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MOLLY CRANE STUCK her head into the open doorway of Jesse’s office and said, “Chief Stone, there’s a private detective from Boston here to see you.”


“Show him in,” Jesse said.


“It’s a her,” Molly said.


“Even better,” Jesse said.


Molly smiled and stepped aside, and Sunny Randall came in, carrying a straw shoulder bag and wearing a green sleeveless top with white pants and color-coordinated sneakers.


“Wow,” Jesse said.


“Wow is good,” Sunny said, and sat down.


“And accurate,” Jesse said. “It couldn’t have been easy getting into those pants.”


“For whom?” Sunny said.


Jesse smiled.


“Shall I close the door?” he said.


“No,” Sunny said. “I’m actually here on business.”


“All work and no play,” Jesse said.


“We’ll address that at another time,” Sunny said.


“That’s encouraging,” Jesse said.


“It’s meant to be,” Sunny said. “Do you know of a small religious organization here in Paradise called the Renewal? Or the Bond of the Renewal?”


“I’m the chief of police,” Jesse said. “I know everything.”


“Exactly why I’m here,” Sunny said.


She smiled.


“Tell me about the Renewal,” she said.


“They’re located in a house near the town wharf. Nice house; one of the elders owns it. They all live there in a kind of communal way, run by a guy who calls himself the Patriarch. About forty, with gray hair, which Molly Crane claims is artificial.”


“He dyes it gray?” Sunny said.


“What Molly claims,” Jesse said. “There’s a couple of so-called elders, ’bout your age, I would guess.”


“Hey,” Sunny said.


“I mean they’re not very elder-ish.”


“Okay,” Sunny said.


“Rest of them are mostly kids,” Jesse said. “All of whom, far as I can tell, are old enough to do what they want.”


“What do they do?”


“They preach, they hand out flyers, they go door-to-door, raising money.”


“They got some kind of special belief?”


“They’re in favor of renewal,” Jesse said.


“What the hell does that mean?”


Jesse grinned.


“Renewing the original intent of Christianity,” Jesse said. “At least as they understand it. Love, peace, that kind of thing.”


“Wow,” Sunny said. “Subversive.”


“You bet,” Jesse said. “Town hates them, want me to chase them out of town.”


“Which you haven’t done.”


“They haven’t committed a crime,” Jesse said.


“So, what’s the complaint?”


“They’re not one of us,” Jesse said. “And they’re kind of ratty-looking.”


“They preach on the streets?” Sunny said.


“Yes.”


“That can be annoying,” Sunny said.


“It is,” Jesse said. “It’s annoying as hell, but it’s not illegal.”


“And you’re hung up on the Constitution?” Sunny said.


“Old school,” Jesse said.


“And the town council understands?”


“I don’t believe so,” Jesse said.


“And you care what the town council understands,” Sunny said.


“Not very much,” Jesse said.


They were quiet for a moment. The silence was comfortable.


“You want to know why I’m asking?” Sunny said, after a time.


“Yep.”


“But not enough to ask,” Sunny said.


“I knew you’d tell me.”
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SUITCASE SIMPSON DROVE the Paradise police car across the causeway to Paradise Neck, with the sun bouncing brightly off the open ocean to his right and the sheltered harbor to his left. He always thought the ocean reflected the sun more brightly than the harbor, but Jesse always laughed at him when he said it, so he didn’t say it anymore. Still thought so, though.


He had the morning shift, seven to two on the east side of town, along the water. Arthur Angstrom was on the west side. It was noon. A Cadillac Escalade was parked at an angle on the roadside, just past the Paradise Neck end of the causeway. Simpson pulled up behind it and got out. The car was empty, and there were no keys in sight. Suit tried the door. It was unlocked. He got in and sat in the driver’s seat. He opened the glove compartment. The car was registered to Petrov Ognowski. He found the button inside the glove compartment and popped the tailgate. Then he got out and took a look.


There was a dead man.


The back of his head was black with dried blood. Suit felt for a pulse in the man’s neck. There was none. And his skin was cold. Suit went back to the cruiser and called it in.


“Molly? Suit. I got a stiff in the back of a Cadillac SUV, out at the Neck end of the causeway.”


“You want an ambulance?” Molly said.


“Pretty sure he’s dead, but no harm,” Suit said. “Where’s Jesse.”


“He’s out of the office,” Molly said. “I’ll send him when I find him.”


“Okay.”


“You know who it is?” Molly said.


“Car’s registered to Petrov Ognowski,” Suit said. “I don’t know if the stiff is him.”


“You haven’t searched him,” Molly said.


“No.”


“Don’t blame you,” Molly said. “Here we all come.”


The first to arrive was Arthur. He pulled his cruiser in behind Suit’s and walked over and looked in the back of the SUV.


“Back of his head’s all fucked up,” Arthur said.


“I figure that’s where he got shot,” Suit said.


“Nice police work, Suit.”


Simpson grinned.


“But there’s no exit wound that I can see.”


“So?”


“Just observing,” Suit said.


Behind them, from the Paradise end of the causeway, there was the sound of a siren.


“You search him?” Arthur said.


“We got people to do that, don’t we?”


“Sure, State ME will inventory everything.”


“So why don’t we let him search?” Suit said. “’Less you want to?”


“Search him?”


“Yeah.”


“We can let the ME do it,” Arthur said.


The siren faded as the ambulance pulled up and two EMTs got out. One was a woman. Her name was Annie Lopes.


“Whaddya got?” she said.


“Looks like a murder,” Arthur said.


Suit said, “Unless he shot himself in the head and then climbed into the back and pulled the tailgate shut.”


“That how you found him?” Annie said.


“Yep.”


The two EMTs went and looked at the body. Annie put her hand to his throat and put her hand on his face. She picked up his right arm and let it fall.


“He’s already starting into rigor,” she said.


“So he is dead,” Arthur said.


“Mostly they are,” Annie said, “when they’re in rigor.”


The second EMT was a guy named Ralph.


“Find any keys?” Ralph said.


“Nope.”


“How’d you open the back?” Ralph said.


“Car was unlocked,” Suit said. “I popped the tailgate.”


Annie laughed softly.


“Wow,” she said.


“Cops have their ways,” Suit said.


More sirens sounded across the causeway.
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ONE MEMBER of the Renewal is a kid named Cheryl DeMarco.


She just turned eighteen, and her parents want me to get her out.”


“Whether she wants to get out or not?” Jesse said.


“I explained that if she didn’t want to leave,” Sunny said, “there wasn’t a lot I could do.”


“And?”


“They asked if I knew anybody who could remove her forcibly.”


“Which of course you do,” Jesse said.


“I told them I didn’t,” Sunny said.


“A white lie,” Jesse said.


Sunny smiled.


“True,” she said. “But I thought I’d rather not conspire in a kidnapping.”


“I’ll keep the parents in mind,” Jesse said, “if the kid turns up missing.”


“They didn’t press it,” Sunny said. “They asked if maybe I could find her and talk with her.”


“The Renewal is not exactly secret,” Jesse said. “How come they don’t know where to find her?”


“I think the whole thing scares them,” Sunny said.


Jesse nodded.


“Do you have any reason to think the Renewal is dangerous?” Sunny said.


“No.”


“People are scared by things they don’t understand,” Sunny said.


“Yep.”


“You know what else I think?” Sunny said.


“No,” Jesse said. “I don’t.”


Sunny made a face at him.


“I think they’re scared of the kid,” she said.


“Physically?”


Sunny shook her head.


“No,” she said. “I think they don’t want her to be mad at them.”


“I would have guessed she might be a little mad at them already,” Jesse said.


“Leaving home and joining an unorthodox religious group?” Sunny said.


“Seems like there might be some sort of anger in there.”


“Rebellion?” Sunny said. “Yes, I suppose. Maybe it’s justified.”


“Maybe it is,” Jesse said.


“You’re a big help.”


“I try,” Jesse said.


“So, where do I find this group?” Sunny said.


“Down near the Gray Gull,” Jesse said. “I’ll take you down.”


Sunny looked at her watch.


“Good heavens, where does the time go,” she said. “It’s noon.”


“Lunch?” Jesse said.


“It’s right near the Gray Gull anyway,” Sunny said.


“Sure,” Jesse said.


“We can eat lunch and head over to the Renewal.”


“Spike work the lunch hour?” Jesse said.


“Lunch is a little early for Spike to be up,” Sunny said. “But you and I are enough.”


“Funny you should show up so close to lunch,” Jesse said.


“I’m a bear for timing,” Sunny said. “You mind?”


“No,” Jesse said. “I like it.”
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THEY HAD ICED TEA and lobster rolls. Jesse had french fries with his. Sunny didn’t. Sitting across the table from him, Sunny studied Jesse. He was very much of a piece, she thought, like Richie. Compact, graceful, all his movements both precise and easy.


He looks so perfectly integrated, she thought.


“Anything from Jenn?” she said.


Jesse shook his head.


“We’re not in touch,” he said.


“She’s really gone?” Sunny said.


“She’s really gone,” Jesse said.


“How do you feel about that?”


Jesse shook his head.


“You and Dix,” he said. “We’ve both had too much shrinkage.”


“Clever dodge,” Sunny said.


Jesse nodded.


“Okay,” he said. “I’ll talk about it if you want. But afterwards you gotta talk about Richie.”


“God, you’re tough,” Sunny said.


“Of course,” Jesse said. “I’m the chief of police.”


He ate a french fry.


“Okay,” Sunny said.


Jesse nodded.


“Whaddya want to know?” he said.


“How you feel about her being gone?”


“Part of her I miss,” Jesse said. “Part of her was—still is, I guess—simply sensational. Funny, charming, smart, quick, loving, sexy. It’s the part of her I loved—probably still love, I guess. I’ll probably always miss that.”


“Of course you will,” Sunny said. “Anyone would.…”


“But finally, I guess, it came with too much else.”


“Like?”


“The desperate need to be … what? Important?” Jesse said. “Successful? Special?”


“The need to be noticed?” Sunny said.


“Yes,” Jesse said. “It ate her up, and she couldn’t seem to overcome it.”


“You know why?”


“Why she needed to be noticed?” Jesse said.


“Yes.”


“No.”


“Does she?” Sunny said.


“I don’t know,” Jesse said. “She still needs it.”


“And you were not enough,” Sunny said.


Jesse drank most of his iced tea and gestured to the waitress. She poured him some more. He added some sugar and drank another swallow and looked at Sunny.


“No,” he said. “I wasn’t.”


“Does that bother you?”


“That I wasn’t enough?” Jesse said.


Sunny nodded.


“A lot,” Jesse said.


“Think it’s why you drink?” Sunny said.


Jesse was silent for a moment, looking at his iced tea.


“I think I always drank too much,” Jesse said. “But it got away from me when Jenn and I started having problems.”


“How you doing now?”


“Pretty good,” Jesse said. “Normally I have a couple at night after work, before I have supper. I haven’t been drunk for a long time.”


Sunny reached across and patted his hand.


“Why do you—”she said.


Jesse’s cell phone rang.


“Excuse me,” he said, and answered it.


He listened for a moment.


“Okay,” he said. “I’ll come along.”


He looked at Sunny.


“Business?” she said.


“Yes.”


“Go ahead,” Sunny said. “I’ll take care of the check.”


“That doesn’t seem right,” Jesse said.


“Spike has never charged me for a meal,” Sunny said. “I sign the check, and he tears it up.”


Jesse stood.


“Boston, too?”


“Boston,” Sunny said, “here, doesn’t matter. Spike loves me.”


“Maybe I should try that,” he said.


“Spike doesn’t love you,” Sunny said.


“But he does you?” Jesse said.


“Totally,” Sunny said.


“Spike’s gay,” Jesse said.


“True,” Sunny said. “So he doesn’t want to have sex, but he loves me.”


“Some men might do both,” Jesse said.


“Anyone in mind?”


“We’ll talk,” Jesse said. “You had a question before the phone rang?”


“It can wait,” Sunny said. “Go be chief of police.”


“I’m always the chief of police,” Jesse said.


“Even in a dressing room in a boutique on Rodeo Drive?”


Jesse smiled.


“Except then,” he said.
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SUNNY DECIDED TO VISIT the Renewal on her own. She had an address, and she knew it was in the neighborhood. She walked up the low-rise of Front Street from the wharf, along the harbor front. Jesse was so much like her ex-husband. Both of them contained, and interior, and physically competent. Both of them, maybe, a little dangerous. Her father was like that, too. She smiled.


What a coincidence, I’m attracted to men like my father.


But all that competence and grace, she thought, was exterior, and inside—confusion. At least in Jesse’s case. At least about love.


Most of the houses along this stretch of waterfront in the oldest part of town looked as if they’d been rehabbed recently by people with money. They didn’t seem very interesting from the street side. They all appeared oriented toward the harbor.


An ocean view, Sunny thought, like our first house…. It wasn’t that far from here…. I wonder what Richie is like inside.


She stopped walking.


I don’t know, she thought. I have no idea…. I have no idea what Richie was, or is, like inside…. Daddy, either… Except I know Daddy loves me…. I think maybe Richie does, too … or did…. I know more about Jesse than I know about anyone…. That has to mean something.


A white-haired woman passed, walking an energetic beagle.


“Are you all right, miss?” the lady said.


Sunny nodded.


“Yes, ma’am,” Sunny said. “Thank you. I was just thinking.”


“Oh, my,” the lady said. “We mustn’t do too much of that.”


Sunny smiled at her.


“No,” Sunny said, “we probably shouldn’t.”


The beagle scrabbled on the sidewalk at the end of the leash.


“Oh, all right, Sally,” the woman said to the dog, and let the beagle pull her off toward town.


Sunny looked after them. She’d had to put her dog down a year and a half ago.


I miss my Rose, she thought.


She began to walk again, but slowly, as if she had no destination.


But I know a lot about what Jesse is like inside, more than I know about my father or the man I married… except I don’t know if he loves me … or can.


The smell of the harbor was strong. She couldn’t see much of it because the houses were very close along here; waterfront property was very expensive, no reason to waste any. She shook her head and laughed to herself without humor.


Of course, I don’t know if I love him … or can.


Ahead of her was the uninteresting back of a gray shingled house that was right up against the sidewalk. There were a few small windows and a blank red door that faced the street. On the door was the number 17 in brass. The address of the Bond of the Renewal. When she reached the door, Sunny stopped and looked at it. There was a tiny passageway on each side of the house, which separated it from the adjacent houses. Sunny estimated she could turn sideways and get through, but she was pretty sure Spike couldn’t.


Do I want to go in there now…. No, I don’t…. Do I want to swap small talk with the Renewal…. Not today… Right now I want to walk along the street some more and think of how fucked-up Jesse’s life is… and mine… and pretty much everything goddamned else.


She turned and walked back toward the Gray Gull at the foot of the long gradual downhill return.


I think all I ever understood was Rosie.
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PETER PERKINS CAME INTO Jesse’s office, carrying a cup of coffee in one hand and a manila folder in the other. He put the coffee on the edge of Jesse’s desk, sat down in one of the visitors’ chairs, and opened the folder.


“ME’s report?” Jesse said.


“Yep, on Petrov Ognowski.”


“So it was his car,” Jesse said.


“Yep. ID’ed him with his fingerprints. Got a big record. Shot once in the back of the head with a .22 slug, probably a Magnum load, the way it churned around inside his skull.”


“Identifiable?” Jesse said.


“Nope, too beat up. ME says they could barely tell it was a .22, the way it was twisted out of shape.”


“Happens,” Jesse said. “Got a time of death?”


“Tuesday night between midnight and six.”


“Anything else?”


“Not much. Petrov might have gone happy, though. He had sex earlier Tuesday evening.”


“You ever wonder how they know that?” Jesse said.


Perkins looked startled.


“You don’t know?”


“Not a clue,” Jesse said.


Perkins looked even more startled.


He said, “Some kind of science, I guess.”


“Probably is,” Jesse said. “What else do we know about Mr. Ognowski?”


“He’s a soldier with a mob headed by a guy named Reggie Galen. Strong-arm mostly. Arrested six times for assault. Served some time for extortion.”


“Where’d he do time,” Jesse said.


“Garrison.”


“See what they can tell you about him,” Jesse said.


Perkins made a note in his folder.


“You know where Reggie lives?” Jesse said.


“Here.”


“On the Neck,” Jesse said.


“In the old Stackpole house,” Perkins said, “next door to Knocko Moynihan.”


“Who bought the old Winthrop house,” Jesse said.


“There goes the neighborhood,” Perkins said.


“Unless you’re a thug,” Jesse said.


“Why do you suppose they did that?” Perkins said. “Moved in next door to one another.”


“My dick is bigger than yours, I suppose,” Jesse said.


“They don’t get along, do they?”


“I don’t believe so,” Jesse said.


“Well,” Perkins said. “Gives us a nice passel of suspects to talk with.”


“None of whom will be able to shed any light on the unfortunate crime.”


“Yeah,” Perkins said. “Trouble with gang murders is nobody sees anything, knows anything. All of them got lawyers.”


Jesse smiled. Perkins was a good kid, but Jesse wondered just how many gang murders he’d worked on. Perkins saw the smile.


“Don’t you think?” he said.


“I do,” Jesse said. “He have a gun on him?”


“Ognowski? No.”


“In the car?” Jesse said.


“No.”


“Any kind of weapon?” Jesse said.


“No,” Perkins said. “That mean something?”


“Guys in his profession,” Jesse said, “usually like to be carrying something.”


“So, what’s it mean that he wasn’t?”


“Don’t know,” Jesse said. “It’s a little odd, so we mark it, you know?”


“Yessir,” Perkins said. “You gonna talk with Reggie Galen?”


“I’ll talk to Healy first, see what the staties know.”


“And I’ll get hold of somebody at Garrison,” Perkins said.


“Good,” Jesse said.


“We got a theory of the case yet?” Perkins said.


“Somebody shot Petrov and put him in his trunk,” Jesse said.


“Wow,” Perkins said. “It’s great to work with a professional.”


“I know,” Jesse said. “I know.”
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I NEED A DRINK,” Sunny said, as she came through Jesse’s front door.


“Martini?”


“Yes.”


Jesse made her a martini and himself a scotch and soda and brought the drinks into the living room. Sunny drank nearly half of hers. Jesse raised his eyebrows.


“Hey,” he said. “I’m the boozer around here.”


“Richie’s wife had a son. Richard Felix Burke, seven pounds, four ounces.”


Jesse nodded.


“Drink up,” he said.


Sunny sat for a time in silence. Jesse was silent with her.


Then she said, “Richie called me. He sounded so excited. So happy.”


“Must be an exciting thing,” Jesse said.


“It’s over,” Sunny said.


“You and Richie?”


“Yes,” she said. “I know him. He will never leave his son or his son’s mother.”


Jesse nodded. Sunny drank the rest of her martini. Jesse stood to make her another one.


“No,” Sunny said. “I don’t want to get drunk. I just needed some kind of little jolt to help me get past this.”


“The jolt work?” Jesse said.


“No.”


“Generally doesn’t,” he said.


“Several more jolts won’t work, either,” Sunny said.


“Probably not,” Jesse said.


“At least the roller coaster is over,” Sunny said. “We’re apart, we might get together, we might not, we might. At least we have closure. Excuse the dreadful cliché.”


“Excused,” Jesse said. “You want to stay here tonight?”


Sunny shook her head.


“I couldn’t.”


“No ulterior motives,” Jesse said. “I can sleep on the couch.”


“Thank you, but no,” Sunny said. “I think I need to be alone…. May as well get used to it.”


“You may not be with Richie,” Jesse said. “But you won’t be alone.”


Sunny smiled.


“Thank you.”


They were quiet. Then Sunny stood and walked over to Jesse and kissed him gently on the mouth and straightened and walked out through the front door and closed it gently behind her. Jesse heard her heels go down the outside stairs, and she was gone.


He still had most of his drink left. He sipped it slowly, looking at the big photo of Ozzie Smith stretched parallel to the infield, catching a line drive. Then he got up and made another drink and walked with it to the French doors that opened onto the little balcony that overlooked the harbor. He didn’t go out. He sipped his drink and looked at the dark water.


Then he raised the half-drunk glass of scotch.


“Good luck, Richard Felix Burke,” he said, and drank.
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IT WAS SEVEN O’CLOCK in the evening when Healy came into Jesse’s office.


“You ever go home,” Healy said.


“Sometimes,” Jesse said. “To sleep. How ’bout you?”


“Omy way,” Healy said.


He sat down and put his briefcase on the floor beside him.


“You wanted to know about the late Petrov Ognowski and his employer?” Healy said.


“Reggie Galen,” Jesse said.


“Course you know Reggie lives here,” Healy said.


“Right next door to Knocko Moynihan,” Jesse said.


Healy nodded.


“How weird is that,” he said.


“They do any business together?”


“None that I know of, now,” Healy said. “I talked with some guys in our OC unit. None that they know of.”


“But they’re not enemies,” Jesse said.


“Not that I know of,” Healy said. “Or OC knows.”


“And you’d know,” Jesse said.
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