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  This book, though inspired by actual events, is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously.


  For my pal Dick Coffey


  Who are these people, and what do they want? And why don’t we like them better than we do?


  —David Owen,


  “The Secret Lives of Dentists,” Harper’s, March 1982


  All human beings have three lives: public, private, and secret.


  —Gabriel García Márquez
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  CHAPTER 1


  The skinny blonde isn’t working tonight.


  The driver doesn’t know her name and doesn’t think it would be smart to ask her whereabouts, but he picks it up in the chatter between the Greek and his gimpy son. That’s what the driver does—watches and listens. The Greek, whose name is Anatoli Zevos, and Tony, the son, who has a hip full of Jap shrapnel and three kids of his own, presumably by the surly, heavyset woman who sits like a bad meal at the far end of the counter, run the place. Despite the wife and kids, Tony can’t keep his hands off the waitresses, which probably explains the rapid turnover during the short time, three or four weeks, the driver has been dropping in.


  He’s seen the skinny blonde twice since she started working here a couple of weeks ago. She took his supper order the first time, the second time topped off his coffee. She didn’t say any more than she had to either time, but the smile damn near knocked him off his stool. Her smile and her ass—the driver, who believes he has a keen eye for such things, would argue that a combination like that is maybe one in a hundred, or five hundred, or a thousand. The Greek’s too cheap to buy tags for the girls, and the driver doesn’t have the nerve to ask her name. He picks up, though, on the details. She bites her nails and wears a tiny diamond ring on the third finger of her left hand.


  Sipping his heavily sugared coffee at this end of the counter, the driver feigns interest in that afternoon’s Star and pictures Tony lurching up behind the blonde in the kitchen or down the basement where they keep the groceries, running his hands up the front of her uniform and shoving his crotch against her ass. The driver pictures her closing her eyes and smiling. Tony, who’s probably in his early thirties, is not a bad-looking guy, short and square with the neck of a stevedore and a thick head of curly black hair. Maybe the idea of a war wound excites the girl. The driver imagines that she likes the attention, yet is wary of being caught in flagrante by Tony’s old man. The Greek, all business and always in a foul mood, has no time for shenanigans. And if there was trouble, he’d blame the girl, not his horny son.


  “Said she’s got a toothache, Pop,” the driver hears Tony say.


  Frowning, the old man grabs a spatula and scrapes the grill as though the congealed grease and baked-on fat are the sins of the world. He doesn’t bother to reply. These girls are a dime a dozen. They come streaming out of the Greyhound depot on Seventh Street, a couple dozen a week, fair-haired farm girls from outstate Minnesota and the Dakotas and dark-eyed miners’ daughters from the Iron Range. They come here for a job and adventure, not necessarily in that order.


  Listening to the Zevoses’ palaver, the driver learns that the skinny blonde hails from Dollar, North Dakota, wherever the hell that is. He pictures a windswept spot-in-the-road with a shuttered movie house, a couple of crummy bars, and three or four grain elevators standing like old ghosts beside the railroad tracks. Maybe an out-of-business five-and-dime and a worn-out Catholic church attended by a halfdozen old-timers. The kids have fled to the cities—Bismarck, Fargo, Minneapolis—where they believe a more exciting life is waiting for them.


  The driver knows, too, that the skinny blonde, formerly of Dollar, North Dakota, now lives with her sister in this seedy south-of-the-Loop neighborhood of Minneapolis. He’s picked that up listening to the conversation.


  Tony, now a girl short at dinnertime, refills the driver’s cup and removes the chipped pie plate with its purple streaks of congealing blueberry filling. A dirty fork slides off the plate and clatters on the drab linoleum floor.


  “Where does a person go to get a toothache fixed on a Friday night?” the driver asks. It’s a reasonable question, nonchalantly stated, something a guy might wonder about in casual suppertime conversation, masking his prurient interest.


  Tony looks at him as though he just noticed the customer who’s been sitting on the stool behind the coffee and pie for the past thirty minutes. The driver appreciates the fact that he’s one of those people other people walk past and don’t remember three seconds later. What’s to remember? There’s no Jimmy Durante nose or Dumbo the Elephant ears, no stammer, drawl, or highfalutin vocabulary. He’s neither tall nor short, beefy or gaunt. There’s no swagger, hop, or buckle in his walk. If he didn’t drive a bright yellow car with a light on top, you wouldn’t notice him at all. Even then, it’s the car—Canary Cab No. 313—that you look at, not the driver.


  “There’s a Jew dentist on the next block, open nights and weekends,” Tony says, dragging his bum leg in the direction of the kitchen door. “That’s prolly where she went.”


  He dumps the driver’s pie plate and fork into a tub of greasy water behind the counter. “Do I give a shit?” the driver hears him mutter. “Not hardly.”


  The girl’s name is Teresa Hickman, and at this moment—five minutes to seven, on Friday evening, April 8, 1955—she’s killing time until her seven-thirty dental appointment. Teresa’s sister, Grace Montgomery, put her on to Dr. Rose. Grace has gone to him a dozen-odd times during the past year. She went to him at first because her teeth needed work and because his office was around the corner from the Montgomerys’ apartment, and later because she developed a relationship with the man.


  Tonight will be Teresa’s fifth visit to Rose since she moved to Minneapolis in December. The first time, in January, her jaw was sore and swollen; she had an infection that required urgent treatment. The second time, ten days after the first, she said she was still having pain, though the swelling was gone. The third and fourth visits she had no complaints and hasn’t mentioned the visits to Grace. This evening she told Grace she has another toothache and called the luncheonette to say she can’t come in on account of it. Grace thinks she’s probably lying, but decides not to make it an issue.


  “I hate the dentist,” Terry said before the first visit, in January. She wasn’t referring to Dr. Rose, whom she hadn’t met, but to the dentist as a scary archetype, like Jack Frost, the Headless Horseman, or the Devil, though she wouldn’t have thought to use the word archetype.


  Grace had laughed and said, “Everybody hates the dentist, sweetie.”


  Physically, the sisters have little in common. Grace has a mop of tightly curled ginger hair, unremarkable brown eyes, and twenty pounds more than blonde, saucer-eyed, lithe and lissome Terry. Grace is twenty-seven, so almost seven years older than Terry, and, by most accounts going back to their Dollar public school days, at least marginally smarter. As if that was any kind of advantage.


  The sisters share a small-town experience that included visits to a sadistic silver-haired dentist in the neighboring town of Hartford (there has only recently been a three-day-a-week dentist with an office in Dollar), who instilled in them, their two brothers, and their local contemporaries a fear of Dr. Piet Vermeer at least equal to the man’s malice and shaky incompetence. Vermeer, as it happened, had it in for the children of Walter and Marva Kubicek, treating them, even more than his other young patients, rudely and rough, often withholding the novocaine. The popular explanation for this extra nastiness was an unrequited love for Marva, a high school classmate, and cancerous jealousy of Walter, another classmate, who married her.


  This evening, after Grace’s husband, Bud, leaves for his night shift at the Moline tractor factory on East Lake Street, the sisters wait without fear for Terry’s seven-thirty appointment. Terry’s eighteen-month-old toddler is fussing with his bottle, and Grace is in an off mood, but they can’t resist some reminiscence.


  “I’ll never forget those stairs,” Terry says from the bedroom, where Harold Hickman Junior sucks on his bottle’s nipple. Vermeer’s office was situated above Hartford’s Main Street hardware store. To reach it, you’d climb sixteen steep, linoleum-clad steps, the fumes becoming more pungent with each step. The insect whine of the dentist’s drill grew louder, too, and as you neared the top you’d sometimes hear the poor sap in the dentist’s chair let loose a blood-chilling scream.


  Neither sister has to mention the experience at the top of the stairs: the windowless waiting room with only a stack of used-up coloring books to take your mind off the horror to come and crabby, blue-haired Mildred Rasmussen behind the receptionist’s desk. Then, through another door, there was the big white-and-black chair, the corded drills, and tray full of hooks and needles and clamps, and Vermeer’s scowling hatchet face, his tiny eyes like green marbles behind rimless spectacles, and Sen-Sen on his breath.


  If Vermeer said anything at all to the whimpering patient during the ordeal that followed, it was, “Sit still, child! And, for the love of Mike, be quiet!”


  “Dr. Rose isn’t like that,” Grace had told Terry in January. “He’s odd, but nice. If he thinks you need it, he’ll give you a pill that puts you to sleep, or almost asleep. You’ll feel funny afterward, but you won’t feel any pain. And when he’s done, you’ll be rid of your toothache.”


  Now Terry returns from the bedroom with her son in the crook of her arm. The child is red-eyed and squirming, his upper lip glazed with snot. With her free hand, Terry reaches for Grace’s cigarette, takes a drag, and hands it back. She’s run a comb through her hair and freshened her lipstick. This evening she’s wearing a green pullover, plaid skirt, and black pumps. She has straight white teeth and a dazzling smile.


  Grace stares at her sister through the cigarette smoke. She knows Terry better than anyone in the world, certainly better than their parents and their brothers ever did, and better than Terry’s husband does now. Grace knew about the “secret” boyfriends back home, and that trouble at the Hartford Ben Franklin that disabused Grace of the belief that she was the only shoplifter in the family. Then there were the summer nights when Terry and her pal Connie Canfield stripped naked and walked down County Road 6 in the headlights of Cullen Hanson’s pickup, and the time Terry got “drunk and crazy” with Kenny Landa’s married brother and a couple of the brother’s Navy friends when Kenny was in a Grand Forks hospital with appendicitis.


  Still, there have been the occasional surprises. Two days ago, while Terry was at work, Grace came across a half-dozen photographs tucked beneath the bras and underpants in Terry’s dresser.


  That evening, after Bud left for work, Grace dropped the photos on the coffee table and fanned them out in front of her.


  “Where did these come from, hon?” she asked.


  Terry actually colored a little.


  “A guy I met at the Palace,” she said. “His name is Richard, and he does weddings and yearbook photos. Some fashion stuff on the side.”


  Grace looked at the photos again, one after another.


  There is Terry perched on a tall wooden stool with a cheesy-looking curtain as a backdrop. She’s wearing a sleeveless blouse and tight white shorts that Grace recognized but hadn’t seen for a while. In one of the photos the blouse is unbuttoned and Terry is barefoot. In another she’s wearing high heels, has turned her back to the camera, and is looking over her bare shoulder like Betty Grable in the photo that a million GIs tacked up in their barracks during the war. The photos are black and white, and, in Grace’s opinion, not very accomplished for a professional.


  “‘Fashion stuff,’ huh?” Grace said, handing them to her sister. She smiled knowingly, the way a big sister would smile in this situation, but knew that her face betrayed her envy.


  “Hal’s been begging for pictures,” Terry said with a shrug. “So when Richard asked if I wanted to pose, I said, ‘Sure. Maybe I’ll send some photos to my husband.’ We went over to Richard’s place in Stevens Square. The studio, so-called, was just the little living room in his apartment, with a sofa bed, a couple of chairs, and that stool. But he was nice and didn’t charge me. Afterward, he said, ‘You owe me,’ and I said, ‘Don’t worry, I’m good for it.’”


  “Hal’s not going to like them,” Grace said, thinking about the unbuttoned, barefoot shots and wondering if there were other poses that this Richard kept for himself.


  “Hal will be jealous,” Terry replied with that smile. “But that’s okay.”


  When Terry leaves for Dr. Rose’s office, Grace checks on the baby, lights another one of Bud’s Pall Malls, and in her mind’s eye follows her sister downstairs, out the front door, and around the corner onto Nicollet Avenue. She can’t see Terry from her windows, which face Fifteenth, but in her mind’s eye she sees her clearly. Grace knows the short trip by heart.


  Terry walks a half block south on Nicollet, wending her way through the leering drunks and drooling stumblebums idling in front of the Whoop-Tee-Doo Club, drawing wolf whistles, catcalls, and, if she doesn’t move quickly enough, their grabbing, grasping, pinching hands. Loud music pours out of the club’s front door, driven by a thumping bass and chased by a saxophone’s carnal shriek, along with shouts and hollers and the kind of language you hear in a Navy yard. Another few steps and she sees a short list of businesses and professionals on a pair of double doors, including H. DAVID ROSE, DDS, and hurries inside.


  Terry will run up a narrow flight of stairs that reminds her of the steps leading to Piet Vermeer’s torture chamber in Hartford. When she reaches the top, the street noise has faded a little. There’s a door with the word WELCOME stenciled on the frosted glass and beyond that door a short, dimly lit, faintly chemical-smelling corridor with two more doors on either side. The first, on the left, says A. O. FISCHER / CHIROPRACTOR, the second REYNARD & RIDGEWAY / DANCE INSTRUCTION FOR ALL AGES. Across the hall there’s a door with no markings at all, and finally there’s Dr. Rose’s.


  The only sound, at seven-thirty on a Friday night, is the raucous music, up here muffled by the beams, trusses, and plaster walls and ceilings of a prewar commercial building, from the club downstairs. The other second-floor offices are dark and silent behind their closed doors.


  Terry opens the last door and steps into a small waiting room. There’s no whining drill, no fish-eyed receptionist, only a slipcovered settee, three or four wooden chairs, a small end-table bearing stacks of Readers Digest and Saturday Evening Post, and a spindly floor lamp weakly illuminating a worn brownish carpet. The chemical reek is faint, but unmistakable.


  Terry will be mildly surprised—as she was on previous visits, as was Grace on her visits—that the waiting room is empty. Above the muffled noise from downstairs, the stillness is thick as cotton batting. Then, almost immediately, there’s a soft footfall in an adjoining room and yet another door opens and, in the doorway, a slightly stooped, dark-haired, long-faced man in a white jacket appears, smiling.


  “Teresa, dear,” Dr. Rose says. “Won’t you come in?”


  At the apartment, Grace sits down, rubs out the cigarette, and closes her eyes.


  The driver hauls a flatulent middle-aged businessman from the Curtis Hotel on Tenth Street to the airport, twenty minutes away, and then heads back downtown with the windows lowered in his empty cab. He hopes he’s had enough coffee to stay upright behind the wheel until ten or eleven, at which time he’ll either go home or hit an all-night diner for another shot of joe.


  Cruising through Uptown and then north on Hennepin toward the Loop, he sees plenty of what he looks for this time of night: girls and young women, between fifteen and thirty, with or without an escort, and with that ineffable look that tells him they would enjoy what he has to offer. But it’s early April, so it’s still chilly in the Twin Cities, and the girls are still bundled up in overcoats and kerchiefs. This time of year he kicks himself for not living in Florida.


  He ignores a couple of fares waving at him along Hennepin, and then returns to Nicollet, where he parks near the corner of Fifteenth Street, kitty-corner from the Whoop-Tee-Doo Club, rolls the windows up, and turns off his roof light. It’s only a quarter to ten, but he’s done with taxi business for the night.


  He parks here because he learned before leaving the Greek’s place that the dentist the skinny blonde might be visiting this evening works out of an office above the club, maybe where lights glow in a pair of second-floor windows. The supper trade, such as it is at the Palace, was over, both Tony’s old man and his ugly wife had left for the day, and Tony was talkative.


  “I’ll be goddamned if some Jew’s gonna stick his fingers in my mouth, but I heard Rose does all right,” the gimp said. “They say a lot of his trade is working girls who go to him in the evening and on weekends—when dentists generally ain’t open for business. Anyways, I’ve seen the lights on up there late, and his car parked around the corner, on Fifteenth, always the same spot, a black Packard Clipper. Someone pointed it out once, said it was his.”


  The driver was careful not to ask too many questions. The gimp’s obviously a firecracker. Unpredictable. Volatile. Maybe dangerous. You never know what a guy like that might tell the cops if it came to it. Like, Yeah, there was this guy, a regular fuckin’ nosy Ned, always asking about the girls.


  Of course, the driver can’t be certain the lights he sees in the windows above the Whoop-Tee-Doo are the dentist’s, much less if the skinny blonde is on the premises, much less what he should do if she is. Lights burning in second-floor commercial windows on a Friday night have a way of inspiring impure thoughts, but the driver doesn’t have the guts to go up there for a look-see, what with the crowd milling around on the sidewalk out front and no plan of action except to snoop. Snooping is usually excuse enough, but not tonight. Despite the coffee, the driver is tired and tentative.


  From where he parks, using one or the other of his mirrors, he can keep an eye on both the double doors that must lead to the offices upstairs and the black Packard parked where the gimp said it would be, around the corner on Fifteenth. The driver is okay parked where he is. No one pays attention to a cab when its roof light is off.


  The driver turns on the radio and listens to the news. Eisenhower this, Eisenhower that. The driver’s got nothing against the president, but he’s tempted to vote for Stevenson if he runs against Ike next year, mainly because he knows that the stingy, stuffed-shirt businessmen who make up the majority of his fares vote the Republican ticket. Plus he doesn’t like Nixon, Tricky Dick, Ike’s Number Two. Then again, the driver didn’t bother to vote for anyone in ’fifty-two, and probably won’t in ’fifty-six, either. He doesn’t see that it makes much difference.


  He lifts and shakes his Thermos jug though he knows it’s empty, and then drops it on the floor. Listening to Eisenhower droning on about Berlin and the Suez Canal, he takes off his peaked cap and sets it beside him on the seat. Then, with no intention of napping, he turns off the radio, drops his head back to rest his eyes, and falls asleep.


  Forty-five minutes later, he’s roused by a drunk rapping on his window. The drunk is standing in the street and hanging on to his girlfriend, both drunks leaning against his car and peering at him through the glass like a couple of circus clowns.


  Rolling his window down far enough to smell the booze, the driver says, “You fuckin’ blind? The roof light is off. That means the car ain’t in service.”


  The man straightens up and sways away from the window, clutching his girlfriend’s arm. The driver notices a large stain on the front of the man’s trousers. Trying to focus his eyes on the roof light, the man says, “Well, shit, fella, you’re still a taxi, aincha? We demand a ride.”


  “Take the bus, asshole.”


  The driver rolls his window up and rotates his stiff neck. He looks at his watch—it’s almost ten-forty. When the drunks stagger off and it occurs to him to check the mirrors, he sees that the Packard is no longer in its parking spot. And, when he looks toward the Whoop-Tee-Doo Club, the second-floor windows are dark.


  “Son of a bitch!” he shouts, slapping the steering wheel. He starts the car and pulls into the Friday-night traffic. He turns left on Fifteenth and proceeds down along the south side of Loring Park, where a dozen girls stand on the sidewalk facing the street, their coats open to show what they have to sell.


  But the driver doesn’t like whores. Whores are used merchandise, dirty and worn-down and mean. It’s not a whore he’s looking for tonight.


  For want of a better idea, he turns back toward Hennepin and heads south.


  Nearly two hours later, on the same April night, a young man, naked as a newborn, stretches his arms and legs and squints at the luminous hands and numerals of the alarm clock on the dresser. He reaches for his glasses, which he’d shoved under the bed, so he can get a better look.


  “You have to go, Bobby,” says the young woman beside him. “Karl’ll be on his way pretty soon.”


  In the spring of 1955, Robert Gardner has just turned twenty-three and been hired by the United Press wire service bureau in Minneapolis. He is single and lives—temporarily, he assures them—with his sister and her husband in a two-bedroom apartment on Forty-fourth Street in Linden Hills. Today, Robert worked, as he has for the past three months, the three-to-eleven shift in the bureau’s downtown office. For the lion’s share of the last hour, he’s been fucking Pamela Brantley. Karl Brantley, Pam’s husband, is an intern at Hiawatha General Hospital downtown.


  “Jesus,” Robert mutters, stretching out on his back.


  The back bedroom of the Brantleys’ second-floor apartment, two blocks west of Robert’s temporary lodging, is not much larger than a walk-in closet, and its air is thick with the musk of their lovemaking. Pam, naked as Robert, slides off the damp sheets and pushes open the room’s single window, letting in a welcome rush of chilly night air. Looking at her sweat-slicked back, plump ass, and short but nicely shaped legs, he wants to fuck her again, this time from behind, braced against the window frame.


  It is sheer coincidence—he will go to his grave believing it’s the definition of “happy accident”—that he and Pam are together, much less lovers. Pam is the twenty-one-year-old younger sister of Janice Jones, whom Robert dated while attending high school in Rochester. Robert and Karl Brantley’s kid brother, Ted, were teammates on the junior varsity basketball team. For much of their high school careers, Robert and the Brantley boys were casual friends.


  Though they dated exclusively for more than two years and talked about marriage after college, Robert and Janice never let themselves go beyond the serious petting stage. Each had reasons for restraint: Janice’s hellfire Baptist faith and Robert’s fear of scandalizing his staid, socially conscious family, pillars of Rochester’s medical aristocracy. They broke up a month after their high school graduation, and then headed off in different directions. The last time Robert saw either Janice or Pam—until he encountered Pam at the Butler Brothers drugstore in Linden Hills—was at Pam and Karl’s wedding reception eighteen months ago.


  “What are you doing here?” Pam exclaimed. She and Robert had literally bumped into each other in front of men’s toiletries near the back of the store. Born dark-eyed, olive-skinned, and sultry, she had a body that was made for the tight sweater and short skirt she wore that day.


  “I live here,” Robert replied. “Around the corner, off York.”


  “Me, too!” Pam said. “On Forty-fourth and Abbott. Karl works downtown.”


  Not yet a ladies’ man, Robert was flattered by Pam’s exuberant response to seeing him. Though he hadn’t seen her since her wedding, he’d been enjoying the occasional Pam Jones fantasy since he dated Janice. Robert is tall and conventionally handsome, though he could stand to put on another ten pounds. He’s also intelligent, well educated, and self-possessed in the way you’d expect of the son of an eminent thoracic surgeon. Pam Brantley, whose parents run a failing dry-goods store several miles beyond the shadow of tony Pill Hill, exudes a self-confidence that’s easily his equal. But what Robert discovered soon enough is that Pam is an unhappily married woman.


  She told him so when, at her suggestion, they met for coffee at a France Avenue cafe the day after their accidental meeting.


  “It was a mistake,” she said softly. “Karl couldn’t get enough of me before we were married. Now I think he couldn’t care less. All that matters is his work.”


  Robert, his throat dry, said he found that hard to believe, that he couldn’t imagine ever getting enough of her. Pam smiled and reached under the table and spread her fingers on his leg. She told him he was sweet. Then she slid her hand up a couple of inches and told him that Karl worked late most nights.


  “Maybe you could come by,” she said.


  That was a month ago, and Robert and Pam have been torching the sheets in the Brantleys’ back bedroom ever since. So far, there have been no close calls nor need for extraordinary measures—scrambling under the bed, leaping from a second-floor window—and Pam insists that Karl, absorbed in his medical training, is none the wiser. Robert has yet to run into him in the neighborhood and is sure that Karl has no idea he lives nearby. On the nights they meet, Robert steps off the bus at Xerxes Avenue and joins Pam by eleven-thirty. An hour later, spent but happy, he walks to his sister’s apartment, slinking along the abandoned trolley tracks that run behind and below the modest apartment buildings, duplexes, and storefront businesses facing Forty-fourth Street. If Robert’s sister ever asks where he’s been so late, he’ll say he had drinks with colleagues downtown.


  Still, Robert is a cautious young man, a worrier like his mother and a stickler for detail like his father, both of whom, it goes without saying, would be outraged if they knew about his midnight adventures. Majoring in journalism at the University of Minnesota was heartbreaking enough—he was supposed to follow the family line into medicine. Seeking and apparently enjoying the work of a vulgar news hound have been all but unbearable to his parents. Now a furtive adulterer as well, he’s taken to wearing a black jacket and dark trousers on his tryst nights, believing himself, like a cat burglar, difficult to spot in the shadows.


  The abandoned right-of-way is weedy and littered with worn-out automobile tires, pieces of broken furniture, and discarded paint cans—rubbish that a person could break an ankle on if he isn’t careful—not to mention clumps of dog shit, a used condom or two, and other waste that he wouldn’t want to drag into his sister’s place. He wonders if he should carry a flashlight, but decides the light would attract attention.


  Tonight’s exit is no different from the previous ones. Hurriedly dressed, Robert kisses Pam, who will put on her nightgown, crawl into the double bed in the other room, and feign deep sleep when her weary husband trudges in. The lovers kiss again, and again, until she pushes him away. There are no proclamations of love, not yet, but Robert believes, and believes Pam does, too, that they’ve already become essential to each other’s happiness and will be together soon, the disapproving world be damned.


  It is well past midnight when Dr. Rose returns home, scarcely half a mile, as it happens, from Robert and Pam’s love nest on Forty-fourth Street.


  Rose also resides, with his wife and two pubescent daughters, in the Linden Hills neighborhood of southwest Minneapolis, but instead of overlooking derelict streetcar tracks, the Roses live a block off scenic Lake Calhoun. From their master bedroom, they can see a sliver of the city’s most popular lake through a small forest of elms, birches, maples, and poplars. Several other professional men—doctors, dentists, attorneys, and corporate executives—live on the same block, across the street, or in the immediate vicinity. There are two or three more exclusive neighborhoods in the city, but none more comfortably “livable,” to use a word relentlessly employed by local real estate agents.


  The Roses’ girls—Margot and Lael—have been in bed for hours, but Ruth is up when David comes home. She is a short, solid, chestnut haired woman of forty, plainspoken, humorless, and unassuming, though she comes from significant family money. Ruth is always up when David comes home.


  The Roses will have been married for seventeen years come September, and Ruth likes to tell friends that she’s never had a regret and is certain that he hasn’t either. Her friends smile, knowing full well that he, at any rate, has no reason for regret, not the way Ruth takes care of him. Ruth buys the groceries, pays the utility bills, hires the yard work, even sees that his Packard’s oil has been changed and the tires rotated. More important, she keeps Margot and Lael, fine young ladies anyway, on the straight and narrow. And David—well, her friends say, Ruth is simply everything to him: nurse, caretaker, confidante, and, once or twice a month, if he requests it, lover.


  Tonight—it’s actually early morning—Dr. Rose walks in the back door exhausted and disoriented, as though he’s entered a stranger’s house. His exhaustion is frequent and understandable, given his long hours at work and peculiar eating habits. Even the disorientation is not uncommon, probably for the same reasons. Rose is a tall man, six foot two or three, though he’s round-shouldered and somewhat stooped, the price he’s paid, Ruth insists, for bending over patients for nearly twenty years. He has a long, gaunt face, sad dark eyes, a meticulously maintained mustache, and a full head of glossy black hair. If the hair were thinner or showed the slightest sign of gray, he would look much older, given his posture and pallor.


  Rose stands in the middle of the kitchen and looks around as though he’d dropped in from Mars. Ruth steps around him and eases off his overcoat and then the jacket of his suit. She can’t reach his gray fedora and, in any case, wouldn’t dream of trying to lift it off his head, which would be not only difficult given the difference in their height but disrespectful as well. In a minute or two, he will realize he’s still wearing his hat and remove it himself.


  In another moment he looks at his wife, blinks his long-lashed eyes, and says he drove his last patient home, then returned to his office and lay down in the waiting room.


  “I must have fallen asleep,” he says, though it always strikes her as preposterous, a man of his dimensions getting comfortable enough to doze on that settee.


  “Are your knees bothering you?” Ruth asks.


  “Not so much tonight,” he says.


  “You haven’t eaten, have you?” Ruth says.


  He looks at her as though he’s thinking about the answer.


  “I don’t suppose I have,” he says at last.


  “Ronnie was here for supper,” she says, referring to her brother, a thirty-year-old bachelor lawyer and frequent dinner guest. “There’s beef stew I’ll put back on the stove.”


  Rose eats in silence, head bent over his plate, while Ruth sits silently across the table and waits. When he’s finished, he will thank her and, without another word, climb the stairs to the master bedroom on the second floor. She will rinse off his plate, drinking glass, and silverware, and follow him a few minutes later.


  Upstairs, after he washes his face and brushes his teeth, Rose slides into bed beside his wife. Both wear flannel pajamas—his striped, hers dotted—and black sleep masks, though neither will have trouble dropping off tonight. Rose reaches out and takes hold of Ruth’s hand, and in another moment both appear to be asleep.


  Robert Gardner, in his stocking feet, eases himself down the back stairs of the Brantleys’ building and out the back door. He sits down on the stoop and puts on his shoes. The night is quiet save for the sad, ragged barking of a dog somewhere in the neighborhood. The waning moon, as insubstantial as a nail clipping when it appears through the broken clouds, offers negligible illumination.


  Robert walks carefully down the cracked sidewalk to a short flight of uneven stone steps, then through ten feet of ankle-deep weeds, brush, and trash, and then onto the former right-of-way. Though unused for two years now, the tracks gleam with a dull sheen in the yellow glow of a streetlight. Robert walks between the double row of tracks, stepping carefully between the rotting ties, and wonders what he’d do if somebody jumped him. He’s a lover, he tells himself with a smile, not a fighter. One night last week, he spotted a couple of kids making out in the shadow of a garage. He pretended he didn’t see them and picked up his pace. He doubted if they noticed.


  Suppose Karl Brantley waited in the shadows.


  The notion also makes Robert smile. Karl is not a fighter, either. A deferential, perpetually smiling beanpole, Karl was voted Rochester High’s Mr. Nice Guy of 1946. Granted, nice guys can change, wise up, and stop smiling. Some nice guys—but probably not Karl. Robert feels bad about fucking Karl’s wife, so he tries not to think about Karl any more than he has to.


  Robert is sated, bone-tired, and eager to crawl into his own bed, meaning the narrow roll-away he’s using at Gwen and her husband’s apartment until their baby arrives. He earns enough for a cheap place of his own, but wants to wait until he can buy a decent used car, which should be sometime this summer. (Robert’s father made it clear that once he moved to the Twin Cities and got a job with the wire service, he was on his own, ineligible for parental gifts, loans, or subsidies. Gwen lost her meal ticket when she married a Catholic.) If there’s an extra bottle of Grain Belt in his sister’s refrigerator, he will drink it, but he will skip a late supper and hit the sack. He expects to have a wet dream about Pam.


  Later, he will ask himself what caught his eye, what it was that snatched his mind away from Pam and that cold bottle of beer and drew his attention to the woman’s body lying on the south side of the tracks. The woman was wearing a dark green or blue coat and what looked like a plaid skirt. One hand, pale and thin, with chewed nails and a ring on the third finger—he can see the glint of a tiny diamond in the weak light—is thrust out, protruding from the brush a few inches onto the gravel track bed. It must have been the hand with its glinting gem that he spotted in the semidarkness.


  He stands a few feet from the body, staring. A moment later, his heart pounding, he looks in both directions, and then takes another step. He stops and leans forward, not quite over the body, but close enough to see more. He looks for movement or a sound, a moan or a whisper begging for help. But there is nothing. The woman is dead. Though he covered a couple of fatal car accidents during a year at the Rochester paper, he’s never seen a corpse up this close. He sure as hell has never discovered one. He is sure, though, that this woman is dead.


  He knows enough not to touch the body or turn it over to get a better look at the victim’s face. He’s a newsman, paid to be curious, but at this moment fear and what little he knows about crime-scene protocol tamps down his curiosity. He realizes that he’s shivering, though that could be the chilly night. He straightens up and looks around. Though he sees no blood or signs of a struggle, he presumes that the woman was murdered. Nothing runs on these tracks anymore, and they’re fifty yards from the street, so there’s no chance she was hit by a trolley or a car. What could it be except murder or maybe a suicide, though if it was suicide how would she have done it—he sees no weapon or bottle of pills—and why here?


  Could her assailant be nearby? For no good reason, Robert doubts it. The body seems rooted in the weeds, an organic part of the scrub and detritus that line the track bed. That helps him believe her killer is gone.


  Robert takes another, short step toward the body. He squats, extends his right arm, and touches the woman’s exposed hand. Impulsively, he strokes the back of her hand with his forefinger, and then traces a slightly raised vein just visible in the dim light. His finger maintains contact with the woman’s hand for only a moment, but he will remember the cold, wax-like sensation—he will compare it to the feel of a discarded candle—for the rest of his life.


  He believes, though he has no way of knowing without a better look at her face, that the woman was beautiful.
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  CHAPTER 2


  Arne Anderson is still sleeping when Lily Kline pinches his shoulder and says, “Downtown’s on the phone.” He rolls over, rubs his eyes, and tells Lily to tell Downtown to fuck themselves. Lily, who’s already dressed and probably still angry about last night, snaps the shade up and walks out of the bedroom. “I told Mel you’d call him right back.”


  The phone is in the short hallway that connects the Chicago Avenue apartment’s single bedroom with the bath, kitchen, and a minuscule living room. Anderson, barefoot and yawning in his boxers and sleeveless undershirt, makes the call and scratches his back against the stuccoed hallway wall while waiting for Mel to pick up at the office. He can hear Lily in the kitchen, frying eggs and making toast. He figures she can’t be too angry if she’s fixing breakfast, and tries to remember what she might be angry about anyway. She’s been angry a lot lately.


  It’s a chilly Saturday morning, not yet eight o’clock if the worn-out Westclox on the dresser hasn’t stopped.


  Melvin Curry, Anderson’s Homicide Squad partner for the past three years, tells him that the body of a white female, probably in her late teens or early twenties, has been found along the streetcar right-of-way in Linden Hills. A couple of patrol cars responded to a citizen’s call half an hour ago. “Hessburg and LeBlanc will be waiting for us, plus the new guy from the coroner’s office,” Curry says. “Considering the victim and the neighborhood,” he says, “I wouldn’t be surprised if Augie and Big Ed are on their way as well.”


  Anderson straightens up and scratches himself between his legs.


  “You said Linden Hills?”


  “Strange but true.”


  Arne coughs.


  “When was the last time we had a body down there?”


  “Before my time, unless we’re counting a couple suicides,” Mel says. “I’ll pick you up in ten minutes.”


  When Curry arrives in an unmarked Chevy sedan, Anderson climbs in, balancing a plate of fried eggs, a slice of buttered toast, and a couple of browned sausages in his right hand. He carries a fork between his teeth the way a pirate carries a dagger. Mel, who’s no doubt been up for hours and enjoyed a proper breakfast with his fetching new wife, smiles and shakes his head.


  “Don’t let me forget the plate and fork somewhere,” Arne says. “Things are touch-and-go with Lily as it is.”


  Traffic is nonexistent this early on a Saturday morning so Curry doesn’t bother with the red dashboard light and siren. Even so, they’re at the crime scene—a stretch of deserted tracks behind three or four blocks of small apartment buildings, modest duplexes, and small, storefront businesses—in ten minutes.


  For decades, the Twin City Rapid Transit Company operated one of the finest public transportation systems in the country, and electric-powered streetcars the color of French’s mustard jars covered the Twin Cities like a blanket. This route, Line No. 1, carried riders from downtown Minneapolis through the populous south and southwest precincts of the city all the way out to the lakeside town of Excelsior in the far western suburbs. Then a cabal of shady businessmen, corrupt politicians, and organized-crime figures sold off the cars, ripped out most of the tracks, and turned the routes over to a fleet of diesel-powered buses that fouled the air and did little to improve service, traffic flow, or safety. In the spring of 1955, this forlorn scrap of track is one of the few vestiges of the trolley system in the city.


  “There was nothing wrong with those streetcars,” Arne says. “I hear there are a lot of them on the streets of Mexico City.”


  Mel parks a car length north of where the tracks cross Zenith Avenue, behind Sid Hessburg and Frenchy LeBlanc’s Chevy, a white Chevrolet station wagon driven this morning by the coroner’s assistant, and the black Buick sedan bearing Detective Captain August Fuller and Fuller’s boss, Inspector of Detectives Edwin Evangelist. Black-and-white prowl cars are parked at odd angles on Zenith and York, effectively blocking those streets.


  The focus of the dozen-plus uniformed and plainclothes police and the coroner’s man is a bundle of winter clothing lying in the weeds off the south side of the tracks about halfway between the crossing streets. Behind them a dozen or so civilians, presumably neighborhood residents, stand in clusters of twos and threes, speaking in hushed voices and staring at the bundle in the weeds. The sun is up but hardly a factor behind a scrim of gray clouds, so Anderson is glad to see officers holding flashlights.


  Fuller, his unshaven moon face as dark and grisly as a Gateway wino’s, stands with his hands shoved deep in the pockets of his tweed overcoat. “You got this one, Arne?” he says without bothering to look at his best investigator.


  “Do I, Captain?” Anderson says in a flat voice. That’s neither selfdeprecation nor false modesty. He’s simply not one to take things for granted.


  “Yeah,” Fuller says. “You do.”


  “And too fuckin’ bad for you, Anderson,” says Evangelist, who’s lighting either his first cigar of the morning or the remains of last night’s. The fat bureaucrat is a political appointee despised for his inopportune appearances at crime scenes and his flaccid support of the department’s detectives. “This one’s gonna be a bitch.”


  Anderson steps forward and hunkers down alongside the body.


  It’s too early in the season for flies, but already there’s the unmistakable stink of death rising from the body. As an infantryman in George Patton’s Third Army during the Battle of the Bulge, Arne saw plenty of young corpses, many of them gruesomely bloodied, mangled, or dismembered. The bodies of a few females, too—stripped, abused, and murdered, or merely collateral damage. One snowy morning, he spotted Patton standing in an open Jeep, hands on his hips, looking at the same scatter of lifeless bodies, the bodies lying at odd angles, grotesquely contorted or oddly peaceful, as though only asleep.


  As a street cop and homicide detective, Arne has seen his share of civilian dead and dying, too, though this is Minneapolis, not Chicago or Cleveland or Kansas City, so not that many. But this body is out of the ordinary. It’s the body of a slight young white woman, fully and appropriately dressed, maybe a college student or a shop clerk, almost certainly not a barfly or a prostitute. She was small enough for her killer—most likely a man—to easily carry her body the one hundred-odd feet from either Zenith or York and dump it here.


  The woman is wearing a hip-length, dark green winter coat or jacket, but no cap, scarf, or gloves. An extended hand, her left, is white and cold, its delicate fingers already stiffened by rigor mortis; there’s a small diamond engagement ring and thin wedding band on the ring finger. She’s wearing white anklets, but missing her right shoe. She’s also wearing what looks like an inexpensive necklace and matching bracelet. Anderson looks more closely at the rings, which appear to his untrained eye no pricier than the necklace and bracelet. Nevertheless, she’s still wearing them, which means she was probably not murdered during a robbery or mugging.


  He stares at the tiny diamond and wedding band. Where, he wonders, is her husband?


  Detective Sid Hessburg, eager to offer his opinion, squats down beside Anderson and says, “No purse in sight, but there was a billfold in her coat pocket. There’s a North Dakota driver’s license with the name Teresa Marie Kubicek—“KOO-bah-chek,” he pronounces the last name, correctly it turns out—of Dollar, North Dakota, “wherever the hell that is.” He reads off the driver’s license. “Five foot two. One hundred pounds. Date of birth: 9/2/33.”


  Anderson stands up and looks around.


  “Anything else in her pockets?”


  “A pack of Pall Malls,” Hessburg says, standing, too. He holds up a familiar dark-red package. There are three cigarettes left. “Pall Mall—that’s a guy’s brand. I don’t know any women who smoke Pall Malls. Maybe she swiped ’em.”


  “Find her other shoe?” Anderson asks him.


  “Not yet.”


  Arne takes the red, imitation leather billfold from the young detective. He glances at the driver’s license and flips through a halfdozen two-by-three-inch snapshots in their cloudy glassine sleeves. There’s a studio shot of a baby, a headshot of a young man in an Army uniform, and photos of another young man in civilian clothes, a bareshouldered young woman in a wedding gown, and an elderly couple grinning from behind a decorated layer cake. Either the soldier or the young civilian could be the victim’s husband, assuming the victim is in fact married. The woman in the wedding dress is pudgy and curly-haired, definitely not the victim, but maybe a sister or a friend. The old couple are no doubt parents or, more likely, grandparents back in Dollar, North Dakota.


  There’s a tightly folded sheet of pink paper in the last sleeve, a small typewritten document of some kind. In the zippered change pocket: a folded sawbuck, three crumpled singles, fifty-three cents in change, and a pair of bus tokens.


  Anderson waits for an MPD photographer to shoot the scene from this angle, and then squats down again beside the body. He, Mel, Sid, and Dr. Alois Jensen from the coroner’s office turn the woman face up. They might as well be lifting a child, the body is so light. Mel shines his flashlight on her face. Her mouth is slightly ajar, what little lipstick remains is smudged off her lower lip, and her pale, gray or green eyes are half-open and dull, staring at the sky but seeing nothing. One slightly rouged cheek bears traces of the unkempt ground it’s been pressed against, but there’s no sign of physical stress or violence.


  “Wow!” Hessburg says softly, admiringly, peering at the young woman’s face.


  Dr. Jensen reaches between the unbuttoned flaps of the woman’s coat and gingerly probes the body inside.


  Anderson stands and looks down at the corpse. “This was a very pretty young lady,” he says to no one in particular.


  “You can say that again,” Hessburg murmurs.


  “You’re assuming she was a lady,” Evangelist, standing behind them, says out of the side of his mouth.


  “Doesn’t look like a sexual assault,” Jensen says, writing something in a small notebook as he speaks. “Her clothes are damp, probably from lying in the weeds for several hours, but I don’t see any rips or tears. No visible bullet holes or puncture wounds.” Jensen’s boss, Hiawatha County Medical Examiner Fred MacMurray, will likely want to perform an autopsy as soon as possible this morning.


  “No visible blood, either,” Jensen continues. “But there’s a mark, some bruising maybe, on the left side of her neck.”


  “Have a guess as to how long she’s been here?” Anderson asks.


  “I’m thinking she could have died anytime late last night into early this morning. Probably not here. We’ll get a better idea downtown.”


  Other than Hessburg, the detectives are reluctant to offer their two cents’ worth until they’re sure Evangelist and Fuller have offered theirs. Oddly, neither of the senior officers says a word. Big Ed is hung over. He’s literally swaying in the weeds beside Augie, a safe distance from the corpse and rheumy eyes focused elsewhere. Augie, who’s been fighting a spring cold, doesn’t look very chipper, either.


  “Sid, we’re talking to the neighbors, aren’t we?” Anderson says to Hessburg. “You and Frenchy, take five or six uniforms and keep at it. Go three blocks east and west, on both sides of the right-of-way. See if anyone saw or heard anything last night. Keep your eyes out for her other shoe.”


  “Unfamiliar cars, maybe unusual activity down here along the tracks,” Hessburg, an overgrown Eagle Scout, says needlessly.


  Anderson smiles.


  “Yeah, Sid. All of that,” he says.


  Fuller clears a phlegmy throat and says, “It’s possible she didn’t live in the neighborhood, but maybe her killer does.”


  Six months ago, Augie, who is third-generation MPD, ran Forgery and Swindle; before that, he was Auto Theft’s second-in-command. He has the probational respect and affection of the murder cops who work for him today. He tries hard to make a point that his charges will appreciate, and occasionally he does.


  “If that shoe isn’t in the immediate vicinity, she probably wasn’t murdered here,” Anderson says. “Unless the killer took it with him.”


  “Somebody needs to find her old man,” Evangelist says. He’s right, of course—the husband is the prime suspect at this point in most investigations of murdered married women—but there isn’t a cop in the world who needs a bibulous hack like Big Ed to tell him that.


  Jensen, Hessburg, LeBlanc, and a young uniform Anderson doesn’t recognize are placing the woman on a stretcher. Jensen then pulls an army blanket over her body and draws it up to cover her face. Arne looks around as Fuller and Evangelist turn back toward their car. The brass will be happy to let him handle this one for now. If the woman’s death turns out to be something more than a run-of-the-mill homicide, they’ll have second thoughts and want their names on the public statements and in the newspaper features, prepared, of course, to back off again if the investigation gets messy. For the time being they’re happy to let Anderson and his crew kick the can down the road.


  “Where’s the guy that found the body?” Anderson asks.


  Hessburg nods toward a thin, bespectacled man in a corduroy jacket and matching cap standing next to a uniformed officer beyond the semicircle of detectives. The man has gray hair and looks to be in his forties. He’s holding a cigarette in one hand and a leash with a handsome Dalmatian tugging against it in the other. His name, Hessburg says, is Gerald Bergen. Citizen Bergen is looking at Arne and smiling self-consciously.


  Anderson walks over, introduces himself, and guides Bergen to one side, out of earshot of the other civilians. Both men are aware of the growing number of the curious, many of whom must be acquainted with Bergen, and the arrival of a gaggle of downtown reporters and photographers who will be eager to introduce him, along with the late Teresa Marie Kubicek, to the rest of the city.


  At nine forty-five this Saturday morning, Dr. Rose is just getting up. This is not unusual. After a late night, the doctor almost always sleeps in. He typically doesn’t schedule patients before one in the afternoon. He’s always preferred afternoons and evenings to mornings. He believes that later in the day he’s more alert, focused, and adroit—demonstrably more dexterous—and in the past several years he’s developed a comfortable practice with working women and women with small children who can’t get away for appointments during daytime office hours.


  Today, he plans to go in before noon, to give himself time to tidy up the office before the afternoon’s first patient arrives at one.


  He removes the sleep mask and walks stiffly to the bathroom. His joints ache; his parents’ arthritis is an unfortunate inheritance. He is, among other things, a man of purposeful and unvarying routine. He will sit in the big claw-footed tub for fifteen minutes, his bony knees poking out of the sudsy water like a pair of Pacific atolls. He will then follow the precise and unalterable protocol taught him and his brothers by their father back in Vincennes—preparing the lather with the porcelain mug and boar-bristle brush, then scraping away his thick beard with one of his father’s bone-handled razors (properly stropped while the lather softens the beard), then rinsing and drying his face with a clean towel, and slapping on the Barberry Coast bay rum that he’s been buying since college.


  Before all that, however, he stares in the mirror at his long, almost comically somber face as though it belongs to a stranger.


  It’s the face, sans mustache, wrinkles, and pouches, that he’s had all his life, its features shared by his father and paternal grandfather, uncounted uncles and cousins, and, to a somewhat lesser extent, his two brothers, yet it’s a face that inevitably surprises him when he leans over the bathroom sink and peers into the mirror.


  He would never describe himself as a handsome man, certainly not by gentile standards, especially here in the German-and Scandinavian-dominated Upper Midwest, but there’s a presence about him that indicates a serious, sensitive, substantial man. His well-groomed hair, combed straight back from his forehead, and soulful eyes are no doubt his best features, and, though not everyone in the family agrees, he believes that the neat mustache he has worn since dental school adds gravitas to his appearance.


  Today, in the privacy of his toilet, he’s inspired to take a close look at his naked body in the full-length mirror attached to the bathroom door. His stooped shoulders and bandy legs belong to an older man, no denying that. But the ropy musculature of the arms, especially the hairy forearms, the pale torso free of the moles and keratoses that cling like barnacles to many middle-aged men, and the long, circumcised penis, thick as a ship’s rope, that shows signs of life as he stares at it—all of that speaks of a vital man still very much in the prime of his life.


  Meanwhile, his hands—large, white, and neither scarred nor blemished, with extraordinarily long, sturdy, well-shaped fingers and neatly tended cuticles—mark him, in his eyes, as an artistic man as well.


  Not that he expects to find any, he nonetheless looks closely for scratches or bruises on his body, especially on his face, neck, arms, and hands. Satisfied with the inspection, he steps into the clean pair of undershorts his wife has laid out for him and wonders which necktie he should wear to the office.


  Ruth Rose, who’s always needed less sleep than her husband, has been up for hours.


  Margot and Lael have a cousin’s birthday party to get ready for, and Ruth has the usual Saturday housecleaning to do. Though her husband has offered to pay for one, Ruth insists she neither needs nor wants a housekeeper, not even a woman who would come in once a week to dust, vacuum, and take care of the laundry. She believes that having hired help is ostentatious and undemocratic. She believes that dedicated and progressive Jews who vote for the likes of Humphrey and Stevenson and contribute to the NAACP don’t keep “servants.”


  Rose looks at his wife from the kitchen door. He has shaved, bathed, and dressed for the office—he selected the blue-and-green-striped tie she gave him on his last birthday—and is ready for breakfast. Breakfast is on many days the only meal he eats for twelve or fifteen or twenty-four hours.


  “That’s how he stays so thin,” Ruth tells friends.


  “As a matter of fact,” the doctor often interjects, “food is usually the last thing on my mind during the day. I hardly even think about it.”
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