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Acclaim for THE QUEEN OF SUSPENSE #1
New York Times Bestselling
Author MARY HIGGINS CLARK

TWO LITTLE GIRLS IN BLUE

“Bestseller Clark is at her best when writing of crime against children, as shown in this chilling tale of kidnapping, murder, and telepathy.”

—Publishers Weekly

NO PLACE LIKE HOME

“Mary Higgins Clark’s awesome gift for storytelling has always been the secret of her strength as a suspense novelist. But let’s credit her as well for something more subtle—her intuitive grasp of the anxieties of everyday life that can spiral into full-blown terror. In [No Place Like Home], this canny writer . . . comes up with a cunning variation on the haunted-house theme.”

—The New York Times

NIGHTTIME IS MY TIME

“Creeping menace that is genuinely scary.”

—The New York Times

“Clark’s multitude of fans will be happy . . . to participate in the guessing game.”

—Publishers Weekly

THE SECOND TIME AROUND

“Clark keeps the chase lively throughout.”

—People

“[Clark] knows how to spin an intriguing tale . . . she’s created a convincing heroine in Carley.”

—Booklist

“There’s something special about Clark’s thrillers. . . . Grace, charm, and solid storytelling.”

—Publishers Weekly

DADDY’S LITTLE GIRL

“A fast and fascinating read.”

—Knoxville News-Sentinel (TN)

“Her best in years . . . a tightly woven, emotionally potent tale of suspense and revenge. . . . With its textured plot, well-sketched secondary characters, strong pacing, and appealing heroine, this is Clark at her most winning.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Few stories of obsession will grab readers quite like this one.”

—Ottawa Citizen

“The plot is classic Clark, except the author tells her story from a first-person perspective. She pulls it off well.”

—Star Ledger (NJ)

ON THE STREET WHERE YOU LIVE

“Is a reincarnated serial killer at work in a New Jersey resort town more than a century after he first drew blood? That’s the catchy premise that supports [this] plot-driven novel.”

—Publishers Weekly

“A suspenseful page-turner that will delight her many fans.”

—Booklist

BEFORE I SAY GOOD-BYE

“Mary Higgins Clark knows what she’s doing. . . . This savvy author always comes up with something unexpected. . . . A hold-your-breath ending.”

—The New York Times Book Review

“For someone who loves plot, Mary Higgins Clark’s Before I Say Good-bye should be like manna from heaven. . . . [The] ‘Queen of Suspense’ clearly knows what her readers want. Here she provides it, in spades.”

—Los Angeles Times

“The storytelling skills of the newest grandmaster of mystery writing have never been better.”

—The Hartford Courant (CT)

“Clark holds the reins the whole way through this tale of mischief and secrets, allowing us to unwind her labyrinth of hidden clues only as she wants them to unfold.”

—The Christian Science Monitor
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The telepathy that exists between some people has always fascinated me. From early childhood I can remember my mother, a worried frown on her face, saying, “I have a feeling about . . .” And as sure as day follows night, that person was experiencing or about to experience a problem.

I have used telepathy to a degree in some of my books, but the bond that exists between twins, particularly identical twins, is nothing short of fascinating. That subject has been growing in my mind as the plot of a novel for a long time.

My gratitude to the authors of books on this subject, particularly Guy Lyon Playfair for his Twin Telepathy: the Psychic Connection; Nancy L. Segal, Ph.D., for Entwined Lives; Donna M. Jackson for Twin Tales: The Magic and Mystery of Multiple Births; Shannon Baker for her article, “On Being a Twin”; and to Jill Neimark for her cover story “Nature’s Clones” in Psychology Today. The examples they offer of the psychic connection between twins were most helpful to me in the telling of this tale.

Others, as always, made the journey with me. My continuing gratitude to my forever editor, Michael V. Korda, and senior editor Chuck Adams for their gifted guidance.

Lisl Cade, my dear friend and publicist, is always in my corner. My circle of readers-in-progress remains constant. My thanks to them and to our children and granchildren, who cheer me along the way and keep my life lively and fun.

I wanted this book to be a tribute to the dedicated commitment of the Federal Bureau of Investigation following a kidnapping. I especially want to honor the memory of the late Leo McGillicuddy, a legend among his fellow agents.

Retired Agent Joseph Conley has been of tremendous help in the step-by-step unfolding of the behind-the-scenes activity of the Bureau. I have telescoped some of the procedures for the sake of the storytelling, but I hope I retain the sense of fierce commitment and compassion that is typical of the agents.

And now as another story begins to take root in my mind, it is time to let go of this one, sit by the fire with Himself, the ever-perfect John Conheeney, and wish all of you who begin these pages an enjoyable reading experience. Cheers!
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“Hold on a minute, Rob, I think one of the twins is crying. Let me call you back.”

Nineteen-year-old Trish Logan put down her cell phone, got up from the couch, and hurried across the living room. It was her first time babysitting for the Frawleys, the nice people who had moved into town a few months earlier. Trish had liked them immediately. Mrs. Frawley had told her that when she was a little girl, her family often visited friends who lived in Connecticut, and she liked it so much she always wanted to live there, too. “Last year when we started looking for a house and happened to drive through Ridgefield, I knew it was where I wanted to be,” she told Trish.

The Frawleys had bought the old Cunningham farmhouse, a “fixer-upper” that Trish’s father thought should have been a “burner-upper.” Today, Thursday, March 24th, was the third birthday of the Frawleys’ identical twin girls, and Trish had been hired for the day to help with the party, then to stay for the evening while the parents attended a black-tie dinner in New York.

After the excitement of the party, I’d have sworn the kids were dead to the world, Trish thought as she started up the stairs, headed to the twins’ room. The Frawleys had ripped out the worn carpet that had been in the house, and the nineteenth-century steps creaked under her feet.

Near the top step, she paused. The light she had left on in the hall was off. Probably another fuse had blown. The wiring in the old house was a mess. That had happened in the kitchen this afternoon.

The twins’ bedroom was at the end of the hall. There was no sound coming from it now. Probably one of the twins had cried out in her sleep, Trish thought as she began to inch her way through the darkness. Suddenly she stopped. It’s not just the hall light. I left the door to their room open so I could hear them if they woke up. The night-light in the room should be showing. The door’s closed. But I couldn’t have heard one of them crying if it was closed a minute ago.

Suddenly frightened, she listened intently. What was that sound? In an instant of sickening awareness, she identified it: soft footsteps. A hint of equally soft breathing. The acrid smell of perspiration. Someone was behind her.

Trish tried to scream, but only a moan escaped her lips. She tried to run, but her legs would not move. She felt a hand grab her hair and yank her head back. The last thing she remembered was a feeling of pressure on her neck.

The intruder released his grip on Trish and let her sink to the floor. Congratulating himself on how effectively and painlessly he had rendered her unconscious, he turned on his flashlight, tied her up, blindfolded and gagged her. Then directing the beam onto the floor, he stepped around her, swiftly covered the length of the hall, and opened the door to the twins’ bedroom.

Three-year-olds Kathy and Kelly were lying in the double bed they shared, their eyes both sleepy and terrified. Kathy’s right hand and Kelly’s left hand were entwined. With their other hands they were trying to pull off cloths that covered their mouths.

The man who had planned the details of the kidnapping was standing beside the bed. “You’re sure she didn’t see you, Harry?” he snapped.

“I’m sure. I mean, I’m sure, Bert,” the other responded. They each carefully used the names they had assumed for this job: “Bert” and “Harry,” after the cartoon characters in a sixties beer commercial.

Bert picked up Kathy and snapped. “Get the other one. Wrap a blanket around her. It’s cold out.”

Their footsteps nervously rapid, the two men raced down the back stairs, rushed through the kitchen and out to the driveway, not bothering to close the door behind them. Once in the van, Harry sat on the floor of the backseat, the twins wrapped in his beefy arms. Bert drove the van as it moved forward from the shadows of the porch.

Twenty minutes later they arrived at the cottage where Angie Ames was waiting. “They’re adorable,” she cooed as the men carried the children in and laid them in the hospital-style crib that had been prepared for them. With a quick, deft movement of her hands she untied the gags that had kept the little girls silent.

The children grabbed for each other and began to wail. “Mommy . . . Mommy,” they screamed in unison.

“Sshhhh, sshhhh, don’t be scared,” Angie said soothingly as she pulled up the side of the crib. It was too high for her to reach over it, so she slipped her arms through the rails and began to pat their dark blond ringlets. “It’s all right,” she singsonged, “go to sleep. Kathy, Kelly, go back to sleep. Mona will take care of you. Mona loves you.”

“Mona” was the name she had been ordered to use around the twins. “I don’t like that name,” she’d complained when she first heard it. “Why does it have to be Mona?”

“Because it sounds close to ‘Momma.’ Because when we get the money and they pick up the kids, we don’t want them to say, ‘A lady named Angie took care of us,’ and one more good reason for that name is because you’re always moaning,” the man called Bert had snapped.

“Quiet them down,” he ordered now. “They’re making too much noise.”

“Relax, Bert. No one can hear them,” Harry reassured him.

He’s right, thought Lucas Wohl, the real name of the one called “Bert.” One of the reasons, after careful deliberation, that he had invited Clint Downes—“Harry’s” actual name—to join him on the job was because nine months of the year Clint lived as caretaker in the cottage on the grounds of the Danbury Country Club. From Labor Day to May 31st the club was closed and the gates locked. The cottage was not even visible from the service road by which Clint entered and exited the grounds, and he had to use a code to open the service gate.

It was an ideal spot to hide the twins, and the fact that Clint’s girlfriend, Angie, often worked as a babysitter completed the picture.

“They’ll stop crying,” Angie said. “I know babies. They’ll go back to sleep.” She began to rub their backs and sing off-key, “Two little girls in blue, lad, two little girls in blue . . .”

Lucas cursed under his breath, made his way through the narrow space between the crib and the double bed, and walked out of the bedroom, through the sitting room, and into the kitchen of the cottage. Only then did he and Clint pull off their hooded jackets and gloves. The full bottle of scotch and the two empty glasses they had left out as a reward for success in their mission were in front of them.

The men sat at opposite ends of the table, silently eyeing each other. Staring with disdain at his fellow kidnapper, Lucas was reminded once more that they could not have been more different in both appearance and temperament. Unsentimental about his appearance, he sometimes played eyewitness and described himself to himself: about fifty years old, scrawny build, average height, receding hairline, narrow face, close-set eyes. A self-employed limousine driver, he knew he had perfected the outward appearance of a servile and anxious-to-please employee, a persona he inhabited whenever he dressed in his black chauffeur’s uniform.

He had met Clint when they were in prison together and over the years had worked with him on a series of burglaries. They had never been caught because Lucas was careful. They had never committed a crime in Connecticut because Lucas did not believe in soiling his own nest. This job, though terribly risky, had been too big to pass up, and he had broken that rule.

Now he watched as Clint opened the scotch and filled their glasses to the brim. “To next week on a boat in St. Kitts with our pockets bulging,” he said, his eyes searching Lucas’s face with a hopeful smile.

Lucas stared back, once again assessing his partner in crime. In his early forties, Clint was desperately out of shape. Fifty extra pounds on his already short frame made him perspire easily, even on a March night like this, that had suddenly turned cold. His barrel chest and thick arms looked incongruous with his cherubic face and long ponytail, which he had grown because Angie, his longtime girlfriend, had one.

Angie. Skinny as a twig on a dead branch, Lucas thought contemptuously. Terrible complexion. Like Clint, she always looked slovenly, dressed in a tired T-shirt and ragged jeans. Her only virtue in Lucas’s eyes was that she was an experienced babysitter. Nothing must happen to either one of those kids before the ransom was paid and they could be dropped off. Now Lucas reminded himself that Angie had something else going for her. She’s greedy. She wants the money. She wants to live on a boat in the Caribbean.

Lucas lifted the glass to his lips. The Chivas Regal felt smooth on his tongue, and its warmth was soothing as it slid down his throat. “So far, so good,” he said flatly. “I’m going home. You got the cell phone I gave you handy?”

“Yeah.”

“If you hear from the boss, tell him I have a five A.M. pickup. I’m turning off my cell phone. I need some sleep.”

“When do I get to meet him, Lucas?”

“You don’t.” Lucas downed the rest of the scotch in his glass and pushed back his chair. From the bedroom they could hear Angie continue to sing.

“They were sisters, we were brothers, and learned to love the two . . .”
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The screeching of brakes on the road in front of the house told Ridgefield Police Captain Robert “Marty” Martinson that the parents of the missing twins had arrived home.

They had phoned the police station only minutes after the 911 call came in. “I’m Margaret Frawley,” the woman had said, her voice shaking with fear. “We live at 10 Old Woods Road. We can’t reach our babysitter. She doesn’t answer the house phone or her cell phone. She’s minding our three-year-old twins. Something may be wrong. We’re on our way home from the city.”

“We’ll get right over there and check,” Marty had promised. Because the parents were on the highway and no doubt already upset, he’d seen little use in telling them that he already knew something was terribly wrong. The babysitter’s father had just phoned from 10 Old Woods Road: “My daughter is tied up and gagged. The twins she was minding are gone. There’s a ransom note in their bedroom.”

Now, an hour later, the property around the house and the driveway had already been taped off, awaiting the arrival of the forensic team. Marty would have liked to keep the media from getting wind of the kidnapping, but he knew that was hopeless. He had already learned that the babysitter’s parents had told everyone in the hospital emergency room where Trish Logan was being treated that the twins were missing. Reporters would be showing up anytime. The FBI had been notified, and agents were on the way.

Marty braced himself as the kitchen door opened and the parents rushed in. Beginning with his first day as a twenty-one-year-old rookie cop, he had trained himself to retain his first impression of people connected with a crime, whether they were victims, perpetrators, or witnesses. Later he would jot those impressions down. In police circles he was known as “The Observer.”

In their early thirties, he thought as Margaret and Steve Frawley moved hurriedly toward him. A handsome couple, both in evening clothes. The mother’s brown hair hung loose around her shoulders. She was slender, but her clenched hands looked strong. Her fingernails were short, the polish colorless. Probably a good athlete, Marty thought. Her intense eyes were a shade of dark blue that seemed almost black as they stared at him.

Steve Frawley, the father, was tall, about six foot three, with dark blond hair and light blue eyes. His broad shoulders and powerful arms caused his too-small tuxedo jacket to strain at the seams. He could use a new one, Marty thought.

“Has anything happened to our daughters?” Frawley demanded.

Marty watched as Frawley put his hands on his wife’s arms as though to brace her against possibly devastating news.

There was no gentle way to tell parents that their children had been kidnapped and a ransom note demanding eight million dollars left on their bed. The absolute incredulity on the faces of the young couple looked to be genuine, Marty thought, a reaction he would note in his case book, but appended with a question mark.

“Eight million dollars! Eight million dollars! Why not eighty million?” Steve Frawley demanded, his face ashen. “We brought every dime we had to the closing on this house. We’ve got about fifteen hundred dollars in the checking account right now, and that’s it.”

“Are there any wealthy relatives in either of your families?” Marty asked.

The Frawleys began to laugh, the high-pitched laugh of hysteria. Then as Marty watched, Steve spun his wife around. They hugged each other as the laughter broke and the harsh sound of his dry sobs mingled with her wail. “I want my babies. I want my babies.”
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At eleven o’clock the special cell phone rang. Clint picked it up. “Hello, sir,” he said.

“The Pied Piper here.”

This guy, whoever he is, is trying to disguise his voice, Clint thought as he moved across the small living room to get as far away as possible from the sound of Angie crooning songs to the twins. For God’s sake, the kids are asleep, he thought irritably. Shut up.

“What’s the noise in the background?” the Pied Piper asked sharply.

“My girlfriend’s singing to the kids she’s babysitting.” Clint knew he was furnishing the information the Pied Piper wanted. He and Lucas had been successful.

“I can’t reach Bert.”

“He told me to tell you he has a five A.M. pickup to go to Kennedy Airport. He went home to sleep, so he turned off his phone. I hope that . . .”

“Harry, turn on the television,” the Pied Piper interrupted. “There’s a breaking story about a kidnapping. I’ll get back to you in the morning.”

Clint grabbed the remote button and snapped on the TV, then watched as the house on Old Woods Road came into view. Even though the night was overcast, the porch light revealed the house’s peeling paint and sagging shutters. The yellow crime-scene tape used to keep the press and onlookers back extended to the road.

“The new owners, Stephen and Margaret Frawley, moved to this address only a few months ago,” the reporter was saying. “Neighbors say they expected the house to be torn down but instead learned that the Frawleys intend to gradually renovate the existing structure. This afternoon some of the neighbors’ children attended a third-birthday party for the missing twins. We have a picture that was taken at the party only hours ago.”

The television screen was suddenly filled with the faces of the identical twins, their eyes wide in excitement as they looked at their birthday cake. Three candles were on each side of the festive confection. In the center was one larger candle. “The neighbor tells us that the center candle is the one to grow on. The twins are so identical in every way that their mother joked it would be a waste to put a second candle to grow on there.”

Clint switched channels. A different picture of the twins in their blue velvet party dresses was being shown. They were holding hands.

“Clint, look how sweet they are. They’re just beautiful,” Angie said, startling him. “Even asleep they’re still holding hands. Isn’t that precious?”

He had not heard her come up behind him. Now she put her arms around his neck. “I always wanted to have a baby, but I was told I couldn’t,” she said, as she nuzzled his cheek.

“I know, Angie, honey,” he said patiently. This was a story he had heard before.

“Then for a long time I wasn’t with you.”

“You had to be in that special hospital, honey. You hurt someone real bad.”

“But now we’re going to have a lot of money and we’ll live on a boat in the Caribbean.”

“We’ve always talked about that. Very soon we’ll be able to do it.”

“I’ve got a good idea. Let’s bring the little girls with us.”

Clint snapped off the television and jumped up. He turned and grabbed her wrists. “Angie, why do we have those children?”

She looked at him and swallowed nervously. “We kidnapped them.”

“Why?”

“So we’d have lots of money and could live on a boat.”

“Instead of living like damn gypsies, and getting kicked out of this place every summer while the golf pro lives here. What happens to us if the police catch us?”

“We go to prison for a long, long time.”

“What did you promise to do?”

“Take care of the kids, play with them, feed them, dress them.”

“And isn’t that what you’re going to do?”

“Yes. Yes. I’m sorry, Clint. I love you. You can call me Mona. I don’t like that name, but it’s all right if you want me to use it.”

“We must never use our real names in front of the twins. In a couple of days we’ll give them back and get our money.”

“Clint, maybe we could . . .” Angie stopped. She knew he would be angry if she suggested they keep one of the twins. But we will, she promised herself slyly. I know how to make it happen. Lucas thinks he’s so smart. But he’s not as smart as I am.
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Margaret Frawley folded her hands around the steaming cup of tea. She was so cold. Steve had pulled an afghan from the couch in the living room and wrapped it around her, but it did nothing to stop the trembling that shook her entire body.

The twins were missing. Kathy and Kelly were missing. Someone had taken them and left a ransom note. It didn’t make sense. Like a litany, the words beat a cadence in her head: The twins are missing. Kathy and Kelly are missing.

The police had not allowed them to go into the girls’ bedroom. “Our job is to get them back,” Captain Martinson told them. “We can’t risk losing any fingerprints or DNA samples by contaminating the area.”

The restricted area also included the hall upstairs where someone had attacked the babysitter. Trish was going to be all right. She was in the hospital and had told the police everything she remembered. She said she’d been on her cell phone talking to her boyfriend when she thought she heard one of the twins crying. She’d gone up the stairs and knew instantly something was wrong because she couldn’t see the light in the twins’ room, and that was when she realized someone was behind her. She remembered nothing after that.

Had there been someone else, Margaret wondered, someone in the room with the girls? Kelly’s the lighter sleeper, but Kathy might have been restless. She may be getting a cold.

If one of the girls started to cry, did someone make her stop?

Margaret dropped the cup she was holding and winced as hot tea splattered over the blouse and skirt she had bought at a discount house for tonight’s black-tie company dinner at the Waldorf.

Even though the price was one-third of what it would have been on Fifth Avenue, it had been too pricey for their budget.

Steve urged me to buy it, she thought dully. It was an important company dinner. Anyhow, I wanted to get dressed up tonight. We haven’t gone to a black-tie affair in at least a year.

Steve was trying to dry her clothes with a towel. “Marg, are you okay? Did the tea burn you?”

I have to go upstairs, Margaret thought. Maybe the twins are hiding in the closet. I remember they did that once. I pretended to keep looking for them. I could hear them giggling when I called their names.

“Kathy . . . Kelly . . . Kathy . . . Kelly . . . where are you? . . .”

Steve came home just then. I called down to him. “Steve . . . Steve . . . our twins are missing.”

More giggles from the closet.

Steve could tell I was joking. He came up to their room. I pointed to the closet. He walked over to it and yelled, “Maybe Kathy and Kelly ran away. Maybe they don’t like us anymore. Well, there’s no use looking for them. Let’s turn out the lights and go out for dinner.”

An instant later the closet door flew open. “We like you, we like you,” they’d wailed in unison.

Margaret remembered how scared they’d looked. They must have been terrified when somebody grabbed them, she thought. Somebody is hiding them now.

This isn’t happening. It’s a nightmare and I’m going to wake up. I want my babies. Why does my arm hurt? Why is Steve putting something cold on it?

Margaret closed her eyes. She was vaguely aware that Captain Martinson was talking to someone.

“Mrs. Frawley.”

She looked up. Another man had come into the room.

“Mrs. Frawley, I’m FBI Agent Walter Carlson. I have three kids of my own and I know how you must be feeling. I’m here to help you get your children back, but we need your help. Can you answer some questions?”

Walter Carlson’s eyes were kind. He didn’t look to be more than his mid-forties, so his children were probably not much older than teenagers. “Why would someone take my babies?” Margaret asked him.

“That’s what we’re going to find out, Mrs. Frawley.”

Carlson moved swiftly to catch Margaret as she began to slide from the chair.
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Franklin Bailey, the chief financial officer of a family-owned grocery chain, was Lucas’s five A.M. pickup. A frequent overnight traveler up and down the East Coast, he was a regular customer. Some days, like today, Lucas would drive him into Manhattan for a meeting, and then wait for him and drive him home.

It never even occurred to Lucas to say he wasn’t available this morning. He knew that one of the first things the cops would check out would be any workmen who had been anywhere around the Frawleys’ house. Chances were he’d made their list because Bailey lived on High Ridge, which was only two blocks from Old Woods.

Of course the cops have no reason to give me a second look, he assured himself. I’ve been picking up people in and around this town for twenty years, and I’ve always kept below the radar screen. He knew that his neighbors in nearby Danbury, where he lived, looked at him as a quiet, solitary guy whose hobby was to fly a small plane out of Danbury Airport. It also amused him to tell people how much he liked to hike, an explanation he used to cover the occasional times when he’d have a backup driver cover a job for him. The place where he was hiking, of course, was usually a house he had chosen to burglarize.

On the way to pick up Bailey this morning, he resisted the temptation to drive past the Frawley home. That would have been crazy. He could picture the activity inside now. He wondered if the FBI was in on it yet. What were they figuring out? he asked himself with some amusement. That the backdoor lock could be slipped with a credit card? That, hidden by the overgrown foundation shrubs, it would have been easy to see the babysitter sprawled on the couch yakking on her phone? That it was obvious from looking in the kitchen window that the back stairs would get an intruder to the second floor without the babysitter having a clue? That there had to be at least two people in on the job, one to get rid of the babysitter, one to keep the kids quiet?

He pulled into Franklin Bailey’s driveway at five minutes of five, kept the car idling to be sure it stayed nice and warm for the big-shot accountant, and contented himself with envisioning the money he would get as his share of the ransom payment.

The front door of the handsome Tudor-style home opened. Lucas sprang out of the car and opened the rear door for his client. It was one of his little courtesies that the front passenger seat was always pulled up as far as possible to allow maximum leg room in the back.

Bailey, a silver-haired man in his late sixties, murmured a greeting, his tone distracted. But when the car began to move, he said, “Lucas, turn onto Old Woods Road. I want to see if the cops are still there.”

Lucas felt his throat tighten. What would make Bailey decide to go by there? he wondered. He wasn’t a gawker. He had to have a reason. Of course, Bailey was a big shot in town, Lucas reminded himself. He’d been mayor at one time. The fact that he showed up there wouldn’t draw attention to the limo he was in. On the other hand, Lucas always trusted the cold prickly feeling he experienced when he felt himself nearing the law-enforcement radar range, and he was feeling it now.

“Anything you say, Mr. Bailey. But why would there be cops on Old Woods Road?”

“Obviously you haven’t been watching the news, Lucas. The three-year-old twins of the couple who recently moved into the old Cunningham house were kidnapped last night.”

“Kidnapped! You’ve got to be kidding, sir.”

“I wish I were,” Franklin Bailey said grimly. “Nothing like this has ever happened in Ridgefield. I’ve met the Frawleys a number of times and am very fond of them.”

Lucas drove two blocks, then turned the car onto Old Woods Road. Police barricades were in front of the house where eight hours ago he had broken in and grabbed the kids. In spite of his unease and his sense that it would be a lot safer not to be there now, he couldn’t help thinking smugly, If you dopes only knew.

There were media trucks parked across the street from the Frawley home. Two policemen were standing in front of the barricades to prevent anyone from turning into the driveway. Lucas could see that they were carrying notebooks.

Franklin Bailey opened the back window and was recognized immediately by the sergeant in charge, who began to apologize that he could not allow him to park.

Bailey cut him short. “Ned, I don’t intend to park. But maybe I can be of service. I’ve got a seven o’clock breakfast meeting in New York and will be back by eleven o’clock. Who’s inside, Marty Martinson?”

“Yes, sir. And the FBI.”

“I know how these things work. Give Marty my card. I’ve been listening to the reports half the night. The Frawleys are new in town and don’t seem to have close relatives to rely on. Tell Marty that if I can be any help as contact person for the kidnappers, I’m available. Tell him I remember that during the Lindbergh kidnapping, a professor who offered to be a contact person was the one who heard from the kidnappers.”

“I’ll tell him, sir.” Sergeant Ned Barker took the card and made a note in his book. Then with a somewhat apologetic tone, he said, “I have to identify anyone who drives past, sir. I’m sure you understand.”

“Of course.”

Barker looked at Lucas. “May I see your license, sir?”

Lucas smiled, his eager, anxious-to-please smile. “Of course, officer, of course.”

“I can vouch for Lucas,” Franklin Bailey said. “He’s been my driver for years.”

“Strictly following orders, Mr. Bailey. I’m sure you understand.”

The sergeant examined the driver’s license. His eyes flickered over Lucas. Without comment he returned it and wrote something in his notebook.

Franklin Bailey closed the window and leaned back. “All right, Lucas. Let’s step on it. That was probably a wasted gesture, but somehow I felt I had to do it.”

“I think it was a wonderful gesture, sir. I never had kids, but it doesn’t take a lot of imagination to figure out what those poor parents are feeling now.” I just hope they’re feeling bad enough to come up with eight million dollars, he thought with an inner smile.
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Clint was pulled from a heavy Chivas Regal–assisted sleep by the persistent voices of two children calling “Mommy.” When there was no response, they had begun to try to climb over the high sides of the crib in which they had been sleeping.

Angie lay next to him, snoring, oblivious to the children’s voices or the sound of the crib rattling. He wondered how much she had had to drink after he went to bed. Angie loved to sit up half the night and watch old movies, a bottle of wine by her side. Charlie Chaplin, Greer Garson, Marilyn Monroe, Clark Gable—she loved them all. “They were actors,” she would tell him, her voice slurred. “Today they all look alike. Blond. Gorgeous. Botox. Face-lifts. Liposuction. But can they act? No.”

It was only lately, after all these years of being around her that Clint had realized Angie was jealous. She wanted to be beautiful. He’d used it as another way to get her to agree to mind the kids. “We’ll have so much money that if you want to go to a spa or change the color of your hair or have some great plastic surgeon make you more gorgeous, you can do it. All you have to do is take good care of them, maybe for a few days or a week.”

Now he dug an elbow into her side. “Get up.”

She burrowed deeper into the pillow.

He shook her shoulder. “I said, get up,” he snarled.

Reluctantly she lifted her head and looked over at the crib.

“Lie down! Get back to sleep, you two!” she snapped.

Kathy and Kelly saw the anger on her face and began to cry. “Mommy . . . Daddy.”

“Shut up, I said! Shut up!”

Whimpering, the twins lay down again, clinging to each other. The soft sound of their muted sobs escaped from the crib.

“I said shut up!”

The sobs became hiccups.

Angie poked Clint. “At nine o’clock, Mona will start to love them. Not one minute sooner.”
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Margaret and Steve sat up all night with Marty Martinson and Agent Carlson. After her fainting spell, Margaret had adamantly refused to go to the hospital. “You said yourself that you need my help,” she insisted.

Together she and Steve answered Carlson’s questions. Once again they emphatically denied they had any access to any meaningful sum of money, let alone millions of dollars.

“My father died when I was fifteen,” Margaret told Carlson. “My mother lives in Florida with her sister. She’s a secretary in a doctor’s office. I have college and law school loans I’ll be paying off for another ten years.”

“My father is a retired New York City fire captain,” Steve said. “He and my mother live in a condo in North Carolina. They bought it before prices went crazy.”

When they were questioned about other relatives, Steve admitted that he was on bad terms with his half brother, Richie. “He’s thirty-six, five years older than I am. My mother was a young widow when she met my father. Richie always had a kind of wild streak in him. We were never close. Then, to cap it off, he met Margaret before I did.”

“We didn’t date,” Margaret said quickly. “We happened to be at the same wedding and danced a few times. He did leave a message for me, but I didn’t return the call. It was a coincidence that I met Steve in law school about a month later.”

“Where is Richie now?” Carlson asked Steve.

“He’s a baggage handler at Newark Airport. He’s been divorced twice. He dropped out of school, and resents me for finishing college and getting a law degree.” He hesitated. “I might as well tell you. He had a juvenile record and spent five years in prison for his part in a money-laundering scam. But he’d never do anything like this.”

“Maybe not, but we’ll check him out,” Carlson said. “Now let’s go over anyone else who might have a grudge against you or who might have come in contact with the twins and decided to kidnap them. Have you had any workmen in the house since you moved in?”

“No. My dad could fix anything and he was a good teacher,” Steve explained, his tone hollow with fatigue. “I’ve been spending nights and weekends doing basic repairs. I’m probably Home Depot’s best customer.”

“What about the moving company you used?” Carlson asked next.

“They’re off-duty cops,” Steve answered, and for an instant almost smiled. “They’ve all got kids. They even showed me their pictures. A couple of them are about the age of our twins.”

“What about the people you work with?”

“I’ve been with my company only three months. C.F.G.&Y. is an investment firm specializing in pension funds.”

Carlson seized on the fact that until the twins were born, Margaret had worked as a public defender in Manhattan. “Mrs. Frawley, is it possible that one of the people you defended might hold a grudge against you?”

“I don’t think so.” Then she hesitated. “There was one guy who ended up with a life sentence. I begged him to accept a plea bargain but he refused, and when he was found guilty, the judge threw the book at him. His family was screaming obscenities at me when they took him away.”

It’s odd, she thought as she watched Carlson write down the name of the convicted defendant. Right now, I just feel numb. Nothing else, just numb.

At seven o’clock, as light began to show through the drawn shades, Carlson stood up. “I urge you two to get some sleep. The clearer your heads are, the more helpful you’ll be to us. I’ll be right here. I promise we’ll let you know the minute the kidnappers make contact with us, and we may be wanting you to make a statement to the media later in the day. You can go up to your own room, but do not go near the girls’ bedroom. The forensic team is still going over it.”

Steve and Margaret nodded mutely. Their bodies sagged with fatigue as they got up and walked through the living room headed to the staircase.

“They’re on the level,” Carlson said flatly to Martinson. “I’d stake my life on it. They don’t have any money. Which makes me wonder if this ransom demand isn’t a hoax. Somebody who just wanted the kids may be trying to throw us off.”

“I’ve been thinking that,” Martinson agreed. “Isn’t it a fact that most ransom notes would warn the parents not to call the police?”

“Exactly. I only pray to God that those kids aren’t on a plane to South America right now.”
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On Friday morning, the kidnapping of the Frawley twins was headline news all along the East Coast and by early afternoon had become a national media event. The birthday picture of the beautiful three-year-olds, with their angelic faces and long blond hair and dressed in their blue velvet birthday party dresses, was shown on television news channels and printed in newspapers all over the country.

A command center was set up in the dining room of 10 Old Woods Road. At five o’clock in the afternoon Steve and Margaret appeared on television in front of their home, begging the captors to take good care of the girls and return them unharmed. “We don’t have money,” Margaret said imploringly. “But our friends have been calling all day. They’re taking up a collection. It’s up to nearly two hundred thousand dollars. Please, you must have mistaken us for people who could raise eight million dollars. We can’t. But please don’t hurt our girls. Give them back. I can promise you we will have two hundred thousand dollars in cash.”

Steve, his arm around Margaret, said, “Please get in touch with us. We need to know that our girls are alive.”

Captain Martinson followed them in the interview. “We are posting the phone and fax number of Franklin Bailey, who at one time was mayor of this town. If you are afraid to contact the Frawleys directly, please contact him.”

But Friday evening, Saturday, and then Sunday all passed without word from the kidnappers.

On Monday morning, Katie Couric was interrupted on the Today show as she was interviewing a retired FBI agent about the kidnapping. She suddenly paused in the middle of asking a question, pressed her hand against her earphone, listened intently, then said, “This may be a hoax, but it also may be terribly important. Someone claiming to be the kidnapper of the Frawley twins is on the phone. At his request our engineers are putting the call on the air now.”

A husky, obviously disguised voice, its tone angry, said, “Tell the Frawleys time is running out. We said eight million and we mean eight million. Listen to the kids.”

Young voices said in unison, “Mommy, I love you. Daddy, I love you.” Then one of the girls cried, “We want to go home.”

    *   *   *

The segment was replayed five minutes later with Steve and Margaret listening. Martinson and Carlson did not need to ask the Frawleys if the call was legitimate. The look on their faces was enough to convince them that at last contact had been made with the kidnappers.
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An increasingly nervous Lucas had stopped in at the caretaker cottage on both Saturday and Sunday evenings. The last thing he wanted was to spend any time around the twins, so he timed his arrival for nine o’clock, when he thought they would be asleep.

On Saturday evening he tried to feel reassured by Clint’s boast that Angie was great with the kids. “They ate real good. She played games with them. She put them down for naps all afternoon. She really loves them. She always wanted to have kids. But I tell you, it’s almost spooky to watch them. It’s like they’re two parts of the same person.”

“Did you get them on tape?” Lucas snapped.

“Oh, sure. We got them both to say, ‘Mommy, I love you. Daddy, I love you.’ They sound real good. Then one of them started yelling, ‘We want to go home,’ and Angie got sore at her. She raised her hand like she was going to hit her, and they both started crying. We got all of that on the tape, too.”

That’s the first smart thing you’ve done, Lucas thought as he pocketed the tape. By pre-arrangement with the boss, he drove to Clancy’s Pub on Route 7, arriving there at ten thirty. As instructed, he left the limo in the crowded parking lot with the door unlocked, and the tape on the seat and then went in for a beer. When he returned to the limo, the tape was gone.

That was Saturday night. On Sunday night it had been clear that Angie’s patience was wearing thin. “Damn dryer is broken, and of course we can’t call anyone to fix it. You don’t think ‘Harry’ knows how, do you?” As she spat out the words, she was taking two sets of identical long-sleeved T-shirts and overalls from the washing machine and draping them on wire hangers. “You said it would be a couple of days. How long am I supposed to keep this up? It’s been three days already.”

“The Pied Piper will tell us when and where to drop the kids off,” Lucas reminded her, biting back the desire to tell her to go to hell.

“How do we know he won’t just get scared and disappear, and leave us stuck with them?”

Lucas had not intended to tell Angie and Clint about the Pied Piper’s plan, but he felt it was necessary to appease her. “We know because he’s going to make a ransom demand sometime between eight and nine o’clock tomorrow morning on the Today show.”

That had shut her up. You got to hand it to the boss, Lucas thought the next morning, as he watched the show and witnessed the dramatic response to the Pied Piper’s phone call. The whole world will be wanting to send money to get those kids back.

But we’re the ones taking all the risk, he thought hours later, after listening to the commentators on every station jabbering about the kidnapping. We grabbed the kids. We’re hiding them. We’re the ones who will pick up the money when they raise it. I know who the boss is, but there’s nothing to tie him to me. If we get caught, he could say I was nuts if I say he’s behind it.

Lucas had no jobs scheduled until the next morning, Tuesday, and at two o’clock decided there was no way he could sit in his apartment and stew. The Pied Piper had told him to be sure to watch the CBS evening news, that another contact would be made then.

He decided he had time to go for a plane ride. He drove to Danbury Airport where he was a member of a flying club. There, he rented one of the single-engine prop planes and went for a spin. His favorite trip was to fly up the Connecticut coast to Rhode Island, then go out over the Atlantic for a while. Flying two thousand feet above the earth gave him a sense of complete control, something he badly needed to experience now.

It was a cold day with only a slight breeze and some clouds to the west: fine flying weather. But as he tried to relax in the cockpit and enjoy the freedom of being airborne, Lucas could not shake off the persistent worry that was plaguing him.

He felt certain he had missed something, but figuring out just what—that was the problem. Grabbing the kids had been easy. The babysitter only remembered that whoever had come up behind her smelled of perspiration.

She got that one right, Lucas thought with a brief grin, as he flew over Newport. Angie should stick Clint’s shirts in that washing machine of hers every time he peels one off.

The washing machine.

That was it! Those clothes she was washing. Two sets each of identical shirts and overalls. Where did she get them? The kids had been wearing pajamas when they grabbed them. Had that stupid airhead gone shopping for twin outfits that would fit three-year-olds?

She had. He was sure of it. And soon some clerk out there would start putting two and two together.

Icy with rage, Lucas involuntarily yanked back on the yoke, forcing the nose of the plane to rise nearly perpendicular to the earth below. His anger increased when he realized what he had done, and he quickly tried to level off. His action was too late, however, and the plane entered a stall. His heart beating faster, he pushed the nose down, recovered his air speed, and averted the stall. Next thing, that stupid broad will probably take the kids to McDonald’s for a hamburger, he thought frantically.
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There was no way to put a good face on delivering the latest communication from the kidnapper. On Monday evening, Walter Carlson received a phone call and went into the living room where Margaret and Steve Frawley were sitting side by side on the couch. “Fifteen minutes ago, the kidnapper called the network during the CBS Evening News,” he said, grimly. “They’re replaying that segment now. It has the same tape of the twins’ voices they played this morning on Katie Couric, with an addition.”

It’s like watching people being thrown into a cauldron of boiling oil, he thought, as he saw the agony on their faces at the sound of a childish voice protesting, “We want to go home . . .”

“Kelly,” Margaret whispered.

A pause . . .

Then the wailing of the twins began.

Margaret buried her face in her hands. “I cannot . . . cannot . . . cannot . . .”

Then a harsh, obviously disguised voice snarled, “I said eight million. I want it now. This is your last chance.”

“Margaret,” Walter Carlson interrupted, his tone urgent, “there is a bright spot here. The kidnapper is communicating with us. You have proof that the girls are alive. We are going to find them.”

“And are you going to come up with an eight-million-dollar ransom?” Steve asked bitterly.

Carlson did not know whether to raise their hopes yet. Agent Dom Picella, heading a team of agents, had spent the day at C.F.G.&Y., the global investment firm at which Steve was a new employee, interviewing Steve’s co-workers to learn if any of them knew of someone who resented Steve, or who perhaps had wanted the job Steve had been hired to fill. The firm had recently suffered bad publicity because of insider trading accusations, and Picella had learned that a board of directors meeting had been hastily scheduled with conference call links to directors all over the world. The rumor was that the company might offer to put up the ransom money for the Frawley twins.
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