crossed
         the street about a half block north of the crowd. Turning right, still hugging the shoreline, he followed it around to where
         it veered away from the view of the crowd.
      

      
      Here the lower water level of the lagoon was much more obvious than it was up by the demonstration. The clumpy roots of the
         cattails shone black with the gunky bottom mud in the morning light. The low-hanging tree branches, which normally kissed
         the water’s surface, now looked trimmed off a foot and a half or so above the waterline. An asphalt pathway came down to the
         water’s edge off the parking lot, and Mickey took it as the shortcut back to where he’d parked.
      

      
      But he hadn’t gone more than a couple of steps when one of the tree roots sticking up from the brackish water stopped him
         in his tracks. It was funny the way these things growing wild in nature could so closely resemble shapes you’d expect to find
         in other species, in animals, even in people. Those roots, emerging from the water, could easily, he thought, be the hand
         of a man.
      

      
      In fact, it seemed so near a resemblance that he forced himself to step off the pathway and look closer. He came right down
         now to the water’s edge, where from this vantage he could dimly make out, six or eight inches under the water, an all-too-recognisable
         shape.
      

      
      As Mickey stared in dawning belief, suddenly the water seemed to move and a trail of bubbles rose out from underneath the submerged form, turning it over and raising what was now
         clearly a body until its head broke the water’s surface and the dead man’s eyeless face stared up at him, caught and silenced
         in midscream.
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