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For Marcia




‘O, are you come, Iago? you have done well, That men must lay their murders on your neck.’


 



Othello





Prologue

Kasey Kennedy drove through a rain of dead leaves.

With each gust of wind, paper bullets swarmed out of the fog and slapped against her windshield, rat-a-tat-tat. Kasey flinched as they struck. She clutched the steering wheel and peered into the mist, but her headlights illuminated barely twenty feet of wet pavement. When she clicked on her high beams, it was worse, like shining a light into a mirror and having it bounce back in her eyes. The world was nothing but a sheet of gauze wrapped around her car. No street lights. No signs. No yellow lines on the highway. Nothing to guide her. She was blind and lost.

‘Where the hell are we?’ Kasey worried aloud.

She knew she wasn’t where she needed to be. Highway 43 zigzagged left and right as it cut through the farmlands north of Duluth, Minnesota, and somewhere she had made a wrong turn. Then, trying to correct her error, she had turned several times more. All she had accomplished was to lose her sense of direction entirely. She couldn’t be far from home, but a mile felt like a hundred miles in the fog.

Her eyes flicked to the rear-view mirror, where she caught a glimpse of her own nervous face. Her shock-red curls draped limply on her forehead, moistened by sweat and rain. Her blue eyes were wide and glassy with tears. Her freckled cheekbones were flushed, the way a little girl gets when she’s guilty and afraid. She tried to muster a smile, but she couldn’t pretend. She had made a terrible mistake. She had wandered off the face of the earth and had no idea how to get back.  Her cell phone was at home. She didn’t own a GPS navigator. The only thing that made her feel better was the gun on the seat beside her.

These days, women who lived in the north farmlands slept, ate, and took showers with a gun nearby.

Kasey carried a gun every day, but she’d never had to unholster it on the job. She worked for the Duluth Police, but she wasn’t the kind of cop who dealt with drug dealers or armed robberies. Jonathan Stride and Maggie Bei, who led the Detective Bureau that handled the city’s major crimes, probably didn’t know who she was. She busted kids for breaking windows; she cooled down the hotheads at the bars in Lakeside; she checked out reports of cars parked in the woods and usually found teenagers making out. That was her beat.

Cops weren’t supposed to get scared, but Kasey was terrified. It had been days since she’d had a good night’s sleep. She was running on adrenaline and caffeine. Her shredded nerves had been on edge throughout the two-hour drive, and now her anxiety spiraled out of control, leaving her dizzy with confusion and panic.

She glanced in the mirror again. ‘What do I do?’

The spitting drizzle outside grew heavier. Some of the fallen leaves began to stick to the glass, where they resembled disembodied hand-prints with outstretched fingers trying to get inside. The swirling threads of fog played tricks on her mind. She saw deer leaping across the narrow road and silhouettes of young children frozen in front of her. The hallucinations became so real that when she saw a car dead ahead, she swung the wheel hard to veer out of the way and pushed the accelerator to give her old Cutlass a burst of speed.

It was another mistake.

A mistake that would change everything.

The asphalt road vanished under her tires and became dirt. Tree branches grasped out from the shoulders and scraped her doors. The car lurched into uneven ruts, making the chassis shiver. She wasn’t on a highway anymore, but on a trail leading deeper into the forest.

Kasey stopped. Rain leaked on to the windshield. She put her bony fingers over the lower half of her face, and her breathing was ragged and loud. She closed her eyes and prayed that the fog would lift, but when she opened them again, she was still marooned in a cloud.  She knew she couldn’t stay here. She had to figure out where she was and find her way home.

Kasey switched off the engine, shut down her headlights, and opened the driver’s door. The bitter November air blew into the car with a thick scent of pine. She climbed out and eased the door shut behind her with a quiet click. Her boots landed in mud. Evergreen trees swayed like drunks above her. She pushed past the trees into the dark, and as her eyes adjusted to the night, she found herself on the edge of the stripped ruins of a corn field that hadn’t been plowed in years. Short, knobby stalks pushed out of the dirt. It looked like a desolate moonscape.

People told her how much they loved fall in Minnesota, but Kasey hated it. She knew that the long death of winter was coming. The trees were already shrugging off their leaves and becoming frozen skeletons. This would be Kasey’s fourth winter in Minnesota, and she was glad that they would be gone before it was over. She couldn’t wait to escape with her husband and child to the desert of Nevada, baking in the heat, closing her eyes against the bright sunshine.

But that was far away. This was here and now.

Kasey realized what she’d done. In her panic, she had turned off the highway into the unpaved driveway of a Duluth farm home. She could make out its peaked roof and dark windows, and when she wrinkled her nose, she smelled a remnant of fireplace smoke. Beside the house, she saw the foundation of a steel tower, and as the fog ebbed and flowed, she glimpsed the soaring triple wings of a windmill overhead, turning with slow grace. She retraced her steps quickly. She couldn’t afford to stray far from her car.

Kasey clambered inside her Cutlass and cursed when her key ring slipped through her fingers. She banged her head on the steering wheel as she hunched over to hunt for the keys on the floor of the car.

Then something thumped. Pounded. Right next to her.

Kasey reared up and screamed. Like a garish painted scarecrow, a woman’s face popped into her line of sight. They were no more than six inches apart. Kasey saw frenzied green eyes, raven hair pasted in wet, messy strands across her face, and two hands pressed in supplication against the window. The woman’s slim neck was ringed with what looked like a red necklace, but was really a deep and violent abrasion, dripping pearls of blood.

‘Help me, oh Lord, help me!’

Kasey froze. The woman hammered her fists on the glass. She wore a flannel nightgown, one sleeve ripped off, jagged tears in the chest flapping over her exposed left breast.

‘Let me in! Please!’

The woman didn’t wait. She flung open the rear door of the Cutlass and piled into the back seat. Kasey smelled her fear and the sick odor of urine and feces where she had soiled herself. The woman dug her nails into Kasey’s shoulders and shook her like a doll.

‘Drive! Go! Don’t you understand? He’s coming for us.’

Kasey grabbed her gun off the passenger seat and wheeled around to confront her. ‘What’s going on? Who are you?’

The woman shrank into the back seat and cowered with her hands in front of her face. ‘Oh, my God, you’re with him? You’re part of this? Please, please, for God’s sake. I’m a mother too. Don’t kill me, just let me go.’ She kicked open the rear door to escape, and Kasey leaped halfway over the seat and grabbed her arm to stop her.

‘I’m a cop!’ Kasey shouted. ‘Stay right there.’

The woman hesitated. Reality penetrated her consciousness slowly, as if she didn’t dare believe it. She became aware of Kasey’s uniform. Saw her badge. ‘You’re with the police?’

‘Yes. Now what happened to you?’

‘Oh, thank God!’ the woman cried in relief. ‘You have to get us out of here. There’s no time. He’ll kill us all. Hurry.’

Kasey reached for the ignition but realized that her keys were still lost on the floor of the car. She bent over and pushed her trembling hands blindly around the mat. As her fingers closed on the key chain, she heard a panicked scream behind her.

‘It’s too late! Oh my God, he’s here!’

Kasey’s head snapped up. Her hand flicked to the headlights, and when the two beams split the night, she saw the black outline of a man ten feet in front of the car. He had no face, like a headless monster, and Kasey realized he wore a ski mask pulled down over his skull.

‘Kill him!’

Kasey lifted the gun, but the man outside the car ducked to his knees and rolled away. She snatched up her keys and fired the engine,  and the Cutlass motor roared to life. She shoved the gear into reverse and pressed the accelerator to the floor, and the car shot backward, swerving. Before Kasey could control it, the Cutlass veered into the long grass and collided with the trunk of one of the trees bordering the driveway. Pine needles and branches sprinkled over the windows. The impact knocked her gun out of her hand, and it disappeared between the seat cushion and the right-side door.

‘Shit, I dropped the gun.’

‘Oh, my God!’ the woman screamed.

Kasey jumped across the seat for the gun, but she wasn’t fast enough. When she looked up, he was outside the car window. The man’s black eyes gleamed at her, and for a split second the two of them stared at each other through the glass. She thought he was smiling. He reached for the door handle.

Behind her, the woman dissolved into panic. Her cry was like an animal’s howl, and she reacted the way an animal would, by trying to flee. The woman flung open the rear door and bolted into the night, running in bare feet toward the deeper woods beyond the farm, swallowed up by the fog. The man outside the window abandoned the car and followed her. In an instant, he was invisible too. Kasey was alone.

She wanted nothing more than to drive away. Escape to safety. Pretend that nothing had happened here. She wanted to return to the highway and block out the last five minutes from her brain and criss-cross the empty roads until she found her way home. But she couldn’t let this woman and her pursuer run off into the woods. She had to go after them.

Kasey located her gun wedged inside the door frame and locked both doors behind her as she scrambled out of the Cutlass. Outside the car, she froze with indecision. She squeezed her right hand against her forehead and took several loud, open-mouthed breaths to hold back her terror. Her body was soaked with sweat. She listened and heard a scream not far away and tried to pinpoint the direction of the voice.

Her mind said again: Escape. Run.


Kasey had no choice but to ignore what her instincts told her. She ran from the car, her heart in her mouth, her stomach churning with  acid and fear. On both sides, the pines loomed like fat soldiers. She slashed through the branches, trying to see what was ahead of her, but the fog left her sightless. She found herself in an open patch of wet grass and ran faster, and then the grass ended in a thick stand of paper birches. She stopped and listened again, trying to hear sounds above her own breathing. Somewhere ahead she heard the noise of branches cracking and heavy footfalls in the woods. Kasey followed.

She pushed through sharp brambles that ripped at her sleeves. The trees were matted and close together here, like passengers at a crowded train station. She held her gun high, pointed at the sky. Her feet tripped her up as she fought her way forward, stumbling on bulging tree roots and indentations in the soil. Her wet red hair sagged over her eyes. In some part of her soul, she realized she was crying, but she shoved aside her emotions. She hadn’t come this far for nothing. Her heart hardened, becoming cold and furious.

As she ran, she heard a wet, roaring noise far below her. She realized what it was, but not before the ground beneath her became air. Her momentum carried her off the edge of a steep slope, where she tumbled shoulder over shoulder through mud and trees. The contents of her pockets spilled across the slope; her badge was ripped from her shirt; one boot fell away and left her right foot bare. She fell twenty feet, thirty feet, forty feet, and finally landed heavily on the soggy earth at the bottom of the hill. She tried to clear her head. Nothing felt broken. She got up slowly and realized with relief that she still had her gun clutched in her hand.

Water cascaded through the narrows. She recognized where she was now, at the edge of the Lester River where it ran southward toward Lake Superior. She knew this area from her beat, knew that a highway bridge crossed the river barely fifty yards away, knew that a single turn of the wheel would lead her back to Highway 43. Of all the horrors of this night, she had gotten lost only ten minutes from her home.

Another scream rose above the noise of the river from the opposite shore. Kasey stumbled on to the marshy rye grass at the bank, and the water flooded to her ankles. She could make out the black water; the fog was thinning. The river was barely twenty feet from shore to shore, but she forgot that the narrows also meant the water  here was stronger and faster. She waded in with a shudder, and the impact slammed her body and knocked her off her feet. The hurtling current whipped her downstream before her feet clawed for purchase on the slippery rocks of the river bed. She fought to the opposite bank and dug her fingers into the eroded clay soil above her. With a silent groan, she pulled herself out of the river and on to the soft grass.

She still hung on to her gun. She was drenched and freezing. Shivers wracked her body.

She ducked under the arms of a huge spruce and crept through fallen branches that snapped under her feet. Just ahead of her was a low, square building of white cinder block, an abandoned dairy she passed on her beat every week. From the other side of the stone building she heard a strangled cry. With both hands, Kasey pointed the way with her gun and followed their trail behind the rear wall of the dairy. The stonework was cracked, the white paint peeling. The windows were shattered and covered over with chicken wire. She passed a rusting propane tank.

Carefully, she eased around the corner to the open field of grass behind the building.

They were there. Both of them. Wet to the bone. The man tightened a metal wire around the woman’s neck, biting into the bloody line he had made there earlier. She struggled, but faintly, her limbs twitching. When the man saw Kasey, he jerked the woman’s body in front of him as a shield. All that was visible was one of his dark eyes, shining brightly.

Kasey extended her gun. Her cold, tired arms trembled. ‘Let her go.’

They faced each other across twenty feet of mist and darkness. Kasey knew she barely had a shot. She focused on what she could see of his body. Half of his head. The meat of his shoulder. His right leg. He was taller than the woman in his grasp, but his knees were bent as he crouched behind her.

‘Let her go now,’ Kasey repeated. ‘Run if you want.’

‘Drop the gun, and I’ll let her go.’

‘I’m going to take the shot.’

‘And risk killing her? Not a chance.’

Kasey took a step closer. The man backed up, dragging the woman with him, her feet scraping the ground. ‘I already told you. Run.’

The noose strangled the woman, choking off her air. Her near-dead eyes bulged.

Kasey sighted down the barrel of her gun. She planted her feet in the sodden soil. She exhaled slowly and felt a serene calm wash over her freezing skin. Her finger eased on to the trigger.

Behind the mask, the man taunted her. ‘You won’t do it,’ he said.

Kasey took the shot.




PART ONE

PANIC ATTACK




One

Jonathan Stride watched the knife fall to the floor.

It was a simple thing, the knife falling. His hand laid it on the counter wrong; it slipped off, blade pointed down. But in the past month, nothing had been simple for Stride. His eyes followed the downward path of the knife and just like that, he was falling, too.

He was no longer in the cabin where he had gone to recover from his injuries. He was over Superior Bay, hurtling through one hundred and twenty feet of air to the hard water below. He felt the speeding rush of his body as it became a missile; he endured the helplessness and fear of those three long seconds; he suffered the excruciating pain of impact, his bones breaking, the water choking off his oxygen, the lights around him extinguishing to blackness and cold. Everything he had tried to forget, he remembered.

Stride’s eyes sprang open. He stood in the cabin’s small kitchen with his palms flat on the granite counter. He felt on his neck for his pulse; his heart was racing. He wondered how long he had been gone this time. The knife stood straight up, its point jabbed into the wooden floor, but it wasn’t vibrating like a tuning fork. He had been standing there frozen, caught up in the flashback, for a minute or more.

He grabbed the back of a chair to keep his knees from buckling. He sat down and propped his chin on his clenched fists. Gradually, the longer he sat, the more the memory retreated. His breathing slowed down. He studied the cabin and let his eyes linger on the furnishings to remind himself that he was far away from the bridge. The brown tweed sofa. The deer head trophy with its antlers and staring eyes on  the wall. The 1920s photo of grimy workers in the iron mines. The oak door to the master bedroom, where Serena slept, unaware that he was awake for the tenth night in a row.

Stride pushed his hand back through his messy shock of black-and-gray hair. He got up, retrieved the knife from the floor, and opened the refrigerator to grab a half-full bottle of water. He shook a few Advil tablets into his hand and washed them down with a long swallow from the bottle. When he closed the refrigerator door, he caught sight of his face reflected in the black oven and didn’t like what he saw. The skin on his craggy face was pale. His dark eyes were tired.

He favored his left leg as he walked into the great room. The fall from the bridge had broken his leg and left him in a cast for six weeks, and although he was walking on his own again, the lingering pain was a daily reminder that he wasn’t fully healed. He drove into the nearby town of Grand Rapids for physical therapy four times a week. He used breathing exercises to restore full capacity to his lungs, which had collapsed as he hit the water. He was getting better, but slowly. What he hadn’t admitted to Serena was that, as his physical injuries healed, his mental health had been deteriorating.

Two months ago, as he climbed into his Ford Expedition, he had dropped his keys. Out of nowhere, the sight and sound of the keys hitting the ground had triggered a storm of memories from his fall. The panic attack was debilitating, like a fire sucking the oxygen out of a room. He’d told himself that it was a one-time occurrence, but then it had happened again several days later. And then again.

Stride decided to get out of town in the last month before he returned to his job as Lieutenant in the Duluth Police. He and Serena had escaped to a getaway cabin outside the city to fish, hike, and make love. But they had done almost none of those things. Instead, he had tunneled deeper inside himself, pulling away from his job, his life, and even from Serena. Now he was supposed to go back to the Detective Bureau in another week, and he wasn’t sure he was in any shape to do so.

Stride saw the red light flashing on his BlackBerry. A new email had arrived. He slid the phone out of its holster and saw a message from his Duluth partner, Maggie Bei. The subject line read: Number Four.


Stride stiffened with unease, because he knew what Maggie meant. When he opened the message, he saw a brief note: Get your ass back here soon, boss. We’ve got a body near the Lester River.


In the past month, three women had disappeared from their homes in the rural farmlands north of Duluth. Despite a massive search, no trace of them had been found, but the evidence suggested they had each suffered a violent assault. Now the assailant had struck a fourth time and left behind a body.

Stride was frustrated that one of the most disturbing strings of crimes in the city in recent years had been laid at Maggie’s feet while he struggled with his injuries in the woods more than an hour away. He trusted her instincts as an investigator, but they both preferred working as a team. Without him, she felt adrift. He felt the same way without her.

Maybe he should go back early. Tomorrow.

Or maybe not at all.

He didn’t text her back. He never got the chance. Before he could key in a message, he saw headlights cut through the room. He looked out the front window and saw an Itasca County Sheriff’s vehicle parking in the damp ground near his Expedition. As he watched, the lights disappeared, and a woman in uniform climbed out and walked up to their front door.

He knew her. In her uniform, she could have passed for a beat cop, but Denise Sheridan was the Deputy Sheriff for Itasca County. She was as close as Stride had to a counterpart in the sprawling, sparsely populated countryside northwest of Duluth. He opened the door. It was a freezing night, and the wind scattered oak leaves on the hardwood floor as he waited.

‘Hello, Stride,’ Denise said, marching past him into the great space of the cabin without an invitation.

‘Hello, Denise.’

She smelled of sweat and smoke. The knees of her trousers were wet, and her boots tracked mud across the floor. Denise did a quick survey of the cabin as he shut the door.

‘What are you doing out here?’ she asked, chewing on the stump of a fingernail. ‘It took me twenty minutes to find you on these back roads.’

‘Recovering,’ he said.

‘Yeah, I heard about your fall. Nice to see you’re not dead.’

Denise didn’t waste time on sympathy. For as long as he’d known her, she had been a no-nonsense cop, full of rough edges and discipline. She had recently turned forty, and her face had the spider’s web of wrinkles at her eyes and lips to prove it. She was tall, only a couple of inches shorter than Stride, who reached six feet one in his bare feet. She wasn’t heavy, but her muscular arms and legs stretched out the fabric of her uniform. Her brunette hair fell to the middle of her neck, and she kept it parted in the middle and shoved back behind her ears. She wasn’t wearing make-up. Dark crescents sagged under both eyes.

‘It’s three in the morning,’ Stride said.

Denise shrugged, as if the time didn’t need any explanation or apology. ‘Maggie told me where you were hiding.’

‘Did she send you here to hijack me back to Duluth?’ he replied. ‘The guy struck on another farm tonight. He left a body this time.’

‘I heard. No, it’s not about that.’

‘Then what?’

‘It’s a different case. I need your help.’

‘I’m on leave, remember?’ Stride said.

‘I remember. I also remember we were partners once upon a time. I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t important.’

That was true. Denise had started her police career in Duluth fifteen years earlier. She and Stride had spent four years working together after Stride was chosen to lead the Detective Bureau. Then Denise married her high school boyfriend and moved back home to Grand Rapids. The next cop Stride had hired to work at his side was Maggie Bei.

‘Don’t keep me in suspense,’ Stride said. ‘What’s the case?’

‘Look, get dressed, will you? There’s no time.’

‘If you want my help, you can tell me what the hell is going on,’ Stride retorted.

Denise folded her arms in impatience. She cocked her head and frowned. ‘A child is missing. A baby. Snatched right out of her room tonight, according to the father. I need you to take over the investigation.’

[image: 001]

When Stride slipped inside his bedroom, he saw that Serena Dial was already half-dressed. She buttoned a burgundy flannel shirt over her bra and pushed a brush several times through her long black hair. She sat on the end of the bed and began to squeeze her long legs into a pair of jeans.

‘What’s up?’ she asked.

‘Denise Sheridan wants to pull me into one of her cases. Missing kid.’

‘Why can’t the locals handle it?’

‘I don’t know. We haven’t gotten that far.’

Serena stood up, zipped up her jeans, and left the flannel shirt untucked. ‘Couldn’t sleep again?’ she asked him.

‘No.’

She stepped into leather boots and hooked dangling ruby earrings in both ears. Even though it was the middle of the night, in the middle of the northern Minnesota woods, Serena wasn’t casual about her looks. She had spent most of her life in Las Vegas, and two years in Duluth hadn’t softened her touch of glamour.

He shrugged a charcoal turtleneck over his chest and tucked it into his jeans. He rubbed his chin and decided to push an electric razor quickly around his face. When he was done, he retrieved a wool sport coat from the closet and squeezed into it.

Serena came up to Stride and kissed him on the cheek. In her heels, she was as tall as he was. ‘This is a mistake,’ she murmured.

‘What?’

‘You. Working. You need more time.’

‘I didn’t tell her I was in. I just said I’d listen.’

‘Sure,’ Serena said. Her voice was cool.

He opened the door and waited for Serena to go ahead of him into the living room, where Serena and Denise shook hands. He could see Denise sizing Serena up with suspicion. Most cops in the northland knew Serena because of her relationship with Stride, but that didn’t give her a free pass with the local police. To them, she was a big city detective treading on small town turf.

‘Maggie tells me you used to be a Vegas cop,’ Denise said.

‘I spent ten years in the Metro Police,’ Serena replied with a cynical smile. She could read the hostility in Denise’s face. ‘Homicides, mostly,’ she added.

Denise shoved her hands in her pockets, and her gun bulged from the holster in her belt. ‘Good for you.’

‘If I’m in, Serena’s in,’ Stride told her. ‘I want her on the case with me.’

‘My boys won’t like it,’ Denise replied sourly.

‘I don’t care. Do what you have to do. Serena’s worked more abductions than either of us. She’s in.’

Denise scowled but didn’t protest. ‘Fine. Whatever. Look, let’s be quick about this. The clock is ticking. There’s a surgeon named Marcus Glenn who lives out on Pokegama Lake. Rich doctor, big house. He called nine one one about two hours ago to report that his eleven-month-old daughter was gone. A couple uniforms reported to the scene, did a search of the house and found no trace of the girl, and called me.’

‘The cops searched the scene?’ Stride said unhappily.

‘Yeah, I know, they probably screwed up the forensics. We don’t get many cases like this, and these guys are twenty-three year olds working the graveyard shift.’

‘Did they find anything?’

Denise shook her head. ‘No. There was nothing disturbed in the house, nothing taken, no sign of forced entry at the doors or windows. Everything was locked and intact. The girl just vanished.’

‘Does Marcus Glenn live alone?’ Stride asked.

‘No, he’s married,’ Denise snapped with surprising venom. ‘His wife was in the Cities last night. They only have the one child.’

‘So what happened?’

‘Marcus says the baby was sleeping in her bedroom by seven o’clock. He checked on her and went to bed around ten. He got up about one, and she was gone. The baby was there, and then she wasn’t. Or so he says.’

‘Did the cops look for a ransom note?’

‘They did, and they didn’t find one. Marcus checked his email, too. Nothing. He’s well-known around Grand Rapids, though. People know he has money.’

‘What’s the girl’s name?’ Serena interjected.

Denise softened and smiled for the first time. ‘Callie.’

‘Have you gathered all of her physical information? Photograph, weight, hair color, identifying features?’

‘Yes, I’ve already got the BCA doing a statewide notice to the crime alert network. They’re sending a team up here to run the scene in the morning.’

‘Do you have her picture?’ Serena asked.

Denise reached into the shirt pocket of her uniform. ‘This is Callie.’

Serena held the picture in her hand, and Stride looked at it over her shoulder. Callie Glenn sat on a quilted blanket and looked at them with happy blue eyes from under a fluffy mop of blonde hair. Two white teeth peeked out from her smile. She was dressed in a white T-shirt and a pair of pink sweatpants, and she clutched one of her bare feet awkwardly in a pudgy hand.

‘Sweet little girl,’ Serena said. ‘Is she walking?’

‘She can walk a few steps if she’s holding on to something.’

‘What about climbing?’

‘She hasn’t climbed out of her crib yet, but even if she could, the window was closed and so was the bedroom door. She didn’t wander off.’

‘No offense, Denise,’ Stride told her, ‘but what does this have to do with us?’

‘I’d like you to run the investigation.’

‘Yes, but why give up the case?’ Stride asked.

Denise snorted. ‘Marcus raised a stink. He wanted me to call the Attorney General, the FBI, hell, he probably expected me to call the Governor. He wants me to give the case to the feds.’

‘That’s what parents always want,’ Serena said.

‘Yeah, but most parents don’t have the clout in the northland that Marcus Glenn does. If I’m going to put someone else in charge, I’d rather it be someone I know and trust, and that’s you, Stride. Anyway, not that I would ever say so to the bastard’s face, but the fact is, I don’t really have the resources or experience on my team to handle something like this. This is about the kid, not about my ego.’

‘What are you leaving out?’ Serena asked Denise.

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean, you obviously know Marcus Glenn. There’s something personal going on here.’

Denise took back the photograph of Callie Glenn from Serena and  held it tenderly between her fingers. ‘OK, there’s a conflict, too. I can’t take the lead on this one. It hits too close to home.’

‘What’s the conflict?’ Serena asked.

‘Callie is my niece,’ Denise replied. ‘Marcus Glenn is married to my sister.’




Two

Stride and Serena followed Denise through the dirt roads to Highway 2, which was the main artery connecting the lakeside city of Duluth with its closest inland neighbor to the northwest, Grand Rapids. The two towns were less than ninety minutes apart in good weather. At three in the morning, the highway was deserted, and the dense fog that had dogged the area for most of the night had dissipated as a dry front pushed southward from Canada. At high speed, it took them ten minutes to reach the heart of downtown Grand Rapids.

They passed the giant superstructure of the UPM mill, which served as the economic engine of the region, chewing up trees and pulping them into paper products. The other backbone of the town was tourism. In a state pockmarked with lakes, Grand Rapids played host to thousands of tourists who came to fish in the warmer weather or ski and snowmobile during the harsh winters. November was an in-between month, however, when the summer lake dwellers had gone home and the winter sports season was still a few weeks away.

Stride sailed through the green lights. Serena sat beside him, and he felt the tension simmering between them.

‘So you want to tell me what’s going on, Jonny?’ she asked.

‘With what?’

‘With you.’

Stride kept his eyes on the road, but his hands tightened on the wheel. ‘Nothing.’

‘Nothing? You’re not sleeping, we’re not having sex, and you’re constantly on edge.’

‘I’m impatient,’ Stride said. ‘I’m going stir-crazy doing nothing. This case is exactly what I need.’

‘Is that all it is?’

‘That’s all,’ he insisted. ‘I’m fine.’

Stride wasn’t fooling her, but she let it go. He regretted his stubborn denials, because that wasn’t what he wanted to say. He wanted to tell her about the panic attacks. He wanted to admit that he was scared of feeling dead, without any ambition or desire. But he hid behind the lie that nothing was wrong.

Ahead of them, Denise turned her Jeep left off the highway and crossed the bridge on Sugar Lake Road. Stride followed. Almost immediately, they found themselves away from the developed land. They drove for another mile and then turned left again on to County Road 76, which tracked the northeastern border of Pokegama Lake. Stride passed dirt roads carved into the forest which led to expensive homes bordering the water. It was a desolate area.

‘This isn’t good,’ he said. ‘It would be easy for someone to come and go here without being seen.’

They turned left on Chisholm Trail and headed toward the lake. The road stretched for half a mile and curved sharply in front of a sprawling white fence. Through a gap in the fence, he saw a circular driveway where five police vehicles were parked with their light bars flashing. Cones of white light waved like lasers as uniformed men hunted in the woods and grass.

‘Oh, son of a bitch,’ he muttered.

He parked, and they joined Denise Sheridan at the entrance to the driveway. Stride jerked a thumb at the cops on the property.

‘What the hell are these guys doing?’ Stride barked. ‘You’ve got them trampling the crime scene.’

Denise folded her arms over her chest in annoyance. ‘We’re trying to find a missing baby. Look, Stride, the BCA techs will be here in the morning, but I made the call to run my people around the grounds now. It’s a long shot to think that someone dumped her in the woods, but I’m not about to miss that chance, OK? The county attorney may have my ass when we try to prosecute whoever did this, but right now, I’m more concerned with anything that might help us find Callie.’

Serena interjected. ‘Have you interviewed the neighbors along the road?’

‘We woke them all up, and we’re working our way up and down the lake. So far, nobody saw any vehicles here after ten o’clock or spotted any boats on the water. It was a perfect night to make a snatch and not be seen. Assuming that’s what happened.’

‘What does that mean?’ Stride asked.

‘Nothing. This is your show now, not mine. Just tell me where my guys can help.’

‘We need to set up a command center over at your office,’ Stride told her. ‘We’ll need to coordinate media queries, answer the tip line, feed leads for follow-up, coordinate with the FBI, NCMEC, the Wetterling Foundation, etc. This is going to take a lot of manpower.’

‘I can get people from the neighboring counties. We’ll get plenty of support.’

Stride studied the nearby homes, which were ablaze with light. ‘You realize this is going to be a media circus, right?’

‘Hey, I was here when the damn ruby slippers got stolen from the Judy Garland Museum,’ Denise said. ‘That was a circus.’

‘We need to talk to Marcus Glenn,’ Serena added.

‘Fine. Talk to him.’

‘You should be there too.’

‘No way,’ Denise snapped. ‘He won’t want me there, and I don’t want to be there. We can talk after you’re done.’

‘You don’t like Marcus, do you?’ Serena asked.

Denise shrugged. ‘He’s my brother-in-law. What does that tell you?’

 



Marcus Glenn was a surgeon and, in Stride’s mind, that said it all.

He wasn’t yet forty years old, which meant he had the arrogance of his own accomplishments but hadn’t aged enough to confront his imperfections. He wore a frown of impatience and irritation as he paced the sunroom of his estate. He was extremely tall, and his long legs were lean and muscled. He had jet-black hair, cut extremely short, and thick eyebrows. His face was angular, hard-edged and taut, without the sag of a double chin. He wore a burgundy golf shirt with a logo from the Bellagio Hotel in Las Vegas, pleated gray slacks, and black dress shoes. He had large hands, in which he gracefully moved two  cat’s eye marbles above and below his knuckles like a magician. Behind him, a glass wall of windows framed him against the black night and the back lawn that led to the lake.

‘Dr Glenn,’ Stride said, extending his hand. ‘My name is Jonathan Stride. This is Serena Dial.’

Glenn declined to shake hands and instead slid his hands and the two marbles into the pockets of his slacks. ‘Yes, I know who you are. Denise called me. I’m sure you’re both qualified and capable, but I have to tell you I would be more comfortable if this investigation were being led by the FBI.’

‘I understand how you feel,’ Stride replied. ‘Obviously, we’ll be coordinating our efforts with the resources of federal law enforcement wherever it can help us.’

Glenn cut him off. ‘Yes, yes, coordination, consultation, I’m sure you all send wonderful memos to each other. I’m talking about expertise. My patients don’t come to me because I’m capable. They come to me because I’m the best. I want the best.’

‘I know exactly what you’re saying, Dr Glenn,’ Stride told him. ‘The truth is that we’re the best people to handle this situation, not the federal authorities. You want investigators who know the terrain and have relationships throughout the state law enforcement community. The FBI would have to fly in special agents who are unfamiliar with the area, the people, the police, the media, the nonprofit resources, everything we need to find Callie and bring her home safely. These first few hours are very important. We’re here, we’re good, and we want to help.’

Glenn rubbed the toe of his dress shoe on one of the marble tiles on the sunroom floor. ‘Yes, all right. I apologize for my attitude, detectives. I do appreciate your help. It’s been a long night.’

‘Of course,’ Stride said.

He and Serena took seats next to each other on a leather sofa on the wall facing the house. Glenn sat and crossed his legs in an armchair by the windows. He drummed his fingers on his knee.

Serena picked up a framed photograph from an end table beside the sofa. The picture showed an attractive woman in her early thirties, with flowing blonde hair and an athletic build. Her blue eyes stared beyond the camera, caught in a reflective moment. When Stride  studied her features, he could see a resemblance to Denise Sheridan, but God had played favorites between the sisters. Denise had a face you could look at and then put out of your mind. Her younger sister was memorably gorgeous.

‘Is this your wife?’ Serena asked.

Glenn nodded absently. ‘Yes, that’s Valerie.’

‘She’s beautiful.’

‘Thank you,’ he replied.

Stride thought that was what you said if someone complimented your choice of wine, or your choice of décor. He looked around at the sunroom and realized that Glenn collected beautiful things. Eastern European crystal. French wines. Brandenburg photographs. A trophy wife. Those were the perks of his profession.

‘Where is your wife?’ Serena asked. ‘Does she know that Callie has disappeared?’

‘Yes, of course, I called her immediately. She was staying overnight in the Cities because of the fog, but I’m having a driver bring her home. She’ll be here shortly.’

‘I’d like to clarify some personal information, Dr Glenn,’ Stride said.

‘Such as?’

‘Can you tell us about your job?’

‘I’m an orthopedic surgeon specializing in knee repair and replacement, ’ Glenn replied. ‘I do surgeries three days a week at St Mary’s in Duluth. Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Naturally I’m cancelling today’s appointments.’

‘Were you home all day Thursday?’

‘I was.’

Serena smiled at Glenn. ‘You have a lovely home.’

‘Translation: am I rich? Yes. Between my income and my investments, I make well over two million dollars a year and have done so for nearly a decade. I’ve lived in Grand Rapids most of my life, so this would be no surprise to anyone in town who’s aware of who I am, which is pretty much everyone. Please don’t feel the need to sugar-coat your questions, detectives. If you want to know something, ask.’

‘Why don’t you tell us what happened this evening?’ Stride said.

‘I wish there was more to tell. I put Callie down for the night after  dinner. I was in my study for the rest of the evening reading medical journals. At ten o’clock, I checked on her and then went to bed myself. When I got up at one in the morning and went to her bedroom, she was gone.’

‘Were you sleeping between ten and one?’ Serena asked.

‘I was asleep by ten thirty, so whoever took her must have done so after that. I didn’t hear anything.’

‘Do you have a security system?’ Stride asked.

‘Of course, but I don’t activate it when I’m home.’

‘Who has keys to the house?’

‘Valerie and I do.’ Glenn’s stoic calm fractured for a moment. ‘Oh, and Migdalia has a key, too.’

‘Migdalia?’

‘Migdalia Vega. She’s our babysitter.’

‘Where can we find her?’ Stride asked.

‘She lives behind the old cemetery in Sago. She’s a reliable girl. I can vouch for her character.’

‘We’ll still need to talk to her.’ Stride added, ‘The police officers who searched the house didn’t find any signs of forced entry. Do you have any idea how someone was able to get inside?’

‘I don’t, I’m sorry.’

‘Has anyone contacted you to say that they have Callie?’ Serena asked.

‘No.’

‘Sometimes parents don’t like to admit it when they hear from a kidnapper,’ Serena told him. ‘A ransom note may tell you not to inform the police, or a caller may threaten a hostage’s life if you involve the authorities. Even in those situations, it’s far safer if you do  tell us.’

‘I understand, but there has been no contact of any kind.’

‘With your permission, we’ll put a tap on your phone in case you do receive calls,’ Stride said.

Glenn hesitated. ‘Is that necessary?’

‘Given your financial situation, we have to consider kidnapping a real possibility,’ Stride told him. ‘Perhaps even a probability. In those cases, you’ll generally receive some kind of demand for ransom. A phone trace is essential.’

‘Yes, I suppose so. I’m thinking of privacy considerations for my patients. There are confidentiality issues. I’ll have to find a way to deal with it, but that’s my problem.’

‘We’ll have the trace installed in a matter of hours,’ Stride said.

‘Speaking of your patients, have there been any issues that could have left a patient or a family member holding a grudge?’

Glenn’s mouth turned upward in an ironic smile. ‘You mean, did I kill someone on the operating table? No.’

‘Accidents and misunderstandings do happen.’

‘True enough, but I’m very good at what I do. I’ve never been sued, which is something of a miracle in my profession.’

Stride nodded. ‘Have you received any threats? Or has your wife?’

‘No.’

‘Have you ever felt you were being followed? Or have you noticed strangers watching you at home or at work?’

‘No, nothing like that. However, there’s a mobile home park on the lake, and we do get some unsavory types staying there. I have a large boat, and no doubt many of them have seen me, Valerie, and Callie on the water.’

Stride nodded but didn’t reply. He had seen it before - rich victims pointing a finger down the class ladder. Grand Rapids, like Duluth and other northern Minnesota towns, suffered from an uncomfortable gap between rich and poor. There were wealthy professionals and transplants from Minneapolis who could afford seven-figure lake homes. On the other end of the spectrum was a much larger community of mill workers, waitresses, road crews, and farmers who struggled with the spiking prices for food, gas, and healthcare.

‘How old is Callie?’ Serena asked.

‘Ten and a half months. She was a New Year’s baby, born shortly after midnight.’

‘Here in Grand Rapids?’

‘No, at St Mary’s in Duluth. I wanted Valerie to give birth at my own hospital.’

‘What kind of baby is Callie?’ Serena asked. ‘How does she act with strangers?’

‘Callie has always been a mellow girl,’ Glenn replied. ‘She’ll behave  for just about anyone who smiles at her. In this circumstance, I guess that’s unfortunate.’

‘Callie is your only child, is that right?’

‘Yes.’

‘How long have you and Valerie been married?’

‘Eight years,’ Glenn replied.

‘Having a baby can turn your life upside down,’ Serena said. ‘Has it caused any problems for the two of you?’

Glenn stared at her in stony silence. ‘No.’

‘How about your wife? Some women struggle with depression after having a child.’

‘Not Valerie. She was overjoyed. She’d been trying to conceive for years.’

‘I’ll want to talk to your wife as soon as she’s home,’ Serena told him.

‘I understand.’ Glenn stood up from the chair and again shoved his hands in his pockets. ‘Please keep me posted on the investigation, detectives.’

Serena nodded. ‘Either Lieutenant Stride or I will be in touch every few hours to give you a status report on the investigation, and you can reach us on our cell phones whenever you need us.’

‘Thank you. How long will you need to have police officers tramping around my house?’

‘I’m afraid it will be several more hours,’ Stride said. ‘We’ll have a forensics team here from the Bureau of Criminal Apprehension in St Paul at daylight. They’ll do an exhaustive search of the property inside and out.’

‘Hasn’t that already been done?’

‘These are experts in handling crime scenes,’ Stride explained. ‘They’ll be looking for trace evidence from any strangers who might have been in Callie’s room. Or other evidence to suggest how an intruder came and went.’

Stride didn’t mention what else they would be looking for. In the crib. On the walls. In the sinks. Under the carpet.

Blood.




Three

Stride found Denise Sheridan alone by the shore of Pokegama Lake on the southern edge of the Glenn property. The white two-story estate shone brightly on the slope behind them, thanks to the lights that glowed in every room of the house. The vast backyard was scattered with birch trees and a deep layer of dead leaves.

Denise smoked a cigarette. When she saw Stride approaching her down the hill, she took a last drag and flicked it into the water.

‘Sorry,’ she said. ‘I don’t need a lecture right now, OK? About crime scenes or death sticks.’

Stride wanted a cigarette himself, but he didn’t say so. He stood silently next to Denise with his hands in his pockets. Out on the lake, he saw the shore of a small island lined with cedars. The water was choppy and white-capped, agitated by the cold breeze. He noted that the dock for the Glenn boats had already been pulled from the water for the season. Any intruder who approached the house from the lake would have found it difficult to land in the shallows.

‘So how are you, Denise?’ Stride asked.

She shrugged. ‘Me? Life goes on.’

‘I meant to send you a card last year when you had the baby. That makes four, doesn’t it?’

‘Yeah, I pop them out like a big furry rabbit,’ Denise cracked.

‘How old are they?’ Stride asked.

‘Ten, seven, five, and eighteen months. I thought I was done after number three, but Tom had other ideas. It’s not like we ever have sex anymore, but he managed to hit the bullseye the one time I got drunk.’  She extracted the cigarette pack from her shirt pocket and lit another. Tilting her head up, she blew smoke into the air. ‘Not that I want to send any of them back. Although, God, there are days.’

‘Managing two jobs and four kids?’ Stride told her. ‘I’m not sure how the two of you do it.’

‘Neither am I.’ Denise glanced behind her at the spread of the Glenn home. ‘Sometimes it pisses me off. I go fishing on Pokeg, and I see all these fucking mansions on the shore. Lawyers, doctors, CEOs, rich wives who winter in Scottsdale. And I’m sitting there worried about the gas mileage on my truck.’

‘Sorry,’ Stride said.

‘Yeah, look at me, the green-eyed monster.’ Denise threw away her second cigarette rather than smoking it. ‘I suppose this is the wrong time to say so, but you look like shit, Stride.’

‘Thanks.’

‘It’s none of my business, except I just handed you a big case. Was I wrong to get you involved?’

‘I’m fine,’ he said. It was the same lie he’d told to Serena.

‘Did you have an audience with King Marcus?’ Denise asked. ‘I’ll bet he wouldn’t shake hands with you.’

‘You’re right. What’s that about?’

‘It’s a surgeon thing. He doesn’t want to risk injuring his hands. I think he’s germophobic, too.’

‘Tell me what you know about him,’ Stride said.

‘Marcus? There are guys who are studs in high school, quarterback of the football team, and then twenty years later they’re fat slobs working in a gas station. Well, Marcus is still the stud.’

‘Have you known him a long time?’

‘Sure, he grew up in this area. He was a couple years behind me and Tom in school. He’s rich now, but he didn’t come from money. His parents owned a farm near Sago. I knew his dad. He was a son of a bitch; nothing Marcus did was ever good enough. Pretty ironic. Marcus was this tall, athletic kid, took the Grand Rapids hockey team to the state championship twice. I mean, you do that around here, and you are a star. But not at home.’

‘I’m surprised he stayed around the area,’ Stride said.

‘Yeah, well, Marcus is a Minnesota boy. Went to the U of M and  did several years at Mayo before coming home. I think he likes being the big fish in a small pond up here. Being this hotshot surgeon. All the girls coming after him.’

Stride wondered how much Denise’s opinion had to do with Marcus and how much it had to do with her sister, marrying him and living in their estate on the lake. ‘Valerie’s stunning,’ he said. ‘I saw a photograph.’

Denise kicked at the dirt. ‘Oh, yeah. Valerie got the good genes.’

‘That’s not what I meant.’

‘It doesn’t matter. You’re not telling me anything I haven’t dealt with my whole life. I won’t say it doesn’t get old hearing how gorgeous my baby sister is all the time. And yes, you don’t have to say it, I’m envious. Who wouldn’t be?’

‘How did she hook up with Marcus Glenn?’

Denise laughed sourly. ‘Valerie never wanted anything but Marcus Glenn. She had a crush on him back when she was ten years old and he was a teenager on the hockey team. She had guys drooling after her throughout high school and college, but she’d made up her mind that Marcus was the only one she wanted. When he came back to Grand Rapids, she was the hostess at the country club, and that’s when he noticed her. It took her another couple years to land him, but my sister is nothing if not determined.’

‘You make it sound mercenary.’

‘Hey, if you’re beautiful, money is your birthright. That’s life. I don’t think Valerie went after Marcus because he had money. That was just an expectation. She was always going to have the lakeside mansion. Me, I’ve got the shack by the river, the mortgage, all the crap called real life.’

Stride let the silence stretch out between them. Then he said softly, ‘Denise, her child is missing. Maybe you should cut her some slack.’

‘I know. You’re right. Look, I try not to let it eat me up, but sometimes it does, OK? You wanted the whole truth. I’d like to tell you I’m a bigger person, but Valerie’s always been the golden child, and I’ve been jealous of her my whole life. Hell, I’m sitting at home with four kids, and now all I’m going to hear is, poor Valerie. Does that make me petty? OK, I’m petty.’

‘What’s this really about, Denise?’ Stride asked. ‘I don’t think it’s just sibling rivalry.’

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, wiping her eyes. ‘I’m scared for Callie. And yeah, I’m angry, too. I warned Valerie that something like this might happen, and she didn’t listen to me.’

‘Something like what?’ he asked.

‘I told her not to leave Callie alone with Marcus,’ Denise said.

‘Ah.’

Stride wasn’t surprised. Denise’s body language had been eloquent since she showed up at the cabin. He had simply been waiting for her to say it out loud: this wasn’t a kidnapping.


‘I can’t prove it,’ she went on. ‘I know that instincts are crap compared to evidence, but this is what my gut tells me.’

‘Instincts count for a lot with me,’ Stride said. ‘Fill me in.’ Denise crouched down and dipped her hand in the lake and rubbed her wet fingers together. She got up and wiped her hand on her sleeve. ‘He’s arrogant, and I know being arrogant isn’t a crime. But it’s not just that.’

‘Then what?’

‘I know him,’ Denise said. ‘Valerie and Marcus have been married for eight years. She figured out pretty quickly that winning the prize isn’t as exciting as going after it.’

‘Meaning what?’

‘Meaning Marcus is exactly what you see. A cold prick. He doesn’t love anything or anyone except himself.’

‘He’s a bad husband,’ Stride said. ‘That’s still not a crime.’

‘Maybe so, but Marcus never wanted kids. He was clear about that with Valerie before they got married. No kids. He wanted money, work, travel, all the perks, and nothing to tie him down.’

‘Why did Valerie agree to marry him if that’s not what she wanted?’

‘Oh, please. Valerie wanted Marcus Glenn, and that’s all she was thinking about. She convinced herself she didn’t want kids. She figured having Marcus was enough. She sobered up real fast about that.’

‘So what changed?’

Denise’s face darkened. ‘About five years ago, Valerie swallowed down half a bottle of aspirin. It was a close call. We nearly lost her.’

‘What prompted it?’ Stride asked.

‘If you ask me, she was so lonely she couldn’t handle it anymore. That’s when she told Marcus she wanted a baby.’

‘What did he say?’

‘Your wife’s in the hospital promising to kill herself if she doesn’t get a child? He said yes.’

‘So maybe Marcus changed his mind about kids,’ Stride said.

‘No, nothing changed. Valerie didn’t get pregnant for almost three years. I was worried she was going to go over the edge again. But Marcus? He didn’t care. He could barely contain his annoyance when Valerie finally got pregnant. After Callie was born, he hardly touched that girl. It was like she was an unwanted house guest who was messing up his perfect life.’

‘He could have divorced Valerie.’

‘Yeah, and how much of his fortune would that cost him?’

Stride shook his head. ‘You’re not giving me anything, Denise. This is all smoke and no fire.’

‘I know. All I’m saying is that you need to take a cold, hard look at Marcus Glenn. I’m a cop and a mother, and I’m telling you, there was something not right about his relationship with his daughter. It chilled me whenever I saw them together, because there was nothing. No love. No interest. No passion. Valerie closed her eyes to it. Now here we are.’

‘Do you honestly think Glenn could have harmed his own child?’ Stride asked. ‘Is that what you’re saying?’

‘I think he’s capable of anything. I think this whole thing doesn’t add up. Someone breaks into the house without leaving a trace, takes the baby, and then vanishes? Come on. It makes no sense.’

‘Children get abducted all the time,’ he told her.

‘Of course they do. But they get grabbed off the street, not whisked out of their lakeside mansions in the middle of the night. Look, I can’t prove it, and it’s not my case anyway. I’m just telling you what I think in my heart of hearts. OK?’

‘I understand.’

‘There’s one other thing,’ Denise added. ‘Marcus said he was alone tonight, right? Just him and Callie?’

‘That’s right.’

‘Well, if that’s true, it would be the first time ever. Valerie took care of her. The babysitter took care of her. Not Marcus. No way. Don’t you find it a little odd that Marcus is alone with the baby for one night, and she disappears?’




Four

Maggie Bei parked her yellow Avalanche on the outskirts of the crime scene near the Lester River. She could see the abandoned cinder block dairy illuminated under the light poles erected by her team, and she watched her evidence technicians pawing through the grass surrounding the building and in the woods on the other side of the rapids. The crew from the medical examiner’s office had a more gruesome task. Two of them, in white scrubs, attended to the dead body in the field.

The fourth victim.

Maggie steeled herself to join them. For years, she had built up an immunity to the grisly discoveries of her job, but the assaults in the previous month, one after another, had tested her objectivity. She knew she could have been any one of these women. It was too easy to imagine herself on the ground, lifeless and humiliated.

Fingernails tapped on the passenger window of her truck, interrupting her thoughts. Maggie saw the round, cherubic face of Max Guppo, who waved at her and pulled open the door. She held up her hand, stopping him in his tracks.

‘Freeze! What did you have for dinner?’

Guppo thought back. ‘Chili con carne.’

‘Shit, what are you trying to do to me? Don’t you dare get in this truck.’

‘I take Beano now,’ Guppo protested. ‘The commercials all say, “Take Beano before, there’ll be no gas.”’

‘Beano never met your digestive tract,’ Maggie told him. ‘Stay where you are, I’m getting out.’

Maggie hopped down from her truck. She cursed as her square-heeled boots landed in the wet dirt and splashed mud on to her jeans. She slammed the door and bent over with her hands on her knees and sneezed. She sniffled, yanked a tissue from her pocket, and blew her nose loudly.

‘You got a cold?’ Guppo asked, coming around the front of the Avalanche.

‘Yeah. Just what I need. I’m hopped up on vitamin C.’

Guppo pointed at the tiny diamond stud in Maggie’s nose. ‘Doesn’t that hurt when you sneeze?’

‘I shot it halfway across the room once.’

‘So why not take it out?’

‘Because I like how it looks.’ Maggie whiffed the air as Guppo came closer. ‘Did you think I wouldn’t smell that?’

‘Sorry.’

‘Chili con carne,’ Maggie told him. ‘Unbelievable.’

The two of them headed across the Strand Avenue bridge over the river. They were an odd couple. Max Guppo was in his mid-fifties and had led crime scene investigations for the Detective Bureau for as long as Maggie could remember. He was only four inches taller than Maggie, who barely made it to five feet tall in her boots, and he waddled through life with cannon-sized thighs and an oversized snow tire permanently anchored around his waist. He had worn the same three suits - brown, brown, and blue - on any given day for the past decade. Maggie, by contrast, was a diminutive Chinese cop who snagged Hollister fashions off the racks for teenage girls. The closer she got to forty years old, the more she dressed as if she were twenty-five.

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/bria_9780755373888_oeb_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/bria_9780755373888_oeb_cover_r1.html




 
 
 
 
The Burying Place
 
 
BRIAN FREEMAN
 
 
headline
www.headline.co.uk



