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  Dedication




  For my children




  Prologue




  Gavin Cutter laid aside his brushes and turned to watch the ship. She’d distracted him from his painting since the boat first hove into sight from around the headland three miles off.




  She was the type of boat he loved, old but still trim and graceful. Yet it was her peculiar behavior and not her appearance that drew his attention now. Cutter sensed it before he saw the vessel was in trouble.




  The day had dawned clear, the clouds on the horizon diminishing and the glass on the rise this morning. In the wake of the previous night’s storm only a light wind blew with a moderate ground swell running. He saw no reason for the erratic manner in which the ship yawed—unless there was no one at the wheel.




  The ship drifted out on the tide, sails floating in the breeze.




  Suddenly the ketch swung around, pitched a moment in the swell, then came running for the bank of Claymore Spit.




  Now the ship attracted the attention of a woman walking a dog along the beach below him. She yelled something he couldn’t hear to a group of fishermen who were overhauling a boat drawn up on shore. The men ran toward the water’s edge, shouting and waving their arms and caps.




  Squinting slightly myopic eyes in the glare from off the sea, Cutter watched in horror as the vessel sliced through the outer breakers and came bearing down on the reef. Shutting the lid of his paint box, Cutter groped for his binoculars.




  He saw no one at the wheel or on deck. Unless she dropped anchor or hove to soon, she would surely crash.




  Cutter raced over the dunes, knowing it was too late.




  There was a splintering crash as the ketch plowed onto the sandbar and he saw the violent lurch of her masts.




  Reaching her before the fishermen, Cutter climbed aboard. The wind sang in the rigging and beat against the sails, driving the bow deeper into the sand. She listed slightly to starboard and he knew she must be taking on water. Cutter tilted his head, listening, but heard no sound from below.




  “Where’s the crew?” one of the fishermen asked, clambering up behind him.




  “Damned if I know.”




  Balancing carefully on the slanting deck, rocked by the waves slamming against the stern, the two of them checked topside. The sails were set, except for the outer jib. The steering wheel was lashed. The binnacle had been knocked off kilter and the glass broken, though the compass was in place. A lifeboat hung in the davits and the ladder and gangway were still stowed.




  They called out and had no response.




  Another man joined them aboard. Together, they went below.




  The stove in the galley was still warm. A pot of soup on the stove had boiled dry. A rack holding dishes sat on the table which had not been laid.




  The quarters were shipshape except for the master’s where the bed was unmade, drawers pulled out, and clothing, books, and papers scattered over the floor in disarray. A strong odor of stale tobacco pervaded the room, mixed with the tang of salt blown on the wind through an open port.




  “Where the hell are they?” one of the fishermen asked, scratching at his scalp. “What the devil happened?”




  Despite the disorder, nothing obvious appeared to be missing. The captain’s, or owner’s, wallet, bulging with bills and an assortment of credit cards, lay on a dresser along with an expensive-looking watch. A chair beside it was overturned, but the ship’s log, a sextant, and chronometer sat on the desk atop several charts. Cutter checked and found the radio in working order.




  “Doesn’t make sense,” he said, shaking his head.




  As they came out of the cabin, a dog limped up to them from aft. The dog thrust its muzzle against Cutter’s leg, whining.




  Chapter 1




  A blond young man in a suit and carrying a briefcase stood at Cutter’s door awaiting a response to his knock. Impatient, the man leaned forward, peering through the screen-door. It was too dark to see into the room beyond but he thought he discerned a low growl from within. Thinking Cutter might be ill and unable to answer, he tried the door. It was unlocked. He pulled it ajar and called out, “Captain Cutter?” Not getting a reply, he stepped inside.




  A dog flew at him out of the darkness, snarling and snapping.




  The young man flung himself back against the door. “What the shit? No…no!” he cried.




  “Stay!” a stern voice commanded and the dog backed off with a final defiant growl.




  With the scratch of a match, a lamp glowed up on a nearby table. A man moved toward him from around the table. A big man, rangy rather than heavy, clad in a ratty tee-shirt, patched and tattered chinos, both spattered with paint. The man moved fluidly, light on his feet like a boxer. His short hair and beard were bristly and neither appeared to have had the attention of comb or barber for some time.




  The man raised a pair of horn-rimmed glasses that hung on a throng around his neck and put them on. He studied the intruder intently, his eyes curious, not menacing.




  The other blinked, swallowed. “Captain Cutter?” he inquired again, hoping the quaver he imagined wasn’t apparent in his voice.




  “Surname’s right, but I have no claim to the rank,” Cutter said in a deep, friendly tone. “Have you come for a painting?”




  “No, sir.”




  “Antiques then?”




  The young man shook his head, eyes moving from Cutter to the dog which stood at his side, hackles raised, teeth still bared. Cutter hovered over him and momentarily he couldn’t find his voice.




  “What? Who are you?”




  Swallowing again, he managed, “Flood. T. J. Flood.”




  “I was in the back. Thought I heard a car pull up.”




  “I’m with Edgecomb-Smythe Insurance. I didn’t mean to disturb you.” Flood looked around him. They were in a sort of ante-room jammed wall-to-wall with antique furniture, clocks, china and glass, and a variety of maritime curios.




  “Still might be disturbing me if you’re here to sell me a policy.”




  “I’m an investigator, not a salesman.”




  Cutter’s brow wrinkled. “Investigator? I don’t recall that I have a policy with your firm.”




  “It’s not you I’m investigating,” Flood began. Then he glanced warily at the hound which now sniffed at his shoe.




  “Don’t worry. She’s just checking you out. Curious. Like me.”




  “Yes. Hum—you were one of the witnesses to the grounding of the Sandra Haviland, weren’t you?”




  “Just getting around to that? Why, it must be—what—over a year?”




  Flood nodded. “Nearly. The firm’s slow in paying off claims when a wreck is so—unusual.”




  “That’s putting it politely,” Cutter said with a snort. “It was right up there with the Mary Celeste and Carroll Deering. No apparent reason for having abandoned ship. No sign of collision or violence. Yet the captain, the owner, and two seamen gone without a trace.”




  Flood nodded again. “A real puzzler. The Coast Guard searched for weeks; not a sign of any of them. The radio was working, yet no distress calls were made. Is this the dog?” he asked, glancing at her.




  “The only survivor,” Cutter told him, stooping to pet the dog, which appeared to be some uncertain breed mixed with German shepherd. The dog, relaxed now, wagged her tail. “If only she could talk.”




  “I was hoping you might tell me what you saw. I realize it’s late. I had a hard time finding your place. If another time…”




  Cutter shrugged his shoulders. “I talked to the Coast Guard and police at the time. I suppose there are reports.”




  “I have copies of those. I was hoping there might be something more, something that might not have seemed important at the time.”




  “It was a long time ago. I’m not even certain what all I said then.”




  “We could go over the reports to refresh your memory,” Flood said. He paused to check his watch. “It is getting late. If you’d rather wait until another time…”




  “Time’s not a problem. I’m a night owl. But I don’t know how much I could add.”




  “Besides the dog, did you remove anything else from the boat?”




  Cutter scowled at him. “I may be poor, but I’m not a thief.”




  “I didn’t mean—”




  Raising a hand, Cutter gave him a thin smile. “I know. Just doing your job.” He shrugged. “Dog kind of adopted me. Couldn’t leave her behind. We took off the log, charts, and instruments. I was afraid the spray coming over the side would damage the papers.”




  “We meaning the men who boarded her with you?”




  “Right. We took the wallet from the cabin, too. Turned everything over to the sheriff’s men—except for the dog. I assume they removed everything else. Say, would you like a cup of coffee? I have some brewing in back,” he said, gesturing toward a doorway behind him. “As long as we’re talking we might as well be comfortable.”




  Flood followed him back down a hallway and into a large room bright with several Aladdin lamps and with a fire blazing on the hearth. Cutter gestured him to a wicker chair by the fireplace and disappeared through another doorway. The dog curled up in its bed near the fireplace, calm but still watching the stranger.




  The room faced the sea and the surf vibrated the glass of two open windows whose curtains billowed in a slight breeze. Despite the ventilation, the air in the room was thick with the mingled odors of turpentine, linseed oil, and paint. Flood dropped his briefcase and sank back in the chair, scanning his surroundings. The room was sparsely furnished save for bookcases running around the walls and paintings of varied sizes hung over and between them on every free space. An unfinished large painting of rocks and crashing surf stood on an easel by the window, a taboret table with a paint box and jars of brushes beside it. Flood was no connoisseur of art but he thought these paintings rather good.




  The dog lifted its head once, a growl rumbling in her throat. But she didn’t move from her position and Flood relaxed, assuming the dog’s sensitive hearing had picked up something beyond human hearing.




  Cutter returned with a tray which he placed on a table next to Flood’s chair. He handed him a mug. “There’s milk and sugar if you need it,” he said, pointing to the tray.




  Cutter took his own mug and went to stand by the fireplace. “Now, where were we?”




  The dog leapt up, grumbling, as they were interrupted by the banging of the screen door, followed by a clatter in the hallway. As they looked up, a girl barged through the doorway, shoving a large suitcase before her. The dog crossed the room to her, tail switching.




  “When are you going to get electricity?” the girl demanded, letting the suitcase fall at her feet and kneeling to pet the dog. “I barked my shin coming down the hall.”




  “When I can afford it,” Cutter said, moving toward her. “What are you doing here?”




  “You don’t have a phone, you don’t write, you don’t come to see me. How am I supposed to know you’re all right?” She rose and stood, legs spread, feet flat, hands on her hips, glaring at Cutter.




  “I just spoke to you—”




  “A month ago.”




  “No.”




  “Yes.”




  Cutter stopped in mid-stride, arms slack at his side, head hung, nibbling at his lip like a scolded school boy.




  Flood looked from one to the other, confused. He turned his attention back to the girl. Despite her brusque behavior, he thought her very attractive. Tall and slim with her dark hair short in one of those boyish cuts, she wore a white polo top and blue bike shorts that accentuated her long bronzed legs. Her big blue eyes blazed in the light as she tapped one sneakered foot.




  “Dee,” Cutter said, starting toward her again.




  “I don’t know how you can live like this…”




  Cutter stopped. “Accommodations like these were good enough for Winslow Homer. I suppose they’re good enough for me.”




  “…like a hermit.”




  “I’m not a hermit. I have real friends here.”




  “Hmph. Smelly fishermen. That woman.”




  Somewhat irritated but more perplexed by her behavior, Flood squirmed in the chair which squeaked under his weight.




  “Hello,” she said, seeming to notice him for the first time. “He doesn’t look like the others I’ve found hanging around here,” she said to Cutter. “Is he a dealer?”




  Setting aside his cup, Flood rose.




  “I’m sorry,” Cutter said. “This is Mr. Flood. He’s an insurance agent.”




  “Investigator,” Flood corrected.




  “Whatever,” Cutter said, swiveling his head to face him. “This is my daughter, Delia, who only acts this way when she wants to agitate me.”




  “I don’t…”




  “Normally she’s a pretty decent sort.”




  “Really, I am,” Delia said, coming closer. “I hope you’ll excuse…” Then she saw the unfinished painting and halted beside it. “Say, this is really good.”




  “You like it?” Cutter asked, starting toward her again. “I think I’m starting to get the feel of the place, seeing the light as it really is.” His eyes sparkled with excitement as he spoke.




  “And—are you selling anything?”




  He shrugged. “A few things. This isn’t exactly a tourist Mecca, thank God.”




  “You need to show Daddy. You’ll never get anywhere otherwise.”




  Flood moved toward them. “If I could—” he started.




  “No!” they shouted in unison. Then, seeing his shocked expression, both laughed.




  “I’m sorry,” Cutter said, coming over and laying a hand on the young man’s shoulder. “You seem to have got caught in the middle of our little brawl.”




  “Please. Forgive my insanity,” Delia said, nodding.




  Flashing her a smile, Flood told Cutter, “I was going to suggest I come back another time.”




  “Suit yourself. I don’t know if there’s anything else I can tell you, though.”




  “Maybe, maybe not. But there’s one more thing I need to tell you before I go.”




  “What’s that?”




  “Mrs. Myers wants the claim for the ship paid to you. Somewhere in the neighborhood of a hundred thousand.”




  It was Cutter’s turn to look startled. “Dollars? What? Why me? I wasn’t the only one went aboard, and there was nothing we could do.”




  “You were the one rescued the dog.”




  Chapter 2




  Delia lay awake a long time, listening to the sough of the wind around the eaves, the rattle of the surf on the cobble beach, mostly absorbed in her own thoughts. She hadn’t told her father the real reason for her visit and was in no hurry to do so.




  Her thoughts went back to yesterday and that brought tears to her eyes. Choking back the sob constricting in her throat, Dee swore she wasn’t going to cry again. Yet, she couldn’t control the emotion that racked her soul and left her bereft.




  If only she’d known! But how were you ever to know what would happen when you allowed yourself to think you were in love?




  Some words of Emily Dickinson came to her out of the darkness:




  

    

      You left me boundaries of pain




      Capacious as the sea,




      Between eternity and time,




      Your consciousness and me.


    


  




  Why had she been such a fool?




  The tears came now. She snuffled them back, lay still as a stone with her forearm draped across her eyes.




  The bed creaked, there was a whine, a warm tongue against her flesh. Ketch. Dee reached out and put her arms around the dog. “Good girl, good girl,” she whispered. “Thank you for caring.” The dog snuggled up to her, warm and friendly, whimpering happily.




  Yesterday Dee had hoped for that closeness with another person. Tonight that was gone, gone forever.




  When she’d ordered a cup of coffee in Rose’s Café, Kathy, the counter girl, tried to force a piece of strawberry cake on her. Dee told her she wasn’t hungry. “Come on,” Kathy had said, “it’s fresh. A girl like you don’t need no diet.”




  “You have a point, but I’m not hungry,” Dee said, pausing at the end of the steam counter, looking for a free table. She didn’t want to sit with any of the other Chronicle people if she didn’t have to, but it looked like all of them had cleared out.




  “Well, you oughta try it anyway,” Kathy persisted.




  Spotting an empty table, Dee moved toward it, ignoring Kathy.




  She pulled a chair up to the table and sat. She dropped two lumps of sugar into the coffee and stirred it. She took a sip and burned her tongue. Too damned hot. She got up and went back to the counter and asked Kathy for a glass of water.




  “I thought you changed your mind about the cake,” Kathy said, handing her the water.




  Dee smiled. “You worry an awful lot about that damned cake,” she said. “Why don’t you eat it?”




  “Me? I gotta worry about my diet.”




  Dee laughed with her and returned to the table. She poured a little water into the coffee and tried it again. That was better.




  He came in then, got his coffee and sat down opposite her.




  Delia wasn’t sure what it was about Grant Lawrence that first attracted her to him. He wasn’t a particularly handsome man. He had a rugged, outdoorsy look about him, though he was much too thin to be considered athletic. He was tall and slow in his movements. A quiet—almost shy—and gentle man. He’d never bantered with her like the other men on staff. But he was the only one of them she could really talk with. He was serious and profound. He saw through her playful behavior with the others and he knew her as they did not.




  You could never force conversation on him. The gaze from his dark eyes, which never seemed to miss a thing, followed you around a room and you couldn’t be sure what he was thinking. If you approached and tried to strike up a conversation, he’d ignore you.




  You had to wait him out. You had to wait for a signal. It was an almost telepathic thing with them now. She knew exactly what to look for. There would be a glimmer of light in those dark eyes and one side of his lips would arc into a half smile and you would know he wanted to talk. You would go to him and offer your attention and he would talk.




  She loved to hear him talk and hung on his every word. His quiet, baritone voice had a soothing, almost mesmeric affect on her.




  He had that talk look now as he sat opposite her. She knew he would talk soon and she dreaded what he would say.




  The words had come and they weren’t what she wanted to hear and that had precipitated her flight here.




  And now she lay in a lonely bed in her father’s house, hugging a dog instead of the man she thought she’d loved.




  Chapter 3




  Flood gave a timorous knock at the door and took a quick step back. His reflex was based on Cutter’s unexpected reaction to his announcement last night and uncertainty about how he’d be received this morning.




  He was considering whether to knock again or go away when Dee opened the door, looking as fresh and lovely as he remembered except now she wore a long-sleeved maroon scoop-neck tee and denim cutoffs and her slim feet were bare. Thoughts of her had kept him awake for too much of the night and he imagined he must look haggard and dismal in comparison.




  “I was afraid you weren’t coming,” she said with a smile that dazzled him.




  “I almost didn’t.”




  “Did you forget I invited you for breakfast?”




  “No, but your father—”




  “Don’t worry. He’s calmed down,” she said, ushering him inside.




  “Will he take the money?”




  Leading him through the ante room, Dee glanced at him with another of those enticing smiles. “I don’t know about that. He’s pretty stubborn.”




  They came to a nook off the kitchen where a small table was laid with three places. She gestured for him to take a seat and went back into the kitchen.




  “But why?” he asked as Delia returned with a platter of eggs and bacon. “The woman wants him to have it.”




  After another trip for toast and a pot of coffee, she sat down opposite him. “Help yourself,” she said. “I don’t understand that.”




  “What?”




  “Why she wants him to have the money,” Dee said, ladling eggs onto her plate. “All he did was take the dog off the boat and home.”




  Flood shook his head, preparing his own plate. “Who knows about rich people. Maybe that was a heroic act to her. From what I gather she’s some kind of animal nut. House full of shelter-rescued dogs, cats, and other critters. Guess she was touched by what your father did.”




  “Was it her dog?”




  “No. At first they thought it belonged to one of the crew. That turned out to be wrong, too.”




  “Well then, whose dog was she?”




  Flood shrugged. “Haven’t a clue. Maybe she was a stray they picked up before sailing. Say, where’s your father anyhow? Isn’t he joining us?”




  “Probably off sketching somewhere,” she said, spreading butter on her toast. “He’ll be back.” She took a bite, showing white, even teeth.




  Flood watched her, ignoring his own food. The sun coming through the windows behind him made a glowing aura around her. Despite the delicious aroma of the food, Flood was oblivious to hunger, the sight of her all the sustenance he desired for the moment.




  Noticing, she blushed. “Aren’t you going to eat?” she asked, putting a napkin to her lips.




  A clock gonged eight somewhere in another room.




  Embarrassed, Flood reached for his fork, mumbling, “Sorry. I didn’t mean to stare. I was just wondering…”




  “Yes?”




  “I don’t know a thing about you.”




  She touched him with one of those delightful smiles that told him his gauche behavior was forgiven. “What do you want to know?”




  “Everything.”




  She laughed. “That’s a lot to ask over breakfast.”




  It was his turn to smile. “You did invite me. And the day is young.”




  “We were discussing business.”




  “I hoped we might get beyond that.”




  “Your eggs are getting cold,” she told him, then added, “We still might.”




  Optimistic, Flood attacked his food.




  “It is a lot of money,” Dee said after a moment. “Don’t you think it’s odd she’d offer all that money when it wasn’t even her dog?”




  Flood nodded. “To us. I guess not to her. Like I said, she’s supposed to have a real soft spot for animals and people who treat them right.”




  “Who is this Mrs. Myers anyway? What’s she like?”




  “I’ve never met her. All I know is what my supervisor told me. She’s old money—a ton of it. From what I hear, her and her husband are—were—total opposites. They met in college. She was a latter-day flower child—peace, love and all that, including acid-tripping in her younger years. Her husband was the total nerd in school, a computer whiz.”




  “Opposites attract, so they say.”




  “Yeah. Anyway, her father, Nathaniel Haviland, approved of the match. Maybe he thought marriage to a suit and tie conservative would put her on an even keel. Whatever his reasons, Haviland put up the money for Ronald Myers—that’s the husband—to start his company. Myers Dynamics has become one of the biggest computer firms in New England. Sandra narrowed her eccentricities to animals and causes related to them. They had no kids but, from all reports, the marriage was otherwise normal.”




  “Until the husband decides to go sailing and disappears with his crew. Sounds like a story to me.”




  “Story?”




  “I’m a reporter.”




  “Ah, so I learn something about you. Where?”




  “Never mind. Go on.”




  “Where?”




  “A small daily upstate. Come on, did she have him offed?”




  “You’ve been watching too much television,” Flood said with a laugh. “For what? I told you, she had all the money. Daddy left her everything, including controlling interest in Ronald’s company.”




  “Maybe he didn’t like that, or got tired of all her pets. Maybe he ran off with his mistress.”




  “And took the crew along?” Flood shook his head. “There was no mistress as far as we know. His going sailing is puzzling, though.”




  “How’s that?”




  “The Sandra Haviland was the old man’s boat.”




  “It was named for her?”




  Flood shook his head. “Her mother. Nathaniel used to race it when he was young, practically lived aboard later. Ronald Myers, on the other hand, hated sailing. They say he got seasick walking across a bridge.”




  “Then there is something…”




  “Strange? Yes. That he went sailing. Yes, that he and the crew disappeared into thin air. But not about Sandra Haviland Myers wanting to give your father the claim. There’s something else I didn’t get to explain to him last night.”




  “What might that be?” Cutter asked, coming in.




  “Where’s Ketch?” Dee asked. “That’s what he named the dog,” she added for Flood’s benefit.




  “Outside,” Cutter said, laying his sketch pad and a long-billed fishing cap on the sideboard. He pulled up a chair. “Any more eggs?”




  “I’ll make some,” Dee told him, going off to the kitchen.




  Cutter poured coffee, then turned to Flood. “What didn’t you tell me?”




  “The money isn’t an outright gift. She wants you to go on caring for the dog. She also wants you to do her a painting of the boat. It was part of her life for a long time. Since it was destroyed, I guess she wants the painting as a memorial.”




  Cutter shook his head. “I don’t take commissions, and I don’t want the money.”




  “Think it over. My investigation isn’t finished, so the company isn’t ready to pay out yet. It’s a lot of money.”




  “Too much. It would upset my standard of living.”




  “What standard?” Dee asked, poking her head through the doorway. “Come on, Daddy. You wouldn’t even have an income if it wasn’t for your antiques sideline. This is a chance to put your career on track. You could hire an agent—”




  “My career isn’t about money. Let the poor woman keep it. Or give it to the others who witnessed the wreck. If the woman’s nostalgic about the ship, tell her I’ll do a painting at my normal price but I won’t be bought.”




  “As I told your daughter, Mrs. Myers isn’t living in poverty. She’s loaded. The claim for the ship is small potatoes for her. There are liability claims for the crew and there’s a substantial life insurance policy on her husband. She could write it all off and not put a dent in her own standard of living.




  “What you choose to do about the money she’s offering isn’t my concern. I’m only obligated to tell you. Nothing can be paid until my job’s complete. The life claims can’t be paid until there’s a determination of deaths. The wreck claim can be paid if I find evidence to substantiate it was an accident and not barratry.”




  “Of course it was an accident,” Cutter said. “There was a storm the night before. They were probably all swept over board and the ship grounded herself.”




  “Probably. But no bodies were found. I have to rule out the possibility of fraud or foul play. I have to go over all the details of what you and the two fishermen—Burrows and Jackson—saw.”




  “What about the woman?” Cutter asked.




  “Woman? What woman?”




  “The one on the beach. The woman walking the dog.”




  Flood gave him a quizzical look. “This is the first I’ve heard anything about a woman,” he said.




  Chapter 4




  “You’ll have to ask them,” Cutter said, pouring a second cup of coffee.




  “Burrows and Jackson?”




  “Right. Maybe they know her. All I know is there was a woman with a dog on the beach. From where I stood I couldn’t tell whether she was someone I knew or not. She yelled something to the men, alerted them to the ship. I’m sure one of us must have mentioned it to the police. Are you sure there was nothing in the reports?”




  “Nothing I remember,” Flood said. “Maybe the sheriff forgot it.”




  Cutter gave him a sharp glance. “You big city fellows might see him as a yokel but Wilkie Gleason doesn’t strike me as the kind to overlook anything. I’ve only met him a few times, but I think he’s pretty efficient.”




  Flood started to reply. Then, catching a signal from Dee, he let the remark slide. “Where can I find him?”




  “Over to Brasher. That’s the county seat.”




  “Do you know these fishermen?”




  “Sure. They live here in the village.”




  “Could you introduce me? If I spoke to the three of you together it would save time and we could see if anything else was overlooked.”




  “I can arrange it. You’re not going to talk to them dressed like that, though, are you?”




  Puzzled, Flood looked himself over. He’d changed from his suit to slacks and a jacket and didn’t understand what Cutter was getting at.




  “They may respect you, but they won’t talk to you dressed like that,” Cutter said.




  “It’s company policy. We’re supposed to look professional.”




  “These are simple folk. They’re suspicious of people who wear suits and ties when they’re not going to church or a funeral. Think you might be a salesman or, worse, government. Better get some jeans or something.”




  “There’s a mini-mall in Brasher if you don’t have other clothes with you,” Dee put in.




  “Fine. I’m going to run over and see Sheriff Gleason. I’ll pick up something then.”




  “Mind if I go with you?” Dee asked. “There are some things I need, too.”




  “Great. Glad for the company—that is, if your dad doesn’t mind you riding with a suit.”
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