
  
    [image: The Freaky Fan]
  


  
    
      THE FREAKY FAN

      A HOT DOG DETECTIVE MYSTERY CASE #6

    

    
      
        MATHIYA ADAMS

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Misque Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright Misque Press © 2015, 2025, 2026.

        All Rights Reserved

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE FREAKY FAN

          

        

      

    

    
      Some people will do anything to win a game…

      When the franchise quarterback and his replacement are both out of the game for the rest of the season, it’s up to the third string QB to save the Broncos’ season. Unfortunately, he has a stalker who could ruin his reputation and destroy the Bronco’s chance for a playoff berth.

      When the stalker turns up dead, MacFarland is high on the suspect list. Now, it’s up to MacFarland to find the real killer, prove the quarterback innocent, and help save the Broncos’ season.
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      The impossible happens! Mark MacFarland, former Denver Police Detective, gets a jury summons. He’s certain he won’t be selected. After all, what defense lawyer would want a former cop sitting on the jury of a murder trial? But as luck has it, he is selected to be on the jury. But as the trial proceeds, MacFarland suspects the defendant has been framed. If so, who is the real murderer?
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      It wasn’t really breaking and entering, since the intruder had a key. The intruder knew that the occupant, Linda Jenkins, would not be home for another hour or two. Plenty of time to get positioned to surprise her. Plenty of time to pay her back for what she had done.

      The intruder didn’t need to turn on any lights to move around the room. The drapes covering the large window in the living room were pulled open, allowing the lights from the surrounding buildings to flood into the room, giving everything a ghostly, silver sheen. The intruder checked out the apartment to make sure no one else was there. There shouldn’t be. Linda Jenkins lived alone, depending on the generosity of desperate men to pay for the inflated rent on this flat. The main door opened up onto a living room, cluttered with contemporary furnishings from Oak Express. Further back was a dining area, and off to the right of the dining room was the kitchen. A hallway on the right led to a bathroom, nestled behind the kitchen, a master bedroom, and a second, smaller bedroom. All of the rooms were unoccupied, as expected.

      The intruder returned to the master bedroom. The bed was messy, a hurried attempt to pull the blankets into some semblance of neatness. Clothes were strewn across a chair in the corner of the room. An open jewelry box, overflowing with cheap, gaudy earrings and necklaces sat on top of the dresser, along with a bottle of perfume, a hairbrush, and several hair clips. Nothing in the jewelry box was worth taking. Linda Jenkins kept her real jewelry in her scarf drawer, hidden beneath the folds of a blue silk scarf. Even that jewelry was not worth stealing, but after tonight, Linda wouldn’t need it. The intruder scooped it out of the drawer and put it in a pocket.

      Half of one wall was covered with mirrored sliding closet doors. Mirrored panels decorated the remainder of the wall. The intent was to make the room appear much larger, though without any lights turned on, the effect was to create an eerie funhouse of misplaced reflections and shadows. The intruder hurried over to the closet, slid one door open, and after pushing some of the clothes to one side, stepped inside. Then the intruder carefully closed the closet door, leaving it open by only an inch or two. Just enough to see the lights come on when Linda returned home.

      Waiting in the tight darkness of the closet proved taxing. The intruder was not used to standing still for stretches of time.

      Linda Jenkins moved around the living room and kitchen, the sound of her movements providing some clues to her actions. Finally, the lights in the front rooms went off. The darkness lasted just a few seconds, and then the light in the bathroom went on. Linda’s actions could be ascertained from the sound of water running, spitting and gargling as she brushed her teeth. A few moments of subdued sounds, indecipherable to the person in the closet. Then a more profound silence, finally broken by the tinkling sound of Linda peeing. The gurgling sound of the toilet flushing. Then the light went off in the bathroom, quickly replaced by the ceiling light in the bedroom coming on.

      The intruder could see Linda move around the room, placing earrings on the top of the dresser, then a necklace. Linda picked up her phone, stared at it for a moment, and then made a call. Apparently she decided to cancel the call, as she shut off her phone. She put it on the top of the dresser, then pulled off her blouse, slipped out of her skirt, until she was only wearing her undergarments. Linda picked up her skirt and blouse and walked towards the closet, garments in hand. She slid the door open, then stared in shocked surprise when she saw the intruder standing inside the closet.

      “You!” she said.

      Whatever else she wanted to say was lost as the intruder pulled the trigger, once, twice, and then a third time.

      Linda Jenkins fell to the ground, blood flowing rapidly at first, then more slowly as her heart stopped pumping.

      The intruder stepped carefully over the body, turned off the light, and headed for the apartment door.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

          SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 6, 1930 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      As he drove south on University Boulevard, Mark MacFarland fumed, taking his anger and frustration out on the drivers who unwittingly shared the road with him. His friend, Rufus Headley, closed his eyes and held more firmly onto the arm rest.

      Why do I let Pierson get to me all the time, MacFarland asked himself. It was bad enough when they had been partners on the Denver Police Force. Now he had to put up with her nagging simply because she was his landlady. Perhaps it was time for him to think about moving out.

      Instead, he had done something that he promised himself he wouldn’t do. He was going down to Stefanie and Randy Cooper’s house for Sunday dinner. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to see his sister-in-law. In fact, he did. But now, every time he looked at her, all he could see was her lying naked on a temporary altar in a basement sanctuary, about to be killed by a crazed lunatic.

      He had shot the lunatic, an action he had no regrets taking.

      Since that day, there had been a remarkable change of heart in the Cooper household. MacFarland found that Stefanie, and especially Randy, were trying harder to shower him with friendship.

      As Rufus reminded him, “A man can always use a shower, boss.”

      Pierson had her own ideas about what he needed.

      “You need to talk to someone about it, Mac,” she had insisted. “Hell, if you were still on the force, it would be mandatory.”

      “It’s a damn good thing I’m not on the force,” he’d responded. “I don’t need a shrink. I’m not upset that I killed the a-hole. He deserved it.” MacFarland had decided upon a different tact. “What about you? Two guys shoot up your house and you just shrug it off. I think you’re the one who needs a shrink.”

      “That was just a home robbery gone bad, Mac. I don’t need a shrink for that. But your attitude isn’t healthy. It’s going to cause you problems.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with my attitude.”

      There was no way to talk sense into Cynthia Pierson. She was the most pig-headed person he had ever met. So he solved his disagreement with her the same way he solved most problems.

      He called Rufus up from the basement, got in his truck, and bolted.

      “Don’t see why I need to go talk to a shrink just for doing what needed to be done,” he muttered to himself. Then, as another motorist cut in front of him, he leaned on his truck’s horn, cursing profusely. “Where’s a cop when you need one?”

      Rufus, sitting quietly next to him in the truck, looked around. “Don’t see one, boss.”

      “I was being rhetorical, Rufus.”

      “I knew that boss. But who knows, maybe you did need a cop.”

      By the time he arrived at the Cooper residence in Highlands Ranch, MacFarland was in a tense, foul mood. He knocked on the front door and waited impatiently for someone to answer. When Stefanie answered the door, he felt his dark mood dissipate. Stefanie was in a wonderfully cheerful mood. If she had any memories of almost getting killed, they certainly didn’t affect her disposition.

      “Mark, I’m so glad you could come,” she said, pecking him lightly on the cheek as he entered the house. For someone who had almost been sacrificed on an altar, Stefanie looked pretty calm. MacFarland was frequently impressed with her, often to the point where he felt disloyal to the memory of his deceased wife.

      Stefanie looked past him to see Rufus coming up the sidewalk. “Hi, Rufus, it’s so nice to see you, too,” she added uncertainly.

      “Uncle Mark!” yelled Ryan and Kaitlyn simultaneously, almost as if they had rehearsed the chorus.

      MacFarland hugged each of them in turn.

      “Are you coming over for Thanksgiving?” asked Ryan.

      MacFarland shrugged. “Your mommy hasn’t invited me yet.”

      “Don’t be silly, of course you’re invited,” said Stefanie, ushering MacFarland into the living room. Randy was in the TV room, as evidenced by the football game blaring loudly from that direction.

      “We’ll be eating in a few minutes, Mark. Can I get you and Rufus something to drink?”

      “A soda would be fine,” he said. Rufus muttered that water would be fine. Or a soda. Or whatever she was serving.

      Stefanie excused herself to finish getting dinner on the table. Against his better judgment, MacFarland wandered off to join Randy Cooper in the TV room, Rufus trailing behind him. MacFarland didn’t like Randy, and it had always been apparent that Randy didn’t like MacFarland. But now there was a new face to Randy Cooper’s personality, as the accountant made a concerted effort to be friendlier towards him.

      MacFarland was disconcerted by the new Randy Cooper. His behavior bordered on unnatural.

      “Hi Randy, watching football?” Of course Randy was watching football. When he wasn’t criticizing MacFarland, that’s what Randy Cooper did. Watch sports.

      “Yeah, but it’s a lousy game. Cincinnati against Miami. Both teams are kind of mediocre this year. The only exciting thing about this game is seeing which team has the most fumbles.”

      Yep, that sounds exciting, thought MacFarland.

      “Boys! Dinner’s ready! Kids, come down and make sure you wash your hands before you sit down!”

      MacFarland was relieved that he didn’t have to sit down and watch any of the game. He didn’t know much about football, and Randy always made light of his sports awareness.

      Although MacFarland had not told Stefanie that he was bringing Rufus with him, she had recovered nicely. Of course. She was the perfect suburban housewife. She had a place setting for Rufus next to MacFarland and across from the two children. Stefanie and Randy sat at opposite ends of the table. There seemed to be plenty of food, so one more mouth to feed didn’t seem like it would be a problem. The meal consisted of pot roast, mashed potatoes and gravy, mixed vegetables, and a tossed salad.

      Dinner conversation was initially light and folksy. Rufus said little, feeling he had little to contribute. MacFarland tried to avoid any discussions about subjects that would bring up the recent past. He also tried to avoid talking about Laura Miller who was quite traumatized by her experiences with the Church of Blessed Grace.

      Now Laura was someone Pierson should be telling to go see a shrink.

      With all the awkward silences, it was up to Randy to make conversation.

      “Rufus, do you enjoy football?”

      “Much as anyone, sir,” said Rufus between bites of pot roast. “I did play football in high school, afore I joined the army.”

      “What position did you play?”

      “I was a wide receiver, sir. Can’t say I was much good at it though. If I was better, I mighta got me a scholarship to college and stayed out of the army.”

      “Did you see the Broncos play today?”

      “Uh, no sir, we was working downtown. Did they play good?”

      “Did they play good? Hell, they were spectacular! They were playing against Oakland and they crushed them, 28 to 7. It would have been zero, but the damn ref called a hold against Denver that was totally inappropriate. Sometimes I think the NFL recruits its referees from the School for the Blind.”

      MacFarland, watching Rufus from the corner of his eye, smiled at the Vietnam vet’s discomfort talking about football. It sure was nice to have Randy picking on someone else for a change! MacFarland should have brought Rufus with him ages ago.

      “What made it more impressive was that this was Perry’s second game. He was damn good last week, and this week just showed that it wasn’t a fluke. Can you believe it? Third string quarterback—most of the time he plays on the practice squad—and this is only his second game in the NFL! He did play a couple of downs in pre-season, but frankly he stunk. I was surprised they kept him. But you know Elway. He can spot talent buried under a tree stump.”

      MacFarland didn’t know much about Elway’s ability to spot talent, but the name did ring a bell.

      “Perry?” said MacFarland. “You mean Lamarr Perry?”

      Randy was surprised that MacFarland knew the player’s name. “Yeah, that’s him. Young kid from Mississippi Valley State. Same school that produced Jerry Rice. The kid was pretty spectacular in college. Had a perfect season two years in a row, but Mississippi Valley is such a small school, he didn’t place very high in the draft. Fortunately, as I said, John Elway has an eye for talent, saw something in the kid. Damn, were we lucky to get him!” Randy stared at MacFarland. “How do you know about him?”

      MacFarland now wished he had kept his mouth shut. He didn’t like discussing his business with Randy. Then he saw Stefanie smiling at him, and he felt he had to say something.

      “He came to my hot dog stand, last week. I guess it was after his first game. He said he did pretty good.”

      “Yeah, that was against New England. The final score was 45 to 7. Now that was a stupendous game. So, what did you do, sell him a hot dog?”

      “Yeah,” said MacFarland. “Yeah, that’s what I did.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

          MONDAY, NOVEMBER 7, 1115 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      The only discussion of the previous night’s dinner came when Rufus asked MacFarland why he didn’t tell Randy Cooper the real reason Lamarr Perry stopped by his cart. “He didn’t eat any hot dogs, did he?”

      “You’re right, he didn’t. He wanted help.”

      “What kind of help?”

      “He’s got a stalker. Supposedly. Some woman he started screwing and now that he’s famous, he can’t get rid of her. He thinks she’s a liability.”

      “Why can’t he just say she’s his girlfriend?”

      “Because he’s married. Like many young kids who do well in college sports, he thinks he’s king of the hill. He gets to the big leagues, with all the money and attention, and he ends up doing stupid things, like saying yes to any woman who throws herself at him. These women are in it for the money, fame and security. He’s just in it for the pussy.”

      “So he wants you to help him out? What can you do?”

      “I’m not sure what I can do, Rufus. I suppose he wanted me to scare the bimbo off, but that’s not my thing. He’s got to grow up someday and assume responsibility for his own mistakes. So I told him to buzz off, that I didn’t handle that kind of case.”

      “Sure glad you got principles, boss!”

      “Yeah, principles.”

      “Besides, you only handle murder cases, right?”

      MacFarland laughed. “I guess so, Rufus. I suppose when she shows up dead, then I might take the case.”

      The hint of snow in the air kept the number of customers down during the morning. As noon approached, however, the clouds disappeared and Denver had another one of those spectacular November days, the kind that almost tricked you into walking around in shirtsleeves. MacFarland and Rufus had spent too many days on the streets to fall for that trick, however. They knew that Denver weather could change on a dime.

      At eleven-fifteen, a familiar voice greeted MacFarland. “Mac, how are you today?”

      MacFarland turned and smiled in spite of himself. “Hi Jerry, haven’t seen you in a while.” Jerry Baker, a highly successful defense lawyer, had gotten MacFarland back into the detective business last year. What started as a business relationship had evolved into friendship.

      “Been busy with a whole bunch of cases. I might even have to hire another lawyer.”

      MacFarland was aware of one of the cases, one that almost challenged their friendship; the same case that had lost MacFarland a girlfriend and endangered his sister-in-law. MacFarland felt compelled to ask Jerry how the case was going.

      “It’s going okay. I can’t really talk about the case, since I believe you are on the witness list. Something about a cell phone recording.”

      MacFarland smiled. The one time he had actually thought ahead of time before storming into danger, he had put his phone on record and had obtained a fairly incriminating evidence against the scumbags.

      “I guess it’s a pretty hopeless case for you.” It better be, he added privately. Unfortunately, Baker, as usual, was the Defense for the scumbags MacFarland had done his best to put away.

      “At some point all cases look hopeless, Mac. But a good lawyer doesn’t lose hope. He tries to mount the best possible defense he can and get his client the best possible deal he can.”

      MacFarland’s laugh was cynical. “Well, I hope you fail with this guy. No offense.”

      Baker laughed, not taking any umbrage at MacFarland’s feelings. “Mac, I do my best for all my clients. You know that.”

      MacFarland nodded. “Yeah, I guess I do. Just don’t try too hard to win this one.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

          MONDAY, NOVEMBER 7, 1330 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      The teeming lunch crowd made up for the lack of customers in the morning. MacFarland and Rufus hardly had a moment to catch their breath as customers crowded around the wagon. MacFarland was glad to see that his competitor across the street, Sidney Morgan, was also doing quite a brisk business.  MacFarland’s approach to business was somewhat less than competitive. In fact, MacFarland and Rufus often prided themselves on how much of their product they were able to give away free to homeless people.

      The lunch crowd was down to just one or two customers when a tall black man cautiously approached the hot dog wagon. He was wearing a hooded jacket and sunglasses, but despite the attempts at disguising himself, MacFarland knew that it was Lamarr Perry. He was wearing the same jacket he had worn the previous week. And, of course, there was no way to hide the man’s height and build. Perry waited until the last customer walked away from the corner before he approached within speaking distance.

      “Mr. MacFarland, I really need your help.”

      MacFarland stared blandly at the young man. “I thought I made it clear last week that I don’t get involved in domestic disputes.”

      “It’s not a domestic dispute. At least not yet. I don’t want it to get there. Listen, man, I’ve tried calling her and telling her it was over, but she won’t listen to me. I need your help.”

      MacFarland started to assemble a hot dog and bun and handed it to Perry. Perry stared at it. “What’s this for?”

      “If you don’t order something or eat something, people will wonder what you’re doing here. A guy your size doesn’t go unnoticed.”

      Perry looked around, suddenly conscious of the people milling around the plaza across the street. He took the hot dog and started to reach for his wallet.

      “It’s on me,” said MacFarland. “Listen, Mr. Perry, I’d like to help you, but I’m not sure what I could actually do for you. I sell hot dogs, that’s all.”

      “Mr. Baker thought you might be able to do something else for me.”

      MacFarland frowned, his face suddenly clouded. Jerry Baker hadn’t said anything about Lamarr Perry this morning. Was that really the purpose of Baker’s visit, to soften MacFarland up, or to see how receptive his mood was? Maybe it was another Baker. “Baker who?”

      “Jerry Baker. My friend recommended him. Jerry said he would talk with you.”

      “Well, he didn’t,” said MacFarland, unable to hide the annoyance in his voice. He was beginning to feel manipulated. On the other hand, if Baker thought that MacFarland might be of some help to this kid...

      “Listen, Mr. Perry⁠—”

      “Call me Lamarr.”

      “—Lamarr. As I said, I don’t handle relationship problems. I solve murders. At least that is what I usually do for Jerry. Now, if this girl is dead⁠—”

      “Oh, my God no! She’s not dead. I just spoke to her last Friday.”

      “As I was saying, I usually handle dead people issues, not embarrassing affair issues.”

      Perry sat down on one of the folding chairs that MacFarland and Rufus kept near their wagon for slow times. Without even thinking about it, he finished off the hot dog. A man his size—six foot five, two hundred fifty pounds—probably put away a lot of food. MacFarland started to make a second hot dog.

      “I just don’t know what to do,” Perry said. “I’ve tried to break it off with Linda, but she won’t listen.”

      “Can’t anyone in the Broncos organization help you?”

      “I don’t dare bring it up. Not at a time like this. If there was even a hint of a problem, Coach would be all over me. I need someone to talk some sense into her. I can’t do it. I’m afraid to go see her anymore. I simply don’t know what to do.”

      MacFarland sighed, aware that he was going to regret his next actions. “I’m not saying that I can help you, but maybe if you told me some of the facts, I might be able to suggest something. First, who is this person?”

      “Her name is Linda Jenkins. I met her in September. I wasn’t anybody back then, just a player on the practice squad. But she and her friend used to hang out where we all met, after games or practice sessions. She came onto me, really strong like, and before I knew what was going on, her and her friend were having sex with me.”

      “Her friend?”

      “Another groupie named Tori Flores. I didn’t care for her very much, so we only had sex once.”

      “But you had sex with Jenkins more than once?”

      “Yeah, about three times. Then I realized that it was getting out of hand.”

      MacFarland suspected that the frequency had been higher than three times. “What made you realize it was getting out of hand?”

      “When she started telling me I should get divorced so we could get married.”

      “That does sound like it’s getting serious.”

      “I’ve been married to my wife since college, Mr. MacFarland. This was the first time I ever cheated on her.”

      MacFarland was thinking that it sounded like he had cheated at least three or four times but he kept his thoughts to himself. “Have you told your wife about the affair?”

      Perry shook his head. “I think it would devastate her. Particularly if she finds out it was a white girl I was screwing.”

      MacFarland rolled his eyes. “I’m not promising anything, Lamarr, but give me the girl’s address. I’ll think about it.”

      “I’d really appreciate it, Mr. MacFarland. Anything you can do.” Perry pulled a pen out of his jacket and wrote Jenkins name and address on a napkin. “Here’s her address, and I’ve added my phone number also, in case you need to talk to me. It’s my private cell number, so be careful with it.”

      “I’ll keep it safe,” promised MacFarland.

      As Perry headed over to the parking lot, MacFarland stared at the address. Did he really want to get involved with this? An incongruous thought made him smile. If he did help Perry, he could boast to his brother-in-law that he had an inside track with the Bronco’s new rising star quarterback. As he imagined telling Randy his remarkable news, he could hear Randy making light of the news, even mocking it. Then the smile faded from MacFarland’s face. He couldn’t shake the feeling that Lamarr Perry was getting exactly what he deserved.

      MacFarland frowned. There were just too many scumbags in the world.

      And he had just promised to help one of them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FOUR


          

          TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 8, 1920 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      MacFarland found Cynthia Pierson in his room when he got done washing up the pots and pans from his cart. She was bent over the last dozen boxes that were still piled against one wall of the room. As the owner of the house, Pierson probably had a right to be in his room. After all, the boxes belonged to her.

      “Sorry,” she said, her voice breaking. “Just trying to finish up on this.”

      MacFarland stared at her. Was Pierson crying? “What’s the matter, Cyn?”

      Pierson turned away from him, wiping her cheek with the back of her hand. “Nothing,” she said quietly.

      “Are you sure? You seem upset by something.”

      She held up a small leather-bound book. “This is the only thing I have that was uniquely my grandfather’s.”

      “What is it?”

      “It’s his diary. He wrote this when he was in China.” She opened it, browsing through page after page. “It’s all in Chinese, so I don’t know what it says.”

      “I didn’t realize your grandfather knew Chinese.”

      “Yeah, he did. He lived quite a long time in China. Did I ever tell you that he was with Mao on the Long March?”

      “I don’t know what the Long March is, Cyn.”

      “The Communist army, under Mao, broke through Nationalist lines and retreated. They took almost two years to travel six thousand miles. Over a hundred thousand started the retreat, but only about twenty thousand survived.”

      “And your grandfather was with them? That’s remarkable.”

      “He was a remarkable man. Despite what happened to him.”

      “What happened to him?”

      “You’ve heard of the McCarthy Era?”

      “Some sort of political witch hunt, wasn’t it?”

      Pierson nodded. “Senator McCarthy was convinced that there were commies everywhere. Lots of people got blacklisted. Actors, writers, politicians. A lot of Jews, other liberals. Lots of people. My grandfather lived in fear of being denounced by the McCarthyites.”

      “Why? Was he a communist?”

      “No, of course not. But he did think Mao and the Communist party was better for China and the United States than Chiang Kai-shek was. That wasn’t a popular idea back then. When my grandfather finally came back to the US for good, he was a broken man.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that.”

      “I grew up hearing my father griping about how my grandfather was a terrible father, how he had abandoned my grandmother for years at a time. Then, when my grandfather died, my father’s tune changed. It caught me by surprise. He would point to this stupid book—” She held it up dramatically. “—and say, your granddad has a gold mine in here! It’s worth a fortune! It will make us rich! But it never did. All it did was screw up my father’s life too.”

      MacFarland stared at the book. “How did a book do that?”

      Pierson put the diary down on the bed. “Granddad died in 1999. The following year, my father retired from the Army to spend the next four years trying to figure out what my granddad had written in his diary that was so valuable. Like he expected to find information about the location of something valuable. Stupid, really stupid. It was a total waste of time.”

      “When you say something valuable, do you mean a treasure of some sort?”

      “Oh, God, no. More like some important information, maybe. A document of some sort. You know, he even went to Mexico to look for that damned document?”

      “Really? I didn’t know that. Where in Mexico?”

      “I don’t know that, Mac.”

      “So he never found out what your grandfather had written about?”

      “No, he didn’t. He wouldn’t trust the diary with anyone who was competent enough to translate it. My granddad had warned him never to show the book to anyone from China.”

      MacFarland smiled. “It does sound kind of bizarre.”

      “Yeah, that’s the way I should look at it. Unfortunately, seeing this just reminds me of all the crap that my family went through. Here.” She tossed the book towards MacFarland, who snatched it out of the air. “Don’t lose it, since it really is all I have of my grandfather. But take a look at it, see if you can find any reference to whatever was so important.”

      MacFarland decided to change the subject. “Have you heard anything new about the guys who shot up your house?”

      Pierson stopped going through the boxes. She closed up the one where she had found the diary and sat down in the one chair in MacFarland’s room. “No leads so far.”

      MacFarland realized she did not want to discuss his theory that the shooters had been after him. For whatever reason, she kept insisting they were simply thieves. Thieves who packed heat. It didn’t make sense to him. “Did I tell you that I found out it was Baker who sent Lamarr Perry to talk to me?”

      Pierson looked at MacFarland in surprise. “I don’t think you did. You know Lamarr Perry? The quarterback?”

      MacFarland nodded, trying to hide his increasing glee at having found something that piqued Pierson’s interest. “He came to me to see if I could help him with a problem he’s having. But I turned him down. I think he caused his own problems, and I don’t handle domestic disputes.”

      “Lamarr Perry came to see you?”

      “Yeah, what’s so amazing about that? Lots of people seek my advice.”

      Pierson burst out laughing. “Get real, Mac, you’re the last person on earth anyone would ask for advice. Ha! Especially advice about domestic relations!”

      MacFarland tried to hide his hurt feelings. Sometimes Pierson didn’t realize how seriously he took everything she said. “Lots of people take my advice. Why would you say otherwise?”

      “Get serious, Mac. It’s your attitude. It turns a lot of normal people off.”

      “What are you talking about? What’s wrong with my attitude?”

      “Okay, let’s take Lamarr Perry. Tell me exactly why you turned him down.”

      MacFarland considered how much he could tell Pierson. Even though he hadn’t decided to help Perry, the man had told him a lot of things in confidence. MacFarland had to protect that trust. He chose his words carefully. “He’s got a stalker who won’t leave him alone. Now that he’s in the spotlight, he thinks the stalker might cause problems for him. So he asked me to talk to the stalker and get her to back off.”

      “So why’d you turn that down? Seems like a simple enough request.”

      “Well, it’s a bit more complicated than that. He’s married and worried that this stalker might affect his relationship with his wife.”

      “So he’s had sex with the stalker. And that’s why you won’t get involved, isn’t it?”

      MacFarland didn’t respond and tried to avoid looking at Pierson.

      “I knew it! See, that’s exactly what I was talking about!” Pierson was literally bouncing in her chair with excitement. He hated it when she thought she was right about something. Mostly, because she usually was right.

      “What exactly are you talking about?”

      “Mac, you are so judgmental. You are probably one of the most judgmental men I’ve ever met. You form an opinion about someone, and you rarely change it. Mac, you’re prejudiced!”

      “I am not! I get along with everyone. Mostly everyone.”

      “Not prejudiced in the bad sense. I mean you pre-judge people, mostly based on their actions. Though given recent events, I sometimes wonder if you are prejudiced against religious people.”

      “Not religious people,” insisted MacFarland. “Just creepy religious leaders.”

      “Whatever,” said Pierson. “The fact is, Mac, that you don’t like guys who cheat on their wives. That’s the real reason you don’t want to help this guy. It has nothing to do with what kind of ‘cases’ you handle. You don’t handle cases. You’re not a cop anymore. You’re just someone who helps out people who need your help.”

      “I have the right to make up my own mind about how I feel about people. That just affects what cas--people--I will handle. Help.”

      Pierson shrugged. “That may be true, but if you were still my partner, I would not want your biases about suspects or people to affect your work. What you do as a private citizen is your own business, I guess. But don’t think for a moment that others don’t notice this about you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FIVE


          

          WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 9, 1030 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Despite his promise to help Lamarr Perry, MacFarland did nothing on Tuesday to aid the desperate quarterback. The napkin with Linda Jenkin’s name and address stayed hidden in his pants pocket. By Wednesday morning, MacFarland had almost completely forgotten his encounter with Perry. He had far more important things to do.

      His study of Chinese was starting to become annoyingly frustrating. French, Spanish, even German now seemed easy compared to Chinese. It didn’t help that there were many dialects of Chinese, and MacFarland found himself torn between studying Mandarin, the official language, or Cantonese. He wasn’t sure why he wanted to learn Cantonese, though that decision might have been influenced by discovering a whole section of Cantonese pop singers in a store called CD Replay.

      It might also have been due to one of the store’s clerks, Rebecca Lam, who told him about each of the Hong Kong singers featured in many of the “Cantopop” albums. Performers like Priscilla Chan, Leslie Cheung, George Lam, Alan Tam, Stephy Tang, and Faye Wong. Rebecca would sing some of the songs and then give him a rough translation of the song’s meaning. She had insisted that Cantonese was easy to learn. Of course. Easy for her. She had been hearing it since birth.

      He was torn between issues of practicality and issues of emotional attraction. He finally settled on emotional attraction, while simultaneously berating himself for being influenced by a really cute, petite Chinese woman. He countered his guilty feelings of illicit lust with sincere promises to visit Hong Kong someday.

      This morning, however, he was ready to give up on any version of China-speak. Maybe he would just listen to CDs of Hong Kong pop music and be satisfied with that.

      Yet, MacFarland was not the kind of guy to quit at anything, no matter how frustrating it was. “That’s your problem, Mac,” said Pierson on several occasions. “You just don’t know when to let go of something. Of course, that’s also your strength, I guess.”

      Rebecca Lam had told him that even if he spoke only Cantonese, he wouldn’t have too many problems in China, since the written language was fairly universal. MacFarland tended to doubt this when he showed her the small black handwritten book he had.

      Rebecca studied it carefully, then had to admit that she had problems reading it. “It’s the penmanship,” she insisted. “I don’t think this person was very literate. Some characters I can recognize, but there are many others I have not seen before.”

      So much for universality.

      At ten-thirty, MacFarland told Rufus that he was going to Cherry Creek.

      “What’s in Cherry Creek, boss?”

      “A bookstore. Called Oriental Treasures. I’m hoping the owner can help me translate this damn book.”

      Rufus smiled. “Boss, you should study Vietnamese. It would be more useful, especially if we intercept any communications between Charlie and the North Vietnamese.”

      “I seriously doubt that will happen, Rufus.”

      “You never know, boss.”

      MacFarland was surprised to find parking right in front of Oriental Treasures. Cherry Creek was not normally one of MacFarland’s stomping grounds. Most of the shops were too exclusive for his modest budget. And finding a place to park his truck was often challenging. Today he lucked out. Whatever gods they had in China were smiling down on him.

      He went into the store. A bell rang, announcing his presence. He paused briefly to allow his eyes to adjust to the deep gloom. The store was crammed with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, all of them stuffed with books. Few of the books appeared to be contemporary editions. There was no sign of the New York Times Top Ten books. In fact, there were few titles in English visible anywhere.

      In spite of the bell, no one popped out of the shadows to greet him. The store seemed quite deserted, with MacFarland the only customer. How did Oriental Treasures stay in business?

      “Hello?” called MacFarland. He tried to recall the Cantonese equivalent. “Néih hóu.”

      Apparently that did the trick. A man emerged from a back room. He peered over his wire-frame glasses at MacFarland. “May I help you?”

      “Ah, yes, I hope so,” said MacFarland. “I’ve been trying to study Cantonese, and I thought I could understand it better if I also learned to read Chinese. I’ve got this book—it’s handwritten—and I’m having problems reading it.”

      The store proprietor stared blankly at MacFarland. “Why would you try to read a book written by hand? It would be much simpler to learn from language study guides.”

      “Yes, I know,” said MacFarland. “You see, the book belongs to my friend. It’s her grandfather’s diary which he wrote when he was in China, and I thought she would be impressed if I could read it to her. Do you read Chinese, Mr.—?”

      “Lee. Peter Lee. Yes, of course I read zhongwen. Are you trying to teach yourself?”

      “Yeah, sort of. I just listen to the language CDs and try to practice speaking. I’m not really sure why I want to learn to read the language too.”

      “Your goal is a worthy one, Mr.—?”

      “Sorry, MacFarland. We should have done introductions.”

      “Mr. MacFarland, but I would recommend that you acquire the services of a teacher.”

      “I’m not sure I could afford a teacher. I’m only a hot dog vendor.”

      Peter Lee smiled knowingly. “Let me see the book you wish to translate. Perhaps I can give you some insight as to what it is about.”

      MacFarland took the book out of his pocket and handed it to Lee. He had to handle it delicately. The pages, about fifty in number, had come loose from the leather binding. Lee pushed his glasses up his nose and stared intently at the book, leafing through the pages with almost quiet reverence. MacFarland watched him impatiently. “Well, can you translate it?”

      Lee ignored him as he peered intently at page after page. He pursed his lips, a deep frown on his face.

      “Where did you say you got this?” he asked.

      “My friend’s grandfather worked in China during the Second World War. We think it is a record of what he experienced in China. He was with Mao on the Long March. I guess he was a language buff, since he brought back a bunch of language books from that period.”

      Lee nodded slowly. “I would be interested in seeing some of those books, perhaps.”

      “What about this book? What is it?”

      “It is not quite a journal. It started off as a journal, but it is more than that. It is more like a record of various gifts the writer gave to his friends and associates. I must say, it is difficult to translate this book without more study. It is written in a confused merging of Classical Chinese and modern Chinese characters. I would say that it was probably written by someone who was not proficient in the new standard Chinese language.”

      “But what does it say?”

      Peter Lee smiled and bowed his head. “I would need more time to examine it, Mr. MacFarland. Would you be able to leave it with me for a short period of time?”

      “How short?” asked MacFarland. It wasn’t his book, after all, and he felt uncomfortable letting someone else have control over one of Pierson’s family heirlooms.

      “Not long, not long, perhaps only a week or two. Enough time for me to consult various reference works and verify my suspicions.”

      MacFarland gave him a hard stare. “Is this book valuable?”

      “Are you willing to sell it?”

      “It’s not mine to sell,” said MacFarland. “I’m pretty sure the owner wouldn’t want to part with it. She only let me have it because she trusts me.”

      Lee stared at the book, his eyes downcast. “The book clearly has sentimental value, perhaps significant historical value. There is always demand for historical accounts of The Great March.”

      MacFarland had an idea. “Let me call the owner and see what she says.”

      He punched in Pierson’s number on his cellphone and explained where he was and what he was doing. Finally he put his phone away.

      “As I suspected, she doesn’t want to sell it, but she says that if I can make photocopies of some of the pages, I can leave them with you, but only for a week or two to get it translated. But we need a receipt that you have the copies of the pages.”

      Lee handed the book back. If he was disappointed with the terms of the agreement, he didn’t reveal it by his facial expression or manner.

      “Of course, Mr. MacFarland. I have a copy machine in the back. We can make the copies there, and you can initial and number each page. Let me just tell you, though, that what you have here is valuable, much more valuable than you could possibly imagine. If what I suspect is true, a great many people would like to get their hands on this book.”

      MacFarland couldn’t quite believe that, but perhaps Pierson was right. Maybe there was something important recorded in the book. Pierson would be pleased to hear that.

      He didn’t think any more about the book until after he returned home from his Alcoholics Anonymous meeting that night. MacFarland was frustrated with himself when he left his AA meeting. John, the group leader, had asked if anyone had something that was bothering them, pushing them towards the edge. It often helped to discuss these issues before the recovering alcoholic fell off the wagon.

      For once, MacFarland did have something to discuss. Two weeks earlier, he had killed a man who was threatening to kill a hostage. MacFarland wanted to think that the incident hadn’t affected him, but he kept seeing the image of the hostage, in a tight chokehold, her face petrified with fright. And then he would see scumbag’s head exploding behind her, and her scream of terror as she collapsed out of his grasp.

      The images really depressed him.

      But when he stood up to describe what was bothering him, he froze up. He couldn’t say anything.

      As soon as he walked in the door after his meeting, Pierson confronted him. It was immediately clear to MacFarland that Pierson had not had a good day at the office. Since her office was often filled with drug dealers, murderers, thieves and other miscreants, her bad mood was not surprising. Even so, he was in no mood to tolerate her ill temper. Why are women so emotional anyway, he wondered.

      “What’s going on with my book? Why are you showing it around?”

      “I thought you wanted to find out what your grandfather wrote about.”

      Pierson frowned, searching for a proper response. Apparently she couldn’t find one. “My father said that we should always be careful about who saw the book.”

      “Peter Lee is a simple bookseller. I don’t think he’s going to steal the book.”

      “My father said not to show it to anybody. Especially someone from China.”

      “Whatever your grandfather wrote about, we’ll finally find out what it is.”

      Pierson hesitated, then finally relented. “Okay, but I just don’t want the diary sold, that’s all.”

      “I wasn’t planning on selling it. Although Lee did say that it was valuable. He was willing to buy it.”

      “Valuable? How could a personal diary be worth anything, except maybe as a historical document?”

      MacFarland nodded. “I don’t know, Cyn. Maybe that’s it. He did say that it described the Long March, and that might make it valuable. He also said that it seemed like the writer wasn’t very educated. I suppose a foreigner who didn’t know Chinese very good would be the same.”

      “My grandfather was very educated,” said Pierson, more defensively than she needed to be. “Don’t lose it, Mac. That book is one of the few things of my grandfather’s that I have. I don’t care how valuable it might be to a bookseller. It’s more valuable to me.”
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