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CHAPTER ONE

    I had never thought of golf as a dangerous sport, nor had I
recognized the double meaning of the phrase sudden death.
Not until that Wednesday evening in late August.

    Until then, the game had always seemed pleasant enough,
something enjoyable but nothing I took particularly seriously. My
skills definitely posed no threat to anyone named Woods or McIlroy
or Spieth. My typical score for eighteen holes was in the eighties,
which included an occasional expedition into the rough in search of
an errantly hit ball—which was precisely what launched the series of
events involving the White Horse.

    To be specific, it was a hooked six iron shot that lured me off
the fairway and into the rough, causing me to trip in the fading light
of a warm late-summer evening over the figure of a man curled up
near a large rock on the seventeenth hole at the Wellshire Golf
course in southeast Denver.

    My legal assistant, Maurice White, was a scratch golfer.
There was something about jocks—he had played for four years as a
linebacker for the Broncos—a natural ability that seemed to translate
from sport to sport and let them excel across the board. I had never
quibbled about whether golf should be considered a serious sport. It
certainly was to Maurice, which was good enough for me. He'd had
no problem persuading me to join him in a late afternoon round.
Denver was experiencing an extraordinary Indian summer and the
temperature at that particular moment was still well over eighty
degrees.

    Even so, at around eight o'clock, it was getting dark.

    I knew the white ball had bounced off a tree—I'd heard the
thunk at the moment of impact—but I had no idea where it
had gone after that. I was carefully scanning the area around me,
which was thick with trees and low-growing brush, and apparently
wasn't paying enough attention to where I was walking.

    The man called out, "Hey, what the fuck!" as I stumbled over
him and nearly fell to the ground. He scrambled to his feet and flung
himself at me, slashing wildly with something that glinted in the dim
light. "You're not getting me, you bastard!"

    I stood there for a moment, dumbfounded, as I realized that
what he was waving around was the steel blade of a knife.

    This man intended to kill me.

    My fight-or-flight instinct kicked in. Without thinking, I
grabbed at whatever I could latch onto as he rushed toward me and
knocked me down. Unfortunately, what I connected with was the
knife, catching it with my left hand. Instantly, I felt a sharp,
excruciating pain that radiated up through my fingers and palm and
into my arm, but I knew I didn't dare to let go. I started flailing away
with my right arm and somehow managed to get my fingers around
the front of his throat, squeezing as hard as I could. It took a while
but I finally wriggled out from under him. I scurried over to where I
had dropped my six iron and reached for it, brandishing it like a
baseball bat.

    "Stay where you are," I told him, "or I'll bash your damn
skull in!"

    "You stay where you are, you bastard! If you come
any closer, I'll cut your throat!"

    Although he still looked and sounded menacing, I noticed
that he was no longer holding the knife. He must have dropped it
during our struggle, but he didn't seem to realize it was gone. He just
stood there, gazing blankly at me as though awakening from a bad
dream.

    He looked to be in his late thirties and was wearing a dark
Radiohead t-shirt and cutoff jean shorts. He squinted at me as though
having problems focusing. It occurred to me that, while he and I had
been battling on the ground, I'd smelled the distinctive—and
unpleasant—odor of skunkweed, which had become one of the more
popular forms of legalized marijuana in Colorado.

    This guy was stoned out of his mind.

    I lowered the six iron. "What the hell are you doing
here?"

    "What the hell are you doing here?" he echoed.

    "What I'm doing," I said, "is looking for a golf ball that I
hooked into the rough. Instead, I was attacked by some maniac with
a knife."

    "So you say," he retorted. He thrust his hand forward as
though he was still holding the weapon and trying to keep a
dangerous animal at bay. "What are you really doing
here?"

    I eyed him, trying to figure out if there was some rational
basis for his behavior or whether he was just plain crazy. "This is a
golf course. What else would I be doing here?"

    "You know what!" he shouted, looking wild-eyed. "You're a
ghost. And you're here to kill me. My father sent you back from the
dead."

    Although what he was saying was absurd, and his speech
was definitely sluggish, he appeared to be dead serious. Serious
enough to have tried to stab me to death.

    My left hand was beginning to really hurt and I could feel the
warmth of blood oozing out of my palm. "What are you talking
about? Look at me." I held up my hand. "I'm bleeding. Do I look like a
ghost to you?"

    "I don't know," he said. "If you're not a ghost, then what are
you?"

    "I'm a lawyer. My office is downtown. And I have no idea
who your father is."

    "Was," he corrected. "Who my father was. He's just a corpse
now. Not even that. He was cremated. And he sent you to kill
me."

    I gawked at him. "A dead man sent me to kill you?"

    Just then, Maurice emerged through the trees in the golf
cart, driving over to where we were standing. It only took him a few
seconds to size up the situation and he leaped out of the vehicle.

    The moment he spotted Maurice, who was a walking
mountain of muscles in a Polo shirt and plaid shorts, the man spun
and went running off into the now deepening darkness.

    Maurice said, "Should I go after him?"

    I shook my head. "Let him go."

    He gestured toward my hand which, by that point was
covered with blood. My blood. Gushing from where I'd grabbed the
blade of the knife.

    He stepped forward. "Are you okay?"

    "Sure, I'm fine. I just—"

    I stopped short because, about thirty feet above where the
knife-wielding man had been sleeping, I caught a glimpse of
something hovering silently overhead like a giant hummingbird.
Whatever it was, it quickly flitted off into the darkness and
disappeared.

    Or was I just imagining things?

    Suddenly, I felt shaky. Evidently, that was obvious to
Maurice, because he reached out and grabbed me, supporting me so
that I didn't fall flat on my face.

    "Hang on, Adam," he said, partly guiding and partly dragging
me toward the golf cart. I didn't resist. I had an image of him carrying
me under his arm like a football. "You need to get to a hospital.
You're losing blood. Swedish is probably the closest."

    Soon we were in his Grand Cherokee. He screeched the tires
as he pulled out onto Colorado Boulevard southbound. When we
reached Hampden Avenue, he merged into the westbound lane and
accelerated rapidly. I didn't check, but I had no doubt that he was far
exceeding the forty-five mile per hour speed limit.

    He growled in his hoarse voice, "Even on a goddamn golf
course!"

    "Even what?" I said, not understanding what he was upset
about.

    "Even on a goddamn golf course you manage to find
trouble."

    "Hey, I didn't start this one. I just—"

    I stopped because it dawned on me that he was just making
conversation, trying to take my mind off the pain—or to keep me
from passing out.

    "I know. You never do. These things just find you. You're a
plane crash just waiting to happen. A walking FEMA disaster area."
He let out an exaggerated sigh. "I guess I should be used to it by
now."

    "You think?" I said. We both broke into grins.

    Neither of us spoke again until we reached the hospital. On
the way, it occurred to me that he was probably right. I'd spent more
than my share of time at emergency rooms. Most of the time, I was
accompanying somebody else, such as Maurice or January Deacon,
my significant whatever-she-was, known to her friends as Jana.
Fortunately, all of those prior visits had worked out well enough.
Nobody had died or suffered any disabling injuries. This time, of
course, I was the patient and, I must admit, I wasn't enjoying it.

    The Swedish Medical Center was a modern-looking complex
located on East Hampden Avenue about five blocks east of
Broadway. Maurice had wrapped my hand tightly with the towel I
used for cleaning golf balls. By the time we reached the hospital, the
cloth was soaked with blood, even though I'd kept my arm elevated
to slow the bleeding. Still, I was relieved that my only injury was to
my hand. Things could have turned out much worse.

    We screeched to a stop in the parking lot and hurried inside.
A black line painted on the floor guided us to the ER. Maurice took
the lead in getting me checked in. I duly presented my insurance
card and driver's license while he briefed a woman on what had
happened. A few minutes later, I was led to a treatment room.
Maurice didn't ask anyone if he could accompany me. He just
followed along and nobody showed any interest in stopping him.
Soon a small man with a pencil thin moustache and thick shock of
dark brown hair shuffled into the room.

    "Good evening. I'm Doctor Yao."

    "Adam Larsen," I said, offering my right hand.

    He had a solid handshake. "Nice to meet you" He gestured
toward my other hand. "So what happened?"

    I gave him a short version of my encounter with the
knife-wielding druggie and how I'd sliced my hand by grabbing at
the blade.

    "Okay if I take a look at it?"

    "Sure," I said. My lawyer brain understood that he was just
asking for my informed consent, which struck the normal me as
being silly. I wouldn't have been in the ER if I didn't want someone to
look at it.

    "I'll be as gentle as I can." He gingerly unwrapped the rag
and took a professional look at my hand. It wasn't a pretty sight. A
deep cut ran across the middle, between the palm and base of my
fingers. It occurred to me that I must have also grabbed part of the
knife handle and not just the blade. Otherwise, the wound would
have been much deeper and longer. Blood was still oozing from the
site, although not as freely as it had been at the golf course.

    The doctor said, "We need to irrigate it and clean up the
wound. Then we'll want you to see a hand specialist, to determine
what else needs to be done. The goal is to avoid, or at least limit, any
permanent damage."

    "That sounds like a pretty good goal to me," I said.

    "Good. So here's what we're going to do. First, we're going to
give you something for the pain. Then we'll wash the wound and
bandage it up to stop the bleeding. Does that sound okay to
you?"

    "It does."

    "Good. Someone will be back in just a couple of minutes to
get that process started." He sat down on the round physician's
swivel chair and rolled toward me. "Meanwhile, I need to ask you a
few more questions about what happened. We have an obligation to
report certain injuries to the authorities."

    Maurice spoke up. "Oh, we'll be reporting this to the
authorities. I can promise you that. I just wanted to get him to a
doctor before he bled to death."

    "That was a wise choice. Fortunately, the knife didn't sever
any major blood vessels. Otherwise, it could have been much worse.
Do you want to call the police now?"

    "I guess I do," Maurice said. "I can take a hint."

    The doctor shrugged. "Sorry. I have to follow the rules."

    "Yeah," Maurice said philosophically, "don't we all?" He
turned to me. "You ought to call Jana and let her know what's going
on. But first things first."

    He pulled out his cell phone and touched the speaker
button so that there could be no doubt who was at the other
end.

    A woman's voice, sounding slightly distorted, came over the
speaker. "Nine one one. What's your emergency?"

    "I need to report an assault."

    "Does anyone have any life threatening injuries?"

    "No. He's here at Swedish Medical Center."

    The woman sounded surprised. "He was assaulted at the
hospital?"

    "No, it happened at the Wellshire Golf Course. I brought him
here afterwards."

    "Are you the person who assaulted him?"

    "No," Maurice said irritably. "I'm his legal assistant. We were
playing golf together."

    "Oh. Are his injuries serious?"

    "His hand is sliced up pretty bad."

    "What is your name, please?"

    "Maurice White." He had to repeat his name for her.
"Maurice. As in Chevalier."

    "Your name is Chevalier?"

    "No. It's Maurice White."

    "I thought you just said—"

    "He was a French actor. I thought that might help. Don't
worry about it." He spelled his name for her.

    "And what's the number you're calling from?"

    He gave her his phone number, even though we all knew
that it was visible on the display at her desk.

    "Can you tell me what happened, sir?"

    "My friend hooked a fairway shot and went off to look for
the ball. Someone in the rough jumped him with a knife."

    "Was it a robbery?"

    Maurice looked over at me. I shook my head.

    "No. Just an assault."

    "Can you describe the assailant?"

    "I didn't see him. Hold on." He passed the phone to me.

    "This is Adam Larsen," I told her. "I'm the—" I hesitated
before I said the word. I didn't like the way it sounded. "Victim. He
was a skinny man. White. Probably in his late thirties. Wearing a
Radiohead t-shirt and cutoff jean shorts. He smelled like skunkweed
and looked like he hadn't shaved in days. I think he was stoned out of
his mind."

    "And this wasn't a robbery?"

    "No. He accused me of planning to kill him. He claimed I was
a ghost, sent by his dead father."

    There was a long silence. "Is this some sort of joke?"

    "No, ma'am. I couldn't make up anything this ridiculous if I
tried."

    "I see. What happened after the assault?"

    "He ran away. We didn't try to stop him."

    "That was a wise decision. Is there anything else you can tell
me?"

    "Come to think of it, yes. He left the knife behind. It's still
lying on the ground." I added, shifting my attention to Maurice, "I'll
go back first thing tomorrow morning and see if I can find it."

    The woman said, "If you do, please don't touch it. I'm going
to dispatch a message to the local precinct. Someone will call you in
the morning. They can arrange to meet you at the golf course. They'll
need to fill out a report."

    "Fair enough," I said. "Thank you."

    My next call was to Jana Deacon. For that one, I used my own
phone. "Hi."

    "Hi. How was your golf?"

    "We got a bit sidetracked. We're at Swedish Medical Center.
The emergency room."

    "Adam, what happened? Are you okay?"

    "I am. Nothing life-threatening. Somebody attacked me with
a knife."

    "On the golf course?"

    "Yeah. Some wigged out stoner who claimed I was sent by
his father's ghost to kill him. I know," I said before she could
respond. "It sounds wacky to me, too."

    "You bet it does. Do you want me to come down there?"

    "No, but thank you. Maurice is here. They just need to clean
up the wound and then I assume they'll send me home. I just wanted
to let you know what was going on."

    "You're sure you're okay?"

    "I am. Just aggravated."

    "I'll bet. Call me later."

    "I will."

    While I was talking to Jana, the doctor signaled that he was
going to leave us and walked out of the room. I perched on the edge
of the hospital bed and Maurice pulled up one of the overstuffed
visitor chairs. We settled in to wait for someone to come dress the
wound. After about fifteen minutes, my phone rang. From the
number that displayed, I could see that it was Hal Gross, the news
editor of the Clarion.

    "Hello, Hal."

    His voice was heavy with concern. "I heard about the
assault. Are you all right?"

    "I'm fine. How on earth did you hear about it? It just
happened a few minutes ago."

    "We monitor the police dispatcher. The call went out to the
precinct. So what happened?"

    "Some maniac with a knife tried to stab me. He ended up
slashing my hand."

    "Why the hell would he do that?"

    I decided to lighten things up. "We wouldn't let him play
through."

    "Are you serious?"

    "No. Sorry. I'm just kidding." I walked him through the story
of what happened.

    "You really attract the strange ones, my friend. How bad is
your hand?"

    "I don't know. They're going to send me to see a
specialist."

    "Which hand is it?"

    "My left. Which means I'll still be able to beat you on the
tennis court."

    "Hah!" he said. "Fat chance. Glad to hear you're okay. Call me
tomorrow, my friend. There's a story in this."

    It was nearly midnight by the time I got home to Fort
Larsen, as Maurice insisted upon calling it. I'd bought the home at
815 Gilpin from a prior owner who'd been sentenced to a long
stretch at the state penitentiary in Cañon City. The man had
equipped the remodeled 1930s mansion with all of the modern
conveniences, including a high-tech burglar alarm system, reinforced
doors and bullet-proof glass windows. Owing to an incident a year
earlier, I'd added metal security doors to the mix.

    The place was practically a citadel.

    Hence Fort Larsen.

    During my several hours at the hospital, the wound had
been cleaned by someone who never identified herself. After she was
done, the doctor came back in and took a good look. He told me that
it probably wasn't as bad as it appeared—and the fact that it hurt like
hell was actually a good sign. It likely meant there was no permanent
nerve damage. Then he entombed my hand in a thick mass of gauze
and tape. When his work was done, he handed me a small green
bottle of Percocet and released me to go home.

    Fortunately, Maurice was there to act as chauffeur because, I
must admit, it had been a long day and I was running out of steam.
He dropped me off on Gilpin, in front of the house. I insisted on
carrying my own my golf bag. I slung the strap over my right
shoulder and headed toward the door. I set the bag down while I
fumbled for my keys. After I got inside, I dragged the clubs into the
garage and stowed them in the storage area. My hand was throbbing
again. I toyed with the idea of another pain pill, but the doctor had
cautioned me to go easy on them, especially until I figured out how
well I tolerated them.

    I stretched out on the couch in the den and called Jana.

    "Hi," I said. "Did I wake you up?"

    "It's okay," she said. She sounded sleepy. "Tell me what
happened."

    I walked her through the incident in its brief but painful
sequence.

    "Do you think this was premeditated?"

    "No. I think I just stumbled into the wrong place at the
wrong time. He seemed genuinely frightened, not like some thief
lurking in the dark, waiting for an unsuspecting victim to come
passing by. It was more like I jostled a sleeping dog."

    "Do you think you might still be in any danger?"

    "I doubt it. I don't think he had any clue who I was. This
didn't seem personal. I didn't have my birthday present with me,
since we were just playing golf. But I'll keep it with me for a while,
just in case." Jana had given me a Glock G41 for my last birthday, as a
replacement for the Smith & Wesson Terrier that had previously
been my weapon of choice.

    She had shamed me out of it, letting me know that, at least in
her opinion, the little .38 was just a girlie weapon.

    "Good idea," she said. "Adam, I have a bad feeling about this.
All this stuff about ghosts and his dead father. This guy sounds like a
nut case. He could be dangerous. Will you call me in the morning and
let me know how you're doing?"

    "Will do," I said. "I'm getting up early. I want to get over to
the golf course to find that knife."





CHAPTER TWO

    Thursday morning, I woke to the ascending tone of the
alarm on my cell phone, instead of the usual music from the clock
radio on the night stand next to my bed. It took me a few seconds to
figure out why. Instead of being in my bed in my room upstairs, I
realized that I was sprawled out on the couch in the den on the main
floor. That was something I almost never did.

    In a flash, it all came back to me as I lay there, remembering
what had happened the night before. It definitely wasn't a bad
dream. There was no doubt about that. My hand was bundled up in a
mass of gauze and bandages. It really hurt.

    Someone really had attacked me on the golf course. A
madman blitzed on pot who claimed I was sent by his dead
father.

    And it sounded just as ridiculous as it had the night
before.

    A glance at my phone told me it was six-fifteen. The sun
would be coming up in just a few minutes. I didn't remember having
set the alarm on my phone, but obviously I had. And then I
remembered why. I hurried upstairs and rushed through my normal
morning routine. It took a little extra time to wriggle my left hand
into the sleeve of my gray sports jacket. I didn't bother with a tie
because the logistics would have been too clumsy. Besides, I didn't
have any meetings or court appearances that day, so there was no
need to be so formal.

    Twenty minutes later, headed south on Colorado Boulevard,
I spied the signpost that held a large coin-shaped display that said,
"Wellshire Inn" and, below it, a square that read, "Banquets,
Weddings and Special Affairs". I pulled into the north lot near the
English Tudor-style club house. The pro shop was typical for a
municipal golf course. The large room was cluttered with displays
featuring sets of new clubs, assorted brands of golf balls and
accessories, and metal racks laden with men's and women's clothing,
all forming a narrow pathway that led to the long cashier's
counter.

    I'd played Wellshire often enough that summer to have
made a passing acquaintance with the semi-retired man who ran the
pro shop and sometimes doubled as the starter. As I approached, he
was staring down at the computer screen in front of him.

    "Good morning," he said, without looking up. "What's your
tee time?"

    "I don't have one. I was here yesterday. We teed off at four
forty."

    He looked up from what he was doing, which I suspected
was playing video solitaire. "Oh, yeah, I remember. Do you want to
schedule one? We have spots available."

    "No. I just need to go out to the seventeenth fairway. The
rough to the left of the green, to be exact."

    "Why do you want to do that? Did you lose something?"

    I showed him my bandage-encrusted left hand. "Someone
attacked me there last night. He dropped the knife and ran off. I want
to find it."

    He pulled his hands away from the computer. "No kidding?
This is news to me. Nobody reported anything like that."

    "Probably not. I was bleeding pretty badly, so we rushed
straight to the hospital. Do not pass Go and all that."

    "That makes sense. Did you call the cops?"

    "We did. I'm supposed to meet one of the officers in a few
minutes." On the way down Colorado Boulevard, I had listened to my
voice mails. One of them was from a cop who'd invited me to drop in
at the District Three headquarters on South University. His tone
conveyed the sense that it would be too much trouble to meet me at
the golf course. I asked the starter, "Have you had any reports of
someone passed out on the golf course?"

    "Passed out? Not that I've heard. And I think I'd know about
it if it was happening."

    "What about drones? Have there been any sightings of
drones?"

    He eyed me as though he was starting to suspect I was crazy.
"No. Why?"

    "Just curious. I thought I saw one last night, hovering
overhead. Do you mind if I go out to the seventeenth hole to look
around? I want to make sure the guy doesn't come back and pick up
the knife before I get my hands on it. I'd like to find out who he
is."

    He had to think about it. "Well, I suppose that's okay." He
seemed to study my face. "Your name is Larsen, right?"

    "It is. Adam Larsen."

    "The lawyer?" He held out his hand. "I've been wondering if
that's who you were. Your reservations are always under the name
White."

    I took the proffered hand. "That's my partner in crime,
Maurice White. He's the real golfer. I'm just a duffer. Nice to meet
you."

    "Grab a cart," he said, "and drive over there. No charge. Let
me know what you find."

    "Will do."

    The Wellshire Golf Course was designed in 1926 by Donald
Ross, a Scottish golfer who was responsible, in whole or in part, for
constructing around four hundred golf courses between 1900 and
1948. Wellshire wasn't world-famous and, as far as I knew, had
never hosted any big-time tournaments, but it was definitely
playable. An overhead view of the course, looking from the west,
would look like a giant's lower leg with the foot in some sort of
remedial boot. Along the side of the foot, where the talus and tibia
bones would be, was a body of water known as the Skeel Reservoir.
One of the regular players had informed me—albeit after a few
drinks—that it spanned a little more than thirteen acres and
contained no fish. I hadn't asked him how he knew about the fish.
There are some things in life you just don't need to know.

    The seventeenth hole stretched from west to east along the
south end of the course, parallel to Hampden Avenue. On the map, it
would have stretched from the calf to the back of the heel. The hole
was a straight three hundred and eighty eight feet par four, no
doglegs, with a water hazard to the left of the green. The area
between the reservoir and the water hazard, about green high, was
where I'd been assaulted.

    As I slid out of the cart, it occurred to me that the creep
might have come back, in which case I might find him passed out
under a tree. I smiled, assured by the presence of the Glock that was
tucked away in its holster under my left armpit, silently hoping he
was there. I wasn't actually planning to shoot him, but maybe I could
intimidate him into telling me why he'd tried to kill me.

    But there was no sign of the guy. Nor anyone else, for that
matter. I had that part of the course to myself, because it was too
soon for even the die-hard early birds to have made it to
seventeen.

    I searched for nearly half an hour. There was no sign of the
knife either. It had been getting dark the previous night when I
encountered the knife-wielding stoner and I hadn't noticed any
particular landmarks. My attention had been focused on something
more pressing, such as keeping myself from getting skewered. I was
just about to give up when an object, barely visible beneath a tangle
of low-growing bushes, caught my eye. I bent over to inspect it. It
wasn't the knife. It was a Titleist Pro V1, which was what I'd been
hitting the night before. Of course, there was no way to be sure it was
the one I hooked into the rough. I certainly wasn't the only novice
with that particular defect in my swing, but it was right about where
I figured it ought to have ended up.

    Which also told me that the knife was gone.

    He must have come back and retrieved it.

    I slipped the ball into my pocket, returned to the cart and
headed back to the pro shop to report that I hadn't found the
weapon.

* * * *

    The District Three Denver Police headquarters, located at
University Boulevard and South Iowa, was a two story brick building
with a steel and glass atrium. As I shut off the engine, I mused that
business must be slow. There were plenty of parking spaces in the
lot. Expecting that I'd have to pass through security screening, I
surreptitiously unclipped the fasteners and removed my shoulder
holster, stepped out of my silver Audi, circled around the vehicle, and
stowed the Glock in the trunk.

    After clearing the metal detector, I was escorted into a small
room containing only a table and several metal-framed chairs with
brown molded plastic seats bearing the Denver Police Department
logo. After a few minutes, a uniformed cop came strutting into the
room. He didn't bother to introduce himself, but according to his
nameplate, he was Officer Bradley Garland. He was
broad-shouldered and rugged-looking. He practically radiated
arrogance. I imagined that, if I looked hard enough, I could actually
see the chip on his shoulder.

    This was not going to go well.

    "You're Larsen?"

    "I am."

    "Have a seat."

    He didn't offer to shake hands, so I didn't either. I just sat
down. He remained standing, a bit closer than necessary, I was
tempted to stand, too, because I knew that towering over me was his
way of seizing control of the situation; but I saw nothing to gain by
that kind of game-playing, so I stayed put.

    For once, I wasn't being accused of anything.

    "You're the lawyer I always see on TV?"

    I knew he was referring to certain newsworthy events I had
been involved in during the past few years, but I didn't care for his
tone and pretended I'd misunderstood his question. "I don't know," I
said. "I don't advertise. I think it's beneath the dignity of the
profession."

    He snorted. "What dignity? You're a lawyer. Those terms are
mutually exclusive."

    I wasn't amused. "I'm also a citizen reporting a crime. What
happened to 'Serve and Protect?'"

    "It's a nice motto," he allowed. He glanced down at the
nearly empty file folder he'd brought into the room. "So you say
some ghost tried to kill you in the middle of a golf course? Is this
some sort of publicity stunt?"

    "No. And that's not what I say at all." I lifted my bandaged
left arm. "Someone—a real person—came at me with a knife. He
claimed I was a ghost who had come to kill him."

    "Right," he said with obvious disbelief. "Did he demand
money?"

    "No."

    "And he claimed you were attacking
him?"

    "He did."

    "Did you have a weapon?"

    "No."

    "It was a golf course. Were you carrying a club?"

    "My six iron."

    "So, a weapon. He'll claim it was self-defense. Who
approached whom?"

    "He was passed out on the ground. I tripped over him."

    "He was startled?"

    "I assume so. I didn't ask. Nor did I ask him why he was
passed out on the golf course."

    "Did he have a set of clubs with him?"

    "No."

    "What did he look like?"

    "In his thirties, wearing a Radiohead t-shirt and cutoff jeans.
He was white, probably five nine, maybe a hundred and seventy
pounds. No facial hair. I think he had his hair in a man bun, but I'm
not positive. Probably on marijuana based upon the way he looked
and smelled."

    He screwed up his face in disgust. "A man bun?"

    "Yeah, I think his hair was clumped into a bun. Not exactly
my style, but—"

    "Not anybody's style," he stated, "if they're normal. What
kind of knife was it?"

    "I didn't get a great view of it. It was getting dark. Frankly, it
looked like a steak knife. The fancy kind like they use at Elway's. He
dropped it when he ran off. I went back there this morning to look
for it. It's gone."

    He snorted derisively. "You didn't bother to pick it up before
you left the scene?"

    "Sorry, my mind was on other things. I was bleeding and I
didn't know how bad it was, so we rushed to the hospital."

    He closed the file in front of him. "You haven't given me
much to go on. I doubt we'll ever catch him."

    "Oh," I said and rose to my feet. "I see. Sorry to have
bothered you."

    "Well, let's take a look at what you've given me so far. You
can't describe the perp who attacked you. We don't have the
weapon. There are no security cameras on the golf course. He
claimed you were attacking him. Given all that, what do you expect
me to do about all this?"

    "Apparently, not much," I said.

    He shrugged unsympathetically. "Be glad you weren't
seriously hurt."

* * * *

    It was nearly nine-thirty when I stepped out of the elevator
on the top floor of the McGaa Building and approached the door
marked Adam Larsen, P.C. Diana Hollister, our receptionist, was
seated at her desk. She was working at her computer and didn't
notice me out in the hallway, so I pulled out my keys and let myself
in. As a result of an incident a few years earlier, we had reconfigured
the door so that access to our office suite was restricted by a security
lock that was activated by a button on her desk.

    Diana glanced up as I entered the reception area. "Good
morning," she said in her distinctively clipped British accent. She
gestured meaningfully at my left hand. "How bad is it?"

    "So far, so good. I'm supposed to see a hand specialist
tomorrow." It occurred to me that Maurice wasn't in the office
because he was downtown at the Denver Building Department on
Fifteenth Street and Court Place, gathering records on a real estate
matter. "How did you hear about it?"

    "Online, of course. 'Noted Denver lawyer attacked at golf
course.' That sort of thing."

    "The Clarion?"

    "Not just. Others as well."

    I made a face. "Great. Not one of my finest moments."

    "Oh?" she said, raising her brows in surprise "They said you
fought off the attacker. What was dishonorable about that?"

    "Let's just say I could have handled it better. For example,
having the presence of mind to pick up the knife before I went
scurrying off to the hospital. I went by there this morning. It's
gone."

    "I'd say you did what any normal person would have." She
gestured with her chin toward my bandaged hand. "I'd imagine there
was a lot of blood."

    "There was," I admitted. "Meanwhile, there's some nutcase
out there who poses a danger to just about everybody. I'd really like
to find out who he is."

    "Have you spoken with the police?"

    "I just came from District Three. The investigating officer
has no plans to do any investigating."

    The phone on her desk began to ring. She answered, "Law
office. Yes, he just arrived." She covered the mouthpiece. "Sergeant
Stone."

    "Really? I'll take it in my office."

    Joe Stone was a work in progress. He was a Sergeant in the
Crimes Against Persons division, who mostly investigated homicides.
When I first met him, probably ten years earlier, it was hate at first
sight. In his mind, I was a smart-ass lawyer who was always
meddling into his cases. From the outset, he'd questioned my ethics
and scoffed at my legal abilities, even after I'd managed to solve
several of his cases for him. To me, he'd been a narrow minded,
under-qualified robot who leaped to wrongheaded conclusions and
then refused to consider any possibility that contradicted his
ill-conceived ideas. Over the years, we had worn each other down,
like a river eroding the rough edges off the rocks over which it
flowed. Time, and the tireless efforts of Jana Deacon—who for
reasons I couldn't fathom had taken a liking to Stone—had softened
our mutual enmity.

    "Good morning," I said.

    Typical for Stone, he charged right to the point. "What the
hell did you do this time?" In the past, that would have been a
belligerent and angry accusation. Owing to the fact that in our last
outing I had managed to save his career, his response was now more
of a moderately-amused commentary.

    "As far as I know, nothing." It wasn't a foregone conclusion
that he was calling about my previous night's outing. For all I knew,
he was referring to something entirely different.

    "You're never seen this guy before?"

    Ah, so it was about that. "No. I'd have remembered
him."

    "No provocation?"

    "No. Truly. Or, at least, not intentionally. He was passed out
on the golf course. It was getting dark and I was looking for a lost
ball. I tripped over him. If that was provocation, then I guess I'm
guilty."

    "He was passed out?"

    "Yeah. Or possibly just sleeping."

    "Not lying in wait?"

    "No."

    "So it wasn't premeditated?"

    "I'm pretty sure it wasn't." I told him what the man had said
about me being a ghost. "He was high on something."

    "Has anyone interviewed you?"

    "I met with someone from District Three this morning. He
seemed completely uninterested."

    "Yeah? What was his name? I'll light a fire under him."

    "Garland."

    "Oh," Stone said. "Him. He's an idiot."

    "He did make one valid point. I should have picked up the
knife. When I went back to Wellshire this morning, it was gone. It
might have had the guy's fingerprints or DNA on it."

    "That's ridiculous. You're not a cop. You're just a
pain-in-the-ass lawyer. You're not expected to investigate your own
assault. I'll make sure Garland looks into this."

    He hung up. That was typical Stone. He was finished with
the conversation, so he hung up. I leaned back in my chair and
smiled.

    Some things never change.

    When I was done with Stone—or, rather, when he was done
with me—I called Jana.

    She greeted me with, "Any news?"

    "Nothing. Big goose egg. The knife was gone. He must have
gone back and picked it up."

    "Too bad," she said. "We need to catch this guy. What
brilliant suggestions do you have?"

    I smiled at her, even though she obviously couldn't see me.
She wasn't being sarcastic. She had gotten it into her mind that I
could somehow magically conjure up answers to almost everything
out of thin air, like a human Philosopher's Stone that could turn
common metals into silver.

    "I'm afraid I'm fresh out of miracles."

    "Unacceptable," she answered in a playful tone. "Think of
something. That's an order."

    "I'll do my best, my dear. Dinner tonight?"

    "Can't. I have to work. How about tomorrow?"

    "That works for me. And if I come up with anything brilliant
in the meantime, you'll be the first to know."

    "I'd better be," she said.

    I occupied the rest of the morning working on client
matters. One of my cases, a business breakup, was becoming more
like a divorce than a dispute between two former partners. Things
had definitely turned personal. I spent nearly two hours on the
phone with my client while he vented about his soon-to-be
ex-partner. It would have been cheaper for him to visit a
psychologist.

    At about twelve thirty, I headed out to the reception area. I
found Diana looking crosswise at her telephone handset.

    "Problem?" I said.

    "No. Hangup phone calls. This is the third time. It's quite
annoying."

    "From a blocked number?"

    "No. That's what makes it so peculiar. I believe they're all
from the same caller."
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