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To my fellow creatives.


May you be "filled with wisdom of heart, to work all manner of work." (Ex. 35:35, KJV)










  
  
And he hath filled him with the spirit of God, in wisdom, in understanding, and in knowledge, and in all manner of workmanship.
Exodus 35:31, KJV










  
  
One 




CHICAGO, Ill., Saturday, March 7, 1931—They say curiosity killed the cat, which is why Gabriella Salatino preferred to let the cat keep her tongue. Silence was golden, as the saying went. However, she'd never managed to rein in her curiosity, which meant tonight might kill her. 

Gabriella set her drawing pad and pencil on a chair near the closed garden doors in the farthest corner of the ballroom. The setting sun cast a golden sparkle over the snow-covered estate in Lincoln Park. One could almost believe that nothing existed beyond the hedgerows. Not Lake Michigan, not the dirty factories, not the growing homeless population.

She yearned to escape the stifling room and lifted the strands of curly black hair that had escaped from where she’d pinned them at the back of her head. The unnatural electric light, the cloying variety of perfume, and the heat from the many bodies made the fabric of her straight, floor-length dress wrap itself around her ankles and dampness slip down her bare back. Perhaps she could crack open the door to the garden.

As an illustrative journalist for the Di Stasio Giornaliste Agency, she was on loan to Illinois Life Magazine to cover a series of spring charity events throughout the Chicago area. According to the managing editor, Katherine Arkley, Gabriella’s sketches showed the elaborate lifestyle of the wealthy, allowing readers a voyeuristic look at their lives. Gabriella, however, preferred to look at her work as invisibly rooting out those using the less fortunate for personal gain while shedding light on the growing need throughout the city, all behind the safety of her pencil. It’s why she joined Ali Di Stasio’s agency, though being a fellow Italian-American was how she discovered the woman in the first place.

Gabriella searched the room for another tableau to capture on her blank page. Susan Brink, hostess and founder of the Brink Scholarship Fund, held court on the far side of the room. Her silver hair twisted up, revealing a long neck on which hung a necklace of diamonds—the Brink Diamond Necklace. Susan only donned it when she asked her guests to open their wallets. 

“See anything notable?” Billy Holland, the lead society columnist at Illinois Life leaned close to Gabriella’s ear, his breath causing an unwelcome shiver. He ran a finger down her bare arm. “Go to dinner with me again.” 

She froze. This was why she kept words locked away. Men took one look at her exotic skin and thought her a loose woman. Worse? They got angry when she said no. She forced herself to relax. This was Billy Holland. He was one of the few people who knew Ali as both the head of a journalism agency and the wife of one of the Astor Street elite. He was safe, and a friend, which was why she’d agreed to his suggestion last week.

“It was a moment of weakness, Mr. Holland.” Saturday had been the seventh anniversary of her mother’s death. Vulnerable, she hadn’t had the courage to decline Billy’s simple dinner invitation. She hadn’t meant to encourage something more than one nice supper. She never did. But people flustered her, especially when her insides were in turmoil. Next time, she’d be stronger. Or just say nothing at all.

“I know. You and your colleagues are women above measure.” He slumped into the chair beside her, his black suit crumpling.

Gabriella frowned. “You deserve a woman above measure, Billy.”

He waved her admonition away. “How about you toss me a story? Arkley has been complaining my stories aren’t juicy enough.”

She lifted her pad and pencil and sat in their place. She could talk about work. Maybe. Sometimes, words tangled in her throat and refused to leave. “I haven’t seen one yet.” She tapped her pencil on her drawing pad and scanned the crowd.

“Wait.” Gabriella sat up, peering through dancing couples. “Who’s that with George Zander? By the punch table.” 

“George Zander is here?” Billy jumped to his feet, nearly bumping her off her chair. “Who is he with?” 

“Why don’t you be a journalist and find out,” she muttered, then pinned her lips closed, hoping Billy hadn’t heard her. If only she had a silver tongue to match her curiosity. She wanted the answer to her question, too. 

As Billy sauntered away, Gabriella focused on the couple, her pencil recreating their likeness on her blank page. Middle-aged but unmarried and still good-looking, George Zander flashed a confident smile. No one, including the local journalists, knew how he had made his millions. He claimed it was due to investing in the stock market. Yet after last year’s crash? She had doubts since his living standard hadn’t seemed to change. 

The woman he spoke to appeared to be half his age. She wore a formal black silk dress with a plunging back. When she turned and smiled, Gabriella mentally captured her picture to recreate as a sketch—a sketch of the notorious Molly Zander, George’s only child. Molly usually frequented speakeasies and clubs, followed mercilessly by a band of men begging for her attention, not charity dinners for education. 

Movement in the background caused Gabriella to flip to a new page. People kept moving through her line of sight, blocking her view with blurry forms of shimmery purple, dazzling blue, or silky black. Gabriella shifted to her right to get a better angle. Charles Brink? What was Susan’s husband doing hiding in the shadows outside the open garden door behind Mr. Zander? Her pencil copied the image onto the page. 

Another man greeted him. A black suit like all the other men. Perfectly trimmed black hair. Not Billy Holland, then. Please turn around. Turn … yes! She sucked in a breath. Thomas Cook? Gabriella sketched him into her scene, then turned the page to hide the image, her mind reeling as she pieced together this information. 

Thomas Cook was one of the most eligible bachelors in Chicago. Dark-eyed, well-built, and as smooth as cream. Wealthy, too. But he wasn’t known for his charity. He was a ruthless businessman determined to become one of the richest in the nation. Why come to a charity event? Why meet with Charles Brink? He was up to something, and Gabriella doubted it came from the goodness of his heart. 

“You look perplexed, darling.” The smooth male voice sent a shudder down her spine. 

“Good evening, Mr. Cook.” How long had she been woolgathering? Did he know she’d seen him? She pressed her clammy palms to her sketch pad, praying he wouldn’t snatch it and see what she’d drawn. 

“Are you enjoying the gala, Miss Salatino?” His hand pressed Gabriella’s shoulder. 

“Yes, sir.” She adjusted her long skirt, the action shifting her away from him.  

“You seemed rather lost.” His smile dazzled. Most girls would swoon if Thomas Cook looked at them like he did at her. She closed her fist around her pencil. His smile hid a shark. 

“What are you doing at Mrs. Brink’s fundraiser?” The words jumped out, and her embarrassment heated her through. Curiosity would be the death of her! 

His eyes twinkled with a flirtatious glimmer. “All the local businessmen were invited; why wouldn’t I be here?” 

Gabriella wrinkled her nose. “You don’t attend charity events.” Oh, had she said that out loud, too? He could make assumptions she didn’t intend. 

“Perhaps I heard you would be here.” He leaned forward, and she leaned away until the chair back stopped her parry. 

“I cover all the charity galas, Mr. Cook. It’s my job.” 

He took Gabriella’s hand, the one not clutching her pencil like a dagger. “What’s a dame like you gotta work for? Let’s grab a drink. I know this cozy joint—” 

“No!” Gabriella snatched her hand away. Why did he keep asking her? Never mind that buying alcohol was illegal. 

“I won’t stop until you’re married.” He leaned over her. “Maybe, maybe when you lasso a steady man.” 

Aha! Finally, a way out. “Well, I do. Have a beau, that is.” 

Gabriella wasn’t being courted, but she would happily fabricate a boyfriend if it meant getting Thomas Cook to leave her alone. Ever since they were introduced last year at another gala, he’d been determined for her to agree to a date. 

Mr. Cook rolled his eyes. “Then why isn’t he here with you?” 

Gabriella’s mind churned. Thomas Cook hadn’t met a problem he couldn’t resolve or an obstacle he couldn’t overcome, and for some reason, he had turned that willpower on Gabriella. For the briefest moment, Gabriella considered caving simply to get information—he was definitely up to something, and she wanted to know what it was. But she also knew he'd want more if she gave him even a sliver. 

Lord, please give me courage. “My man hates these types of events.” 

“I want to talk with him and prove he exists.” Mr. Cook grabbed her elbow, pulling her up, and she flinched, but he tugged her along in such a way that it would create a scene to disengage. “We’ll use Brink’s telephone.” 

She clutched her sketch pad like a shield as he led her into Mr. Brink’s quiet office. She’d opened the door to this mess. Perhaps this could end the obsession Mr. Cook had with her. But who would agree to be the other half of her fake relationship? She could have used Billy Holland, but the poor man would get the wrong idea. She could call her best friend’s husband, but he sounded too much like the mayor and father of three that he was. And Mr. Cook would recognize his voice, seeing that they were both wealthy Chicago businessmen. 

However, her best friend’s brother? She sighed. Andri would do. 

She lifted the candlestick telephone’s receiver and asked to be connected. Mr. Brink could cover the long-distance charge. 

“Andri Jóhannsson?” Mr. Cook sounded condescendingly irritated when the operator asked whom she should ring up. “Never heard of him.” 

Two rings, three. Finally, Andri answered. “What, Gabriella?” He was the only man who thought her pesky, and while he wanted nothing to do with her, he’d protect her like a little sister. Of course, he was the only man who invaded her dreams. 

“Just wanted to call my boyfriend.” Gabriella fabricated a perky tone he’d know was false, emphasizing boyfriend. If only she could crawl under the carpet and hide. How did she get herself into these scrapes? “I’m working the charity event tonight, you know.” 

Please say something so I know you’re not upset with me. 

“Give that to me.” Mr. Cook snagged the receiver out of her hands. “Who is this?” 

Gabriella covered her burning face with her hands, her mortification complete. Andri already thought of her as a younger sister, a girl, not a woman. But he was the only one she trusted not to get the wrong idea. 

“Who I am is none of your concern.” Andri’s bass voice crackled through the earpiece loud enough for Gabriella to hear the deadly edge to his words. 

“Not until you confirm how long Gabriella’s been your girl,” Mr. Cook demanded. 

Gabriella pressed into the wall, tears stinging her eyes. She’d wanted to be Andri’s girl for as long as she could remember. Once upon a time she had never felt shy or ill-at-ease around him. That changed seven years ago, and tonight would only make it worse. Why had she thought this was a good idea? 

“I don’t believe you’re her boyfriend.” Mr. Cook grinned at her like a cat toying with a bird. Or was it the mouse who got the cheese? 

Andri’s voice rumbled through the phone, but Gabriella heard no distinct words. Then Mr. Cook’s smile faded, and, without a word, he tossed Gabriella the earpiece like a hot coal. With words unfit for a gentleman scorching the air, he stormed off. 

“What did you say to him?” Gabriella whispered into the phone. “He hightailed it out of here like he was about to lose half his millions.” 

“That just confirms he’s no good.” Andri’s exasperated sigh was one she’d heard directed at her all her life. “Now, what’s going on, Gabby? Do I need to come down there? Do you need me to come get you?” 

She wanted to say yes, but he only asked because he saw her as a helpless little sister. Anyway, he was three hundred miles away. “I’ll be fine. You can stand down. I don’t need a policeman.” 

“Gabriella—” 

“I’m fine, Andri.” She swallowed back the emotion clogging her voice. “Thank you.” 

She bid him goodbye and hung up the receiver. If only she could hang up her childhood feelings toward him as easily.








  
  
Two




Heima Island deputy police officer Andri Jóhannsson jammed the earpiece back on the hook of his wall box telephone. Gabriella Salatino would be the death of him. She was the only girl who could wiggle under his skin like a burr. She was also the only woman he genuinely enjoyed being around. But she was his sister’s best friend, so his job was to protect her, even from himself. 

He finished buttoning his coat before pulling a dark knit cap well over his ears to cover his light hair and whistling for his German Shepherd, Freya, to follow. Together, they jogged toward the stretch of shore on the opposite side of the island from the Heima Island Lighthouse, which faced Plum Island directly across Death’s Door. 

Technically, Heima Island was on the Green Bay side of the Door Peninsula, not in Lake Michigan. Nestled to the northwest of the peninsula and the southwest of Washington Island, Heima Island was a welcome sight to mariners headed for Green Bay, Wisconsin, a sign they were safely on their way home. 

The passage between the mainland and Washington Island was one of the most dangerous straits in the United States. Since the Sturgeon Bay Ship Canal at the base of the peninsula had been built before the turn of the century, the islands hadn’t seen as many ships go down while threading the Porte des Morts. Even though it affected Heima Island’s economy as the last safe spot before entering the Great Lakes, it was a blessing. 

Tonight, spring remained a dream as the temperatures hovered near zero, thanks to a brisk wind blowing in from Lake Superior, and spending hours on the back section of the island meant that if he didn’t bundle up, he’d turn into an ice block before the suspected criminals appeared. 

“Do you think they’ll show?” Andri asked his boss and only colleague as he settled beside the giant man in the dark brush along the shoreline. 

“That’s the gossip.” Chief Gunnar Michelsen looked more like a gray-haired bear than an old-time law enforcement officer. Not that Andri looked much different. They were both large men who intimidated strangers. Locals, not so much. Michelsen had a doughy center, and Andri would forever be the reverend’s troublemaking son. 

Andri flexed his cold fingers inside his woolen mittens, the thought of troublemaking bringing his mind back to Gabby’s odd telephone call and snatching his concentration. What had she gotten herself into now? She was smart, with a memory to rival granite, and the ability to draw unlike anyone he’d ever met. But the girl had no common sense, and he wasn’t the only boy—or man, now—who was captured by her beauty. 

So, who was the man harassing her this time? If he didn’t need to sit here, enforcing the Volstead Act, he’d show up at her gala, which would embarrass her into never speaking with him again. He'd risk it if it kept her safe, but the loss would hurt more than he cared to admit. 

“If we can raid this shipment and get to the seller, we can stop the influx of alcohol,” the chief was saying. How long had he been talking while Andri’s mind was on Gabby? “And that will make the town happy.” 

“These bootleggers must not know anything about the area. Anywhere else in Wisconsin, they’d receive no opposition.” Frankly, Andri didn't think the Noble Experiment was working. It sure hadn’t saved Gabby’s mother. 

Next to him, Freya whimpered. Andri touched the two-year-old German Shepherd’s head to quiet her. She wasn’t an official police dog, like he’d heard were being used in places like New York, but the chief let her come along on raids like this. Andri had been a Heima Island policeman for over five years already, and Freya felt like a partner now, especially since their police force consisted of only him and the chief. 

Her whimper turned into a low rumble. Andri pushed distraction aside and focused on the water. A light was bobbing on the bay, heading for shore. He tapped his finger on his lips, his signal to quiet her. Rustling came from the left. Freya’s muscles tightened against Andri’s leg. Despite the cold, sweat ran down Andri’s temple. 

Two armed figures jogged to the water’s edge, meeting the shallow boat. They set the lantern on shore while they helped lift four barrels onto the bank. Again, why unload here where a town of full-blown teetotalers wouldn’t allow a drop of the stuff to pass their borders? Andri lifted his binoculars. 

“Armed,” Michelsen grunted beside him. 

“Two Tommy guns.” This wasn’t Chicago. It didn’t make sense that men such as these were here on Heima Island. 

“Let me see.” Michelsen yanked away the binoculars. 

“We’re not prepared for this.” Andri tightened a grip on Freya’s lead. She wouldn’t attack unless he gave the command, but he needed the added security for his peace of mind. 

“We’ll follow before we arrest them.” The chief shoved the binoculars back at Andri. “I want this whole operation shut down.” 

Born and raised as a pastor’s son on Heima Island, Andri knew his father, like the majority of people on Heima Island, refused to allow the Eighteenth Amendment to be broken within the town limits. But neither was Heima Island, with its four hundred residents, the cesspool of crime residents feared it could become. Yet something in the chief’s tone set him on edge. 

“Sir,” Andri spoke as softly as possible. “Do you know more about this than I do?” 

“If you’d been listening instead of dreaming about you-know-who, you might know a bit more than you do at the moment.” Michelsen glared at the men who lifted a barrel to each shoulder. 

Embarrassment washed through him as he eyed the Tommy guns hanging down their chests. His mind replayed Gabby’s call and the threat he’d delivered to the man giving her unwanted attention. Why else would Gabby feign being his girl? Once upon a time, he thought his childhood crush could become a future. Except he’d messed up. Now, a faceless threat was all the rescue she would trust him to make. 

“They’ve rounded the bend.” The chief interrupted Andri’s prayer for Gabby. “Take Freya, but keep your distance. We want the buyers, not the go-between.” 

Andri gave a nod, then gave Freya the command and followed as low as possible. 

Freya tracked the smugglers back towards the center of town. The closer they got, the more confused Andri became. The Main Street shop owners had collectively shut down a speakeasy last year and run the owner out of town. Andri wished he could ask the chief to repeat himself, but the large man couldn’t keep up with Freya’s lanky speed. 

As it was, the cold air made it a challenge for Andri to keep up with her. Straight down Main Street, she led him. The brazenness of the smugglers confounded him. Had the town’s focus on prosecuting the Volstead Act blinded them to the signs of bootlegging happening in their midst? 

The religious history of Heima Island was a large part of the overwhelming support for the Volstead Act. His father had led the charge and continued to encourage the residents to uphold the law. But Andri had heard rumors of a growing contingent of shoreline residents who wanted to join the rest of the state in working toward changing the amendment. While Heima Island didn’t have a brewery, as other cities in Wisconsin did, these outliers wanted a pharmacy willing to dispense alcohol, a brewery providing a brewing kit, or simply a speakeasy. Andri had no opinion on the laws—his job was to enforce, not debate. He simply despised the stuff because it had taken Gabby’s mother from her. 

Freya’s low growl signaled a warning. Andri dropped to a knee and drew his pistol. A shadow darted away, leaving a darker spot in the middle of Main Street. Andri approached carefully. It was a barrel. A single barrel. One that looked eerily similar to one taken from the boat that had moored on their shores. The strong, sharp smell of pure moonshine wafted up to greet him. 

Freya sniffed around the bottom, then looked up at Andri.

“Aye, you did good, girl.” Andri scratched behind her ear. It wasn’t Freya’s fault she followed the scent of this barrel since the smugglers apparently divided their take. He should have guessed their plan since the trail had led to such a conspicuous place. 

He rested his hands on his belt. Despite everything, bootlegging had come to Heima Island. 










  
  
Three




As soon as Gabriella returned to the Di Stasio building, she changed from her gown to a warm, flannel nightdress. While Ali owned the building, she had never lived there. Instead, the downstairs served as the agency offices, and the upstairs could house up to six female journalists. Ali only employed female journalists. 

Gabriella let down her curls and slipped her sore feet into homemade slippers from Mrs. Jóhannsson. At the moment, only four journalists made their home here but none of the others were in residence. Caroline Wagoneer, an undercover investigative journalist, was out following some sort of corruption scandal. Emma Hancock, a sports journalist, had just left for Houston to watch a baseball exhibition game involving the Chicago White Sox and a New York team. And Lena Carney, a political journalist, had yet to return from Washington, D.C., where she traveled to witness Congress officially designate The Star Spangled Banner as the national anthem and President Hoover sign it into law.

Ali had offered to send someone over so Gabby didn’t have to stay alone, but Lena was expected back tomorrow and Gabriella was glad to be by herself. She turned up her lantern and snuggled under her quilt to draw.

If she didn’t finish her sketches before she slept, the images would grow fuzzy around the edges, almost as if they took on the crackle of a moving picture. Despite needing to work more before she slept, this was her favorite part of the job. Her mind would wander over the evening as she recreated it with only her pencil. She would always remember something she could pass on to writers like Billy Holland or her female colleagues. 

On the first page, a fresh image of Mrs. Brink quickly rose with soft eyes and a steel spine. 

On the second page, her husband joined her with the strong air of a successful businessman. Sixty-four years old, married thirty-nine years, he was a partner in a manufacturing firm in the city. But he hadn’t gotten his money from his job. He’d married it. Mrs. Brink came from old money and had inherited everything when her father died forty years ago. She had dedicated her life to creating her charity and gave several scholarships a year to female students. 

Then, George Zander and his daughter. Other guests she’d watched dance the night away. Until the face of Thomas Cook formed beneath her pencil. 

Usually, she sketched him alongside one of the various girls he brought to these galas. Reason number five-eighty-two why she would never agree to dinner with him. All she’d read about him were articles about his latest girl, clothing, and ruthless business practices. Though what business he was in, no one said. 

Tonight, however, the picture she created was of only his face. A tremor ran through her as she appraised her work. 

When she sketched from memory like this, her illustrations were less a photograph of a moment and more a meshing of impressions she morphed into a single image. She relied heavily on that internal intuition, and editors always preferred her after-event illustrations more than the ones she created during the event itself. 

This was one sketch she would burn before anyone else saw it. The expression in Mr. Cook’s eyes was one of cold calculation. The kind that would do anything, even take a life, to get what he wanted. She’d seen that look in one other person’s eyes—the man who murdered her mother. 

She shuddered again as she tore out the page and clambered out of bed. Chief Michelsen was the only one who knew she’d witnessed her mother’s murder. Not even Ali knew. Everyone else thought she’d come upon the scene after the killer had fled, and she let the assumption hold. The man hadn’t seen her, and she hadn’t recognized him. But she’d given the chief a sketch, and she'd tell him if she ever saw his face again. She never had.
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