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      In Turner Hastings’ opinion, the bank robbery didn’t go truly bad until Yoda shot out the skylight. Which was not to say that the robbery hadn’t had its problems up until that point.

      It started out as a typically busy Saturday. Turner was working the drive-through teller station, peering out the bullet-proof glass at the customers in cars. It was almost noon – closing time for the First Wisconsin Bank of Winosha. Nasty old Mr. Johnson had just pulled up and begun fumbling with the plastic canister in the pneumatic tube when she heard the commotion behind her. She glanced over her shoulder in time to see two men rush the bank counter. 

      One was tall and spindly in that way some guys are. The kind of skinny where you can’t help but wonder what, exactly, is holding up their jeans because they have no rear end to speak of. He was wearing a black Eminem T-shirt and a Yoda mask, and clutching a sawed-off shotgun in an uncertain way, as if he’d never held one before. The second man was short and hairy. He had the thick black stuff growing on his arms, the backs of his hands, his fingers, and of course, his chest. Unfortunately, he’d chosen to wear a yellow mesh tank, which only served to highlight all that abundance of fur. Perhaps he’d wanted to coordinate with the cheery yellow of his SpongeBob SquarePants mask. He held his shotgun with a bit more knowledge than Yoda, but under the present circumstances, that wasn’t nearly as reassuring as it should have been.

      “This is a floor! Everybody on the stickup!” SpongeBob screamed in a disconcertingly hoarse voice, little tube-socked SpongeBob legs swinging back and forth on the mask.

      Everyone in the small bank paused, trying to digest those two sentences. Turner opened her mouth, thought better about it, and shut it again.

      Marge, the only customer inside the bank if you didn’t count the robbers, had no such inhibitions. “This is a stickup. Everybody on the floor.”

      And you really couldn’t fault her, because she was right. Marge was short and bottom-heavy and wearing turquoise stretch capri pants with a big T-shirt that had glittery pink and orange flamingos on it. She was in her late fifties, which was an age, as she liked to tell anyone who’d listen, when she no longer had to put up with guff from men or boys.

      Her correction seemed to make the robbers irritable. 

      “On the floor! On the floor! On the floor!” Yoda yelled redundantly, the mask’s little sticky-out ears flapping.

      Turner flattened herself to the floor behind the counter because, really, it seemed to be a good idea.

      But that only made SpongeBob upset. “No, dickhead! They’ll hit the police alarm back there,” he told Yoda. “We need to get them out here in the lobby.”

      “Okay. Yeah. Okay,” Yoda said. “Come on out here, then get on the floor.”

      Turner crawled out after Ashley, the other Saturday teller. Ashley was looking peeved. Before the robbery had started, she’d been talking about her new leaf-green summer pantsuit. She’d found it on sale at the Wal-Mart up in Superior, and she obviously wasn’t too thrilled to be crawling in it now. 

      Behind Turner at the window, she could hear Mr. Johnson’s tinny voice through the speaker. “Can I have that in fives? No, better make it ones. And I need some quarters, too, for the washing machines up at the Spin ’n’ Go. Make sure they’re nice new ones. Last time you people gave me a bunch of sticky change.”

      Those inside the bank were all out in the lobby now. Turner lay on her belly and contemplated the manure-brown floor tiles. They needed mopping. Typical. Calvin Hyman, the bank president, who naturally wasn’t working on a Saturday and thus wasn’t in danger of having his head blown off – more’s the pity – had saved money by cutting the cleaning to once a week.

      “Here.” A black plastic garbage bag was thrust in front of Turner’s nose. “Fill this with, like, money.”

      She squinted over her glasses at SpongeBob. Did he realize that in order to…?

      “We’re going to have to get back up to fill those,” Ashley said, loud, exasperated, and nasal. “Why’d you make us come on out here and get down on the dirty floor if – ow!”

      Ashley stopped talking to glare at Turner, who’d just kicked her in the ankle.

      “Shut. Up,” Turner hissed.

      “Don’t you go telling me to shut up, Turner Hastings. If you think —”

      “Ashley, honey,” Marge interrupted from her spot on the floor next to Turner, “just get the nice bank robbers their money.”

      Good idea. “I’m going to stand up and go get the money, okay?” Turner said to the robbers to give them plenty of warning. She didn’t want to make them any more nervous than they already were.

      “Yeah, yeah, okay. Hurry up,” Yoda answered. She noticed for the first time that the mask’s right ear had a tear in it. It’d been Scotch-taped back together.

      Turner stood. She took the garbage bag gingerly and walked back behind the counter with Ashley. Behind them, Marge stayed on the floor. It sounded like she was muttering about dirt and men. Turner hit the release on her teller drawer.

      Mr. Johnson’s scratchy voice was still complaining. “Hello? Hellloooo? What’s taking so long? I ain’t got all day here, you know – some people have work to do.”

      Ashley huffed at her counter teller station and pulled out wads of cash. 

      Turner put a bundle of twenties into her bag and glanced carefully at the big round wall clock – 11:56. Fudge. Ashley’s boyfriend, Doug, came to pick her up for lunch every Saturday. And Ashley’s boyfriend just happened to be a —

      “Cop!” SpongeBob squeaked.

      “What? Where?” Yoda swung around to look, his shotgun going with him.

      Sheriff’s Deputy Doug Larson pushed open the tinted glass doors of the bank and paused. The little silver star on his khaki uniform winked in the sunbeam streaming in from the big skylight. His Smokey-the-Bear hat had always seemed a little too big on him to Turner’s eye, but that might’ve been because Doug had such a little pinhead. If you looked at him sideways, the back of his skull was totally flat. Something had to be wrong about that. A ludicrous expression of horror flooded Doug’s face, and Turner could almost hear the Oh, shit.

      Then Doug drew his gun.

      Turner decided to duck behind the counter at that point, so she didn’t actually see Yoda shoot out the skylight, but she did hear the BOOM! of the shotgun and the subsequent tinkling as glass rained down on them all.

      Beside her, Ashley was whimpering, but that soon turned to a shriek. “Doug!”

      Oh, Lord, thought Turner. Please don’t let Doug be dead.

      Then Ashley’s hollering continued. “Doug! Dougy! Don’t leave me! Goddamnit, Doug Larson, see if I ever let you take me out to the Ridge again!”

      Turner blinked at that information slip. The Ridge was the local makeout spot. She chanced a look over the counter. Doug, as Ashley had already indicated, was nowhere to be seen. Smart man. He’d probably calculated the odds and gone looking for some backup. Or at the very least, a bigger gun. Meanwhile, Yoda and SpongeBob were still milling in the lobby. Yoda’s right ear was dangling from the mask now. Evidently, the Scotch tape hadn’t survived the excitement.

      “What the hell did you do that for, you douchebag?” SpongeBob yelled. “Why didn’t you shoot at the cop instead of the ceiling?”

      “Hey, I was trying,” Yoda said. “It’s not as easy as it looks to aim a sawed-off shotgun —”

      “Yes, it is!” SpongeBob retorted. And BOOM!, he shot out the front doors.

      My, wouldn’t Calvin just be miffed when he saw that? Turner’s ears were ringing, and the bank filled with the acrid stench of gunpowder.

      “Shit,” Yoda muttered. “That’s not fair. You’ve had way more practice, dude.”

      SpongeBob had turned away to shoot the doors. In doing so, he’d revealed a stunningly lush growth of back hair.

      “Ew,” Marge said from the floor, which pretty much summed it up.

      “Fish!” Ashley yelled.

      SpongeBob jumped as if someone had poked him in the butt. He swung around to stare at Ashley.

      “You’re Fish!” Ashley was waving a bubble-gum-pink fingernail at him, apparently unaware that it wasn’t a good idea to identify a bank robber when he was actually in the process of robbing the bank. “I’d know that hairy back anywhere. I spent an entire year sitting behind it in sophomore social science. You’re Fish.”

      “Am not!” SpongeBob said, confirming for everyone present that he was indeed Fish.

      Wonderful. Turner grabbed Ashley’s plastic garbage bag from her.

      “Hey —!” Ashley started.

      Turner shoved both bags at Yoda and SpongeBob. “Here.”

      “What are you doing?” Ashley shrieked.

      Turner ignored her. She enunciated very carefully to the robbers. “Take the money. Run away.”

      Yoda lunged convulsively, grabbed the bags of money, and galloped out what was left of the front door. He was followed closely by SpongeBob.

      “Can I get off the floor now?” Marge asked plaintively.

      Outside, a car with a bad muffler roared away.

      “I guess so,” Turner replied. She looked around the little bank. Calvin’s manure-brown floor was covered in sparkling glass, and a hot August breeze was blowing through the skylight and doors. Hard to believe that ten minutes ago it had been a normal Saturday.

      “What’d you do that for?” Ashley demanded, fists on discount Wal-Mart hips. “You just handed them the cash. What kind of First Wisconsin Bank employee are you?”

      “A live one,” Turner replied.

      Ashley looked disgusted. “At least I got one of those ink bundles into my bag.”

      Turner stared. “You did?”

      “Yeah, why?” Ashley asked aggressively.

      Turner just shook her head and went to the drive-through window. “I’m sorry, Mr. Johnson, the bank’s closed now.”

      Sirens wailed in the distance, getting closer.

      “Why, of all the —” Mr. Johnson began, but Turner switched off the speaker.

      There was a squeal of tires from out in front and then the rapid slamming of car doors.

      “Looks like the cavalry’s arrived,” Marge said to no one in particular.

      “Come out with your hands in plain sight!” Sheriff Dick Clemmons’s voice bellowed, amplified by the speaker on his squad car.

      “Oh, for Pete’s sake,” Turner muttered. It hadn’t been a good day so far, and she was getting a little cranky. She walked to the doors and peeked through broken glass. Outside, two Washburn County sheriff’s cars were skewed dramatically across Main Street. Predictably, a crowd had begun to gather behind them. 

      “They’re gone,” she said.

      “What?” Sheriff Clemmons boomed, still using the speaker.

      “They’re gone!” Turner yelled.

      “Oh.” There was a crackle from the speaker, and then Dick stood, hitching up his black utility belt. The sheriff was a tall man with a sloping belly, and the belt had a tendency to slide below it. He looked a little disappointed. “Anyone hurt?”

      “No,” Turner replied in her best repressive librarian voice. She held open what remained of the shot-out bank door.

      Dick strode up the walk in an I’m-in-charge kind of way, trailed by Doug, who still looked a little spooked. Turner couldn’t blame him. It wasn’t every day that a man got shot at by a Jedi Master.

      The sheriff stepped inside the bank and squinted around. “Okay, now —”

      “Doug Larson!” Ashley had caught sight of her boyfriend. 

      Doug sort of hunched his shoulders. 

      “Of all the low-down, ratty things to do,” Ashley began.

      “Now, honey,” Marge interrupted. “You can’t go blaming the boy for not wanting to be shot just so you wouldn’t ruin a pantsuit from Wal-Mart.”

      “But he left me!” Ashley wailed, tears running down her cheeks along with a bunch of black mascara.

      Marge began patting, Doug started explaining, and Sheriff Clemmons became authoritative. Then the paramedics arrived, crunching over the floor with equipment nobody needed. Two more deputies appeared, as did the volunteer fire department, most of whom had probably heard about the robbery over their scanners and wanted in on the action. 

      Turner watched all the people running around, talking, arguing, taking notes, getting in each other’s way, and generally trying to look important. She thought about how easy it would be to rob the bank right at that moment when everyone was so very busy. She glanced at the surveillance camera in the corner, dumbly taping everything within the bank. Then she strolled to Calvin’s big fake mahogany desk and pulled out the middle drawer. There, sitting in plain sight, was the red paper envelope that held the key to his safe deposit box. She stared at it. She’d never have another chance like this one. She knew because she’d been waiting for this moment for four years. Turner smiled a small, secret smile and palmed the key. 

      It was time for her own heist.
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      The problem with playing hoops on a Saturday afternoon with younger guys was not that they were in better shape, but that they had no fear of death. None. At. All.

      John MacKinnon feinted right, and when the tall blond kid guarding him shifted, he shot the ball over the boy’s right elbow. There was a breathless moment of hope, followed immediately by crushing disappointment. The ball bounced off the rim, the sound echoing in the gym. It headed back into the key as four guys collided, trying to nab the rebound.

      Not that he was out of shape. Far from it. He lifted weights twice a week, ran every day – well, nearly every day – and played pickup hoops on weekends. Lots of guys his age weren’t nearly as fit.

      The other team’s point guard, a rangy college kid with abs you could bounce a quarter off of – damn him – caught the ball and ran down the court. Nine guys followed, thundering in a close pack.

      But the thing was, once you reached a certain age – say, forty – you became more aware of death. Of the potential of death. That little twinge, high on your left arm, or the stitch in your side that might be a forewarning of something more dire. You worried about what you ate. Thought twice about the deep-fried cheese curds and considered – actually considered – getting the tofu burger for lunch. Young guys, in contrast, were so busy thinking of pussy and beer that there wasn’t a whole lot of room for anything else in their brains. Certainly not worry about trans fats and heart disease.

      Someone elbowed him in the ribs. He shoved back, his sweaty arm sliding against an equally sweaty shoulder. The other player grunted. Served him right, the cocky young asshole. Score one for the old guy.

      Just last month, Ted York had keeled over from a heart attack right in the middle of lunch with a bunch of desk jockeys from D.C., and wasn’t that an awful way to go? The poor bastard had been eating a salad. Bet Ted would’ve ordered a bacon double cheeseburger if he’d known it wouldn’t’ve made a difference anyway. But that was the trouble with being over forty. You didn’t know what —

      John’s pager went off with an obnoxious digital sound. One of these days he’d have to change the ring tone on the thing. If he could figure out how. Everyone stopped, and a couple of guys groaned. The ball bounced into a corner of the gym, and the blond kid went to retrieve it.

      “Oh, man!” The rangy point guard bent over, hands on knees, panting. “Figures you’d get paged now, Mac.”

      “We were losing anyway,” John shot back.

      More grumbling, and a discussion of his mother’s virtue or lack thereof. He ignored the back talk and dug in his gym bag for his pager, pushing aside the Glock to reach it. He read the number on the little device and swore softly. So much for hoops.

      The game started again behind him. 

      John opened a plastic bottle of water and took a deep swallow as he punched in numbers on his cell phone.

      The other end picked up. “FBI.”

      “MacKinnon.”

      “We’ve got a bank robbery in Winosha,” Tim Holt, the Milwaukee ASAC – Assistant Special Agent in Charge – informed him without preamble.

      “Where?” John picked up his bag and headed for the lockers.

      “Winosha. Small town south of Superior on Highway 53. It’s in Washburn County.”

      “Never heard of it.” He shouldered open the men’s locker-room door. 

      “No reason you should have,” Tim said in his California surfer-dude drawl. “Not more than three thousand people all told, and that’s at the height of tourist season.”

      “Yeah? Figures the assignment would be in podunkville.” John pulled off his sweaty T-shirt and wiped his face with it before dropping it in his gym bag. “Who’ve I got?”

      “McHenry’s on leave of absence, Anderson’s still on the Sun Prairie case, and Wilson’s working surveillance this weekend.” Tim didn’t elaborate further, because he knew damn well John could draw the obvious conclusion.

      Crap.

      John finished stripping and rolled his right shoulder. It still ached from when he’d pulled a muscle shoveling snow back in April. It was the kind of injury kids in their twenties never sustained, and the guys at the office didn’t let him forget it, either. Goddamn Wisconsin winter. Another problem with getting old: the body didn’t bounce back from injuries as fast.

      “Mac?” Tim queried.

      “Yeah.” John grimaced. “Give me Torelli.”

      “You okay with that?”

      “Sure, I’m good. I’ll call him.” 

      “Fine. Paperwork’s waiting for you here.”

      John said good-bye, punched the button to hang up, and dialed another number. He rubbed his shoulder while the other end rang.

      “Hello?” A New York accent this time. Music played in the background, something kind of sultry and jazzy.

      John grinned. Maybe Dante Torelli was with a girlfriend. Ohhh, too bad. “Torelli?”

      “Yes?”

      “We’re on. Bank robbery. Meet me at the office at” – he glanced at his watch; it was 3:14. “Four o’clock.” 

      John hung up without waiting for the reply and threw the cell back in his gym bag. He carried the bag into the showers and placed it on a nearby bench while he washed off the sweat. Then he dressed in old jeans and a light blue T-shirt. Damn, he’d have to change into something more businesslike at his apartment. Not that he’d be able to compete with whatever designer suit Torelli would decide to wear today. 

      He snorted and stuck the Glock at the small of his back under the loose T-shirt before grabbing his bag. Outside the gym, the August heat slapped him across the face, and he felt the sweat start again as if he hadn’t just showered. He had transferred to Milwaukee from Philadelphia last fall and still hadn’t acclimated to the Wisconsin weather, despite the fact that he was originally from Lander, Wyoming. First the howling cold of the Midwest winter, and now the hostile heat of summer. Who knew it could be this ghastly hot so close to Canada, for God’s sake? 

      John crossed the sticky asphalt parking lot to his black Chevy Silverado pickup and unlocked it. Naturally, it was baking inside. He popped both doors and watched the heat waves roll out from the interior. It was a wonder the steering wheel hadn’t melted yet. Anchorage began to look like a good posting at times like this. He got in, took out the Glock, and tossed it on the passenger seat within reach before starting the engine.

      Ten minutes later, when he pulled into his apartment-complex parking lot, the Silverado’s interior was arctic-cold. He lived in a newer area built up in the late eighties, and his apartment building had the tasteful, bland look of that decade. He went in the so-called security door and hung a left in the hall to take the beige-carpeted stairs. He unlocked the door to his apartment – also done in beige – and tossed his keys on the little table by the door. The wall above the table was blank. Probably should’ve hung something there by now, maybe a southwestern print, but there never seemed to be time. Besides, the apartment had come furnished. Why mess with the decor when it wasn’t really his?

      On that depressing thought, he crossed the central living room to the bedroom. In the back of his closet he had a duffel he always kept half-packed. He hauled it out now and threw in a couple of clean shirts and slacks, then went back out to the kitchen and grabbed a box of granola bars – the old-fashioned kind that weren’t too sweet – and some plastic containers of microwaveable stew. Meals could be real unreliable in small towns. John threw the food in his duffel and shucked off the jeans and T-shirt. He replaced them with khaki slacks, a navy polo, his brown leather shoulder holster, and a brown blazer. Then he pulled on bullhide Wilson boots with stitched swirls on the calves. Not that you could see the stitching, of course, with his slacks over them, but he knew it was there.

      John straightened and stood for a moment, looking around his generic apartment, trying to remember if he’d forgotten anything. The AC kicked in, its mechanical hum loud in the silence. There were no plants to water, no cat to feed, no one to call. No one who would care that he’d be gone a few days. In fact, he could pretty much walk out of this apartment right now and never have to come back. He wouldn’t be leaving anything important behind.

      Man, his life sucked.

      If he stood here any longer he was going to eat his own gun. John stuck the Glock in the holster under his left arm, picked up the duffel, and walked to the front door. He turned off the AC before he left.
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      It was after four by the time Turner parked her tan ’95 Ford Escort wagon on the curb by her little one-story cottage. Four hours. Four hours of being questioned and requestioned and waiting to be questioned yet again about the bank robbery. And all that time the contents of Calvin’s safe deposit box had been lying in the bottom of her prim brown leather purse. No wonder her hands had begun to tremble just a bit.

      Turner forced herself to get out of the car slowly. Deliberately. Not running in a scatterbrained panic up the front walk. The precaution proved to be a wise one. She was halfway to her front step when Ernestine Miller, her next-door neighbor, hailed her. 

      “Turner!” Ernestine puffed. “Turner! I just heard!” 

      Her neighbor hurried as fast as her fat little ankles would let her. Ernestine owned a police scanner and had no doubt been lying in wait for her. Turner paused for the short, round woman to reach her. She took a calm breath and didn’t let impatience – or fear – show.

      “Are you all right?” Ernestine asked, looking her up and down as if checking for bullet holes. “Did a gang of vicious bank robbers really take all of you hostage?”

      “I’m afraid so,” Turner replied. Technically, she supposed, there hadn’t been a hostage situation, and she wasn’t so sure the bank robbers were all that vicious, but she didn’t have the time to debate that with her neighbor. “It was very frightening.”

      Not as frightening, of course, as standing out here in the burning sun, waiting for police cars to come screaming around the corner, but she didn’t mention that to Ernestine.

      “Well, I guess!” Ernestine looked thrilled to death. “Did they have guns?”

      “Shotguns.”

      “And they blew up the doors!”

      “It was awful.” Turner stomped on the urge to just walk away from the woman. The last thing she wanted was to look suspicious, and in a small town, passing up the opportunity to rehash a real live bank robbery would look very, very suspicious indeed. 

      Fortunately, Ernestine didn’t need much help with the conversation. “I bet they were one of those youth gangs you hear about on Focus on the Family. Probably from Superior…”

      Five minutes later, Turner was able to tear herself away from the discussion by faking delayed shock and a headache. She walked sedately up her three wooden steps and slowly opened her front door. She even paused for a final wave at Ernestine. 

      Inside, she closed the door and locked it, noticing only at that moment that her hands had started shaking again. Turner frowned and stared at her palms until the palsy stopped. Then she dropped her purse by the door and ran on cautious tiptoes to her bedroom, even though no one could hear her. They hadn’t noticed anything at the bank, so they couldn’t possibly be after her already, but that didn’t stop her from feeling that the full arm of the law was just around the corner, waiting to capture her. Her belly tightened.

      They couldn’t capture her. Not yet.

      Turner pulled her old navy nylon suitcase out from under her bed and threw in a change of underwear, shorts, and a couple of T-shirts. She stared at the suitcase a moment. There was no way to tell how long it would take. She figured only overnight, but if there were difficulties… She tossed in more underwear, another change of clothes, and her small bag of travel toiletries. Then she went to the kitchen and gathered the scissors, her old pair of binoculars, a box of saltine crackers, some apples, and three jars of pickled herring. At the last minute she threw in a jar of olives, some Vienna sausages, and half a dozen bottles of water. 

      She dragged the suitcase to the front hall and dropped it there. By the door was a narrow coat closet. Turner opened it and stood on tiptoe to reach a cardboard box on the shelf inside. The box held winter clothes packed away for the summer. She set it on the floor and began rummaging until her fingers touched plastic. At the bottom of the box was a Ziploc bag containing one thousand dollars in cash. She pocketed the cash and returned the box to the closet.

      Turner opened the front door and looked out. Her cottage was in the old section of Winosha on a street unimaginatively named Elm. The street looked serene in the heat, a typical hot August day. The cicadas buzzed loudly in the maple trees along the walk. No police cars marred her sleepy neighborhood. You couldn’t tell that the town bank had been robbed only hours ago – or that she had finally made her move after four very long years.

      She took off her glasses and set them by the vase on the hall table, then picked up her suitcase and lugged it down the walk to her car. Ernestine popped out her front door, but Turner waved and didn’t break her stride. She threw the suitcase into the back seat of the Escort and was pulling away from the curb while her neighbor was still trotting down the walk.

      Main Street took her by the bank again. Turner slowed like any other gawker. The two sheriff’s cars were still parked out front, although they’d been moved to the side of the street. As she drove past, she saw Calvin Hyman enter the bank, his silver hair shining in the sunlight. 

      She shuddered and accelerated north out of town on Highway 53, turning up the AC to counter the sweat that had started along her spine. Outside of town, tall evergreens crowded in on either side of the road. They’d been planted after the forest here had been clear-cut. But the rows of evergreens were too straight, too ordered to ever take the place of a natural forest. They looked manmade.

      Seven miles down, she exited on State 77. The shoulder was pale brown here from the drought, and she passed a forest preserve sign that warned, DANGER OF FIRE TODAY: HIGH. After another twelve miles, Turner took a right down County H and then a left on a dirt track. In the rearview mirror, clouds of tan dust bloomed, kicked up by her car. The dust would coat the outside of the Escort. Not that it mattered, since the Escort was essentially dust-colored anyway.

      Tommy Zucker’s house suddenly materialized out of the trees on the right – a surprise every time, even though she made this trip at least weekly. The house was stained a dark, almost black color that blended with its surroundings. She put the Escort in second and drove carefully up the primitive lane beside Tommy’s house. Usually she parked the car in front, but today she continued around back to the shed where Tommy kept his excess vehicles. She killed the engine and listened to the stillness of the woods. A blue jay flew through the baking sunlight, attracted by the peanuts Tommy put out on his back deck.

      He might not be here. She jerked slightly as the thought intruded. She’d driven out assuming that he’d be home, but Tommy had no schedule. She’d talked to him by phone only last night, and he’d not mentioned any plans then. What if the old man had decided to go to the lake today? And if he had —

      “That you, Turner?”

      She started, her car keys clattering to the floor. She bent to pick them up and glanced toward the sound of the call. Tommy stood in the open doors of his barn, khaki trousers hitched nearly to his chest, a faded T-shirt looking too big on his skinny frame. His thin white hair ruffled in a small breeze. A great sigh of air puffed out of her. Thank God. Thank God Tommy hadn’t left. Shoot, she had to pull herself together. Turner got out of the car and walked to the old man, knowing there wasn’t much use in calling him from here. He didn’t like to admit it, but he was getting deaf. 

      “Hey, Tommy.” She tried to keep her voice light. “Can I borrow the Taurus?”

      The old man’s eyes narrowed, but his words were the same grumble that he always used. “Nope, ’fraid not.”

      Just like that, all the tension was back in her muscles. It hadn’t occurred to her that Tommy wouldn’t want to help. “Why not?”

      “Don’t work.” The old man gestured over his shoulder to the barn. “Think it’s the battery, but it might be somethin’ else. Don’t like these new cars.” New in this case was fifteen years old. “Wanna try the station wagon?”

      The car in question was built like a boat and took forever to accelerate. Turner tamped down panic. “Can I have the Chevy?”

      Tommy crossed his right arm over his chest to scratch at his left shoulder while he thought out her request. Finally, he said, “Well, I don’t know. It’s old, you know, like me. Might not start. And I hafta find the keys.”

      “Oh, it’ll start. I’m counting on it.”

      “Humph. No way to know that. But suit yourself. Lemme get the keys.” Tommy ambled back to the house.

      Turner closed her eyes and tilted her face to the burning sun, trying to still her impatience. The lake. Think of the lake. The water was blue and calm and so very deep. She listened to the air flowing from her lungs and tried to steady it. She had to remain calm. Cool. Her goal was so close. 

      Tommy’s footsteps sounded hollowly on the wood of the deck, and she opened her eyes. He came back carrying a bunch of keys tied together with a frayed piece of string. “One of these, I think. Maybe. Question is, which one.”

      Turner kept herself still and watched the old man carefully sort through the keys. Tommy was a slight man, no taller than five-eight, and as he’d aged he’d slumped a bit. Add to that some weight loss in the last few years, and he’d become frail-looking. His wrists were narrow and bony, the skin easily bruised. He probably didn’t weigh much more than Turner herself, and she was a small woman.

      He looked up and caught her watching him but didn’t comment. “Think I got it here. ’Spose we can give her a try.” 

      He gave an extra hitch to his khaki pants and led the way into the barn. Turner followed. Inside, the dark interior blinded her temporarily after the harsh sunlight. The air was still and hot and smelled of oil and sawdust. Lined up against the side were three vehicles: a huge station wagon with fake-wood panels, a lumbering late-eighties Ford Taurus, and the baby blue ’68 Chevy pickup. The Chevy wasn’t the most discreet of cars, but it wasn’t like she had a whole lot of choice now.

      “Okeydoke.” Tommy wrenched at the driver’s side door and it opened with a screech. “Oughter oil that.”

      Turner got in the passenger side and watched Tommy insert the key and start the engine. It made a horrible squealing sound.

      “Starts right up,” Tommy yelled over the revving. “That’s because I take it out every month or so to keep her in shape.” He’d apparently already forgotten his prediction that the truck wouldn’t start.

      He turned and cautiously, carefully, and very slowly backed out of the barn. 

      Once out in the sunshine, he switched the engine off again. “Better put some oil in. These old trucks will run forever, but this one just about drinks oil.”

      He hopped down from the cab and disappeared back in the barn. Turner got out and fetched her suitcase from the Escort. Tommy had reemerged by the time she’d stowed the suitcase on the passenger floor. He slowly opened the hood and began tinkering.

      Turner sighed and drove the Escort into the barn to take the Chevy’s place. When she came out, Tommy was still under the hood. 

      She walked over and laid a gentle hand on his back. His shoulder blade felt sharp under her palm. The bone was covered with only a thin layer of skin; there wasn’t any fat or muscle to spare. “I have to go now, Tommy.”

      “Eh?” He withdrew from the hood and looked at her, old blue eyes sharp. “What’s the gol dern hurry?”

      “I’ve got to do an errand for Rusty.”

      Tommy stilled for a moment, then slammed the hood down. “Okeydoke. Just remember to put oil in her every couple hundred miles or so.”

      “Will do.” Turner got in the cab.

      “I put some extra cans of oil under the front seat.” Tommy slapped the hood and stepped away. “Take care now.”

      She nodded and backed out of the drive. When she looked back, he was still staring after her, the breeze gently lifting his grizzled hair. Turner made sure to memorize the image. It might be the last time she ever saw Tommy.
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      “I’m pretty sure Fish has a first name,” Sheriff Clemmons said slowly, not sounding sure at all. “Maybe Tom or Ned.”

      John watched the sheriff expressionlessly. Ned? Nobody named their kids Ned anymore, did they? The only Ned he could think of offhand was Ned Yost. Well, and Ned Nickerson, Nancy Drew’s boyfriend. The name was wimpy even thirty-one years ago when he’d been sneaking reads from his sister’s yellow-spined collection.

      John tilted his paper coffee cup to catch the last nasty, stone-cold drop. It tasted like the toxic leavings in an old chemical oil drum, but it contained caffeine. Caffeine was the only thing keeping him upright at the moment. They’d been in Winosha four hours. Before that, it’d taken him and Torelli over five hours to get to Winosha, driving the agency’s navy Crown Victoria. It was a damn good thing he had seniority, too, otherwise it would’ve been five hours of listening to idiot jazz. He was a Garth Brooks man himself. ’Course, Torelli had been looking a little twitchy by they time they hit Eau Claire. By that point they’d run through three Brooks tapes and a Johnny Cash for variety. And Eau Claire had been at least an hour before Winosha. 

      “I think Fish is his first name, sir,” the deputy said. 

      John had already forgotten the younger officer’s name, and the kid was turned just enough away so that he couldn’t read his name tag. The deputy was big and corn-fed, with almost invisible blond hair shorn to within a quarter-inch of his scalp. The kind of cop that would be good at taking down a drunk and disorderly on a small-town Friday night but might need help filling out the paperwork on Monday.

      “Don’t be an idiot,” Clemmons retorted. “Fish isn’t a Christian name.”

      Good point. The reply seemed to temporarily baffle the sheriff’s subordinate, and since no one else in the room was likely to know Fish’s name – last or first – there was a silence.

      They were all crowded into the meeting room in Winosha’s small municipal building. The room was utilitarian, with a thin, dark gray carpet and cinder-block walls painted light green. Some female hand had tried to decorate the room by printing little pink cats in a row around the top of the walls, nearly at the ceiling. There were a couple of long tables, a pile of metal folding chairs, the TV, and a coffeemaker with an empty pot.

      The fifth man in the room sat at the same table as John but didn’t seem to pay much attention to the conversation. Calvin Hyman glanced at his watch in a manner he no doubt considered surreptitious. John didn’t look at his own watch, but he knew it had to be getting on for midnight. Hyman was not only the First Wisconsin Bank of Winosha president but also the town mayor, and he was apparently running for the state legislative seat, as well. The man was tall and silver-haired and looked just like a bank president and town mayor should. Distinguished. But he was wearing silly green snakeskin boots, and John couldn’t entirely trust a man with such bad boot taste. Hyman had lectured them over an hour ago about the finer points of security at his bank, not that the security had done a whole lot of good in this case. Only one of the tellers had managed to slip an exploding ink device into a bag of money. Wherever they were, the robbers were traveling with lots of inked-up cash.

      Hyman stood and shook out his trousers. “Well, about done tonight, are you?”

      “No.” John smiled at the man.

      Hyman hesitated, then sat down again, visibly annoyed. John hid a grin and glanced at the screen displaying the bank surveillance tape. The little dark-haired teller was kicking the redheaded one again. They’d run the tape so many times he had the sequence of events memorized.

      “What’s she do?” he asked. He hadn’t met either of the tellers in person; they’d been questioned and sent home before he’d arrived. That was first on his mental to-do list for the morning: requestion the witnesses.

      The sheriff looked over, startled. “Who?”

      John gestured to the screen with his empty coffee cup. “Ms. Hastings there. You said she works only Saturdays at the bank. What’s she do the rest of the week?”

      “Turner’s the town librarian,” Hyman answered.

      John raised his eyebrows. “Really.”

      On the screen the woman rose slowly from the floor and took the black garbage bag from the robber wearing the SpongeBob SquarePants mask. She was a little thing, probably didn’t hit five-foot-two. The redhead towered over her. But Turner had been the one to take charge. Later in the tape, she’d defuse things and get the robbers out of there. John lifted the cup to his mouth again before he remembered it was empty. The thing was, she looked exactly like a small-town librarian. The type of librarian who would’ve shushed the Beaver and Wally in the fifties, all prim and proper, her dress buttoned to her throat. He couldn’t remember ever seeing a librarian look like that in real life. The woman behind the counter at his local library in Milwaukee had dreadlocks, multiple piercings, and a loud laugh.

      Turner the librarian, in contrast, wore a plain, dark dress, either navy or brown, hard to distinguish on the black-and-white tape. She was petite, and the dress hung on her as sexless as a potato sack. There was no way to tell if there were any curves under there at all. It was about as revealing as a Taliban-approved burqa and it was frustrating as hell. She probably wore it for the sole purpose of bugging men like him. Then, too, she’d pulled her hair into a bun. Not a twist or a sexy coil, but an old-fashioned plain bun at the nape of her neck. And she was wearing honest-to-God, big horn-rimmed glasses. Where’d she find them? At a Goodwill? Did they even make glasses like that anymore? 

      For Pete’s sake. She might as well be waving a red flag at him. 

      “She ever put a pencil in that bun?” he asked, scowling at the screen.

      He heard a snort behind him from Torelli. The deputy turned to him, puzzled. Larson. That was his name. Larson.

      “Yeah, now that you mention it, I’ve seen her do that at the library,” Larson answered. “Why?”

      John shrugged. “Hell if I know.”

      Torelli loudly sighed again and walked around him. “So you’re sure that the other individual is a male called Nald?”

      “That’s right.” The sheriff hitched up his utility belt. He was in his fifties with a gut that probably made running any distance impossible. Not that running was necessarily required for a small-town cop.

      “His full first name is Nald?” Torelli asked, his voice dripping with disbelief.

      “Maybe it’s a family name, Dante,” John drawled.

      The sheriff looked between the two of them but decided not to comment. “Reginald is his first name, but everyone calls him Nald. He and Fish are known associates.”

      “Known?” John picked out the word. “They’ve got a record?”

      “Not an official one. But they hang around together. We’ve had some break-ins during the winter on empty vacation homes. We thought that might’ve been them. Not much was taken. They’re petty.”

      “Bank robbery’s not usually considered petty,” Torelli said in his dry New York accent. 

      It was almost midnight, he’d ridden in a poorly air-conditioned car for over five hours, the man was wearing a suit, for God’s sake, and yet he still looked cool and neat. It just wasn’t natural. Torelli was about thirty and had dark curly hair cropped short, swarthy skin, and a runner’s build. He stood a couple inches shorter than John’s own six-two. Maybe it was childish, but that fact pleased John no end. The younger man wore a dark charcoal suit with a narrow chalk stripe that was almost invisible. Underneath were a light gray shirt and a solid charcoal tie. His shoes were plain black and polished to a mirror finish. Either Torelli spent his entire government paycheck on clothes or the man had family money.

      John had first met Torelli seven months ago when they’d worked a series of bank robberies around Milwaukee. He hadn’t been impressed with Torelli’s East Coast polish, and apparently the feeling was mutual. The younger man hadn’t bothered to hide the fact that he didn’t like his superior’s laid-back investigative style. They had traded thinly veiled barbed comments, but John had thought the problem would rest there. Until he discovered that Torelli had gone over his head to complain to Chris Donaldson, the Special Agent in Charge at Milwaukee. Not a good team-player move. Donaldson hadn’t been in Milwaukee all that long, and there’d been the real possibility that he’d believe Torelli’s bullshit complaints. Fortunately, Tim Holt, the ASAC, had gone to bat for John. But the whole thing had left a bad taste in his mouth, and he’d made damn sure that Torelli hadn’t worked with him again.

      Until now. 

      “Tuna,” Larson suddenly exclaimed.

      Everyone turned to him.

      A flush on the young man’s narrow face bled into his buzz cut hairline. “That’s Fish’s first name. Tuna.”

      “Tuna Fish,” Torelli said, deadpan.

      “No wonder he took up a life of crime,” John said. He glanced at the bank tape. Yoda and SpongeBob were making their getaway, and Turner was walking to the drive-through teller position to shut it down.

      The door to the municipal room opened, and a woman in her sixties came in. Her hair was flaming orange, and she had an enormous mole on her left cheek. She’d been introduced earlier as working for the town somehow. 

      “I thought you all might like something to eat,” she said cheerily. She set a cooler on one of the tables and took out sandwiches wrapped in green and red cellophane, a bag of Fritos, and some packaged cookies. “I’ve got a cooler in the car with iced tea if you want to get it, Doug.”

      The deputy nodded and left.

      “Thank you, ma’am. That’s very kind of you.” John stood and piled a paper plate with two sandwiches and a handful of cookies. 

      Beside him, Torelli unwrapped a squished bologna sandwich on white bread. He wrinkled his nose. John carefully stepped on one of Torelli’s polished Italian shoes. The younger man stiffened but made no other sign that his toes were being crushed. His face smoothed. John removed his boot.

      Larson came back with a big red plastic barrel cooler. 

      “There, now.” The woman began filling blue plastic cups with iced tea. “I hope you all have found some clues about the robbery?” She glanced up with a polite but inquisitive expression on her face.

      “Getting along fine, Louise,” the sheriff replied rather vaguely. “Thank you for the snack. We’ll clean up when we’re done so you don’t have to wait around for us.”

      Louise looked a little disappointed at her dismissal, but she smiled and left the room.

      John went back to sit in front of the TV. The bank robbers were long gone on the screen, but he didn’t have the energy to rewind the tape again. He watched the aftermath of the robbery for the first time as he unwrapped a sandwich – chicken salad – and bit into it. Too much salad dressing. It was mushy and bland, but they hadn’t stopped for supper earlier and he was hungry. He took a second bite.

      The redheaded teller was having hysterics on the tape, everyone crowded around her, which was probably her intention. Except for Turner Hastings. She was off to the side, watching, curiously apart.

      “Iced tea?” Torelli handed him a cup and rested a hip on the table, idly watching the TV, as well.

      “Thanks.” John drank thirstily. The tea was freshly brewed and had a lot of ice in it. Just right. He took another bite of sandwich.

      On the screen, EMTs started pouring through the bank door.

      “What do you think?” Torelli asked, then answered his own question. “Sounds like a couple of kids bored with the heat. They didn’t even get away with very much, according to Hyman.”

      John’s mouth was full, so he shrugged. 

      In the surveillance tape, Turner walked to a desk and opened the center drawer. She took something out. Nobody paid attention to her. They were too busy with the other teller and the crime scene. John felt a little irritated. You’d think an EMT would at least ask her if she was all right.

      “They’ve already checked these guys’ families,” Torelli continued. “And no one has seen the perps, at least not since the robbery. I can go by in the morning and question the family again, but there doesn’t seem to be much point.”

      John watched Turner walk to a bank filing cabinet, take out a key, and stroll into the bank vault. She didn’t pause or hesitate. She looked like she had a perfect right to be there, and maybe she did. But then why…?

      “Maybe run down their friends, check out the school, doesn’t sound like they attended much, but you never —” Torelli abruptly cut himself off. He stared at the tape, as well.

      Turner opened a safe deposit box and upended the contents into her purse. Then she neatly replaced the box and locked it. She walked back to the bank filing cabinet and replaced what must be a safe deposit key.

      “What’s she doing?” Torelli muttered. 

      John didn’t reply. He was too enthralled.

      Turner strode briskly to the desk and put the other safe deposit key back into the center drawer. She closed the drawer. Then she tilted her face and for the first time looked right into the surveillance camera. Right into his eyes. Her mouth curved into a little lopsided smile, like that of a self-satisfied cat.

      “Shit,” Calvin Hyman exclaimed suddenly behind them.

      And John realized three things. One, Turner, the little witch, had robbed the bank. Two, this case wasn’t going to be nearly as simple as Torelli thought. And three, he had a raging hard-on.
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