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To Susan








In the very act of observation, the scientific investigator alters the material he observes.


—Quantum Theory, Jones, Burns, Hamann, et al.


First do no harm.

—Hippocratic oath










BLOOD






PROLOGUE

Cave of the Mounds,

Mount Horeb, Wisconsin

November 17, 11:15 A.M.


THE KILLER stood shivering in the cold late-morning air. November in Wisconsin could be bitter, he mused. He wasn’t dressed for it. Overalls, a wool shirt, and a cap. He needed a heavy coat with lots of down. But it wouldn’t create the right impression.

The parking lot was full of yellow school buses. Field trips. Grade school kids with their teachers, coming to see how Mother Nature could create wonders.

He ducked into his van to warm up. The thermos still had some coffee, and he poured it into the lid. He could see his breath. A nasty day for a hunt.

More buses coming in . . .



The girl was angry at her parents.

The hills and pastures moved by slowly outside the window of the school bus. She kept her eyes on them, ignoring the noisy conversation of the children around her on the bus. She wanted to be alone with her own thoughts.

But it was more than that. She wanted to run away. She hated the idea of going home tonight. She wished this bus were a Greyhound which would take her to some faraway place like California, instead of a school bus which would return her to school late this afternoon, where her mother would be waiting to pick her up.

Her mother and father had been talking about getting a divorce since last spring. They had first brought it up the week after her birthday. She was playing with a stuffed animal, one of her gifts, when her mother called her into the living room.

“There’s something important that your father and I need to discuss with you.”

Daddy came into the room a moment later and they both sat on the couch looking at Harley. They looked embarrassed, sheepish. All the authority had gone out of their faces.

“We don’t think it would be a good idea for us to live together anymore, honey.” It was Mother who did the talking. “We’ve been getting more and more unhappy, more and more troubled.”

“I didn’t notice that.” It was Harley herself who said this. It wasn’t quite true, but she felt she had to do something to stop them.

“Well, I’m afraid it’s true, nevertheless,” her mother said. “The situation is getting worse, and we feel that this is bad for you and Chase as well as for us.”

Chase was her brother. He was five years old. Mother said he was too little to be told about this.

“Harley, you’re getting to be a big girl now, and we didn’t want to proceed any further without talking with you about this. The thing is, honey, when a man and a woman are no longer happy with each other, it makes it very hard for them to be a good daddy and mommy to their children. Sometimes the only thing you can do, for the good of the whole family, is to separate. Then you can go on loving the children in a better and healthier way.”

“Does this mean Dad won’t live with us anymore?” Harley asked. The sound of her own voice amazed her. It was cool and evaluative, like the voices of adults she had heard on TV. She felt cut off from herself by this thing they were doing.

Mother nodded. “Dad will live in his own place. You’ll be able to visit him there, of course. You and Chase. You’ll spend some weekends with him, and some vacations. And you’ll be able to call him up anytime you want to.”

Dad was looking away. She could not tell whether he was guilty or sad. He looked both.

“But it will be better all around. We both feel sure of that,” Mother said.

“Then why are you asking me?” Harley asked, in another voice that was not quite her own. A voice made new by the fear inside her.

“We’re asking you because we love you.”

“But you’re not asking. You’re telling.” Harley’s anger made her astute. “You don’t really care what I think. You’re just doing what you want.”

“Honey . . .” It was Dad who said this. He was looking at Harley, but he didn’t quite meet her eye. “We’re telling you about this because we love you. We need you to know . . .”

“You don’t love me!” the girl cried. “If you did you would stay together.”

He leaned forward, but she shrank away from him on the couch. Mother was leaning toward her too, as though to stop her. She felt surrounded. She jumped up from the couch and stood confronting them.

“I don’t care what you do.”

“Honey, please. Try to understand.”

“I understand. I don’t care what you do.”

And she ran up to her room and locked the door.

That was six months ago. They had tried to engage her in further discussion of the divorce, but she wouldn’t listen to them. She told her mother to do what she wanted and to stop talking about it. Sometimes there were tears in Mom’s eyes when these exchanges took place. Once there were tears in Dad’s eyes as well. But Harley refused to be moved by them. She was eight years old and she knew enough about the truth to know when she was being lied to. They didn’t care about her, and they didn’t care about Chase. They only cared about themselves.



The killer’s coffee was gone. He sat watching the buses unloading. He glanced at his watch. It was getting near lunchtime. Some of the kids were carrying lunch bags.

He was hungry himself. And soon he would need to use the bathroom. But another need was rising to a fever pitch inside him as he watched the small legs and heard the girls’ voices calling to each other.

He had to stay. A little while longer. The important thing was to be patient.



There were other children of divorce at school, of course. But the little circle of Harley’s friends—Linda Begg, Karen Zwick, Elise Gillespie—all came from families with two parents. True, Karen had a step-father, but at least she had two parents.

Harley turned around long enough to see the other kids behind her. Elise and Linda were sitting together, with Karen and Julie Roper in the seat behind them. Harley had not intentionally refused to sit with them—one of the five had to be separated, after all—but her isolation repeated a pattern that had started after she heard about the divorce, and had gotten worse since. She felt cut off from her friends. She had not told them the truth. Part of her hoped that it would never come to pass. Perhaps it was just a thing that her mother and father talked about. Perhaps they would never have the courage to actually do it.

On the other hand, if they went through with it, Harley would just run away anyway. She would never have to explain it to her friends, because she wouldn’t be here anymore. She would be gone, probably to California.

She had gone on in this uneasy way, feeling things get worse even as she hoped for the best. But yesterday had brought the final straw. One of the mean girls from the other homeroom, Deborah Hartmann, had been exchanging insults with Harley’s group in the hall outside the gym. Linda told Deborah she was white trash. Deborah pointed at Harley and said, “Harley’s no better than I am. Her parents are getting a divorce.”

Karen had turned to Harley and asked if it was true.

“Of course it’s not true,” Harley had said, turning white.

“It is so,” Deborah called out. “My mother heard it from her nextdoor neighbor. They’re getting a divorce next summer. And Harley’s mother has a boyfriend.”

“Is that true?” Karen asked. “Does your mother really have a boyfriend? Is that why they’re getting a divorce?”

Harley turned on her heel and walked away.

Her shame had increased as the day wore on. Later, at home, she asked her mother whether it was true that the divorce would come after the New Year.

“It’s true that we’re thinking about it for this winter,” Mother admitted. “Who told you that?”

“Is it true that you have a boyfriend?”

Mother blushed. “Where did you hear that?”

“Everyone knows about it.”

“Honey, that’s not something for you to worry about. We’ll talk about it another time perhaps.”

“Will your boyfriend be living here with us?”

“Darling, no! Who told you that?”

So it was true.

Harley had gone upstairs and spent the evening in her room. This morning, when she got up for the field trip, she refused to kiss her mother goodbye. She could hardly wait to get out of the house. She took the lunch bag from her mother, and the warm coat for the trip, but refused to talk or answer questions. Mother was looking at her sadly through the living room window as she got on the bus.

Half an hour ago, when they were on the highway, Karen Zwick had come to Harley’s side and asked, “Is it true about your parents? I heard from Sandy and some other kids that it is true.”

Harley had looked away without answering. Now her friends were in their seats behind her, perhaps looking at her. She kept her eyes on the hills outside the window. She wished the subject would never be brought up again. She wished she were in California right now. She wished she were dead.

The Cave of the Mounds was a popular place. There were lots of other buses there, some of them yellow school buses and some of them large tour buses with dark tinted windows. Mrs. Willard gave a long speech about staying close together and being extra careful inside the cave. Harley only half listened. She had been here before with her first-grade class. She found the cave boring. It wasn’t nearly as interesting as the pictures suggested. Just some dark rooms, musty smelling, with a few display cases.

She saw the man during the confusion of getting off the bus. He looked like a bus driver. He had some sort of uniform on, overalls and a cap and a name tag. He was handsome. He beckoned to her. When she hesitated, he put his finger to his lips and made a silent shushing face, as though it was a secret between them.

She looked back at Mrs. Willard, who was talking to one of the other girls. Karen and Linda and Elise and Julie were gathered around the teacher, pulling on their warm coats. Harley hesitated to join them. She did not want to go into that cave and be asked more questions about her parents. She had had enough questions.

She looked longingly at the tour buses with their dark windows. She thought of California and of running away. Turning back to the stranger she saw that he wore a secret smile, inviting her to him.

The cold made her shiver. In California there were warm beaches and new friends, and no more questions. Maybe the stranger would take her to California.

She skipped quickly toward him, seeing her friends disappear behind her. He was laughing. It would be a good joke on all of them. She saw it in his eyes.






PART ONE











I

GRAND JURY INDICTS

ALLEGED SAEGER KILLER


A Wisconsin grand jury has handed down an indictment in the murder of Harley Ann Saeger, the Wisconsin third-grader whose disappearance last month sparked a nationwide search until her body was found in a muddy farm field on November 24th.

Calvin Wesley Train, a career criminal who has been convicted of violent crimes in half a dozen states and spent much of his life behind bars, is accused of the abduction of the Saeger girl while she was on a school field trip to the Cave of the Mounds. After repeatedly raping and sodomizing the girl over a one-week period, Train allegedly strangled her and dumped the body in a field a half mile from Interstate 40 in Oklahoma.

Train was arrested in El Paso, Texas, by FBI agents acting on a tip in early December. Fiber evidence linking the victim’s body with Train’s van was presented to the grand jury, along with blood evidence linking his semen and saliva to the girl’s body. Witnesses to Train’s presence in the parking lot of the Cave of the Mounds visitors’ center the day of the abduction testified, along with witnesses who placed Train near the scene of the dumping of the body a week later.

Train was represented by a member of the public defender’s office in Madison, but a spokesman has confirmed that Alexander Penn, the controversial criminal defense attorney known for his work in high-profile cases, has volunteered his services to Train.



CALVIN WESLEY Train had spent nearly half his life behind bars.

The son of a mentally ill barmaid who was seventeen at the time she bore him, Train had no idea who his father was. He spent six years with his mother in Tulsa until she committed suicide. Then he was passed from aunt to uncle to grandmother to landlady until he ran away at age ten. His first felony was an armed robbery in Oklahoma City at age twelve.

He spent most of his adolescence in various correctional facilities and was released at eighteen, an adult in the eyes of the law. Arrests for armed robbery in Oregon and Washington led to suspended sentences. By nineteen Train had been arrested for a variety of sex crimes, including exhibitionism, window peeping, and rape. His third conviction for robbery netted him seven years at Folsom Prison. After his release he held jobs as a service station manager and a security guard until another conviction for rape put him behind bars again.

By age twenty-seven Train had done time in five prisons and been convicted of the standard array of crimes attributable to the career criminal with sexual inclinations. He had done a stretch at the Colorado State Hospital for the Criminally Insane, and been pronounced cured by the resident psychiatrist, Dr. Thamdantung.

At twenty-seven Train changed his pattern. After escaping from the state penitentiary in Kansas he stayed out of prison for six years. His movements and behavior during that time were a mystery. He was not arrested once. Then, at thirty-three, he was convicted of aggravated assault and rape after taking a young girl hostage in an Amarillo movie theater and sequestering her in a motel room. He was sentenced to spend eleven years in prison.

With time off for good behavior, Train was paroled after six years. Four months later he abducted and murdered Harley Saeger.

Train was being held in maximum security at Wisconsin’s Waupun Penitentiary. His trial for the murder of Harley Saeger was scheduled for May 1 in Madison. The defense, now headed by renowned criminal defense attorney Alexander Penn, had petitioned for a change of venue and been turned down. Train would be tried by a jury taken from Wisconsin residents who lived near the spot where the child was abducted.

On January 16 Train was to be interviewed by Dr. Susan Shader, a Chicago psychiatrist and psychoanalyst who had been retained as an expert by the prosecution to render an opinion as to Train’s sanity at the time of the crime. Dr. Shader, an experienced forensic specialist whose publications about the criminal mind were well known in the medical and legal community, was to interview Train for a total of as many as twenty hours.

In a news conference Alexander Penn had announced that his client had no memory of anything that happened after his abduction of the Saeger girl. “He remembers speaking to her in the parking lot at the Cave of the Mounds, and he remembers waking up in a motel room in Oklahoma a week later,” Penn said. “That is all he knows about Harley Saeger.” From this announcement it was clear to legal observers that Penn was planning a temporary insanity plea. The prosecution would have to fight Penn on the legalities of the insanity defense, and through expert psychiatric testimony.

Penn was making the smart move. The insanity defense, with amnesia, neutralized the physical evidence. The trial would be reduced to a battle between psychiatrists and a contest between the lead attorneys for the jury’s sympathy. Penn would spin an oratorical web around his client, painting him as a victim, a martyr, and the defense could only combat this by oratorical means. This was to Penn’s advantage, for his skill at manipulating juries was legendary.

Susan Shader woke up early that morning as usual in her Lincoln Park apartment. She showered and washed her hair before checking in with her answering service. She glanced out the window at the lake, which was steely gray under a grim sky. She dressed carefully, looking in the full-length mirror to see the effect of the skirt and jacket she had chosen.

The face in the mirror looked tired. Wake up, she told herself. She went back into the bathroom to add a touch of color to her cheeks. The sunless Chicago winter was draining her face of life.

Another look in the full-length mirror revealed a self she could live with. Not as young as she might have liked, or as innocent. But the years had given character to a face that still had a girlish quality when the right mood struck her.

Taking her briefcase with her, she locked the apartment and went down to the car. The drive to Waupun took two and a half hours. In the car she thought about what lay ahead.

Calvin Wesley Train was a career criminal. If the cops and lawyers who had come into contact with him were to be believed, he was intelligent. It would be Susan’s job to learn as much of the truth from him as she could. She doubted this would be easy.

As the flat farm fields of Illinois gave way to the prettier hilly country of southern Wisconsin, Susan thought about the victim, Harley Ann Saeger. Susan’s son, Michael, was one year younger than the Saeger girl. Though Susan had seen and heard almost everything in her years as a psychiatrist, she always felt shocked by crimes of violence committed against children. She told herself she shouldn’t be—after all, violent crime was in its essence a regression, so the choice of children as victims made some psychological sense—but she was anyway. Crime was an adult business, an expression of rage and rebellion suited to adults. It didn’t seem fair to victimize children, who were the only truly innocent human beings.



The interview took place in Train’s cell. Train was shackled to his chair in standard maximum-security gear, his arms chained to his chest, his feet chained to the chair. He could not get up, so he extended a hand painfully as the guard ushered Susan into the cell.

“How do you do, Doctor,” Train said. His voice was deep and rather mellifluous. It bore a Great Plains accent tempered by his many travels.

“How do you do.” Susan gave him a polite smile as he shook her hand. His handshake was warm and dry. She found his touch oddly reassuring. It was an eloquent handshake, neither too distant nor too firm.

You are my sunshine. The words rose from underneath Susan’s consciousness and skipped off it like a stone skipping off the surface of a lake. She did not notice them.

“I’m sorry I can’t offer you better accommodations,” Train said. “You can have the chair. I’ll sit on the bed.”

The guard remained in the cell, watching in silence as Susan sat on the hard little stool while Train settled himself on the bed. She felt Train looking at her legs. She had opted not to hide her femininity in choosing her outfit. It was important to see how Train related to women in a social sense. She had even ducked into the ladies’ room at the prison to make sure her hair was in place.

She took in Train’s physical presence. It was quite different from the mug shot that had appeared in the newspapers. Train was a handsome man. He was above average in height, just over six feet, but he seemed smaller somehow. He still wore the thick mustache he had worn when he was captured in El Paso. His skin was the color of coffee. His hair, receding, increased the expanse of a brow which gave him an intelligent, thoughtful look.

He was well built, with a deep chest and broad, square shoulders. He had expressive hands with very long fingers. Despite his tattoos he seemed sensitive, even refined. His nose was aquiline, his lips thin. He had high cheekbones, which lent a hint of Native American genealogy to his face.

The eyes were dark, the irises shading ambiguously into the pupils, which were contracted in the harsh light of the overhead bulb.

Train regarded her curiously.

“At least you don’t look scared,” he said.

“Have many of your visitors seemed scared?” she asked, smiling.

“Sure. They act like they’re being locked in a cage with a rattlesnake. People don’t understand perpetrators.”

Susan weighed his use of the professional term. She knew he was intelligent. His IQ had tested at 150 at Folsom Prison.

“What don’t they understand?” she asked.

“We’re not dangerous to someone like you, in a place like this,” Train explained. “We’re only dangerous under certain circumstances. And we’re human, too. That’s what they don’t see.”

Susan nodded. “I’m afraid convicted criminals are victims of prejudice, just like other minorities,” she said. “It’s difficult for others to put themselves in their place.”

“The nature of the beast,” Train agreed. “If people were a little more tolerant, men like me would not exist.”

“What do you mean?”

“It takes years of prison to make a headstrong young kid into a real criminal,” he said. “The early offenses are really pretty innocent. Prison changes that. When you’ve been in long enough, you stop caring. You lose the ability . . .”

There was a silence. Susan was watching him attentively.

“What ability?” she asked.

“The ability to believe that you can make a difference in what happens.”

“Don’t you feel you’re making a difference in the world when you commit a crime?” Susan asked.

He shook his head slowly. “Not at all,” he said. “That’s not how I look at it.”

“How do you look at it?”

He gave her a long look.

“You know,” he said, “they should let you pull the switch on me when the time comes.”

“Why do you say that?” Susan asked, surprised by the change of subject.

“I don’t know. You look like a nice woman.” Train was studying her, his hands clasped in his lap. “I’d like to get it from a nice person when the time comes. Add a touch of humanity, if you know what I mean.”

There was a silence. Susan pondered the subtlety of his overture. In one brief formula he had sketched a scenario of intimacy with her, expressed contrition, respect for her, and the desire to die. It was a remarkable display of intersubjective manipulation. Of seduction, even.

“Do you want to die?” she asked.

“Doesn’t make a lot of difference what I want,” he said. “Not at this stage. I’m only talking about the way I’d like to go. I know these boys are all gonna be looking at me and pointing the finger when I get the juice. It’s a lonely thing to look forward to. I just wish it could be gentle. At least in a way.”

Susan nodded, letting the line play out.

“From what I hear, you haven’t been the recipient of much gentleness in your time,” she said.

“Not a lot, no.” He gave a brief laugh. “But you’d be surprised, Doctor. I have my happy memories to go along with the bad. There were days when I had hopes for myself. I wanted to be somebody. Even to do good.”

“Perhaps it’s not too late,” Susan offered.

“There I have to disagree with you,” he said.

He shifted in his seat, apparently uncomfortable in the tight shackles.

“Is that hurting you?” Susan asked.

“Hell, no.” He smiled. “It reminds me of where I am, that’s all. You have to learn to stay within yourself, in a place like this. I don’t mind anymore.”

Susan watched him, a mild look in her eyes.

“Now, don’t tell me,” he said, observing her. “You’re thinking about some of the stuff that’s happened to you in your own life. Some of the not-so-gentle stuff.”

She smiled. “I wasn’t, exactly. But you’re right, Mr. Train. When I look at you, I can’t help thinking of the things I went through myself.”

“You’re wondering how the hard knocks turn one person into a criminal, and another into a productive member of society.” He raised an eyebrow.

“I suppose so,” she said. “It’s never possible to predict how a person is going to turn out. We make our own lives out of the raw material we’re given.”

“That’s one way to look at it,” Train said.

“What is the other way?” she asked.

“Some of us work with raw material that’s already rotten,” he said. “We try for a while. But you can’t build a cathedral out of quicksand.”

“I’m not sure I understand you,” Susan said.

“I hear you have a little boy,” Train said.

Susan tensed slightly at his words. “Yes, I do,” she replied.

“How old is he?”

“Seven.”

“That’s a nice age, seven. I remember it like yesterday. You know, when I was seven I had already lost my virginity.”

“How?”

“My mother had a lot of boyfriends.” Train was looking steadily at Susan. “A couple of those guys had an open mind about sex, and who they did it with.”

There was a silence as Susan pondered his words.

“Mom was no slouch herself,” he said. “She used to tie me to the kitchen table and play games with me. I was plenty sore afterwards, if you know what I mean.”

“Sexual games?” Susan asked.

Train was silent. He looked at Susan. His eyes moved over her body. Strangely, she did not feel violated. The despair in his look was its most salient feature.

Then he looked at the guard, who was sitting impassively by the cell door.

“Ewing, can I have a cigarette?” he asked.

“Sure, Cal.” The guard produced a pack of Camel Filters, lit one with a butane lighter, and placed it between Train’s lips.

“I’m sorry,” Train said, gesturing to Susan. “You want a cigarette, Doctor?”

“No, thanks.” She shook her head. “It’s been a long time. I wouldn’t want to get started again.”

“I don’t have to smoke,” Train said. “If it bothers you.”

“Not at all. Feel free.” She smelled the acrid smoke. There was a time when that aroma was a constant companion to her. Like many other things, she had left it behind her. It did not bother her to look back on it.

Train took a long puff, and blew the smoke out through his nostrils and the corner of his mouth.

“What were we talking about?” he asked.

“I believe we were talking about quicksand,” Susan said.

He laughed. “Yeah, quicksand. By the time I was old enough to know what was happening, things were already out of control. That’s what it’s like. At each moment there’s an element of choice, but you’ve already fucked up so badly that your freedom of choice has been whittled down, so to speak.”

“What had you done wrong?” Susan said. She did not want to repeat his language, but she wanted to hear his answer.

“Been born,” he said.

He puffed at the cigarette.

“Was that your fault?” Susan asked.

Train smiled. “It was somebody’s fault,” he said.

She let his point sink in. She was impressed by Calvin Wesley Train. He was intelligent, that was obvious. Many career criminals intellectualized their careers, but he spoke with a rare lucidity and eloquence.

She decided to move forward quickly. Train was creating the mood, molding it with his personality. It was time for her to push back.

“Tell me about the Saeger girl,” she said.

He darkened. He inhaled smoke.

The silence stretched.

“What were you doing up there?” Susan asked.

“Nothing. Hanging out. I’d been in the neighborhood.”

“The neighborhood of the Cave of the Mounds? There’s not a lot up there.”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

Another silence. Train tapped at the loose ash of his cigarette with a long finger.

“Were you visiting?” Susan asked. “Or on business?”

He gave her a little smirk. “Business, you could call it. I boosted a few cars, a couple of houses. The pickings were slim. People up there aren’t well off.” He breathed in and out. “It was time to move on, but I thought I would check the parking lot at the Cave of the Mounds. Tourists aren’t too bright about what they leave in their cars. I figured I might help myself to some cash, or something I could fence off, like a camera.”

Susan nodded. “Then what?”

“I saw the kids getting off the bus,” he said. “This one little girl was a little bit separated from the rest. She looked at me. She looked lonely, kind of. It all happened real quick. I just beckoned to her. Come here a minute. Like that. It was just an impulse. She came over. We started talking. She asked me if I’d been to California. I told her yes. I sort of moved her over toward my van, away from the school bus. She didn’t resist. She seemed eager to skip out on her field trip.”

“Then what happened?” Susan asked.

“I don’t know. That’s all I remember.” Train gave her a sidelong look.

“And the next thing you remember after that?” she asked.

“Waking up in Oklahoma,” he said. “I was in a fleabag motel. Seven o’clock in the morning, the TV playing. A truck starting up outside the window.”

“Were you frightened?” Susan asked.

“Of what?”

“Of waking up with no memory of how you got where you were?”

“Somewhat.” He thought for a moment. “At first I thought I might have had a few too many beers or something. But then, from watching TV, I began to realize a lot of time had passed. Yes, I was worried.”

“Had this sort of thing ever happened to you before?”

He smiled. “Not as an adult. But I remember it happening to me as a boy. I would tune out for days at a time.” He smiled at Susan. “Remember what I told you about the kitchen table? Sometimes I didn’t hang around to feel everything that was going to happen.”

Susan nodded. Train’s story had been rehearsed. The insanity defense would be anchored in Train’s past, and particularly in the sexual abuse he suffered as a child.

“Tell me, if you can, the last thing you thought you remembered, as you woke up in the motel room.”

“You mean the last thing I could remember from before that moment?”

“Yes.”

Train pondered, his brow furrowed.

“I’m not really sure about that. Wisconsin, I guess. I looked at that TV screen and wondered whether I was still in Wisconsin. Where I was. That sort of thing.”

“What happened next?” Susan’s face expressed polite interest, not challenge.

“Well, nothing much. I got up, walked around, looked at my face in the bathroom mirror. Tried to clear the cobwebs.”

“Did you begin to recognize the motel room?”

“Not at all. I did see my stuff on the floor, though. My duffel bag, my shoes. I knew I hadn’t been dumped here. I had come on my own power.”

He frowned, his eyes half closing.

“Then I saw the news on TV. The Saeger girl was all over the headlines. There was a picture of her face. When I saw that, I remembered the parking lot at the Cave of the Mounds. I began to think I was in trouble.”

“What kind of trouble?” Susan asked.

He took a deep breath, looking at her. “I kind of thought I might have killed her.”

There was a silence. Train seemed stricken. His cigarette had gone out. He slumped on the bed, his eyes downcast.

“What made you think you might have killed her?” Susan asked.

“My memory of meeting her in the parking lot.”

Susan sat looking at him for a moment.

“Let’s go back to that memory, if you don’t mind,” she said. “You said you spoke to her about California. As you did so you led her away from the buses.”

“I sort of backed away. She followed me.”

“Tell me again what you were thinking at that moment, just before the memory loss intervened.”

Train thought for a moment.

“Just that she seemed lonely. Troubled. I was lonely myself. I wanted to be close to her.”

“Did you reflect on the fact that you could not be close to her without breaking the law?”

“What do you mean?”

“Without abducting her. Without hurting her.”

Train shook his head. “There’s one thing you’ve got to understand, Doctor. I never wanted to hurt that little girl.”

Susan nodded.

“What else do you remember from the moment in the parking lot?”

“Nothing. Just that feeling of being alone, being cut off. I saw it in her eyes too, when she looked at me. That loneliness. I wanted to be close to that in her.”

“But you knew you were doing something dangerous. For instance, if one of the teachers from the field trip had seen you with Harley at that moment . . .”

“Yes. I see what you mean.”

“Did you have a feeling based on that knowledge?”

“Maybe. A feeling of risk. Furtive. Yeah. Maybe.”

He looked steadily at Susan.

“All right. Now, Mr. Train, you have abducted girls and women in the past, is that true?”

Train nodded, his eyes clouding.

“You’ve raped women?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And little girls?”

Silence. Then, “Yes, that’s true.”

He glanced at Susan’s body, then looked away. Comparing her with his victims? Possibly, she thought. It was a man’s look. Sexual, evaluative. Many men found Susan attractive. She expected her skin to crawl under the gaze of a killer like Calvin Wesley Train. For some reason it did not.

“So you had to suspect that if the Saeger girl came with you at that moment, she was likely to be hurt.”

He sighed. “I didn’t want that little girl to be hurt. I didn’t want to hurt her.”

“But you knew you might have to. You knew it might happen.”

Abruptly Train’s eyes filled with tears. They remained expressionless as the tears flowed down his cheeks.

“I didn’t want to,” he said.

“I don’t think you’re being entirely honest with me,” Susan said. “I don’t think there was that much doubt in your mind about what was going to happen.”

He wiped at the tears with the heel of his hand. He looked curiously childlike at that moment.

“Shows how much you know,” he said.

“Mr. Train,” Susan said. “I want to understand what happened. I want to hear it in your own words. But it won’t help either of us if you leave anything out.”

“I’m not leaving anything out.” He took a deep breath. “You don’t understand. You can’t understand. I had no desire to hurt her. I just wanted—not to be so lonely, for a little while. I wanted contact with a human being. She seemed human to me. That’s all there was to it.”

“Then why, when you woke up in Oklahoma, did you suspect that you might have killed her?”

He sighed. “As you say, I don’t have the best record. I thought it was possible.”

“And how did that make you feel?”

“I don’t know. Empty. Hopeless. I don’t know.”

“Hopeless?”

Train looked at her. “There’s this feeling you get. I don’t mean you—I mean me. A feeling that everything is out of control. That things follow their course on their own. That you can’t control them. That feeling is pretty hopeless. I felt that.”

Susan nodded. “Now, after your awakening in the motel you took steps to avoid arrest, didn’t you?”

He nodded. He knew his movements had been tracked and documented. He had hidden in out-of-the-way places, made attempts at disguise, and asked friends for help.

“Did you consider turning yourself in?” she asked.

Train shook his head, a rather arrogant look on his face.

“Why not?” Susan asked.

“I wasn’t feeling too good, but I wasn’t feeling like moving to death row, either,” he said.

“And how did you feel when you were finally arrested?”

“Relieved. I just wanted it to end.”

“Wanted what to end?”

“Everything. All of it.” He looked at Susan. “I still want it to end.”

“Are you afraid of being executed?” Susan asked.

“Not at all.” He shook his head. “This has gone on long enough. I want it over. And I am truly sorry that little girl got hurt. You may not understand that, but it’s true. I’m sorrier than you are.”

“Do you believe you killed her?” Susan asked.

He nodded. More tears had welled in his eyes, but did not flow down his cheeks. “I have to believe it. My common sense tells me it had to be me. I can’t run from it.”

“And how does that make you feel?” Susan asked.

“Did you ever read The Stranger?” he asked.

“Camus?” She raised an eyebrow in surprise.

Train gave her a twisted smile. “What’s the matter? Didn’t you think we could read?”

“It’s been a long time for me,” she replied. “I read it in college, I believe.”

“When they give the guy the death penalty,” Train said, “he reflects that it was all coming a long time ago. That it started long before the crime he committed. It was coming all his life. He had never had a chance.”

He exhaled. “That’s how I felt. It was too late a long time ago. That little girl’s luck ran out when they first pulled my pants down as a little boy. I just want it to end.”

There was a silence. He looked at Susan.

“If it was you dropping the juice . . .” He smiled through his tears. “That’s something I missed out on—what your little boy has. If I knew that a woman like you was going to help me out of this world, I wouldn’t mind at all.” Again his eyes were on her in their probing, appraising way. He was seductive, there was no doubt about that.

Susan looked at her watch. Their time was up for today.

“Thank you for seeing me,” she said. “We have a lot to talk about. I appreciate your honesty.”

“It’s about all I’ve got left,” Train said, holding his hand out as far as the harness would allow.

She had to bend down to shake his hand. She felt his breath on her cheek. She noticed the tattoo on his right hand. She turned his wrist to see it better.

“What’s your tattoo?” she asked. The design began on the back of his hand and extended up his forearm.

“Just an error of my youth,” he said. The tattoo on the back of his hand showed a woman’s face. Extending from it, up his arm, was her body, which was the body of a snake. It looked like a boa constrictor.

“Are you right-handed?” she asked.

“Sure. Aren’t you?”

“No.”

You are my sunshine. This time the words broke through to Susan’s conscious mind. A smell of coffee seemed to come with them. A fugitive sense of something pleasant came over Susan, followed quickly by its opposite.

Susan held on to his hand, studying the tattoo. The colors were faded. She wondered whether the snake’s blue body was intended to cover needle tracks. She also thought about a couple of other possibilities, neither one pleasant.

Train was passive, enjoying the contact with her.

All’s well that ends well. These words seemed to be spoken by a voice, perhaps a long time ago. Again Susan felt the jagged confluence of something terrible and something restful.

She forced herself to endure the handshake for another moment. Then she stepped back. He let his hand fall back to his waist.

“I’ll see you next time.” She smiled.

“I’ll look forward to it.”

The guard let her out of the cell as Calvin Wesley Train stared at her from his sitting position. His right hand was open, the fingers moving gently, like worms.
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IT WAS A LONG TRIAL.

A parade of medical and forensic witnesses were brought to the stand by the prosecution to testify to the scientific probability that Calvin Wesley Train was the killer of Harley Ann Saeger. Traces of Train’s blood, along with semen, saliva, and hair, left no reasonable doubt on this score.

Alexander Penn attacked these witnesses aggressively. He argued in a scattershot manner that the medical evidence against Train was tainted, and that it might have been planted by police who knew of Train’s long criminal record and wanted a scapegoat in the Saeger case. He also argued that the heavy publicity surrounding Train’s arrest had prejudiced those witnesses, impairing their scientific judgment. Finally he played the race card, hinting that as a black man Train was a tailor-made scapegoat who could not get a fair trial.

Penn was one of the most flamboyant criminal defense attorneys in the nation. He had long white hair, originally a sandy blond but now bleached to give him the air of a venerable soothsayer. He wore expensive Italian suits which made him seem even taller than his six feet one. He had very large hands which he used as eloquent props, pointing at the jury, sketching little patterns in the air, ostentatiously running his fingers through his hair. Most of all he had a deep, resonant voice which boomed through the high-ceilinged old courtroom, sometimes smooth and cajoling, sometimes bitterly sarcastic.

Thanks to Penn’s high profile, the case was getting a lot of attention from the press. Sound trucks from networks and cable stations were camped in a parking lot a half block from the courthouse. Penn gave a brief news conference every afternoon at the end of the court day, always making sure to include at least one quotable sound bite.

By the time Susan took the stand the Train trial had occupied banner headlines for two months. Susan was the first psychiatrist to testify for the prosecution and, according to informed observers, the most important.

Jay Braden, the prosecutor, was an aggressive man in his early forties, with thick graying hair and sharp eyes. He spent twenty minutes leading Susan through the long list of her degrees, qualifications, honors, and writings on violent criminals. Susan, wearing a summer suit with a light blue blouse, had little to answer except “Yes” during the litany.

When the credentials were finished Braden wasted no more time.

“Dr. Shader, how many hours did you spend interviewing the defendant?”

“About twenty hours.”

“You talked at length about the murder of Harley Ann Saeger?”

“Yes, we did.”

“Doctor, is it your expert opinion that the defendant, at the time of the abduction of Harley Saeger, knew the nature and consequences of his act?”

“Yes. That is my opinion.”

“Was the defendant irresistibly impelled to perform that act, in such a manner that he could not at that time exercise his free will and judgment in deciding not to perform the act?”

“No. He was not irresistibly impelled.”

“Was he under the influence of a mental illness or other similar disturbance which attenuated or excluded his ability to exercise free will and judgment in contemplating the act?”

“No, he was not.”

“He could have abstained from the act?”

“Yes, he could.”

Braden stood with his back to Susan, looking at the jury.

“Doctor, what is your opinion as to the defendant’s claim that he remembers nothing from the time he first met Harley Ann Saeger until he awoke in a motel room in Oklahoma?”

“I believe his claim is not truthful.”

“On what do you base your opinion?”

“In psychiatry we see two types of significant memory loss,” Susan said. “The first is called the fugue state. It can last a few hours or, sometimes, much longer. It often includes the manifestation of a second personality, usually a more gregarious and extroverted one than the patient’s normal personality. The second is amnesia, which usually follows upon a traumatic event. In amnesia the subject normally appears confused and cloudy.”

“And did the defendant’s behavior during the week following the abduction fit either of these paradigms?” Braden asked.

“No, sir. The defendant was engaged in criminal behavior—the torture and murder of the victim—and in evasive behavior designed to elude the police and subsequently to dispose of the victim’s body. None of this behavior is characteristic of a person in a fugue state or a state of amnesia.”

“Did the defendant then, or does he now, feel remorse over his act?”

“No.”

The gauntlet was down. The rest of Braden’s direct examination consisted of a detailed and ultimately horrifying description of the acts of torture and sexual perversion carried out on the helpless little girl by Train, and of Susan’s repeated opinions that at all times Train was legally responsible for his actions and felt no remorse.

Two hours after he had begun the direct, Jay Braden was ready to conclude.

“Now, in your opinion, Doctor, why did the defendant commit these acts?”

“For the sake of sexual pleasure,” Susan said. “And to cause suffering.”

“What brings you to this conclusion, Doctor?”

“The acts themselves. The lengthy sequestration of the victim. The defendant’s behavior in my interviews with him.”

“The defendant understood the nature and consequences of his actions, was not irresistibly impelled to commit them, and did so for the sake of sexual pleasure and to cause suffering to the victim?”

“Correct.”

“Thank you, Doctor.” Braden sat down.

The judge motioned to Alexander Penn, who approached the stand with his eyebrows raised in surprise.

“Doctor, you’ve been talking about some pretty frightening things,” he said.

“Murder is a frightening subject,” Susan replied. She looked very small in her chair on the stand. Penn towered over her like a prophet.

“According to your notes on this case, the defendant suffers from a very serious mental disorder, does he not?”

“He suffers from what is termed a narcissistic personality disorder,” Susan said.

“And would it be correct to say that the abuse the defendant suffered at the hands of his mother and her various lovers played a critical role in creating that character disorder?”

“I would speculate that that abuse played a role, yes,” Susan said.

“The abuse was sexual and physical as well as emotional, was it not?”

“Yes.”

“It included forcible sodomy?”

“Yes.”

“Sequestration?”

“Yes.”

“Torture?”

“Yes.”

“Burning of the skin?”

“Yes.”

“So you do not consider the defendant a normal individual, in psychiatric terms?”

“No, sir.”

“You consider the defendant a severely disturbed individual, do you not?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Now, Doctor, you have stated that in your opinion the defendant does not suffer from the kind of mental disease that would compromise his ability to understand the nature and consequences of his act.”

“Correct.”

“If the defendant did suffer from such a disease,” Penn asked, “would he be considered legally responsible for his acts in this case?”

Some of the legal observers present nodded to each other at these words. Penn was laying the groundwork for an attack on Susan’s diagnosis. All he had to do was convince the jury that there was doubt about which mental disease Train suffered from, and there would be doubt about the question of responsibility.

Susan’s answer took him by surprise.

“If he did suffer from such a disease, he never would have committed those acts.”

“Objection!” Penn shouted.

“Counsel approach,” said the judge.

There was a lengthy sidebar. Both attorneys whispered earnestly. The judge listened with an impassive face. Susan waited, her eyes meeting those of the jurors. They looked interested, but also skeptical. Of her? Hard to tell. The only thing that made jurors more skeptical than a psychiatrist was a lawyer.

“The response will stand,” the judge announced.

Penn knew he was in trouble now. Susan had given the jury rope to hang his client with. Not only was Train not suffering from an incapacitating mental illness, but his acts themselves were strong evidence of his sanity.

Penn came forward and leaned over Susan like an angry father.

“Are you trying to tell this jury, Doctor, that the insane, monstrous acts committed on the victim in this case are proof of the defendant’s sanity?” The last word was shouted.

“The defendant kept the victim alive as long as he could,” Susan said. “He did so with the intention of enjoying her sexually for as long as possible. The torture he inflicted upon her was calculated so as not to cause her to die before he wanted her to die. A severely disabled mental patient could not have carried out such an organized series of acts.”

Looking daggers at Susan, Penn changed the subject.

“Now, Doctor, you have testified that in your opinion the defendant feels no remorse for his acts. Is that correct?”

“That is correct.”

“Doctor, I read to you from the transcript of your sessions with the defendant at Waupun Penitentiary.


Train: I am truly sorry that little girl got hurt. I’m sorrier than you are.

Train: There’s one thing you’ve got to understand, Doctor. I never wanted to hurt that little girl.

Train: I just want it to end. Anyone who could do what happened to that child deserves to die.


“Now, Doctor, that sounds an awful lot like remorse to me. Why doesn’t it sound like remorse to you?”

“The defendant is very adept at feigning remorse,” Susan replied. “However, he betrays by various signs in his voice and manner that his emotions are not genuine.”

“Can you explain that, Doctor?”

“When a perpetrator feels remorse, the remorse shows in ways he can’t control. Nervousness, tics, inappropriate tears or laughter, and so forth. Nothing spontaneous like this happens with Mr. Train. Everything is rehearsed. He is giving a performance of remorse.”

“Is this your opinion as an expert, Doctor?”

“Essentially, yes. But what I am describing is quite often visible to ordinary people, when they see someone lying or putting on an act.”

“Would it be visible to this jury?” Penn asked sarcastically.

“If you put your client on the stand I’m sure you’ll find that out, Mr. Penn.”

“Objection!” Penn thundered.

“Overruled,” said the judge. “You asked the question, Counsel.”

Penn was visibly shaken by the course his cross-examination had taken so far. Susan’s testimony was devastating to his client. The only way to undo the damage was to destroy her credibility.

“Now, Doctor, you are psychic, are you not?”

Jay Braden objected to the question. “Irrelevant to her testimony as a psychiatric expert, Your Honor.”

The judge thought for a moment. “I’ll rule on that, Counsel. I’d like to hear her answer first.”

“Yes, I am,” Susan said.

“You believe in the reality of psychic phenomena, also known as parapsychological phenomena.”

“Yes, I do.”

“And you have written articles to that effect in scientific journals, have you not?”

“Yes, I have.”

“And you have given lectures and talks to scientific and parapsychological assemblies on that topic, have you not?”

“Yes, I have.”

“Doctor, does your belief in the supernatural affect your—”

“Objection to the word supernatural.” Jay Braden was on his feet.

There was a silence.

“Objection sustained.”

“Semantics, Your Honor,” said Penn. “Would the word paranormal be more acceptable?”

“All right.”

“Doctor, does your belief in the paranormal affect your judgment of mental phenomena or psychological phenomena?”

Susan knew this was coming, and had her answer ready.

“It does not affect my judgment as a psychiatrist in a context such as the one we are concerned with,” she said. “I do consider it a theoretical issue worth pursuing in a scientific vein.”

“Can you explain?” asked Penn.

“I think the reality of psychic phenomena is something that needs to be examined scientifically. I also think the scientific criteria regarding certainty need to be examined where psychic phenomena are concerned. Moreover, I also think those criteria of certainty have already been challenged by modern scientific thought, especially in physics and mathematics.”

“Thank you, Doctor. Now, in your own publications and lectures on parapsychology you have stated that extrasensory perception is not a thing that can be turned on and off at one’s whim. Is that correct?”

“Yes. That is correct.”

“One cannot repeat a psychic experience on demand. The psychic impressions come and go when they please. Is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Would it not be possible to say, conversely, that one cannot prevent psychic impressions from coming when they wish?”

“Yes, I think that is correct.”

“Doctor,” Penn asked slowly, “did your psychic powers play a role in your interviews with the defendant?”

“No. Only my observation as a person and as a psychiatrist.”

“How can you be so certain? Couldn’t your conviction of the defendant’s state of mind have been influenced by psychic impressions?”

“No, it couldn’t.”

“Are you sure, Doctor?”

“Psychic feelings are like any other feeling or intuition that operates in the mind. They are often important, but they cannot be used to produce scientific conviction. The role of an expert witness is to testify based on his professional skill, not his feelings.”

“Doctor, did you ever have physical contact with the defendant?”

“We shook hands.”

“Did you at any time extend that handshake contact of your own volition?”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Did you hold the defendant’s hand longer than the handshake, and ask him a question about his hand?”

“Yes. I asked him about a tattoo that covered the back of his hand and his forearm.”

“And what was your purpose in asking this?”

“Curiosity.”

“Doctor, did you at any time receive impressions of a parapsychological nature from your contact with the defendant?”

“No, I did not.”

Penn looked at the jury.

“Doctor, you seem extraordinarily certain of your opinion as to the defendant’s unstated motives in the commission of these acts.”

“I have a reasonable scientific certainty,” Susan said.

“Are you sure that your psychic gift had nothing to do with your testimony in this case?”

“Yes, I am sure.”

Penn took a deep breath, held out his hands as though in surrender, and exhaled.

“I have nothing further, Your Honor.”

As Susan left the stand and walked quickly toward the exit she noticed that Alexander Penn shifted his position, blocking her view of Calvin Wesley Train. She caught a brief glimpse of Train’s eyes, which were focused on her in a look of the purest hatred.
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THE CASE ENDED twelve weeks after Susan’s testimony.

In a bold move designed to appeal to the jury’s sympathy, Alexander Penn put Calvin Wesley Train on the stand in his own defense. Train repeated for the jury many of the statements he had made to Susan in their interviews. He detailed the sexual and physical abuse he had suffered as a child and as an inmate in penal institutions. He described the amnesia that had followed his meeting with the Saeger girl, and his horror when he realized, a week later, that it might have been he who killed her. He told the jury of his newfound interest in counseling other violent criminals.

“I thought I wanted to die, just to stop the violence I had caused,” he said. “I think I could do more good by staying alive. I have an understanding of the kind of life that produces violent criminals. I think I could help them as a prison counselor to understand their own anger and hopelessness. That might prevent them from repeating their violent behavior when they get out of prison. If I could do some good with the years remaining to me, I would feel less bad about the things I have done in the past.”

The closing statements were long. Jay Braden went over the massive physical evidence against Calvin Wesley Train in painful detail, evoking with each piece of evidence the atrocious sufferings of the victim. He appealed to the jury members’ love for their children as well as their sense of justice in asking for a conviction.

Alexander Penn stuck to his planned defense to the end. He claimed that the evidence against Train was tainted, and that some of it was planted as an attempt to frame the suspect. He claimed that the state’s expert witnesses were prejudiced, that they were part of an unconscious conspiracy intended to punish the defendant in order to assuage public outrage over the crime. He again intimated that the defendant’s race played a role in this conspiracy.

Not scrupling to avoid self-contradiction, Penn claimed that Train’s childhood of severe abuse and his long years of institutionalization had made him into a monster, a creature who had lost all sense of his own free will and of right and wrong. He attacked the criminal justice system for creating this monster and for freeing Train at the same time. He challenged the psychiatrists’ diagnosis of Train as a sociopath. He attacked the legal definition of responsibility itself, saying it was outdated, prejudicial, and completely inadequate for a scientific assessment of a mentally ill person’s degree of understanding and self-control.

He singled out Susan Shader for ridicule, citing her belief in psychic phenomena as proof that she could not be relied on as an expert in forensic psychiatry. “This was a real crime that took place in the real world. Yet the state bases its case on the intuitions of spiritualists.”

He concluded with an impassioned description of Calvin Wesley Train’s tortured life. He cited the defendant’s intelligence and his potential for rehabilitation.

“The state wants you to assuage the community’s horror at this terrible, tragic crime by putting my client to death,” he said. “An eye for an eye. A death for a death. No more, no less. What we have here is not a prosecution, not a fair trial, but a conspiracy to convict. You cannot allow such a travesty to take place. You must send them a message, ladies and gentlemen. Our courts should be a place of justice, not of revenge.”



Susan was at home, in jogging shorts and a T-shirt, working on an article for a psychiatric journal, when David Gold of the Chicago Homicide Division called to tell her the verdict was in.

“Can I come over and watch with you?” he asked.

“Sure. Come on over.”

The jury had been out since this morning. The deliberations had taken twelve hours.

Susan put away her work and glanced around before going to her bedroom to change clothes. The apartment was like a theater in which the living room was the stage, brightly lit and prepared for all to see, and the rest of the rooms were the dark and cluttered wings. The living room was large, with armchairs, a glass-topped coffee table, and a rather expensive couch. During the day it had a magnificent view of the Loop and the lakeshore. A cheerful carpet covered the floor.

The other rooms were a different story. There were piles of medical journals on the floors, boxes of “stuff ” Susan had brought with her when she first moved to Chicago and never bothered to unpack. A battered desk bought at a garage sale contained Susan’s personal and financial papers. The curtains, bedspreads, and rugs were no-frills. Susan sometimes reflected that the cardboard boxes represented her two-edged attitude toward her past. She could not make up her mind either to put it in order or to throw it away.

Only the bedroom Michael slept in when he visited showed personal touches which sketched a unified picture of Susan’s life. Here were the family photos that reflected Susan’s personal history. Herself as a child with her brother, Quentin, her parents’ wedding portrait, studio portraits of herself with Michael, and Michael’s favorite picture of Susan and her father sitting on a picnic table at a Pennsylvania state park, taken when Susan was ten.

In the small bookcase were books Michael liked, along with coloring books, toy soldiers, and stuffed animals. There were also recent pictures of Michael with Nick, Susan’s ex-husband, and his new wife, Elaine. Prominently displayed was a blown-up snapshot of Michael and David Gold wearing matching T-shirts which bore the legend AREA SIX VIOLENT CRIMES. Michael idolized Gold, and never let a vacation go by without paying a visit to Gold’s office in the Loop.

The apartment was emptier now that Susan’s roommate, Carolyn, a news producer at WGN, had left to move in with her boyfriend. However, Carolyn’s cat, a ten-year-old former stray named Margie, remained here because Carolyn’s boyfriend was allergic to cats. As Susan passed through the bedroom the cat opened one eye to acknowledge her passing, then went back to sleep.

Susan gave herself a quick look in the bathroom mirror.

I look like hell, she thought. Fatigue had combined with a long and busy day to leave her hair awry and her makeup smudged.

“Oh, well,” she said aloud as she wiped off her eye makeup entirely. “He can stand it if I can.” She unpinned her hair, tied it back in a ponytail, and left the bathroom. She put on the first pair of jeans she saw in her drawer.

David Gold was Susan’s closest friend on the Chicago PD and the man who had convinced her to become a psychic consultant to the police. Gold had seen her at her worst in their years together. Police work seldom leaves a woman time or energy to look her best. Still, she felt the need to look at least halfway attractive for him.

Gold arrived just in time to hear the reading of the verdict. The jury found Calvin Wesley Train guilty with special circumstances. In a prepared statement the jury foreman expressed the panel’s desire that Calvin Wesley Train be executed to ensure that he never be at large again in the event of changes in the death penalty laws.

After being dismissed the jury gave a news conference. All twelve panelists said they had found the deliberations comparatively easy because of the massive evidence against the defendant. They also said that Calvin Wesley Train’s own testimony had worked against him.

“We agreed with Dr. Shader’s view that the defendant was putting on a performance of remorse,” said the foreman. “He seemed rehearsed to us, and not sincere.”

The jury had been convinced by Susan’s explanation that a truly incapacitating mental illness would not have allowed the defendant to deal with his victim in so organized and sadistic a manner. “Dr. Shader’s testimony was a great blow to the defense,” said one juror. “She stood up to Mr. Penn and stuck to her guns.”

David Gold accepted the beer Susan held out to him.

“Well, you did your job,” he said.

“It wasn’t pleasant. Did you see the way Train looked at me?” Susan sat down on the couch and crossed her legs.

“Yeah. I don’t think he likes you.”

Susan shook her head. “I hope he stays behind bars. I wouldn’t feel safe if he got out.”

“He won’t get out.” Gold shook his head. “As long as there is a death row, Cal Train will be on it. I never saw a meaner guy.”

“Mean, yes. But subtle, too,” Susan said. “It makes him scarier. In my conversations with him I found something almost spiritual about him. As though he were wedded to evil in some transcendent way.” “Like being with the devil himself?” Gold asked.

“I don’t believe in the devil.” Susan laughed. “At least I didn’t up to now. But, yes, that’s what it was like. He has a kind of spiritual thrust or power. He’s very frightening.”

“Well,” Gold said, “you’re pretty frightening yourself.”

“Is that a compliment?” she asked, smiling.

He let his eyes rest on her. In her jeans and T-shirt, she did not look a day older than she had the first time he met her. Her hair was shorter now, and her eyes bore the look of hard experience in the professional world. But she had another quality, hard to name, that never failed to charm him and raise his spirits. A kind of innocence, perhaps, that only grew deeper as she matured. It stood out more sharply when she dressed informally.

At that moment the cat appeared in the doorway and gave Gold a long look. Gold turned to acknowledge her, but she was already padding away toward the bedrooms.

“Checking you out,” Susan said. Margie was a naturally aloof animal who had taken over a year to get used to Susan. But the cat’s territoriality would not allow her to permit strangers in the house without at least one withering stare.

Gold stayed long enough to chat with Susan about his daughters and his wife, Carol, a violist with the Chicago Symphony. Gold asked Susan how Michael was doing, and she brought him up-to-date. Her custody arrangement with Nick was amicable, but she missed Michael terribly when he was not here, and kept in close touch by telephone and e-mail.

Gold was reasonably sure that he and Carol would have no more children, so that made Michael officially the son he had never had. Gold looked forward to Michael’s regular trips from California, and took him to ball games when he was in town.

At ten-thirty Gold looked at his watch and stood up.

“Long day,” he said. “At least we got the news today.”

“I’m glad, too.” Susan gave him a tired smile.

“Get some rest,” he said. “Talk to you tomorrow, maybe.”

“Good night, David.”



After Gold left Susan went through the apartment, turning off lights and peeling off clothes in her passage. She rarely stayed up this late.

She took a hot shower, called her answering service, and checked her answering machine. There were several messages of congratulation from friends and colleagues who had heard about the Train verdict.

One of the messages was from Nick, Susan’s ex-husband in California.

“Your verdict was on every station,” Nick said. “Good work, Susan. Call me when you get the chance. Michael wants to speak to you, too.”

She would call tomorrow, she decided, when Michael got home from school. Right now she felt too exhausted to talk to anyone.

She threw her terry-cloth robe on the chair in the bedroom and got into bed. She was glad the trial was over. The verdict had pleased her, but the Harley Ann Saeger case had left a chill in her nerves that might last a long time. In the course of the trial she had come to know the girl’s parents, who had suspended their plans for divorce after her abduction, but now intended to go through with it.

Both parents had been devastated by the testimony they heard in court. Their daughter’s sufferings had been unspeakable. The mother, June, was haunted by guilt about the planned divorce and its effect on Harley’s last few months of life. She could not escape her morbid suspicion that in some way Harley’s pain and alienation, due to her parents’ problems, had made her vulnerable to Train’s seduction at the Cave of the Mounds. Susan had tried without much success to reassure her. She suspected both parents might need some therapy in the future, despite the relief they felt at the verdict.

Susan lay in bed, her unpinned hair splayed over the pillow. She listened to the silence of the apartment. She thought of opening the book she was reading, but changed her mind and turned out the light.

Her eyes closed almost immediately. Images from the trial jittered before her mind, accompanied by the voices that had rung in her ears for so many weeks. It was impossible to turn it all off. She tried to call forth her son’s face, as she often did at bedtime, just to contemplate it and to think about her love for him.

But something got in the way. She saw the photograph of Harley Ann Saeger that had been shown so many times in the media over the past year. She saw the face of Calvin Wesley Train, handsome, dark, intelligent. And the face of Alexander Penn, indignant and angry as he attacked her.

For one long moment she allowed herself the emotion she had banished all these months. The fear the doomed little girl must have felt came to her. Her breathing became short, her hands grew cold. Her nipples tightened. Tears welled in her eyes.

Where are we going?

Please. No.

Please . . .

With a deep breath Susan got control of herself and forced the terror down. It belonged with the feelings she could not allow herself to feel.

Her effort seemed to work. After a few minutes her mind began to wander. Dream images bumped softly against each other like clouds meeting in a windy sky.

But the truth opened Susan’s eyes before sleep could close them for the night. She lay staring at the ceiling, remembering.

She had lied to Alexander Penn and to the jury.

Her second sight had played a role in her conclusions about Calvin Wesley Train.

The day she shook Train’s hand and touched the tattoo on his arm, she saw what had been in Train’s mind when he watched the children outside the school bus and noticed Harley Ann Saeger wandering away from the group.

It was her vagina. He was looking at her legs and thinking about what her vagina would taste like.

That was the only thought in his mind as he beckoned to the girl.
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“Career criminal Calvin Wesley Train was found guilty of first degree murder with special circumstances today by a jury in Madison, Wisconsin, after a hard-fought trial which took nearly five months.

“Train, who abducted and killed third-grader Harley Ann Saeger last year, was defended aggressively by high-profile attorney Alexander Penn. An eloquent witness in his own defense, Train insisted he had no memory of harming the girl . . .”



LOUD MUSIC was playing, so it was somewhat difficult to hear the reporter’s voice. The bar was full of regulars who worked in the Loop and were here for a beer or a cocktail before heading for home.

Most of the dinner tables were unoccupied, but a few patrons were having dinner at the bar. The place served a variety of sandwiches and hamburgers.

Miranda Becker was drinking a margarita and waiting for her cobb salad. It had been a long day and she was too tired to face going home alone and cooking a solitary supper. She had been here before, with friends, and knew the food.

But there was another reason, one she did not like to admit to herself. Doug might come in here on his way home.

He wouldn’t be alone, but that was one reason she wanted to see him. To see who he was with.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror over the bar. She looked pretty, she thought. The slight pallor, the dark eyes, the long hair. She had lost weight, and was wearing a snug sweater and tight slacks she could not have fit into six months ago.

She looked like what she was: a woman who had cut her links to the person she was only a short time ago. A clean slate. A person trying to start over.

Unfortunately, the despair under her careful makeup and new clothes was as visible as the slight wrinkles around her eyes. She was not as young as she used to be. The clock was ticking. She had invested four years in Doug and got nothing out of them. Now she was four years older. Her market value was slipping with every birthday.

She sipped her drink and shook her head slightly. It was hard being a woman. She hated this jungle in which all unmarried women had to compete. There was no honor in it, no value. Only the frantic struggle to get chosen before others. The battle to grab off the available man before another attractive, smart, eligible woman got him first.

The face in the mirror was still young. But the battle she was fighting made her feel old before her time.

She remembered Jane Fonda in Klute, the prostitute dragging herself into a music bar to look for men, doing a half-hearted ersatz of swaying to the music with a bright smile, then abruptly faltering, sagging, her face expressing the disgust and loneliness she felt inside. Then pulling herself together, exhaustedly . . .

That was what Miranda saw in her own face as she looked in this mirror. A bright, eligible young woman trying to look attractive, trying to hide her emptiness and despair. This was not real. This was not living.

“Hello. Haven’t we met?”

The voice belonged to a face that had appeared at her side in the mirror. He didn’t look familiar.

“I don’t think so,” she said, her voice intentionally off-putting.

“I guess I must have seen you here before. I’m in here pretty often.”

The bartender was approaching. The jukebox was playing the Phish tune she liked, “Bouncing Around the Room.” The stranger ordered himself a glass of wine without offering Miranda another margarita. She studied his face in the mirror. A tall man, rather good-looking. Not in the way Doug was good-looking, but not bad.

He sipped at his wine in silence before turning to her.

“I hate this season.”

Miranda gave him a low-voltage smile. “Why?”

“It’s the doldrums,” he said. “The weather stinks. Summer won’t be back for a long time. There’s nothing to look forward to but Thanks-giving with the relatives, and then the holidays. I’d feel better if it was March.”

“Then what would there be to look forward to?” Miranda asked, hearing her own depression in her voice.

“Summer, anyway.” He twisted the glass of wine, watching the pattern of the condensation.

“What happens in the summer?” Miranda asked, knowing she was encouraging him.

“I’m a sailor,” he said. “I have a sailboat here in the marina.” He looked at her. “Do you sail?”

“I have.” She nodded. “But not in a long time.”

“I love to get my feet off dry land,” he said. “It’s an escape. I know it’s dumb, but when I get away from the shore I feel free. I feel cleansed.”

She knew what he meant. But she had never felt that way, not at all. Boats stank of bait and fish. The slapping of the water against the hull grated on her nerves, and she was prone to seasickness. She never felt liberated at all on a boat.

“Well, you can escape for a while,” she said. “But you always have to come back to dry land.”

“I’m afraid that’s true,” he said, smiling at her in the mirror. “And dry land isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”

To her surprise, she was getting over her embarrassment. He seemed a decent sort. Friendly, self-deprecating. She wondered whether he sensed her mood and was playing to it, or whether he himself felt sad and empty, as she did.

“Tell me,” he said. “What do you do for escape?”

She thought for a moment.

“Think,” she said. “Read. Music, sometimes.”

“I envy you.” He smiled. “Thinking has never done it for me. All I do is brood.”

She nodded. But she had spoken honestly. Thinking was indeed her greatest escape. She could sit in a chair and let her mind roam aimlessly over a landscape made up of memory, reflection, imagination, mixing elements of them all, drifting through them without being held by any particular one. She had learned how to do this as a little girl, when her parents were fighting or when something at school got her down. The mind was a powerful escape if one knew how to use it right.

“It’s a two-edged sword,” she said diplomatically. She could see he was the type who forgot his troubles through recreation. It would be difficult for him to understand her. She felt a bitter twinge of irony as she realized she was sizing him up for a relationship. She looked at his image in the mirror. Together they made a handsome couple.

“What kind of music do you like?” he asked.

This was the turning point, she told herself. One more personal word about herself and he would ask her to join him. It was up to her.

She glanced at the clock. Six forty-five. Doug might still show up. If he did, he would not be alone. She hated the idea of letting him see her eating a solitary supper at the bar. Wouldn’t it be better if she were with someone?

Besides, why not start over? What difference did it make if she had wasted four years of her life on one man?

Ancient history, she thought sadly.

She looked once more at the face in the mirror. Inwardly she sighed.

“Mozart,” she said.



Two hours later Miranda awoke with a crashing headache that forced her to keep her eyes closed.

The peculiar smell in her nostrils seemed to be the source of the terrible pain. Chloroform? She didn’t know.

She was lying on her back, her hands and feet tied to the corners of the bed. Was it a bed? Or just a mattress? It felt strange against her skin.

She drifted in and out of consciousness. What was going on? What had happened? She remembered the stranger in the bar, a drive in his car, a drink. Then nothing.

She fought the headache, clenching her eyes shut and moaning softly. She suspected it was morning. Was she in his bed, or hers? Had she done what she was afraid she had done?

He came into the room, interrupting her reflections. He was wearing a surgical mask and a scrub suit. He seemed busy, preoccupied. Miranda thought she was dreaming.

He knelt by her side, tied a tourniquet around her arm, and stuck a needle into her. He was muttering to himself, but her terror combined with the effects of the drug to keep her from understanding.

Now she realized the ceiling was mirrored. She could see herself lying naked, tied to the mattress. This could not be a dream, she thought.

“Hold still,” he said.

A plastic bag was attached to the needle in her arm. She saw it filling with her own blood.

“What are you doing?” she cried.

Only the formless mutter answered her. She could feel her blood going out of her. She opened her mouth to scream, but passed out before she could utter a sound.

When she came to, she felt pain in her hands and feet. She instinctively tried to pull her hands to her face, but they were tied down. She knew now that this was not a dream.

“Help!” she screamed. “Help me!”

He came back into the room. The look in his eyes had changed. They were sparkling with expectation. His hands were held up. He was wearing surgical gloves. In his right hand was a scalpel.

As he came closer she saw that he was naked from the waist down. A long penis swayed between his legs, erect and moist.

“Don’t,” she said in a trembling voice. “Don’t.”

He crouched beside her.

“Just relax,” he said.

He placed the blade at a point just below her rib cage.
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