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HOSKINS


December 19, 2008


If this were a movie, it would start with this shot: two men climbing out of an older-model brown car, dressed in cheap suits and cheaper shoes. One of them is wearing a hat, a black panama, and it makes him look a little like a time traveler from the 1920s. But this isn’t Prohibition and this isn’t Miami; this is Denver in the year 2008, and it’s cold outside, so the man in the panama looks foolish, although you wouldn’t tell him that, not if you want to keep your asshole firmly intact, because this man might look foolish but he’s also one mean motherfucker, you can tell that if you manage to get a good look at his eyes. You might think it was a woman who gave him the hat, who teased him into wearing it, telling him he’d look so handsome in it, so debonair, but you’d be wrong. This man’s name is Ralph Loren, a name that sounds like a bad joke but isn’t, because nobody teases Detective Loren, nobody, even if they’re pretty and young with tits out to there. Loren doesn’t have a sense of humor—it’s not that he has a weird one, or a mean one; he just doesn’t have one at all. He was born missing that part of his insides, and life is a hard row to hoe without a few laughs along the way, but you don’t miss what you never had. At least that’s how the saying goes.


But it’s the second man you should watch, the one climbing out the passenger side, the tall man with the big shoulders and the beginning shadows of a beard. This man comes around the front of the car, not bothering to avoid the dirty snow piled up at the curb but plowing right through it. He’ll regret this later, when he’s back at his desk, his socks wet and cold and frozen between his toes. Paul Hoskins is that kind of man who doesn’t think too hard about what he does and regrets these decisions later. He’s always been that kind of man and he always will be, until the end of time, amen.


“We’re finally doing it, huh?” Hoskins says, looking up at the house they’ve come to visit. It’s large and brick, a house taller than it is wide, with a big bay window over the front yard. It’s traditional, not the kind of house you’d normally find in Denver, but this housing addition was built back in the ’80s, thrown up quickly for the crowds rushing in from all over—California, mostly, if you listen to the locals, all those jerks and their terrible driving skills—and it doesn’t look cheap, not like some of the other houses on the street. There are trees and shrubs planted in tasteful clusters around the property, although the foliage is faded and brown now, with nets of colored Christmas lights wound through the branches. There’s a man-made pond out back too, with a slat-wood dock and a rowboat made for two. There are fish in that pond, and frogs, but the water’s covered over with a thin sheet of ice now, and Hoskins wonders if all that has to be replaced every spring, if a delivery truck swings by with foam coolers full of wildlife. “Time to get the bad guy?”


Loren sighs, pushes back the flap of his jacket, and flips away the strap keeping the gun secured at his waist so he can get to it fast if he needs. These two are cops, detectives and partners; they’ve been together a long time and they’ll be stuck that way awhile longer, although neither one is overly fond of the other. But they’re kept together because they work well, they click, and that doesn’t happen as often as anyone would like. A good partnership is a lot like a good marriage, and as anyone can confirm, a good marriage is hard to find.


But even in the best marriage, things can go very wrong.


“It’s about damn time,” Loren says. “If I never see this dipshit again, I’ll die a happy man.”


They walk up the long driveway, which has been neatly cleared of snow by the kid next door for ten bucks, and up to the front door. It’s big and solid, oak, and the opaque sidelight is dark. It’s early, not quite seven in the morning, and everything is quiet. Inside the house looks dark, lifeless, but Hoskins catches a faint whiff of brewing coffee and his stomach growls.


“Ready?” Loren asks.


“Yeah.”


“Yeah?” Loren says, mocking. “When’s your ball sac gonna drop? That high-pitched voice you got makes me want to punch you in the face.”


Hoskins doesn’t respond to this. He’s been taking this kind of shit from Loren for the last ten years, and he’s learned that it’s best not to respond. Safer. Loren can shovel it out to anyone who’ll listen, but he certainly can’t take it. The last time they had it out was three years before, when Hoskins made a smartass remark about Loren’s mother—that’s what you do, if you want to piss a guy off, you go right for his mom, even if you don’t know her, even if she’s dead—and Loren broke his nose. There’d been an investigation, and a reprimand. A few visits to the department psychologist. But they’d still been forced to work together. If Hoskins had learned one thing about his partner, it was this: Keeping quiet is better. It wasn’t that he was afraid of Loren, and he’d be able to hold his own in a fight, but if it came down to it, if you really got down to the brass knuckles (which is how Hoskins had thought the saying went since he was nine years old), he thought it was better not to speak if there wasn’t anything to say. His father used to tell him to keep his pie hole shut more often, and the old man was right: Silence often made things easier, kept it simple.


Loren rings the doorbell, pressing his thumb down on the glowing button so hard his finger goes white above the first knuckle, and then immediately starts knocking. Loren is not a patient man. He’s a pot of water ready to boil over on the stovetop, a balloon pumped too full of air. His fists make a heavy, dull sound on the door that makes Hoskins’s head hurt, but he doesn’t say anything.


It takes a bit—thirty seconds, maybe a few minutes, Hoskins doesn’t know—before the door is pulled open. Hoskins had thought Jacky Seever might be in a bathrobe at this time of day, or a pair of tighty-whities, stained yellow at the crotch, but instead he’s in a suit, same as always. Seever’s the kind of guy who’d mow his lawn in a suit; he probably sleeps in the damn things. Three-piece suits, all the same unvarying shades of slate gray or dark blue, slacks and a coat, a vest with a silver watch peeking from a pocket. The suits are all well tailored and pricey; they make Seever look like a man-about-town, and those suits may be the reason why Hoskins hates Seever so much, because he’d never be able to afford anything like that, not on a cop’s salary, but it’s not the only reason. It’s Seever’s suits, and it’s his fingernails, which he keeps neatly trimmed and buffed, and it’s his hair, parted on the right and sprayed until it’s as hard as concrete. And the glasses—Jesus Christ, it’s those glasses, wire-rimmed transition lenses that get darker in brighter light, that’s what Hoskins first hated about Seever—those fucking glasses. Anyone who wore those glasses of their own free will was an asshole. Hoskins grew up poor; he’s got a natural distaste for guys who strut around, flashing their bankrolls and Seever’s one of those guys, but he’s also worse, because he’s got money, but he’s also a snake in the grass. A phony-baloney, like his old man always says. Or in Latin, phonus-balonus.


“Officers?” Seever says. He asks everyone to call him Jacky, but Hoskins has never been able to do it. For him, this lousy fuck will never be anything other than Seever. “Early, isn’t it? Is there something I can do for you?”


“Oh, you fat bastard,” Loren says mildly, taking a step forward so Seever is forced back, has to make room to let them in. Seever’s a small man; he wouldn’t be able to keep them out if he tried. So he doesn’t. “You know why we’re here.”


There’s powdered sugar dusted across the front of Seever’s vest, strawberry jelly smeared between his knuckles. Sloppy. He’s been eating more these days, and with greater frequency. They’ve watched Seever duck into restaurants and gas stations, come out with plastic carry-outs of steaming food, cases of Diet Coke. Seever eats when he’s under stress, and when he realized the police were constantly watching him, trying to nail his ass to the wall, he amped it up. Even in the last week he’s gained. His belly is softly ballooning over the waistband of his slacks, straining the buttons on his tweed vest. The whole getup would fit someone in better shape, it might’ve fit him before but it doesn’t now, and now the shirt doesn’t quite conceal the underside of his gut, which is covered in wiry black hair and purple stretch marks. Reverse cleavage.


Hoskins follows his partner into the house, pausing long enough to shove a slip of paper into Seever’s hands. A search warrant. It says they’re looking for marijuana, but they don’t give a shit about drugs. It wouldn’t matter to them if the kitchen wall were built with bricks of Mary Jane. But they needed a way to get into Seever’s house, they’d been spinning their wheels for weeks, trying to catch Seever at more than cramming food in his face and scratching his ass, and it’s the best Judge Vasquez could give them. The best any judge would give them, because none of them liked Loren, not that Loren gave a flying fuck, but it sometimes made things difficult, so it was Hoskins who’d petitioned for the warrant, who’d had to put on his smiley face and explain the situation, Hoskins who’d had to beg for help. But that’s how it was with Loren, how it’d always been. Loren wanted what he wanted, and someone else had to get it for him.


“Weed?” Seever says, the warrant pinched between his pointer finger and thumb. By the looks of it, he might’ve been holding a square of used toilet paper. He reads it, laughing, a sound that’s like glass breaking. “You’re not going to find any of that here.”


“That’s all right,” Loren says. He’s smiling, or at least pulling his lips back from his teeth, although it makes him look more like a rabid dog than a man. “I have a feeling we’ll find what we’re looking for.”


Seever closes the front door, shutting out the cold morning light, and Hoskins is blind for a moment. This isn’t good. The blinds are all drawn, the interior of the house is dark. His eyes haven’t had time to adjust. He wonders if Seever knows this, if he’ll take this particular moment to lose his shit, to try to kill the two cops who’ve come to put him away for the rest of his life. But Seever doesn’t move, only stands inside the door, his hands hanging down at his sides, because really, no matter how he acts or what he says, Seever is a coward.


“Where do you want to start?” Seever asks. He’s pleasant, unconcerned. “Upstairs? Gloria’s at her mother’s place for the weekend, so you can—”


“The crawl space,” Loren says. “I want to see that.”


But the crawl space is flooded, filled with rank water and unidentifiable bits, floating clouds of grease. Standing over the cutout in the laundry-room floor, Hoskins watches their three reflections in the black water, waves his hand so his twin down below does the same.


“Sump pump’s broken,” Seever says. He’s smiling. Slyly, Hoskins thinks. Like he’s managed to fool everyone. “I’ve been meaning to get a plumber out here, but I haven’t found the time.”


Loren coughs wetly into his fist. He has a cold that won’t let go, not this time of year, and not after all the time he’s been spending outside, sitting in his car, watching Seever and waiting for this moment. Hoskins and Seever stand patiently as he coughs and wipes his mouth with the old tissue he’s pulled from his pocket.


“Think you’re pretty smart, don’t you?” Loren says. “You think you got everybody fooled, but I got your number.”


“What’s that?” Seever says, but there’s something in his eyes, creeping in around the corners. He’s starting to look like a cornered dog, wide-eyed and scared, and this is just the beginning.


“That plug needs to be replaced,” Loren says. He takes off his hat, hands it to Hoskins. Then his coat, and hooks his fingers under the noose of his tie, yanks it loose. “Bully for you, I know how to do it. My old man was a plumber, used to take me out on calls with him.”


“I’ll get someone—”


“Nah, I can drain this puppy right now,” Loren says, because he knows what’s down there, under those floorboards and the standing water. They all do. “It’ll save you some cash, not having to call someone out. Besides, I’m not in a hurry. How ’bout you, Paulie? You got somewhere to be?”


“Nope.”


“And you, Seever?” There’s a black speck on Loren’s teeth, right at the front. A single grain of coffee, or a fleck of pepper. “You got a hot date?”


Seever shakes his head. That sly smile is long gone.


“Great,” Loren says. He bends at the waist, unties his shoes and pulls them off. There’s a hole in his left sock, and his big toe peeks through. He tosses the shoes away, and one bangs against the side of the washing machine. Then he sits, dangles his legs over the square hole in the floor, and slowly lowers himself into the standing water. “I’ll have this fixed up in no time, then we can wait for it to drain. Maybe you could get me some of that coffee, Seever. That’d be nice.”


The house gives Hoskins the willies, although at first he can’t decide exactly why. It might be the strange, dank smell that occasionally finds its way to his nose, lurking under the smell of the pine from the Christmas tree or the vanilla-scented candles, or it might be the mountain of glass flower vases in the garage, stacked nearly to the ceiling in one corner, dusty and smeared. In the end, Hoskins thinks it’s probably the photos that bother him the most. There are photos everywhere, framed and nicely matted, mostly of Seever. His wife isn’t in many of them—she’s the one behind the camera, squinting into the black box and clicking, capturing her husband’s image a thousand times. If they’d had children, or even dogs, it might’ve been different. Instead, here’s Seever in sunglasses, holding a glistening trout in two hands. Seever at Disney World, standing awkwardly in the shadow of the huge silver golf ball. Seever at the Grand Canyon, at the Golden Gate Bridge. Always standing close to something important, monuments right over his shoulder. It makes Hoskins nervous, seeing Seever’s face plastered all over the house, his piggy eyes watching everyone who passes.


It’s in the bathroom, when Hoskins is drying his fingers on the stupid little tea towel, trying to avoid the rough patches of embroidered roses, that he notices the photo propped up on the toilet tank. Why anyone would want a photo staring at them while they’re relieving themselves is beyond him, but what does he know? Nothing.


It’s Seever in the toilet photo, of course. Posed in front of his own house this time, the brick walls and big bay window behind him, the house numbers nailed up beside the door clearly visible. He’s smiling, his arms thrown wide, a bouquet of red carnations clutched in one white-gloved hand.


He’s dressed up, like a clown.


“I love visiting those kids in the hospital,” Seever had told them, weeks ago, before he got nervous, when he still thought the two cops following him everywhere was nothing more than a good joke. He’d seen them parked, watching him, and he’d saunter up for a chat, shoot the shit about the weather or how the Broncos might do in the next season. This time, they’d followed him to one of the restaurants he owned and he’d invited them in, sprung for lunch. They sat in a booth, Hoskins and Loren on one side, Seever on the other, and had meatloaf and buttered peas, apple pie and coffee. “Making those kids smile—that makes me feel good.”


They knew all about his volunteer work; they’d watched him at the hospital, going into the rooms where kids lived, either waiting to get better or waiting for their terribly short lives to spin out. There were kids that weighed hardly anything at all and had no hair, kids who’d been burned and beaten, kids who’d been goofing off outside and had broken a leg. At first, they’d been sure Seever was a pervert, a kiddie-diddler on top of everything else, but he wasn’t. The kids liked him, he did a good job. Seever was a weirdo, a fuck-up in most every way, but he was good with kids, he seemed almost normal when he was in costume, bouncing around and squeezing his nose and twisting balloon animals.


“Why a clown, Seever?” Loren had asked, dumping a spoonful of sugar into his coffee. He seemed genuinely puzzled by this. “Most kids are scared shitless by those things.”


“That’s not true,” Seever said. The top button on his shirt was undone, and Hoskins could see the gold crucifix nestled in the hollow of his throat. “Kids love clowns.”


“I wouldn’t be so sure about that.”


“Oh, everyone loves a clown,” Seever said, winking. “They’re everyone’s friend. You know, I think a clown could get away with murder.”


It takes four hours for the water to drain, and the moment the soft dirt floor is visible they send a technician down. He’s wearing a plastic suit with a mask, yellow gloves. He has a small shovel in his hand, the kind you might use to plant flowers in a garden.


But he’s not planting flowers. And he’s not looking for marijuana either.


He’s down there less than ten minutes when he calls up, frantically, and it’s Hoskins who drops down the hole this time. He pulls up the legs of his trousers and duck-waddles to the tech, who’s squatting in the farthest corner.


“It stinks over here,” the tech says. “Don’t toss your cookies. Not down here.”


And it does stink, bad. It makes Hoskins think of the time his ex-wife threw raw pork in the garbage, saying the meat had turned and they couldn’t eat it, and the bin had sat out in the summer sun for days, the meat slowly rotting in the heat, filling the neighborhood with a smell that turned stomachs and made dogs go apeshit.


“What is it?” Hoskins asks.


The tech points to the ground at his feet, a shallow divot where he’s pulled back the dirt. There’s a piece of fabric there. Flannel, blue and white. A T-shirt, probably. Most of it still tucked in the ground, out of sight. And beside the fabric, and partially wrapped inside it, is an arm. It’s rotted enough that Hoskins can see all the way down to the bone in places, but there’s still flesh there, the torn skin blackened and curled around the edges, like paper that’s been singed by fire.


“It’s here,” Hoskins shouts, moving back, away. The smell is so strong, too strong. He’s going to be sick. “We found it.”


He hears a scuffle above his head, feet thumping on the floorboards. There’s a shriek of pain, and then Loren is speaking. Hoskins can’t hear the words, but he recognizes the tone, the familiar sounds of his partner. And then, louder, bleeding over the sound of Loren’s voice, is Seever. He is crying.




SAMMIE


December 29, 2008


If there is one thing Sammie Peterson has learned over the years, it is this: Everyone thinks the pretty girl is a moron.


That’s what they think of her, she knows, she can feel those thoughts coming off the men as they work, as if there are cartoon bubbles floating over their heads, right there for her to read. They’ve invited her to stay in the crawl space while they dig, to get a better sense of the crime scene, to watch what’s going on so she can report it all more accurately in her articles, but she doesn’t like it down there. It’s too small, too close, even though they’ve ripped up most of the floorboards and moved out the washer and dryer, so the crawl space isn’t actually under the house anymore but a part of it, a place where the men can stand upright as they look at what Seever has left behind, their hands perched on their hips or folded across their chests. And they watch her when she does venture into the crawl space, she can feel their gazes on her ass and her breasts and her mouth, but hardly ever on her eyes. She’s heard them talking, even though they’ve been quiet about it, whispering to one another while they’re smoking outside or walking to their cars. They don’t like her, not only because she’s from the Post, and all cops hate a reporter snooping around, but also because of Hoskins. They’ve been careful in front of other people, acting like they hardly know each other, never touching, never talking, even when they could get away with it, but somehow everyone still knows.


“Have you told anyone?” she’d asked, not that long before. They were in his bed, the TV on but muted. She likes having the TV on while they have sex, likes to have the room filled with flickering light. “About us, I mean?”


“Why would I do that, princess?” he asked. “It’s none of anybody’s business.”


“It—it feels like people know.”


“Like who?”


“Like everyone.”


“It’s probably Loren,” Hoskins had said, and he’d been smiling, but there was nothing kind about that smile, nothing familiar. Hoskins was a good guy, and that smile didn’t belong to him. But then she blinked and it was gone. “That guy knows everything and can’t keep his mouth shut.”


“Might be.”


“It’s fine,” he said, reaching for the glass of water on his nightstand. She wished she could see his face. “You’re worrying over nothing.”


But she’s not all that worried, except when she thinks about her husband finding out about Hoskins. Not that she’s afraid of Dean, or that he’d do something bad, but she doesn’t want to hurt him, doesn’t want to see the look on his face if he finds out. It’s everyone else knowing that bothers her, because she knows what they’re all saying, she’s heard them say it.


Slut.


Whore.


The men think she’s fucking Hoskins so she can get into Seever’s house, so she can watch the investigation firsthand and write her articles for the Post and make them all look like fools, because that’s what the scum media does. The men all like Hoskins, they think he’s a hell of a good guy, but they’re not fools. They see exactly what’s going on. They’ve all seen the kind of tail Hoskins can typically pull, and Sammie’s pretty far out of his league. She’s a dime, a solid ten, and she could do much better. She’s only fucking him so she can get in here, they tell each other. She’s only sucking his dick for a story.


And it’s true. Some of it, at least.


But Sammie wouldn’t admit this, not even if someone put a gun to her head and demanded the truth. It’s not exactly something that she’s proud of, that she lets Hoskins touch her, that she puts on a show for him and then goes home and tells her husband lies so she can one-up every other reporter out there, panting to tell a good story. Besides, no one understands the position she was in at the paper, how it was to be there, day after day. Writing boring book reviews and fluff pieces on the local dog show, when all she wanted was to write a good piece, one that mattered. One that could make a difference. She’d hear her editor handing out assignments, but he’d pass right over her every time, and she’d go back to typing up her piece about the knitting club in Highlands Ranch that was donating their blankets to the homeless, or the dog with the prosthetic leg. She’d spent her whole life wanting to be a reporter, she’d thought she’d be big-time, that she’d be a glittering success, and when she’d been hired at the Post, she was sure she’d made it. The rest would be simple. But nothing in life is simple, and so she’d been patient, and she’d waited, and when she saw an opportunity she took it.


But it does embarrass her that all the men talk about her, that they call her names and treat her coldly when all she’s doing is her job, in the best way she can. So what if it involves sex? If she were a man, no one would care. They’d probably congratulate her, give her an award. Her connection to Hoskins allows her to duck under the police barricade every morning while the rest of the journalists are stuck in the cold, standing on the street far back from Seever’s house, with their notepads and recorders and cameras, and some of them have set up trailers and folding tables with steaming urns of coffee and cold doughnuts. There are journalists out there, important people with household names, flown in from New York or L.A., they have tents built in some of the yards and they spend all day out there, in the hopes that something might happen. She’s heard that some of the neighbors are charging the media a day rate for squatting in their yards, a flat fee for every time one of them needs a toilet. But she gets to walk right past them, all of them, gets to see everything that’s happening inside, is already writing her next article in her head as another body is zipped up in a black bag and carried out of the house.


This is something else Sammie has learned: If you’re going to fuck someone, at least make sure they’re important.


So the men keep whispering to one another as they dig up more bodies, and Sammie keeps writing, and she keeps fucking Hoskins. Keep on keeping on, as they say.


It’s strange to be in Seever’s house, surrounded by all the photographs of him, to see the dish towels his wife had hung from the hook beside the kitchen sink before she was forced to leave, and the ceramic Christmas tree still in the center of the dining-room table, one of the plastic lights sitting askew. But maybe it’s only strange for her because she used to work for Seever, years before, practically a lifetime ago, before college and jobs and marriage, she’d been a waitress at Don’s Café, one of the restaurants Seever owned. She’d already been working there a month when she saw Seever for the first time, when he stopped by to look over it all, make sure everything was running fine. He was wearing a nice tweed suit, expensive-looking, and his fingernails were polished and clean. He was handsome in those days, with his heavy brow and deep-set eyes and generous mouth, but even back then she’d noticed the weakness around his chin, the softness of his body, and she’d known he’d surely run to fat at some point; he was that type. Seever hadn’t said anything to her that first time—he’d come in during the lunch rush and it’d been too busy for introductions, with everyone running back and forth between tables and the kitchen with trays of chicken-fried steak and creamed corn, potatoes, and okra.


She actually met Seever the second time he came in, shook his hand and told him her name. He was in a clown costume that time, dressed up to entertain kids in the restaurant with his clumsy dancing and clumsier balloon animals. He looked silly; most men would hate to be all done up like that, but he seemed to enjoy it. That was the thing. He liked to make the kids laugh and clap, even if the joke was on him, and there was one little girl who abandoned her plate of pancakes to dance with Seever, and he spun her round and round like a ballerina, until her skirt stood straight out from her body and she was out of breath from laughing so hard. Sammie had watched the whole dance with the rest of the customers, a pot of coffee in one hand and a big smile on her face, the same as everyone else, but Seever had still singled her out when it was over, because he’d seen her looking—of course he had, he was always watching, even if it was only from the corner of his eye.


“You like kids?” he’d asked, coming up as she was clearing off a booth. He bent down, grabbed an empty straw wrapper from the bench and handed it to her.


“I don’t like them so much when they’re screaming,” she’d said, smiling. “But your dance with that girl was pretty cute.”


“Samantha, isn’t it?”


“Everyone calls me Sammie.”


“I like that.”


Later he twisted her a dog out of pink balloons, although it didn’t look like much of anything except two pink balloons. She didn’t tell him that though. And that afternoon, before he’d left for the day, he gave her the yellow daisy he had tucked into his lapel.


Seever was already killing at that time, Hoskins told her, although he was working carefully, picking his victims at random, people no one would miss, no one who could be connected to him in any way. It wasn’t like years later, when Seever had gotten lazy and sloppy, when he thought he was invincible and he’d let Carrie Simms escape, and things had started to unravel. Sammie sometimes wonders what Seever had been thinking when he gave her that daisy, if he’d been thinking about taking her to his house and tying her up, doing bad things before he killed her, the way he’d done with so many others. But when she thinks about Seever now—the Seever she thought she’d known, the guy in the expensive suit with the gilt-edged smile—she can’t imagine him killing anyone, even though she’s a writer, and aren’t all writers supposed to have big imaginations? And of course she knows, like everyone else, she’s been trained by a lifetime of television and movies and books, that the bad guy is usually the one you’d least expect, the one who seems the most innocent, the guy who laughs a lot and opens doors for ladies and is never, ever rude.


Seven bodies have been taken out of the crawl space so far—five women and two men—and they’d all hoped that lucky number seven was where it would end, that they’d find nothing else down there but dirt and worms. Victim seven had been removed the day before last, patches of red hair still clinging to his weathered skull, a punk-rock shirt hanging around his wasted chest. Later, they’d learn that the kid’s name was Kenny Fitz, that he’d run away from home, like he had a million times before, but this time he’d never come back. Later, Kenny Fitz’s mother would give Sammie a photograph of him to run in the Post alongside her article, and Sammie would hate to look at it. The photo was a glimpse into the past, at the grinning kid who’d one day accept a ride from a guy wearing a tweed suit. She wished she could go back in time, warn the kid, tell him to go home, hug his mom and get his shit together. But she couldn’t, and she hoped that Kenny Fitz hadn’t known what was going on at the end, that he hadn’t been aware of anything when Seever had wrapped that extension cord around his throat and tightened down for the last time. She hoped that Kenny had spent his last few moments thinking good thoughts. About his mother. Or the dog he’d left behind, who still slept on Kenny’s empty bed, his snout twitching and his paws paddling uselessly through empty air.


“Someone cared about this kid. Loved him. You know how I know?” Hoskins said this after the boy’s body had been slipped into a plastic bag and wheeled away, before they knew who he was. Hoskins hadn’t been eating much, or getting much sleep, and she could see it in his face, in the gray skin under his eyes. “It’s his teeth. That kid’s got good ones. Lots of fillings. He had braces at one point. Good teeth aren’t free. Someone paid for all that work. Someone who loved him.”


They find the eighth body the next day, while Sammie is in the kitchen, pouring herself a cup of coffee and listening to one of the technicians bitch about his job.


“When I blow my nose these days, nothing but black shit comes out. It’s filthy down there. I don’t know how much longer I can take this.”


“Sorry,” she says. She wonders how many times a day she says that single word. “It sounds terrible.”


“That’s what you should write about. How fucking bad it is down there. I feel like I’m stuck in a nightmare and I can’t wake up.”


She’d discovered, not long after starting her daily visits to Seever’s house, that it was best to let the guys complain. At first she’d tried to reason with them, to point out they were doing their jobs, that they were getting paid to hunker down in that crawl space and dig corpses out of the ground. It wasn’t like anyone was expecting them to work for free. But the men would get angry when she said things like that, so she started keeping her mouth shut, acted sympathetic and apologized when the complaints started. That went over better.


“It’ll be over soon,” she says.


“I certainly fucking hope so.”


Someone shouts from the crawl space, words that she can’t understand, and she jumps, startled, and slams her hip into the counter, hard enough to bruise. She ignores the pain and sticks her head into the laundry room, where the crowd of men are, excited and high-fiving, pumping their fists in the air.


“They found another one,” the tech says, peering over her shoulder. His breath smells like wet cardboard. “Fuck, yeah. There’re more.”


She turns slowly, goes back to the kitchen. Her coffee is knocked over, although she doesn’t remember doing it, and the mug is on its side, lazily rollicking back and forth on the counter, as if it’s being pushed by a ghost. She grabs the roll of paper towels and drops to the tile floor, trying to ignore the excited chatter from the next room as she reaches for the steaming puddle.




HOSKINS


January 5, 2009


They’ve got a crew at Seever’s house, digging up the crawl space and cataloguing everything that comes out of the ground. It’s slow work, thankless. So far they’ve found eleven bodies, and that’s only one corner of the room, in a section a few feet square. Quadrant one, they call it. Nine of the victims are women, and one matches the description of a girl who’d gone missing in Fort Collins in 1988. Twenty years, Hoskins thinks. How many people could Seever have killed in twenty years?


“I didn’t kill anyone,” Seever says. The three of them are together. Hoskins, Loren, and Seever. We are family, Hoskins thinks. I’ve got all my brothers with me. They’re in an interview room, one that’s so tight it’s claustrophobic, and the air vents blow out either hot or cold, but never a temperature that’s anywhere near comfortable. “This is all a big mistake.”


“So those eleven people we’ve pulled outta your place are a figment of my imagination?” Loren asks. He’s sitting opposite Seever at the small metal table, a cup of coffee in front of him. He hasn’t offered Seever anything. Hoskins is by the door, his arms folded over his chest. He can’t stop thinking about the last victim they pulled out. She had twine wrapped around her wrists and a scarf around her neck, one end of it crammed in her mouth. She’d choked on it, the coroner said, sucked it in and it’d snaked most of the way down her throat. She’d drowned in watered silk, the fabric printed with blooming red poppies.


“Is that all you’ve found?” Seever asks. He’s agreed to talk to them without a lawyer, isn’t all that concerned with his defense. He’s not stupid, just crazy.


“So there’re more?”


“Oh, I’m sure.”


“How many are we gonna find down there?”


“Zero.”


“How many did you murder?”


“All of them.”


Hoskins rubs his fingers across his lips. They’re dry, cracked. His hands smell like the soap in the station’s bathroom—cheap and generic, but familiar. This isn’t the first interview they’ve done with Seever, and it won’t be the last. Not by a long shot. He’s a sanctimonious son of a bitch, and he likes to play games, to toy with them. He talks in circles, sometimes telling the truth, but most are lies, bullshit made up for his own amusement. Jacky Seever’s under arrest, he’s guilty, no one in their right mind could think otherwise—but he’s still all loosey-goosey, his hair slicked back from his forehead like he’s goddamn greased lightning, an easy smile on his face like he’s got nothing to worry about. Like he expects to be heading home soon, pulling up a kitchen chair and tucking into his dinner.


“What’d you do with their fingers?” Loren asks, and it’s a good question, a valid one, because every victim that’s been carried out of the crawl space has been missing at least one. Left hand, right hand, it varied. Seever didn’t seem picky. It was a detail they hadn’t released, Hoskins had even kept it from Sammie because she’d run it in an article if she had the chance. He thinks he might love Sammie, but love doesn’t mean he’s stupid. Sammie believes people should be told everything, that nothing should be held back, but not for the common good—just her own. She would want to feed the detail of the missing fingers to the public, serve it up like a waiter carrying a silver platter and lifting away the lid with a flourish.


“Fingers?”


“Yeah, dummy. You got some weird kink with fingers? Seems to me like you prefer the middle ones—you stick them up your ass to get off?”


Seever smiles. He likes to talk, there are some times he won’t shut up, but Hoskins has a feeling they’ll never hear the truth on this, and maybe it doesn’t matter.


“I have a question,” Hoskins says. It’s the first time he’s said anything, because Loren does most of the talking in these interviews; he’s better at it, he knows what to ask. Hoskins is more like window dressing, backup if it’s needed, a witness in case something bad goes down. Someone to keep an eye on Loren, make sure he behaves.


“What’s that?” Seever asks. His eyes are greenish-brown, and there’s a bright spot of gold in his left one, under the pupil.


“Why’d you bury them all in your crawl space?” Hoskins asks. If this interview doesn’t end soon, if he doesn’t get out of this room, he’ll be sick. He felt the same way in the morgue, looking at the victims so far, their bodies laid out on the metal tables with the raised edges, so if the bodies leaked or bled there wouldn’t be a mess to clean. “Why keep them with you?”


Seever blinks.


This is the million-dollar question. Sammie asked Hoskins this the night before, when they were in his bed. She had a bowl of trail mix balanced in the crux of her thighs, and even though he hates eating in bed, hated finding the sunflower seeds and nuts in his sheets after she was gone, he lets her do it.


“If Seever hadn’t kept the—the dead people—”


“The victims,” he’d corrected her. “Or the departed. That’s what you should call them.”


“Why’d he bury them all under his house? It’s not like he has a good explanation for how all those bodies got down there. No one will ever think he’s innocent.”


“He’s not trying to convince anyone he’s innocent,” Hoskins said. “He doesn’t deny anything.”


Sammie was wearing one of his shirts, and the collar hung loosely off one shoulder. He ran his fingers along her chest, down into the dip above the delicate bone. She closed her eyes, tilted her head back so the fine line of her neck was exposed. He often wondered what Sammie was thinking.


“Did you go down to your crawl space sometimes, pay them all a little visit?” Hoskins asks now, mildly. There’s a rushing sound in his ears, and it seems like he’s looking at Seever through binoculars, but through the wrong end. Seever looks so far away and tiny, although he’s on the other side of the table, only three feet away, but he thinks that if he were to reach out and grab at Seever, his fist would swipe uselessly through empty air. “You’d go down there and gloat and laugh and jerk off?”


Seever swallows, his throat making a sharp clicking noise. Then he looks away.


“How’d you do it?” Loren asks, and Hoskins can hear the impatience in his voice, the waspy hum of anger below the surface. Maybe Seever can’t hear it, but he hasn’t worked with Loren for the last ten years, hasn’t learned to gauge Loren’s temper like you would the temperature of bathwater before climbing in. “Where’d you pick them up?”


Seever leans forward, his elbows on the table. He’s wearing one of the orange jumpsuits all the prisoners wear, and the front of it is filthy, smeared with dried food and dirt. Seever was always so particular about his clothing, and now that’s gone to shit. Incarceration isn’t nice for pretty boys. Seever props his elbows up on the table. He looks eager to talk, and Hoskins expects that they’ll get more lies out of him, more games and bragging, but instead, they get the truth.


“I got them from all over, wherever I could,” Seever says. “I never attacked anyone. They all came home with me because they wanted to.”


“I guess you expect me to believe that they wanted you to tie them up and kill them, too?” Loren asks.


Seever doesn’t answer this, just laughs, that high-pitched titter that digs right into your brain and doesn’t let go, and that’s what sets Loren off. That’s what they tell the boss man later, that Seever had laughed, he was always laughing like a maniac and Loren couldn’t stand it anymore. But it’s more than the laugh, Hoskins knows. It’s the last seven weeks they’ve spent following Seever around, watching and waiting for him to slip up so they could finally arrest him.


They were first led to him by an anonymous call; a woman gave them Seever’s name and address, said he was up to something, that she’d seen people going into the house and never coming back out. So they’d started watching him go to work and go to the bar and go home, peering at him through binoculars while he sat on the lip of his bathtub and clipped his fingernails into the toilet bowl. They started watching Seever because they had no one else to watch, no other leads, and they had to do something; the city was screaming for an explanation. Twenty-three disappearances reported in the last seven years in the Denver-metro alone. People disappeared all the time, but not like this, without witnesses or bodies, and there were stories about cults and Satan-worshipping floating around, of white slavery. Hoskins had heard the stories himself, and he’d laughed, because it was all so stupid. There had to be an explanation for all the missing people, he can remember thinking. Something sane and reasonable.


So they started following Seever, because of that one call, and they could’ve stopped at any time, but there was something that kept them after him. Because Seever was weird, there was something off about him, something wrong. It was Loren who said this, who said Seever was hiding something, that he was up to no good, he wasn’t sure Seever was behind all the missing people, but the dude was bad news. And Loren was to be trusted, he had a nose for the work, he knew how to read people. Loren didn’t like Seever, didn’t like the way he’d shake hands and hold the sweaty grip for a moment too long, didn’t like the way he’d gel his hair so the rows left behind by the comb’s teeth were still plainly visible. Loren wanted to bust Seever for something, anything, even if it wasn’t anything big, because he wanted to see the guy squirm, wanted to laugh in his face when they shoved him into a cell in his fancy suit and left him there to sleep on a cot and shit in a toilet with no seat. Oh, they could’ve busted him anytime for drinking—Seever liked to toss back a few at the bars most nights before heading home, they could’ve pulled him over a dozen different times—but Hoskins made Loren wait.


“I don’t know,” Hoskins had said. He was usually the one who plowed forward without a second thought—prepare for ramming speed, look away if you’re squeamish— but this was different, there was some niggling doubt, a pricking in his thumbs that told him to slow down, to wait. To watch. If Seever was guilty of something big—and as they spent more time watching him, Hoskins was sure this was the case—and they jumped on him too soon, he’d be lost. Seever had money, he had friends; people liked him. They could slap him with a DUI, but then they’d have to back off, because otherwise he could claim they were harassing him, that the police department was out for blood on an innocent citizen, and they’d never be able to get him for anything else. “It would probably be better to wait.”


“Bullshit,” Loren had said, smacking his palm hard against the steering wheel. They were in his car, parked outside one of Seever’s restaurants, watching the shadowed figures moving behind the glass, eating and laughing and sometimes doing nothing at all. “We could have him behind bars tonight.”


“That won’t get us into his house,” Hoskins said, drumming his fingers on the dashboard and staring out at the white stripes painted on the asphalt, as if he were bored. “Let’s say he is the one behind all these missing people. We’ll never know if we never step foot in his place. Then we’ll be the assholes who let this dipshit slip through our fingers.”


Loren wouldn’t take orders, he didn’t like to be told what to do, Hoskins had learned that not long after they became partners. Loren would only go along with something if he thought it was his own idea, so Hoskins played the game; he was the one yanking the puppet strings, although it had to be done softly, with care. None of Loren’s other partners had figured this out; Loren had stomped all over them and none of them had lasted, not until Hoskins. Because a partnership can’t work with two snarling pit bulls—one of them has to play the part of the leash.


So Loren considered, spent a day mulling the whole thing over, then went to Chief Black, said he’d thought about it, and he’d decided the best thing to do would be to wait, to keep watching Seever and look for a good time to sweep in and nab him, and the boss man agreed to give them more time. Later, people would congratulate Loren on having that kind of foresight, on knowing when it was best to pull back, on having such good instincts, and Loren never once tried to correct anyone. Hoskins wasn’t mad—that was life with Loren, what he’d come to expect. You had to give a lot to Loren to get a little, and the glory wasn’t as important to Hoskins as it was to do his job the right way. The ends justify the means, or, like his father used to say, it doesn’t matter what you put in your mouth, it’s all shit in the end.


Be vewy, vewy quiet, Loren would whisper when they were parked across from Seever’s house at night, struggling not to fall asleep. We’re hunting wabbits.


It was funny at first, and then later, not so much.


Seven weeks of Elmer Fudd, seven weeks of watching Seever shovel food down his mouth-hole and stroll out to the curb to check his mail and chat with the neighbors, who all seemed to like Seever, who thought he was a pretty damn good guy. It was all going nowhere. Loren was persuasive but he wouldn’t be able to convince Chief Black to let them watch this one guy forever. They needed a break. And they got one: a nineteen-year-old girl named Carrie Simms, the only person who’d ever managed to escape the crawl space.


But those seven weeks of Seever before Simms strolled into the station, fifty hours a week of him, sometimes more, there were nights Hoskins would dream about Seever slipping into bed with him, his hand hot and inviting when it snaked over his hip, reaching for his dick, and it didn’t matter how hard Hoskins fought, he couldn’t get free of him. They’d only been watching Seever, but he’d still managed to worm his way into their heads like a parasite, and Hoskins knew that was the real reason Loren jumped out of his chair and punched Seever right in the face, making his nose crunch flat and blood spray everywhere. Loren didn’t do it because Seever was a killer—they’d arrested plenty of those before, men who’d done terrible things to their wives and children and complete strangers—but because Seever was like the chorus of a terrible song, set on infinite replay. He was the awful taste caught in the back of your mouth, the one that can’t be rinsed away. The bloodstain in the carpet that won’t ever come out.


Hoskins grabs the back of Loren’s shirt and hauls him back, the two of them stumbling clumsily together, and Seever’s shrieking, one hand clamped over his gushing nose, and he’s looking right at Hoskins, because Loren’s out of it, his eyes are closed and his lips are moving, counting slowly back from ten like the department psych told him to do when he felt ready to lose his shit.


“This isn’t over,” Seever screams. His voice is thick and syrupy from the blood pouring down his throat and over his lips to the collar of his jumpsuit, but Hoskins can understand him perfectly. “It’ll never be over.”




SAMMIE


February 21, 2009


Thirty-one. That’s how many bodies they have when the crawl space is all dug through and the backyard is plowed up and the concrete floor in the garage has been smashed to pieces and trucked away.


“I hate that bastard,” Hoskins says. He’s tired, big bags hanging under his eyes. He’s been spending lots of time with Seever, hours and hours of interviews and questions, just the two of them, because Seever won’t talk in front of Loren anymore. Hoskins doesn’t tell her much, but she knows that Seever told him where to dig under his garage, and they’d found a skeleton there, that he’d been brought out to his house to show them the area in his yard where he’d buried another. “If I have to spend one more minute with that bastard, I’m going to lose my shit.”


She doesn’t say anything to that, because she always liked Seever, she still can’t believe he’s a killer. But you can never know what one person is capable of, she thinks. Like her husband. Dean isn’t stupid; he knows something’s going on, he’s been watching her. He doesn’t trust her anymore, and that bothers her, although it probably shouldn’t, because why should he? Look what she’s doing—to him, to their marriage. And to Hoskins. She can’t forget Hoskins, who is tired and cranky most days, is not as often in the mood for sex but still clings to her. He’s the kind of man who needs a woman in his life. If they’d met years before, she might’ve ended up with Hoskins instead of Dean, but thinking that makes her feel idiotic, because why should she always think about her life in terms of men? But she’s never been without one, not since her first kiss in the seventh grade, and maybe she’s like Hoskins—she can’t live without a man in her life. But she doesn’t have one man, she has two, and something’s bound to give sooner or later, it’s only a matter of time. Dean’s asking questions and Hoskins is pressuring her to file for divorce, to move in with him, and she can’t commit either way, because someone’ll end up hurt, and is it so bad this way? It’s the first time in her life that she doesn’t want more, she’d be happy if things would stay the same, but then Hoskins makes the choice for her, says he’s met someone else, that it’s serious.


“What’s her name?” Sammie asks. She hadn’t thought it would be this way. She should be the one breaking up with him, that’s how she’d always imagined it happening. Not this, over dinner, with another couple at the next table, eating silently, and she knows they’re listening, and there won’t be any tears or screams from her; Hoskins picked the perfect spot to do this, to escape unscathed. Without a scene.


“That’s not important.”


“It is to me.” But why should it be? she thinks. Isn’t this what she was looking for, this chance to step cleanly out of this relationship and back into her marriage? There’s no reason to hang on. There’s no reason to go to Seever’s house anymore; there are other stories to write, it’s time to let go.


“You don’t like me seeing other women?” Hoskins says, smiling. “You go home to your husband but it’s not okay if I have a girlfriend?”


“I never said that. I just want to know her name.”


“If you don’t want me seeing anyone else, move in with me. Leave him.”


“I can’t do that. You know I can’t do that.”


“Yes, you can. Pack yourself a bag of clothes and leave. I can buy you whatever else you need.” This is Hoskins in a nutshell, she thinks. He wants to be the hero. If he lived in the Old West, he’d be wearing a white ten-gallon hat and she’d be hog-tied on the train track, screaming her fucking head off. “I’ll take care of you.”


She doesn’t think there’s another woman. There can’t be. Hoskins has spent every moment of the last few months wrapped up in Seever, and in her. He hasn’t had time to meet anyone else. He’s making this up, she thinks. So she’ll get jealous and leave Dean. Hoskins wants to settle down, he’s told her that before. And she wonders why she always meets men like this, her whole life it’s been this way—men who want more than she has to give. Where are all the men who want nothing but sex, to have some fun and move on?


“I need to go,” she says, yanking her napkin off her lap and cramming it right down on her salad, smush, so she hears the lettuce leaves crack under the pressure.


“Were you listening to anything I said?” Hoskins asks.


“Yeah.”


“And?”


“I don’t know.”


“You don’t know what?”


“I don’t know.”


“So that’s it?” he says. “You’re all done with me?”


“No.”


“Then leave him. Come home with me.”


“I can’t.”


“I don’t understand.” And he wouldn’t, she thinks. He doesn’t know what it’s like to be married to a nice man, a good man who makes her happy most days, and then have Hoskins, who she might love, but she can’t leave Dean, because that choice would be irreversible, and what if it turned out to be the wrong one? It’s not as if she could take it back. She’s right in the middle, and it’s safe there. She has her cake and she eats it too, like her mother would say if she knew all this was going on, but her mother would die if she did find out. Die of shame. She’d never be able to show her face in church again, that’s what she’d say. I have a whore daughter and I’m never getting into heaven. “You got what you wanted, I guess? You got the story, you’re getting the good assignments, and now you’re done?”


“No.” She shakes her head and bites on the pad of her thumb, but the truth is that she is getting the good assignments, that now Dan Corbin considers her a serious journalist. She gets calls from other reporters at other papers, hoping to squeeze information out of her, asking for her contacts, her sources, when it wasn’t all that long ago that she was the one making the calls. She owes it all to Hoskins, but there’s something inside her that hardens when she thinks about that. She’s a miser, loath to give up anything to pay her debt. Especially when she knows exactly what Hoskins wants—he wants her. “That’s not how it is.”


“You’d lie to get anything you want,” Hoskins says, and he stands up fast enough that his drink knocks over, spilling water all over everything, and a waiter rushes forward, wanting to help, to save the meal, but that seems as if it’s happening far away, completely separate from this moment. “God, you’re an ugly bitch.”


Later, at home, Sammie will cry over what Hoskins has said. It isn’t the part about being a liar that hurts, because she is a liar, she already knows that. But who isn’t? Mostly it’s the ugly thing that’ll bother her. Because she’s not ugly. Everyone, her entire life, has told her how pretty she is, how beautiful. It’s a part of who she is; it’s as much of her identity as her fingerprints or the freckle on her right hip. Her beauty has been the one thing she can count on, her fallback when everything else is going wrong. She has never had anyone call her ugly, and it hurts, although a part of her thinks that Hoskins is right, that she is ugly, that everyone sees it and tells her the opposite, she doesn’t know any better.


“This isn’t over,” Hoskins says, vaguely, not really looking at her but over her shoulder, and it scares her—if they weren’t in public, if the couple beside them wasn’t openly staring now, not even pretending to mind their own business, if the waiter wasn’t hovering over the table, patting down the wet spots he can reach, she might’ve screamed. Because those aren’t Hoskins’s words. They’re Seever’s, that’s what Hoskins had told her, that Seever had said that, it was his catchphrase, he repeated it every time they spoke. “This’ll never be over.”


Then he leaves, turns and walks off, out of the restaurant and into the warmth of the afternoon. The couple hurriedly go back to their meal and the waiter starts clearing the table, everyone is busy not looking at her, Move along folks, nothing to see here, and she feels like she’s been slapped, stunned, and she wishes someone would look at her, even if it is with pity, but no one does. It’s like she’s not even there at all.




GLORIA


March 17, 2009


On Tuesdays she goes to the grocery store, stocks up her fridge with plastic totes of salad greens and skim milk and ground coffee. She still hasn’t gotten used to shopping for one—it’s strange, not to buy all the things Jacky used to eat, the potatoes and cheeses and gallons of rocky-road ice cream. And all the red meat. She hardly ever eats meat now. There are even times she forgets to eat altogether, when she’ll come into the kitchen in the morning for a cup of hot tea and find it completely untouched, and she’ll realize that she didn’t eat at all the day before. This never fails to surprise her, because it doesn’t seem like eating is something a person could forget. She doesn’t buy much at the grocery for that reason, and even so it sometimes goes to waste, the lettuce leaves melting into black goo at the bottom of the produce drawer, the quarts of milk separated and sour.


It’s Tuesday, but she’s not going to buy food. Instead she’s going home, to the big house on the northeast corner of Sycamore Street, the brick place on a quarter-acre lot with the thirty-foot evergreen planted right outside the front door. That tree cost a small fortune to plant, and the roots would break into the foundation and the sewage lines at some point, but she’d once told Jacky that she wanted to live in a house with a big tree right outside the front door, and he’d stored that information away, kept it for later. Jacky always had a good memory for those kinds of things, and he loved surprises, and she was surprised when he bought the house, even more surprised when she woke up to the sound of men planting the tree in the yard a week after they moved in. Jacky liked to make her happy, he said that was a husband’s main job. To make his wife smile.


“I’m sorry for all the times I’ve made you cry,” he had said, a week before he was arrested. She was packing, carefully laying out outfits and rolling up socks to tuck into the shoes already in her open suitcase. They’d done a lot of traveling over the years of their marriage, and she’d become an expert at packing. Toiletries in gallon freezer bags, in case they exploded, which they were so apt to do when flying into Denver. A pillbox to keep her jewelry in, the compartments keeping the necklaces from getting tangled. Socks tucked into shoes to save space.


“What was that?” She’d been busy with her packing, trying to keep all the last-minute details straight. She was going on a trip with her mother, to see the arch in St. Louis, or farther on, to Chicago. The trip had been Jacky’s idea, and later, she realized that he’d been so adamant about her going because he knew what was going to happen and he didn’t want her around to see him arrested. “I’m sorry, I wasn’t listening.”


“I’m sorry for the times I made you cry,” Jacky had repeated, slowly. He was sitting in the armchair by the window, looking out on their quiet street. There was a car parked at the corner, the same place it’d been every day for the last few weeks, and she could see the shoulder of the man sitting behind the wheel, his fingers drumming on the dash. She hadn’t said anything to Jacky about the car and the men who were always around, but she knew he already knew, and that they were cops. She knew that by the clothes they wore, the way they wouldn’t meet her eyes when she drove by. They’d been married for almost thirty years but Jacky still thought she was oblivious, that she didn’t notice the little things. It was the running joke between them, and she’d always gone along with it, but she’d noticed the cops, their shifty eyes and their suit jackets that were cut too loose around the waists to hide their weapons, and she’d known something was going on.


“What’re you talking about?” she’d asked, but he hadn’t answered her, that’s the way Jacky was sometimes, he’d move from one thing to another before she had time to catch up. He’d ignored her question and helped her pack, and she didn’t remember that he’d said it until he called her from jail. She had spent a lot of time crying in the early years of their marriage, but after Jacky was arrested, she didn’t cry at all.
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