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For my father, Bob Holt, my inspiration to write this book.

And to the memory of a lovely girl, Olga Kupczyk Duncan, my motivation for telling this story.






Note to Readers

This is the true story of a notorious 1958 murder case in my hometown that had an immense impact on our community, my family, and me. The book is based on extensive research and many sources. Details of the investigation and trial scenes have been drawn from over five thousand pages of trial transcripts, as well as newspaper articles and an unpublished account written by the young district attorney who prosecuted the case.

My father was the lead reporter who covered the case for the local newspaper. His personal files and recollections inspired this book. The commentary on the crime and the trial expressed by my father reflects our many discussions over thirty years about what he referred to as “the remarkable Duncan case.” A few of the family chapters are based on his newspaper columns.

Some incidents have been recreated for dramatic purposes, and where necessary, I’ve made grammatical changes to witness testimony for the sake of clarity, as well as edits for the sake of brevity. But I have altered no facts.

I changed the names of several characters in the true crime chapters, but their actions and words are all based on the facts of the case. Detective Jim Hansen is a composite character representing the many detectives on the Santa Barbara police force—too many to include in the book—who worked tirelessly to investigate Olga Duncan’s disappearance. Again, the facts of the police work are unchanged. Bennie Jo Colton, the only female journalist assigned to cover the trial, is a fictitious name but based on a real person.

My school classmates are also composite characters, their names fictitious. These composite and fictitious characters are noted with an asterisk (*) the first time their names appear in the story. But I used the real names of my close childhood friends, the Alameda Avenue girls—Marilyn Waples, Judi Smith, and Linda Honer.

I apologize for any minor errors I may have made in my descriptions of 1958 Ventura—the layout of the town, the courthouse, the old Star-Free Press newspaper offices. It is impossible to see the past precisely as it was because we all look at long-ago events with knowledge of what we now know and understand. My memory is good, but obviously I cannot perfectly remember whole conversations that took place over sixty years ago. However, the dialogue in the book fully represents my recollections.

A Special Note about the Law

Police requirements and court proceedings have changed since 1958. The Olga Duncan murder occurred eight years prior to the enactment of the Miranda warning, in which the US Supreme Court ruled that individuals in police custody must be advised of their right to remain silent, their right to have an attorney present during questioning, and their right to have an attorney appointed for them if they cannot afford one. In 1958, an attorney was appointed without cost to the accused only after they had been charged with a crime in court.






PART ONE THE DISAPPEARANCE


May 11, 1958–December 21, 1958






CHAPTER ONE SHATTERED SECURITY


Ventura, California, 1958

The year Olga Duncan disappeared was the year my mother hired the convict babysitter. Mother worked as a psychiatric social worker at the state mental hospital in Camarillo, California. Over the years she had employed a string of babysitters to help watch my sister, Betsey, and me, as well as do the laundry, make the beds, and clean newsprint smudges from the doors. The year Olga disappeared, I was ten and Betsey six.

Mother was a little lax about checking the references of the sitters she employed, preferring to rely on her “intuition.” She claimed that she could “read people” after so many years spent working at the mental institution. But the truth came out about our new babysitter when her parole officer called a few weeks into the job to check up on Jolene*.

At first it didn’t bother me that Jolene had driven the getaway car in a liquor store heist. She was nineteen, a big, jolly girl with dark brown hair and twinkling eyes who always said cool stuff like, “You’re the ginchiest.” She painted our toenails with hot-pink polish, and she took us on our first city bus ride. But my father, a reporter and columnist for the Ventura County Star-Free Press, put his foot down.

“Hell’s bells, woman,” he said to my mother. “We can’t leave the children with a criminal.”

But before Mother found another sitter, Jolene’s boyfriend got released from prison, and she ran off with him to Los Angeles to get married.

“She’s in the wind,” Daddy said. “Good riddance.”

“Jolene eloped,” Mother said. “Isn’t that nice, girls?”

Maybe. But as that year progressed, I found myself gripped more and more by a dogged vigilance against danger. Every day I read newspaper headlines about children dying in school bus accidents, escaped convicts in high-speed shoot-outs, killer teenagers on a weeklong murder rampage in Nebraska. Eleven innocent victims! Who’s next? Even before Olga Duncan vanished from her apartment, I had a lot on my mind.

Then, a month after Jolene disappeared with her criminal boyfriend, my cat Cinderella went missing.

“Don’t worry, she’ll come home when she gets hungry,” Daddy assured me.

But a few days later, he came into the kitchen, where we were eating our oatmeal, and said, “Well, I’ll be goddamned. That cat’s dead in the backyard by the geraniums.”

“But you said… YOU SAID…”

“These things happen, dear,” Mother said. “At least you still have Pinky Lee.”



Shortly after we buried Cinderella in the backyard, lost to “some cat disease,” as my father said, my family held our annual neighborhood Fourth of July celebration. Daddy set off illegal fireworks in our driveway, and I found out that the Russians wanted to kill us.

It happened after all the firecrackers had exploded and the last sparkler had fizzled out. Daddy helped Mother pass out bowls of homemade ice cream that they’d hand-cranked in our old wooden ice cream maker. A group of the fathers hovered nearby, waiting for scoops and talking about the space race.

“You know, Sputnik isn’t our biggest problem,” one of the neighbors said. “That same rocket that launched the satellite could send a nuclear warhead anywhere in the world.”

Another man nodded gravely. “Serious threat to US national security, all right. We could be looking at a nuclear attack.”

Daddy laughed. “That nincompoop Khrushchev claims that the Sputnik launch proves the Russians can hit a fly on the wall from any distance. That’s ridiculous. A hydrogen bomb weighs too much for that Russian rocket to carry it all the way to the United States.”

The neighbor took a puff on his cigarette. “I don’t know about that, Bob,” he said in a mournful tone. “Those Ruskies want to annihilate us.”

It had been exciting the year before when the Russians launched Sputnik. The neighborhood kids had all bounced on their toes in our driveway after sunset one night and passed around a pair of binoculars, oohing and aahing as we watched the little satellite scoot across the sky.

But now… Annihilate us?

I took some ice cream for myself and spooned in a mouthful while staring hard into the dark sky, remembering how we’d seen the twinkling Sputnik pass over our little neighborhood.

Sputnik’s batteries had died a few months later, and Grandma said, “It’s a miracle that thing didn’t kill someone when it fell out of the sky.”

Later in the week, I asked Daddy, “What about the Russians? And the fluoride stuff Grandma says the commies want to put in our water to poison us?”

Daddy peered at me over his newspaper. “Fluoride prevents tooth decay. It’ll make your teeth stronger.” He used his tongue to push his two false front teeth toward me and clicked them back into place. He’d lost the originals playing baseball as a boy. “Don’t pay any attention to what your grandmother says.” He folded his newspaper, stood, and turned to walk out of the kitchen.

“Do you think Jolene’s boyfriend still has his gun?” I called after him.



The year Olga Duncan disappeared, my family was living just outside Ventura, a small California coastal town south of Santa Barbara. Main Street was only three blocks from the ocean. The small beach town had been transformed in the 1950s when developers bought up surrounding farmland and built tracts of houses for World War II vets and their baby boomer families.

We lived in Montalvo, an agricultural community a few miles inland from the coast. The subdivision of modest stucco bungalows, with long concrete front porches and big yards, had been built in the middle of an old walnut grove. Most of the houses still had a walnut tree or two growing in the yard and plenty of children to climb the branches. A dozen little girls between the ages of six and twelve lived within half a block of my home on Alameda Avenue. Daddy called us the Alameda Girls.

Montalvo was as safe a neighborhood as you could find in 1958. Still, it began to worry me that real danger lurked even in my own little community. Jolene had run off with an ex-con who carried a gun. Mr. Khrushchev had a nuclear bomb and plans to annihilate us. And my cat Cinderella had died under suspicious circumstances. But my parents remained clueless. Except for a fixation on automobile accidents and an unnatural fear of the house catching fire, they had stumbled through the 1950s in a fog of blind optimism.

Daddy couldn’t get over the fact that we owned so many modern appliances—a Bendix combination automatic washing machine and clothes dryer, a self-defrosting refrigerator, a car with power steering and power brakes. After growing up on a cattle ranch in Montana with an outhouse and an icebox, he was giddy over our good fortune. “Progress, girls, progress,” he crowed as he rubbed his hands together. Daddy was a big believer in progress.

I wanted to scream, “Open your eyes, for crying out loud! There’s plenty to be worried about.” We couldn’t even count on God to protect us. My family wasn’t saved, according to a devout Christian girl who lived up the street, because we didn’t attend church like most of the other families in the neighborhood. And Grandma said Daddy was an atheist. I knew we needed to be careful, but we never even locked the front door. We’d lost the key.



On the evening of November 17, 1958, a foggy belt of cold coastal air settled over our neighborhood. The unseen ocean made its presence felt with a whiff of rotting seaweed tingeing the cooling coastal breeze. Olga Duncan would vanish later that night thirty miles to the north, signaling the end of our quiet 1950s life and shattering the sense of security for people in Santa Barbara and Ventura for years to come. But on that night, my family danced the polka.

Polka Go-Round was Mother’s favorite Monday night show, and sometimes, if Daddy was in a good mood, we could get him to dance with us and the dancers on TV. Carolyn was my favorite singer on the show. She yodeled. And Lou played the accordion while he led the band. The polka was the only dance Daddy said he could do. But really, he just hopped and skipped to the music. Sometimes he got a little carried away.

“Slow down, Bob, before you hurt yourself,” Mother cried that night, as Daddy galloped around our little living room with my sister and me on his arms. When Lou fired up the “Beer Barrel Polka” on his accordion, Mother danced too, and we all got going so fast, laughing and twirling, that Daddy stepped on Pinky Lee’s tail, knocked over a lamp, and spilled a vase of roses on the floor.

“That’s enough, Bob,” Mother said. “It looks like a nuclear bomb went off in here.” She shut off the TV after Carolyn yodeled good night to the viewers and told my sister and me to get ready for bed.

“But I want to watch The Patti Page Show,” Betsey cried. “ ‘How Much Is That Doggie’ is my favorite.”

A little while later, I stood on the bottom rung of the bunk bed ladder, watching Daddy as he struggled to close the three-inch gap between the windowsill and the sash.

“Could you please check the closet?” I asked.

He rolled his eyes. “There’s no monster in the closet, honey.”

I scrunched up my mouth and stared at him.

“Fine.” He gave up on the window, walked over, and opened the closet door.

“Look behind the clothes.”

Daddy made a big deal of moving the hangers this way and that. “Happy?”

I shrugged as he closed the closet door. “There’s no such thing as monsters. It’s all in your imagination, you know that, right?”

I nodded uncertainly and took another step up the ladder. “Do you think the Russians might be able to hit a fly on our wall with a nuclear bomb?”

Daddy laughed. “I can’t even hit a fly on our wall with a fly swatter half the time.”

“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean that the Russians can’t… Miss Peterson says we have to study harder or the Russians are going to take us over.”

He made a shooing gesture toward the top bunk. “Come on, come on. Climb up. Jeez, Sputnik isn’t a military threat. Khrushchev’s using it as propaganda to scare us.”

“Propa . .?”

“Lies. You don’t need to worry about this, honey.”

“Uh-huh. That’s what you said when Cinderella got lost.”

“Well, maybe I misjudged the gravity of the Cinderella situation, but the Russians didn’t kill her. Old age did. That is just nature. So don’t worry about the Russians. Understand?”

“Okay, but that doesn’t mean…”

Daddy put up his stop-sign hand. “No more. Get in bed.” He headed for the door. “Where the hell is your sister?”

I finished climbing the ladder, lay down on the bed, and put my palms together to begin reciting the prayer that Grandma had taught me. I prayed every night and went to Sunday school with my friends. I was trying to save myself from God’s wrath.

Pinky Lee curled up beside me. We both closed our eyes as I silently mouthed the words: “Now I lay me down to sleep. I pray the Lord my soul to keep. If I should die before I wake…” Die? Does Grandma know something she isn’t telling me? I closed my eyes tighter. “I pray the Lord my soul to take.” And finished off with my own last line: “Please, God, not tonight. I don’t want to be buried under the ground like Cinderella. If you let me live, I’ll be good.”

The continuous hum of cars traveling from Los Angeles to Santa Barbara on Highway 101 at the end of our block drifted through the partially open window. The high whine of truck tires came from far away and faded in the distance. Pinky Lee purred in my ear, tickling my face with his whiskers. Smiling, I turned over and tried not to think about the Russians.

At that same time, just up the coast in Santa Barbara, a pregnant young nurse drank coffee and ate hot buns with two friends from work. She showed them the gown she was embroidering for her unborn baby and said good night, unaware that it would be her last.






CHAPTER TWO GOODBYE


Santa Barbara, California, November 17, 1958

The city of Santa Barbara, sandwiched between the Santa Ynez Mountains and the Pacific Ocean, ninety-five miles north of Los Angeles, is sometimes known as the American Riviera because of its beautiful coastline and almost perfect weather. But on that night, as a car moved slowly through the dark empty streets, it was cold by local standards. Forty degrees, with a slight whiff of rotting seaweed in the air.

The car’s engine sputtered as it turned right from State Street onto a deserted street lined with Spanish-style buildings and slender-stemmed palm trees. The car stopped on the next block, idling under a streetlight across from the Santa Barbara courthouse. The clock tower, its huge Roman numerals shrouded in darkness, loomed overhead.

The driver pulled out a heavy object wrapped in an oil-stained rag from under the seat, examined it, handed it to his passenger, and strained to get a look at the clock on the courthouse tower. Ten past eleven.

After pumping the gas pedal until the engine ran smoothly again, the driver put the car in gear and pulled away from the curb. The engine sputtered momentarily as the car drove past low-slung, red-tiled buildings and headed through the shadowy darkness toward Garden Street.



Three blocks away, thirty-year-old nurse Olga Duncan called out a last goodbye as her friends from the hospital clambered down the open stairway, still laughing at Doreen’s dead-on imitation of their insufferable head nurse. Doreen turned back toward her friend when she reached the courtyard below. “Now, girls,” she continued in a high-pitched, haughty tone, “hasten, hasten. We mustn’t keep Doctor waiting!”

Sylvia clapped her hands twice under her chin. “Go along to bed, my dear. We daren’t be tardy for surgery in the morning.”

Both young women dissolved into laughter before calling out a new round of goodbyes.

Olga giggled and covered her mouth. Glancing around at the dark windows of the neighboring apartments, she put a finger to her lips. “Shhhhh.” Then she shook her head as she pointed toward the door of Mrs. Barnett, the manager of The Garden Street apartments, who always referred to Olga as ‘that sweet lovely girl.’

Sylvia blew a kiss to her friend as the young nurses waved one last time, turned, and stepped onto the sidewalk.

Olga, a petite, quiet girl with large hazel eyes, brushed a few strands of auburn hair from her face and pulled her robe tight against the cool night. An electric stillness filled the air as she smoothed the quilted pink-and-white robe across her very pregnant belly. More laughter drifted up from the sidewalk as her friends waited for their cab. A car pulled up, doors slammed, and the sound of the taxi faded into the distance.

Olga slipped inside the sliding glass door of her apartment but didn’t close it all the way. Instead, she leaned her hand on the glass and pressed her face through the partial opening to inhale the salt-scented air. She turned her face to the palm trees towering over the white stucco two-story building. A small sliver of a moon shone between the long fan-like fronds whispering as they swayed in the light breeze blowing off the Pacific Ocean.

A wistful smile turned up the corners of Olga’s lips when the lonesome wail of the train whistle cut through the quiet night. She felt a pang of homesickness for the family she’d left behind in Canada, especially her railroad engineer papa. As the train chugged through town, she patted her pregnant belly. Just six more weeks and your grandma will be on that train. Olga moved her fingers to the side of her tummy when she felt the baby kick. That’s right. Grandma is coming here to help us.

Olga felt a sharp pain from the neuritis in her hand. “Only the baby pressing on some nerves,” the doctor had said. She massaged her tingling fingers as her thoughts shifted to her sometimes-husband, Frank. The handsome attorney didn’t live at their apartment full time anymore. He just visited occasionally.

“Frank’s a big baby.” Doreen had exploded at her one afternoon at the hospital. “Enough is enough.”

Olga sighed. Maybe. She had talked to that lawyer Sylvia had insisted on, but still… The baby kicked again. A hard kick this time, right under her ribs.

The train noise dissolved into the night, and an eerie silence descended again on the apartment building.

“Maybe your daddy will come see us tomorrow,” she whispered to her unborn child. Olga smiled faintly as she remembered the silly grin on Frank’s face when he’d tentatively put his fingers on her stomach to feel their baby move.

“Everything will be fine, honey. You’ll see,” Frank had said as he held her close.

The sound of a rough-running car engine creeping along the road below ended Olga’s reverie. Headlights swept past the deserted courtyard as she shut the sliding glass door, pulled the drapes closed, and locked the latch. The sputtering engine abruptly died in the street.






CHAPTER THREE MONSTER OF THE DEEP


Ventura, California, November 19, 1958

Looking back to my faraway childhood, I see it all so clearly. More than sixty years after Olga Duncan’s disappearance, I still remember staring at the small headline on that fall afternoon.

MISSING NURSE SOUGHT BY POLICE, FRIENDS

I ran my finger along the tiny print. Missing? Lifting the newspaper from the kitchen table to get a better look at the blurry picture next to the story didn’t help. I yanked open the junk drawer and rummaged through all the stuff. My magnifying glass was the only thing left from the Junior Detective Kit I’d gotten by sending in cereal box tops. Everything else—handcuffs, badge, miniature flashlight, and paper mustache disguise—had disappeared.

The scratched plastic magnifier made the picture of the smiling young woman wearing a white nurse’s cap bigger but not much clearer.


Olga Duncan, 30, of 114 [sic] Garden Street, Apt. 11, was the object of a police search today. She has been missing from her home since 11:00 P.M. Monday, friends told police.

Mrs. Duncan is the wife of Santa Barbara attorney Frank Duncan and was home alone Monday night after she said goodbye to two friends who visited her at her apartment. She has not been seen since. She is employed as a surgical nurse at Cottage Hospital. However, she did not go to work yesterday and did not notify the hospital of her whereabouts. Friends said she is expecting a baby. Anyone with information is asked to call the Santa Barbara Police Department.



Betsey banged the screen door open, causing me to jump and drop the magnifier.

Gosh. Home alone at night, and now she’s gone. Vanished!

“Daddy, Daddy, come see the big fish at the Smiths’ house!” Betsey ran into the living room and poked our father, who was napping on the couch. Sometimes on a slow news day, he came home after the paper went to press to “rest his eyes” before going out again to cover evening meetings.

“I already saw the fish. Big deal.” He turned his back. “Can’t you see that I’m busy?”

Betsey widened her eyes. “It’s forty-eight feet long.”

Daddy pushed himself up on one elbow and looked over his shoulder. “No, it is not. It’s a forty-eight-pound sea bass. It’s only five feet long. I have my sources.”

“Well, it’s a sea monster… of the deep, Mr. Smith says… and it’s in the back of their station wagon, and it’s so heavy that the whole back of the car is sagging. Everybody in the neighborhood is down there.”

I walked through the archway that divided the dining and living room areas to join my sister at the couch. “I saw it, and it’s dripping fish blood all over the place.”

“He caught it by an island and flew it home in a helicopter,” Betsey said. “Everybody says so.”

“For God’s sake.” Daddy sat up. “You little chatterboxes won’t let me sleep, will you?”

“I hardly said anything, Daddy. I’ve been very quiet reading this newspaper.” I held up the copy of the Santa Barbara News Press that I’d found on the dining room table. “Didn’t you say this paper is a rag and no one in their right mind should ever read it?”

He took the newspaper out of my hands. “You shouldn’t read it.”

“But you were. I saw you.”

He set the newspaper next to him on the couch and sighed deeply. “Yes, I was reading it. It’s my job to check up on those guys at the News Press to see if there’s anything going on up in Santa Barbara that I may need to follow up on.”

I lowered myself to my knees and put my face close to the folded paper. “What about this? ‘Missing Nurse Sought by Police, Friends.’ And look at the picture, Daddy.” I held out my magnifying glass, but he didn’t take it. “She looks nice.”

“You don’t need to worry about that.” He pushed himself off the couch.

“But she disappeared in the middle of the night.”

Betsey gazed at him. “Why don’t we ever go fishing like Mr. Smith, Daddy?”

He waved her off. “Fishing is way overrated. I’m thinking of starting a magazine for us non-hunter, non-fisherman types. Might call it The Great Indoorsman.”

We followed him into the kitchen, my sister’s blonde curls bouncing as she hopped along on one foot. “And how come Mr. Smith always gets to fly everywhere?” she wanted to know.

Daddy opened the refrigerator door. “Because he’s an officer in the Air Force Reserve, and he does something or other out at Oxnard Air Force Base once a week.” He stuck his head in the refrigerator. “Something important for our national defense like going fishing.”

“Myron flew a bomber on D-Day.” My friends and I always called each other’s parents by their first names. It was a very friendly neighborhood. I wasn’t exactly sure what D-Day was, but I knew it was a big deal.

“What did you do in the war, Daddy?” Betsey persisted. “Were you an officer too?”

He ducked out of the refrigerator holding a slab of cheese and a jar of mustard. “I was a private first class,” he said in a dignified voice. “PFC is a very important job. They just don’t fly much. Too risky.”

“Daddy was a typist,” I told my sister.

“Fast typists were hard to come by in the war,” he said. “They needed me stateside to type a lot of important messages.”

I tugged on his shirt. “But what about this missing nurse?” I’d carried the newspaper with me. “What happened to her?”

Betsey pulled on his pants from the other side. “Did you see the fish eyeball? It’s in a jar of salt water. Tommy Smith is taking it to school for sharing tomorrow.”

Tommy had chased me home with the jar. I shivered and looked at the picture of the nurse to get the image of the floating eyeball out of my head.

“Wish I had an eyeball to share,” Betsey pouted.

Daddy’s head ping-ponged between our faces. Finally, he said, “Don’t look at the eyeball. It’ll give you nightmares. Don’t think about it.” He pointed toward the back of the house. “You’re supposed to be in your room picking up those Rig-A-Jig things,” he said to my sister.

Betsey hopped out of the kitchen on both feet.

Daddy tried to snatch the newspaper out of my hands, but I was too fast for him and whipped it behind my back.

“That isn’t anything for you to worry about,” he said. “It’s nothing.”

“Then why did you bring it home and fold it open to the story about the missing nurse?”

Daddy sat down on one of the kitchen chairs. “All right, I guess it can’t hurt, but don’t mention this conversation to your mother.”

I rolled my eyes. That went without saying.

“I’ve got a source that tells me maybe this is more than just a domestic problem. This young woman could be in trouble.”

“You mean somebody hurt her?”

He winced. “Not sure. Just have to see what the police come up with.”

I brought the newspaper out from behind my back and looked at the picture of Olga Duncan. “It says she’s expecting a baby.” I stared intently into Daddy’s face. “The police are going to solve it, find her, right?”

Daddy put his hand on my arm and guided me back to the bedroom. “Help your sister.”

Betsey sat cross-legged on the floor, scooping the toys into a pile. She looked up at our father. “When are you going to start that magazine?”

“I got no time for a magazine. I’ve still got to write my column for tomorrow’s paper. If you little girls would quit waking me up with a lot of nonsense about some poor fish Myron Smith dragged out of the ocean, I might get rested up enough to write it.”

“You could write about Myron’s fish,” I said.

“Right. ‘Big Fish Doings Afoot in the Neighborhood’ or maybe ‘Angling for the Couch’…” he muttered as he headed back to the living room.

I listened as his voice trailed off down the hallway. “Do you think somebody else could disappear like that nurse?” I called after him.

“I said don’t worry about it.”

But I couldn’t stop thinking about Olga Duncan.






CHAPTER FOUR THE SUSPENSION


Santa Barbara, California, November 20, 1958

The Santa Barbara Police Department was headquartered in the basement of City Hall, a white two-story, Mission Revival–style building with a red-tiled roof standing on the northeast corner of the historic De La Guerra Plaza, in the heart of downtown Santa Barbara. Swaying palm trees lined the plaza.

Detective Jim Hansen* sat behind a gray metal desk outside his lieutenant’s closed door in the airless, musty-smelling basement police station. Hansen’s big shoulders hunched over his typewriter, his index fingers poised above the keys. He couldn’t catch all the angry words from the other room—hell of a racket—but he’d heard enough to know that things weren’t going well for his partner.

Lieutenant Peck’s voice rose. “No evidence… just another one of your hunches, and we don’t have the overtime budget for hunches.”

“Good street sources said they were casing the place.” Charlie Thompson bellowed back.

Hansen stared at the robbery incident report in his typewriter. A couple of other detectives also sat at their desks, moving papers around while their heads stayed tilted toward the commotion.

“… couple of small-time guys… up to something big at Pep Boys auto parts… routine stakeout.”

When Hansen heard pounding on the desk inside the small, thin-walled office, he gave up the pretext of working and swiveled his chair so he faced the door.

“You got your head up your ass…. You don’t know shit.”

“Insubordination!” the lieutenant screamed.

The door banged open. Thompson, red-faced beneath his trademark fedora, took a step out of the office.

“You’re suspended.” The lieutenant spat the words across his desk.

“What? Because I followed a tip?” Thompson shouted.

“Because you don’t know how to follow orders. How many times—”

Thompson turned and headed for the exit. Everyone in the sweltering detective bay watched.

“What are you lookin’ at?” he sneered as he passed a couple of patrolmen coming out of the coffee room.

Lieutenant Peck got up from his desk and moved to the doorway of his office. He stood, hands on hips, slowly shaking his head.

Thompson was almost out the door of the detective bay when he glanced over his shoulder and saw the lieutenant watching him. “You son of a bitch,” he called to his boss.

“Two weeks!” Peck shouted. “No pay!” He was breathing hard. He shifted his gaze to Hansen. “You,” he said and pointed. Hansen half stood. “You get back to the watch commander about that missing nurse yet?” Without waiting for a response, the lieutenant kicked his office door shut so hard it shook the room.

Hansen sat down, put both hands on his forehead for a moment, and then sorted through a pile of messages stacked on his desk. Finally, he found the one that had come from the watch commander earlier that day: Young nurse reported missing two days ago. Pregnant. Hasn’t turned up yet. Maybe more than a runaway wife.

Hansen tapped the message with his index finger as he scanned the room. The other detectives all had their heads down. He stared for a moment at the empty doorway where his partner had made his grand exit. Two weeks’ suspension. Fucking Thompson. Can’t he ever do things the easy way?

Hansen got up and headed to the division that handled missing persons. Sergeant Vickers, the watch commander, was out, but patrol officer Peter O’Brian*, who’d taken the missing person report on Olga Duncan, was sitting at Vickers’s desk with his chest puffed out.

Hansen stood next to the desk. “What about this so-called missing nurse?”

O’Brian swiveled his sergeant’s chair to reach a folder. “It’s been over forty-eight hours. We issued an all-points bulletin this afternoon. Sent it out on the teletype to all California law enforcement agencies.”

Hansen perched his rear end on the desk. “What you got?”

“We called her family in Canada. Father’s very upset, understandably. They haven’t had a letter from their daughter in more than a week, and there were absolutely no plans for her to visit them in Manitoba.”

Hansen grunted. “Yeah, well, women sometimes…”

O’Brian licked his thumb and flipped the page. “She got a job as a nurse over at Cottage Hospital about a year ago.” He looked up. “Nursing shortage, you know.”

Hansen circled his index finger impatiently.

“She’s married to an attorney here in town by the name of Frank Duncan. Friends say she’s seven months pregnant, but Duncan hasn’t been living with her for a while. He’s the one who called us with the report, but the friends are the ones who discovered she was missing.”

Hansen took the folder and started reading for himself. “The friends? Not the husband?”

“It’s all in the file. Husband says his wife’s just sore at him. Probably took off to teach him a lesson.” O’Brian raised his eyebrows. “But check with the landlady. She thinks there’s no way this woman would run off and worry everyone.”



Hansen read the interview of the husband, Frank Duncan, while standing in front of his desk in the detective bay. He sat down and dialed the black rotary telephone to call Duncan’s office but had to leave a message when the receptionist told him the attorney was in court.

Hansen read through the interviews with the two nurse friends who’d last seen Olga. “So unlike her to go off without telling anyone. And she left her purse in the apartment.”

The detective leaned an elbow on the desk and ran his fingers through his thick hair. Must have gone out in an awful big hurry if she forgot her purse. He underlined the name and address of Olga’s landlady, Dorothy Barnett, then stretched his arms over his head, arched his back, and rolled his shoulders. He couldn’t sit for too long, not since the war. His back ached.

Jim Hansen had been a Santa Barbara policeman for thirteen years, a detective for the last five. He’d joined the force right after he got out of the navy in 1946. He’d been on Battleship Row during the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor and survived five torpedoes that sank his ship. Nothing so far in his job as a policeman had come close to the horror he’d experienced during World War II. He liked both the routine and the variety of police work, as long as he didn’t have to spend too much time sitting at a desk.

He checked the notes on the interview with Olga Duncan’s obstetrician. The report said she had visited him the day she disappeared. Pregnancy progressing normally. Gestation calculated at thirty-one weeks. Complained of a little neuritis in her hand. Otherwise a very healthy young woman. To the question about her emotional state, the doctor had replied, “Very weepy. Possibly a little depressed.”

The detective stood and rotated his neck. Runaway wife… or something else? He took his coat off the back of the chair. In Santa Barbara, people don’t just disappear.



Hansen parked on the residential street in front of The Garden Street apartments. A pair of seagulls soared above palm trees, very white against the blue sky, crying their high-pitched call. He entered through a courtyard of the small two-story apartment building lined with bright orange bird-of-paradise blooms and red bougainvillea climbing trellises along the wall.

Someone peered between the Venetian blinds of the window of ground-floor apartment 3 as Hansen read the small sign on the door. MANAGER. He flashed his police badge at the window.

Mrs. Barnett opened the door before he even had a chance to knock. The detective introduced himself and explained the purpose of his visit. “I know it’s late, but…”

She waved his words away. “I’ll do anything I can to help find Olga.”

Mrs. Barnett sat on a faded brocade settee in her cramped living room/office and crossed her swollen ankles. A desk piled high with paperwork was crowded up against the wall beneath the window. She adjusted her rhinestone-decorated eyeglasses as she peered at the detective.

Hansen eased himself onto a small upholstered stool.

“You almost missed me.” Mrs. Barnett fluffed one side of her puffy bluish hair at the handsome detective. “Just got back from getting my perm and rinse.”

Hansen smiled politely. “I’d like you to tell me what you can about Olga Duncan. Where do you think she might go? Friends, relatives?” He put his notebook on his knee and patted his pockets until he found a pencil.

“I’m afraid I don’t really know her friends.” Mrs. Barnett twisted her fingers. “I want to help, but I have no idea where she might go.”

“How about the last time you saw her?”

“Monday afternoon, the day she disappeared. I was in the courtyard watering my bird-of-paradise plants when she got home from work. She said, ‘The garden looks lovely, Mrs. Barnett’ when she passed. Olga is always so thoughtful that way. Appreciates things.”

“You didn’t talk to her again?”

“No, I watched TV all evening. I like to see Polka Go-Round on Monday nights and The Patti Page Show.” She smoothed the hem of her skirt over her plump knees. “Two of Olga’s nurse friends were there for a visit that night. I heard Olga say goodbye to them around eleven or so.”

“Uh-huh… Do you think that she might have been depressed, maybe harmed herself… taken her own life?”

Mrs. Barnett slapped her hand on her chest. “Absolutely not. She might have been unhappy about some things, but she would never do anything to hurt her baby. She’s a very even-tempered young woman.”

Hansen tapped his pencil on his notebook. “Any men around? She likely to run off?”

“Never! Olga is a lovely girl, and very quiet, like a little mouse. Sweet. I wish all my tenants were like Olga.”

“And you didn’t hear anything unusual?”

“Like I said, it must have been a little after eleven o’clock when Olga’s friends left. I couldn’t help but hear them. They made so much noise talking and laughing as they came down the stairs. I was trying to get to sleep.”

Hansen shifted his weight on the stool. “Just tell me anything else you can think of about that night.”

“I made my rounds outside at seven thirty. I go out every night to check my roof lights. I’m like an old hen with a bunch of chickens. I want to know my tenants are safe. It’s so dark up here at night, you know, and we have those two flights of steep stairs.” Mrs. Barnett pulled her cardigan sweater close around her shoulders. “It was chilly and very quiet the night Olga disappeared, very still.”

“And you were the one who found Olga’s door open the next morning?”

Mrs. Barnett nodded. “I heard this strange thumping sound and went outside to check. Olga’s sliding glass door was open with the drapes blowing through the opening. Very strange… drapes just flapping in the breeze. No sign of Olga. I thought she’d gone off to work and forgotten to close the door.” Mrs. Barnett shrugged. “But while I was still standing outside her door, her nurse friends, the girls from the night before, came to check on her because she hadn’t shown up to assist in surgery that morning. Never called. So unlike Olga.”

“And you went inside the apartment?”

“Well, of course,” the old woman stammered, “to check on her… We were worried. What if she was having an emergency with the baby, and…”

Hansen put up his hand. “Perfectly understandable. What did you find inside?”

“The lights in the living room were on. Some new baby clothes all neatly folded on the sofa. One of the girls checked the bedroom and looked in the closet. She said she didn’t see the pink robe that Olga was wearing the night before.” Mrs. Barnett put her hand to her mouth. “Olga’s purse was still on her dresser.”

“Strange,” Hansen said as he continued to write in his notebook.

“There were a few dirty plates and cups from the hot buns and coffee still on the kitchen counter, but otherwise, nothing seemed out of order.”

Hansen stopped writing. “So, did Olga have any problems you can think of? You mentioned that she was a little unhappy.”

“Well… have you talked to the nurses yet?”

“The other policeman interviewed them, but I have them on my list of people I want to see myself. I’ll get to everybody, of course… unless Mrs. Duncan turns up. Women have a way of doing that. Turning up, you know.”

“I certainly hope you’re taking this seriously, young man,” the landlady huffed. “Olga wouldn’t go away and worry everyone.”

Hansen rubbed at a twinge in his back. “You said she was unhappy. Anything in particular?”

“Her husband, for one thing. He doesn’t live here full time anymore.” She ruffled her curls again. “I guess you could say that there were family problems.”

“Like what?”

“I have no idea what was wrong between the two of them. I don’t stick my nose into my tenants’ business.” The woman shifted forward in her chair. “But there was a bit of a bother with the mother-in-law.”

“Like what?”

“I probably shouldn’t say anything. I don’t want to cause anybody any trouble.”

“If you know something that will help us find her, anything…” Hansen said. “Let the police decide what’s important.”

The landlady lowered her voice. “Well, she was here one day, you see, kicked up a terrible fuss. Tricked me into letting her into the apartment.”

“Who?”

“The other Mrs. Duncan. The mother-in-law.” Mrs. Barnett looked away. “She claimed that Olga was unfit. Said she was a foreigner.”

“When was this?”

“August, I think. She wanted me to kick Olga out of the apartment. Said her son wasn’t going to be responsible for Olga’s debts… some other crazy things.”

Hansen turned to a new page in his notebook. “Like what?”

“I didn’t really take her seriously.” Mrs. Barnett hesitated. “I just thought she was a very interfering, buttinski type of woman, trying to run her son’s life. My sister has a mother-in-law like that. You know the type. Sticks her nose into everything.”

“Okay, Mrs. Barnett, you’ve been a big help.” The detective paused for a moment before continuing. “Anything unusual that night?”

“Not really. Well, there was no light on in Dr. and Mrs. Williamson’s apartment, so I figured they’d gone to a movie. Those two young people like to go out to a show, and I often hear them come home quite late.”

“So that wasn’t unusual?”

“No.” Mrs. Barnett shook her head. “But a little after Olga’s friends left, when I was trying to sleep after I’d finished reading a chapter in my Bible, I heard footsteps on the stairs outside my window. I thought to myself, ‘There they are, the Williamsons coming home from the movie.’ ”

Hansen narrowed his brows. “I don’t see how this…”

“Well, that’s what I’m trying to tell you. When I saw Mrs. Williamson yesterday, we talked about Olga, and I told her, ‘I didn’t hear a thing that night except you and your dear husband coming home from the movie,’ and she said, ‘We didn’t go out to a show that night. We didn’t go out at all.’ ” Mrs. Barnett put a hand to her throat. “Then I realized that it was other footsteps.”

“And those stairs lead to Olga’s apartment?”

Mrs. Barnett nodded. “Her sliding glass door is at the top of the stairs.”






CHAPTER FIVE SNEEZES, SAUCES, AND SOURCES


Ventura, California, November 20, 1958

While Detective Hansen was questioning people who knew Olga Duncan, I sat at our gray Formica kitchen table carefully scanning the afternoon issue of the Ventura County Star-Free Press. Pinky Lee purred in my lap. There had been no stories since Olga had been reported missing. Every time I nagged my father for information about the investigation, he said, “How the hell do I know?”

I gave Pinky a nudge, put down the newspaper, and wandered out to the living room to stand at the screen door. Daddy was pacing the front lawn. He glanced at his watch and peered down the street.

Uh-oh. Mother’s late again. “Do you think there might have been a head-on crash on the bridge?” I called out. Whenever Mother was late getting home from work, my father’s mind jumped to catastrophic conclusions. So did mine.

Mother made the thirty-mile round-trip daily commute on Highway 101 to her social worker job at the state hospital in Camarillo. Daddy especially worried about fatal traffic accidents on the two-lane Santa Clara Bridge, which spanned the riverbed between Oxnard and Ventura. Considering all my parents’ talk about trucks losing their brakes, cars going out of control because of tire blowouts or, worst of all, crossing that deadly bridge, it seemed a miracle to me that Mother was still alive.

She drove up five minutes later. “Sorry,” she said. “My plate blew up at lunch.” She stood beside me in the kitchen, still wearing her coat.

“Oh,” I said.

Daddy wrinkled his brow.

“Hot chili beans, cold plate,” she explained as she opened the refrigerator door. “Oh, gosh, I forgot to take the pork chops out of the freezer this morning.” She opened a cupboard. “I could do some macaroni and cheese.”

“Forget about it,” Daddy said. “We’ll all go down to the Wagon Wheel.”



We drove to the end of the street and turned south at the signal onto Highway 101. Just as the light changed to green, Mother put her hand up in the air and made a muffled shrieking sound.

“Uh-oh,” I said.

“Ah, ah, ah…” Mother sneezed a shuddering, convulsive “Ker-choo!”

Betsey leaned sideways and flattened herself against the window. Two or three more sneezes immediately followed. Daddy reflexively jerked the steering wheel, and we swerved partway into the next lane. A guy in a pickup truck laid on the horn.

“Jesus Christ! Quit doing that. You almost made me lose control of the car.” Daddy shot her a sideways look. “Can’t you give some kind of a warning?”

“I was gathering myself,” my mother said in a dignified voice. She opened her purse, pulled out a Kleenex, and dabbed at her nose.

A short time later, Daddy found a space in the parking lot underneath the giant neon sign where large red letters blinked WAGON WHEEL RESTAURANT AND MOTEL with an animated stagecoach driver cracking a whip over galloping horses. We walked across the gravel lot toward the low-slung ranch-style building. A weather vane perched on top of a cupola on the wood-shingled roof.

Betsey chattered away. “I want a double stack of pancakes.”

“Uh, we’ll have to see, dear,” Mother said.

We entered through the heavy wooden double doors and stood in the small reception area just off the bar to wait for a table. A hostess wearing a flowing black dress and heavy silver-and-turquoise jewelry gathered up rawhide-covered menus for the couple ahead of us.

Daddy hated to wait. If he wasn’t humming, he was sputtering. He impatiently blew air through his lips, making loud motorboat noises while he rubbed his face.

“It’s an unconscious habit,” Mother had told me a million times. “Relieves tension, I think. Might be a condition.”

Betsey yammered on about pancakes in her booming little voice. I moved a few feet away, keeping my distance from my family.

I felt very grown up, waiting by myself, gazing up at the cow brands of local ranches burned into the wood beams of the building. It was dark and a little noisy, with clinking glasses and loud bursts of laughter coming from the bar. And in spite of the enormous bull horns hanging over the archway and the cowboy paraphernalia on the walls, to my small-town, ten-year-old mind, the place oozed sophistication. It was a steak house. Very classy.

A rumpled man sitting just inside the bar with his tie loose and his jacket lying across the next stool leaned out by the archway toward the reception area. “Hey, Bob,” he called. “Got a minute?” He motioned Daddy into the bar with one hand while moving his jacket to make room for him to sit down.

Daddy mumbled to my mother, “Just be a second.”

He climbed up on one of the cowhide-covered stools, waving off a bartender already sliding a little napkin in front of him. He put his elbow on the bar and leaned in to listen to the rumpled man.

I strained my ears to hear what they were saying until Mother called my name. Looking up, I saw the hostess leading the way into the dining room.

She seated us at a table near the red-leather-upholstered booths in the back. A flickering candle inside a small replica kerosene lamp sat at the center of the table. A basket of crackers, pats of butter on a little plate, sugar cubes, and a bowl of pitted olives surrounded the candle. I immediately got started on the sugar cubes.

“Don’t eat those,” Mother said. “You’ll spoil your dinner.”

Then she noticed Betsey putting olives on the ends of her fingers. I popped more sugar cubes in my mouth when Mother wasn’t looking.

“Who was that man?” Betsey demanded in a loud voice when Daddy arrived at the table. She held up her hands with the olives for my father to see and used her teeth to pull one into her mouth. Diners at the next table turned to frown at the cute little curly-haired blonde girl sucking olives off her fingers.

“Shh,” Mother hissed.

“Do something about her, Lois,” Daddy said as he sat down.

“Wuth tha a sauce?” I said. “Wi infomation abou the nuse?”

Daddy glared at me. “What do you have in your mouth?”

“Nuh-ing.”

I’d quit eating sugar cubes and Betsey had finished off the olives by the time a waitress dressed as a cowgirl wearing a MYRTLE nametag came to take our orders. She took a pencil from behind her ear.

“I’ll have a cheeseburger with onion rings,” I told her. “And a Shirley Temple.”

Mother conferred with an unhappy Betsey. “You said,” my sister whined. “You said I could have pancakes.” Her lower lip quivered.

“I don’t suppose…” Mother stammered, “we could get…”

“Sorry.” Myrtle chewed gum. She pointed toward the rawhide-covered menu with a bright red lacquered fingernail. “See there, no breakfast after ten A.M.”

Betsey glared at the table, arms folded across her chest, her feet kicking her chair.

Mother ordered some chicken for herself, then said, “She’ll have a hamburger, plain, nothing on it.”

“And french fries,” my sister hissed. “No mayonnaise or anything or I’ll throw up.”

“Got a finicky one there,” the waitress said as she wrote down Betsey’s order. She turned toward my father. “And for you, sir?”

“I’ll have a T-bone,” Daddy said from behind the menu. “No sauces.”

“I beg your pardon?”

Daddy lowered his menu. “I don’t want any sauce on my steak, barbecue or otherwise.”

“He won’t eat it with sauce,” I piped up. Mother put her hand on my arm.

“Or he’ll throw up,” my sister added.

Mother grabbed Betsey’s arm, too, and forced a little laugh.

“None of that French stuff,” my father elaborated.

After the waitress left, Betsey and I started spreading butter on saltine crackers while our parents talked. Mother quizzed Daddy about his conversation with the rumpled man at the bar.

“He told me about a Peeping Tom out on Telegraph Road.”

“Well, I wouldn’t think that’s exactly big news,” Mother said.

“It might be a little more than that…. Very strange…. Happened two nights after that nurse disappeared in Santa Barbara.”

I choked on a cracker. Olga? I put my hand over my mouth to stifle a throat-clearing cough that would remind them that I was listening.

“A sixteen-year-old girl—that was her neighbor who talked to me—was babysitting out on the Campbell ranch and saw a man peering in the window.”

“Well, you know teenage girls…” Mother waved her hand.

“She called the sheriff’s office but didn’t know the address of the ranch house. The sergeant who took the call told her to stay on the line—she was pretty shook up and crying—while he sent deputies to try and find the house.”

Mother glanced our way. “Girls, put down those crackers.”

“They’re all gone,” Betsey pouted. “Debby ate the last one.”

I stopped chewing.

Mother returned her attention to my father, who had picked up a knife and some butter in one hand and was lifting the napkin covering the cracker basket with the other. “Bob,” Mother snapped. “They’re all gone. The girls ate them.”

He gave us the stink-eye and lowered his voice. “This is where it starts to get really strange. Apparently, the guy came right into the house twice while the girl was on the phone with the sheriff.”

Mother covered her mouth. I scooted forward on my seat.

“Each time the man came in, he approached the girl, and each time, she screamed. Then he’d run out of the house and go back to the window and continue to stare at her. Finally, the police called the girl’s mother and got an approximate location for the house. When the sheriff’s cars came up the drive, they saw a man wearing a long dark coat and white gloves flee into the ranch groves.”

“Yee gads,” Mother said, “that poor girl. She must have been terrified.”

I shivered. She could have disappeared.

“Uh-huh. The neighbor said the girl was on the phone with the sheriff for almost twenty minutes while this guy was staring in the window or running in and out of the house.”

I picked up a sugar cube and handed it to Betsey to keep her quiet while I kept my eyes focused on Daddy.

“According to this neighbor, the sheriff’s investigator told the family today that the intruder fits the description of a man named John Lewis, age thirty-one.” Daddy paused. “He escaped from Camarillo State Hospital four days ago.”

My mouth fell open.

“Nooo,” Mother said in a low breathy voice. “Not one of our patients.”

“Yes, one of your patients. And I don’t care what you say, they’re not all harmless. They ought to have a fence around that place.”

“It’s a hospital, not a prison. Besides, the ones who walk off usually come back on their own. Sometimes they even call us to get a ride.”

“Well, I don’t think this guy’s given anybody a ringy-dingy. The neighbor told me all this because he thinks there might be a connection to this nurse’s disappearance. Told the Ventura police his theory but doesn’t think they took him seriously. He wants me to write a story to get everyone’s attention.”

“And will you?” Mother asked. “Write a story?”

Daddy shrugged. “I’ll check into it. I got a source at the Santa Barbara Police Department. I’ll give Charlie a call.” Daddy lowered his voice. “But this is where you can help.”

“Me?” Mother said.

“It would be helpful if you could see what you can find out about this John Lewis.”

“I will do no such thing.” Mother’s voice was loud and indignant.

Nearby diners turned to look at us again, but I was too engrossed in this startling development to care. I couldn’t contain myself any longer. “A real clue, Daddy. He could be the one who took Olga.”

My parents turned their heads toward me simultaneously.

“Now don’t get ahead of yourself, Debby,” Daddy said. “Nothing to connect the cases.”

“Yet.” My eyes widened. “But there’s a mental patient on the loose. You know what you say about Mother’s patients, Daddy….”

He stuck his hand out to try to shut me up.

“You know, they’re all nutcases, a bunch of psycho lunatics. That’s what you always say, Daddy…. This could be the big break.”

Mother put her hand over her mouth. Her shoulders heaved. “Ah, ah, ah, ah…”

Daddy shoved his chair away from the table, making a loud scraping sound, and stretched his hands out toward both my sister and me as if trying to shield us. “Don’t!”

Mother exploded over the table with a burst of air that seemed to come from the depths of her entire being. “Ahhhhhhhhh-choooooooooooo…!”

A woman at the next table said, “Well, I never,” in a shrill voice.

“I want more crackers,” Betsey said.






CHAPTER SIX THE HUSBAND


Santa Barbara, California, November 20, 1958

After finishing the interview with Mrs. Barnett, Hansen folded his long frame into his car and sat for a moment in front of the apartment building, rubbing his left shoulder and stretching his back. Everything hurt by late in the day. Fucking war. He checked his watch… 6:00. Shit. I told Beverly I’d pick her up at six thirty. He sighed. Yeah, well, I’ll see her when I see her. She knows that.

The detective checked his list of addresses and made a U-turn across Garden Street. Frank Duncan ought to be home by now.

Minutes later, he pulled his car to the curb at the corner of State Street and West Valerio and scanned the numbers until he found number seven. Hansen stared at the boxy two-story stucco building, wondering about Frank Duncan. Footsteps at 11:15? Could be the husband.

Hansen checked the mailboxes, then climbed the stairs and knocked on the door of apartment 4. Someone turned off the canned laughter of a television show as he waited. The door opened.

Frank Duncan, still wearing his lawyer suit, looked the picture of a successful young attorney, except for the dark circles under his red-rimmed eyes.

“Detective Jim Hansen.” He flipped open his police identification. “Hope I’m not interrupting your dinner. I’d like to talk to you about your wife.”

Frank searched his face. “Has there been any word?”

“Sorry. Just need to ask you a few questions.”

Frank’s shoulders slumped. He motioned the detective through the door.

Hansen glanced around the living room. New furniture, very modern. “I was in the neighborhood. Hoped I’d catch you in.”

“Have a seat, Detective,” Frank said. “I’d offer you a cup of coffee, but there isn’t any. I just got home, and Mother’s not here.”

Hansen noticed that the attorney spoke with the slightest lisp. “Too bad. I’d like to talk to her.”

“I’m not sure when she’ll be home. She left a note that she’s having dinner with her friend Mrs. Short.”

“Maybe later.” Hansen sat on the couch. “I want to go over some things you told Officer O’Brian when your wife was reported missing.”

Frank sat in a low-slung chair facing Hansen. He raked his fingers through his dark wavy hair. “Anything. Anything to help you find her and clear up this mess. I’ve been going out of my mind. She’s pregnant, you know.”

The detective put his notebook on his thigh and clicked his ballpoint pen open. “Where were you the night your wife disappeared?”

“Here, right here with my mother. We were watching TV.”

“How about at eleven that night?”

“I was asleep, of course. I had court in the morning, Detective. You don’t think…” Frank shook his head. “You don’t think I had anything to do with this, do you?”

Hansen watched the young attorney carefully. “You have no idea where your wife might have gone? She never said anything about going away?”

“Nothing, but…” Frank pursed his thin lips.

“But what, Mr. Duncan?”

“A few weeks ago, she threatened to make trouble for me if I didn’t move back in with her. It should be in your report. I told Officer O’Brian the day she disappeared.”

Hansen cast a suspicious eye on the man. “How would she make trouble for you?”

“I don’t know. ‘Unpleasant publicity’ is all she said. She was upset about the way I was handling things… so maybe that’s what she’s doing now. Making trouble.”

“Why was she so unhappy?”

“Because I’m staying here with Mother instead of living with her. I swear, one more week and I’d have been there with her.” He held up a finger for emphasis. “One more week. This is just temporary, until Mother can… adjust.”

“Adjust to your marriage?”

Frank ran his fingers through his hair again. “Believe me, it’s a long story.”

“I got plenty of time.”

Frank hesitated. “My mother’s terrified of being alone, and she’s afraid of losing me.”

Hansen lifted a brow.

“And I’m afraid she might try to harm herself.” Frank stared at his feet. “She’s tried it before.”

“But you’re not afraid your wife might harm herself?”

Frank jerked back. “Olga is a strong woman. I love her very much, and she knows it.”

Hansen tipped his head to the side. “So you think your wife might be hiding out somewhere?”

“I don’t know what else to think.”

“Can you think of anybody she might stay with?”

“Olga’s from Canada. She moved here when she finished nurses’ training a year ago. The only friends I know about are a married couple down in LA that she knew from Vancouver and the people she works with. And all of them say they haven’t seen or heard from her and have no idea where she might be.”

Hansen glanced at his notes. “You told Officer O’Brian that some of your wife’s luggage is missing from her apartment.”

“Right.” Frank nodded vigorously. “She keeps an imitation alligator-skin hatbox and a matching train-box on a shelf in her closet. Both gone.”

“I understand your mother was unhappy with your wife.”

Frank’s mouth turned into a thin, straight line. “That’s coming from Mrs. Barnett, that batty landlady over at Olga’s apartment building, isn’t it? Absolutely untrue. Mother is mad at me. I’m the one she’s unhappy with.”

“I’d like to talk to your mother,” Hansen said. “See if Olga said anything to her.”

“I don’t think she can be any help. She barely knew Olga. She only met her once.”

“Your mother only met your wife once?”

Frank looked away. “Mother’s… very emotional… about the marriage.”



After he left Frank Duncan, Hansen stopped by the police station. He was in no hurry to hear his girlfriend, Beverly, bitch at him for standing her up. He pushed aside the piles of paperwork covering his desk. Damn Charlie and his big mouth. Gone for two weeks. Hansen tossed his coat onto his partner’s empty desk and sat down at his own. He grabbed his message slips from the nail on the paperweight. Two from Beverly. He threw those in the wastebasket.

He swiveled in his chair while he read the third message. It was for Charlie, but someone had added it to his pile. The message was from Bob Holt, a newspaper reporter from Ventura. Hansen knew that Charlie and Holt exchanged information sometimes. Off the record.

According to the message, Holt wanted to know if the police were investigating an escaped mental patient from Camarillo State Hospital in connection with Olga Duncan’s disappearance. Hansen turned the paper over and continued to read. A man had harassed a girl in Ventura the night after Olga disappeared. Still on the loose.

Hansen paper-clipped the slip to the top of the case file, slung his jacket over his shoulder, and headed for the door.






CHAPTER SEVEN THE INSTALLMENT PLAN


Santa Barbara, California, November 21, 1958

It had rained a little during the night. The sky hung dense with cloud cover; the roads still glistened with moisture. Gus Baldonado’s narrow shoulders hunched over the steering wheel as he weaved the battered Ford in and out of Friday morning traffic toward the Blue Onion restaurant. His baby-faced pal, Luis Moya, rode shotgun while Esperanza Esquivel, owner of the Tropical Café and Bar, sat slumped in a corner of the back seat.

Gus gunned the engine while he waited for other cars to clear the intersection and shouted “Boo!” out the window at a pretty girl stepping off the curb at the crosswalk. When she scrambled back onto the sidewalk, Gus made kissing noises. He leered a wide grin full of perfect teeth and laughed uproariously.

“Keep your mind on business, Romeo,” Luis said as he gave the young woman a quick once-over of his own.

Gus threw the car into gear and roared through the intersection.

Luis faced backward in his seat to focus his steady black eyes on Mrs. Esquivel. “The lady should have the money for us by now.”

Mrs. Esquivel stared out the window at the stores and restaurants lining State Street. Air smelling of ocean brine drifted through the wing window and mixed with the stink of stale cigarette smoke. She moved a lank strand of black hair away from her thin face. “I don’t wanna do this. You talk to her.”

Luis shook his head. “She wanted to talk to you. Besides, it’s better this way. I don’t want anybody seeing me or Gus with her.”

As the big Ford rumbled through the next intersection, it barely missed clipping another car. Gus flipped the other driver the finger.

“You be careful with my car,” Mrs. Esquivel said. “I don’t like to let nobody drive it but me. Not even my brother.”

“Hey, we help you out, cleaning all the time down at the Tropical.”

Mrs. Esquivel continued to stare out the window. “And you drink up my beer.”

“Yeah, well, you got us into this.” Luis slapped the top of his seat, and Mrs. Esquivel jumped. “And if this lady tells you she doesn’t have any money, don’t take no for an answer. Tell her she better pay… or she’ll be sorry. Two thousand dollars cash today.”

Gus slowed the old Ford and turned left on Valerio into the parking lot of the Blue Onion Drive-In Restaurant. He put the car in neutral again, kept one foot on the brake, and pumped the gas pedal to keep the engine alive.

Luis shooed Mrs. Esquivel out the door and shouted after her, “Remember what I said. Cash only!”

Gus glanced sideways at his partner. “Do you think we have time to go down to the Frosty Freeze?”



Mrs. Esquivel spotted Elizabeth Duncan the moment she walked into the restaurant. The well-dressed matron and her old-lady friend, Mrs. Short, were sitting in a booth by the street-side window. Mrs. Esquivel shuffled their way.

Mrs. Short saw her coming, picked up her coffee cup, scooted out of the booth, and moved to one of the swivel stools across the room.

Mrs. Esquivel slid into the vacated spot. “The boys tell me you wanna talk to me.”

Mrs. Duncan put down her coffee and smiled sweetly. She had thin lips and deep-set eyes behind cat’s-eye glasses. “I’m sorry I haven’t been able to get to the bank…. There’s a lot going on right now.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t wanna hear your problems,” Mrs. Esquivel wheezed. “I don’ feel so good myself, and I got too much work all the time. Every morning, every night at the Tropical. Remember? I got to do everything now because Marciano’s in jail, and your son…” More hacking.

Mrs. Duncan looked over to where Mrs. Short sat flipping through the music selections at the countertop jukebox. She took a quick look in the other direction. No one in earshot. She reached into her purse. “I do have something for you, though.” She pushed a long white rectangular piece of paper over to Mrs. Esquivel’s side of the table.

“What’s this?”

Mrs. Duncan beamed. “A check.”

Mrs. Esquivel tried to push the paper back, but Mrs. Duncan covered it with her hand to hold it in place. “It’s all I’ve got right now, two hundred dollars.”

“Two hundred dollars? Luis say no check. He want two thousand today. Cash only.”

“I can’t,” Mrs. Duncan snapped, then softened her tone. “I’m so sorry…. You know me, Mrs. Esquivel. Remember? I was in the courtroom all the time during your husband’s trial when Frank was defending him. You know I’m good for it.”

“Talk to the boys.”

Mrs. Duncan pulled the check back. “Fine,” she said in a huffy tone.

“I’ll tell ’em to meet you at the Woolworths a few blocks down.” Mrs. Esquivel parted her cracked lips, showing small yellow teeth. “But Luis won’ take no check. He want cash payment now, or too bad for you.”

Mrs. Duncan touched a silver button on her cashmere sweater. “Frank doesn’t give me money like that. I don’t even have a bank account, haven’t had one in years… overdrafts. And Frank, well, and the bank, for that matter, get very…” She flitted her fingers around.

Mrs. Esquivel slid out of the booth. “Tell your stories to Luis at Woolworths. He’s the one you gotta worry about.”



“Emma,” Mrs. Duncan called across the room as soon as Mrs. Esquivel was gone.

Mrs. Short, holding a nickel over the coin slot in the jukebox, looked up from the plastic-coated list of song titles.

Mrs. Duncan motioned at her. Mrs. Short put the nickel back in her purse and followed her friend out of the restaurant.

“We got to get going to Woolworths,” Mrs. Duncan said.

“Oh, good. I need some powder and a bottle of Jergens.”

“Not shopping, you ninny,” Mrs. Duncan snapped. “I need to take care of this business with the boys.”

A bus groaned to a stop. The doors opened as compressed air hissed from its brakes. Mrs. Duncan stepped through the doorway. “You get the tickets, Emma. I don’t have any change.”

The bus lurched forward while Mrs. Short stumbled down the aisle, trying to close her purse. She was thrown one way, then the other, and finally plopped into the seat next to Mrs. Duncan. “I think this is the fourth time this week I’ve had to pay for the fares. I really don’t…”

Mrs. Duncan waved the check at her. “Everybody wants my money,” she pouted.

“I thought that was Frank’s money that you were supposed to use to pay off his new typewriter, and I been wondering… What are you going to tell him?”



At Woolworths, Luis and Gus waited in the record department off a side aisle within sight of the front door. Gus leaned on the counter and nonchalantly flipped through a stack of records while Luis held a Frank Sinatra album in one hand. He whistled “Come Fly with Me” under his breath as he admired the bright blue cover picture of a jaunty Sinatra with a fedora perched on his head.

Mrs. Duncan yanked open the front door and strode inside like she owned the place, head held high with a wide smile for the salesgirl stocking a nearby display.

Mrs. Short shuffled in behind. “I’ll be in cosmetics,” she whispered.

Luis and Gus moved away from a couple of nearby shoppers. Mrs. Duncan’s face brightened as she sailed down the aisle toward the men. She acknowledged each of them with a polite nod and held out the check. “It’s good.”

Luis stood rigid, arms folded across his chest. “Cash only. Esperanza told you.”

Mrs. Duncan extended the check until it touched Luis’s hand. “Two hundred dollars. It’s all I have right now. Take it or leave it.” Her lips froze in a closed-mouth smile.

Luis grabbed her wrist and squeezed. “You know what we said at the Tropical. You gotta pay up now… or else.” He stared at her with dark, piercing eyes.

She twisted and yanked her wrist free. “I can get more money when I sell some of the stock certificates I’ve got up in Frisco. Just a few more days and I’ll be able to get up there.” She smoothed the sleeve of her jacket over her wrist. “I have a considerable portfolio. You boys do understand about stock certificates, I assume.” She tilted her head a little. “It takes time to liquidate assets, you know.”

Gus, slouching against the counter, shrugged and raised his eyebrows at his partner.

Luis shook his head, but his posture relaxed a little. “How much will you get?”

“All of it. Six thousand dollars by next week.”

Luis looked at the ceiling and sucked in a breath. “I need that money. I got a vacation coming. Got permission from my parole officer to go to Texas to see my folks.”

Mrs. Duncan held out the check again.

Luis hesitated, then snatched it out of her fingers. “Two hundred dollars? We’ll call this an installment. Next week we want all of it.”

Neither of them said anything while two shoppers passed. Then Luis handed her back the check. “You go across the street to that bank and get this cashed, then meet me at Silverwoods department store.”






CHAPTER EIGHT INJUSTICE


Ventura, California, November 21, 1958

I was upset when I got home from school Friday afternoon because my teacher had cut me off when I tried to tell the class about Olga’s disappearance during sharing time. Everybody should be on the lookout for Olga! I couldn’t stop thinking about her. Did a mad fiend drag her out of her apartment? It would have been dark outside. She must have been so scared.

I chewed my thumbnail. The house was quiet. Mrs. Alfred, our new babysitter, was in the kitchen reading one of her paperback novels. Daddy called the books trashy. Recently widowed and with no criminal record, she had replaced Jolene, the convict babysitter, earlier in the year. I tossed my books on the kitchen table.

My parakeet, Tweety, chirped from his cage, hanging over the washing machine in the kitchen. He jumped to one side of his perch and cocked his head.

“Sorry, Tweety,” I said, climbing up on the counter to reach for the box of Honey Smacks. “I can’t let you out. I’m not sure where Pinky Lee is right now.” The little bird cocked his head in the other direction. “It wouldn’t be safe for you.”

Tweety wanted out of his cage so he could land on my finger. Sometimes he took off for a little fly around the house, but he always came back to me. Nowadays, though, he didn’t get out much. Not since Pinky Lee had killed his brother, Chirpy.

The image was still vivid in my head. We’d come home late on a Sunday night in August after spending the day with my grandparents ninety miles away in Arcadia. I was the first one in the house because my parents were trying to get my sister out of the car without waking her up.

The moment I turned on the kitchen light, I screamed at the empty, overturned birdcage on the floor. Pinky was sitting on one of the chairs swishing his tail and washing his face. Daddy found Chirpy in the corner by the cat dishes, lifeless and partially plucked.

At first it seemed Tweety must be dead, too. I sat at the table, sobbing as my mother got a broom and a paper bag out of the closet after putting Betsey in bed. “Pinky is a bad cat,” I wailed. “Cinderella wouldn’t kill anyone.”

“Honey, he’s just being a cat. We should have known better than to leave him alone in the house with the birds for so long,” Mother said.

Daddy threw Pinky Lee out the back door. “He’s a natural-born killer.”

I hiccupped and continued to cry.

“Yeah, we should have known better,” Daddy said, “especially since that cat spends half his days staring up at the cage, licking his chops.” He used the toe of his shoe to push Chirpy’s body away from the wall.

I squealed, “Don’t… hurt him any more.”

“He’s dead as a doornail, sweetheart. Can’t feel a thing.” Daddy flicked his hand at Mother. “You clean up the crime scene here, Lois. I’ll go look for the second victim.”

Mother surveyed the mess of green feathers. “I don’t see any blue feathers…. Maybe Tweety got away.”

“Now, don’t get her hopes up.”

I inhaled a deep shaky breath, getting ready to let out another howl, but stopped with my mouth wide open. I’d heard the flutter of wings high up in the drapes next to the table. “Tweety, Tweety!” I shouted. “You’re alive.”

That had been three months earlier, but even now, sometimes when I walked through the kitchen, I couldn’t get the green feathers out of my mind.

I shook my head to forget about Chirpy’s lifeless little body and poured the sugary cereal into a bowl, mixed two heaping spoonfuls of chocolate Nestle’s Quik into a glass of milk, and carried both into the living room to sit in the Adirondack chair and contemplate the injustices of the world. Pinky Lee came out from under a table and jumped into my lap. He purred.

“You’re not really a bad cat,” I said. “You just made a bad mistake.”



After I finished the last of my cereal, I plopped down on the living room floor. A warm breeze blew through the screen door as I spread my paper dolls on the floor. I preferred paper dolls because of the extensive wardrobe provided for each doll and the easy maneuvering to act out whatever drama I dreamed up for them.

The familiar thump on the lawn signaled the arrival of the afternoon edition of the newspaper. I left the dolls to go outside and walked barefoot across the lawn that my father mowed, fertilized, and cursed into a lush green landscape. I wiggled my toes in the small tufts of volunteer dichondra as I picked up the paper.

Our neighbor Gene had spent “a fortune,” according to Daddy, to plant specially ordered dichondra grass seed, only to see the seeds blown by winds or dropped by birds into our yard, where it flourished in small spots. And it was spreading. Daddy commiserated with the neighbor over the fact that his lawn wasn’t doing so well. But in private he was gleeful, rubbing his hands together, hoping that in time the dichondra clovers would take over our whole yard. He hummed “I’m Looking Over a Four Leaf Clover” whenever he surveyed the lawn.

I brought the newspaper inside and spread it out on the floor, sweeping the dolls aside. Pinky hopped down from the chair and tried to curl up on the paper. I pushed him away.

First, I turned to the B section to read the local stories, Dear Abby and, since today was Friday, my father’s weekly column.

Daddy’s smiling photo with the heading Bob Holt Reporting was on the first page of the B section. I traced my finger under the words as I read his column with ever-growing horror.


Rat Traps

I realize now that buying those traps was a mistake. We were in Korb’s Trading Post for some other commodity, pencils as I recall. My oldest daughter, Debby, said she needed some.

Just why mousetraps should occupy the bin next to pencils, I can’t imagine. Anyway, my youngest daughter, Betsey, spotted them.

“You should buy me a mousetrap, Daddy,” Betsey said. “Remember the things I wanted for Christmas that I didn’t get?”

I leaned in for a closer inspection, and right away I got a shock. “Good god, this thing is big enough to trap a rat or even a small bear.”

“I need a rat trap,” Betsey insisted. “I hardly got anything for Christmas.”

By dint of a little fast talking, I was able to steer her over to some smaller traps. A little old mousetrap seemed like an easy way to satisfy some rather extensive obligation in the gift line, but I was wary. I telephoned my wife from the front counter of the store.

“Betsey wants some mousetraps. Three for twenty-five cents. How about it?”

“Well,” she said, “go ahead and let her have them. Maybe we can use them after she’s finished playing with them.” Her whole attitude indicated this was a matter of little importance. “Can’t hurt,” she said before hanging up.

Those were fateful words.

A half an hour after we got home, I had forgotten all about the traps, Betsey approached me on tiptoe. “All set,” she said cheerily.

“What?” I said.

“The rat traps.”

“Where are they?” I asked as I shifted my eyes around the room without moving my head.

“I can’t tell,” Betsey whispered. “How will I catch anything if the traps aren’t hidden?”

Then it hit me. The house was booby trapped. I hardly dared take a step in either direction. So much as a thrust-out finger might be an invitation to an ominous click.

Gathering my courage, I sidled toward the kitchen, determined to stay in the middle of the rooms and avoid dark corners. My mouth was suddenly dry. I needed a drink of milk.

Arriving at the refrigerator, I discovered that the pound of my favorite cheese was missing.

“Bait,” was Betsey’s cryptic explanation.

After considerable discussion, she was persuaded to bring the traps out of hiding and relocate them in plain sight. This in the interest of giving every family member a sporting chance.

The first casualty was almost the cat. He sniffed inquiringly, but when daughter Debby squealed, he withdrew his nose before touching the trigger. A fly crawled across the trap, and the whole family sat breathless, but he didn’t prove heavy enough to trigger it.

“Could a person trip the trap and not get their finger caught?” Debby wondered.

“Sure, if the person’s reflexes were fast enough,” I said.

“How about yours, Daddy?” she asked.

My standing in the family seemed to be in the balance. I felt trapped to trip the trap.

My first try was successful, much to my astonishment. The trap flew halfway across the room, and when I looked down, my finger was still there. The children clapped wildly. Heady with success, I tried again….

My theory now is that they have to make these modern traps so strong because modern mice, having gorged themselves and grown supernaturally strong on today’s rodent poisons, are a tough breed to bring down.

Anyway, the swelling is going down now, and my finger is blue only on one side.



I slapped my forehead. Oh no. I hope Eddie’s* mother doesn’t read that to his whole family like she did when Daddy wrote about accidently spraying Mother’s hair spray on his face instead of shaving cream. Eddie had told Jimmy the story at recess, and Jimmy had laughed and pointed his finger at me. Jimmy, the cutest boy in the class.

I let out a long hissing sigh and leafed through the rest of the second section without finding anything else of interest, and then reached for the front page to check for crimes, horrible accidents, and devastating natural disasters.

Just below an article with Daddy’s byline, about a fifteen-year-old girl in Nebraska getting life in prison for her part in eleven murders, I caught sight of Olga Duncan’s picture. She had a nice smile and pretty eyes. Why would anyone want to hurt her? The caption said to notify police if you saw her. I clamped my lips tight as I read the story below the photo.


Olga Duncan Photo Sent Out in Hunt

Santa Barbara city police are sending out copies of a photograph of Olga Duncan to other police departments on this coast today in the continuing search for the young woman.

She has been missing for five days. No one has reported seeing her since two women friends left her apartment about 11:00 on November 17th.

All-points bulletins were sent to police departments in California and neighboring states. However, police said that they can find no evidence that she left Santa Barbara. All her identification was left in her apartment. She has notified no one of her whereabouts, including her husband, attorney Frank Duncan, from whom she recently separated.





ALL-POINTS BULLETIN. Wowy zowy! I immediately tore out the picture so that I could be on the lookout for Olga. This was better than the MOST WANTED posters in the post office where my mother bought stamps. I never remembered the faces, but with Olga’s picture in my pocket, I would have a chance. Maybe I could help solve this mystery, just like Nancy Drew, and save Olga.






CHAPTER NINE THE DUNCANS AND THE DETECTIVES


Santa Barbara, California, November 21–22, 1958

Detective Hansen didn’t need to look at the clock on the wall across the detective bay to know he was late. He dropped into his rolling chair and tossed his notebook on top of his desk.

“Shit.” He’d just wasted the whole afternoon down in Ventura on a wild goose chase over some escaped mental patient Peeping Tom. Turned out, the night Olga went missing, the guy had been in Oxnard skulking through backyards and tapping on windows. Now Hansen had to type up his notes on the morning’s interviews with Olga Duncan’s hospital colleagues.

He typed quickly then organized and squared up the papers. He put aside the folder labeled “Frank Duncan” to review later and glanced at the unread messages stuck on the spike paperweight next to the telephone. He looked away. He’d promised Beverly he’d pick her up at six to take her to dinner.

“See you tomorrow,” he called toward the lieutenant’s open office door as he stood up. The message slips caught his eye again. Hansen hesitated. He had a bad feeling about Olga Duncan. He’d known a lot of women, and he couldn’t think of one who would voluntarily leave town without her purse. The detective snatched the messages off the spike and read them standing up. The first one was nothing, but the second got his attention. It was from Sergeant Meyers, who worked in vice and sometimes traffic. He wanted Hansen to call him at home. Underneath the number was scribbled “Duncan Blackmail.”

Blackmail?

Hansen reached for the phone.



The next day, Hansen watched as the desk duty officer pointed Frank Duncan in his direction. Two P.M. Right on time, but…

Hansen half stood and stuck his hand out. “Thought you were bringing in your mother,” he said as he motioned to one of the empty chairs on the other side of his desk.

Frank remained standing. “She’s in the car. We expected to talk to Sergeant Meyers. I know him from court.”

Hansen picked up the lisp again and thought about something Meyers had told him: “The girls down at the courthouse call him the Wicked Wascal Wabbit.” Hansen kept his expression neutral. “I understand, but I’m handling your wife’s disappearance, so…”

“I told Meyers that this business is totally unrelated to that. The blackmail started a week before Olga disappeared. Mrs. Esquivel down at the Tropical Café threatened her.”

Hansen turned his hands out in a what are you going to do? gesture. “Well, Meyers isn’t in today, and this isn’t his beat anyway. The detective unit handles extortion cases.”

Frank sighed. “Just don’t confuse my mother. We need to concentrate on this extortion threat.” Frank looked away. “Don’t get me wrong. Mother’s worried about Olga. We both are. But Mother’s a little nervous about being here. She doesn’t think she’ll be able to identify the men who threatened her. Says she was too scared when it happened.”

Hansen tilted the chair forward again. “Why don’t you bring her in so we can get started?”



Elizabeth Duncan wore a green-and-white print dress, belted at the waist, with a white Peter Pan collar. Her wavy brown hair, streaked with gray, was meticulously styled and swept off her face. She was haranguing Frank as they came through the front door. “No. I said no.”

Frank was silent, his face expressionless. He rested his hand on his mother’s back and guided her forward.

When the pair reached the desk, Hansen stood. Frank made the introductions before he and his mother took seats facing the detective. Mrs. Duncan clutched a black patent leather purse in her lap. Hansen noticed that mother and son had identical thin lips set in straight lines across their faces.

“Tell me about your trouble with Mrs. Esquivel, Mrs. Duncan.”

She looked at her son.

“You need to tell him yourself, Mother.”

“You know they’re probably going to kill us both if they find out we’ve talked to the police.”

“I need to hear it from you, Mrs. Duncan,” Hansen said.

She took a long-suffering breath. “Esperanza Esquivel’s got two Mexicans going to kill me and Frankie if I don’t give back the five hundred dollars she paid Frankie to defend her husband.”
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