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Critical acclaim for the “ingeniously devious”
(People) Jeffery Deaver and the
unforgettable crime-solvers of his
New York Times bestselling novels!

“A thrill ride between covers!”
—Los Angeles Times
“A screaming hit.”

—The New York Times Book Review

“High-tension wired. . . . Fills every

keystroke with suspense.” —People
“Scarily believable.” —Entertainment Weekly

“This is prime Deaver, which means
prime entertainment.” —Publishers Weekly

Jeffery Deaver “does his usual magic”
(Booklist) with a hi-tech, tightly plotted
gem featuring investigator Lincoln Rhyme

THE BURNING WIRE
“Not even the brilliant Rhyme can foresee the
shocking twists the case will take in this electrically
charged thriller.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“Deaver, master of the plot twist . . . no matter how
hard you try, you can't figure out what he’s about to
spring on you—and, as an added tension-intensifier,
the Watchmaker, the nasty villain introduced in Cold
Moon, is still behind the scenes, just outside our
peripheral vision. Another winner.”

—Booklist

“Only the canniest readers will see which grace
notes are red herrings and which are linked in cru-

cial ways to the case at hand.” |
~—Kirkus Reviews



' The investigative agent who pursued a
terrifyingly elusive killer—and stormed national
bestseller lists—in The Sleeping Doll, Kathryn
Dance returns in a new blockbuster!

ROADSIDE CROSSES

Chosen as a Hot Summer Thriller
on TheDailyBeast.com!

“A gripping story peopled with memorable charac-

ters. No surprise. Jeffery Deaver is grand master of
‘the ticking-clock thriller.”

—XKathy Reichs, #1 New York Times

bestselling author of 206 Bones

“The techno-savvy Deaver is too much the master
gamesman to scold anyone else for a little exces-
sive play, and in some brilliant plot maneuvers he
counters every warning about warrior bloggers and
glassy-eyed gamers with well-reasoned arguments in
their defense.”

—Ma.nlyn Stasm The New York Times

“Expert and devious plotting, . [A] surprise-filled
Kathryn Dance novel.”
- —Publishers Weekly

“Deaver’s got the world of social networking and
blogs down cold. . . . That dose of realism adds a
fresh, contemporary edge. . . . The perfect book for
a quiet summer afternoon where a little relaxation—
accompanied, naturally, by a jolt of suspense—is the
order of the day.”

—David Montgomery, TheDailyBeast.com

“A clever and twisted tale. . . . The web sites men-

tioned throughout are actual live links and add to

the fun, . . . [A series with] unlimited potential.”
—Library Journal



“Tightly constructed, suspenseful.’. . . Deaver, per-
haps more than any other crime writer, is able to
fool even the most experienced readers with his
right-angle turns. . . . An excellent entry in what
promises to be a series as popular as his Lincoln
Rhyme novels.”

—Booklist

Also from Jeffery Deaver—lose yourself
in his acclaimed bestseller

THE BODIES LEFT BEHIND

Winner of the International Thriller Writers
2009 “Best Novel of the Year” Award

“A tour de force. . . . The suspense never flags. . . .
Deaver has no rivals in the realm of sneaky plot
twists.”

—Kirkus Reviews

~ “The pace is terrific, the suspense inexorable. . . .
—The Guardian (U.X.)

“Deaver is such a good puppet master that he makes
us believe whatever he wants us to believe. . . . It’s
not until we're well more than halfway through the
book that we even begin to suspect that we might
have made some dangerous mistakes . . . but by
then, it's way too late, and we are completely at
Deaver’s mercy.”

—Booklist (starred review)

“Hurtles a.long at 100 m.p.h. . . . An edge—of-the-
seat read.” '
—Sunday Express (U.K.), 4 stars

These titles are also available from
Simon & Schuster Audio and as eBooks
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“Hell, there are no rules here. We're trying to
accomplish something.”

—THOMAS ALVA EDISON, ON CREATING
THE FIRST ELECTRIC GRID
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Thirty-seven hours until Earth Day

I
THE TROUBLEMAN

“From his neck down a man is worth a
couple of dollars a day, from his neck up
he is worth anythmg that his brain can
produce.”

—THOMAS ALVA EDISON
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Chapter 1

SITTING IN THE control center of Algonquin Con-
solidated Power and Light’s sprawling complex on
the East River in Queens, New York, the morning
supervisor frowned at the pulsing red words on his
computer screen.

Critical failure.

Below them was frozen the exact time:
11:20:20:003 a.m.

He lowered his cardboard coffee cup, blue and
white with stiff depictions of Greek athletes on it, and
sat up in his creaky swivel chair. -

The power company control center employees
sat in front of individual workstations, like air traffic
controllers. The large room was brightly lit and dom-
inated by a massive flat-screen monitor, reporting
on the flow of electricity throughout the power grid
known as the Northeastern Interconnection, which
provided electrical service in New York, Pennsylva-
nia, New Jersey and Connecticut. The architecture
and decor of the control center were quite modern—
if the year were 1960.



The supervisor squinted up at the board, which
showed the juice arriving from generating plants
around the country: steam turbines, reactors and the
hydroelectric dam at Niagara Falls. In one tiny por-
tion of the spaghetti depicting these electrical lines,
something was wrong. A red circle was flashing.

Critical failure . . .

“What's up?” the supervisor asked. A gray-haired
man with a taut belly under his short-sleeved white
shirt and thirty years’ experience in-the electric-
ity business, he was mostly curious. While critical-
incident indicator lights came on from time to time,
actual critical incidents were very rare.

A young technician replied, “Says we have total
breaker separation. MH-Twelve.”

Dark, unmanned and grimy, Algonquin Con-
solidated Substation 12, located in Harlem—the
“MH” for Manhattan—was a major area substation.
It received 138,000 volts and fed the juice through
transformers, which stepped it down to 10 percent of
~ that level, divided it up and sent it on its way.
Another message appeared.

MH-12 offline. RR to affected service area
from MH-17, MH-10, MH-13, NJ-18.

“We've got load rerouting,” somebody called

When substation MH-12 went down, the com-
puter automatically began filling customer demand
by rerouting the juice from other locations. *

“No dropouts, no brownouts,” another tech called.

Electricity in the grid is like water coming into a
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house from a single main pipe and flowing out through
many open faucets. When one is closed, the pressure
in the others increases. Electricity’s the same, though
it moves a lot more quickly than water—nearly 700
" million miles an hour. And because New York City
demanded a lot of power, the voltages—the electri-
cal equivalent of water pressure—in the substations
doing the extra work were running high.

But the system was built to handle this and the
‘voltage indicators were still in the green.

What was troubling the supervisor, though, was
why the circuit breakers in MH-12 had separated in
the first place. |

“Get a troubleman over to MH-Twelve. Could be
a bum cable. Or a short in the—"

Just then a second red light began to flash.

Critical failure.
NJ-18 offline.

Another area substation, located near Paramus,
New Jersey, had gone down. It was one of those tak-
ing up the slack in Manhattan-12’s absence.

The supervisor made a sound, half langh, half
cough. A perplexed frown screwed into his face. “What
the hell’s going on? The load’s within tolerances.”

“Sensors and indicators all functioning,” one tech-
nician called. ,

The supervisor stared at the screen, waited for the
next logical step: letting them know which new sub-
station—or stations—would kick in to fill the gap cre-
ated by the loss of NJ-18.

But no such message appeared.

The three Manhattan substations, 17, 10 and 13,
continued alone in providing juice to two service
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areas of the city that would otherwise be dark. The
computer program wasn’t doing what it should have:
bringing in power from other stations to help. Now
the amount of electricity flowing into and out of each

of those three stations was growing dramatically.

The supervisor rubbed his beard and, after wait-
ing, futilely, for another substation to come online,
ordered his senior assistant, “Manually move supply
into the eastern service area of MH-Twelve.”

“Yessir.”

- After a moment the supervxsor snapped, “No, now.”

“Hm. I'm trying.”

“Trying. What do you mean, trying'p" The task
involved simple keyboard strokes.

“The switchgear's not responding.”

“Impossible!” The supervisor walked down sev-
eral short steps to the technician’s computer. He'
typed commands he knew in his sleep.

Nothing.

The voltage indicators were at the end of the
green. Yellow loomed.

“This isn’t good,” somebody muttered. “This’s a
problem.”

The supervisor ran back to his desk and dropped
into his chair. His granola bar and Greek athlete cup
fell to the floor.

And then another domino fell. A third red dot,
like a bull's-eye on a target, began to throb, and in its
aloof manner the SCADA computer reported:

Critical failure.
MH-17 offline.

“No, not another one!” somebedy whispered.
And, as before, no other substation stepped up to
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