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For the guy in the flannel shirt




    If only it were all so simple! If only there were evil people somewhere insidiously committing evil deeds, and it were necessary only to separate them from the rest of us and destroy them. But the line dividing good and evil cuts through the heart of every human being. And who is willing to destroy a piece of his own heart?


—Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, The Gulag Archipelago


Too few dark debts are ever paid . . .


—Gary Gilmore, untitled poem




PROLOGUE


Manhattan, 1995


Michael sat on the witness stand, feeling like a six-year-old who’d just been informed that the nurse would be back momentarily with his shot. He watched the defense attorney pace and think. Scott Bender. Court appointed, in the middle of his Andy Warhol fifteen minutes and milking them for all they were worth. Michael had developed a strong dislike for the guy somewhere around “nice to meet you,” for no concrete reason. His haughty attitude, perhaps, with no evidence of money or breeding to back it up. Michael had come from the social class to which Bender aspired, and then he’d opted for a life that meant giving it all up. Which was probably his reason for resenting Bender—the way someone on an eternal diet resents fat people walking around with ice-cream cones.


“Father Kinney”—Michael was addressed as “Father” every third question, lest the jurors lose track and begin to think of him as an insurance salesman in a Roman collar. “Father . . .” Bender repeated, for the sake of the truly dull. “Is Bishop Roger Wilbourne your immediate superior?”


“No, he’s not.”


“And who is?”


“Frank Worland. The Jesuit provincial.”


“Can you explain to us how that chain of command works?”


If the jurors were having trouble remembering his occupation, Michael doubted they’d be able to follow the intricate inner workings of the Jesuit hierarchy. Nor could he understand what difference it made to the matter at hand. But he explained. Provinces. Regions. Rectors. Provincials. Father General. Rome. The delicate balance of Jesuitdom. Forever and ever, amen.


“So if you wanted to do something, say, out of the ordinary,” Bender asked, “you’d need permission from your provincial?”


“That’s correct.”


“And that provincial would be Frank Worland?”


“Yes.”


Michael could see Frank glaring from his seat in the third row. Up until this insanity, he and Frank had been friends. Not particularly intimate, but close enough for the occasional dinner or game of racquetball. Those days were over, he knew. Their tense conversation from the night before was still churning in Michael’s head like cerebral indigestion.


“Michael, if you go through with this, there will be consequences. And you’re not going to like them.”


“I don’t have a choice.”


“There’s a very simple way out of this.”


“I don’t consider lying simple.”


“No one is asking you to lie. All you have to do is plead confidentiality.”


“Frank, nothing that happened was told to me in confidence. Quite the contrary, as you well know.”


“But the judge needn’t know it. And the defense has no way to disprove you.”


“Well, at least you’re not asking me to lie.”


“All you’re going to do is buy the Church another round of bad publicity. Is that your goal?”


“I don’t have a goal! I was subpoenaed.”


“And so,” Bender continued, “was Frank Worland the superior from whom you needed permission to become involved with my client’s . . . situation?”


“No. For that I needed permission from the bishop.”


Michael hadn’t even told Frank about it, which was part of Frank’s anger. But, as Michael had tried to explain, he’d gone into this mess thinking he was doing a small favor for an old friend. He would certainly have mentioned it to Frank had he known it was headed toward a triple homicide.


“And permission from the bishop was never granted, is that correct?”


“That is correct.”


“So you made a decision to act without the authorization of either your provincial or the bishop, did you not?”


“Yes.”


“And why was that?”


Michael took a moment to search for a diplomatic way to put it. “I felt the situation was . . . critical.”


Bender nodded. Michael braced himself for the question he’d been dreading, which he assumed would come next. It didn’t. Instead Bender returned to the defense table to check his notes.


Michael took the opportunity to scan the crowd. The courtroom was packed for the third straight day. People had been lining up in the mornings to get a good seat. The first two days had been pretty boring, but their persistence was about to pay off. Today they were going to get their money’s worth.


Oh, hell.


That woman. The editor from the New Yorker. God had not taken him up on his offer: anything he owned, or would come to own in this lifetime, in exchange for her having some other pressing engagement today. It was bad enough to have to make a public fool of himself without her sitting fifteen feet away. What was her name? Tess something. Tess McSomething. Pretty name. To say nothing of its owner. She was wearing an emerald-green jacket, and her red hair hung loosely around her shoulders. It had been tied back every other time he’d seen her. He’d met her in the hallway the first day of the trial. She had introduced herself and asked him to do an interview for the article she was writing about the trial. He’d said he’d think about it. Yesterday she’d left two messages, which he hadn’t returned. Now she caught his eye and smiled. He didn’t return that, either.


Bender had reemerged from his legal pad.


“Father, we were talking earlier about this magazine that you edit. What kinds of articles would we find in this magazine?”


There was something subtly patronizing in Bender’s voice. Michael wasn’t entirely sure of its source, but had a feeling it was something along the lines of “I spend my life fighting for truth and justice, and you spend yours in complete devotion to a fairy tale.” There was probably a little bit of “and you’re a eunuch to boot” thrown in there. Michael was used to that subtext by now, but it had never stopped bothering him.


“We publish scholarly articles,” Michael answered, trying hard not to repay the condescension. “Articles written by priests. Sociologists. Religious historians.”


“So this is a serious magazine? People take it seriously?”


“I certainly hope so.”


“You don’t print articles on things like the Virgin Mary appearing on someone’s garage door?”


“If we did, it would be under the category of psychosis and religious hallucinations, and it would be written by a Jesuit psychologist.”


Bender nodded and Michael took a breath. It was hard to remember that he and this jerk were sympathetic to the same cause.


“Father, would you describe yourself as a cynical person?”


“I’m a priest. I’m obviously selectively skeptical at best.”


“Do you believe in UFOs or alien abductions?”


“No.”


“Crop circles?


“No.”


“Spontaneous human combustion?”


“No,” Michael said, finally losing his patience. “And I don’t believe in Santa Claus or the Easter Bunny or weeping statues or milk shakes that cure cancer and I think that Elvis is really dead. If you’re asking me if I’m gullible or easily misled, the answer is no. I am not.”


“Well, that’s certainly direct and to the point,” Bender said. “You’d never make it as an attorney.”


There were snickers from the crowd and Bender’s illusion of dignity was restored.


“Okay. Let’s go back in time, to the day before you met Danny Ingram.”


Michael wished he could go back to that day, so he could turn and run in the opposite direction. Sitting at the defendant’s table, Danny had his eyes locked on Michael. He looked exhausted, and much younger than his fifteen years.


“On that day,” Bender continued, “did Father Michael Kinney, the nongullible serious-Jesuit-magazine editor, believe in the Devil?”


A hush fell. Michael heard someone stop midcough.


“No. I did not.”


“And if we move forward from there to the day Danny was arrested . . . On that day, did you believe in the Devil?”


Michael didn’t answer immediately, allowing himself one last moment of respectability. He could already see his picture on the front page of tomorrow’s New York Post. He snuck a furtive glance at Tess McWhatever. She was taking notes.


“Father?”


“Yes,” Michael said. “On that day I did.”


Rustling. Mumbling. At least there was no laughter. No audible laughter, anyway.


“And did your encounter with my client play a part in your change of opinion?”


“Yes.”


“In fact, it was your encounter with my client that was entirely responsible for your change of opinion, isn’t that correct?”


“Yes. That’s correct.”


Bender smiled and nodded. This was his idea of a good time.


“Okay, Father. Let’s go back to the day you met my client. I want to ask you a few questions about that day.”


Michael waited while Bender checked his notes again. He glanced over at the New Yorker woman. She was writing and did not look up.


When the elevator door opened on the second floor of the Jesuit residence, Michael was accosted by the sound of a cocktail party coming from the lounge next to the dining room. There was always a cocktail hour before dinner, but it was usually limited to about seven regulars. From the sound of it, there had to be at least fifty people in the front room now. They spilled out into the hall.


Michael headed for his room. Whatever it was, he wanted no part of it.


Halfway down the hall, Larry Lantieri came out of his room, drink in hand. Michael knew why. Larry claimed he’d taken an extra vow: never to drink cheap scotch.


“Mikey,” he said, raising his glass in a toast.


“What is that?” Michael asked, nodding toward the noise.


Larry smiled. “Frank’s birthday party. Didn’t you get an invitation?”


Strangers with wine glasses were making their way down the hall, examining a row of framed magazine covers. Michael looked to Larry for an explanation.


“He removed cloister until ten o’clock so everyone could admire his kingdom. But don’t think you can hide in your room, unless you’re dreaming of a small parish in Siberia.”


Michael ignored that and headed for his room.


“Where are you going?” Larry called behind him.


“To check my messages, change my clothes, and hang myself from the showerhead.”


He closed the door before Larry could offer a rebuttal.


He was pleasantly surprised to see only one message on the answering machine. He hit the Play button and started divesting himself of his clerical garb.


“Hi. It’s Tess McLaren. Again. The reason I’ve been calling is that I’ve decided I’m not the one who should be writing this article. I’ve been reading some of your stuff, and . . . well, if they end up defrocking you for this, you can come to work for me anytime . . .”


The phone rang just as the message ended. Michael answered it, with some trepidation. He was greatly relieved to hear his grandfather’s voice on the other end.


“So how’d it go?”


“I’ll send you the National Enquirer clippings. I’m sure you’ll be proud.”


“I am proud. You did the right thing.”


“Then why do I feel like crap?”


“The right thing doesn’t have to feel good. It only has to be right.”


Michael sighed. “Listen, can I call you back in a little while? I have to go to a public lynching.”


“Call me when you can. I want the sordid details.”


“You can have them now: I no longer have any credibility as a journalist. I no longer have a relationship with my provincial. I wouldn’t place big money on getting a hug from the bishop anytime soon. And the jury is still going to vote to convict. But I did the right thing. God is impressed.”


“Send me the papers.”


“I’ll make you a scrapbook.”


Michael hung up. He wasn’t about to relive the day’s events, not even for Vincent. He stared through the blinds at the dirty windows of the building next door. The air was filled with the usual rush-hour din of taxi horns and sirens of gridlocked emergency vehicles. This time of day the city always depressed him.


Shedding the clerics would help. Like most Jesuits, he hated wearing them, and he certainly couldn’t lose himself in the party crowd with them on.


He was halfway out of his shirt when there was a knock at his door. Someone wanting a trial update, or Larry coming to drag him to the party? The possibilities were equally repugnant.


“It’s open,” he called, making no attempt to sound hospitable.


“Are you sure?” A female voice.


What the hell?


He pulled his shirt back on. “Relatively,” he said, mostly to himself. He was on his way to the door when it opened and there she stood. Still wearing the green jacket. And a short skirt. And legs that were a near occasion of sin. Not good.


“Hi,” Tess said, smiling.


“How did you . . . ?” He stopped, searching for the rest of the question.


“How did I what?”


He tried to put it together. Had she somehow been invited to the party? Or had she just dropped by to visit? Either way, how had she found him?


“I asked someone which room was yours,” she said, answering his question. “Why? Is there a rule against girls in the dorm?”


“Even if there were, I’m not a big fan of rules, as you know if you were paying attention in court.”


“Apparently you’re not a big fan of returning phone calls, either.”


“Do you show up at the doorstep of everyone who doesn’t return your phone calls?”


“No.” She let it go at that, but punctuated it with an indecipherable smile.


“I haven’t been avoiding you any more than I’ve been avoiding anyone else,” he said. “I’m a little preoccupied right now.”


“I know. I’m sorry. But if we’re going to do this thing, the clock is ticking.”


“Do what thing?”


“The article. Didn’t you get my last message?”


“Yeah. Something about me being defrocked and coming to work with you. I’m pretty sure I can sue you for sexual harassment.”


She laughed. She even laughed like a woman with a brain.


“So do you have to go to that party? Because if you don’t, the New Yorker will buy you dinner and/or a drink and we can talk about the article.”


“I don’t think it’s a good idea.”


“The article, or dinner with me?”


He didn’t answer. In truth, he liked the idea of writing the article. Almost as much as he liked the idea of having dinner with her. But both were minefields, and he was in no shape to negotiate either of them.


“I just don’t want to make a decision tonight.”


“Fair enough.”


“For the record, I plan to remain frocked.”


He didn’t have to wonder if she understood. It was interesting to see a stunned look on her face. He doubted it was a frequent occurrence.


“I stand advised,” she said, recovering.


“I realize I’m being incredibly presumptuous, but I’d rather be presumptuous now than uncomfortable later.”


“So what you’re saying is that you’re particular about which rules you break.”


She went on before he had a chance to respond. “Since you’re laying down the ground rules, does that mean you’re saying yes to the article?”


“I’m saying maybe. I want to sleep on it.”


She nodded. “Good enough. You can call me in the morning.”


“Okay.”


Just when he thought he was safe, she added, “Are you always this skittish around women?”


“Only the ones who follow me home.”


“I don’t follow many people home. You should be flattered.”


“I stand advised,” he said.


She smiled, and then she was gone.


He woke up at precisely three a.m., from a hazy dream about her. Nothing dangerous, but it was all the sign he needed. He’d call her tomorrow and politely decline her offer. He didn’t need to set a new record for how much trouble he could get into at one time. And he knew well the slippery slope that started with a simple “So why are you celibate?” Very bad time to be venturing toward that cliff. And besides, there was nothing to be gained from writing the article.


Or was there? He was torn between the idea of letting it all die and the idea of explaining himself to the rest of the world. He was never going to accomplish that by testifying at the trial. It would never change anything that mattered.


What matters?


That used to be such an easy question to answer. But the thing (The what? The brush with Evil?) had done something to him. Nothing he could define. He just knew that he had not survived the confrontation—whatever it was—unscathed. The events were over, but something bigger was not.


Someday, at some unexpected hour, it would return. And next time, Michael somehow knew, he wasn’t going to walk away so easily.


Next time, in fact, he might not walk away at all.




BOOK ONE


Fate is not an eagle, it creeps like a rat.


—Elizabeth Bowen, The House in Paris




THE RAT




ONE


Los Angeles, 1996


Randa couldn’t move. She could feel her weight in the chair and it was the only thing keeping her upright. How long was she going to have to stay here? It was three o’clock in the morning and she had to be at work by nine. Or did she? Was this a legitimate excuse to take the day off ? Did she have a right to mourn? And would everyone see it as mourning, or merely as the final chapter in a neurotic obsession?


She had felt uncomfortable at the paper ever since last summer. She knew a lot of people had bought the self-serving pile of crap Cam had spread around, in which she came off as a psychopath.


“How long did you say you’ve known Mr. Landry?” It came from the older one: a doughy, middle-aged man wearing a shirt the color of Dijon mustard. Neither of them looked anything like she would have expected a detective to look.


I don’t know a Mr. Landry. Mr. Landry is someone’s political science teacher. I know Cam.


“Seven years. Or eight.” Then she added, “I haven’t seen him in a year.” She didn’t know whether that was relevant or not. It was certainly relevant to her.


They had made her identify the body. A granite-faced man from the coroner’s office had lifted the sheet, while a uniformed cop had supported her by the elbow in case she collapsed. Apparently a fifteen-story fall onto the concrete sidewalk had yielded all sorts of ugliness. She’d have to take their word for it. All she had seen were Cam’s eyes. Truth be told, they were all she had ever noticed when she looked at Cam. She noticed everyone’s eyes, but Cam’s were unlike any she’d ever seen. An ephemeral blue, the color of jeans that have faded just right. But it wasn’t the color that gave them their haunting quality, it was the depth. A depth that knew no context, like the light inside a prism. Somewhere near the bottom, a crystal base of hope managed to send a trace of itself to the surface. Along the way it was clouded over by layers of pain and sadness and bitter defeat. That was what she had always seen in Cam’s eyes. The hope and the bitterness, locked in mortal combat. Even now, she knew something inside her would be forever scarred by the outcome of that battle.


She glanced at her reflection in the dirty glass partition. Her eyes seemed to be sinking into her face. They looked, as her mother would have put it, like “two little pee holes in the snow.” She tucked a strand of thick blond hair behind her ear, as if that would help. Was thirty-five supposed to look this old? Had she looked so old this morning? God, why was she worrying about how she looked at a time like this?


She braced herself as an angry wave of pain washed over her.


How can this be real? How can Cam be dead? He’s outrun it for so long.


Outrun what? What part of her was talking, and what was it talking about? She’d noticed lately (in the last year, maybe?) that there seemed to be a voice inside her head that would blow through, make some grand pronouncement, and then disappear without the slightest desire to explain itself.


“We’ve been trying to locate a relative to notify. Do you happen to know of anyone?” It came from the younger detective. His light brown hair had a waxy texture that made him look like a Ken doll.


Randa shook her head. “They’re all dead.”


“No aunts, uncles, anything?”


“Not that I know of.”


She wondered if she should mention Jack. It wouldn’t do them any good, but it would give them something to chase and might therefore get her out of here sooner.


“There’s a brother somewhere, but you won’t be able to find him. Cam has been trying for years.”


The younger one clicked his ballpoint. “You know his name?”


“Jack. It’s probably a nickname, though. They all had fancy names.”


“They all who?”


“Cam and his brothers. There were four of them. “


“And all the brothers are dead, except for this Jack?


“Yes.”


I’m not holding out on you. I don’t want to keep the corpse for a souvenir.


“So where does this Jack live?”


“Somewhere around Atlanta, the last anyone heard from him. But that was ten years ago.”


“And there’s absolutely no one else?”


It seemed he wasn’t going to let go of this until she told him something new. She tried to think. Who would have been called if she hadn’t shown up? The answer slammed into her head. She took a deep breath.


“He has a girlfriend. Nora Dixon.”


A lying bitch from some back corner of Hell who’d better not show her sorry ass in here until long after I’m gone, unless you want to add a homicide to your caseload.


“I don’t know why she wasn’t there,” Randa continued. “I thought they were living together.”


She must have met someone who could do her career more good.


“Wait a minute.” The younger one again. “If she’s his girlfriend, who are you?”


“Good question,” Randa said before she could censor it. She immediately hated herself for the venom she could hear in her voice. How could she be mad at Cam now?


“What does that mean?”


“I’m sorry,” she said, not sure why she was apologizing. “We used to be friends.”


“Why’d you stop?”


She looked up in time to see Detective Ken Doll wink. Wonderful. Now he was going to flirt with her. Just what she needed.


“I don’t see how that’s relevant.”


“Whoa.” He made a show of looking around the room. “Are we in court already? Time flies.”


Very cute. David Letterman is quaking in his Nikes.


“What time did you say he called you?” The older one showed no sign of noticing the sparring.


“Around one o’clock.”


“Can you be more specific?” he asked.


“One oh nine? Or nineteen?” Randa said. “I remember a nine on the digital clock.”


“You remember a niiiiiiine? What part of the South are y’all from?”


The part where men talk to women the way you’re talking to me, which is why I left.


“Georgia.” She gave him the iciest look she could muster. Say “peach,” I dare you.


“Georgia,” he repeated, in a tone that implied there was something remarkable about being from Georgia. He let it go at that. He seemed not to be picking up on her unequivocal lack of interest.


The other detective raised an eyebrow. “Did you know Mr. Landry from Georgia?”


“No. We met here. That was just . . . a coincidence.” She trailed off as she heard her father’s voice in her head. “Coincidence is a fool’s defense.” Why she thought she needed to defend herself was another question.


Memories of Cam were starting to emerge, shooting at her like darts. She was surprised at what was coming back. No great moments. A barrage of banality. Stopping to get directions from an old guy in a Shriners hat. An unknown folk singer playing the back room of the guitar store. Late-night dinners in funky little coffee shops. The one with a full bar. Cam’s favorite. Following Cam through cramped, musty bookstores while he piled her arms with books she couldn’t live a meaningful life without reading. Petty arguments that had turned vicious and personal, only to wind their way back to civility and dissolve in a change of subject or a joke. Sitting here now, she couldn’t remember any big events. Had there even been any? Instead, she just felt the time. All the mundane, directionless time that makes up a friendship.


A friendship? Was that what it had been? A friendship that had been hanging over her head like the sword of Damocles for more years than she cared to acknowledge. Did Cam’s death mean the sword had been sheathed? Or was she now stuck with it forever?


“So when he called you, he didn’t say anything that indicated . . .”


“That he was about to jump out the window? No. And I don’t know why he’d call me to come over if he was planning to kill himself before I could get there.”


“Are you saying you don’t think he jumped?”


“You said his door was locked from the inside. Obviously he jumped. I’m just saying that if you’re waiting for me to make sense of it, we’re going to be here a long time.”


“Had he been depressed lately?”


“I don’t know. Like I said, I hadn’t seen him for a long time.”


If he’d been breathing, he’d been depressed lately. She’d never seen him go longer than a week without falling into a major funk. She had learned to stop worrying about it. Who could blame him? It was a wonder he could tie his shoes.


“So why did he call you tonight?”


HOW many times are we going to go through this?


“I don’t know. He said he needed to talk to me. And he said something about being in some kind of trouble. He didn’t say what the trouble was, he didn’t explain why he was calling me specifically, and he didn’t say he might kill himself if I got stuck in traffic.”


The older detective nodded and wrote something down, completely unfazed by her impatience. He stared at his memo pad. This was how it had been going for the last hour. He’d ask a few questions, make a few notes, and then stare at the pad. If there was any logic to it, Randa didn’t know what it was.


Why was this taking so long? Why couldn’t they just chalk it up as another suicide in the big city and be done with it? Surely they had better things to do. Wasn’t Hollywood, all myths aside, the crime capital of the planet?


The older detective was looking at her as if she’d missed a major point, and she realized he’d just made some proclamation.


“I’m sorry, what?”


“A couple of hours ago, someone robbed a liquor store a few blocks away from Mr. Landry’s apartment building.”


Was that the big news flash? She knew the liquor store he was talking about. It was on the corner of Sunset and Vista, with a wide front door angled for easy access (and getaway) from both streets. She and Cam had joked that the owner should just put out a sign that read PLEASE ROB ME. (“My brothers would have used that place as an ATM,” he’d said.) But what did it have to do with Cam’s death?


“ . . . witnesses described the robber as a white male in his late thirties, about six-three, salt-and-pepper hair, wearing a nice suede jacket, an odd shade of green. He asked the cashier to throw in a bottle of Chinaco tequila. Not exactly your standard profile.” He smiled a little. “Your run-of-the-mill liquor-store robber will usually settle for Cuervo Gold.”


Randa stared at him. Cam had a tequila fetish that was no secret to anyone who knew him or had read his books. And she had given him a sage-green suede jacket two Christmases ago. But surely the detective wasn’t implying . . .


“I noticed an unopened bottle of Chinaco on Mr. Landry’s desk and it rang a bell. Far-fetched, I know, but I swung by and had some of the witnesses take a look at Mr. Landry’s driver’s license, and what do you know? Bingo.”


It was all Randa could do not to laugh.


“That’s the most asinine thing I’ve ever heard. It’s . . . comical.”


“Yeah, well, I’ve got a nineteen-year-old stock boy over at the county morgue with a bullet wound in his chest, and he ain’t laughing.”


“Well, if you think Cam had anything to do with it, you’re out of your mind.” The incredulity in her voice raised it an octave.


“What makes you so sure?” the younger one asked, in his best serious detective voice.


“In the first place, Cam had more integrity, more humanity, than anyone I’ve ever known . . .” For the first time, she choked up. “And he hated guns. He would never have touched a gun, much less shot someone. And then there’s the fact that he’d just signed a book deal with a two-hundred-thousand-dollar advance, which would pretty much alleviate the need to rob a liquor store.” She was practically yelling at them, which was a waste of adrenaline. This whole thing was from The Twilight Zone.


“Two hundred thousand dollars?” It was the older one who spoke, but the younger one’s jaw had dropped open with the sudden knowledge that he was in the wrong business. The older one recovered and continued.


“How do you know that if you haven’t talked to him in a year?”


Because all my so-called friends sent me every clipping they could get their hands on, just in case I’d missed it.


“I read it in Publishers Weekly.”


The older detective nodded, momentarily appeased. “Well. Be that as it may . . .” He stared at his desk for a moment, then looked back at Randa.


“The neighbors told us some interesting things about Mr. Landry’s family history, which I assume you know.”


So there it was. Randa had figured they’d end up here eventually.


“That’s exactly why I know this is crazy.”


“Why’s that?”


“Because it is. Look, I’ve known Cam for a long time and I know him . . . knew him . . . well.”


“You hadn’t seen him in a year.”


“I don’t think he had a soul transplant in that time.”


Then why did he do what he did to you? And why did it catch you so off guard, if you knew him so well? And what was that phone call about? What about what he said . . . “I’m in trouble that I didn’t know existed.” He certainly knew that liquor stores existed. But what about the witnesses? Could they have been that mistaken? Impossible. No one else on earth looked like Cam.


“Maybe he just had you fooled.” Detective Ken again. His arrogance was now enhanced by a patronizing sneer. Randa abandoned all efforts to hide her contempt.


“I don’t fool that easily.”


They locked eyes, and Randa did not look away as another man approached the desk. She could hear him talking to the older detective as he rustled something out of a brown paper bag.


“Back closet . . . under a pile of clothes . . .” She looked up. The older detective was holding a plastic bag. Inside, marked with a small cream-colored tag, she saw the gun. Her entire body locked with disbelief. The man was still talking.


“ . . . Forensics dusted it, we’re waiting . . . Ballistics said send it over, they’re not busy. I said there’s no rush, the guy’s dead . . .”


“Rush anyway.”


Randa stared at the gun. Were they saying it came from Cam’s apartment? Captain Arrogance could barely contain his glee.


“Well, what do you know? Looks like you fool easier than you think.”


It was nearly dawn by the time Randa got home. She sat on her sofa in a stupor as the sun rose and the room lit up around her. She could only think; she couldn’t feel. Her emotions were locked in the bottleneck of information—Cam’s death, the police, the guy at the morgue, the gun—it was too much. It numbed her.


She had finished filing her column by six o’clock and had settled back to zone out in front of a true-crime miniseries that had sounded promising in its reviews. She’d given it fifteen minutes before deciding that the critics were all imbecilic and turning it off. She’d flipped through the latest Rolling Stone, but couldn’t bring herself to care about Bruce Springsteen’s horse farm. All she could do was replay this strange night in her head over and over, searching for any part of an answer.


It had been one of those nights that reminded Randa that she’d inherited her mother’s nerves. She had been consumed by a feeling of lurking doom. It had made no sense. Looking back on it now, it was as if she’d spent the night waiting for the phone call, as if some deep, hidden part of her had known it was coming.


She had been sleeping on the edge of the bed with her head near the nightstand, and the phone had scared the hell out of her. She hated middle-of-the-night phone calls. A wrong number or someone was dead—too wide a spectrum to prepare for on a moment’s notice with a pounding heart.


“Hello!” She’d answered in a tone that demanded a quick explanation.


“Randa?”


She’d recognized the voice immediately. For a millisecond she had considered hanging up on him, but then she’d asked herself who she thought she was kidding.


“Cam?”


“I have to talk to you. It’s really important. I know it’s late, but I have to talk to someone and you’re the only person I know who might believe this.”


“Believe what?”


“I can’t do it on the phone. Randa, it’s crazy, it’s . . . Look, you always said you’d do anything for me.”


“That was a long time and many erroneous perceptions ago.”


“I know. We can talk about that, too. You don’t know . . . you can’t believe the things you don’t know.”


“Hell, I can’t believe the things I do know.”


“Dammit, Randa! ” It was so loud and so out of character, she’d almost dropped the receiver. “I’m in trouble! I’m in trouble that I didn’t even know existed! Now are you going to come help me, or are you just going to send a nice wreath to the funeral?”


“Okay, calm down. I’ll be over as soon as I can.”


“No! Not here!”


“All right. I’ll meet you at Ray’s?”


“That works. But hurry.”


“Okay. Bye.”


“Randa!”


“What?”


The line was silent as he thought. “Nothing. Just hurry.”


Ray’s was the coffee shop where Cam all but lived. He ate there at least once a day, sometimes three times. His loyalty had mostly to do with the place’s proximity to his apartment. Cam lived in Hollywood, in an area Randa had always referred to as “the hills above Hell.” She had tried repeatedly to talk him into moving to a better neighborhood, but he said he couldn’t write in an antiseptic environment. She had offered that there was a wide range between antiseptic and “likely to be shot in the underground parking garage,” but he’d never listened.


It was a little after two in the morning when she got to Ray’s. It wasn’t the first time she’d been there at that hour, so the clientele did not catch her off guard. Homeless people, rock-and-roll types, prostitutes of both genders taking a break from trolling, and an eclectic assortment of insomniacs. The “denizens of the deep,” Ray called them, with a certain amount of affection.


Ray was in his early fifties, short and round with dark features and several visible tattoos. Where he had ever come up with the money to open a coffee shop was a mystery, as he was no businessman whatsoever. Half the regulars had running tabs that they never paid, and whenever someone approached the cash register holding a bill, Ray seemed pleasantly surprised. Randa was convinced he was in the witness protection program. But he was friendly to her, and extremely fond of Cam.


Cam was nowhere to be found, and his car wasn’t in the lot. Ray was sitting on a stool at the counter, poring over a racing form.


“Ray?”


“Hey, Randa! Where the hell have you been?”


“I’ve been around.”


“You ain’t been around here.”


“No.” The last thing on earth she wanted to do was explain it to Ray. “I’m looking for Cam. Have you seen him?”


“Not since breakfast.”


“Breakfast?”


“Noon. His breakfast. So does this mean he finally unloaded that spook?”


Ray called any woman with dark hair and heavy makeup a spook. Randa had tried before to explain the racial undertones, but Ray wasn’t interested.


“I have no idea. I haven’t seen him in a long time.”


“Yeah, I know. I always ask him about you.”


He must love that.


She wondered what Cam had said. She moved away? She got hit by a train? Or had he told Ray the truth? Had the two of them had a good laugh and a moment of male bonding at her expense?


She ordered a cup of coffee and stepped away to use her cell phone. She’d never taken Cam off her speed dial. The call rang twice before it was picked up by an answering machine and she heard Cam’s voice telling her to leave a message.


“Cam? It’s Randa. I’m at Ray’s and you’re not. Are you there?” She gave it a moment, but he didn’t pick up. “I guess you’re on your way. I’m giving it ten minutes and then I’m leaving.” Yeah, talk tough. You’ll sit here until Hell freezes over.


She hung up and went back to the dining room. She could see a cup of coffee sitting at “their” table, where Ray had put it. There was also a Coke for Cam, and a chocolate chip roll. Ray had never been an ally in her effort to get Cam to eat better. Still, it was a thoughtful gesture.


She sat down and tried to collect herself. She wanted to be as stoic as possible by the time Cam arrived. Over the past year she had dreaded the inevitability of coming face-to-face with him, because she had no idea how to act. Part of her still felt the same way about him as she’d always felt, and another part wanted him to die slowly and painfully at the hands of skilled torturers. She tried to will herself to stay calm. She would listen to what he had to say and react to that, and only that.


What was this about? And how did it involve her? No matter what trouble Cam was in, he had throngs of friends he could have called. People who lived closer, people who stayed up later, people he hadn’t spent the last year trying to pretend he’d never met. Not to mention Lady Macbeth. Where was her lying ass?


Half an hour and two cups of coffee later, Randa was sick of waiting. Cam could have walked here three times since she’d left the message. It was obnoxious enough to have called her here in the first place. Now he was taking his time getting here, leaving her to cool her heels among the night crawlers?


As soon as Ray’s back was turned, she put some money on the table and left to drive up the hill to Cam’s place.


She remembered the drive well. It was only then that she had started to wonder if Cam really was in some kind of trouble. Up to that point, she’d been telling herself not to panic. Given Cam’s flair for hyperbole, he could make misplacing a credit card sound like a matter of life and death. But he had sounded different. She’d told herself that he’d felt awkward because of the nasty way they’d parted. Hell, he should feel awkward. If he was suddenly willing to call her, knowing it would mean having to face her fury . . . something might really be wrong.


But what?


She’d just begun to hypothesize when she’d turned onto Cam’s street, into a sea of flashing lights.




TWO


Barton, Georgia, 1996


Jack reached over and turned off the alarm clock the second it started to buzz. He’d awakened at four a.m. with a sense of foreboding so strong it felt like someone was sitting on his chest. He was used to vague, intangible fear. He’d lived with it his entire adult life. Fear left over from when there was a reason for it, the way an amputee still feels pain from a missing limb. But this was different. It was as if he’d been jarred awake by a loud noise, but he couldn’t remember hearing anything.


And then he’d had the most ridiculous urge to call Cam. Where the hell had that come from? He hadn’t seen or talked to Cam in almost a decade. He rarely thought of his brother, and when he did, he still felt an anger bordering on rage. Why would he think of calling Cam? What did he think he’d say? “Hey, asshole, it’s the Ghost of Christmas Past. How’s your cushy life?”


As soon as he’d sent those thoughts packing, his mind began to bombard him with memories of things completely forgotten about. Vignettes from his childhood, random and meaningless. Like fishing trips with his mother’s twin brother, Uncle Ryland, the only member of the extended family who had ever acknowledged their existence. Ryland had adored the boys, and they’d adored him, even if he was a certified loon. It was Uncle Ryland who had taken them to the Rotary Club–sponsored Huck Finn Day at Lake Allatoona, the one summer they’d managed to attend that much-heralded event. It was one of his few pleasant childhood memories. Their mother had dressed the four of them in matching overalls and different-colored plaid shirts, borrowed from Ryland’s kids (cousins they’d never met), and they had passed themselves off as a normal family. Tallen caught the biggest fish of the day and got his picture in the paper. Probably the only time in his life Tallen had his picture in the paper without breaking a law. There was something about Tallen and fish. Ryland used to say that all that boy had to do was call them.


Their father had been unimpressed. Said fish liked Tallen because they had so much in common—their main thought in life was how to keep from being caught. He also said Tallen wasn’t any better at it than the fish were. He always seemed to have even more contempt for Tallen than for the rest of them, which was saying something. Jack’s theory was that it was because Tallen so obviously worshiped Will. Will Landry was not comfortable with anyone’s affection, and made it a point to punish those who bestowed it.


It suddenly dawned on Jack why he was thinking about them. He’d had that dream again. It had been worse than usual, in some way he couldn’t remember. It would come back to him, though. The bad stuff always did.


The phone rang. It had to be Rick, the guy who owned the temp company through which Jack usually worked. Rick was the only person who had this number; the only reason Jack owned a phone (let alone an answering machine) was to find out whatever he needed to know about his next job. The machine picked up. He cringed at the sound of his own voice, as always, and waited for Rick’s.


“Yeah . . . Jack . . . This guy called here looking for you . . . I told him I’d check with you and call him back. He sounded kinda . . . official . . .”


Jack picked up the receiver.


“I don’t care if he sounded like the president, Rick! How many times do we have to have this conversation?”


“Well, he said it was important.”


“What do you think he’s going to say? ‘This is an asshole reporter’?”


“I just thought . . . I mean, do reporters still call you?”


Jack sighed. No use explaining to Rick why that wasn’t the point. “This year is the tenth anniversary,” he said with forced patience. “Reporters love crap like that.”


“Oh. God. Sorry. I didn’t think of that.”


“Well, start thinking. And don’t give anyone my phone number. Anyone. Ever. No exceptions.”


Rick apologized again and hung up.


Jack wrenched himself out of bed. The day was off to a lovely start.


He headed for the bathroom, hoping there was a bottle of aspirin in the medicine cabinet. He should keep a record, he supposed. Did he always wake up with a headache after the dream? If the headaches got any worse, he’d have to go back to the pain clinic in Atlanta, and they’d ask him about things like that.


There were two aspirin left in the bottle. He swallowed them without water. He closed the cabinet and glanced at his face in the mirror. He looked like he hadn’t slept at all. Felt like it, too. At least he didn’t have to be anywhere early. The job he’d been working had finished yesterday, and he didn’t start a new one until Monday. He might pick up something for today if he went and stood in front of the Western Auto with all the other day-labor candidates. He didn’t have to worry about getting there early. The black and Hispanic guys might sit out there for hours, but the minute a white guy showed up—even him—half the town would remember odd jobs that couldn’t wait. Blond hair was all the résumé he needed.


He really didn’t care whether he worked today or not. It had been a good month, and it wasn’t like he needed to save for anything. Maybe he’d go down to the coffee shop. Maybe a decent breakfast and half a pot of black coffee would be enough of a bribe for his headache. Besides, the thought of being around other people was not as repulsive to him this morning as it usually was.


Half an hour later he was dressed and headed down Route 36, hands in his pockets, his work boots crunching the loose gravel on the side of the road. The early-morning sky was a dull gray, and the fine mist that was falling felt good on his face. If it turned into a steady rain, he’d have a guilt-free excuse for not working.


“Men in the Rain.” A poem Ethan had written when they were in school. Something about walking along beneath John Deere hats . . . dirt disturbed . . . a final destination . . . Their mother had taped it to the door of the refrigerator. (Lucy had always gone out of her way to encourage their artistic pursuits. Anything to keep them inside, out of trouble.) He remembered the title because the rest of them had given Ethan a hard time about it, had made all sorts of insinuations about Ethan’s sexual preferences. (Tallen, home during one of his brief bouts with freedom, had said, “Go steal a car, Ethan. You’d love reform school.”) What a joke. There had never been a shred of real doubt about any of them, as far as that went. Even Cam was a raging heterosexual.


Why the hell couldn’t he get his mind off his family today? Most of the time he didn’t think about them at all. He stuck militantly to the safe subjects: what should he eat, what should he read, where was he working tomorrow? Lately, more and more of the other stuff was slipping through the cracks. Was he getting careless? Or was it somehow safer now? He couldn’t figure why it would be.


The dream was coming more often, too. He used to have it about three times a year. He’d already had it twice this month. He couldn’t remember when it had started. Was it after Ethan died? Or his father? Or Tallen? Hard to remember; he got the funerals mixed up. Not something he felt great about, but it was the truth.


Whenever it had started, he’d been having the dream for years. Some things about it varied, others remained doggedly consistent. It was always dark. He was always walking down some lonesome stretch of two-lane. Desolate. The sky more purple than black. Angry mountains in the distance. The whole scene always looked like one of those gloomy landscapes Tallen used to paint. Jack would walk along, not knowing where he was headed or why, and suddenly he’d come upon some colossal, gruesome accident. There were always red lights flashing everywhere. Sometimes he would see dozens of cars piled on top of each other, smashed and twisted, shards of glass and metal covering the ground like confetti. Other times, there would be no cars. Just the bodies. Bodies lying everywhere. Horrible-looking bodies—bloody, with limbs broken or missing, some of them decapitated. And no one seemed to be helping them. He’d walk through the carnage, recognizing people from his past—old friends, teachers, distant relatives. At the end of the line, he’d always find them—Ethan, Tallen, his father, and later, his mother. All badly mangled, reaching out for him, calling him, as if he could do something. He’d stare at them, and more than fear or horror or anything like that, the strongest feeling he’d have was always his wonder that he wasn’t with them. Cam was never with them, either, but that made sense. Cam had never been with them.


Even after it had become familiar, the dream would cling to him for days, like a filmy coat of something old and sour. He was sure the dream was symbolic as hell, and that it recurred because he didn’t know what it meant. Sooner or later, his subconscious would get the message that he didn’t give a crap what it meant and would leave him the hell alone.


The coffee shop was not terribly crowded. He sat at the counter, where he was least likely to draw attention to himself.


“I knew you were gonna be here today.” Sherry, the new waitress, was already pouring him a cup of coffee. She was an energetic redhead in her midtwenties. Pretty, in a JCPenney sort of way, but she talked too damned much.


“Why?”


“I don’t know. Maybe I’m psychic.” She fished her guest-check pad out of her apron pocket. “Let’s see if I can guess. Two eggs, scrambled, bacon, wheat toast.”


“Over easy, sausage, Sunbeam. Don’t hang out your shingle just yet.”


“You did that to be ornery.”


“And a side of grits.”


“I knew that.”


She left to take the order to the kitchen. Jack watched her go, almost smiling to himself. She had only been working there for a couple of months. He guessed she was new in town. It was the only possible explanation for the fact that she flirted with him. He responded mechanically. On those rare occasions when someone tried to engage him in conversation, his basic rule was to go along with it. Easier to stay invisible if he just went with the flow.


Jack poured cream into his coffee and watched as it turned a smooth caramel color. From an unseen radio Reba McEntire was wailing about whatever man had done her wrong this week, over which floated the usual country small talk: “Whatch’all know good? How’s your mama ’n’ ’em?” From somewhere else he could hear his mother’s voice. “Jackson Landry, please write the word ‘once’ and show me where there’s a t at the end of it. There aren’t many things in life that I can control, but I will not have my boys talking like a bunch of ignorant country hicks.”


Sherry returned from the kitchen and went down the counter collecting saltshakers. She came back with a handful and stood in front of Jack to refill them.


“So is it gonna rain?”


“You’re the psychic, you tell me.”


“Smart-ass.” She smiled as she said it. A plump, dark-haired waitress brushed by Sherry and nudged her with an elbow.


“I gotta talk to you.” The woman disappeared into the kitchen without waiting for an answer.


“That’s Darlene. She usually works the dinner shift.”


Jack nodded, although he didn’t know why she felt the need to explain it to him.


“She probably broke up with her boyfriend for the fifth time this week. Sonny Reynolds, you know him?”


Jack shook his head no, which he would have done even if he had known the guy.


“He’s a prison guard over in Jackson.” She leaned down and lowered her voice. “It must not take brains; he ain’t got the sense God gave a june bug.”


Jack stared into his coffee cup, lest his eyes yield any clue that he didn’t need to be told about prison guards. Sherry prattled on.


“I know she’s no beauty queen or nothin’, but she could sure do better than that ignoramus.”


The door to the kitchen opened and Darlene stuck her head out.


“Sherry.” She gave Sherry a look that meant business and disappeared again. Sherry looked at Jack and rolled her eyes. She screwed the top on a saltshaker and, with an exasperated sigh, headed into the kitchen.


Jack took the opportunity to survey the breakfast crowd. The usual eclectic mix. Lawyers. Farmers. A couple of housewives and their kids. The janitors from the courthouse. He knew most of them by name—the lawyers and the janitors. He’d gone to school with them. The coffee shop divided into the same cliques the high school had. He’d felt so alienated from them all back then. He hadn’t known anything.


He then spied his least favorite coffee shop regular—the priest from the postage stamp–size Catholic church at the north end of town—seated a couple of stools away. As usual, “Father” was dressed in jeans and a plaid shirt over a thermal undershirt, sleeves rolled just right, like he thought he was a lumberjack. The guy never wore his collar, and Jack wouldn’t have known who he was except that it was impossible to move to Barton without being the buzz of the coffee shop for a few days. The previous priest had died three or four months ago—of a heart attack, a stroke, liver cancer, or AIDS, depending on which rumor one chose to believe. Father Casual had made his appearance a few weeks later. Jack had heard he’d transferred from New York City and figured he must have screwed up royally to have been exiled to rural Georgia.


Jack rarely had the emotional energy to hate someone on sight, but he’d made an exception for Father. It was partly the clothes. It was also the John Lennon glasses and too much hair for a guy who looked to be in his late forties. And it had to do with Jack’s aversion to religion in general, although the Protestant ministers didn’t inspire the loathing in him that this guy did.


It might have something to do with the way the guy always stared at him. Once he had tried to strike up a conversation, but Jack had warded it off with “Look, I don’t know whether you’re trying to save me or seduce me, but the answer is no either way.”


The door to the kitchen opened and Sherry returned, no longer smiling. She put the plate of food down in front of him.


“Can I get you anything else?” she asked. The perkiness was gone from her voice.


“No, thanks.”


She tore his check out of her pad and laid it on the counter in front of him. He watched her as she went back to refilling saltshakers. She was spilling a lot more than she had been before. She glanced up and their eyes met. She quickly turned and busied herself checking coffee filters. Jack watched her with growing anxiety. A hazy suspicion was trying to form, but he pushed it away.


Suddenly Sherry was in front of him again. She crossed her arms and sighed as if she was disgusted.


“This is so dumb.”


“What?”


“Darlene telling me how to run my life.”


Jack relaxed a little. This was just some tiff between a couple of waitresses. He reached for his coffee cup and Sherry dropped the bombshell.


“She thinks I shouldn’t talk to you.”


Jack felt the muscles in his stomach contract as his dark fears were confirmed. Something in Sherry’s eyes triggered an old anger. He caught it, turned it off.


“Fine.” His voice was calm and quiet. “Don’t talk to me, then.”


“So is it true? What she said?”


“I don’t know what she said.”


“You know. About your family.”


“What about them?” He’d be damned if he was going to make this easy for her.


“You know.”


He stared at her, unflinching. She looked around to make sure no one was listening, then looked back at him and spoke quietly.


“She said you had a brother who was executed.”


It had been a while since Jack had heard those words. They went through him like a cold wind. He didn’t answer.


“She said it was a few years ago.”


Ten. A decade. Another lifetime.


“She said it was in Alabama.”


“Well, Darlene is handier than the World Book Encyclopedia, isn’t she?” His voice was calm and steady, but it was an effort.


“He musta done something terrible.”


Jack stood up and dropped more than enough money on the counter.


“You mean she left that out? Get her to fill you in. I’m sure it’d make her day.”


Heading back down the road, he told himself it was his own fault. He never should have let himself get drawn into that. He could hear Tallen’s voice from long ago: “Why do you talk to them? They don’t care about us. They’re just looking for gossip. We’re their entertainment.”


No matter where they’d lived, the Landrys had always been the family in town whose name was never spoken without the word those in front of it. Actually, Will Landry’s name was usually spoken alone, in a tone that said all anyone needed to know. And most people felt sorry for Lucy, for all she’d had to endure. But the boys were those Landrys. A blight on the community. The kids everyone warned their kids to stay away from.


Jack couldn’t even remember, really, how he and his brothers had first come to be disenfranchised youth. He remembered the earliest deeds, but not the compulsions. Maybe it was as simple as the fact that “juvenile delinquent” was an identity within their reach, and a negative identity was better than none at all. Or maybe it was because they’d inherited Lucy’s pride, and they simply couldn’t stand the way people looked at them. Maybe they’d provoked people’s ire to be spared their pity.


This notoriety had not been easily won. In rural Georgia, adolescent wildness was given a wide berth before it was looked on as anything other than good-old-boy-in-training behavior. Smoking and drinking and poaching a deer or two were hardly enough to raise any eyebrows. Drugs were a right step in the wrong direction—a step that all of them had taken as often as they could afford to. Upon realizing that the Landry brothers hurting themselves was not going to keep anyone up nights, they began to go that necessary extra mile. They hot-wired cars for joyrides, leaving them wherever they happened to get bored. They vandalized property. (Turning over the Coke machine in the basement of the courthouse was one of their favorite pastimes.) They committed all sorts of petty thefts and burglaries. Nothing hard-core in those early days. They’d left themselves room to grow.


None of this, of course, applied to Saint Cam. It wasn’t like he openly sided against them, or ratted on them when he knew something. He mostly stayed in his room and ignored them. But whenever he’d have occasion to meet their eyes, he’d give them a look that left no doubt as to the degree of his scorn. They’d made his path difficult, and he made sure they knew he hated them for it. Meanwhile, he studied hard, kept his nose clean, and walked around with his put-upon attitude, as if nothing short of some great cosmic blunder could have landed him in a house with these people.


The truth was, Cam knew better than that, he just chose to ignore it. He was too bright and too close to the source to be able to write them all off the way the rest of the world did. He couldn’t look at them and say “white trash, lowlife, end of story.” He knew damned well that wasn’t the end of the story. It wasn’t even the beginning.


Jack himself wasn’t really sure where it began. Maybe it had to do with the polarity of his parents: Lucy, a sensitive and delicate beauty from an old Savannah family that no longer had any money, but whose remaining forty acres allowed them to keep thinking of themselves as landed gentry. (They’d all disowned her when she’d married Will.) And Will Landry, a lone hellcat of a man whose only parent had been a mentally unbalanced daughter of sharecroppers; he’d never known anything but poverty and rejection—a fact he did not accept quietly. The two of them had been attracted to each other because of their vast differences, and then spent the rest of their lives trying to kill each other for them.


The boys had grown up caught in the middle. Lucy did everything to encourage the artistic inclinations they all seemed to have inherited from her—Cam’s prose, Ethan’s poetry, Tallen’s painting, Jack’s love of reading. Will thwarted her efforts at every turn; he was violently opposed to anything that made his sons look unmanly. He’d never managed to beat the art out of them (though God knows he’d tried), but he’d successfully trained them to sabotage their own efforts. All of them except Cam.


As far as Jack was able to figure, the difference was that Cam had used his talent to pull himself out, and the rest of them had clung to art as a source of comfort in the prison they thought they had no hope of escaping. Was it really that simple? he wondered, thinking about it now. Did it all boil down to the fact that Cam had felt hope and the rest of them hadn’t? And, if so, where had that hope come from? Was it something a person was born with, like blue eyes? Had the rest of them just been born without it? Where was the justice in that?


He chuckled to himself. Justice. What in God’s name was it going to take for him to stop considering the possibility that somewhere, somehow, the world was fair and life made sense? The truth didn’t have to be fair. The truth could be that Cam had been born with a chance and the rest of them hadn’t. Cam wouldn’t have liked that theory much; it would have deprived him of the right to feel superior.


Well, none of that mattered now. The accident waiting to happen they’d called a family had exploded. Jack and Cam had been the surviving debris, hurled in opposite directions, landing intact, but not whole. Now Jack spent his days going through the motions of living, never really sure why he bothered. And somewhere out there, Cam was busy turning his life into a quest for vindication. Maybe he’d even gotten it. Well . . . fine. Good for him.


The drizzle had turned into a steady rain, and Jack could feel the wet chambray of his work shirt sticking to his back. He’d be drenched by the time he got home. What the hell. This day had never had any intention of being on his side.


Suddenly it flashed back to him. The thing that had been different about the dream last night. He didn’t know why it had left him so upset, but he knew what was different. Last night, for the first time, Cam’s body had been lying there, too.




THREE


Randa managed to get a couple of hours of sleep before it was time to go to work. She woke with a fuzzy knowledge that something horrible had happened, but she couldn’t remember what it was. When she did remember, she had a moment of hope that it had been a nightmare. She saw the jeans and blouse she’d worn draped over the chair and that hope dissolved, leaving her with only the crushing reality.


Cam was gone. Even more gone than he had already been. She wondered how many years it would take before she wouldn’t even remember what he’d looked like, or the sound of his voice. Or the tiny scar on his chin she’d never asked him about. Or the way he crinkled his nose when she said something that annoyed him. Or the way he stared at his hands when he lied.


She wished, like she’d wished a year ago, she’d had a chance to say good-bye. The man from the coroner’s office had told her they wouldn’t release Cam’s body until after they had spent a reasonable amount of time trying to find Jack, so Randa knew there was no funeral planned. There would probably be some sort of a memorial service that she could go to if she made an issue of it, but whenever she imagined it, she could see herself alone in a corner, watching people console Nora. No thanks.
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