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  For women everywhere


  Chapter 1

  Madeleine

  SHE was dead by the time I got there, and by the looks of things she’d been dead for quite a while before they pulled her from the water. Some horrible things in that water had done some horrible things to her face, and it looked like it had been a really pretty face once; say, 30 seconds before whoever it was threw her into that water with those horrible things doing those horrible things to her pretty face…

  Jesus. I needed a cigarette and a strong coffee. We were on a half-rotted wooden platform at the far end of the docks with no nothing down there, never mind a coffee machine, so I settled for just the cigarette.

  I spat out a scrap of tobacco and took a nice, long, warming drag. I figured it was going to be one of those nights that hang around too long, outstay their welcome, insist on dragging their feet and yours both, hour after hour, until you’re just about ready to finally tell them to piss off, take a hike, when bingo, you realize it’s morning and they’re already gone, and you’re the only one left hanging around. How does that happen? I’d had too many of those nights recently, but then I reminded myself: you’re the law, this is the job, shut your whining face and do it.

  This was going to be one of those nights. My watch read 1.20am by the pale yellow glow of a streetlight and the work was only getting started. Two divers trawling the harbor bottom for any more evidence (hopefully not another body) while a third sat in the boat, looking cold and bored; two forensics officers setting up portable equipment inside a disused steel shipping container; three uniforms sealing off the area for about 50 yards in every direction. Doing all the right things in this very wrong situation.

  The call had been made by a prostitute, a middle-aged dame known to most of the dicks who worked the Vice detail. Cops and her fellow working girls called her Poison Rose; someone said her actual name was Manning, but I didn’t know yet for sure. She sat on a low plastic stool nearby, taking nips from a bottle of whiskey the color of old brass and staring out at the flat blackness of the water. All the other prostitutes had skedaddled, presumably, by the time we arrived. Her face resembled a mask, under heavy face-paint and the glare of spotlights; she reminded me of a character from Japanese Noh theater. Yeah, that’s me— smarter than the average bear…

  Poison Rose could wait a little while longer. I left my witness to her burnished whiskey and dazed reflection, and walked 30 yards to where my victim lay. The girl was laid out on some sort of black plastic sheeting, or maybe it was canvas—fabrics were never my specialty. She wore a polka dot dress, white with black spots, hiked midway up one thigh, plastered wet to the other at the knee. I didn’t like to see that, a girl exposed that way in death. As if reading my mind, the coroner waddled over and tugged the dress down, patting it smooth on the victim’s pale shins like the way you might tuck a child into bed.

  The coroner on duty tonight, Farrington, was actually the assistant coroner—the head body-slicer was on holidays in the mountains. Lucky so-and-so, always seemed to be in absentia when a really gnarly case rolled in…and I didn’t just mean that in the physiological sense, though the sight of the girl’s destroyed face made me simultaneously want to throw up, light a second cigarette and pass out. I didn’t have much of a stomach for gore.

  No, this was going to be a real doozy politically, too. Her features were mangled beyond recognition but I clocked the girl straight away—clocked the tattoo on her upper left breast, a beautiful flower, maybe a rose, twisting on its own thorny stem. I’d seen it, and her, a few times before, at black-tie functions, at the theater, even once or twice at a ball-game with her partner du jour. I knew who she was, alright, and Farrington knew but wasn’t letting on, and before morning broke everyone in this claustrophobic little burg would know that Madeleine Greenhill had been murdered and thrown in the water for the fishes to feed on.

  My stomach rolled again at the thought of it. I took a few steps closer to Farrington to distract my mind. The assistant coroner had the sort of face that you just knew had been adorably cute as a child—a real round-cheeked cherub—but now, pushing 50, had expanded to piggy fatness, in line with the rest of the body. The eyes seemed to almost literally be pushed back into the head by the pressure of roiling waves of blubber, and that anachronistic, medieval hairstyle didn’t help. But Farrington was okay, what you might call “real stand-up”: decent, stoical and about as sensitive as anyone can be after two decades of exposure to the worst excesses of behavior and the grossest examples of biological breakdown.

  “Genie, Genie, Genie. What’s the good word?”

  Farrington didn’t look up from a crouched position, hunched over what used to be Madeleine Greenhill, one hand gingerly poking at the corpse with something long and sharp and shiny, the other steadying that corpulent mass like a flesh tripod set square on the ground. One of the girl’s shoes, a black strappy sandal, had shrunk in the water and now cut into her ghostly flesh, squeezing her slim calf into a grotesque shape it never knew in life. The other sandal, presumably, was slowly burrowing down into mud and saltwater.

  I nodded hello, even though I knew it couldn’t be seen, and said, “Hi, Farr. What’s the good word? The word is there isn’t any good. Not coming out of this, anyhow. That’s, uh, yeah, that’s what the word is telling me.”

  Farrington looked up, glared at me but more as a warning than an act of aggression. Then a quick smile, a return to the work and a strained levity in the voice: “Hey-ho-hey. Let’s all keep smiling, shall we? Let’s do our job and keep smiling and let others worry about tomorrow, alright?”

  I hunkered down beside Farrington and Madeleine—quit it, I told myself, this is not Madeleine, there is no Madeleine Greenhill anymore—I hunkered down and said, “So what can you tell me?”

  Farrington spoke and worked together: “Hard to say for sure and definite, but I think she was dead before she hit the water. Her lungs seem relatively clear. And see this here…?” Pointing to a dark bruise on the girl’s forehead which bloomed outwards, soft and terrible. “…clearly a blow. Our old pal, ‘blunt force trauma.’ I think Mad…the victim was struck on the head, probably hard enough to kill, then dumped in the harbor. Certainly unconscious going in. So she didn’t, you know, uh…suffer. She wouldn’t have been aware of what happened after that. It was just…lights out.”

  I gave silent thanks to whatever god was partly looking out for beautiful young murder victims that night; small comfort is still comfort. I thought, This at least will soften the edges of her mother ’s pain, if only a little. I knew her mother by name; everybody knew her, either personally or by reputation. Now it was my responsibility as the initial investigating officer to inform Misericordiae Greenhill that her only daughter was dead, and I dreaded it more than I usually dreaded those dreadful, dead-full house calls. Old Misery—incorrect translation, but that’s what everyone called her when they were absolutely sure she wasn’t listening. She had famously once punched the then-Mayor at a charity ball in an argument over theology, if you can believe it. Then there was that rumor, last year or the year before, about Madeleine and her new flame and the leg-break beating dished out to said flame on mama dearest’s orders…

  I didn’t tend to go for rumors but I bought that one. Old Misery was a hard-nosed bitch with a heart like granite, diamond-eyed and borderline evil; she was capable of anything. And yet I felt sorry for her. No woman should ever have to hear the news I was about to bring her.

  Farrington was still talking; I tuned back in on the words “…tests should prove it but if I had to give a hunch, which I don’t, I’d say our victim had been intoxicated. Which also makes it easier to throw her in the briny.”

  “What makes you think that?”

  Farrington spoke sotto voce: “I’ll deny saying this if you quote me, but check this out.” There they were, trailing out from Madeleine’s sleeve, running into and through and out of the crook of her elbow: the track-marks of a needle. Holy hell. Misericordiae Greenhill’s kid was a junkie? No wonder Farrington didn’t want to know about it.

  “When we have a toxicology report that can’t be naysayed, that proves it 1000 per cent, I’ll go on the record: the girl was using. ’Till then, I didn’t notice these tiny holes in her arm here, and you didn’t either. I’m only telling you because.”

  I said, “Got you. Thanks, Farr.” I stood and tried to fill my lungs with good, fresh air, something to scour them clean, rinse out the rank aftertaste of death from my body. Then I remem- bered I was standing in a shabby harbor at the western end of a ruined old beauty of a town; clean air is in short supply around these parts.

  Farrington stood too, gazing almost tenderly at Madeleine, and said, “Yeeahh. Yeah, I think you kiddies have got a new little sandcastle to play with.”

  That’s what we sometimes called our investigations: “sandcastle”, or “castle” for short. As in, “What castle are you working on now?”, or “Damn, I’m bored. Can’t wait for a really big castle to get stuck into. Get my hands properly wet, you know?” It’s the work we do, it inures you to finer sensitivities. You feel the empathy in your gut, it’s safe there, you’ll never lose it and become less than human; but in the forebrain it’s all bravado and foolery, all crotch and swagger. This helps us not to care too deeply about those many sad, hapless victims; care too much for all of them and you’ll never be able to help one of them.

  Some cops are naturally soft-hearted, some are just callous shitbirds anyway, but we all put up the same front.

  Or maybe it’s that we’re frustrated idealists, the definition of a cynic. That’s where the name comes from: like a real sandcastle, we patiently build something up out of the available material, putting shape and structure on things, but the metaphorical waves just keep coming and wash it all away again, most times. You start out with sunny hope in your heart and end up with the same cold mess you had at the beginning.

  Or maybe that’s just me. Odette always told me I was too soft to be a cop… Jesus. Odette. She knew Madeleine Greenhill— taught her piano for a while, a few years back. Said she was a sweet enough girl, a little wild maybe, but sweet. Mark that as one more name on my list of awkward impending conversations.

  I slapped Farrington on that ample back, feeling fat wobble with the impact, and said, “Alright, Farr. Thanks again. And…” I drew a hand across my mouth. “…zip about that other thing.”

  Farrington nodded solemnly, then gestured towards one of the tech team who had a futuristic-looking camera slung about their neck. “Okay, Annie Leibowitz, come on over here. You’ve got ten minutes and then I’m moving this poor girl to a better resting place, so get snapping.” The crime scene photographer jogged over, the camera bouncing from side to side on its neck strap. Farrington hollered to the young uniformed officer standing guard on the perimeter, just inside the main entrance gates: “Hey! Wake up. Where’s that transport I ordered? Call them again, and tell them if it’s not here within five minutes there is gonna be one seriously pissed-off assistant coroner, and I’ve got the big knives, right?”

  I steeled myself, lit another cigarette for good luck and strode towards Poison Rose, still staring, still sitting, still sipping. I crouched on the ground beside her and pulled out a notebook and pen.

  “Hello. My name is Detective Auf der Maur. I need to ask you some questions.”

  Rose looked up at me and smiled suddenly, as though she’d recognized someone she knew. She said, “You’re a pretty young thing, aren’t you? Well, not so young, but pretty. And little. You’re like a dark, shiny little princess.”

  Her eyes misted over, a sort of intoxicated glaze seeping down from whiskey-soaked mind to damp chin. I smiled, a mite embarrassed, and said, “Right. Thanks for the, uh, thanks for the compliment. Listen, I need to ask you some questions. I need your real name for starters, your full name. Are you listening to me?”

  Rose’s gaze had returned to the water where the divers’ boat was turning, coming back to land, spewing out a crescent moon of foam under the crescent moon of heaven. They hadn’t found anything else, it seemed. I was about to repeat my question when Rose spoke, sounding faraway; it almost felt like I was hearing a voiceover in a movie even though she was right there.

  “I know that girl. The…” She pointed a thumb towards Madeleine Greenhill’s corpse. “…the dead girl. I know her. I mean to say, I knew her. Back in the day. You know, the old days. She was younger then. I was younger. I was pretty, too.” She smiled at me again, unhinged and depressing, her face-paint cracking. “Pretty like you.”

  “Look, I’m sorry. You couldn’t have known her. That girl is no more than 21. You must be confused.”

  She wasn’t listening to me; she wasn’t there anymore. “I knew her. She looked different, though. Her hair…lighter. Not a brunette like she is now. ’Course, she’s not anything now. Sad, isn’t it?”

  I stubbed out my cigarette and sighed heavily. This was going nowhere and I had more than one somewhere to go. Poison Rose, I figured, had a poisoned brain; she was off the planet, floating free, her moorings cut loose by the sharp edge of substance abuse. I turned and spotted a kid in the standard dark green beat-cop uniform, lurking on the periphery, looking more like a rubbernecker than an active participant. I stood up and whistled over.

  “Come here, officer. What’s your name?”

  “Uh, Browne, Detective. I’m Jerry Browne, Silberling Street. I, ah, I caught the squeal from Dispatch. After the initial emergency call from, uh, that lady there. Me and my partner, Officer Mulqueen. That’s, ah, that’s her over there.”

  Another grunt stood about 15 feet away from us, a thin, serious-faced young woman with blonde hair tied in a bun, discreetly moving from foot to foot in an effort to ward off the cold. I nodded and said, “Go on.”

  “Yes, uh, I caught the squeal like I say, reported body find, possible homicide,” Browne said. “Gunned it over here as fast as we could. Met Miss, uh…Miss Rose here when we arrived. Seemed pretty compos mentis, you know, a bit tipsy but she could talk okay. Brought us over to the, uh, the body, where it was floating out there. We could see it. Officer Mulqueen secured the area while I called you guys. Called Detectives Division, crime scene unit, dive team, snappers, I mean photographers, as per procedure.”

  “What time did you arrive? As close as you can to the exact time.”

  “Shortly after half-past 12, Detective. We got the call, like, two minutes after. I remember this because my watch gives a little beep on the half-hour. You know, one of those digital ones? Two beeps on the hour, one on the half. So I heard the beep and then a minute or two later, Dispatch came through with…this.”

  “Anyone else I should know about?”

  “Divers got here fast, marked down the girl’s location and pulled her out. What else, what else? …Just two security guards. They have a shack back towards the main gates but off a ways. Stupid place to put the security office. They say they didn’t see or hear a thing. Probably didn’t. Probably asleep the whole time.

  But I’ve got their names if you need to question them.”

  The officer stood there, silent, all talked out for now. I did a quick situation breakdown in my mind: forensics and Farrington would soon have all they needed or could get from the scene. Poison Rose was no use to me drunk and nowhere near sober. And I had to break the news to Misery before someone else did. In a place like Hera City, that was likely to happen sooner than I wanted.

  I said, “Okay, Browne, this is what we’ll do. Take Poison Rose to Silberling Street lock-up. Put her in a cell for the night, on her own. We’re not booking her, we just want to sober her up. She’s away with the fairies right now. Give her a cot and a hot meal, some coffee. Let her sleep for a few hours. Tell the night desk you’re acting under the orders of Detective Auf der Maur, Homicide. I’ll come by myself in the morning, early. And be gentle with her, with Rose. Alright? Any questions?”

  Browne said, “No, Detective”, then paused and smiled shyly. “Well, one. If you don’t mind me asking. Are you, uh, Eugenie Auf der Maur?”

  “That’s right. Why?”

  “I think you knew my cousin in the Academy. Marcella Donat? Big, cropped hair, sort of, uh…” Soft laughter. “Like a bull in a china shop. And that was her description.”

  I smiled as well. “I remember Marcella. Big Cella, yeah. Great girl. How’s she doing? Haven’t heard much of her since we worked Fraud together, and that was a while ago. She still a cop? Hasn’t had a nervous breakdown yet, I hope.”

  I laughed. Browne said, “No, no nervous breakdown but she’s not in the force anymore, either. Quit, uh, two years ago I think it was. Bad back, this recurring disk thing. They were scraping off each other or something. Basically couldn’t handle the physical stuff anymore, and the life of a desk cop, well…”

  “Not Marcella’s thing, right?”

  “No, Ma’am. Although she still, I mean, she’s gone private, so she’s still a detective kind of. Does research for people, traces, runs down debt welchers, all that.”

  “Right. Good for her. Tell her Genie said hi the next time you’re talking to her.”

  “Certainly will, Ma’am.”

  “And I’ll talk to you in the morning probably. Good night, Officer Browne.”

  I moved off, tipping my finger to Farrington who was packing equipment into a large leather satchel that looked too small for everything being shoved into it. I glanced back at Poison Rose, now wrapped in a rough hemp blanket and being gently led by Browne and Mulqueen, away from that pitch-dark, deathly-still water and towards their patrol cruiser which I could see parked across the street outside. Rose looked baffled and dead beat. I sure felt the second part.

  I was almost at the gates, and still looking behind me, when my right heel got caught in a crack in the concrete. I stumbled, my leg going one way and the rest of me going the other. The heel broke off, four inches of hard molded plastic just snapping like that, and I fell, my knee cracking off the ground. Shit. Clever girl to wear heels to a crime scene at these disintegrating docks. I righted myself, pushed myself up off the ground, dusted myself off, metaphorically and literally. I took off both shoes, dangling them by the strap, and looked back at all the other women: the techs, the divers, the cops in uniform, Farrington, even Poison Rose, all of whom were struggling to keep a smile off their faces. I was embarrassed as hell, mortified, red-faced.

  I mentally shrugged and then made a deep bow to my audience, saying, “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” When Farrington started to applaud, I knew it was time to leave. I smiled at her and got out of there as quick as bare feet would get me.


  Chapter 2

  Misericordiae

  MISERICORDIAE Greenhill lived in the biggest, grandest building atop the tallest hill with the finest view in the whole city. You could call the place “magnificent”, except even that four-syllable whopper of a word didn’t quite match up to the profound, doomed splendor of Caritas Heights. Architecturally it had a Gothic feel, almost ecclesiastical, which I guess was appropriate enough. The place had been built 80 years previ- ously by Frances Ivy Greenhill, Misericordiae’s grandmother, on the instructions of God. Well, that’s how she’d always told the story. Direct orders from on high, charging her to erect a charitable institute for the fallen and indigent, the mentally damaged, the drug-addled and booze-raddled.

  They say Frances heard voices in her head for years, which suggests that maybe she should have checked herself in as the joint’s first patient, but the Greenhills operate on a different level to the rest of us: when they get the command from invisible deities, they act on it, without pause or doubt, and you’d better stand the hell out of the way while they’re doing it. Hence the construction of this creepy, overpowering, staggeringly beautiful building and surrounds. Hence the name: Caritas Heights, meaning the Latin for “charity.” And hence the name bestowed upon Misericordiae’s mother and, in turn, herself: the Latin for “mercy.” Oh, irony. What’s the Latin for “tough old broad you don’t wanna fuck with”?

  I pulled my rust-bucket of a car to a halt at the electric gates which stood a full 200 yards from the main house, rolled the window down halfway and pressed the intercom. There was silence for about ten seconds—my watch read 2.15, but I figured a place like this had round-the-clock staffing—then an electric crackle announced engagement at the other end. A voice, thin and frosty: “Yes, good evening?”

  I tried to keep my tone deferential but authoritative. “Good evening to you. This is Detective Eugenie Auf der Maur, Hera City PD. I need to speak to Madam Greenhill urgently.”

  “One moment please.”

  Silence again. I debated whether or not to have a quick smoke before I reached the house—sure, why not? I lit a Dark Nine medium-strength and flicked the match out the window, running through the spiel I was about to give to Misericordiae. It was stupid but I was nervous. I was the law, here on official business, wholly without fault in this affair, and yet I was nervous. I mean, really: how exactly do you tell the most fearsome woman you’re ever likely to meet that her only child and heir has been beaten to death, her body left to molder in the harbor, to be discovered by a drink-sodden prostitute who’s somehow convinced of the impossibility that she knew the young victim? I decided to leave that part out. Misery would suffer enough pain and humiliation before this hour was done without me adding to it.

  The electronic locks snapped open just as the disembodied voice returned and said, “Please pull up in front of the house, Detective.” I rumbled the car over clanging steel tubes, crunched across gravel, then eased onto a long asphalt driveway. Jesus, what a place. Breathtaking, majestic, scarcely conceivable until you experienced it up close. I, like everyone else, had seen Caritas Heights many times at a remove, in the media. News reports of sparkling charity balls and political fundraisers. Rare interviews with La Greenhill in the society pages, those almost obsequious tributes to her good taste and better character. All those grainy old documentaries about the history of the institution, how Frances Ivy had passed on the house and gardens and social responsibility to Misericordiae versions I and II, how the current inhabitant had eventually moved the charitable facility to a purpose-built complex on the outskirts of Hera City—her gift to the people—and reclaimed the mansion for herself, as home and hearth.

  But not just herself, of course: for her daughter Madeleine also, borne at the age of 45. A late blessing in a blessed life, now taken before her time. The house was all Misericordiae’s once more.

  I knew the history but hadn’t quite appreciated the magnitude of Caritas, how simply awe-inspiring it was, until I was cruising towards it, under the overhanging branches of enormous trees, surrounded by verdant lawns, mazes, stable houses, huge Art Nouveau-styled greenhouses. And then the house itself, rising before me like an ornate monster from the ocean depths as I turned the last corner and slid to a stop in the front courtyard. It looked like a mixture of a late-Middle Ages cathedral, a Tsar ’s palace and the fever-dream of a precocious child. A crazy confection, over-the-top but weirdly diffident at the same time, and somehow it all worked together. There were even gargoyles, frightening-looking things, their blind stone eyes giving me the hard stare.

  Two large spotlights flashed on, triggered by motion detectors. I stubbed out my smoke and took a deep breath, still unsure of what path to take here. Talk around it, be diplomatic, soften the truth, lead up to it gently? Or straight in there, straight to the heart of the thing? Which would anger Misery less? Which would hurt her less? The gigantic front door, heavy and dark like the entrance to a mausoleum, creaked open. A shaft of light blinded me momentarily, then I saw a tall, very thin woman all in black—trousers, bow-tie, penguin tails and slicked-back, cropped hair—step outside. She stood there, presumably waiting for me to do something. So I did something, exiting the car and walking towards her. I held up my ID badge, which hung on a chain around my neck.

  “Detective Auf der Maur. I think we’ve already spoken.”

  The woman bowed slightly, no expression on her face. “Yes, Detective. Good evening. Please, come inside. Madam Greenhill will be with you shortly.”

  “Yeah, look, sorry about the lateness of the hour. Obviously I wouldn’t call at two in the morning unless it was absolutely…” She didn’t appear to be listening to my ingratiating chatter, and I thought, Why the hell are you ingratiating yourself with this butler you don’t even know, anyway? I shut up and followed her into the house, which was almost as breathtaking inside. I felt like I was stepping through a cinema screen and into a fictional world, and stopped just short of pinching myself to wake up. A main hallway large enough to hold a baseball field, with two stone staircases arching away and up on either side. Exquisitely tiled floors, oak-paneled walls, intricately embroidered drapes as big as ship’s sails, priceless artwork from around the world on pedestals, in frames, a million-crystal chandelier hanging from the ceiling ten miles above our heads… I could go on but I’d better stop there or I’ll tear up my next paycheck out of pure envy.

  I spotted a coat of arms—brass on mahogany or teak, I was guessing—fixed to the wall on the mezzanine landing. A griffin or phoenix, some kind of mythical creature anyway, raised up on its back legs, grimacing like a tomcat hissing away a rival. The medieval-style scroll underneath read:

  THE FAMILY GREENHILL

  “…AND DEATH SHALL HAVE NO DOMINION”

  Surprised it wasn’t in Latin, what with the names and all. The butler led me to the right, through double doors into a reception room roughly three times the size of my entire apartment block. The décor here followed the overall motif: lush, imposing, sophis- ticated, timeless, with just the right undertone of decadence, there in the deep colors, the rich fabrics. She gestured to a fireplace, unlit, where stood two gorgeous burgundy leather armchairs.

  “Please, if you could wait here for one moment,” she said. “Would you like me to light the fire?”

  I shook my head. “No, no. I’m fine, I’m not cold.” “May I get you something to drink?”

  “A coffee might be nice. Help me stay awake.”

  I gave a lame smile and immediately wished I hadn’t. The butler bowed again and exited as soundlessly as I’d imagine it’s possible to be without learning how to hover. I flopped into one of the armchairs, totally bushed, my arms hanging down almost to the floor, then thought, No: project a professional air. I took up position standing by the wall, ostensibly examining the adorn- ments. A fabulous collection of artwork, varied but each comple- menting the other just right: here was a Frida Kahlo self-portrait; there was a very rare preparatory sketch by Sofonisba Anguissola for Madonna Nursing Her Child; and either that was a remarkably good copy of Tamara de Lempicka’s Irene and Her Sisters, or else…

  “It’s the middle of the night, my daughter is not home and the police are at my house. Would you care to confirm that my worst fear has come to pass, Detective?”

  I started, surprised, and whirled around. Misericordiae Greenhill stood just inside the door, wrapped in a brown velvet nightgown, her arms folded across her chest, looking at me straight on. She was taller than I imagined, taller than she looked on TV, as if the force of her personality, diminished by the glowing screen, expanded into the boundless spaces of real life. She was also nicer looking than I would have expected; though her face had never been pretty, it had a certain handsome robustness, a sort of pleasing solemnity. She didn’t look angry or sad or worried or carefree or ferocious like I’d thought she would, or anything at all, really—she just looked at me, blank- faced, waiting for my reply.

  I took two steps forward and reached out my hand. “Detective Auf der Maur. You’re correct. I have some…bad news.”

  She took my hand and shook it firmly, still holding me in those fierce, crow-gray eyes. “Pleased to meet you, Detective. I think I met your mother once…a long time ago. Well. Let us get to it. Please.”

  Misericordiae pointed to the two armchairs by the fire. I moved over and gingerly sat into the nearest. She sat opposite me, stiff-backed, her hands folded on her knees. I noticed she wore brown velvet slippers, a match for the nightgown. Misericordiae stared into the cold fireplace, breathing steadily, as though she were waiting for the right moment for someone to speak. I breathed rapidly, trying to work out if I was meant to be the speaker. Then the butler reappeared, carrying a small table which bore a tiny china cup of delicious-smelling coffee, cream and crystallized sugar in silver containers, and a small measure of brandy in a large glass. She placed the table next to me and the brandy into Misericordiae’s hand.

  The old dame smiled vaguely and said, “Thank you, Ileana.” She turned to me: “My one occasional vice. Ragnaud-Sabourin brandy, served just above room temperature. Not a well-known brand, I think, and I’m sure I couldn’t tell you if it’s of high quality or not. But it suits my palate. I find it…warming. And particularly helpful in times of stress.”

  I nodded dumbly and made a show of mixing some sugar and cream into my coffee. This whole situation felt even more awkward than I had feared. I tried to formulate my opening sentence, put the words in the proper order. How to make the bitter truth sound palatably sweet? It can’t be done, Genie, so just get it said.

  I put down my coffee cup and turned to Misericordiae. “Madam Greenhill, your daughter Madeleine is dead. I’m sorry to have to tell you this. Her body was found at Whinlatter Docks this evening. Police arrived on the scene shortly after half-past 12. We’re treating Madeleine’s death as murder. That’s all I can tell you for now. And I truly am sorry for your loss.”

  She nodded, twice, three times, taking in the confirmation of something she already knew, deep down in the bones, in the womb, in the physical and metaphysical blood-link between every woman and her child. She probably knew it as soon as it had happened.

  “My expression may not suggest it, Detective,” she eventually said, “but this is the worst moment of my life. I was taught as a child to keep one’s emotions to oneself, to suffer in private while at the same time fulfilling one’s social obligations. That is a part of my nature, I cannot alter it now. This is why my face hasn’t changed, why there are no tears rolling down these dry old cheeks. But I assure you, my heart is breaking.” She nodded again. “My heart is breaking.”

  I hadn’t expected this. Quiet acceptance? Talk of tears? A gentle kind of sadness? I’d expected—to be honest, a part of me had even hoped for—an explosion of that infamous temper, the volcano eruption of pride and wrath. This was a woman, for instance, who had once solved a labor relations dispute by firing the union organizer from her job, then purchasing the apartment rented by the woman and her young daughters, evicting them and sealing the place up as a vacant, permanent reminder to everyone else: don’t cross me. And that was only the start of it, of her, the legend of Old Misery.

  Yet here we sat, silent, with Misericordiae Greenhill sighing and taking neat sips from her brandy. I downed the coffee in one slug and, feeling strangely emboldened, pulled a pack of cigarettes from my inside jacket pocket and said, “May I smoke in here?”

  She nodded permission. I lit a cigarette and sucked the smoke down deep into my fluttering tummy. Aah—never fails to soothe. She stood and moved to the mantelpiece, handing me back a dull-gold ashtray in the shape of a turtle. The thing looked like it was worth more than the department building, equipment included, and I was hesitant to use it until I saw the gritty residue of past cigarettes and cigars, ground into the reptile’s patterned belly.

  Then Misericordiae spoke again, her voice sounding ancient, resolute, unbreakable, like a statue of antiquity in the middle of a desert. “Tell me everything you know about this matter. Please, do not excise any of the details, even those you may feel you should spare me because they are…unsavory. I presume you know enough about me to know that I would eventually find out what I needed. But I would prefer to hear it from you, Detective.” I swallowed heavily and said, “Alright. Madeleine was killed by person or persons unknown, and her body put in the water. She was wearing a white polka dot dress and strapped sandals. We’re not sure yet how she resurfaced, but we should know soon enough. Early coroner examinations strongly suggest that the cause of death was blunt force trauma—a blow to the head. We’re certain she didn’t drown. Again, we’re not yet sure about time of death, but a call was made to emergency services around 12.30 by the woman who discovered the body. A full technical sweep of the area has been carried out, photographic record, et cetera. Madeleine’s body has been removed to the morgue at police headquarters for a full autopsy. And that’s all I know right now.”

  “This…woman who found my daughter. Who is she?”

  “She’s a prostitute. Has been for a number of years. The woman is called…everybody knows her by a nickname. I actually don’t know her real name, but I’ll know by the morning. We have her in lock-up for the night, sobering her up. She’s, ah, she’s a drinker. An alcoholic, probably. She’s a bit of a fixture in that, uh…scene. Been around a long time.”

  Misery nodded again, this time like she was formally ending our interview. I finished my cigarette and stubbed it out, thinking, what kind of goddamn shit-heap town has the cops kowtowing to the civilians like we’re the ones under investi- gation? By rights I should have stood up five minutes ago and told her, respectfully but firmly, that this was official police business and she had no right to ask for details. Ask? Excuse me, demand details, like she demanded obedience from everyone else who worked for her or cozied up to her or otherwise entered the dense gravitational pull of the great Misericordiae Greenhill. Then I remembered that this was a goddamn shit-heap town and I was a junior dick in my second year at Homicide, fifth year in total, who didn’t have a thousandth of her power and influence. So I kept my head down and my mouth shut, feeling equally ashamed of doing both.

  “Thank you, Detective,” she said. “I won’t bother you again. But I needed to know the bare facts of the matter. It was imper- ative, for some reason.” She turned and fixed me with that unnerving stare, and I hopped to my feet like a dog pleading for a treat.

  Misericordiae continued, “I always knew this moment would come. This, you calling in the middle of the night, or someone like you. Madeleine… Madeleine was a good girl but she careered through her life, powered by a misguided sense of rebellion. She wanted to punish me, I presume, or irritate me, or do whatever it is that defiant daughters generally do to hurt their mothers. Whatever it took.” She smiled ruefully and drained her brandy. “Well, my dear, you’ve succeeded. Good night, Detective. Ileana will show you out.”

  With that Misery glided past me and swept out the door like a wisp of dark smoke. Ileana, the silent butler with the impassive face, had done that little trick of hers again, moving about so silently that I didn’t notice she was there until I heard her cough behind my shoulder. She held a hand towards the open door. A discreet dismissal, but a dismissal nonetheless. I was so relieved to have made it through that ordeal that I didn’t care enough to feel insulted. I didn’t even mind so much that I’d have to turn around and come right back there in about 12 hours to find out Madeleine’s movements earlier that day.

  I drove straight home, listening to a jazz station on the car radio. Sure, it’s a cliché—the wiped-out cop, in the middle of the night, driving through the dark streets with clarinets and cymbals in her ears, a smoke in her mouth and a fresh murder on her hands. All it was missing was the rain. But hey, I never said I was original. Besides, I’m a sucker for the classic stuff. I drove home and slalomed the car to a halt outside my apartment block, stuck the police parking permit on the dashboard and staggered inside. I was half-asleep by the time the elevator stopped at my floor, and two-thirds of the way there by the time I’d undressed and washed my mouth out with Listerine. Oral hygiene could wait. That call to Odette could wait. Everything in the world could wait until I got some sleep.

  I flopped onto the bed and fell into an embrace with Morpheus in record time. Like I said at the beginning, it had been a long night.


  Chapter 3

  Rose

  I READ this line somewhere once, “Patience—hard to keep it, ’cause it comes and goes.” Patience: never one of my strong suits, and the next morning I found myself putting a severe strain on what little reserves of the stuff I had. Patience: I could almost physically feel it oozing away, out the soles of my feet and falling in tears from my eyes, seeping into the cracks in the tiled floor of the station interview room. Patience, my ass: you try to have some when you’re dragging information out of a half-demented old soak like Poison Rose, when you’re struggling to force cohesion and sense onto illogical ramblings. I feel sorry for women like her, truly—I wish the world didn’t drive them hard into the arms of obliteration. But sympathy doesn’t help me in my work, and work I had to do.

  Rose had been transported from Silberling Street by Officers Browne and Mulqueen earlier that morning. They looked bright- eyed and wide awake, which was impressive considering they hadn’t been to bed all night. Good work by two good young women—I’d keep an eye on them. Rose had sobered up by now, this being half-ten, though I don’t know if boozehounds like her ever get truly sober. The alcohol stays in their system, doesn’t it? Like mushed-in layers of grime on a window, maybe. One swish of a wet cloth isn’t going to help you see clearly. Now she was sober and violently hungover. I had the weirdest sense that she might actually have been more lucid if she was still drunk, but it was too late for that; I wasn’t going to throw her a fifth of Wild Turkey at this stage.

  I yawned deeply, took another large slug of coffee and said, “One more time, okay? Let’s go through it one more time, make some sense out of all this. Then you can go home or do whatever you want to do.”

  Rose nodded herself, slipped a cigarette out of her purse, a bejeweled thing that looked big enough to hold a small dog but small enough to hold most of the remnants of her broken-down life: smokes, make-up, some cash, maybe a change of underwear, probably a bottle of something as quick as she got out of here. She said, “Okay, little miss. You want to know, so Rose will tell you. I hit the streets about nine, which is a bit earlier than my usual time but I’m behind on my rent so I need the extra money. Nothing doing on Bolo or the Zig-Zag. Hours I spent there— nothing doing. Couple of wealthy dames cruising Bolo but none of ’em looked like they’d be interested in a…” Rose smiled sardonically. “…mature lady of professional experience like me. Real chicken-hawks, the lot of ’em. Only after the young stuff.”

  She was referring to Hera City’s two main red-light areas: Bolo Street (specifically, the far south end of it), a broad thoroughfare which cut diagonally through the city for four full miles; and the Zig-Zag, a crowded, chaotic, haphazard collection of slummy buildings, spread over about 35 blocks, which housed brothels, strip joints, gambling dens, sweatshops and God knew what else. Supposedly there was even an opium den in the Zig-Zag, though I wasn’t sure I believed that. Could have just been urban legend. The unofficial skinny had it run by a Chinese clan, a wizened old crone and her beautiful triplet daughters, but that sounds a little too good to be true…or too bad, depending which side you’re coming from.

  I said, “Please, if we could get to the point. You discovering the girl’s body. I don’t want to rush you, just, you know.”

  Rose sighed and said, “Anyway, being in dire straits and needing a trick something awful, old Rose finally shuffled off to the docks. It’s dangerous there but what the fuck. A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do. You know I got stabbed there once? Years ago. Right under the heart. I’m lucky to be alive. ‘Lucky to be alive’, she sang. La, la, la, la, lucky to be alive.”

  Christ on a bike. You see what I mean about patience?

  “She was floating on the top. Of the water, you know, out about 20 or 30 feet or something from the wharf. The one where all the real big ships come in? And I’d had a lousy night. Just one trick, this butch bitch who wanted to play rough. I said, ‘No damn way, sister, Rose doesn’t truck with your kinda trick.’ Y’see, I’m a poet, too.”

  She began laughing but it quickly disintegrated into a hacking cough, a real lung-wrenching, body-lifting spectacular. I let Rose get her breath, bring her system back to her approxi- mation of normal.

  Eventually she said, “Met her about a hunnerd yards back the street. Nah, more. Hunnerd an’ 50. We fell into one of those old alleyways. She was insistent at first, but sort of nervous, too. Guess it was her first time with a pro, I don’t know. Kept pushing up against me, breathing right into my ear. Something hard in her pocket, too. It was really digging into me, ya know? I said, ‘Is that a gun in your pocket?’ She laughed real hard and got this funny kinda…tender kinda look on her face then. She stroked my hair and goes, ‘You’re funny, buttercup. I like you.’ That’s what she called me—fuckin’ buttercup! Can you believe it?”

  Lah-dee-dah. I needed another cup of Joe. I excused myself— Rose didn’t look like she cared either way—and exited the interview room. It led onto a corridor: to the left, the office of Chief of Detectives Ann Etienne, to the right, the main office in the Detectives Division building, which was where most of the dicks had their desks and which led, in turn, to the muster room, front desk, holding cells and admin offices. I went right. The place was buzzing even though it was still pretty early; I guess crime is a 24-hour gig, so ours is too. A couple of the women looked up and nodded hello, or smiled over as I passed. A few stood around the coffee-maker, shooting the shit, killing time, delaying the start of their working day. These gals were Vice, for sure—I could tell by the hairstyles alone. They each had a trendy ’do: two wore a sort of feather-cut, one a long bob with a severe fringe.

  It’s funny, but for some reason, the detectives in different sections seem to gravitate towards a specific look, particularly when it comes to hair. Unless someone is working undercover, we all have to wear at least smart casual, if not an actual suit, while we’re on the job. So a civilian wouldn’t necessarily know a Homicide dick from Narcotics or Vice or Robbery or Lady Godiva herself. But we could usually tell each other apart because of the hairstyles. It was nothing official or premeditated, just the different directions the dames of the Detectives Division had taken. It was the way it was because it was the way it was. Vice, like I say, tended to be up with the fashions of the time; maybe it helped them fit in better in that milieu. Narcotics girls often had longer hair, plaited or woven into a bun, worn high on the head. We used to joke that prolonged exposure to those wicked, wicked drugs had made them apathetic and slatternly, too whacked-out to get a proper haircut. Robbery, almost to a woman, had shoulder-length hair in a neat ponytail. They were that bit more gung-ho than the rest of us. And as for Homicide? Sort of a mix, though many of us liked it short.

  I resisted getting a crop for a few years—I’m very small with quite delicate features, and used to worry that it would make me look babyish, too much like a little girl playing make-believe in a big girl’s world. I kept it to my shoulders, layered with a long fringe, until one night when a suspected felon, this big bruiser with arms like sides of beef, used my black hair to swing my face around to her waiting fist (which was the size of half a side of beef ). When I woke up, I took the scissors to it myself and have kept it cropped ever since.

  The patrol officers, of course, get stuck with a hideously unflattering uniform and have to hide their hair under a cap. You can bundle it up with pins or hair-grips if you want, but most of them just get it cropped and to hell with it. We’ve all been there. It grows back.

  I strolled to the coffee machine and the three women moved to allow me access. One of them, Littlestone, I’d been talking to earlier. She’d filled me in on Rose, her real name, her background. Born Rosemary Manning, aged 47 or 49 or 51, nobody seemed to know for sure; lived in one of the shittier apartment blocks in one of the shittier streets in the east side sprawl. I noted down the address though it was likely that Rose would be gone from there, or kicked out, within a few weeks. That’s usually how it was at the more wretched end of the prosti- tution racket in this city. Transient women, directionless, with little to keep them steady or hold them in place. Poison Rose had been a hooker, Littlestone estimated, for over two decades. Before her time on that beat but her predecessors reckoned they knew Rose. Apparently as Rosemary Manning she’d been a teacher, languages or literature, something refined like that. Steady job, steady life, until something came along in her mid- twenties to knock her flat on her ass. Cue going off the rails, cue desperation, cue an abiding, poisoned romance with the bottle and turning tricks to pay for it. There were rumors of a child, probably unsubstantiated. Rumors she’d once killed a trick in self-defence, a little more likely.

  I pushed down the lever and hot, bitter coffee belched into my mug, a few drops splashing my hand. The mug was a silly old thing, squat and wide with a picture of a clown on the side. Like most everyone else I had a mortal dread of clowns, but it had been a gift from Odette, one of the last things she gave me. She’d picked it up for chump change in a flea-market on…I forget the street. One of the side-streets off Pasiphaë Prospect, I think. (This formed the main east-west axis of Hera; in other words, the horizontal to Bolo Street’s vertical, though not quite at right angles.) Odette told me the street name but I forget it now. I guess she was right about me never paying attention.

  Littlestone tapped me out of my reverie by saying, “Y’gettin’ anywhere in there?”

  “With her? Rose?” “Yeah. Any joy?”

  I shook some sugar into my coffee and replied, “Nah. Not so far. Bits and pieces. She remembers things but it’s all messed up in her head, you know? Her memories don’t come forward the way ours do. Even memories from last night. I mean, she thinks 20 years ago and yesterday took place ’round about the same time.”

  Littlestone nodded. “Yeah. Anyway, hope I was of some help. And good luck, Auf der Maur. Anything else you need, you know where I am.”

  “Yeah, thanks. What you gave me, it helped, for sure.”

  We both went our separate ways, her to a desk in the furthest corner of the room—Vice had a little enclave over there—and me back to the interview room. I took a deep, calming, resolute breath and opened the door. Rose was staring at the smoke curling from her cigarette, following its fluid, erratic movement like she was gazing at a mysterious belly-dancer, a pale skinny girl, exotic and erotic, her limbs bare and her face forever obscured. I said to myself, Cut that crap out, Genie. Cut out the flights of fancy. Get over there and knock some facts out of this old broad.

  I sat opposite her and snapped, “You were telling me about your one trick of last night. So go on. You wrapped up business and what then?”

  She raised her eyebrows. “Ooh. Straight to it. Alright, little miss. What happened then was that she headed back towards town, on foot, and I carried on to the docks. Also on foot. Figured I might find a bit more action down there. Figured my luck was in! Ha ha ha!”

  “And…?” I said, impatience palpable in my voice.

  “And…” Her face dropped; something clouded her eyes. This wasn’t booze or madness, though—this was recollected memory. She was seeing Madeleine Greenhill’s dead body again. “I snuck in by the side gate. Security light’s busted out there, ain’t it? And those gals don’t give a shit about the likes of me, anyway. Toss

  ’em a 20 every few weeks and they turn the other way.” There was a long pause; I held my breath. “And you know the funniest goddamn thing? My eyesight’s shot to hell but I saw her the second I looked over there. That’s, what? 60, 70 yards away and she was lying flat in the water and I spotted her. ’S like I was meant to see her, don’t you think, Detective? I don’t believe in fortune or coincidence or any of that stuff, but I was meant to see Misericordiae Greenhill.”

  “Madeleine. You saw Madeleine Greenhill.” “Yeah… You know who I mean.”

  So she knew who the victim was. Someone must have blabbed in the lock-up. Provisionally knock off two gold stars from Browne and Mulqueen’s accounts.

  “Go on, Rose.”

  “I saw her. Saw that polka dot dress. I shuffled on over there and got up close to the edge. Saw her black hair, her face all mangled. She was floating, sort of bobbing with the waves. Her arms and legs out like that, you know?” She sprawled in her chair, four limbs spread-eagled stiffly. “I knew she was dead. I mean, you would, wouldn’t you? Didn’t matter that her face was gone. You could tell.”

  “Okay, so wrap it up. Did you see anyone else in the vicinity?”

  “The vicinity?”

  “The area. The docks. Did you see anyone else?”

  “Not down that far. There were people back up in the security shack, near the entrance, and I could hear shouts and noise from across the water, the other side. The pier over there. Women loading a boat or unloading it or something. But where I was, nah.”

  “What did you do when you saw the body?”

  “Walked back to the street, found a phone, called Josie Law,

  told ’em where to find me, walked back to where the girl was still floating and waited for Josie. I had nearly a whole bottle for company.”

  She cackled, an awful, depressing sound. I said, “You didn’t inform the on-site security guards?”

  Rose snorted with derision. “Those clowns? They’re so dumb, they got trouble figuring out which shoe to fit which foot every morning. Listen, sister, I might pay those miserable cows their backhander when required, but I wouldn’t trust ’em to investigate a cereal packet.”

  I smiled. “So you don’t think much of them, then?” “Now you get me, little miss.”

  “And what made you make that call? I mean, you could have just left her. A woman in your…position. You don’t necessarily want to attract our attention.”

  There was a flash in those bloodshot, watery eyes; an angry spark from the core of Rosemary Manning. “I’m a human being, ain’t I, godammit! Just ’cause I work as a whore. That’s all it is, work. Not the real me. I’m a human being and I got empathy like anyone else and when I saw that poor little girl floating there, dead…”

  I hushed her with my hands and said, “Alright. Alright. I apologize for that question. It was unnecessary.” “Fuckin’-A unnecessary.”

  That was about it for now, about all I was going to get, and I had things to do, calls to make, domineering old matriarchs to brace for information. I said, “Okay, Rose. You did great. You’re free to go.”

  She looked almost surprised. “Go? Go where?”

  “Home, I guess. Don’t you have an apartment somewhere? Someone told me you had. East side sprawl.”

  Rose smiled, a funny mixture of sarcastic and indulgent. “Exactly. You answered my question, sweetheart.”

  I directed her to the front desk and instructed the duty sergeant to have Rose sign out. No personal possessions to be returned; we hadn’t taken them off her in the first place, and in the second place, there weren’t many of them to take. She looked terrible: exhausted, scraped-out, old beyond her years. I felt sorry for her but what was I supposed to do?

  I did the lamest thing possible in the circumstances—I asked her, “Do you need a ride anywhere?”

  Rose walked past me, out the door, out into the early-morning crispness, calling back over her shoulder: “No thanks, little miss. Think I’ll take a walk. Stop and smell the flowers and all that. The old town ain’t so bad this time of the morning.”

  I looked out at the sun shining. For a second, I almost agreed with her.


  Chapter 4

  Farrington

  STRAIGHT back to my desk, at the rear of the main office, to take care of some business, the drudgery, the shit-work. First: I called Odette. I knew the number off by heart, of course; you don’t share your life with someone for more than three years and not know their telephone number better than your own birthday. It went straight to her message service. My heart jumped—just a little— when her voice came on, soft and measured like I remembered it: “You’ve reached the home of Odette Crawford. I can’t take your call at the moment. Please leave a brief message with your name, number and reason for calling, and I’ll…” I hung up. I didn’t want her to hear about Madeleine Greenhill from a disembodied message, that wouldn’t be too sensitive on my part…and also, subconsciously, I was probably angling for an excuse to call ’round to her in person.

  Second: I called Farrington. Her office was in the forensic section of HQ but I didn’t dial that extension, gambling that she might still be in the morgue. She was.

  “Genie, Genie. We meet again. Or not, as the case may be.” “Hey, Farr. Who was that kid answered the phone?”

  “That’s Bella. She’s a Med student. Doing an internship here. Which I have to say suits me fine. We’re short a few hands here anyway.”

  I laughed. “She hasn’t been grossed out yet?”

  “What, by me or the stiffs? Nah, she’s okay. Strong stomach for a young girl. Nice stomach, too. She wears those little crop tops, you know those? Mmm…”

  “Cool it, Farr, you might suffer an embolism. And you know what that’d mean, don’t you? You wouldn’t be able to help your favorite Homicide dick solve her case.”

  “And that’s why you’re ringing me, I know. Hold on a second.” Her voice receded into the distance momentarily. “Hey! Keep the noise down, would ya? I’ve got the freakin’ Chief herself on the line. Sorry ’bout that, Genie.”

  “Not a problem. So what have you got?”

  “What have I got? Well, we finished the full autopsy about an hour ago. Your victim was definitely killed by a blow to the skull. Sorry, blows. She was struck no less than three times, probably more, in the same general area. Bottom-left of the os frontale, if you wanna get technical.”

  “Which I don’t.”

  “Approximately one-and-a-half inches above the left eye- socket. The frontal bone was cracked just over that eye, in two places. Obviously there’s bruising, but what’s kinda weirding me out is that it isn’t bigger. Damage like this, her forehead should have been a dark-purple mess. But this, it’s…small. Like someone was poking her.”

  “Poking extremely forcefully.”

  Farrington said, “Yeah, I mean, it’s just a figure of speech. Nobody poked nothin’. This girl was hammered. The front and back of her brain were badly bruised—what us medical types call coup and contrecoup injuries. Anyway, there’s your cause of death. Cranial trauma causing subdural hemorrhage. In simple language, severe and fatal brain injury.”

  “Anything else?”

  “Well, you saw her last night—there isn’t much of a face left for anything else. Although I don’t think it would have made much difference, but she got pretty chewed up down there.”

  “Oh, Jesus! Farrington! Do you have to talk like that?”

  “Just trying to toughen you up, kid. You’re a police officer, you gotta act like one. Anything else, you say. Hardly any water in the lungs, therefore dead when she went in, like I hypothe- sized last night. How easily genius comes to me. We’ve examined the contents of her stomach—very little, as it happens. Madeleine was a picky eater, though not such a picky drinker.

  We found the remains of a chicken sandwich, some mints and a lot of booze. Her blood-alcohol levels are high. Not crazy high, but high. And, ah…there’s also that other thing we talked about. Remember?”

  I nodded discreetly, then remembered she couldn’t see it and said, “Mm-hm. I remember. You have proof?”

  She did that drawly thing she does. “Yeeahh. I think I do. Talk to Chief Etienne about it this afternoon. I’m sending the results directly to her. She can make the call.”

  “Gotcha. Alright, Farr, I’ll talk to you later. Maybe meet for a beer some night next week?”

  “Beers are on you, Genie. Stay frosty, girl.”

  We hung up simultaneously. What now? Now third: gather my resolve and call Misericordiae Greenhill and get the dope on Madeleine’s last known movements, as far as she knew them. I was about to call information for the number when one of the girls from admin swung by the desk, and I mean swung, her hips lifting from side to side like a sail boat lilting on the ocean swell. She was a plump girl but cute with it.
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