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Prologue

Back when it happened, back in 1972, there wasn’t an adult in the county who didn’t know every detail of the crime.

	Lige Haney, editor of the DeClare Democrat, kept the story on the front page for months. Of course, other news made the headlines now and then—a spring flood washed out the Post Road Bridge; two local boys, the Standingdeer brothers, were wounded in Vietnam on the same day; and a fire downtown gutted TenPenny Hardware and the Hungry Hawk Café.

	But none of the news had the staying power of murder and abduction—a young mother stabbed to death, her ten-month-old son missing—the worst crime ever committed in DeClare, Oklahoma.

	Television news teams came in from all over the state, their trucks and vans lining the town square, where most of the reporters used the courthouse as a backdrop for their broadcasts.

	Lantana Mitchell, a twenty-one-year-old rookie with KWTV in Tulsa, wasn’t the brightest of the bunch, but she was the most eager and certainly the best looking, which gave her an edge over the older, more experienced reporters. At least with Oliver Boyd Daniels.

	Daniels, deputy sheriff of DeClare, was a mean drunk; a tough-talking, tough-looking guy; a man’s man who appealed to women despite missing part of one ear and three teeth, the gap in his mouth covered by an ill-fitting bridge. He was also husband to a wife much younger than him; and father of an eight-year-old boy with Down syndrome. He lost the teeth and the piece of ear in a bar fight in Baton Rouge. He found the wife, his third, when she was leading cheers at a DeClare High School football game.

	But Lantana Mitchell was looking for her big break in the news business, so she welcomed the deputy into her room at the Riverfront Motel every night for the ten days she was in town covering the story.

	Daniels promised to feed her inside information about the crime; she promised him she wouldn’t use his nickname, “O Boy,” on the air.

	In the end, they both lied . . . he because Lantana wouldn’t do everything he wanted her to do in bed; she because Daniels didn’t tell her about the missing boy’s pajama bottoms he found on the bank of Willow Creek.

	Instead, he leaked that news to Arthur McFadden, his half-brother, in exchange for a used bass boat. Because they had different fathers, their likeness was not striking; Arthur was shorter, thinner and less robust than O Boy.

	But both had inherited the cold blue eyes of their mother, eyes that could veil all emotions except one—anger. And like her, drunk or sober, they could be intimidating and cruel. The major difference in the brothers’ personalities, though, was that Arthur could come across as charming when a situation demanded it, an ability O Boy neither possessed nor understood.

	Arthur owned and operated the local daytime radio station, KSET, which was on the air from sunup until sundown, seven days a week.

	Arthur loved the station, rarely regretting the sacrifices he’d made to own it, even though his work was never-ending. He read the news, weather and farm reports; prerecorded all the commercials; conducted live interviews regarding every event in the county; read the public service announcements; did all the billing and bookkeeping; answered the phone; paid the bills; and hosted Swap Shop, a local favorite on which listeners called in to buy, sell or trade fresh eggs, car parts, hunting dogs, baby beds, hand-stitched quilts, lawn mowers and junk of all descriptions—new or used.

	The only other person involved in the day-to-day operation of KSET was Kyle Leander, Arthur’s twenty-five-year-old stepson. Kyle, who had discovered psychedelic drugs the year he flunked out of Yale, deejayed an afternoon show he called Catharsis, during which he played acid rock, read excerpts from Carlos Castaneda and quoted Timothy Leary.

	Arthur hated Catharsis just a little more than he hated Kyle, but it was Kyle’s mother, Anne, a wealthy widow from Atlanta and Arthur’s current wife, who had put up the money to buy KSET. And Kyle’s job, which paid him twenty-five hundred a month, was part of the bargain.

	But Arthur didn’t have to deal with Kyle on the day he broke the news of the discovery of the kidnapped child’s pajama bottoms because Kyle was in rehab, shipped off to a high-dollar clinic called Restoration in North Carolina to dry out again. And that suited Arthur just fine. He had the station all to himself and filled the Catharsis time slot with a live interview with O Boy Daniels, who predicted the case would be solved within days, if not within hours.

	Until then, there’d been no real break in the crime—no fingerprints or tire tracks, no murder weapon, no strangers in town that anyone could remember. No clues at all as to who had killed the young woman and taken her little boy.

	But now, with something to go on—a pair of blue pajama pants with yellow ducks—the community roared into action.

	Hap Duchamp, president of the First National Bank, offered a reward for information leading to a conviction. Of course, no one ever claimed the money because the man arrested and jailed on suspicion never made it to the courtroom.

	Most folks, though, especially the locals, were less interested in the money than they were in helping to find the missing child.

	Matthew Donaldson, the fire chief, put out a call for volunteers, and for the next ten days, firemen, policemen and too many civilians poured into DeClare from all over the country. Four major search teams were formed, and by the end of the week, the hunt was going on twenty-four hours a day.

	Swanson’s Funeral Home provided a tent under which the DeClare Ladies’ Auxiliary set up tables, where they made sure food and drinks were always available to those involved in the search. Teeve Harjo, whose husband, Navy, owned the local pool hall and booked sports bets, put herself in charge, making sure the ham sandwiches were fresh and the coffeepot was never empty.

	The DAR, not to be outdone by the Auxiliary, whom they regarded as a rough bunch lacking social grace and breeding, contributed enough Purina Dog Chow to feed all the tracking dogs being brought in by their handlers. The suggestion came from Martha Bernard Duchamp, the club historian, whose great-grandfather had been killed at Gettysburg; whose grandfather had made a fortune in cotton; whose father had started the First National Bank; whose son was now its president.

	John Majors, owner of Majors’ Office Supply, printed a thousand flyers with the missing boy’s picture, which the Boy Scouts tacked to every telephone pole in town and taped in the windows of all the businesses on Main Street.

	The Young Democrats bought several hundred yards of yellow ribbon, which the high school choir kids cut up and tied to every tree in DeClare except for the half-dozen Chinese elms in Raymond Cruddup’s front lawn.

	Raymond claimed that the trees were too delicate to be disturbed. Raymond Cruddup was the town grump.

	The churches of DeClare organized round-the-clock prayer circles, where prayers were offered up for the little boy’s safe return. Many of the circles continued their supplications for weeks, long after most doubted there would be a return—safe or not.

	Even so, preachers used the tragedy of the crime as the theme for Sunday sermons, and for months afterward baptizings increased, as did church memberships, especially at Goodwill Baptist, the largest church in town.

	Patti Frazier, the organist at Goodwill Baptist, wrote a song about the kidnapping, a tune she called “Gone Missing.” Encouraged by the response of the congregation when she sang her composition at a Wednesday night service, Patti recorded “Gone Missing” on her tape recorder and gave a copy to Arthur McFadden, who played it every hour on KSET.

	But 1972, the year little Nicky Jack Harjo disappeared, was a long time ago. Over a quarter of a century. And much had changed since then.

	TenPenny Hardware was rebuilt soon after the fire that destroyed it, but business fell off after Wal-Mart came to town, and the TenPenny closed its doors in 1984.

	The Hungry Hawk Café, razed in the same blaze that took the hardware store, was never rebuilt, but six years later a McDonald’s opened on the same site.

	 Lige Haney continued to edit the Democrat until diabetes began to rob him of his sight. Finally, in 1986, he sold the paper to a news conglomerate buying up small-town weeklies all over the country, and he and his wife, Clara, retired to Florida. Four years later, having endured two hurricanes, they gave up on the Sunshine State and returned to DeClare. But just two weeks after they’d moved back, a tornado swept through the eastern edge of town, destroying their new home. Fortunately, Lige, Clara and Phantom, Lige’s Seeing Eye Dog, a sturdy blond Lab, survived unharmed in their basement.

	Soon after rebuilding, Lige went back to the work he had always loved by writing a weekly column called “Statecraft” that he dictated to Clara, who typed the pieces on Lige’s old Smith-Corona. “Statecraft” focused on Oklahoma politics and reflected Lige’s “yellow dog” Democratic viewpoints, which did not set well with the Republican ownership but was a favorite with locals.

	Television news teams returned to DeClare occasionally in the intervening years, but only twice for major stories. They came back when an ice storm on the interstate caused a pileup of thirteen cars that killed four teenagers on their way to a basketball game; then again to cover a triple homicide on Bois D’Arc Road, the result of a drug deal gone bad.

	But neither event brought Lantana Mitchell back to the community. After the O Boy Daniels’ fiasco, which left her with a pregnancy she terminated with an abortion in Kansas City, she learned to use her looks and ambition with more discretion.

	Two years following her stint in DeClare, she attended a media convention in Chicago, where she met and charmed an executive with ABC—a man with both ears, all his teeth and no wife. After Lantana nudged him into marriage, he made her anchor of the evening news in Los Angeles.

	The marriage didn’t last, nor did the job, but a hefty divorce settlement allowed her to return to Tulsa, where she wrote four nonfiction crime books, one of which was published.

	O Boy Daniels hit a rough patch in the early eighties when he nearly beat to death a county prisoner suspected by many in the community to be a pedophile but who was most certainly going to get out of a conviction because of a legal technicality.

	O Boy claimed the prisoner was trying to escape, but the jury, even though they believed the child molester deserved a good beating, couldn’t buy the lie because of the restrictions placed on them by the presiding judge.

	After serving two years at the state penitentiary, O Boy returned to DeClare, opened a bait shop near the river and moved back in with his wife, Carrie, the former cheerleader, and their disabled son, Kippy.

	Five years later, O Boy ran for sheriff and won, even though the law prohibited him, a convicted felon, from carrying a firearm. Apparently, the voters of DeClare figured O Boy was tough enough that he didn’t need a weapon.

	Arthur McFadden continued to operate the radio station after his wife divorced him and moved back to Atlanta. Arthur’s only regret about the split was that the terms of the divorce left him stuck with Kyle Leander for as long as Kyle wanted to keep his job at the station. And Kyle had no intention of leaving.

	Hap Duchamp served as president of the First National Bank until 1980, when rumors began to circulate that he was a homosexual. He resigned before he was removed by the board of directors, and with the law degree he’d earned from Tulsa University twenty years earlier, he started his own small practice.  Then, relieved of the pretense of being straight, he and his lover, Matthew Donaldson, former fire chief, moved in together in an elegant A-frame they built in a wooded area near the river.

	Teeve Harjo was still active in the Ladies’ Auxiliary but had less time to devote to the organization than she had years earlier. Her husband, Navy, had sneaked out of town one night, taking his new Buick, on which he’d made only three payments, and over twenty thousand dollars he’d taken in wagers on a Cowboys’ game. In addition to Teeve, he left behind his young daughter, a second mortgage on the house and a lot of angry gamblers.

	But the pool hall was paid for, so, with no other income and limited job skills, Teeve took over the operation the day after Navy left. Instead of being the disaster that most predicted, Teeve turned out to have a good head for business. She added a couple of video games, stopped booking bets and selling beer so teenagers could come in to play and turned the storage area into a tiny lunchroom, where she served sandwiches and her popular peanut-butter pies made from a secret family recipe. Five years after Navy left, Teeve’s Place was thriving.

	Martha Bernard Duchamp, DAR historian, took up drink-ing soon after her son’s “coming out.” In the beginning, she was able to conceal her newly acquired taste, but by the time she fell and broke her hip in 1985, everyone in DeClare knew she had her Jack Daniel’s delivered by the case from Ritzy’s Liquor Store.

	Raymond Cruddup died in 1987, his Chinese elms in an ice storm the following winter.

	Patti Frazier’s song “Gone Missing” was recorded by a gospel quartet on an album titled “In God’s Hands.” When the album did well on the Christian music charts, Patti sold three more of her songs and made enough money to buy the Riverfront Motel when the owner put it on the market.

	By 1999, the population of DeClare, Oklahoma, had risen to seven thousand, about a thousand more than what it was in 1972. The business district downtown had spilled over from Main Street to State Street three blocks away, and two small industries had relocated to the county.

	Crime across the country had grown to such frightening levels that TV and newspaper accounts of mass murders, school killings, rape and child abuse had become routine.

	But the old-timers, the ones who had lived through the murder of Gaylene Harjo and the abduction of her son, would occasionally rehash the crime as if it had happened only the day before.

	Now, twenty-seven years after the boy’s disappearance, the hundreds of yellow ribbons tied to trees by the high school choir had rotted and dropped away. And the flyers posted everywhere the Boy Scouts could make them stick were gone.

	All except one.

	Yellowed and brittled with age, a flyer with the little boy’s picture was still taped to the window of Teeve’s Place.



Chapter One

His early morning flight from Los Angeles had been delayed for nearly two hours because of fog. Plenty of time for him to back out, just let it all go. Once he even grabbed his bag and left the terminal, but he changed his mind. Again.

	After boarding, he found himself seated next to an elderly woman who was weeping quietly. She was still crying when, twenty minutes later, she offered a whispered apology, but he pretended sleep. Whatever her problem was, he didn’t want to hear it. He had no interest in hearing people whine.

	When she left her seat to go to the lavatory, he slipped from the first-class cabin and found an empty row near the back of the plane.

	For a while he tried to read but gave it up when he felt a headache coming on. He hadn’t slept at all the night before, hadn’t even gone to bed. Instead, he’d spent the hours sitting on his balcony, trying to persuade himself not to make this trip.

	Then, just before five that morning, he’d phoned to make his flight reservation, left a vague message on his receptionist’s answering machine and pulled a suitcase from his closet.

	Now, with his stomach churning from too much airport coffee, his knees wedged against the seat in front of him, his body heavy with fatigue, he decided that when the plane landed, he’d give this up. Take the next available flight back to L.A.

	But he didn’t.

	After he picked up his rental, a Mitsubishi Eclipse, and a map at Tulsa International Airport, he headed east.

	The Avis blue-chip car, the only convertible available, wouldn’t have been his first choice; he drove a Jaguar XK8 in L.A. But even before he drove out of the city, he realized he’d underestimated the Oklahoma heat, well over a hundred, with humidity so high that his shirt was plastered to his back despite the hot wind.

	 The two-hour drive took him through mostly empty country, the highway skirting towns called Coweta, Tullahassee, Oktaha—names that conjured scenes of Gene Autry movies.

	He arrived in DeClare before dark, then checked into the Riverfront Motel, which looked just a little more inviting than the White Buffalo Inn at the edge of town or a decrepit hotel called the Saddletree a few blocks away.

	His room was about what he expected. Drab and cramped, smaller even than the dorm room he’d lived in at Tufts for five years. Behind the drapes he found sliding glass doors leading to a balcony that overlooked a river backed by woods of towering pines.

	He didn’t bother to unpack, but he hadn’t brought much anyway. He wasn’t planning to stick around long.

	The motel restaurant was crowded, according to his waitress, because it was Thursday.

	“Catfish night,” she explained, managing to turn “night” into a three-syllable word. “All you can eat for six ninety-five.”

	“Is it baked?” he asked, a question she thought was hilarious.

	“You’re not an Okie, are you? Only one way to fix catfish, and that’s to fry it. You want baked fish, be here for the Sunday buffet. We have baked cod then. But come before noon, ’cause when the churches let out, this place is packed.”

	“I’ll be gone before Sunday.”

	“Not staying long, huh?”

	Though he’d already framed the lie, he hesitated. Another chance to back out.

	“I’m here to look up some old friends of my parents.”

	“Who’s that?”

	He felt his heart quicken, his breath come short. But he was in it now.

	“A family named Harjo.”

	“Which one? We got Harjos scattered all over this part of the country. They’re all related, one way or another. Ben was the oldest, I think.”

	“Where can I find him?”

	“He’s dead, but his wife, Enid, lives way the hell out in the boonies. Can’t tell you how to get there. Your best bet is Teeve. She was married to a Harjo. He took off years ago, but she’s still close to the family. She runs the pool hall on Main Street.”

	After his dinner, and with enough fat in his system to grease axle rods, he walked to the center of town. Four depressing blocks scarred by struggle and failure. Buildings of crumbling native stone, many of them empty; a boarded-up movie theater, its marquee advertising a citywide garage sale; a bank wearing a new facade, the centerpiece a massive clock running an hour late.

	Business owners battling the Wal-Mart east of town had tried to lure customers back by installing canvas awnings, camouflaging peeling paint with cheap brick veneer, placing wrought-iron benches on the corner of every block. But the awnings were tattered and fading, the veneer was flaking paint and the benches were covered with pigeon droppings.

	The pool hall, closed by the time he got there, didn’t look as if it were faring any better than other businesses he’d passed along the way. The sign reading TEEVE’S PLACE hung crookedly over the door, and the plate glass window fronting the building bore a foot-long crack patched with caulk and masking tape.

	Inside, a fluorescent bulb blinked in a tin ceiling pitted with rust. The long, narrow room was crowded with a makeshift counter, pool tables from another era, video games, vending machines and a game table with four mismatched chairs.

	As he turned and started back toward the motel, a mud-splattered pickup drove by, a rifle mounted in the back window, a Confederate flag strapped across the grille, two pit bull pups chained in the truck bed.

	If he’d been back home just then, he might have been cussing the traffic clogging the 405 or complaining of the heavy brown air dimming the sun or fighting the panic he felt when a tremor hit.

	But at that moment, Los Angeles seemed like paradise.




Chapter Two

Teeve Harjo unlocked the front door of the pool hall while balancing four pie boxes against her chest. As soon as she took those back to the lunchroom, she returned to her car for the others.

	Ordinarily, she baked only four and always sold out by two o’clock, her peanut-butter pies still the best dessert in town and the recipe still a secret. But Hap Duchamp had phoned yesterday to order three, as he and Matthew Donaldson were having weekend guests. 

	Always an early riser, Teeve liked to have her pies in the oven by six, then sit on her patio drinking coffee while she watched the birds at the feeders in her backyard. But her morning routine had changed since her daughter, Ivy, had come home.

	She’d just flipped on the lights in the lunchroom when she heard the screen door out front slam shut, a signal that the “domino boys” had arrived.

	The oldest of this foursome was Ron John O’Reily, who at eighty-two was developing Alzheimer’s; the grumpiest but undisputed leader of the pack was Lonnie Cruddup, who in temperament was much like his deceased sibling, Raymond. Johnny and Jackson Standingdeer, Cherokee brothers in their late fifties, rounded out the group. 

	Because they’d always considered the pool hall to be a man’s refuge, they had pouted when Navy took off and Teeve took over. Then, when she’d stopped booking bets and quit selling beer, they’d fumed. But when she’d added the lunchroom and changed the sign out front to TEEVE’S POOL HALL AND TEA ROOM, they’d jumped ship.

	Luring them back had not been easy, but Teeve was both inventive and determined. Not because of the few dollars she collected from their games, but because dominoes was an institution in Oklahoma pool halls and she’d be damned if she’d let four old coots depart from history.

	So she had delivered a freshly baked peanut-butter pie to Lonnie Cruddup along with the promise of a new domino table to replace the shaky one he’d complained about for almost thirty years. But Lonnie was not appeased. He said his gang would be the butt of jokes for the rest of their lives—which, given their advancing years, was likely not a long time—if they were seen going into a tearoom.

	After an hour of nearly failed negotiations, a compromise was reached, and a week later, Lonnie had led his boys back into the pool hall, passing beneath a newly painted sign that read, quite simply, TEEVE’S PLACE.

	Lige Haney was the first in for lunch, as he was every Friday, the day he delivered his column to the newspaper office.

	“You give those Republicans what-for this week, Lige?”

	“It was both my duty and my pleasure to do so, Teeve,” he said as Phantom led him to his table. “Did you by any chance watch the news last night? Channel twelve?”

	“I was beat. Went to bed before nine.”

	“Oh, you missed an insightful interview with our esteemed senator Jackson Langley, who spoke eloquently and with perfect balance—an amazing achievement given the difficulty of standing on one foot while the other was crammed toe-to-heel in his mouth. But this phenomenon is not uncommon among the ranks of the GOP. One does not have to be blind to see that.

	“Anyway, he was asked to comment on the efforts of animal rights activists to outlaw cockfighting in our fair state. Langley, vigorously indignant, said the first thing Communists do when they take over a country is to outlaw cockfighting.”

	“Well, everyone knows those damned Commies are just faunching at the bit to invade Oklahoma,” Teeve said.

	“I laughed so hard, Phantom got out of bed to check on me.”

	Phantom, on hearing her name, raised her head from her paws for a few seconds, then, assured she was not being summoned, settled once again beneath the table.

	“Morning, Teeve. Lige.”

	“Hey, Hap.”

	Hap Duchamp had given up Versace suits and Armani ties the day he walked away from the bank, preferring instead jeans from Kmart, shirts from Sears and shoes from Payless. He got bad eight-dollar haircuts at the Corner Barbershop, still drove his ten-year-old Chrysler and seemed entirely comfortable with who he was.

	“Lige, I see you’re cheating on Clara again, taking a younger girl to lunch.” Hap knelt to give Phantom a pat, then took a seat at Lige’s table.

	“Well, this one’s not as pretty as Clara, but she treats me better.”

	“Hap,” Teeve said, “you come to eat or to pick up your pies?”

	“I couldn’t eat a bite, Teeve. I had half of a leftover pizza for breakfast.”

	“Pizza for breakfast?”

	“Matthew’s come up with the notion that gay men are supposed to cook like Julia Child. He made beef bourguignon for dinner last night, but it was a disaster, so I had pizza delivered. This morning he fixed quiche Lorraine. Another dismal failure. The fact is, the man can’t cook a lick, but he won’t admit it.”

	“How’s your mother, Hap?” Lige asked.

	“Oh, you know Martha Bernard. She thinks a day without drama is a wasted day. If her housekeeper’s not swiping the silver or her accountant isn’t siphoning off her money, then someone’s taking her mail or poisoning her azaleas. Last night, though, she got a little closer to the real thing.”

	“How’s that?”

	“Someone smashed a window, broke into the guesthouse. Took a couple of silver candlesticks, a deer rifle that hadn’t been fired since Dad died. An old black-and-white TV. Not much of a haul.” 

	“All the same,” Lige said, “Martha must have been pretty shook up.”

	“Aw, she loved it. Police cars, sirens. She was pissed that O Boy doesn’t have a SWAT team, but all in all, she had a good night. Enough excitement that she downed a few more bedtime toddies than the one she admits to.”

	While she was putting together Lige’s lunch, Teeve glanced into the pool hall, where she saw a man standing near the door, watching her.

	He was young—thirtyish, she guessed, good-looking and dressed like money walking. Gold at his throat and wrist, linen slacks, Italian loafers and silk shirt, the left sleeve cuffed up to accommodate a thick bandage on his forearm.

	She figured him for a salesman from Billiard Supply, though most of their sales reps didn’t look as prosperous as this one.

	“Here you go, Lige,” she said as she placed his plate in front of him. “Sandwich at two o’clock, potato salad at nine.”

	“Did you forget my dill pickle?”

	“It’s straight up noon.”

	“Thanks.”

	Teeve marveled at the way Lige managed to eat without a mishap, never spilling his drink or knocking his fork off the table, no mustard smeared in the corners of his mouth, no food stuck to the front of his shirt. He was neater than most sighted people she served.

	“Teeve, I’d better grab those pies and get out of here,” Hap said as he pulled bills from his wallet. “I’ve got to go by the IGA on my way home. Matthew’s fixing something called salicornia for dinner tonight.”

	“That sounds like an eye disease.”

	“Now you know why I’m going to the store. Lay in a supply of bologna and cheese just in case.”

	Teeve had forgotten about the stranger in the pool hall until she saw him walk out just after Hap left. He seemed vaguely familiar to her, but she couldn’t recall seeing him before. Still, something about his eyes reminded her of someone she knew.

 

April 21, 1966

Dear Diary,

	Today was the best birthday of my life because I am finally a teenager! My very best present was from Mom. A bra! I’ve been asking for one since Row got hers last summer but Mom said I didn’t need one. Guess she changed her mind when she saw that my breasts are getting bigger. Its a double A cup but after I put it on she said it was to big. I think it fits just fine.

	My brother Navy sent me a Ship ’n Shore blouse with a Peter Pan collor but I think Mom bought it and put his name on the card because he’s on a ship in the Indian ocean. (Not our kind of Indian. The other kind.) James and Josie sent me a book Where the Red Fern Grows. They live in California and haven’t seen me since I was ten or eleven so I guess they think I’m still a little girl. Anyway, I already read it.

	Row got me a music box with a teeny ballerina that turns when I open the lid. Martha Sue Crow whose in my Sunday school class gave me a bottle of Evening in Paris perfume. Martha Sues supposed to be my secret pal but she can’t keep anything secret. Mr. Duchamp whose Moms boss at the bank gave me some charcoal pencils for my drawings.

	Daddy gave me a pair of school shoes. Their way to big but he says I’ll grow into them and no sence wasting money on shoes that will be to tight before I get any wear out of them. He calls them sensible. I call them ugly.

	I bet I’ll outgrow my bra before I outgrow the shoes.

Spider Woman 



Chapter Three

He spent the early morning in his motel room calling Harjos listed in the DeClare phone book. Two of his calls were answered, but each time he heard a voice on the other end of the line, he hung up.

	While he had coffee in the dining room downstairs, he took a look at the local newspaper, which gave ample coverage to a benefit chili supper at the fire station, three overnight burglaries, an accident involving a pickup and a cow, and an outbreak of pink-eye at the grade school.

	When he went back to his room, he made his plane reservation for the next night, a seven-thirty flight from Tulsa.

	He intended to have this business behind him as soon as he could, but he’d been to the pool hall three times and still hadn’t talked to the Harjo woman. The first time he went was the night before, his first night in town. But he’d arrived too late. She’d already closed. He’d gone again earlier this morning, but she was busy in the back where she had a café the size of a closet and about as appealing. Then, when he’d returned at noon, the place was swarming with kids. 

	Now, while waiting to catch her alone, he sat on a bench across the street and used his cell phone to call the clinic.

	“Albright Animal Hospital.”

	“Hi, Charlene.”

	“Dr. Albright. Are you okay? Your message sounded—”

	“Something came up at the last minute. Everything all right there?”

	“Well, Mr. Carletti’s cat didn’t make it. You know, I got worried that maybe your arm got worse and you—”

	“What about the borzoi?”

	“His temp’s down, but he’s still wheezing.”

	“I need to talk to David.”

	“He’s in surgery. Mr. Leno’s Dalmatian has a bowel obstruction. You want me to have Dr. Cushman call you back?”

	“No. I’ll reach him later.”

	“You had a call from Oakhaven Cemetery. Some question about the monument.”

	“I’ll deal with that when I get back. Anything else?”

	“Mrs. Lee has called for you several times. Her poodle is stressed again.”

	“Tell David to take care of it.”

	“Do you know when you’ll be back?”

	“Tomorrow night.”

	“Is there a number where I can reach you? I’ve called your cell phone, but—”

	“I’ve had it switched off.”

	“Is there another number in case—”

	“I’ve got to go. I’ll see you Monday.”

	He knew his sudden and unexplained departure would be added to Charlene’s growing list of concerns. She’d been hovering for the past three weeks, uneasy about his weight loss, troubled by changes in his routine.

	She had reprimanded him gently for not eating “right,” for failing to keep his dental appointment, for forgetting a meeting with his financial adviser. Unusual lapses, she said, for a man who fills out his day calendar a year in advance.

	Charlene had been at the clinic since the day his father opened it in 1960, and though she was dependable and efficient, her intrusiveness was beginning to get on his nerves. It might be, he thought, time for her retirement, something he intended to take care of before long.

	If something didn’t change, she would be packing his lunch, reminding him to brush his teeth, buying his socks and underwear. And right now, the last thing he needed was another mother.



Chapter Four

Teeve was so busy with the lunch crowd in the café, she didn’t even look up when the first wave of teenagers hit the pool hall at eleven-thirty. After she’d stopped selling beer, her place was no longer off-limits to the high school students, who were free to leave the campus for lunch.

	They were a noisy and messy bunch, spilling their drinks, littering the floor with their chips and candy wrappers while they wrangled over the jukebox and video games. But now, with Ivy helping out an hour or so each day, Teeve didn’t spend as much time refereeing as she used to.

	“Okay, you fireballs. Let’s flip a coin,” Ivy said when she jumped into the middle of a shoving match between two boys, each claiming it was his turn at one of the video games.

	Ivy was naturally pretty but did nothing to enhance her looks. She had fair skin, a complexion so light she looked pale, but she refused to wear makeup. She wore her long, honey-colored hair pulled back in a braid exactly as she had since she was a girl, and no amount of cajoling by her mother had persuaded her to change it.

	At thirty, she still had the athletic frame and posture she’d had as a teenager, but her shape had changed considerably over the past few weeks.

	When she came home back in May and said she’d quit her job in Chicago, Teeve wasn’t much surprised at the news. Ivy had never been much of a “stayer.” She’d quit piano lessons when she was eight, dropped out of Girl Scouts at eleven and attended only three meetings of the Honor Society before she stopped going.

	But when Ivy said she’d come home “to stay for a while,” her tomcat, Bernie, in tow, Teeve knew something was going on. The girl had hated DeClare, had been so anxious to get out that instead of attending her high school graduation, she had headed for Amsterdam to join the Greenpeace fleet in protesting the killing of whales in the North Sea.

	But now, the shock of Ivy’s return a few days earlier had begun to wear off when Teeve remarked that Ivy looked like she’d lost weight.

	“Well, that’s fixing to change, Mom.”

	“How’s that?”

	“I’m pregnant,” Ivy said, then asked, “do you have any blue thread?”

	Two weeks passed without another word from Ivy about her situation. Finally, Teeve couldn’t stand it any longer. Trying to sound unrehearsed, she said, “Honey, why don’t we sit down, have a cup of coffee and—”

	“Have one of those mother-daughter talks?”

	“Oh, no. Nothing like that. I thought we might . . . you know, just visit.”

	“Okay. I got pregnant by a guy I slept with three times. Well, four, I guess, since we did it twice in one night. I’m not going to marry him, I don’t even like him much. I was on the pill, but apparently he had some mighty powerful sperm.

	“I’ve seen a doctor who declared me ‘healthy as a horse,’ a cliché I didn’t care for. I bought a book called What Every Pregnant Woman Needs to Know, my bowels move regularly, I do not crave strange foods and I throw up every morning.

	“I’m going to have this baby in six months, more or less, and I don’t really know how I feel about that yet, but I suppose I’ll figure it out as I go. Any questions?”

	“No,” Teeve said. “I guess that about covers it.”

	“Good. I’m glad we had this talk, Mom. Morning paper come yet?”

	Now, three months later, Teeve didn’t know any more than she did when Ivy had first told her of her pregnancy. But she knew her daughter, knew that pushing her wouldn’t do a damn bit of good.

	“Psst.”

	Teeve, preparing a takeout order of Reubens, glanced up to see Ivy motioning to her from the lunchroom door.

	“You know that guy out there?” she whispered.

	Looking over Ivy’s shoulder, Teeve saw that the man with the bandaged arm had returned.

	“He came in ten, fifteen minutes ago,” Ivy said. “Just stands there and watches the kids. I tried to make conversation with him, but he doesn’t say much. I think he’s up to something.”

	“Like what?”

	“I don’t know, but he’s creepy. Might be a pedophile.”

	“Well, watch him.”

	Teeve stayed busy for the next half hour, but she took a break when the kids cleared out for their one o’clock classes.

	“What happened to that guy who was hanging around?” Teeve asked.

	“He wandered out a little while ago.”

	“Did you ever find out what he wanted?”

	“I couldn’t get anything out of him. Seemed like a weird one to me, but I don’t trust any man who wears a necklace. I’ve gotta run. Got an appointment with Doc Bruton in a few minutes.”

	“Okay. See you later.”

	After she closed the lunchroom at two, Teeve swept out, wiped down the tables and took the trash out to the Dumpster. Then she went into the pool hall, where two regulars who worked the early shift at the toy factory were shooting eight ball.

	As she passed the front door, she was disturbed to see the man Ivy called “creepy” standing on the porch, watching her through the screen. She went behind the counter, where she feigned interest in yesterday’s paper, holding it in such a way that she could see him peripherally as he opened the door and stepped inside.

	When she lowered the paper, he was standing on the other side of the narrow counter, staring at her.

	He was even better looking up close than he was from a distance. He had radiant brown eyes, and bronzed skin that did not, she guessed, come from a tanning bed, and his dark hair, shiny and thick, fell softly across his forehead.

	“If you came in for lunch, you’re too late.”

	He looked the room over, taking it all in as if he hadn’t seen it before.

	“Lunchroom’s closed,” she said.

	His eyes came to rest on a framed print of five nattily dressed dogs playing poker.

	“There’s a café in the next block. The Pantry. You can’t miss it.”

	“I’m not interested in eating,” he said.

	Teeve had a notion that he might be another agent from the OSBI. One of the state boys showed up every couple of years or so, trying to catch someone making a wager, a holdover from Navy’s bookie days.

	“What are you interested in?”

	“Change for a dollar.”

	He pulled a bill from his pocket and pushed it across the counter with his bandaged arm.

	“Looks like you had an accident.”

	He shrugged, a kind of “it happens” gesture. After she dropped four quarters onto his palm, he got a Coke from the vending machine, then wandered toward the eight-ball players and watched their game until they finished.

	As they walked out, Teeve remembered reading about a robbery that took place over in Wagoner a few weeks back, a woman held up at the Git-N-Go where she worked.

	“You know, I was just getting ready to close up and—”

	“Sign in the window says you’re open until six.”

	“Usually I am, but I have a meeting to go to.”

	“Will you be back?”

	“What?”

	“Are you going to open up again after your meeting?”

	Teeve was tempted to tell him it was none of his business, but she didn’t.

	“Why? Are you planning to come back?”

	“I might.”

	She’d had enough then, didn’t give a damn if he was the law or just some thug hoping to clean out the cash register. She was tired of the game.

	“Look. If you want to shoot pool, fine. If you want to play videos, that’s fine, too. But if you’ve got something else on your mind, then—”

	“I’m trying to locate someone. I think she might be related to you.”

	“Who’s that?”

	“Gaylene Harjo.”

	Teeve tensed, threw him a look of warning. “Who the hell are you?”

	“I’m not quite sure,” he said. “But I think I might be her son.”
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