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Ancient trees rise a hundred feet, red and yellow cedars next to black cottonwood and vine maples, their roots twisting out of deep green slippery moss and rotting wood.


Four men walk in single file. Young enough that the difficult terrain doesn’t slow their progress too much, old enough to know this is the day their lives have twisted and turned; they don’t speak to each other because there is nothing to say.


Their leader wipes the perspiration off the back of his neck with a ragged square of gray cloth; he points at a dead branch that curves out of the dirt, ready to catch their feet; the others step carefully around it. He’s not a considerate man; he’s a nasty piece of work in a hurry to get his business done and get out of the forest.


The others follow him, wary of his moods and of the uneven ground; they look ahead and never turn around. If they did, they would see the boy held in the arms of the last man in the file, the boy who hasn’t drawn breath for what seems like hours. Eleven, maybe twelve years old, fair wavy hair and pale lips. They grip their shovels and walk on.


The man carries the boy and keeps his eyes on the back of the guy in front. The child’s thin arms dangle low and his hands brush the tall ferns. Then, as loud as a gunshot, a sharp intake of breath and the boy’s eyes open wide. The man recoils and the child slips from his arms onto the soft moss.


The boy doesn’t see the others turn as he lies on the cool ground; he’s breathing deeply and above him, beyond the highest branches, the sky is so blue it hurts to look at it.










Last night


Homicide Detective Alice Madison tried to find in herself the last shreds of stillness. The woods creaked around her and a puff of breeze soothed the cut on her cheek.


All the time she would ever have was right now. She was frayed with exhaustion and dread, and sanity seemed a lifetime away. It always came down to the same question, over and over: How far are you prepared to go?


She pointed her Glock at the man in front of her and wondered if the soft evening wind would affect the bullet’s trajectory, whether the small chunk of metal would do what she was asking it to do or the twilight would affect her aim. Precision was all she had, carved out of intent and determination.


Alice Madison had never aimed and shot at a human being before walking onto this field, and this was not what the Police Academy had taught her. Her target was not a threat to her, himself or others. Her target could barely stand on his feet.


Madison squeezed the trigger and in her heart she knew she had a hit like the pitcher knows how the ball is going to curve as soon as it leaves the hand.









Three weeks and five days earlier










Chapter 1


Alice Madison shifted in the comfortable upholstered armchair and adjusted the holster that dug a little into her right side. She stole a glance out of the wide window. Puget Sound shone in the pallid January light, the silver creased white in spots, and Mount Rainier rose from blue shadows in the far distance.


She turned when she realized the silence had stretched for longer than was polite. Dr. Robinson was watching her.


‘Don’t worry. I know people come here for the sharp psychological insights but it’s the view they stay for,’ he said.


He had made that joke the first time they had met a few weeks earlier. She smiled a little today as she had then, not entirely sure he was unaware he was repeating himself.


The sign in the lobby said Stanley F. Robinson PhD. The office on the fifteenth floor was smart, the colors muted.


He was early fifties, salt-and-pepper hair in a short cut and big brown eyes. A useful look for a psychologist who worked with cops: fairly unthreatening with bouts of inquisitiveness, she mused.


‘How was your week?’ he asked her. Dr. Robinson’s desk was mercifully free of pads and pens. If he took notes he did so after their sessions.


‘Good,’ Madison replied. ‘Paperwork from a few old cases to tidy up. A domestic incident which turned out to be nothing. Pretty standard stuff.’


‘Did you think about the forest incident? I mean, longer than for a few seconds during your day.’


‘No.’


‘Did you experience any unusual thoughts or have unusual reactions as you went about your business? I’ll let you tell me what’s unusual for you.’


‘No, nothing unusual.’


‘Any reaction to chloroform or other PTSD events?’


‘No.’


‘Anything at all about the last week or in general that you’d like to talk about?’


Madison had the good grace to at least pretend she was pondering the question.


‘Not really,’ she said finally.


Dr. Robinson mulled over her reply for a few moments. He sat back in his chair.


‘Detective, how many sessions have we had to date?’


‘This is the third.’


‘That’s right, and this is what I’ve learnt: you are a Homicide Detective; you joined your squad last November – that’s, what, about two and a half months ago, give or take. You have a Degree in Psychology and Criminology from the University of Chicago – good school, great football team. Your record at the Seattle Police Department is impeccable. You play well in the sandbox and there are no red flags in your private life. Not so much as a traffic violation. With me so far?’


‘Yes.’


‘Good. Last December all hell breaks loose and once the smoke clears the Department sends you here to make sure you’re fit for work and ready to protect and to serve. You are very frank: you admit to a reaction to chloroform as a consequence of Harry Salinger’s attack on you and your partner, but that stopped weeks ago. No panic attacks, no incidents of post-traumatic stress disorder. Nothing, after what happened in the forest. The boy, the rescue, the blood.’


He paused there and Madison held his eyes.


‘Do you know how long it took me to gain all this perceptive knowledge?’ He didn’t wait for her to reply. ‘Seven minutes. The rest of the time what I got was “good” and “pretty standard stuff” and “nothing unusual”.’


‘What do you want from me, Dr. Robinson?’


‘Me? Nothing. I’m quite happy for you to come up and just look at the view. You can do with the break and I get paid either way. But here’s the thing: even though I will certify that you are indeed fit to work and ready to protect and to serve – because you are – it is simply unthinkable that those thirteen days in December left no trace on you somehow. So, these goodies I’m giving you for free: you have occasional nightmares, possibly an exact memory of the event but more likely your own perception of the event and whatever troubles you about the nature of your own actions in it. And, most of all, I’m willing to bet you are careful never to be alone with your godson since you got him out of that forest. How am I doing?’


Madison didn’t reply.


‘Good meeting you, Detective. Have a nice life.’


Dusk. Alice Madison parked her Honda Civic in her usual spot by Alki Beach. Her running gear was stashed in a gym bag in the trunk but she leant against the bonnet and let the clean salty air into her lungs. The Seattle–Bremerton ferry was going past, seagulls trailing in its wake. Bainbridge Island was a blue-green strip across the water and downtown Seattle shimmered in the distance.


As far as she could remember, even as a newbie officer with her crisply ironed uniform, Madison had come to Alki Beach and run after her shifts. The comfort of the sand under her feet and the rhythm of the tide after a hard day; the sheer physical release after a good day. It had been a constant in her life and Madison knew very well that there were precious few of those, and she was grateful for it.


Then, the last day of the year just gone, after the end of those thirteen days, Madison had come back to the beach, changed into her sweats, started running and promptly slipped into a recall so vivid, so physical, that she had to stop: the sweet smell of pine resin still in her nostrils. Hands on her knees and water up to her ankles, her trainers soaked. Any dreams you want to tell me about?


Her arm had healed; the rest of her would take whatever time it would take. Madison changed in the back of her car. Her first strides were hesitant but she ignored the forest floor shifting under her feet, and the sudden scent of blood. And she kept running.


The rush-hour traffic carried Madison into California Avenue SW without any apparent effort on her part; she followed the flow south with the windows rolled down and her faded maroon University of Chicago hooded sweatshirt stuck to her back. She wiped the perspiration off her brow with a sleeve and drove, listening to the local news on the radio and not thinking about Stanley F. Robinson PhD.


We find our blessings where we can and Madison pulled into a parking space opposite Husky Deli and stretched her sore limbs as she locked her car.


Her grandfather had brought her here for an ice-cream cone her first weekend in Seattle. Her grandmother was busying herself in the market nearby. They sat at the counter; he looked at the 12-year-old girl he barely knew and spoke to her like no one had spoken to her before.


‘I hope you will like it here – I really hope you will. All I’m asking is that should there be anything troubling you, anything at all, you talk to me, to us. I don’t know what happened with your father and I’m not asking that you tell us. I’m just asking that you don’t run away, that you don’t just leave in the middle of the night. And we’ll do our best to help you in any way we can.’


Then he put out his hand. Alice looked at it; no one had ever asked her word about anything. She passed her Maple Walnut cone into her left hand and shook with her right, sticky with sugar. They kept their word, and so did she.


Madison rubbed the sole of her trainer against the edge of the pavement to get rid of a significant amount of Alki Beach that had insinuated itself into the grooves. She mingled with the shoppers and filled a basket with food for home as well as a Chicken Cashew sandwich – no parsley – and broccoli cheese soup that would probably not make it home.


Standing at the counter she was no different from anybody else.


‘Whole or half?’ the man asked.


‘Whole.’


‘Cup or bowl?’


‘Bowl.’


‘Roll?’


‘No, thank you.’


The man’s gaze lingered for a fraction of a second over the two-inch fine red line across her left brow; it would fade in time, the doctor had said. Madison hadn’t cared then and didn’t care today. All that mattered was that it made her a little bit more recognizable after the flurry of articles and media reports in early January.


The man nodded; he must have been working there since bread was invented.


‘Cone? Caramel Swirl’s freshly made.’


Madison smiled. ‘Not today.’


She started on the soup in the car, engine already running, and by the time she turned into Maplewood and her driveway, the carton was empty.


Three Oaks is a green neighborhood on the south-western edge of Seattle, on one side the still waters of Puget Sound and on the other patches of woodland and single family homes in well-tended gardens.


Madison parked next to her grandparents’ Mercedes and balanced her gym bag on one shoulder; her arm was wrapped around the grocery bag as she unlocked the door, toed the sandy trainers off and gently pushed the door shut with one foot.


She padded into the kitchen and unpacked the shopping. Without turning on the lights she crossed the living room and opened the French doors, letting in the fresh air. The answering machine flashed red. She ignored it, settled herself into a wicker chair on the deck, her feet on the wooden rail, and unwrapped the sandwich.


The garden sloped down to a narrow beach that ran along the waterside properties; tall firs on either side worked better than a fence. In the half-light Madison looked at the plants and the shrubs: soon they would wake up for a new life cycle – the Japanese maples, the magnolias – each one seeded and nurtured by her grandparents.


Madison knew nothing about gardening yet she would weed, water, prune and make sure that everything stayed alive because they weren’t there to do it anymore. She worried good intentions wouldn’t make up for ignorance. In her job they usually didn’t.


Once the stars were bright enough, Madison stepped inside. Her Glock went under the bed in its holster and her back-up piece – a snub-nose revolver – was oiled and dry-fired. Madison peeled off her sweats and climbed into a long hot shower.


The message had been from Rachel: ‘Tommy’s birthday party is next month. I hope you can make it.’ Nothing but love and kindness in her voice.


You have occasional nightmares, possibly an exact memory of the event but more likely your own perception of the event and whatever troubles you about the nature of your own actions in it. And, most of all, I’m willing to bet you are careful never to be alone with your godson since you got him out of that forest.


The nature of your own actions. Madison wasn’t exactly sure she understood the nature of her own actions and she was honest enough to admit to herself that there had been moments that night that she probably did not want to fully understand. It had been a blur of fear and rage and she didn’t know exactly how much of one or the other.


Tommy would be seven soon. On that awful night she had sung ‘Blackbird’ to him and he had come back to them, to life, to his red bicycle and his little boy’s games. Her godson would be seven and Madison tried hard to come up with an excuse not to go to the party and failed.


As every night since that day in December her last thoughts went to two men: one in jail, locked behind walls and metal doors guarded by armed correction officers, and yet more terrifyingly free than any human being she had ever met; and the other in the prison of his injuries, somewhere deep past the corridors and the silent rooms of a hospital a few miles away. His sacrifice had meant Tommy would have a seventh birthday party. She could not think of one without the other.


Madison closed her eyes and hoped sleep would come quickly.


Under the bed, inside the safe, a neatly folded page from The Seattle Times has been tucked under the off-duty piece.




BLUERIDGE KILLER CAUGHT





In the early hours of December 24 the nightmare that had gripped Seattle for thirteen days finally came to an end. Harry Salinger, the prime suspect in the murder of James and Annie Sinclair and their two young sons, was apprehended by Seattle Police Department Homicide Detective Alice Madison in an undisclosed location in the Hoh River Forest.


Mr. John Cameron, who had initially been under investigation for the crime, and his attorney Mr. Nathan Quinn, of Quinn Locke & Associates, were also present. The former is being held without bail on a charge of attempted murder. Mr. Salinger, an Everett resident, sustained life-threatening injuries and is now under guard in a secure medical facility.


Mr. Salinger has also been charged with the kidnap and reckless endangerment of Thomas Abramowitz, 6, Det. Madison’s godson, and with the assault on Det. Sgt. Kevin Brown and Det. Madison earlier in December.


SPD has not made public when Det. Sgt. Brown will come back to active duty.


Mr. Cameron and Mr. Sinclair were first connected by tragic circumstances as children twenty-five years ago when three Seattle boys were abducted and abandoned in the Hoh River Forest, Jefferson County.










Chapter 2


Nathan Quinn held up his left hand and flexed it. It was flawless. No scars, no pain. He stood in the clearing in the Hoh River Forest; he saw every twist in every branch and there was nothing but woods and winding streams for miles. The air was soft on his skin and sunlight slanted through the spruces. A warm, sunny August afternoon. All was well, all was peace.


A whisper through the grass behind him and Quinn turned.


A boy watched him from the edge of the treeline. Twelve years old, fair wavy hair and pale lips. So pale.


‘David?’


The boy was barefoot.


‘David?’


Nathan Quinn felt the jolt of awareness as the morphine wore off and he remembered that he was in a hospital and his brother had been dead for twenty-five years.


‘Mr. Quinn.’ The nurse’s voice found him through the dull pain that had welcomed his body back. ‘There are some police officers here to speak with you. If you feel up to it.’


Nathan Quinn held up his left hand: it was covered in bandages and as he flexed his fingers the pain ran up his arm. In the last four weeks he has seen no one except for doctors, nurses, two detectives from the Seattle Police Department who took his statement and Carl Doyle, his assistant at Quinn Locke & Associates. Everyone else without exception has been turned away. After two weeks in a medically induced coma he had barely the strength to breathe.


‘They’re from Jefferson County,’ the nurse said.


‘Yes,’ he replied. ‘I know.’


It was Saturday and Madison was off duty – a rare event. Her days off had acquired a routine of late: the call, the journey, the exchange of information, the second call. Madison checked her watch – her grandfather’s: 8.25 a.m. Enough time to put on a wash; she picked up her sweats from the floor where they’d been discarded and added whatever was left in the hamper.


She pulled on black jeans, a dark blue shirt and short leather boots. Her cell rang as she was adjusting the snub-nose revolver into an ankle holster.


She picked it up from the bedside table.


‘Madison,’ Lieutenant Fynn said.


‘Sir.’ Madison froze with her trouser hem stuck in her boot: her shift commander would not call her at home on her day off for chit-chat and giggles.


‘Just had a call from Jefferson County. Four days ago park police found human remains about a mile from where you were. Took them this long to recover them.’


Madison knew what was coming before she heard the words.


‘A child. The remains are years old.’


‘David Quinn,’ she whispered.


‘Could very well be. County police is getting a new DNA sample from Nathan Quinn as we speak. We’ll know soon enough.’


‘The kidnap happened in Seattle. It’s our investigation.’


‘I know. If it’s David Quinn they’ll ship the remains to our ME and we’ll pick it up from there.’


‘Thanks for letting me know.’


‘It’s worse than we thought.’


‘What do you mean, sir?’


‘The skull bears evidence of trauma.’


Madison’s mind raced to recall the details she had learnt from the newspapers.


‘No, David Quinn suffered from congenital arrhythmia. At the original inquest—’


‘Madison, if that child is David Quinn it wasn’t accidental death. He was killed by blunt trauma to the head.’


‘It’s …’ She struggled to find the words.


‘I thought you would want to tell him in person.’


‘Yes, I’ll be on my way in a minute.’


‘Way to spend your day off.’


Fynn had just rung off when the cell beeped again.


‘It’s Doyle.’


‘Carl. How are you?’


‘I honestly don’t know, Detective. How are you?’


‘I’ve just heard; my boss called me.’


‘It will take a few days for confirmation, they said. Do you need to write this down?’


‘No, go ahead.’


‘Blood pressure normal; the swabs came back clear – no infection; physio was hell this week – as they expected – but it’s progressing. Eye test, no difference from before the event. So far, so good. The antibiotics for the partial splenectomy are very strong; they hope to diminish the dose gradually and see how the remaining spleen will react. No temperature, no unusual numbers in the blood work.’


‘Thank you, Carl.’


‘Are you going for the 10 a.m. slot?’


‘I am.’


‘Are you going to tell him?’


‘Yes, he has a right to know before it hits the news.’


‘We’ll speak after.’


Madison shrugged on a blazer and locked her front door. The drive would give her time to prepare herself. Whatever good it will do.


It had taken them twenty-five years to find him but at last David Quinn was coming home. Abducted with two friends and taken to the Hoh River Forest, tied to a tree with a heavy rope and left to fight for breath until he passed out. Then the men had taken his body and left the other children to the approaching night. No one was ever charged with the kidnap, no reason had ever been found for the abduction. There was no body, no forensics, no chance of a prosecution.


Three children were taken into the woods, two came out alive. One, James Sinclair, would grow up to be a good man, to have a family and to perish one day last December by the hand of a madman. The other would grow up to be something quite different.


Madison drove south on 509, she took an exit west through Des Moines and then crossed I–5, heading fast toward the King County Justice Complex and John Cameron, the last surviving Hoh River boy.


The King County Justice Complex rose from a concrete parking lot, telling the world exactly what it was: an adult detention center for 1,157 inmates, waiting for trial or sentenced as per the Washington State Guidelines Commission instructions.


Madison made sure nothing had been left in view on the car seats and walked toward the Visitors’ Reception.


Family groups and single people were also making their way in for the 10 a.m. slot, the sun doing little to warm up the group in the shadow of the 20 ft-high perimeter wall.


Madison could have locked her off-duty piece in the safe at home and avoided the issue of checking it at the Reception Desk but she was a cop. She carried a shield, she carried a piece.


She filed in with the others, a quiet serious group with a few somber children.


A young woman in a delicately patterned dress made a beeline for Madison as soon as she entered the Reception.


‘Detective Madison, if you have a moment the Deputy Warden would like a word before your visit.’


Mid-twenties, softly spoken, blonde hair up in bun. She looked like she could have been handing out books and lollipops in a children library.


‘Sure,’ Madison replied.


‘I’m Karen Hayes.’ The young woman led her down a side corridor. ‘I assist both the Warden and the Deputy Warden.’


Madison had never been inside that part of the jail. It could have been any kind of corporate business: people typing in offices, carpeted floors and water coolers. Still, about twenty-three locked metal doors away from the small geranium pot on Karen’s desk men stood, walked and slept, men who had taken lives and done things to their victims that made them wish for death.


These clerks and secretaries organized their days, their dental checks, their parole boards and their menus – all in these brightly lit rooms scented with sandalwood and apple.


Madison, on the other hand, had reached into their thoughts and followed them into dark alleys and, in spite of the sandalwood, she felt their proximity like the touch of gun metal between her shoulder blades.


‘Detective Madison.’ The Deputy Warden held his office door open for her. He looked like a benign high school principal; a white button-down with a burgundy tie and his jacket hung on a rack.


‘I’m Will Thomas, Deputy Warden at KCJC.’


He shook her hand once and waved her to a chair in front of his desk. ‘I thought we should – how can I put it – open the channels of communication.’


Madison had no idea what he meant; she felt her own instant reaction to impending governmental speak and hoped her natural courtesy would hold.


‘You are here to visit John Cameron.’


And there it was.


‘Yes, I am.’


‘You’re not family and you’re not a friend.’


‘No.’


‘You’re not his attorney and you’re not here on police business.’


‘No.’


‘Yet you have visited him regularly since he was brought here at the end of December. He is quite popular. Alleged murderer of nine, charged with assault and denied bail. Since he was apprehended FBI agents from LA have come to interview him, as well as assorted officers from the DEA and the ATF – and I don’t know how many media requests we’ve had. He turned down every one of them. A popular guy apart from one thing.’ Deputy Warden Thomas sat back in his chair and regarded Madison.


‘He hasn’t spoken one word. Not to them, not to anybody. Except,’ he smiled briefly, ‘to you.’


Madison flashed back to a clearing in the Hoh River Forest in the early hours of the morning: Tommy frozen cold in her arms, Nathan Quinn covered in blood at her feet, and John Cameron standing before her like he was made of the very night around them.


‘If you want to leave, leave now. If you stay, do not say anything to me or to anybody at all. Do you understand?’


‘John Cameron chose to stay because Quinn was badly injured even though he knew the police were on their way. Quinn was injured saving my godson’s life. That’s why I’m here.’


‘I see. How is Mr. Quinn?’


‘Progressing.’ Madison replied. ‘Slowly.’


‘How is Harry Salinger?’


‘I have no idea.’


Harry Salinger had torn through their lives and almost destroyed them; Cameron had left him close to death on the river bank that night. The judicial system might hold Cameron on a charge of Attempted Murder but Madison could not put a name to what he had done to Salinger.


‘Detective, I like to think of KCJC as a ship, a very large ship. Some people come and go, as you do today, but others, like Mr. Cameron, come to stay for a long time. A long journey, so to speak. I want to keep that journey as smooth as possible. For him, and for everyone else here. You know he’s not in the general population, right?’


‘I know.’


‘Two days after he arrived the incidents of violence between inmates went up ten per cent. Just knowing he was here.’


Madison knew that if Cameron was kept in isolation it wasn’t for his own protection.


‘There’s a long line of men who can’t wait to prove themselves against him and that, I’m afraid, is not something we can have. So, since you’re the only person he speaks to, I just wanted to make sure that we were on the same page.’


‘We don’t swap recipes, sir. I barely know the man.’


‘Still,’ the Deputy Warden said, ‘is there anything I should know?’


Not a benign principal, more a science teacher about to dissect a frog.


‘John Cameron was not apprehended, Mr. Thomas,’ Madison said. ‘He wasn’t caught. He’s here because he chooses to be. As long as everybody remembers that you shouldn’t have any problems.’


‘Why would he choose imprisonment?’


‘Because he wouldn’t leave Quinn while he was fighting for his life.’


‘Maybe you overestimate his personal involvement in the situation, and underestimate the security systems of this institution. This is not a bed and breakfast in the San Juan Islands.’


‘You might want to ask Harry Salinger about how personally involved Cameron felt when Salinger murdered James Sinclair and his family. As for the security system here, nothing would make me happier than knowing it’s as good as you say it is.’


They regarded each other for one long moment and Madison saw a man with graying sandy hair and a desk bare of any family photos, a man trying to keep things running in a place where men would do anything to anyone for any reason.


‘Look,’ she said. ‘For what it’s worth, Cameron doesn’t feel he has anything to prove to anybody. He’s not vain; he’s not going to go out of his way to make trouble. But if someone – if anyone stands between him and the thing he wants, he will not be stopped, not without extreme consequences for both sides.’


‘What if he changes his mind about staying?’


Madison stood up to leave. ‘We can only hope that he doesn’t.’










Chapter 3


The first time Madison had met John Cameron she had followed him into a dark wood and waited, unarmed, just to speak with him. The second time he had broken into her home and she hadn’t even known he was there. The third time they had chased Harry Salinger, the man who had killed his friend and kidnapped her godson, through the Hoh River Forest.


If John Cameron was out in the world, she would be one of the people who would hunt him down. If she was the one between Cameron and whatever it was he wanted, she knew he wouldn’t hesitate to remove the obstacle. If there were words for that kind of acquaintance, Madison didn’t know them.


As always, they met in a separate cell, away from the bustle of the visiting room and the brazen curiosity of inmates and strangers. Madison had checked in her shield and her piece, the female guard assessing her like one would an unexploded device.


She had been patted down and cleared and now stood in a bare room made of metal bars inside a larger room; a scratched table bolted to the floor and two chairs made in a prison workshop somewhere in the fifties completed the setup.


The door opened and two armed guards came in, escorting a tall man in orange overalls. It meant he was waiting for trial and had been denied bail; it meant a crime of violence.


Madison turned to face him.


His file told her that he was thirty-seven years old, six years older than she was, and that the four scars that crossed and glistened on the back of his right hand were a reminder of the hours spent tied to a tree with James Sinclair and David Quinn when he was twelve. The numbers were unforgiving: five men on board the Nostromo, three drug dealers in LA, one dealer in Seattle. Nine alleged murders: not one of them had ever come anywhere near any charges.


The file gave details and dates and times of death but it couldn’t possible give a sense of what it was like to stand in the same room as this man. The fact they were inside a jail was incidental. He was a predator and when his amber eyes met hers she felt the familiar chill in the pit of her stomach.


‘Detective.’


‘Mr. Cameron.’


He wasn’t shackled. The two guards simply withdrew and locked the barred door of the cell with the scraping of metal against metal. Madison could see them in the low light, flanking the exit, their weapons – and their desire to be anywhere else – in plain sight.


His dark hair had been cut jail short but aside from that she couldn’t see any discernible changes. He looked as if he had just strolled in, as if he could just as easily stroll out. Only one thing was different, she realized – not that anyone else would notice: she had seen Cameron with Nathan Quinn and there was an ember of humanity there, of warmth. This Cameron was completely shut down; the man who had drunk coffee at her grandmother’s table had packed up and gone.


They sat. Madison gathered her thoughts. He waited. This visit was going to be different.


‘I just spoke with Doyle.’ She closed her eyes for a moment and recalled the details. ‘Blood pressure normal; the swabs were clear – no infection; physio is coming on, with difficulty. Eye test was positive, no sight loss. They want to diminish the antibiotics for the spleen gradually and see how it will behave. No temperature, blood work okay.’


John Cameron held her eyes. His gaze was very direct and Madison wondered what he had learnt about her during these visits and how he would use it one day, out of this cell.


‘Thank you, Detective.’ He stood up and was almost at the door in one swift silent movement.


‘There’s something else.’


He turned.


They had never spoken about it and as far as Madison knew the children had hardly spoken about it at all at the time.


‘About a mile from the clearing …’ there was no need to clarify where that was, not to this man ‘… Park police found human remains. A child. Possibly buried over twenty years ago.’


Something came and went in Cameron’s eyes. A thought, maybe hope. Madison couldn’t tell yet his focus on her was almost tangible.


For twenty-five years everyone had believed that the death had been accidental. They had been wearing blindfolds, they had heard him suffocate. As if that day hadn’t borne enough misery.


‘There was blunt trauma to the head, enough for cause of death,’ she continued.


John Cameron stood quite still. There were memories there, Madison was sure of it.


‘They have just taken a fresh DNA sample from Quinn,’ she finished.


There was no need to say anything else and before she could draw breath he was at the door and the lock was clanging open. Visiting hours were over.


Madison sat back in her chair and looked at the ceiling, a thin silver mesh before many layers of concrete. Way to spend your day off.


Deputy Warden Thomas looked at his watch. Detective Madison’s visits were invariably brief and he wanted to make sure that he had given the correction officers enough time to escort John Cameron back to his cell. And he’d give them some extra time too before he ventured to the secure wings for a routine walk-about.


There was something he had not told Detective Madison. It had started the third day Cameron was there. Another inmate in the same wing saw him walk past and started pounding on the bars of his cell, a quick pulse like a cymbal. Others had joined in; a whole wing, two darned floors of it, hammering the bars with everything they could get their hands on in a steady, hypnotic march that grew in volume and spread like an ill wind from wing to wing.


Every day since, every time John Cameron had left his cell – to go to the yard, to see his lawyer, to the showers, to meet this cop – every single time the wall of sound would start and the inmates would not stop until every shred of energy they had had been burnt out. No voices, just the drumming.


The guards had been trading shifts among each other to avoid being there when Cameron was taken out of his cell, and Will Thomas would fuss over paperwork and look at his watch and dawdle.


Unlike the inmates, the sound would go where it pleased, finding the spot where a guard’s nerve was thinnest and piercing deep into the bone.










Chapter 4


Madison called Doyle from her car.


‘How was he?’ he asked her.


‘Are you honestly asking me what the man thinks?’


‘No, my mistake.’


Madison wanted to ask him how Quinn had taken it but she didn’t. She only passed on the medical report. She had despised and been wary of Nathan Quinn in equal measure from the moment they had met. And still, Tommy will have a birthday soon.


Madison didn’t ask how Quinn had felt about the possibility that his brother might have been brutally murdered. He didn’t need her concern and she didn’t know what to do with it anyway.


She checked the trunk for basics – latex gloves, flashlight, batteries, rain gear and walking boots – and took off North on 509: it would take maybe three hours to get there. The body might not be officially David Quinn yet but she had to see it for herself, the place where the piece of hell Cameron carried had come from.


Somehow Madison managed to make the 12.05 Edmonds-to-Kingston ferry. She grabbed a cup of coffee and found a seat by a window for the thirty-minute journey. It was busy and loud with families, groups, and single travelers scattered in the booths and on the white chairs with navy blue trim, food and drinks spread on the wide armrests like spoils.


Madison was not in the mood for lunch; as she had done almost every day since December, she wished her partner Detective Sergeant Kevin Brown would hurry up and heal and get himself back to work. They spoke often and had met at least once a week but it would have been invaluable to have his perspective today, stalking a twenty-five-year-old crime scene.


She had almost lost him from two gunshot wounds and it was something she tried not to think about. At the time they had been working together only a few weeks – her first in Homicide – but it felt like a lot longer now and her life before it further away. Brown was one of the cardinal points as Madison navigated her course in the Homicide Department: she had decided she would learn from him whether he liked it or not. Then Salinger happened.


With any luck one of the Park Rangers at the Hoh Station would be able to give her the exact coordinates where the remains had been found and her GPS system would get her there. The fact that there had not been a formal identification yet and the case belonged to Jefferson County made her nothing more than a hiker with a badge. She hoped it would be enough.


Madison finished her coffee – the scent so much better than the taste – and ventured out onto the deck.


‘Did you think about the forest incident? I mean, longer than for a few seconds during your day.’


‘No.’


Madison zipped up her jacket, narrowing her eyes against the rush of wind. It wasn’t the first time she had gone back into those woods and one day, she knew, they would be just woods again – old-growth trees and valleys and a canopy so thick even the light was green – but not yet.


She leant against the rail, hands deep in her pockets, her gaze already past Kingston, past its pretty main street with the charming cafés, drawn to the line of shadow that marked the mountains of the Olympic Peninsula and their secrets.


John Cameron lay on his bunk. Slowly, one inmate at a time, the sound had died away after he had returned to his cell and the usual calls and shouts bounced back and forth against the concrete walls.


He wrapped himself back in his own personal silence. The outside world was no more than an occasional interruption; his eyes followed the faint crack on the ceiling above him and he ran the tip of his index finger against the rough texture of the blanket. He fell into the memories as if into bottomless waters.


August 28, 1985. Fishing with David and James at Jackson Pond; the blue van and the dirty rags reeking of chloroform. Waking up blindfolded, tied up with rope. It’s not personal, it’s business. Then the awful choking and gasping and the men had left, taking David’s body with them. David. It had sounded like death; the men had believed it was; James had believed it, and so had he.


He thought about a vicious man falling into a pit five years later, the spikes Cameron had sharpened going through his body. He thought that it wasn’t over, never had been, and Nathan had to go through it all over again, only this time it was even worse. He thought this cell would hold his rage only for so long.


He knew as if he could see her that Detective Madison would be going where David had been found. He would be there too; his eyes remained on the tiny crack until it was all he could see.


Shouts from the next cell along did not reach him; the guard looked in, looked away and walked on.


Madison hit Highway 101 at the full legal speed. The weather was bright; the sun had retreated behind a veil of thin clouds. She looked ahead and asked the deity in charge of crime-scene analysis for as much light as could be spared. The local forensics unit would have already swept the area but Madison needed her own sense of it even if time had washed away everything except the boy’s name.


A time would come when she would ask Cameron about that day. She wondered whether it would ever happen, whether the remains that had been discovered, collected, examined and tested held enough truth to launch a proper investigation. Madison’s background in forensics was strong and her belief in evidence was sacrosanct. If this had been any other case she would have said that the chances of a prosecution after twenty-five years of Pacific Northwest weather and wilderness were nil. Yet she saw heavy clouds coming in from the west and almost slammed her foot down on the accelerator, weaving around a slow-moving tourist’s people carrier with Idaho plates.


She was here because it was not any other case, and whatever trace evidence had been left Madison suspected could not be put in a bag and tagged and would be measured in ways she couldn’t even comprehend yet.


She pulled into the parking lot at the Hoh Station, mercifully close to empty this time of year, and dug into the trunk for her walking boots and wet weather gear. The forest was damp and it breathed through a shroud of moist air whether it was raining or not.


Madison adjusted the ankle holster and shoved her small camera and the rest of her kit in a light backpack. She adjusted the straps on her shoulders and suddenly she was adjusting the straps on the ballistic vest Nathan Quinn had just pulled on, her hands trembling from cold and dread, Quinn looking away. She had practically forced him to wear it that night, when she still thought Harry Salinger would come after them with something as mundane as ammunition.


Madison shrugged her shoulders and settled her pack on her back. The Park Ranger, a foot taller and two foot wider than Madison, looked her over.


‘You understand the file is with the Jefferson County authorities, Detective,’ he said.


‘I know. What I need is the location, that’s all.’


It was a pleasant office: a large window onto the forest and maps on every wall.


‘You’re hiking to the spot?’


‘I’m planning to, yes.’


‘Why?’


‘I want to make a few notes, for what it’s worth.’


‘Jumping the gun a little?’


‘Maybe.’


‘Why?’


‘Because it’s my day off.’


The Ranger smiled. ‘Let me make a couple of calls.’


‘Thank you.’


Madison gave him some space and wandered over to the wall of maps. She traced the network of hiking trails with the tip of her index finger: many she had walked, some she had seen in every weather, most she knew at least a little.


It told her one thing clearly: one of the men who had kidnapped the boys must have known the area very well. Someone had picked the clearing where the boys had been tied up, someone had picked the spot where David Quinn had been buried. Late August hikers around and yet no one had seen them.


Madison followed the winding route of the Upper Hoh Road, almost parallel to the river. They had known exactly where to go and how to avoid gatecrashers at their private party.


Rugged Ridge, Indian Pass, Owl Creek – the trail lines crossed and weaved across the terrain.


Madison was so absorbed by the topographical map she barely heard the Ranger approach.


‘I’ve spoken with my boss. I’ll take you,’ he said.


For a moment Madison didn’t understand what he had meant.


‘Thank you, but I don’t want to take up your time. I’ll just—’


‘I’m coming off my shift and there’s a weather front closing in. If you want to get there before it, I’m taking you. It’s no bother.’


Madison didn’t quite believe that but accepted with thanks.


The Ranger – late thirties, fair hair and blue eyes – led the way. They would drive a short while and hike the rest of the way. He introduced himself: Ryan Curtis. He sounded like California with ten years of Pacific Northwest on top. He drove a pick-up truck that made Madison’s old Civic look city smart.


‘You don’t remember me, do you?’ he said as they drove west on the Upper Hoh Road.


Madison turned. She had been sure they had never met before.


‘I was on duty that night, led the SWAT team to where you guys were.’ Ranger Curtis turned sharply into a side road, the paving finishing almost immediately. He didn’t give her time to reply. ‘A lot of things would have changed in the last twenty-five years – trees, shrubs, terrain shifted by rain, roots, water streams, what have you.’


He engaged the handbrake with a sound like crunching metal and looked at Madison. ‘I’m sure I don’t need to tell you this but this is not a garden, this is not like they found the remains in someone’s back yard. You don’t get bears and cougars in your back yard. It’s a miracle they were found in the first place.’


The air was clammy and surprisingly warm for January. In spite of his size Curtis moved lightly and quickly through the undergrowth. The trail had disappeared half an hour earlier and Madison had realized why he had offered to take her: where they were going there was no friendly path and pretty views over the streams, no photo opportunities for weekend hikers. This forest did not want to be visited and it did not want to be photographed.


Curtis did not make allowances for Madison: he said at the start that she should follow his steps exactly and then had just pressed on. He was probably part elk, Madison mused, because she needed the joke to distract herself from the coppery scent she knew wasn’t really there.


They proceeded under the spruces and the multi-layered canopy, changing direction to go around boulders and ravines. Low branches snagged her pack and the ground grew uneven; jagged rocks protruded through the dirt and tested their footing as the light changed and the silence deepened.


Madison kept herself three feet behind Curtis, glad for her running stamina and the lack of conversation.


‘Not far now,’ he said without turning ten minutes later.


When the rain started falling it was so light that Madison didn’t notice until she felt a single drop on her brow. She looked up: patches of sky through the branches, mostly clouds, some pale blue.


‘We’re here.’ Curtis moved to one side and pointed.


They were in a narrow valley; under a Western Hemlock, tall shrubs around it, a perimeter of yellow crime-scene tape flapped in the breeze.


Curtis had been right to say what he had said in the truck: Madison reminded herself that what had happened here had happened twenty-five years ago. She had been in primary school, her mother had been alive, and she had never been to Seattle. Everything had changed, grown or died away and what was before her was only in part what the kidnappers – the killers, Madison corrected herself – had seen.


She approached the yellow tape slowly: the hole revealed itself, smooth edges and only a few feet deep.


‘It was almost on the surface; rain must have washed the earth away over the years,’ Curtis said behind her.


It was so small. The impact of what she was seeing hit Madison almost physically: he had been buried curled up and lying on one side. They were in a hurry, they wanted out of the woods quick and they had no time to waste. They dug a hole just about big enough and deep enough to lay the child inside it; they covered it up; they left.


Madison took off her pack and reached for the camera inside. She started taking pictures – the flash working hard in the growing shade – to do something tangible against the flutter of anger in her chest. That pitiful hole told her something else: they had killed a child and they didn’t care; it wasn’t a burial, it was a dumping site.


She shoved her feelings to one side, took out her notebook and went over the paltry facts.


‘Where is the clearing from here? The place you led the SWAT team to that night?’


Curtis pointed west. ‘About a mile that way.’


‘Terrain similar to the one we crossed?’


‘Pretty much. Hard ground to cover fast if you’re not familiar with it.’


Madison took notes on the standard issue police notepad.


‘It was August,’ she said. ‘August 28, 1985. No rain that day, I checked. Is there a chance they could drive their van part of the way?’


‘There used to be a narrow paved road to a weather station up that way, but when we stopped using the station the road got pretty rough and now it’s almost covered over. If they knew about it, it could have taken them almost to the clearing.’


‘When was the weather station abandoned?’


‘Early 1980s, I think.’


‘That’s not the way we went. We left the car and hiked a while.’


‘It wasn’t on the maps. It was an old service track that led nowhere. No reason why you would have known about it.’


Madison felt the frayed end of a thought slipping away and she grabbed at it.


‘They did,’ Madison said. ‘The killers did. Do any hiking trails cross the service track or the route from there to here?’


‘Not that I know.’


‘Which means the children they had left behind would not be found quickly. And if they buried David Quinn far enough from the children he wouldn’t be found at all.’


Madison looked around. No footprints, no tire tracks, no tool marks, no shirt fabric snagged on a branch. It was a long list of things they did not have and would never have.


She laid her measuring tape on the long side, took a picture and wrote down the dimensions. The Crime Scene Unit would have already done all that; she did it anyway. Roots pushed out of the side walls and insect life had already begun to claim back the grave.


She stood on the edge of the pit. Had the earth changed because it covered a murdered child? How could that change be measured? Madison crouched on the ground and touched the soil. Cold and damp. The child had become a body and the body had become human remains. Rain and earth had passed through it as it disintegrated. Something, Madison thought – the killers must have left something behind, something that had stayed with David Quinn and waited for them to find him.


‘We need to head back, Detective.’


Madison straightened up and nodded.


‘Those shrubs all around the pit?’ Curtis pointed. ‘They’re Dicentra Formosa.’


Madison looked blank.


‘Bleeding Heart,’ he said. ‘That’s the common name. Flowers are real pretty.’


Madison shouldered her pack and pulled up her hood. Above her and out of sight, beyond the layers of green, a rapid flutter of wings started off and faded into the distance.


The journey back was faster in spite of the coming dusk and Curtis wasn’t interested in small talk. They reached his truck and before Madison knew it he was already pulling in next to her Civic in the Hoh Station parking lot.


‘Thank you.’ Madison said. ‘I mean it. For getting the SWAT team to us as well. I’m sorry I didn’t remember.’


‘No problem. I’m not surprised really. I had never seen anything like it.’


‘You and me both.’


She left the truck, got into her Honda and drove off. The pick-up’s lights followed her until the exit to Forks.


Madison felt winded and tired as if she had sat an exam and not even understood the questions. Later, sitting in a booth on the ferry, her hands around a cup of tea she was not drinking, she realized she had taken a vow, whether the child was David Quinn or not.


She was still making notes when the ferry docked.


Nathan Quinn checked the round clock on the wall. Three minutes to go to his call with Scott Newton, Prosecutor, who represented the County in the case against John Cameron. As per Quinn’s standing instructions to Doyle, a senior associate from Quinn Locke had represented Cameron while Quinn was incapacitated but there was never any question that he would revert to his original role as Cameron’s attorney.


Quinn wanted Cameron out of jail as quickly as possible. Every day he spent inside KCJC was a day in which he was a target and a day in which he might be pushed to defend himself with maximum force to stay alive. It might be something the inmates would pay good money to see, but Quinn just wanted him out of there fast. Even protective custody – who was being protected? he wondered – was barely more than wishful thinking.


Technically Quinn was only consulting on the case: he was still on pain medication and officially the Quinn Locke attorney had to sign off on any deals. However, everybody knew who made the decisions.


Quinn checked the clock. It was time.


‘Let me understand,’ Scott Newton said. ‘Your client attacked Harry Salinger and cut him up like a paper doll, and you think Attempted Murder is an overreaction?’


‘I think Assault in the First is an overreaction. Honestly? I think Assault in the Third would be an overreaction. The only thing John Cameron was attempting was to restrain and detain Harry Salinger after he had admitted to four counts of murder and one of kidnapping a minor,’ Nathan Quinn replied.


‘I can see how you’d like this to turn into a citizen’s arrest gone badly wrong.’


‘No jury is ever going to give you Attempted Murder, Scott. Not when Salinger is about to be declared insane, not when they can look at the photographs of the cage he had built for the boy.’


Newton was quiet. Salinger had built two cages and one had been for Quinn. ‘Salinger could have died. Everything Cameron did to him could have led to his death.’


‘Do you know how we know that it wasn’t Attempted Murder?’ Quinn asked. ‘Salinger is still alive. It is not accidental.’


Newton didn’t want to go to trial: there was too much risk involved in prosecuting the man who had physically apprehended Harry Salinger, the Blueridge Killer, and he had no idea where he would find an impartial jury. On Mars, maybe.


‘What are you offering?’ he asked Quinn.


‘What’s on the table?’ Quinn replied.


Newton snorted. ‘Assault in the First, and my boss will be justified to kick me down to traffic violations.’


‘Do you have proof of intent? And by that I mean actual proof of deliberation and intent to cause great bodily harm?’


‘I have Salinger’s medical reports.’


‘I’m sure they are a fascinating read but – I ask you again – do you have intent?’


Newton did not reply.


‘Second, do you have a weapon?’


‘They are still looking.’ He sounded weak even to himself.


‘They found Salinger’s gun pretty quickly, and the tools he used to set up the cages.’ The silence on the line stretched to a long pause. Quinn closed his eyes; his head rested against the pillow and his energy ebbed and flowed unpredictably with his medication. ‘Reckless endangerment,’ he said.


‘I’m not even taking it into consideration.’


‘You can take your time and consider what you can prove in front of a jury. They will have to ponder how hard it would be to restrain a man of Salinger’s … temperament.’


‘We’re talking about John Cameron here.’


‘Who has no priors and did not resist arrest.’


‘Nathan, have you looked at Salinger’s medical sheet?’ Newton asked. ‘Have you seen what he did to him?’


‘Yes.’


‘Do you call that “reckless endangerment”?’


Quinn did not know what to call it and he realized that notion applied to much of Cameron’s behavior. ‘You don’t want to take this to trial,’ he said.


‘I’ll do what I have to keep him inside for as long as the law will allow me.’


‘Good luck.’










Chapter 5


The man stood by the tall window in the white recreation room and watched as the sun dipped below the trees. Each minute brought a new shadow and the familiar tightening of fear in his narrow chest as the line of darkness stalked the concrete building. He watched and waited. Soon it would be time and he would be alone until the sun rose again.


He felt the room emptying, the television on the high bracket tuned to the news and the steps behind him.


‘Somebody’s coming,’ he said without turning around.


The view didn’t let him go until he felt the hand on his arm and slowly, reluctantly, he turned.


‘It’s getting dark,’ he said. ‘We should go; we shouldn’t stay here.’


‘Time for bed.’


‘We shouldn’t stay when it’s dark.’


‘Yes, I heard you, same as yesterday and the day before. Come on, my friend, time for bed.’


‘It’s not personal, it’s business.’


‘Sure it is.’


He stood by the bed in his room, plain walls around him and a three-drawer chest for all he owned in this world.


From the top of the dresser he picked up the stump of a gray crayon and raised his hand; he closed his eyes and drew a long shaky line all along the white wall; it joined dozens of similar gray lines all over the small cell. Up and down the walls, wherever he could reach.


It was easier to let him do it than take the crayon away and go through the horrendous fits of terror that plagued him.


He brushed his teeth and put on his pajamas. They were white cotton and hung loose on his thin shoulders. He washed his hands; the nails were cut to the quick and yet grimy with garden dirt. He scrubbed them clean and sat down.


‘As I lay me down to sleep,’ he started, ‘I pray the Lord my soul to keep.’


He slid under the heavy blankets and the shivering started almost immediately.


A knock on the door and Thomas put his head around.


‘Ready?’


Vincent Foley, forty-eight, shook his head. ‘Somebody’s coming,’ he whispered and rolled himself up into a tight ball.


Thomas Reed, psychiatric nurse at the Seattle Walters Institute, turned off the light and closed the door. A soft click told Vincent that the door was locked. Then again, what was a simple wooden door against what was coming for him?


He hurried to finish. ‘If I should die before I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take.’


In the cell, shadows and lights began to move over the pastel drawings on the walls as if the lines themselves were shifting. Vincent squeezed his eyes shut; all through the night, above him and around him, the drawings crept and crawled.










Chapter 6


In the relative gloom of his hospital room Nathan Quinn listened to his own breathing. Regular and steady. It was still a surprise to him that he was alive when he had fully expected to die. Instead he had woken up to a different world: Jack was in jail and David had been found.


The Jefferson County officers had taken a swab of the cells inside his cheek for DNA-comparing purposes, a swift and routine procedure they had completed in seconds. Now all there was to do was wait.


His waking hours were a combination of pain, boredom and sheer unadulterated fury. His temper, disciplined by years in the courtroom, seemed to elude its usual filters. His body was a prisoner of the injuries but his intelligence was not, and he had argued with the doctors to reduce the painkillers as much as possible because he could cope with the pain but the slow, thick dullness that coated his mind was not something he could bear.


All he knew at that point was that he needed to think and think clearly: the results from the DNA test would come in the next few days and then the world would change again, shift on its axis as it had done at least twice before in his life. This time he would be ready.


If the remains were not David, if there was another boy out there lost in the woods, would that make things better? Quinn didn’t know how to feel about it or what to wish for. To have David back meant he had experienced that dreadful moment, that blow that had ended his life. If not, then another child had gone through that horror, another family had been torn apart.


He breathed deeply and realized not for the first time that grief felt like both a weight and a hollow in his chest. He went back to what he knew, thinking like an attorney, like the prosecuting attorney he once was. He closed his eyes and felt a familiar spark of anger. Good. Anger was better than pain.


The numbers were against them: there is no statute of limitation for murder in Washington State; however, he could not remember a single case where a defendant had been successfully prosecuted for a twenty-five-year-old murder without trace evidence, witnesses or confessions.


The officers had been reticent; their chances were negligible. The best they could hope for was a name for the victim. Breathe in, breathe out, ignore the pain. A name could be a very powerful thing, even if it was all they had. A name was the beginning: five years after the abduction a man had fallen and been impaled in what hunters call a trapping pit. His name was Timothy Gilman and he had died as he had lived. John Cameron was about eighteen years old at the time.


For twenty years Nathan Quinn had believed that Cameron had killed Gilman – his first victim – because he had met him accidentally and recognized him as one of the kidnappers, maybe even the man who had given him the scars on his arms. Cameron knew that there wasn’t enough evidence to take him to court and that that fight would surely kill Quinn’s family as if David was to die each day again.


Quinn, then working in the Prosecutor’s Office, had found out entirely by chance and one could say that his reading of the events was based on circumstantial evidence. One could say an eighteen-year-old boy does not spend days digging a hole in the snow to lure a man to his death. And so Quinn didn’t speak of it; the case stayed unsolved; life went on.


Distant sounds from the ward drifted into the room, voices and footsteps and the chiming of medical equipment. Quinn felt the weight of the blankets; his tall frame had lost weight since December and he was aware of every cell of his body struggling to heal itself.


He thought about fear: what it does to a man and what a man will do under its talons.










Chapter 7


Madison woke up at 6 a.m. on Monday, brewed herself a particularly strong cup of coffee and drove to work with a box of peanut butter Granola Thins and a half-eaten banana on the seat next to her. She had stayed up late preparing her argument and hoped that getting Lieutenant Fynn good and early, before his day became inevitably soured by reality, would help.


She nodded hello to Jenner, the Desk Sergeant, and quickly climbed the stairs to the detectives’ room. The previous tour was out and her shift had not checked in yet. The room was a combination of beaten-up desks, worn gray metal filing cabinets, and new computer screens with cables winding under the tables.


Fynn arrived half an hour before the official beginning of the shift, and clocked Madison at her desk. She gave him a couple of minutes and then knocked on his door.


‘Thought you might want to speak to me about something,’ he said, and beckoned her in.


‘I’d like to work the David Quinn case. I know it’s a cold case and the Cold Case Team will handle it, but they have a full plate and I could start getting everything together and go over the original kidnap investigation. If the boy is not Quinn I would still like to work the case. Aside from the remains there are no new leads and it’s going to be so low on their priorities it will never get a look-in.’


‘Good morning, Madison. How was your weekend?’


‘Very good.’


‘This is when you ask me how my weekend was.’


‘How was it, sir?’


‘Not bad, thank you. Could have done with another one. What brings you to my office, Detective?’


‘I’d like to work the David Quinn case.’


‘Okay.’


‘Okay?’


‘Yes. I spoke with Willis from the Cold Case Team on Saturday. They are up to here right now.’ He drew a line up to his chin. ‘And the remains will not give us much to work with.’


‘I know.’


‘Something else.’ Fynn gazed steadily at Madison. ‘The one surviving witness is not exactly talking at the moment and nobody wants to waste a trip to KCJC to sit in a cell with John Cameron and came away with bupkis.’


‘I see. That’s why I get handed the case. Because Cameron and I do our nails and braid our hair together?’


‘Pretty much. Do you care?’


‘Not a bit. If they don’t want it, I’m happy to have it.’


‘That’s what I thought. Did you go to the site?’


‘Yes.’


‘And?’


‘They dug it fast and just deep enough that an animal wouldn’t dig him out overnight.’


‘Well, here’s how it’s going to go: we wait for the DNA result – which nobody’s in a big hurry to do in the first place since we have hundreds of fresh cases – and if it’s Quinn, it’s yours; if it isn’t, it stays with Jefferson County because we don’t know where the child started out from and the forensic anthropologist will have to get to work on an ID before anything else.’


By the time Madison got back to her desk the room was full and buzzing with activity and for the first time she wondered whether she should hope the child was Nathan Quinn’s brother. It was a child, and that was all that mattered.


It took nine days for an infinitesimal sliver of mitochondrial DNA to confirm beyond doubt that the human remains found in the Hoh River Forest were in fact David Quinn. As soon as it was official Madison collected the Hoh River kidnap file from Records: she wasn’t going to interview Cameron without knowing every detail of the original investigation.


He hadn’t spoken about it in twenty-five years, as far as she knew, and the chances of him talking now were less than zero. Then again, the chances of Cameron talking to anyone about anything were generally less than zero. The kidnap was merely one more entry on the extremely long list of no-go subjects. Nevertheless, they had a body and cause of death and there would be an investigation, there would be questions and, somewhere inside the mind of John Cameron, there was the truth.
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