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No easy fine, no mere apology or formal expiation, will satisfy the world�s demands, but every pound of flesh exacted is soaked with all its blood. The subtlest forms of suffering known to man are connected with the poisonous humiliations incidental to these results.
William James



ONE

Monday, March 13, 1995
Day Shift
0729 hours
It was a secret place and like most secret places, it was forbidden and dangerous.
Kendra discovered it when she took the long way home from school one day, and immediately shared it with Amy. The two girls swore each other to secrecy in hushed tones, their pinkie fingers locked. Amy was the one who named it the Fairy Castle.
She and Amy didn�t want Kendra�s brothers or other neighborhood boys finding out about Fairy Castle, so they kept their secret as best they could.
Of course, Kendra told her mother everything and so it was only a matter of time before Mrs. Ferguson was down at Fairy Castle to check things out.
�Ugh,� she�d said. �Girls, this place is so dirty.�
�You have to use your imagination, Mom,� Kendra had told her. She swept her hand across the small dirt cave. �This is the ballroom, where we have our dances, and-�
�Kendra, honey, this is a dirt cave dug into the side of a pile of dirt and held up by a couple of boards.� She pointed to the two pieces of lumber jammed up into the low roof ceiling. �You don�t know if animals come in here or other kids-�
�Mom, it�s a secret place,� Kendra told her. �No one knows but us.�
Mrs. Ferguson shook her head. �It�s not safe. I don�t want you playing here anymore. Do you understand?�
�But, Mom-�
�No buts. You are not allowed to play here anymore and that is final.�
After Kendra�s Mom said they couldn�t go there any more, Amy didn�t dare tell her parents about Fairy Castle. School was out for a whole week and the two girls were planning on spending as much time as possible at their secret, forbidden place.
Last night�s rain covered the city streets and left behind small puddles in the cracks and holes in the roadway. Kendra jumped in the air and landed in a small puddle, sending a spray of water in Amy�s direction.
�Knock it off, Kenny,� Amy said, knowing her friend hated being called that.
Kendra frowned for a moment and considered splashing Amy again. She decided not to and quickly caught up to her, skipping her way to Amy�s side.
�I think we should have a wedding today,� Amy said.
Kendra smiled. A wedding. That was perfect.
�You can be the bride,� Amy said, pushing a lock of her dark her behind her ear. Kendra has seen Mrs. Dugger do that, too. �And I�ll be your maid of honor.�
�What�s that?�
�It�s like the bride�s best friend. She gets to stand next to her while she gets married.�
Kendra beamed. She would get to be the bride and have her best friend next to her. What could be better?
�Who will you marry?� Amy asked her.
That was a serious question and Kendra gave it considerable thought.
�And no one from school,� Amy blurted. �You have to marry a movie star or some famous person.�
Her first inclination was to choose Prince Charming from the movie Sleeping Beauty, but he was only a cartoon. She knew Amy would be quick to point that out and then she would just have to choose again, anyway, so she dropped the whole idea and gave it some more deep thought.
The girls turned onto Stevens and headed for the empty lot on the corner, less than half a block from Fairy Castle now. Kendra felt a small surge of panic. She had to decide who she wanted to marry before they reached the secret place. But who?
�I know who I�d marry,� Amy whispered.
The sound of a vehicle turning the corner behind them caused both to move to the sidewalk.
�Who?�
Amy gave her a secretive smile. �You can�t tell anyone.�
Kendra raised her hand, small finger extended. �Pinkie swear.�
Amy reached out and locked fingers. �I�d marry Westley.�
�Westley who?� she asked
�You know,� Amy said, and Kendra did. Westley was a character from their favorite movie, The Princess Bride. He was handsome and nice and more importantly, he was real and not a cartoon. Kendra wished she had thought of that first. Maybe-
�That�s who I was going to say,� she told Amy.
�Too late,� Amy teased. �He�s going to be my husband and we�re getting married tomorrow at Fairy Castle.�
�But I�m getting married today.�
Amy shrugged. �You�ll just have to marry someone else, I guess.�
�But I wanted to marry Westley, too.�
�Why didn�t you say so?�
Kendra bit her lip. �I was�thinking about how my dress should look, that�s all.�
�Liar,� Amy said, shaking her head.
�It�s true!�
�Nuh-uh, Kenny.�
�I�m not lying-�
The chirp of tires coming to a sudden stop caused both girls to turn their heads toward the street. A blue van had pulled to a stop next to them. The side door slid open and a tall, thin man stepped out with a black ski mask over his face.
Kendra�s eyes widened and struggled to think of what she was taught to do in these situations.
The man reached for Amy, who stood frozen in place just like her.
She watched the man�s white hands grasp Amy by the upper arms and pull her to his chest.
The man�s eyes flashed to her and she saw something in them she knew instinctively was bad for her. She turned and sprinted away as fast as her legs would carry her.
The sound of the van door slamming shut and the engine gunning spurred her to run even faster. She knew she couldn�t outrun the van and hoped wildly someone would save her before the van screeched to a stop next to her and the man in black gobbled her into his arms, too.
Kendra�s heart pounded in her chest, her neck, her temples. She couldn�t get enough air into her tiny lungs. But her legs pumped like two pistons, running straight and hard.
The roar of the engine faded and then she found herself alone, too scared even to cry.

TWO


0807 hours
Bang!
Stefan Kopriva lowered his.40-caliber pistol to a ready position and scanned left and right before holstering. He snuck a look at the silhouette target just five yards away and was glad to see that his shots were in the ten-ring.
�Are all weapons holstered?� boomed the voice of Sergeant Morgan, the range-master. There was no response. After two seconds, the voice boomed again. �All weapons are holstered. Move back to the seven yard line.�
Kopriva shuffled back two yards to the red stripe painted on the concrete. His bad knee gave him a twinge of pain. He glanced up and down the line at the other ten officers who were qualifying that morning. From two positions away, Katie MacLeod gave him a small, secretive smile. Kopriva felt a small flutter low in his stomach and grinned back at her.
The outdoor intercom clicked again and the range-master�s voice boomed. �From the seven yard line, you will shoot nine shots. All nine will be one-handed. The first five will be with the strong hand. Then switch. The last four will be with the weak hand. You will have fifteen seconds.�
Kopriva inhaled deeply through his nose and exhaled steadily through his mouth. Five with his right hand, four with the left. Fifteen seconds. His stare bore into the target, which was now turned away from him. He concentrated on the one-inch sliver of wood that the silhouette was stapled to.
�Assume a ready position. Remember to focus on the front sight.� There was a pause after Sergeant Morgan�s final instructions, then the target turned to face the shooters.
Kopriva drew smoothly and leveled his weapon at the target. His eye focused on the front sight. He found the target, which was appropriately fuzzy. He squeezed the trigger.
Bam!
Taking only a brief moment to reacquire his target, Kopriva squeezed off four more rounds. He paid no attention to where they may have hit. Switching hands, he raised the pistol again and put the front sight on the fuzzy target.
He felt the dull ache in his shoulder and upper arm. Ignoring it, Kopriva squeezed the trigger. The gun gave a sharp report and bucked in his hand. Slivers of pain shot up and down his arm.
He squeezed and the gun kicked again. The pain increased slightly. Kopriva ground his teeth and fired a third time. By the time he fired the fourth and final shot, the pain was buzzing like an electrical current from his elbow to his collar bone and back again. Even his left knee, which had only been a distant ache all day, seemed to sing out with more pain in answer to his arm.
Kopriva swallowed hard and scanned briefly before shifting the gun back into his right hand. He holstered a little awkwardly, still not used to the plainclothes holster after almost four years of wearing a patrol duty belt.
The target turned before he could get a look at where he�d hit.
At the fifteen-yard line, he fired five rounds while kneeling and nine rounds while standing. He knelt on his right knee to spare his left from the pressure, but it throbbed in protest even at being bent sharply. Sweat trickled down his back, even though the Spring morning was cool. He forgot to look to see where his rounds landed before the target turned.
The final distance for the department qualification shoot was twenty-five yards. He fired another fourteen rounds, kneeling and standing. There was no time limit, so his target remained facing him until the last officer finished firing. He rose slowly after his last shot. His knee felt ragged and his left arm and shoulder throbbed from the effort of being a support side as he�d fired. He tried to ignore the pain, thinking of the pills in his car. Instead, he strained to see if any rounds had hit outside the black silhouette.
After Sergeant Morgan had directed everyone to clear their weapons, he was allowed to go forward and retrieve his target. He was at the seven-yard line when he saw the small hole in white paper, just over the right shoulder of the silhouette.
A clean miss.
He had two groin shots, which cost him points, but he didn�t worry so much about those. It was still a hit and an effective one on a human target. He had a tight cluster of holes punched in the center of the target and a few drifting outward, but all were good hits. Except for the one.
Kopriva carried his target back towards the range building to score it. Co-ops, who were college students studying law enforcement at the local community college, had already begun to pick up the expended brass at each position.
Kopriva suppressed a sigh. He preferred combat shoots to department qualifications. Punching holes in paper was fine for the basics, but he found that not only did he enjoy the combat shoots more, he was better at them. The range personnel usually did an excellent job of setting up a challenging course to put officers through. They used hostages, metal targets and pop-ups to effect a sense of realism.
�How�d you do, Stef?� Katie asked as she fell into step next to him.
Kopriva shrugged. �Dunno yet. Threw one, though.�
Katie held her target up for him to see. A hole the size of a small saucer was torn raggedly in the center of the target. One errant round was just to the left in the eight-ring.
Kopriva tried to appear disgusted.
She wouldn�t even have to add hers up. Fifty rounds, ten points each. She got one eight, forty-nine tens. Four hundred and ninety-eight. She�d get rated as a Master shooter again.
�Nice shooting, show-off,� he muttered.
�Jealous?� Katie�s eyes shined.
He shook his head. �No. I�d like to see you try that naked, though.�
�I�ll bet you would.� Katie smiled, but looked around to see if anyone had heard.
They entered the range building. Katie put her target in the used target stack and filled out her slip, handing it to Sergeant Morgan.
�See you later,� she whispered to Kopriva as she walked by and out the door.
Kopriva watched her go. He was glad she was careful about letting people know they were seeing each other. It was no one�s business and if it became common knowledge, it would invariably cause trouble. It was trouble he was willing to endure if necessary, but he did not particularly welcome it. The rumor mill at the River City Police Department was grinding, always grinding.
Kopriva was surprised that he missed her already.
He added up his score. He came up with four hundred and sixty when he felt a tap on his shoulder. Sergeant Morgan stood beside him. The stern range-master pointed to Kopriva�s single miss with the end of his pen.
�Good target. Except for that.� He looked to Kopriva for an explanation.
Kopriva thought about the dull throb in his knee and the buzzing current in left arm. �No excuse, Sarge,� he said.
�Take your time,� Morgan told him gruffly. �You can�t miss fast enough.�
Kopriva nodded as if he hadn�t heard the same piece of advice as many times as �focus on the front sight.� He knew Morgan�s concern was sincere and even if he was a zealot, it didn�t bother Kopriva. The training had saved his life on at least one very infamous occasion.
Sergeant Morgan gave him a fatherly nod and wandered off to inspect the results of other officers.
Kopriva put his target in the used stack. A Co-op stapled new targets onto the old ones. He recognized Kopriva. His eyes grew eager behind his acne-riddled face and Kopriva knew a question was coming. He knew exactly what the question would be.
�You�re Kopriva, right?�
�Yes.�
�You were in the shootout at the Circle K.�
Kopriva nodded.
�Oh, wow, man.� The Co-op�s eyes shone with admiration, then turned serious. He leaned forward intently. �Did shooting these targets help? I mean, when things were for real and guys were shooting at you, did any of this really help?�
Kopriva glanced away and shifted his weight to his right leg. �Yes,� was all he said.
�Did you-� the Co-op started to ask, but another voice interrupted in a harsh, sarcastic tone.
�Excuse me, can I get through?�
Kopriva stepped aside as Jack Stone moved forward to put his target on the stack. Obvious disgust filled the fifteen-year veteran�s face. The Co-op didn�t seem to notice, but Kopriva could feel the hostility radiating off of Stone. He knew Stone as a by-the-books officer, even if he was gruff with the public. Kopriva had heard that Stone generated more than his fair share of citizen complaints. He also knew that he required a backup unit for virtually everything and despised �code-four cowboys� who did things with what he considered insufficient back-up.
Stone was not alone in his feelings among patrol officers, Kopriva knew. Since the shooting at the Circle K, his reputation as the eminent code-four cowboy had soared.
Stone turned from the rack and regarded Kopriva with a curled lip. �What would you know about following training?� he said in a low voice.
Kopriva felt a surge of dull anger at the veteran�s condemnation. He knew when he was code-thirteen, needing a backup, and he knew when he was code-four and didn�t. That night at the Circle K, he needed everyone he could get as he stumbled onto an armed robbery in progress. The robber had been known as Scarface, who had a run of about twenty robberies in little more than a month. When he was ambushed at the scene by Isaiah Morris, a Compton Crip, and shot three times, he needed even more help. It seemed like forever before backup arrived.
But his reputation persisted. One thing Kopriva had learned on the police department was that a reputation, once applied, stuck. Only an edict from the Pope could get it removed.
As he returned Stone�s stare with his own, Kopriva knew it might be something more, too. About a week before the shootout at the Circle K, he had been with Karl Winter when the veteran officer died in the street from the gunshot wounds Scarface gave him. He took three bullets from the robber�s thirty-eight caliber when he�d stopped the getaway car one August night. One had nicked the officer�s aorta. Kopriva had arrived in time to hold Winter�s hand as the man�s life bled out into the warm asphalt.
Once the sound and fury over his shooting had simmered down, Kopriva heard rumblings that some of the older officers blamed him for not doing more to save Winter that night. No one had ever said anything to him directly, but the idea had been grist for the rumor mill for some time and seemingly still was.
When it was clear Kopriva wasn�t going to answer, Stone grunted and moved away, having made his point.
The Co-op started to ask another question, but Kopriva raised his hand to stop him. �I�ve got a doctor�s appointment. I have to go.�
He left the Co-op standing there as he gathered up his duty magazine and ammunition and left the range building.
Once in his truck, Kopriva drove toward the police station at a leisurely pace. On duty, he used to drive like Al Unser, but off-duty in his own rig, he was far more conservative. He knew that his chances of getting a ticket inside River City were almost nil, but he didn�t like to take advantage of that job perk. The rush-hour traffic had subsided and the drive was a pleasant one.
He felt momentarily guilty for having left the range without cleaning his duty weapon, but remaining there would have meant withstanding more questions and hero worship from the Co-op student. Kopriva appreciated all of the volunteers who worked with River City PD, including the college students who went out and took some of the crap calls, freeing officers up for the more pressing calls. However, most of the Co-ops were looking for a career in law enforcement and had some unrealistic ideas about what it was like. Kopriva didn�t want to be their hero.
His shooting was over six months ago and the department still had not returned his original duty gun to him. Technically, the gun he carried now was a loaner, but he wondered if he would ever see his old gun again. In truth, it didn�t matter much. The only difference between them was the serial number. Still, Kopriva found himself wishing they would take the gun off of property, close his case and give BAN346 back to him.
It was good luck.
At least the Internal Affairs portion of the investigation was complete. IA had been unable to find any evidence of wrongdoing on his part during the shooting. They did manage to say something in their report about Kopriva�s attitude towards gang members and how it might have precipitated certain events that might not have otherwise happened.
He smiled ruefully and wished he could write his arrest reports in the same fashion. He�d be able to make five times as many arrests if he didn�t have to worry about things like probable cause and being accurate.
Kopriva forced himself to stop thinking about IA. They made career points out of busting cops, so they tried hard to do exactly that. They found fault in every action an officer took, as all Monday-morning quarterbacks will do. He knew that he had been subjected to more scrutiny because he�d killed a black man. He knew that IA was still upset at the time because Karl Winter had the poor manners to die in the line of duty and could not be subjected to an IA investigation.
Turning left onto Division, Kopriva felt a twinge of pain in his shoulder. According to the doctors, his left arm had only sixty-percent of the strength and flexibility it once had. The broken collarbone and the wound that caused it had healed well, but the one he took in his upper arm caused too much damage to recover completely. In addition to that, his knee ached constantly and sometimes forced him to limp. The half-inch hole in his kneecap was covered by only a thin piece of skin.
Kopriva turned on the radio and turned the dial to the classic rock station. Eric Clapton�s guitar licks blasted from the speakers and Kopriva recognized the riff from Layla immediately. He hummed along and wondered why there were so many people like Stone who were still angry at him. He hadn�t asked to roll up on a robbery. He hadn�t asked to have to shoot the robber. He certainly hadn�t asked to be hunted down by a Crip and his associate and shot three times.
He�d hoped that the time he�d spend on light duty and out of the patrol spotlight would help reduce his fame or infamy or whatever it was. But the shooting seemed to generate either respect and admiration, as in the case of the Co-op, or thinly veiled hostility, as in Stone�s. Nonetheless, Kopriva hoped that if no one in patrol saw his face for a while, the whole incident would fade into memory and people would treat him more like they used to.
Kopriva pulled into the employee parking at the station and found a space. He cut Clapton�s guitar off in mid-note and sat in his seat for a long moment. He rolled his left shoulder and flexed the arm back and forth at the elbow. He was rewarded with dull pain.
In the glove box, he found a brown prescription bottle. It was nearly empty. He popped it open and fished out two pills. One of them he slipped into his pocket for later. He popped the other one into his mouth and dry-swallowed it.
No one would forget anything, he knew.
Nor would he forget. He was remembering it every day when he worked light duty and every night when he slept. It didn�t matter if he lay alone in the night or if Katie were next to him on her days off. He stared at the ceiling until he knew he wouldn�t be able to fall asleep. Then he�d get up and take a pill and return to staring at the ceiling until he faded off to sleep. And then he saw the faces of the dead.
Kopriva got out of his truck. He walked slowly toward the investigative division and into a hurricane.

THREE

0845 hours
Anthony Giovanni sat at the traffic light in his patrol car. His eyes automatically scanned forward, left, right and behind. In the car next to him, he noticed the blonde woman in the passenger seat. She was about twenty and flashed him a smile. Gio smiled back without a second thought. He rolled down his window and she did the same.
�How�s it going?� he asked.
�Good,� she said, her eyes dancing.
�You behaving yourself?� Gio asked.
�Would you arrest me if I wasn�t?�
Gio�s smile widened. �Oh, yeah. I�d be forced to cuff you and take you downtown.�
The light turned green. Neither car moved.
�Downtown?� the blonde asked. �That sounds promising.�
The driver was also blonde, but she was a bit heavier and her hair had platinum streaks. Gio figured that she was the passenger�s token fat friend.
Gio started to respond, but the car behind her car honked its horn. The blonde gave him a playful shrug and the car drove away and headed north. Gio didn�t move, but watched her go.
The car that had honked pulled forward. The old man in the driver�s seat gave Gio a baleful look as he drove past.
Gio ignored him and turned right, continuing his random patrol.
�Adam-257,� his radio squawked.
He picked up the mike and keyed it. �Go ahead.�
�Family Dispute at 4318 North Waterbury,� came Irina�s voice. �The complainant states that her six-year-old daughter just returned home from playing with her friend and is claiming something bad happened. The six-year-old is upset and not making any sense. 4318 N. Waterbury, and advise on back-up units.�
�I�ll be code four for now,� Gio stated, knowing that most of his sector-mates were out at the Academy qualifying with their handguns. He glanced quickly left and right and swung a u-turn. He drove quickly to the address, arriving less than three minutes later.
The house was a single-family rancher, the same as every other one on the block except that it was a lime green. The lawn looked like it was intermittently well-cared for. A woman in her thirties sat on the porch waiting for him. Her hair was a deep red. Gio thought she had the look of a beauty queen turned housewife, with the requisite fifteen or twenty extra pounds thrown in.
�You called the police, ma�am?�
�It�s my daughter,� she said. �She�s upset.�
�Is she hurt?�
�Not that I can tell.�
�Okay,� Gio said and removed his notebook from his shirt pocket.
Most officers waited until they knew that they were going to have to take a report before collecting the necessary biographical information. Gio preferred to get it out of the way quickly. Besides, it gave the citizens a chance to regain a measure of control, since the information he asked them for was information they knew. That was in contrast to the situation most of the time, where the outcome was uncertain for them.
�Your name, ma�am?�
�Jill Ferguson.�
�Middle initial?�
�P.�
Giovanni continued scribbling in his notebook as Jill provided him her remaining information. When he had collected everything he needed, Gio tucked his notebook back into his pocket.
�You said your daughter was upset?�
�Yeah. My daughter Kendra.�
�She�s how old?�
�Six. Frankly, officer, I was a little hesitant to even call. Kendra is a bit of a drama princess, if you know what I mean.�
Gio nodded his head, but said nothing.
She continued. �She also has an active imagination. And both have gotten worse since the divorce. Usually when she gets upset, I either leave her alone for a while and she gets over it or I grab onto her and we just snuggle together. A little mommy-daughter time.�
�But you called this time?�
�Yes. She just seemed more upset than usual and she said �something bad� had happened. But she wouldn�t tell me what it was.�
�The dispatcher said she was playing with her friend before she came home?�
Jill nodded. �Yes. Her best friend, Amy Dugger.�
�Do you suppose she had a falling out with her friend? That could make a six-year-old think the world was ending.�
�I don�t know. I tried to call Kathy-that�s Amy�s mom-but no one answered.�
Gio nodded. �And Kendra wouldn�t tell you what happened, you said?�
�No. Not a word.�
�Would she tell her father, do you think?�
Jill scowled. �I doubt he could tear himself away from his new girlfriend long enough to acknowledge he has a daughter.�
Gio let that pass. �So you think she might tell me?�
Jill shrugged. �I hope so. She really liked the officer that visited her school back in January. Do you know Officer Will? Sorry, I don�t know his last name.�
�Officer Will Reiser,� Gio said. �He works on my platoon.�
�Really? Well, she thought he was great. I guess he told funny stories or something. Anyway, I figured maybe she would talk to a police officer.�
�I�d be happy to try,� Gio said.
Typical day shift call, he thought. The Day tour was filled with lost puppies and Billy-hit-Tommy calls, sandwiched between serious calls such as armed robberies and domestic violence. In a way, that made this tour even more dangerous than graveyard. At least on graveyard, you knew you were in constant danger and could remain constantly vigilant. On days, an officer needed to soften his image a bit and work harder at public relations, since a greater percentage of the people he came into contact with were regular, tax-paying citizens. The danger level was more sporadic and an officer could find himself having difficulty shifting between the two modes.
She stood and opened the screen door, motioning him inside.
Gio entered the house and saw that it was well-kept. A few toys lay around, mostly sports equipment and guns. �You have boys, too?�
�Two. Alex and Mason.�
�How old?�
�Thirteen and nine.�
The door to Kendra�s bedroom had a crayon drawing of a sunflower taped to it. Gio smiled at it.
Jill knocked lightly on the door. �Ken? It�s Mommy. There�s a visitor here for you.�
There was no answer.
Jill looked at Gio and shrugged, then reached for the door knob. Gio caught her hand lightly and held it.
�If it�s okay with you,� he whispered, �and if she seems okay with it, I�d like you to step out of the room after you introduce me.�
�Why?�
�She might be more willing to talk to me without you in the room. You said she�s had good experiences with the police, so she shouldn�t be afraid of me. But kids just seem to clam up with their parents in the room. That�s been my experience, anyway.�
Jill hesitated, then nodded. �Okay. If you think it�s best.�
�I do. Unless you can see that she is uncomfortable with me. If that�s the case, then by all means, stay. I�ll leave it up to you. You know her best.�
�Okay,� Jill said.
Gio nodded to her and she nodded back. He let go of her hand and she opened the door to Kendra�s room.
Kendra sat on her bed, her back pressed against the corner where two walls met. Her knees were drawn up to her chest. Gio could see that she had been crying and that her face now bore a haunted look. His concern quickly grew.
�Baby, this is Officer�� Jill glanced over at Gio.
�Officer Giovanni,� Gio told her. He looked into Kendra�s eyes and smiled. �But you can call me Gio. All my friends do.�
Kendra didn�t respond.
Gio walked slowly toward the bed. When he reached the edge, he squatted down on his haunches, bringing himself to Kendra�s eye-level. There was a groaning creak of leather as he lowered himself and his radio chattered with some unrelated traffic. He shut it off.
�Kendra?� he said, keeping his voice soft and a small smile on his lips. �Your mom told me you know Officer Will. Is that true?�
At the mention of Reiser�s name, her eyes lit up with recognition. She nodded her head, but said nothing.
�I know Officer Will, too,� Gio told her. �In fact, he�s one of my good friends.�
Kendra looked at him but said nothing.
�He�s funny, isn�t he?� Gio asked. �He tells me funny stories all the time when we�re working. Did he tell you any funny stories?�
Kendra stared at him for a moment. Then, a small grin touched her lips. She nodded her head.
�What story did he tell you?�
Kendra spoke in soft, little-girl tones. �About the bad guy that hid in the garbage can. You know that story?�
�Yes, I do,� Gio said. �He told it to me, too.�
Gio was aware of movement behind him and realized that Jill Ferguson had left the room.
�How old are you, Kendra?� he asked.
She raised six fingers. The gesture seemed a little young for her, but he shrugged it off.
�I�m this many,� he said and flashed all ten fingers about six times.
Kendra giggled.
He shifted his weight and continued. �Kendra, do you know why I�m here?�
She hesitated, then shook her head.
�Well, you�re not in any trouble. I�m here because your Mommy is worried about you. Do you know why?�
Kendra shrugged.
�She said you were upset about something, but you wouldn�t tell her what. So she�s worried. Are you upset, Kendra?�
Kendra�s eyes swelled with tears.
�What is it?�
�It wasn�t�� Kendra burst into tears. ��my fault.�
Gio nodded his understanding. �All right. I�m sure it wasn�t. What happened?�
Kendra kept crying.
�Kendra? I can�t help you if you don�t tell me what the problem is.�
Her small sobbing continued.
Gio waited a few seconds, then rose slowly. He sat on the bed and leaned forward, catching Kendra�s eye. �I�m here to help, Kendra. But I need your help.�
Her sobs lessened. She wiped away tears.
�Can you help me?� Gio asked. �Can you tell me what has you so upset?�
Kendra looked him straight in the eye.
�They took her away.�

FOUR


0912 hours
The telephone rang and Lieutenant Alan Hart pounced on it like it was a cop who�d spent too long on a coffee break.
�Lieutenant Hart,� he intoned with what he believed was the most efficient blend of authority and professionalism.
�Lieutenant, it�s Officer Giovanni.�
Hart said nothing.
Gio continued. �I�m, uh, calling because I think we might have a situation here.�
�A situation?�
�Yeah. I�m talking to a little girl on a call and she-�
�Officer Giovanni.�
�Yeah?�
�Why aren�t you having this conversation with Sergeant Kiel?�
�Sorry?�
�It�s a plain enough question. Why aren�t you discussing field operations with a field sergeant?�
�Uh�because there aren�t any.�
�What?�
�Sergeant Kiel called in sick. He was the only one scheduled to work today.�
Hart pursed his lips and swore silently. Usually, he went to day shift roll call and made sure things ran smoothly. But he was facing an equipment audit at the end of the quarter and had elected to skip roll call and work on his paperwork.
�Who is in charge out there?�
�Corporal McGee,� Gio said.
A corporal? Hart sighed. That was tantamount to letting the inmates run the asylum for a shift.
�I figured McGee would just be kicking this upstairs to you, anyway, so I called you first,� Gio explained.
He was probably right, Hart knew, but he didn�t want to let Giovanni off so easily.
�The chain of command isn�t there for you to pick and choose, officer,� he lectured. �You should have called your corporal first.�
�You want me to hang up and do that?�
Hart tried to detect sarcasm in Giovanni�s voice, but found it was too difficult over the telephone. �No, it�s too late for that now. Go ahead and brief me.�
�All right. Lieutenant, I think we might have a kidnapped girl on our hands.�
�Kidnapped?�
�Sounds like it could be, yeah.�
�Are you sure she�s not just a runaway?�
�Pretty sure,� Gio said.
�What makes you so sure?�
�The witness who says a guy in a van grabbed her up.� This time the sarcasm in his voice was apparent.
�Officer, I don�t have time for word games,� Hart snapped. �Tell me what you have.�
�I�m talking with Kendra Ferguson, a six year old girl. She�s saying that when she and her friend Amy Dugger were coming home, a van pulled up next to them and a man with a ski mask got out of it. He grabbed Amy and took her.�
�But not this�Ferguson girl?�
�She ran.�
�She outran a full-grown man?�
�My guess is he gave up when she took off.�
�Your guess? Officer, this sounds like a fantastic story, doesn�t it?�
�I think she�s telling the truth.�
Hart smiled to himself. Police officers were all so sure that they were human lie detectors. �Have you contacted the other girl�s family?�
�Not yet. No one is answering the phone.�
Hart considered. On the one hand, a major event like a kidnapping was an excellent opportunity for him to showcase his skills that he�d recently learned at an Incident Command school. But invoking I.C. was a large, not to mention expensive, move. He didn�t really want to risk making it for what could be a runaway, or worse yet, a little girl playing hide and seek. He�d look foolish if he initiated a major incident and the child was found asleep under a comforter in her sibling�s bedroom or something.
No, he decided, he needed to be methodical. He would escalate the investigation slowly and by the book. That would show the Patrol Captain and the Chief of Police that he was capable of striking a balance between the perceived needs of the public and being a steward of department resources.
�Lieutenant?� Gio asked, prompting him.
Hart shook himself from his contemplation. �Officer,� he said in the careful voice he reserved for giving instructions to line officers, �this is what I want you to do.�
0916 hours
Gio hung up the phone, shaking his head. Hart was an idiot.
�What�s wrong?� Jill Ferguson asked him. She�d brewed a small pot of coffee and now sat at the kitchen table, watching him. A second cup was on the table in front of an empty kitchen chair.
Gio shook his head. �Boss problems.�
Jill nodded and studied his face.
He picked up the cup of coffee she�d made, thanked her and took a drink. His mind was whirring. Hart had ordered him to search the Ferguson house and to find Kathy Dugger, as well as searching the school and the neighborhood. He�d graciously offered to call radio and have another officer dispatched to assist him. Once they�d accomplished that, he wanted Gio to call him back. Then he�d decide if they had a kidnapping or not.
�You look troubled,� Jill said. Her coffee cup sat untouched in front of her.
Gio shrugged. �My lieutenant isn�t so sure Kendra�s account is�accurate.�
�He thinks she�s lying?�
Gio struggled with defending Hart, who he knew was wrong. But professionalism demanded it. �Not lying. Just�six, I guess.�
Jill pursed her lips. �Kendra has an active imagination,� she admitted, �but you called Kathy, right?�
Gio nodded his agreement. �No answer there yet.� He suppressed a sigh. �It�s just procedure. Another officer will help me out and we�ll just make sure Kendra isn�t mistaken.�
�What if she�s right, though?� Jill asked. �What if, while you�re wasting time checking out her story, she really was taken?�
Gio didn�t have an answer for her. His hands were tied.
�Because if that�s the case,� Jill said, �then her kidnappers are getting further and further away.�
0922 hours
Officer Jack Stone arrived at the Ferguson residence. Gio walked out to meet him and filled him in at the door of Stone�s patrol car.
�I suppose she could be making it up,� Stone said with a shrug. �She is only six. What do you think?�
�I think Hart is an idiot,� Gio said.
Stone shrugged again. That sentiment was considered a given on the day tour.
Gio shook his head in frustration. �But I�ve got to jump through his hoops.�
Stone gave a third shrug and tapped the steering wheel absently. �What do you want me to do?�
Gio sighed. �Would you cruise around the neighborhood and look for Amy? Check the school playground, places like that.�
�Got it. What are you going to do?�
�I�m going to get a good statement from our only witness so that when Hart gets off his ass and decides this really is a kidnapping, we�ll have something to go on.�
�Okay,� Stone said. �Hell of a day for the Sarge to get sick, huh?�
�You got that right.�
Gio tapped the top of Stone�s patrol car and stepped back. Stone drove away. Gio watched him go, then turned and trudged back up to the Ferguson�s front door.
Jill stood in the doorway and opened the screen door for him to enter. �Was that Officer Will?�
Gio shook his head. �Nah. That was Jack Stone. He�s about as far from Officer Will as you can get.�
Jill nodded that she understood. �So now what?�
�I need to finish my interview with Kendra. Then I go over to the Dugger�s house.�
�More coffee?�
�No, thanks,� Gio said with a grin. �I�m already buzzing. That stuff was strong.�
Jill shrugged. �I figure, why make coffee if it isn�t strong?�
�Good point.�
Jill asked, �Do you think I should go over to see Kathy once she�s home? Would that help you guys any?�
Gio hesitated. �I don�t know.�
�I don�t want to get in the way,� Jill said.
�It�s not that,� Gio told her. �It�s just that I don�t know how she�ll react. You never know. She�ll be upset and she might direct some of that at you, since Kendra was with Amy.�
�Why would she do that? It�s not Kendra�s fault.�
�No, it�s not. But people under stress do strange things.�
Jill considered that. �Well,� she said, �I�ll be in the living room if you need me.�
Gio walked back to Kendra�s bedroom. The little girl sat on the edge of the bed holding a tattered stuffed tan dog with one floppy ear.
�What his name?� he asked her softly.
Kendra looked up at him with red-rimmed eyes. �Major,� she answered in a dull tone.
�Looks like he�s been around for a while.�
She nodded. �My daddy got him for me when I was still a baby.�
�What happened to his ear?�
�My brother tore it off. My mom couldn�t sew it back on because he lost it somewhere.� She told him this matter-of-factly with no trace of emotion.
Gio lowered himself onto his haunches. �Kendra, you know that this is not your fault, right?�
She didn�t respond, but tears welled up in her eyes again.
�You didn�t cause this, and there�s nothing you could have done to stop it.�
The tears fell from her eyes and streamed down her face.
�But there�s something you can do now,� Gio said. �You can help me to find Amy.�
Kendra�s gaze snapped to his. �How?�
�By telling me everything you remember.�
Kendra swallowed. �But I don�t want Amy or me to get in trouble.�
�Why would she get in trouble?�
The little girl shook her head.
�Kendra, Amy didn�t do anything wrong. This isn�t her fault, either.� Gio reached out and touched her foot lightly. �Amy�s not going to get into any trouble.�
Kendra looked away, still crying.
Gio waited a moment, then pressed onward. �I know this is upsetting, but I really need your help. Will you help me, Kendra?�
She gave him a hesitant nod.
�Good,� Gio said. �That�s good. Let�s start with where you were when this happened.�
0949 hours
Irina Prusakova picked up the telephone in the Police Dispatch Center. �Dispatch,� she said with the barest trace of an accent. �Irina.�
�Irina, it�s Gio. How�s it going?�
�Fine,� she said curtly. She wasn�t falling for his charm again. Getting used by him and treated like some kind of bludnica the first time was enough for her. She hated talking with Giovanni now.
�Listen, I wanted to give you the description that my witness gave me on this call. It�s probably a kidnapping, but Hart is dragging his feet on it.�
Irina called up Adam-257�s call history and prepared to type. �Go ahead.�
�Okay,� Gio said, oblivious to her hostility. �The suspect vehicle is a full-size van, box-style. Not a mini-van. Color is either dark blue or brown. Driver was a black male, age unknown. Probably fairly tall and big, since she said he took up most of the seat.�
�Got it,� Irina said, typing.
�The main suspect, the guy that grabbed the little girl, is a shorter male. He was wearing jeans and a wife-beater T-shirt. He also-�
�Wait a sec,� Irina interrupted. �What�s a wife-beater T-shirt?�
�You�ve never heard that one?�
�No. That�s why I�m asking.�
�A wife-beater T-shirt is a white undershirt cut like a tank top. I guess it got it�s name-�
�I can figure the rest out,� Irina interrupted. �Go ahead with the rest of the description.�
�Okay,� Gio said, easily. �The suspect in the wife-beater also had a black ski mask pulled over his head. Still, the little girl got a look at his arms and said they were brown, so he�s probably Mexican.�
�You mean Hispanic,� Irina corrected.
There was a pause. �Well, I suppose so.�
Typical, she thought, and typed �Hispanic Male� into the computer. �Tattoos?� she asked.
�Yeah, one,� Gio answered. �He had a giant spider on the inside of his left elbow. A black widow or a tarantula. Something like that.�
Irina typed and said nothing.
�This happened about half a block from Benson Elementary, just south on Arlene Street. The victim lives on that street. The witness lives one block west on Waterbury.�
�Anything else?�
�You�ve got the time the call came in?�
She scrolled up in the text of the call. �Complainant called in at oh-nine-thirty-one.�
�Okay. From what I can tell, this happened at about eight-thirty.�
Irina entered the information. �You have something more?�
�I think that�s all. I�m going to try to locate the mother of this kid and make sure she�s missing. Once I do, can you broadcast this information city-wide, please?�
Irina knew that if Lieutenant Hart was dragging his feet, it was because he didn�t believe this to be a kidnapping. She didn�t know why that was, because it sounded like one to her. Either way, if she made the broadcast and he heard it, he�d be upset with Gio.
She smiled. That was Gio�s problem, not hers.
�I will do that,� she said.
�Thanks, Ir-�
She hung up.
0951 hours
Gio heard the click in his ear and stopped talking.
What was her problem?
He hung up Jill Ferguson�s phone and went to find her in the living room. She sat in an overstuffed chair, reading a book.
�I�m heading over to the Dugger�s house.�
She stood and walked him to the door. �Is there anything else I can do?�
Gio thought for a moment. �Yeah, maybe. Can you check your house for Amy or any sign of her? Maybe she�s hiding and we just don�t know it.�
He saw a flicker in her eyes at the prospect that her daughter might be lying, but she nodded her head. �Sure. I�ll do it right now.�
�Thanks. You�ve been really helpful, Mrs. Ferguson.�
She shrugged. �It�s the least I could do.�
�Take care of that little girl,� Gio told her. �She�s been through a lot today.�
�I know. I will.�
Gio paused, then tipped his fingers to his temple in a small salute. �I�ll see you,� he said casually and turned to walk away.
0957 hours
Gio found Kathy Dugger unloading groceries from her Jeep in front of her house. She glanced up at him with little interest until she recognized that he was walking toward her. Her brow creased with concern.
�Is everything all right, officer?�
Gio reached out for one of the bags of groceries she held in her arms. She made no move to hand them over. Gio cleared his throat and asked, �You�re Kathy Dugger?�
She nodded.
�Do you know where you daughter is, Mrs. Dugger?�
�Of course. She�s playing with Kendra Ferguson.�
Gio clenched his jaw. A blast of adrenaline surged through his chest.
Kathy Dugger eyed him closely. �Oh my God,� she said, realization setting in. �Oh my God! Is my baby all right?�
�Ma�am-�
�Just tell me what�s happened to my baby!� Kathy demanded.
Gio bit the inside of his lip. �It�s possible she�s missing.�
Kathy let out a guttural cry and brought her hands to her face. The grocery bags toppled to the floor. Gio heard the cracking sound of thick glass breaking. The sharp odor of pickles wafted up from the bags.
�Oh, no�� Kathy moaned, and took a staggering step backward.
Gio moved forward, grabbing her by the upper arms. �Easy,� he said. �Easy.�
�My little girl,� she sobbed, falling into Gio�s chest.
Gio held her close for a moment. Then he shifted her body so that he could support her with one arm. With his free hand, he reached for his radio.
�Adam-257,� he said in a thick voice. �Broadcast that information now, please.�
Kathy Dugger�s muffled sobs shook through his chest. Her hands grasped his uniform shirt and balled into tight fists.
Gio keyed his mike again. �And start the Chaplain to my location.�
1012 hours
Captain Michael Reott�s stomach rumbled, reminding him that he�d skipped breakfast. He looked at the clock and saw that it was still too early for lunch.
Oh, well. He could stand to lose a pound or three, anyway.
He reached for the small speakers behind his desk and ensured that both the north and south side radio channels were turned on. He usually kept a close ear on the goings on in patrol. He did it partially out of responsibility, since he was the Captain of Patrol, but mostly it was an indulgence for him. He actually missed working the street in a car and dealing with problems that cropped up.
Now, ironically, most of his involvement with patrol was limited to staff meetings, disciplinary issues, equipment purchasing and reports. Always reports. If the Chief didn�t need a report, then the Mayor did. If neither of them was in immediate need for some piece of information, then a city council member seemed to always be standing by, poised to fill the void and make their own request. Reott hated reports.
A voice came out of his small, north side speaker.
�Dispatch to all units. Prepare to copy information on possible abduction.�
Reott realized that the transmission had come out of both speakers. It was a city-wide broadcast. He put his pen down and waited, listening intently.
�All units, continuing on possible abduction. Six-year-old female taken from the area of 4300 N. Arlene Street. Victim is last of Dugger, first of Amy. Three feet tall, forty-two pounds, with dark hair, shoulder length.�
Reott�s eyes widened. Why hadn�t he heard about this?
�Suspect vehicle is a dark blue or brown full-size van, unknown plate. Driver is large black male. Suspect is Hispanic male in a white tank-top or undershirt, jeans and a black ski mask. Suspect has a large tattoo of a spider on the inside of his left elbow. Nothing further at this time.�
Reott slammed his fist down on his desk. That goddamn Lieutenant Hart should have called him about this! The Captain picked up the phone and started to dial Hart�s office, then slammed the receiver down on the cradle.
�Son of a bitch,� he muttered.
He picked the telephone up again and dialed directly into Dispatch.
1014 hours
Kathy Dugger was frantic.
�What I want to know,� she said to Gio in barely controlled tones, �is what you people are doing to find my daughter.�
�Everything we can, Mrs. Dugger,� Gio said. �I have Officer Stone checking the school and the neighborhood right now.�
�According to you, she�s not in the neighborhood or at the school. She�s in some man�s fucking van!�
�We�re not sure of that,� Gio told her. �When you�re dealing with young children, there�s a certain procedure we need to go through.�
�Procedure? Procedure!� Kathy Dugger�s voice was shrill. �My daughter is missing and you�re talking to me about procedure?�
Gio winced inside, but forced himself to nod. �Yes. I have to.�
�Why?�
Because my lieutenant is a complete idiot.
�The procedure is in place, Ma�am, because it has been successful in the past. Now, our intention is to find Amy and find her as quickly as possible. But I need you calm. And I need your help.�
Kathy stared at him long and hard, as if she were searching out the truth in his eyes. He did his best to appear trustworthy.
�All right,� she said.
�Thank you,� Gio told her. �Now, if Amy were to hide somewhere in this house, where would she hide?�
�In the house?�
�Yeah. Sometimes kids will hide and then fall asleep while they�re waiting to be found.�
�Are you saying this whole thing is a hoax?�
�No. But we can�t rule it out until we know for sure.�
Kathy drew a deep breath. �Okay. Let�s look. I�ll help.�
Together, they hurried from room to room, calling Amy�s name and searching. Kathy seemed to cringe every time Gio�s voice boomed out the child�s name, but after a short time, she added her own voice to the calls. In almost every room, Gio thought of places to check for the child that Kathy overlooked. She gave him a surprised look when he pried up a floor vent and shined his flashlight into the duct-work, but she said nothing. He got the feeling she was slowly beginning to trust him.
Mid-way through the search, Chaplain Timothy Marshall arrived. The middle-aged man was adorned in casual slacks and a long-sleeved denim shirt that bore a sewn-in badge and the word �Chaplain� above the opposite breast pocket.
Gio paused in his search to introduce the two. Kathy Dugger held out her hand. Chaplain Marshall took it and covered it with his own. He didn�t say a word, but even Gio found some solace in the warmth of his quiet features. New tears formed in Kathy�s eyes.
After a few moments, Chaplain Marshall asked if he could help with the search. The threesome resumed looking for Amy in what Gio knew would likely be a fruitless effort. Fifteen minutes later, a little sweatier and dirtier, they returned to the kitchen. As he expected, there had been no sign of Amy.
�What now?� she asked him.
�Other than the school, where else might Amy hide? Someplace she plays, maybe. Or another friend.�
Kathy paused, thinking. �I can call a few of her friends. I�d expect them to call if Amy just showed up, though.�
�That�d be great. Is there anywhere else she likes to play?�
�Just the school. And Kendra�s.�
�Are you sure?�
Kathy started to nod, then stopped. �Unless maybe she went to Fairy Castle.�
�I�m sorry?�
�Fairy Castle,� she told him. �Jill told me about it once over coffee. It�s just a little dirt cave some kids dug into a pile of dirt in the empty lot over on Stevens.�
�She plays there?�
�No!� she said. When she realized how sharply she�d spoken, she glanced at the Chaplain, almost in apology. Then she softened her voice and explained. �No, I told her she couldn�t play there. It was too dangerous. Plus, it was dirty. But she and Kendra thought it was a wonderful, secret place, and��
Gio brought his radio to his lips. �Adam-257 to Adam-256.�
�Go ahead,� answered Jack Stone.
�There�s an empty lot on Stevens near here. You know which one I mean?�
�Affirm. It�s at Longfellow.�
Gio nodded. �There�s a dirt mound there overgrown with weeds. I need you to check it for a small cave that some kids dug out.�
�Copy.�
Gio slid his radio back into the holder on his belt.
�That�s another cop?� Kathy asked.
Gio nodded. �A good cop, yeah.�
Kathy let out a deep breath. �Well, if he brings my little girl home, I�ll vote for him as Cop of the Year.�
Gio nodded his head in agreement. If he found Amy Dugger, Stone would get his vote, too.
1023 hours
�You thought what?�
Lieutenant Hart licked his lips nervously. Captain Reott, his face was bright red with anger, loomed over the front of Hart�s desk.
�I thought we should verify-�
�You�ve got a goddamn eyewitness!� Reott boomed.
�She�s only six,� Hart whined.
�That�s an awful lot of detail for a six year old. Did you even consider that, Lieutenant?�
Hart cringed. When Reott started using ranks and titles, he was beyond angry.
�I sent a second officer and had them initiate standard procedure for-�
�For a missing child,� Reott finished for him. �This child doesn�t sound to just be missing, does she? She sounds abducted to me.�
�I wanted to confirm that before-�
�It sounds to me like Giovanni confirmed that before he even called you.� Reott shook his head at him. �What the hell were you thinking?�
Hart opened his mouth reply, but Reott held up his hand.
�No, I don�t want to hear it. Your excuses aren�t worth a boot full of piss to me right now.� He strode out of Hart�s office and headed toward Major Crimes.
Hart watched him go, struggling to swallow and feeling the pink in his cheeks. Reott�s recriminations rang in his ears and he raged back silently.
I did what I thought was right!
It didn�t matter, though, because Captain Reott, like most cops, thought he knew better than Lieutenant Alan Hart.
He pushed away his audit paperwork and stared down at his desk, deep in thought.

FIVE

1031 hours
�Let�s go, Stef!�
Officer Kopriva looked up at Detective John Tower. The twelve-year veteran gave him an urgent wave. The pistol he wore in a shoulder holster swayed with the motion.
�C�mon, I can use your help.�
�With what?� Kopriva asked.
�An abduction. Come on. Browning�s already left.�
Kopriva raised his eyebrows. Tower worked sex crimes and missing persons, but Detective Ray Browning worked in Major Crimes. If he was heading out on this, too, then it was serious.
With a grunt, he rose from his chair and limped quickly after Tower, who waited impatiently at the back exit.
�Unless you�d rather run down some more runaways this morning?� Tower asked.
Kopriva made a face and shook his head.
�Then let�s go.�
They walked as quickly as Kopriva could to Tower�s unmarked patrol car. It was outfitted with a radio and a shotgun, but no shield between the front and rear seats. �What�s going on?� he asked Tower once they were in the car and rolling.
�Some guy in a van snatched up a six-year-old girl,� Tower told him.
�You�re kidding? In broad daylight?�
Tower nodded, then cocked his head. �Is there such a thing as narrow daylight?�
Kopriva usually enjoyed Tower�s humor, but he ignored the question. �Is it a custodial thing between parents?�
�Doesn�t sound like it. According to Captain Reott-and his briefing was very short and full of holes-the parents are married. The father is out of town on business or something. No, it sounds like a legitimate kiddie snatch.�
Kopriva tried to remember the last time such a thing had happened in River City, but couldn�t. At least not since he�d come on the job in 1991.
�Is there a description of the van?�
Tower nodded. �Yeah. Uh, dark blue or brown, I think. There was a witness, also six years old.�
�She saw it happen?�
�Yup, looks that way.�
Kopriva shook his head. �She�ll be having some bad dreams for a long time.�
�Yeah, well, imagine the dreams the little girl who was snatched is going to have.�
Neither man spoke for several minutes. The gravity of Tower�s words sank in quickly and deeply, as did the unspoken inference that naturally followed.
If she lives through this and is able to dream.
Tower drove through the pre-lunch traffic precisely and with deceptive speed. They soon pulled onto the 4300 block of North Arlene. A marked patrol unit sat in front of 4318 with several unmarkeds parked nearby.
�It�s a convention,� Tower muttered, parking his car behind a light blue one that looked brand new.
Probably a captain�s car, Kopriva thought.
They walked quickly up to the house and when Tower knocked, Officer Anthony Giovanni opened the door for them.
�They�re in the kitchen,� Gio told Tower. He gave Kopriva a short nod, then ignored him.
When they entered the kitchen, the first thing Kopriva noticed was Detective Ray Browning, who sat next to a small dark-haired woman and engaged in a quiet conversation. Standing nearby was Lieutenant Crawford, the Major Crimes commander. Crawford�s pale skin with florid blotches, his large belly and drooping mustache were in stark contrast to Browning�s cocoa-colored skin and compact features. The only thing the two men had in common were the deep lines they both wore on their faces.
�What�s he doing here?� Crawford asked Tower, motioning toward Kopriva.
Tower glanced at Kopriva, then back at Crawford. �I thought we could use some help,� he said.
Crawford grunted and gave Kopriva a dark look he couldn�t quite interpret.
�You�re certain of that?� Browning asked the dark haired woman. Chaplain Marshall sat next to her, his chair turned slightly in order to sit closer.
�Yes. Absolutely,� she said. She held a balled-up piece of Kleenex in her hand and her eyes were red, but her voice was firm.
Browning looked up at Tower and Kopriva. �This is Kathy Dugger, Amy�s mother. I was asking her about her husband, James Dugger. He�s out of town on business, and she�s sure that there are no marital problems. She doesn�t believe James might have taken Amy and run.�
�There�s no chance of that,� she told Tower and Kopriva.
�What about other family members?� Tower asked.
Browning shook his head. �She�s called all of them. Except her mother.�
Tower raised his eyebrows, but Crawford interrupted. �Tower, I want you to go over and re-interview the witness. All we�ve got right now is the patrol interview.�
Kopriva saw Tower cringe slightly and look around to see if Officer Giovanni was within earshot. Crawford didn�t seem to notice.
�Yes, sir,� Tower said.
Kopriva moved to go with him, but Crawford shook his head. �No, you stay here. You won�t be any help to him over there.�
�He rode with me, El-Tee,� Tower said.
�And he can ride back with someone else,� Crawford said shortly.
Tower shrugged and left.
All eyes turned back to Kathy Dugger. If she noticed, she didn�t give any indication.
�Tell me about your mother,� Browning said.
�What�s to tell?� she said with a shrug.
�Start with her name.�
�Her name is Nancy Henderson.�
�Does she live in town?�
�Yeah. Down in West Central on Swanson Avenue.�
Browning slid his notepad across the table to her along with the pen. �Would you write down her address and phone number?�
Kathy scrawled the address, then looked up. �Honestly, officer, I don�t know her number. I can look it up for you, if it�s still the same. My mother and I don�t talk. We haven�t in years.�
�Why�s that?�
Kathy pushed the notepad and pen back to Browning. �Because she�s crazy,� Kathy said. �She�s crazy and she�s a drunk.�
Browning let that lie for the moment. �What about your father?�
She shook her head. �He left her as soon as I graduated high school.�
�Where�s he now?�
A touch of sadness dimmed Kathy�s eyes. �Passed on,� she said.
�I�m sorry,� Browning said.
Kathy wiped away the beginnings of a tear. �You didn�t know.�
�Does your mother live alone?�
�No. She lives with her new husband.�
�Who�s he?�
�Fred Henderson,� she told him. �They got married about ten years ago.�
�What do you know about him?�
�Next to nothing. Anyone who can deal with my mother, I�d prefer not to know.�
Browning leaned forward and fixed Kathy with a careful gaze. �Now, Mrs. Dugger, I have to ask you a question. Do you think there�s any way your mother could be involved in this situation?�
Kathy Dugger took a deep breath and gave the question careful consideration. Kopriva watched her eyes as they digested the question and calculated the odds.
�No,� Kathy said. �She�s nuts, but not like this.�
1106 hours
After the interview, they gathered in the front yard on the walkway. Kopriva was sure that they looked like a football team, huddling up to call a play.
�What do you think?� Crawford asked Browning.
Browning stroked his gray-speckled goatee for a moment, then answered, �I think she�s telling the truth.�
Crawford snorted. �I know that. Even hero-boy over here-� he motioned toward Kopriva-�can tell she�s telling the truth. Jesus, Ray, I�m asking you where you wanna go on this one.�
Browning wasn�t fazed by Crawford�s diatribe. �I say we let Tower finish his interview of the little girl. Bring that info to every patrol roll call after that. We should also get a description of the suspect and a picture of the little girl out to the media, once Tower is finished. And we need to keep a patrol guy here with the mother, in case a ransom call comes in.�
Crawford sighed. �Like I said, I know all that. I�m asking what you want to do.�
�I think this grandmother deserves a look-see, even if she is a whack job.�
�You want to go talk to the crazy lady?�
�Yeah. Just in case. Then I�ll hit Crime Analysis with the info Tower gets. He and I can start looking at area sex offenders and then-�
�L-143,� crackled Crawford�s radio.
Crawford held up a finger toward Browning while he raised the portable radio to his mouth and depressed the button to transmit. �L-143, go ahead.�
�South side units have detained a vehicle matching your suspect vehicle in East Central near Medgar Evers Elementary.�
Crawford�s eyes lit up. �Suspects?� he asked.
�Officers on scene report a match.�
�Hot damn,� whispered Crawford and copied the transmission. Then he looked directly at Browning. �Still want to check out the kook mother?�
�No, I want to go see what patrol has.� Browning glanced over at Kopriva. �Stef, you feel like going over and checking out this grandmother? Just to be sure?�
�Sure,� Kopriva said. �Only I didn�t drive.�
�He shouldn�t be doing active field investigations while on light duty,� Crawford said, unwrapping a short, fat cigar.
�He shouldn�t be out here,� Browning said, eyeing the cigar, �but since when are you a stickler for bullshit rules, El-tee?�
Crawford scowled at Browning and lit the cigar.
�Besides,� Browning said, �it�s probably nothing. I just want to be sure.�
A plume of blue cigar smoke rose in front of Crawford�s face. He spit a small piece of tobacco from the tip of his tongue, then turned to Kopriva. �Call a uniform. And don�t fuck it up.�
1109 hours
Gio watched through the kitchen window as Browning drove away. Lt. Crawford stood with Kopriva and smoked his cigar. Even from a distance, Gio could read the lieutenant�s contempt for Kopriva. He struggled to feel bad for the guy, but couldn�t anymore.
At first, back in August of last year, he�d felt sorry for Kopriva. He had to watch Officer Karl Winter die, the victim of a robber�s bullet. He even felt a touch of admiration for the way the three-year officer handled himself during the shootout at the Circle K that followed a few days later, though he noted that it took Officer Thomas Chisolm to finish the job. As time passed, though, and he learned more about what had happened, his admiration faded and in its place grew anger and resentment. Jack Stone had told him that Kopriva could have saved Winter if he had applied some basic first aid. Instead, he stood there like he was helpless and let the veteran officer bleed out on the street.
Some members of the department thought Stefan Kopriva was a hero, but there were others, like himself, who felt the kid was lucky to be alive and that he was the reason Karl Winter was dead.
And as far as the shootout goes�
�What�s going on?� Kathy Dugger asked.
Gio turned and looked at her. She was a tiny woman with jet black hair. Even with mascara smeared beneath her eyes and the tip of her nose red, she was pretty. At first, he thought the chaplain might answer, but the clergyman deferred to Gio.
�The lieutenant is�,� Gio said, �Well, he�s sending folks where they need to go.�
�Do you guys have a plan?� she asked him.
�I�m sure Crawford does,� Gio said. �He�s the Major Crimes lieutenant. He�s used to dealing with incidents like this.�
Kathy nodded absently and wiped her eyes.
Gio turned back to the window in time to see a patrol car pull up. A moment later, Kopriva got into the passenger�s seat and the car pulled away from the curb. Lieutenant Crawford clipped the ember off the end of his cigar, crushed it under his heel and strode back into the house. He entered without knocking.
�Giovanni!� he bellowed and Kathy Dugger winced.
�In here,� Gio answered, several decibels lower than Crawford.
The Lieutenant stomped into the kitchen. He looked at Gio and then at Kathy Dugger, then back at Gio. He heaved a sigh and turned to Kathy again.
�Ma�am, when is your husband due back?�
Kathy cleared her throat and spoke. �He�s in a small town outside of Atlanta on business. There�s a manufacturing plant there. He�s supposed to inspect them. That�s his job, an inspector.�
�Yes, you told me that,� Crawford said and Gio cringed at his bluntness. �But when will he back?�
�I�m not sure. He said he had to drive to Atlanta, then fly to New York. Then Minneapolis to Seattle to River City. There are a couple of layovers.� She shrugged. �Sometime tomorrow, I guess.�
Crawford looked over at Gio, then back at Kathy again. �Are you comfortable with Officer Giovanni here?� he asked.
She looked up at him, then over at Gio. �Yes,� she nodded.
Crawford grunted. �And the chaplain?�
�Of course. Why do you ask?� Kathy asked him.
�Because, Mrs. Dugger, I�d like to leave an officer here full time until this is resolved.�
�What for?�
�In case there�s a ransom call.�
Kathy�s lip quivered and she lowered her forehead to her palm and cried softly. The chaplain put his hand on her shoulder.
�Is that all right?� Crawford asked.
She nodded silently.
Crawford grunted again, then caught Gio�s eye. He waved for the officer to follow him, then turned and strode out of house.
Gio reached out and patted Kathy�s shoulder. �I�ll be right back, ma�am.�
Standing in the middle of the front lawn, Crawford had re-lit his cigar. The acrid smell stuck in Gio�s nostrils.
�You want some overtime?� Crawford asked in between puffs.
�Doing what?�
Crawford picked a piece of tobacco off his tongue and flicked it onto the grass. �I don�t want a parade of cops traipsing through these poor people�s house. But someone needs to stay here in case we get contact from the kidnappers.�
�I�ll do it.�
Crawford gave him a suspicious look. �It�s just that I don�t want to roll in a swing shifter and then a graveyard officer. I�d like to keep it at a day shift and graveyard officer. It�s worth a little overtime to give these folks some peace.�
�I said I�ll do it.�
Crawford grunted and puffed on his cigar.
�Are you going to bring in phone recorders?� Gio asked.
�No.� Crawford exhaled a cloud of pungent, blue smoke. �Phone traps are already set up with the phone company. Every call will be taped down at the station.�
�All right.� Gio hadn�t known they could do that. �Any special directions?�
�Yeah,� Crawford said. �Try not to bang the little girl�s mother after the chaplain leaves, Giovanni.�
Crawford turned and walked to his car.
1118 hours
Kendra�s voice was very quiet.
�He had scary eyes. That�s why I ran.�
Detective John Tower nodded his head for Kendra to continue.
�I ran as fast as I could, but I don�t think he chased me. That�s how I got away.�
�You must be a good runner.�
Kendra shrugged, then asked, �If you�re a cop, where�s your gun?�
�I keep it out of sight,� Tower said.
�Why?�
�Because some kids are afraid of guns.�
�I�m not,� Kendra said. �Do you have a gun like Officer Will?�
�Pretty much the same one, yeah,� Tower said. �But I carry mine here.� He pantomimed where his pistol hung from his shoulder rig.
�Why?�
�It�s more comfortable,� Tower answered. He changed the subject. �Do you like to draw?�
�Sure.�
�Would you like to draw a picture of the bad man for me?�
Kendra recoiled and shook her head rapidly. Tower held out his palms, placating her. �It�s okay, then. You don�t have to.�
Kendra shook her head again fiercely.
�All right,� Tower said. �We�ll just talk about it and I�ll write it down. Would that be better?�
Slowly, Kendra nodded her head.
Tower opened his narrow steno pad. �I wish I could draw,� he pretended to mutter to himself.
�Why?� the little girl asked.
Tower looked up, feigning surprise. �Oh. Well, if I was good at drawing, you could just tell me and I could draw it for you.�
�Like on TV.�
�You saw that on TV?�
�Yeah. I watched Unsolved Mysteries with the babysitter and the guy drew a picture from what the person said.�
�You want to try it?� Tower asked. �I�ll try if you will.�
�Okay.�
�Tell me about the driver first. Did you see him?�
�Not really. He was big and looked like Bill Cosby.�
�How about the scary guy, then. How tall was he?�
She shrugged. �I�m little. Everyone else is big.�
Tower�s smile widened. �Fair enough. Do you remember what he was wearing?�
�Jeans. I think.�
�Blue?�
�I think.�
Tower sketched the beginnings of a stick figure on the top of the notebook page and jotted the description lower on the page. �How about a shirt?�
�A T-shirt.�
�What color?�
�Yellow?�
�Is that what you remember?�
�Yeah.�
Tower traced the stick man for a moment. Then, �What did his face look like?�
�I only saw his eyes. They were scary.�
�Is that because you only looked at his eyes?�
�No. He had a mask. A black one.�
�Do you remember what kind of mask?�
�I don�t remember.�
�Could you see any part of his face except for his eyes, Kendra?�
She shook her head.
�How about his skin? Was it white?�
She shook her head again. �It was brownish.�
�Dark brown or light brown?�
�Dark.�
�Did you see anything else?�
She shook her head.
�Are you sure?�
�Yeah, that�s it.�
�Did you see a tattoo?�
�Oh, yeah. I did.�
�Can you describe it?�
Kendra swallowed and closed her eyes. �It was on his arm.�
�Which arm?�
She opened her eyes and pointed to his right arm. Tower sketched on his stick man for a moment, then asked. �What did it look like?�
�It was�a spider web,� she whispered and touched the point of her elbow. �Here.�
Tower nodded and jotted down the description. Then he looked back up at the little girl. �Now, Kendra, did this man say anything? Did he talk?�
She thought for a moment, then nodded her head vigorously. �When I ran, he said, �Hey, you kid, get back here!��
�What did his voice sound like?�
�Scary.�
�Was it high like this-� he made a squeaky voice, then shifted to baritone-�or low this this?�
Kendra giggled at him. �You�re funny.�
�I try. Do you remember the voice?�
�Yeah. It was kinda low.�
�Do you know what an accent is, Kendra?�
She shook her head.
�It�s where people talk kind of funny, you know? Like this.� He affected a British accent. �Cheer-i-o, madam.�
Kendra stared at him. �Like in Mary Poppins?�
�You�ve seen that?�
�It�s my mommy�s favorite. She has the tape.�
�Well, then, yeah, like that guy in Mary Poppins.�
�He didn�t sound like that.�
�Did he talk funny in a different way?�
She thought about it for a moment, then nodded. �Yeah.�
�How did he talk?�
�Like that little mouse in the cartoon.�
�Which cartoon?�
�The one with the big white hat and he goes really fast?�
Tower remembered the cartoon. �Speedy Gonzalez? Andele, andele, arriba! That guy?�
She nodded emphatically.
�Did he say anything else?�
She thought some more, then nodded. �When I was running away, I heard him yell, �Let�s go, Wesley� to the other guy.�
�The driver?�
�Yeah.�
Tower traced his stick man some more and jotted a few notes. �Kendra, did Amy say anything?�
�No.�
�Did she scream?�
�Uh-uh.�
�Did she know the people in the van?�
�No,� Kendra said. �She was just too scared, like me. And then he grabbed her. He grabbed her first.�
Tower looked the little girl in the eye and saw the knowledge there that he�d hoped she�d be spared. But it was there. She knew that if the man had chosen to grab her first, he�d be talking to Amy Dugger right now, and she�d be in a very bad place instead of Amy.
�You wanna see my picture?� he asked her with a forced grin.

SIX

1131 hours
In another world, the attic might be a wonderful place to be.
She could smell the dust and saw it floating in the air, highlighted in a shaft of sunlight that came through a high window.
There were boxes and boxes of things, but she didn�t dare look in them. Even though the scary man had patted her on the head and then on the bottom and told her she was home now, she knew this wasn�t home. It was like the opposite of Fairy Castle, where everything was dangerous instead of wonderful.
She sat in the chair he had pulled out to the center of the room for her. It had a cushion on it and she found it to be comfortable enough. Several feet away was the small desk and mirror set that the chair belonged to, and Amy imagined that was the type of thing that a real princess would have in her room.
If princesses were real.
She couldn�t stop shivering, even though the room wasn�t cold. A little stuffy, but not cold.
The house creaked and she jumped, but there was no further sound. It almost seemed that the house was laughing gently at her.
Mommy! She wanted to scream. I want my Mommy!
But he�d told her that if she wasn�t a good girl, he would take his van and go get her mommy. And he wouldn�t bring her here. He would hurt her bad.
Amy believed him.
She�d seen his eyes. Those terrible eyes that said something to her that she didn�t understand, but that scared her deep in her stomach.
I have to be a good girl. I have to keep my Mommy safe!
The house creaked again. She jumped again, then swore she heard the whisper of laughter coming from the walls.
She had to stop imagining things. Houses don�t laugh.
There was another creak, almost in protest to her thought, but this one didn�t fade. Instead, she heard tromping on the narrow stairs to the door. There was a metallic click and jiggle at the knob and the door swung open.
In the shadows, for a moment, Amy thought she was looking at a troll from one of her bedtime stories. Amy swallowed a squeak. The figure moved forward and the shaft of sunlight fell across it.
It�s a troll, a scary, mean troll-
And then she saw that it was just a woman.
Maybe. It could be a troll.
She was old, Amy could tell. Older even than her Mom. And she was a little fat, too. The skin on her face sagged and Amy saw some bumps on her cheek. Wild, black hair was cut short and spiky atop her head. Amy couldn�t shake the image of her as a troll.
�Are you comfortable, dear?� the woman asked, and her voice scared Amy even more than the eyes of the man had. It reminded her of the witch in Sleeping Beauty or the step-mother in Cinderella and the sound of it sent stabs of fear into her belly.
She didn�t answer right away and the woman stepped toward her. �It isn�t polite not to answer.�
�I�m�okay,� Amy whispered.
�Just okay?� The woman came closer. Amy could smell her perfume and another smell, too. It was the smell her father occasionally had when he watched football. �I would think you would be wonderful, since you are starting your new life.�
Amy swallowed and tried not to cry. She struggled to remember what her parents had taught her about being polite.
�Please, ma�am. I want to go home.�
Stubby fingers extended toward her and touched her cheek. Plastic bracelets dangled from the wrist. �You are home, dear.�
A sudden sob burst out of her chest. �I want my mommy, please!�
The woman retracted her hand and balled it into a fist. �That stupid girl!� she shrieked. �She doesn�t deserve a child like you! She�s a fucking idiot!�
Amy blanched at the yelling and the bad words.
The woman took a deep, shuddering breath and ran her fingers through her hair, making the bracelets jangle. The sound was loud in the quiet of the attic.
�Please?� Amy asked again.
�Shut up!�
Amy couldn�t stand it any longer. The single sob that had burst out became the catalyst for all the rest. They tore at her chest and she let loose an uncontrollable wash of tears.
�I said, shut up!� the woman screamed and raised her fist to strike her.
Amy recoiled, covering her head with both arms.
But the blow never came.
After a few moments, she sensed the woman kneel next to her. The smell of her perfume and beer was overwhelming, despite Amy�s running nose. She felt a pair of arms envelope her. Flabby, clammy skin pressed against her face.
�It�s okay, dear. Don�t cry,� she said in soothing tones, but Amy found no comfort in her words. The touch of the woman�s arms made the little girl�s skin crawl.
�Puh-puh-please?� she said between hitching sobs.
�Don�t cry,� the woman repeated. �It�s all right now. You�re with your Grammy. Your mommy didn�t want you anymore, so I came to get you. That�s all.�
Amy shook her head in disbelief. Her mommy didn�t want her? That couldn�t be true.
�Yes, it�s true,� Grammy said, as if she�s heard Amy�s thoughts. �Sometimes mommies change their minds about keeping their kids. That�s what your mommy did. That�s why I came to get you and I brought you here.�
Amy�s sobs racked her chest. It couldn�t be true. It couldn�t.
�I�ll take care of you now,� Grammy said. �I�ll love you. Me and your Grandpa Fred.�
Amy couldn�t stop crying and she couldn�t stop shaking her head no.
�But you�ll have to be a very good girl,� Grammy said, stroking Amy�s hair. �You�ll have to be very, very good.�

SEVEN
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�What do you have?� Browning asked the officer.
Officer Aaron Norris glanced over at his partner, Virgil Gilliam, with a touch of pride.
�I think I�ve got your van,� the veteran told Browning.
Browning turned his gaze to the blue van at the side of the road ten yards away. A black man sat stewing in the driver�s seat. Browning turned back to Norris. �What happened?�
�I spotted him driving-�
Gilliam cleared his throat.
Norris shot him a dirty look, then shrugged, �All right, we both spotted him driving slowly around Medgar Evers Elementary school. The van matched, the driver matched, so we stopped him.�
�You talk to him yet?�
�Got his license.�
Browning held out his hand and Norris gave him the driver�s license. �What�d he say?�
�Nothing.�
�Nothing?�
Norris shrugged. �He gave me the typical line of crap that I was only stopping him because he�s black.�
�Which in this case is true,� Gilliam said.
�No,� Norris said, �I stopped him because he�s driving a blue van and because he�s black.�
�You didn�t ask him any questions?� Browning asked, ignoring their banter. Sometimes he wished for rookies instead of veterans. They made some mistakes, but they tried like hell to do the job right and were far less concerned with being impressed by themselves.
Norris fixed him with a defensive gaze, as if he�d heard Browning�s thoughts. �Last time I did an interview and a Major Crimes detective came along, he beefed me for supposedly screwing up his investigation.� Norris made air quotes as he finished the sentence. �So no, detective, I did not interview the suspect. He�s virgin territory. Have at it.�
Browning resisted the urge to rip into Norris, knowing it would do no good. He�d never admit he�d been wrong once in his life, anyway. Instead, he looked down at the driver�s license.
Albert Jefferson was the driver�s name. His license read that he was 6�2� and 220 pounds. That certainly fit the preliminary description he had.
He handed the license back to Norris. �Run him up on the data channel. Let me know his driving status, arrest record, anything of interest.�
Norris accepted the license, seemingly willing to let their truce stand.
Browning turned and walked to the van.
The driver sat impatiently in his seat, watching Browning approach in his side mirror. He looked a little heavier than 220 and had a touch of premature gray at his temples.
�Mr. Jefferson?� Browning asked.
�Yeah.�
�I appreciate you being patient today-�
�Patient, my ass. Who are you?�
�Detective Browning.�
�Are you these guys�s boss?�
Browning shook his head. �Not really.�
�No? �Cause those are some racist sonsabitches back there.�
�Why do you say that?�
Jefferson snorted. �They only stopped me because I�m black and I when I told them that, the one guy there smirked at me.�
�Actually, Mr. Jefferson, in a way, you�re right.�
�I know I�m right.� Then his eyes narrowed and he gave Browning a suspicious look. �Wait a minute. What do you mean, I�m right? You�re agreeing with me?�
Browning nodded. �Here�s the situation. Earlier today, a little girl was kidnapped. Whoever took her was driving a blue van and the driver was a large black male. You match the description. That�s why the officers stopped you.�
Jefferson listened carefully. �You think I took someone�s baby girl?�
�Not necessarily.�
�But you stopped me.�
�You match the description.�
Jefferson snorted again. �And all us niggers look alike, too, right?�
�Please don�t use that word,� Browning said.
�Why not?� He jerked his thumb in the direction of Norris and Gilliam. �They�re thinking it.�
�I�m not. And it�s ugly. How do you expect white people not to use it when we use it ourselves?�
Jefferson gave Browning an appraising look. �You serious with me?�
�Yes.�
Jefferson shook his head in amazement. �Now I�ve seen it all. A cop, a black cop, who doesn�t like the word nigger when it�s a nigger who says it.�
Browning rubbed his goatee. �Mr. Jefferson, look. If I can get your cooperation, we can get you on your way as quick as possible.� He kept his tone friendly.
�Do I have any choice?� Jefferson asked.
Browning met his gaze. �No.�
�You going to arrest me?�
�No,� Browning said. �But I need to know a few things about you and I need to look in your van. There�s a little girl missing, so one way or another I am going to do it. You can cooperate, or I can have the officers sit here with you while I go get a search warrant.�
�Which some white judge will sign,� Jefferson said with disgust.
�All I�ll care about is that he signs it, not what color he is,� Browning told him. �And yes, I believe he will sign it.�
Jefferson gave a long sucking sound with his teeth, considering. Then he said, �Look, I�ve got nothing to hide. I�m just sick of the way cops in this town hassle black people. You ought to understand that your own damn self.�
Browning nodded his understanding. �I do. But right now, a little girl is missing and I need to move quickly. If you�ve got nothing to do with it-�
�I�ve got nothing to do with it,� Jefferson said.
�Then I need to find that out and move on.�
�Fine. What do you need?�
�The officers said you were driving around the elementary school.�
�Yeah.�
�Why?�
Jefferson sighed. �I�m looking for my son. He didn�t come home last night and he�s running with some punks. Sometimes they hang out at the school playground.�
�How old is he?�
�Fifteen.�
�Tough age,� Browning said.
�Tell me about it, brother.�
�Where have you been today?�
�All day?�
�Since this morning.�
�I was home until about eight. After I had my coffee, I started driving around looking for DeShawn.�
�Anybody see you?�
�The whole neighborhood. And I stopped in at the 7-11 for more coffee.� He lifted a Styrofoam cup that bore the store�s logo. �The clerk there knows me. I buy the Slim Jims a lot.�
�Okay. Is the address on your license current?�
Jefferson nodded. �Been there seventeen years.�
�Wait here, please,� Browning said.
�Wait some more?� Jefferson said, but his tone was less aggravated than before.
�Just for a minute or two.�
Jefferson shrugged.
Browning returned to the patrol car and looked at Norris expectantly.
�Well,� the officer began, �his license is expired.�
�How long?�
�Last week.�
Browning shrugged that off. �What else? Arrests?�
�Not really,� Norris said. �A speeding ticket from �89. And some type of assault beef from �83. No convictions.�
Browning frowned. This guy wasn�t looking good for the kidnapping, but he had to follow through anyway.
He turned to the patrol officers. �Can one of you go over to the 7-11 at Fifth and Thor? Take his driver�s license and ask the clerk there if he saw him this morning. If he did, find out what time.�
�I�ll go,� Norris said.
�Thanks.�
Norris shrugged.
Browning turned to Gilliam. �I just need you to stand by while I search his van.�
�He�s going to let you?�
�Pretty sure he will.�
Gilliam raised his eyebrows in surprise, but said nothing.
Both men stepped back from the patrol car and Norris pulled away from the curb and made a u-turn.
Browning walked back to the van.
�Where�s he going?� Jefferson asked.
�To the 7-11.�
�Why?�
�To verify your statement.�
�You think I�m lying?�
Browning shook his head. �No. But I deal in facts, Mr. Jefferson. If it was your daughter who was missing, you�d want us to verify everything.�
Jefferson considered that, then agreed. �I suppose I would. How long is this going to take?�
�Just a little while. Do you mind if I take a look in your van?�
Jefferson opened the driver�s door and stepped out. He gestured with his arm. �Have at it.�
�Would you wait with the officer over there?�
�Why?�
�Over here, sir,� Gilliam said.
Jefferson stared at Gilliam and sniffed. After a moment, he gave a resigned sigh and ambled back to stand with the officer where the patrol car used to be.
Browning began his search. Although he doubted this was the right guy, he made his search a methodical one. He moved slowly over the vehicle�s interior, examining anything of interest. He found a small baggie in the glove box. A bit of marijuana, no larger than his thumbnail, was packed into a corner of the baggie. He put it back and continued his search.
The back of the van was empty except for a tire iron and a gym bag containing basketball clothes. Browning checked the doorframe and the carpet for any stray hairs that may have come loose if Amy Dugger had struggled with her captor. He found nothing.
When he was finished, he discovered that Norris had returned. The three men were standing rigidly at the nose of the patrol car, silent. When Browning approached, he met Norris�s eyes. The officer nodded his head and gave him the okay sign with his thumb and forefinger.
Browning turned his attention to Jefferson.
�Find what you were looking for?�
Browning shook his head. �I found what I expected.�
�What�s that?�
�Nothing. At least, nothing to indicate you�re involved in the abduction.� He gave Jefferson a meaningful look, hoping he read it.
�Yeah?�
�Yeah.�
�Can I go then? I�ve got to find my son.�
Browning looked at the officers, then at Jefferson. �There�s just one more thing, Mr. Jefferson.�
�What�s that?�
�I�d like to take a quick look at the inside of your house.�
�What?�
Browning didn�t answer. He let the request hang in the air.
Jefferson looked at him, then at the uniform cops and back at Browning again. �You guys are unbelievable,� he said.
No one answered him.
Finally, Jefferson said, �Fine. All right that you follow me in the van?�
�That�d be fine,� Browning said.
�Goddamn,� Jefferson said as he turned away and walked toward his van. �My wife is going to love this.�
1135 hours
Officer Jack Willow glanced over at Kopriva frequently as they drove toward the address in West Central. Several times, he seemed on the verge of saying something, but nothing came out. For his part, Kopriva was glad. He didn�t want to deal with any questions about his shooting and he didn�t want Willow�s hero worship. But he knew some of that was inevitable. Willow had still been in the training car when the shootout at the Circle K occurred last September.
Kopriva pointed up ahead. �You�ll want to turn on Lindeke.�
�I know.�
Willow turned north on Lindeke, then west on Swanson. He rolled to a stop about two houses away from the address.
�Are you okay to go in there?� Willow asked.
Kopriva released his seat belt and looked over at him. �Why wouldn�t I be?�
Willow looked at the dashboard. �I just thought�you know, light duty and all.�
�Lieutenant Crawford sent me to check out this lead,� Kopriva said.
Willow shrugged. �Okay.�
�Keep your eyes open while we�re in there.�
�I will.�
The two men walked up to the Henderson house. The chain link fence was dilapidated and rusty. The iron gate squealed when Kopriva swung it open. The boards on the steps to the large porch creaked as they walked up them. Kopriva rapped on the door and waited. He looked out at the yard. The grass was tall and thick, but the flowerbeds were well-tended.
After several minutes, Kopriva knocked again, this time harder and longer. It wasn�t quite a graveyard knock, but it was definitely at least a late swing shift knock, he figured. There would be no mistaking that someone was at the front door.
No one answered.
Kopriva looked at Willow, who shrugged and motioned at the door again. He offered his large mag flashlight. Kopriva considered, then knocked a third time with the heel of his palm. After several thuds, he heard some stirring inside the house.
The door swung open and a tall man stood in the doorway.
�Yes?�
�River City Police, sir,� Kopriva said. He motioned toward Willow and held up his own badge.
The man�s face registered surprise. �What can I do for you, officer?�
�Are you Fred Henderson?�
�Yes.�
�We need to come in and talk to you,� Kopriva said.
Henderson�s gaze flitted between the two of them briefly. Then he stood aside and motioned for them to enter.
The doorway opened into a dark living room. A couch covered with afghans sat against the wall beneath the picture window. Heavy drapes blocked out any light that might otherwise come through the window. There was a well-used fireplace against the far wall. Pictures, mostly black and white, adorned the mantle.
�Who is it, Fred?� came a voice from the kitchen.
�Police,� Fred said, closing the door. He walked into the living room and stood near Willow, as if waiting.
�What do those bastards want?� the shrill voice asked.
Fred didn�t answer.
Kopriva heard the unmistakable sound of a beverage can opening. A moment later, a squat woman in her fifties waddled into the room. Her black hair was cut short and arrayed in wild spikes. Kopriva wondered if she was purposely trying to be stylish or if it just dried that way when she got out of the shower. That forced an image of her getting out of the shower into his mind�s eye and he suppressed a grimace.
�You let them in, Fred?� she asked, her voice high and ragged. Dozens of bracelets rattled as she moved, clicking against each other and the can of Keystone beer in her hand. �Do they have a warrant?�
�He invited us in, Ma�am,� Kopriva said.
Her gaze snapped to him. She looked him up and down quickly, dismissively. �What are you, some kind of detective?�
�No, ma�am,� Kopriva said. �I�m a police officer.�
�Then where�s your uniform?�
�I�m working a plainclothes assignment.�
�Well, Mr. Plainclothes, what the fuck do you want?� she asked and took a swallow of the beer.
Kopriva took a deep breath and instantly regretted it. The house had the stale, musty smell of old beer, cigarettes and body odor. �We�re conducting an investigation, ma�am, and we need your help.�
Her face broke into a smile and she waved her hand at the couch. �Well, then, sit down. Please.�
Kopriva glanced at Willow. Both men hesitated.
�Please,� she repeated. �Make yourself comfortable.�
Kopriva moved to the couch and sat on the edge of the cushion. Willow remained standing.
�Something wrong with your partner?� she asked Kopriva.
Kopriva looked at Willow then back at the woman. �He�s in the car all day. I imagine the chance to stand and stretch his legs is a welcome thing.�
�Of course, of course,� she said with a nod, then turned to Fred and snapped her fingers. �Fred! Get our guests a beer.�
Fred started toward the kitchen.
�No,� Kopriva said.
The woman arched her eyebrows at him, hovering between offended and angry.
�We�re on duty,� Kopriva explained.
She nodded her understanding. �Lemonade, then. Or Mr. Pibb. There�s some Mr. Pibb left.�
�No, really, it�s-� Kopriva began.
�Fred, now!� She gave an embarrassed look at Kopriva and Willow, as if in apology for what she felt were Fred�s poor manners.
Fred disappeared into the kitchen.
Kopriva knew Willow was watching the doorway to the kitchen carefully. He turned his attention to the woman.
�Are you Nancy Henderson?� he asked.
�I am,� she said, and smiled. One of her eyeteeth was broken and the end of the tooth was a hideous black. He also noticed that she was wearing lip-gloss and an excessive amount of pancake makeup, as if she were trying to cover up the two large moles on her left cheek. At least, Kopriva thought they were moles. They might have just been lumps of skin. Either way, the effect was eerie.
�Ma�am, I have some bad news,� Kopriva said.
Nancy looked at him expectantly.
He forged ahead. �I don�t know how to say this other than to just say it, so here it is.� He fixed her with a steady gaze. �Your granddaughter, Amy, has been kidnapped.�
Something flickered in her eyes, but Kopriva couldn�t decipher what it was. Her jaw fell open for a moment, then closed. She looked over at Fred, who had appeared in the doorway with two sodas in his hand, then back at Kopriva.
�W-when?� she asked.
�Today,� Kopriva answered.
�How?�
�I can�t go into details, Mrs. Henderson, until I ask you a few questions.�
�Questions?�
�Where were you this morning?� Kopriva asked.
Nancy looked at him and said nothing. Anger suddenly blazed in her eyes.
�We were both here,� Fred offered. �We were watching a movie-�
�Don�t tell these cocksuckers anything!� Nancy shrieked. She stared at Kopriva, enraged. �Do you think I�m stupid, mister big-shot detective?�
�No, ma�am,� Kopriva said. �I just have to ask-�
�I haven�t seen my grand-daughter since she was a year old,� Nancy yelled at him. �My bitch of a daughter keeps her from me!�
Kopriva raised his hands, making a �settle-down� gesture. �I know you two are not talking.�
�I want to talk to her! She won�t talk to me!� Nancy pointed her finger and waggled it at Kopriva, then took a healthy slug from the can of beer. Fred stood by, unaffected by her outburst.
�Ma�am, we have to ask all of the family members the same questions. It�s procedure.�
�It�s an accusation!�
�Wouldn�t you want us to follow every lead? To eliminate every possibility?� Kopriva struggled to keep his voice even.
Tears welled up in Nancy�s eyes and rolled down her plump cheeks. �Is she really gone?� she asked. Her voice filled with sorrow. �Has someone really taken her?�
Kopriva nodded, struggling to keep up with her mood swings.
�Will you find her? Please?�
�We�re trying, ma�am.�
Nancy walked to the mantle and removed a photo of a bald little girl in a blue and white dress sitting next to a giant numeral one. �This was her one-year photo,� she said, and handed the framed picture to Kopriva.
He took the picture and looked at it politely.
�See the bow?� Nancy asked, pointing.
Kopriva saw the yellow bow atop the little girl�s head and nodded.
�It wouldn�t stay,� Nancy said. �No matter what we tried, it wouldn�t stay. She just didn�t have enough hair. I finally borrowed some tape from the receptionist and we taped it in place for the picture. You can�t tell, can you?�
Kopriva looked at the photo again and shook his head. �No. It doesn�t show.�
Nancy smiled at him gratefully and he handed back the picture frame. She looked at it adoringly. �I�m sure her hair has grown out by now. I�m sure it�s long and dark and lovely, just like Kathy�s.�
There had been numerous photos of young Amy Dugger at her house, Kopriva remembered. And she did have very dark hair, like her mother�s.
�Ma�am, I�m sorry to be the one to have to bring you this news,� he said.
Nancy waved away his apology and replaced the picture frame on the mantle. �No, you�re just doing your job. I understand.�
�Can I ask you those questions now?�
She sat down in a chair next to the fireplace and motioned for him to continue.
Kopriva cleared his throat. �Uh, well, you said you were here this morning, watching a movie?�
�Yes,� Nancy said.
�Mommy Dearest,� Fred offered.
Kopriva pressed his lips together and suppressed a grin. Willow coughed into his fist next to him. Neither Nancy nor Fred seemed to notice.
�Did you leave the house today?� Kopriva managed to ask.
�No.�
He looked at Fred. �Either of you?�
Fred glanced at Nancy, then shook his head.
�Do you own a van?�
�No,� said Nancy and Fred shook his head.
�What vehicles do you own?�
�A 1983 Taurus,� Fred answered promptly.
�It�s parked out back,� Nancy offered. �You can look if you want.�
�That�s okay,� Kopriva said.
�No, it�s not,� Nancy said, her voice suddenly laced with tension. �You asked, Mr. Big Shot, now�you�go�look!�
Kopriva paused, then rose slowly from the couch. His knee ached in protest as he stood and followed Fred through the kitchen. Willow remained with Nancy.
Dishes were piled high in the sink and the remnants of pork chops sat on a plate next to the stove. Kopriva did his best to breathe shallowly and followed Fred to a window next to the small kitchen table.
�There,� he pointed.
Kopriva saw a silver Ford Taurus parked in the small dirt driveway behind the house. The back yard was fenced in and the gate at the driveway was closed. A mangy, yellow dog lay in the corner of the yard in a patch of sunshine. Next to the dirt driveway was a small, detached garage. It was barely large enough to be called a one-car.
�What�s in there?� Kopriva asked.
Fred shrugged. �Fifty years of junk.�
Kopriva nodded, then turned and walked back into the living room. Fred trailed behind him.
�Satisfied?� Nancy asked him bitterly when he returned.
�Yes,� Kopriva answered. �When was the last time you saw your grand-daughter, Mrs. Henderson?�
More tears rose in her eyes and cascaded down her cheeks. �She�s six now. Oh, Jesus!� Nancy leaned her head back against the headrest of the chair and wailed. �It�s been five years since I�ve seen my precious grand-daughter! Five years since she�s seen her Grammy! Oh, Jesus God!�
Kopriva waited while she half-sobbed, half-wailed. When the sounds she made subsided, he spoke again. �Have you had any contact at all? Telephone calls, letters, pictures?�
�Not in five years,� she sobbed.
�Nothing at all?�
�Oh, you bastards!� Nancy roared at him. She stood suddenly and threw her beer can down on the floor at her side. The liquid foamed and gushed out onto the floor. �You think I had something to do with this?�
Kopriva suppressed a sigh. �No, ma�am. Like I said-�
�You�re tormenting me!� she shouted. �I haven�t seen her in five years and now you come here and torment me?�
�We�re trying to find her, ma�am,� Kopriva said.
�You think I took her?� Nancy shrieked at him, stabbing her finger in the air. �Search my house, then! Search it, goddamn you! Search it and then get out there and fucking find my grand-daughter!�
Kopriva considered, then shook his head. �I don�t want to search your house. I just want to ask you a few questions.�
�Either search now or get out!� Nancy yelled, waving her arms wildly. �I�m sick and tired of your accusations!�
�I don�t need to search your house, ma�am. I just need-�
�Then get out!� She pointed at the door. �Get out! Get OUT!�
Kopriva hesitated. He looked at Fred, who appeared unaffected by Nancy�s radical mood swings.
He�s used to it, Kopriva realized. This must be par for the course.
With an audible sigh, he rose and walked toward the door. Behind him, Nancy sank into the chair and sobbed violently.
�We should search,� Willow whispered to him as he passed.
Kopriva shook his head. �She�s not here.�
He turned the knob and walked onto the porch.
Willow followed. �If they�re going to let us,� he said urgently, �then we should search. We should make sure.�
Kopriva motioned toward the house. �That woman is so crazy she couldn�t plan a shopping trip, much less an abduction.�
Willow frowned. �Maybe so. But we should make sure.�
�There�s no point.�
�She�s offering,� Willow said. �That�s the point.�
The door swung open and Fred Henderson stood in the doorway.
�I�m sorry, officers,� he said softly. �She�s�not well.�
�Apparently,� Willow muttered.
�Is she on medication?� Kopriva asked.
Fred nodded somberly. �Several. And the beer doesn�t help. �
�I don�t imagine it does,� Kopriva said.
�Then news like this comes along,� he twirled his hands slowly. �It sets her off.�
�Is she always so�� Kopriva trailed off.
�All over the place?�
Kopriva nodded.
Fred shrugged. �It depends. The less she takes her medication, the more beer she drinks, the more she�s like this.�
�I�m sorry,� Kopriva said.
�You�re just doing your job,� Fred said. �Will you call when you find Amy?�
�Of course.�
�That will calm her down, I think,� Fred told him.
�I�ll make sure someone calls.�
�If you have any other questions, officer, please come by.� Fred pushed the thin strands of hair from the side of his head across his bald top. �Anytime.�
�Thanks, Mr. Henderson.� Kopriva extended his hand.
Fred looked at it briefly, then reached out and took it. He shook hands limply, then turned and closed the door.

EIGHT


1748 hours
The knock at the door made Gio jump. He walked out of the kitchen and to the front door.
Jill Ferguson stood at the door holding a casserole dish. She smiled nervously at Gio.
He opened the door and let her in.
�Is Kathy awake?� she asked.
He nodded. �In the living room.� She�d been in there since the chaplain left. He�d promised to return if she needed him again, but Kathy had thanked him and said she�d be all right. The chaplain had urged her to get some sleep. Gio hoped she would and promised to wake her if any news came in, but he knew the mother would sleep little, if at all.
Jill brushed past him and he caught a whiff of the casserole and her perfume. She disappeared into the kitchen, then reappeared a moment later without the dish and went into the living room.
Gio closed the front door and wandered back into the kitchen. He glanced at the clock. It was almost six o�clock. His stomach grumbled.
He thought about going into the living room, but decided against it. The two women needed their privacy. Maybe Jill could bring some comfort to Kathy. Or, like he�d mentioned before, maybe she�d lash out at her.
Straining his ears, all he could hear was the muffled sound of the television and soft, feminine voices. Obviously, though, Kathy was welcoming the support.
Gio stood over the casserole and inhaled deeply. It smelled like cheese and potatoes.
�Adam-257, a status check,� his radio crackled.
�Code four,� he said into it. �And I�ll be off the air. Contact me via landline.�
�Copy, Ad-�
He snapped off the radio. That was just like a dispatcher. They don�t status check you unless you�re on a break or a detail like this one where you didn�t need it.
�Go back to your card game,� he muttered at the radio, and took another sniff of Jill�s casserole. He thought he detected onions.
Ten minutes later, Jill Ferguson came into the kitchen. She�d been crying, but she gave him a warm smile. Wordlessly, she turned the oven on and slid the casserole onto the rack.
�It�s ready to eat now,� she said, brushing a lock of her red hair out of her face, �but you can keep it on warm all night if you need to.�
�Thanks,� Gio said.
�I don�t know if Kathy will feel like eating, but this way she doesn�t have to worry about it and neither do you.�
�Thanks,� Gio repeated.
Jill started toward the door and motioned for him to follow. Once they were on the porch, she said, �You�ve got to watch her a little closer, okay? She was watching the news when I went in. They ran a story about Amy.�
Gio�s face fell. �Oh, jeez. I�m sorry. I thought she might need to be alone.�
�She probably did. Just not alone with the evening news.�
Gio swore under his breath, then asked, �Was it bad?�
Jill shook her head. �I wouldn�t worry about it,� she told him. �The reporter didn�t make it sound any worse than it is. And it�s over now, anyway.�
�Still,� he said. �I should have thought of that.�
She didn�t argue the point, but she let it die. �This has been hard on her. But having you here helps, I think.�
�I hope so. How�s Kendra?�
Jill frowned. �Not herself. She�s quieter than usual. And she cried after that detective left.�
�I�m sorry. It has to be rough for her. That could have been her instead of Amy.� Gio regretted the words as soon as they left his mouth.
Jill�s face fell. �I know. Anyway, good night.�
Gio watched her go down the walk and into the night.
1844 hours
�Look at that stack,� Tower said.
Kopriva stared at the three tall stacks of manila folders on the table in front of them. Browning stood next to him and said nothing.
�Who�d have thought so many sexual sickos live in River City?� Tower asked.
�I�m never having kids,� Kopriva said, and both men chuckled at him.
�You gotta get laid before you can have kids,� Tower joked and added, �kid.�
Kopriva smiled. He thought about telling them that he was regularly sharing a bed with Officer Katie MacLeod, but he kept his mouth shut.
�They all come from the west side, anyway,� Browning said. �They get out of prison and come over here for a fresh start.�
�Fresh meat is more like it,� Tower groused.
Browning nodded in agreement, then clapped his hands. �Okay, boys, here�s the battle plan, per Lieutenant Crawford himself. We are to begin the arduous task of going through these stacks of sex offenders for another couple of hours. Then we are directed to go home and get some sleep and report back here promptly at 0600 hours. At that time-�
�What do you mean, go home?� Kopriva asked.
Browning and Tower looked at him and said nothing. He felt heat rushing to his face.
�We can�t just go home while this girl is missing,� he said. �We�ve got to keep at it until-�
�Until we make a mistake?� Browning asked.
�Until we find her,� Kopriva muttered.
Tower clapped Kopriva on his left shoulder, causing him to wince sharply. Tower drew back his hand apologetically. �Sorry, kid. I forgot.�
�It�s all right,� Kopriva lied. �I do, too, sometimes.�
Tower nodded at him, then said, �Look, Stef, it�s like this. We need to stay fresh throughout this process, too, or we�ll miss something. We�ve got an officer at the victim address in case there�s a ransom call. Crawford said the phone lines are being recorded. Patrol has a copy of the description the witness gave me. A teletype has gone out. We�ll dig into this pile of scumbag sickos-� he motioned toward the stacks of files-�tonight and keep with it tomorrow. It�ll work out.�
Browning watched the exchange dispassionately. �We have to play the odds, Stef. The odds are that either she�s being held for ransom or that she�s already dead.�
Kopriva was stunned at what he took to be Browning�s indifference. �And what are the odds of each of those being true?�
Browning shrugged. �There�s been no ransom call yet. Her father is a mid-level inspector for a clothing manufacturer. I�d say ninety-ten against the ransom scenario.�
�What if she�s still alive?�
�Then she needs us at the top of our game,� Tower said, and Browning nodded.
Kopriva shook his head. He was tempted to say that their whole line of reasoning sounded like chicken shit to him, but he realized he had no experience to speak from.
�Relax, Stef,� said Browning. �We�re not going home yet.�
�And,� Tower said, �if Crawford bails before we do, then we might just be crashing upstairs in the down room for a few hours.�
Then Kopriva understood. There was the academy and then there was the way it was on the street.
�I don�t think Crawford is going to be able to micro-manage this case after today, anyway,� Browning said, reaching for the nearest file. He pointed at it and asked Kopriva, �You know what you�re looking for?�
�Yeah,� Kopriva answered. �Age and gender of victims, for starters.�
�Let�s start with just that,� Tower said. �Then we�ll run the ones we single out through the computer for custody status and see who�s even still out of jail.�
�We�ll want to check to see who has a probation officer, too,� Browning said. �Easier to search their place that way.�
�Why�d you say that about Lieutenant Crawford?� Kopriva asked, grabbing a file of his own to review.
Browning smiled. �Well, I had the misfortune of following up on that stop that Norris and Gilliam made down in East Central, right?�
�Yeah.�
�The driver was a black male who felt that he was being singled out because of his race.�
�Which he was,� observed Tower.
�True,� said Browning. �His race and his van. He consented to a search of the van. I didn�t find anything other than a couple of bowl�s worth of marijuana in the glove compartment. I gave the man a pass on that. After that, I went and searched his house, again with consent. His bride was not very pleased with having a couple of white men wearing guns opening her closet doors, even if they were accompanied by a middle-aged black man.�
�You searched the house, too?� Kopriva asked.
�Of course,� Browning said.
�Even though you didn�t think it was the guy?�
�I may not have thought it was the guy, but he matched the description and so did his vehicle. I had to follow the lead as far as it went.�
Kopriva looked troubled.
�Confused?� Browning asked. �Well, here�s the point. Between my following up Norris�s stop and the way patrol is likely to stop every van moving tonight, I am certain that the El-Tee will be up to his armpits in angry black citizens by tomorrow morning. Leaving us,� he said with a grin, �to actually solve the case.�
�Ta-da,� Tower intoned and tossed the first file into the discard pile. �Deceased,� he explained.
�How�d your trip to the grandmother�s go, Stef?� Browning asked.
Kopriva shrugged. �She�s as crazy as her daughter said. It was like that old movie where that woman has all those different personalities?�
�Sybil?� Browning asked. �With Sally Fields?�
�Yeah, that�s it.�
�I thought that was Faye Dunaway,� Tower said, opening another file.
�It was Sally Fields,� Browning said.
�Pretty sure it was Faye Dunaway,� Tower said, paging through the file.
Browning shook his head at him. �No. It wasn�t.�
�Pretty sure.�
Kopriva smiled at the banter between the two men. Gallows humor was the way a lot of officers coped with the darkness of the job. But since coming to work light duty in the detectives division, he�d seen a different kind of humor, more of a disassociative one. Detectives argued and joked about everything but police work. The only time they seemed to talk about the job was when they had to or when they were drinking and couldn�t help it.
�Doesn�t matter,� Browning said. �You can wallow in your ignorance.� He turned to Kopriva. �Go ahead, Stef. Finish. She was crazy, you said.�
Kopriva nodded and described her behavior for the two detectives. He didn�t mention her offer to search the place, feeling a little foolish. When he was done, Browning rubbed his chin in thought. Tower picked up another file and flipped it open.
�You think she�s involved?� Browning asked.
�Nah.�
Browning looked over at Tower. �So we�re oh-for-two.�
�I hit all the houses on the block where Kendra said they grabbed Amy,� Tower said. �Nobody saw anything. Same thing on Amy�s block.�
�Make that oh-for-three, then,� Browning said.
�Not necessarily,� Tower said. �A bunch of people weren�t home when I canvassed. I spread my business card around. Maybe someone will call in.�
�Anyone who wasn�t home when you canvassed probably wasn�t home when the snatch happened, either.�
�Well, thank you, Captain Optimism.�
Browning shrugged. �Just the facts, ma�am.�
Tower tossed another file on the discard pile. �Likes boys,� he explained.
�At this rate, we�ll be done before midnight,� Kopriva said.
�Hardly,� Tower said. �Something will come along and screw up that plan. Murphy�s law.� He looked at his watch. �I�m going to give Stephanie a call and let her know I won�t be home. Then I�m going for caffeine. You guys want some food?�
Kopriva shrugged, but Browning said sure.
�I�m not going for sandwiches, Ray, so you can forget your tuna and mustard special. It�s pizza or nothing.�
Browning feigned disappointment. �Ugh. Just get something cold to drink if you�re getting pizza.�
Tower gave him a reproachful look and held up two fingers. �Two things, huh?�
�What?�
�One, I�m going to David�s Pizza, okay? So the pizza will be delicious. And two, I�ll make sure to bring some cokes for Stef and me and some candy-ass diet for you. I�ll even bring you a straw.�
Browning removed a money clip from his pocket and peeled off a ten-dollar bill. Kopriva reached for his wallet, but Tower held up his hands. �Don�t worry about it. We�ll cover you. It�s the least we can do for exposing you to this stuff.�
�It�s better than the runaways I�ve been working,� Kopriva said.
Tower took Browning�s cash and headed for the exit door. �Try to finish a file or two before I get back,� he said on the way out.
�He�s in a good mood,� Kopriva said, a little surprised.
�That�s how he copes, I suppose,� Browning said evenly. �Besides, he�s in love. He�s living with the girl he mentioned. Stephanie. He acts differently when he�s single.�
�How do you know that?�
�He�s been on the job for twelve years. Back here for three. He works sex crimes and missing persons, so we end up working together quite a bit.�
�So you psychoanalyze him?�
Browning smiled slightly. �No. I notice things. It�s a by-product of the job, you could say.�
Kopriva nodded and went back to his file. He wondered what Browning noticed about him. He briefly considered asking, but pushed the thought away. He knew the two ways people reacted to him since the shooting, and he wasn�t comfortable with either one.
Browning picked up another file and opened it. His intelligent brown eyes flitted across the page. He hummed slightly and stroked his goatee while he read.
Kopriva turned back to his own file and read on, disgusted by every word.
1907 hours
�Long goddamn day,� Captain Michael Reott muttered.
�Ain�t that the truth,� Crawford replied. �Has the Chief gone home?�
Reott nodded. �Everyone has, except for a few detectives.�
�I told them to leave by nine tonight. Otherwise, they�d work straight through.� Crawford pulled out his cigar case and offered one to the Captain.
Reott considered. The station was supposed to go to a no-smoking policy, but it wasn�t clear yet if that meant just the public areas of the building or the entire building. �What the hell,� he said and took one.
With a flourish, Crawford pulled out his Zippo lighter and flicked it open. Reott drew deeply and set the cherry at the end of the cigar. Then he sat back in his chair.
�You know those detectives will stay here through the night if you don�t walk them to their cars, don�t you?� Reott asked. �They�ll snag a few hours of sleep upstairs in the down room, but they�ll keep at it.�
Crawford smiled around his cigar. �I�m counting on it.�
Reott nodded his approval and puffed on the cigar again. �What�s the plan, then?�
�Well,� Crawford said, his voice thick with smoke, �first off, can you keep that idiot Hart out of the picture? I don�t want him having anything to do with this.�
�Easy enough,� Reott said.
�Good. Then we�ll just keep on like we are. I�ve got Giovanni at the residence in case a ransom contact comes in. Graveyard is going to relieve him. I�ve got him pulling about fourteen hours, but they�re day shift hours and easy duty. Graveyard will pull the other ten.�
�Okay. What else?�
�Tower did a door-to-door canvass of the block where the witness said it happened.�
�And?�
Crawford shook his head as he inhaled. �He got nothing. He hit the block where the kid lives, too, but same result.�
Reott coughed on his cigar, causing Crawford to smile.
�What?� The patrol captain asked.
Crawford shook his head. �Nothing, buttercup.�
�Kiss my ass,� Reott said and intentionally took a deep drag of cigar smoke, then let out a long stream of blue, blowing it in Crawford�s direction.
Crawford clapped sarcastically.
�Smart-ass,� Reott muttered. �What are you doing about the phones?�
�The phone lines are tapped and will record any activity,� Crawford told him. �I�ve got Browning and Tower running down leads and I told them to put the light duty kid on phone tips.�
�Kopriva?�
�Yeah.�
�How�s he doing?�
�Who knows?� Crawford said. �Who cares?�
Reott�s eyes narrowed. �Why the hositility?�
�He could�ve save Karl Winter, Mike.�
Reott shrugged. �Maybe. Maybe not.�
It was Crawford�s turn to shrug. �I think he could�ve. And, I don�t buy this hero crap some people are tossing around. It took Thomas Chisolm to finish his laundry for him.�
Reott was silent. He knew more than a few people felt like Crawford did.
�Anyway, he�s bright enough to handle phone tips,� Crawford said. �So we�ll keep him there.�
�What if no ransom call comes?�
�If it doesn�t come by tomorrow, Cap, it ain�t coming. Then we have to start looking at the likely possibility that this little girl is dead.�
�What�s Browning think?�
�He thinks she�s already dead.�
Reott cursed, causing Crawford to smile. �What?� Reott asked him.
�I just never heard a goat referred to in quite that way.�
�Yeah? Well, you�re not from Montana.�
Crawford allowed himself to chuckle. He puffed on his cigar for a few moments after the chuckle died out.
�How�s the media been?� Reott asked.
Crawford shrugged. �Fair, for the most part. They got the girl�s picture out on the airwaves. All the reports I saw were pretty reasonable.�
�Including that Portland transplant?�
�Shawna Matheson?�
�That�s her.� Reott shook his head. �She�d turn a cat in a tree into a hostage stand-off. I can only imagine what she�ll do with a missing kid.�
Crawford took a contemplative puff on his cigar. �I didn�t see hers. But who cares? Anything that gets people watching for the kid is a good thing. Most reporters are responsible, but a couple are � �
�Jackals,� Reott finished.
Crawford puffed again and shrugged. Then he said, �You know graveyard patrol will keep the pressure on. They�ll stop any van moving.�
�They should. That�s their job.�
�Yeah,� said Crawford. �And they�re good at it. They�ll stop every van moving, especially if there�s a black man driving. But by tomorrow morning, you�re going to have black ministers and the Center for Racial Justice down here screaming bloody murder.�
�Screw them,� Reott said. �We�re trying to find a missing kid.�
�Some of your �jackals� could jump on that particular story.�
�Screw them, too. If I need to, I�ll make an on-camera statement and explain. People will understand. If we need any more explanation than that, I�ll give an interview to that lady reporter at the newspaper. The one who actually listens and writes things up half-way fair.�
�Pam Lincoln.� Crawford pursed his lips and nodded. He agreed that she was a fair reporter, especially when it came to critical incidents. Then he said, �You know, if a ransom note shows up or it looks like the van headed to Idaho, the FBI will want in.�
�Well, I guess we�ll cross that bridge when we come to it,� Reott replied, and blew a large cloud of smoke up toward his office ceiling.
Lieutenant Crawford smiled grimly. He knew that they were in the eye of the hurricane right then, so he did the only thing he could do at the moment. He sat back and enjoyed his cigar, too.

NINE

2053 hours
Officer Katie MacLeod walked past the sergeant�s office toward the roll call room. The door was closed but through the door�s glass window, she saw Lieutenant Saylor and Sergeant Shen talking with the Major Crimes Lieutenant. Shen looked up and noticed her pass by. He gave her a barely perceptible nod.
Once in the roll call room, Katie walked to the Baker Sector table to choose a chair. Seating wasn�t assigned, but police officers were creatures of habit and slaves to seniority. Everyone had their own chair around the table and it was a major event if someone broke the seating chart rules.
�You about done with that, Matt?� she asked Matt Westboard, choosing an empty chair and sitting down. He was reading the daily intelligence flyer from a three ring binder that contained the last several months worth of bulletins.
�No,� Westboard said, pretending to ignore her.
�Good thing there�s pictures on those flyers,� Katie teased. �Otherwise, it�d be a quick read for you.�
Westboard glanced up at her, then around the room. Satisfied that there were no ears that might be offended, he jabbed back. �The only pictures today are from the ad for your 1-900 number. Unfortunately, they�ve been blacked out in places-�
Katie threw her pen at him and caught him square in the forehead with the cap end of her plastic Bic.
�Whoa, MacLeod!�
�You should watch what you say, Westboard.�
�Yeah, yeah, it�s all fun and games until someone gets an eye put out.� He picked up the pen and put it in his breast pocket. �If you think I�m giving this back to you, you�re nuts.�
�Keep it,� she said. �I�ve got plenty.�
�Plenty of callers, huh?�
Katie flashed her middle finger at him.
Westboard feigned shock. �Not a very lady-like gesture.�
�Are you finished with the flyer or not?�
Westboard slid the binder across the table to her. �I�m only giving you this to avoid having knives thrown at me next.�
Katie pretended to ignore him and scanned the flyer. It consisted of noteworthy events and arrests made recently, outstanding wanted persons of some notoriety and unsolved crimes. It was an accomplishment of some measure in the patrol division to make an arrest that found its way into the daily intelligence flyer.
As she read, other members of her platoon drifted in and took their seats. Anthony Battaglia sat immediately to her left. She could smell his cologne, which wasn�t unpleasant, just a little too strong. Connor O�Sullivan sat directly across from O�Sullivan.
�You done with that flyer yet, Katie?� Battaglia asked her. He spoke with an intentional hint of a New York accent. Sometimes he and O�Sullivan spent their entire shift with Battaglia speaking in a thick New York Italian accent while O�Sullivan used a barely decipherable Irish brogue.
Katie slid the binder across the table to him.
�What am I, chopped liver?� O�Sullivan asked her.
�You gotta ask for sumpin� to get it, Sully,� Battaglia said, upping his accent a notch.
�Oh, really?� retorted O�Sullivan in Irish brogue. �Well, will ya listen to the guinea over here with all the answers to life�s many mysteries?�
�Do you guys ever quit?� Katie asked.
�Never!� O�Sullivan said. �Never quit until the English are driven out and Ireland is free of tyranny!�
�Stupid Mick,� Battaglia muttered.
O�Sullivan smiled.
Battaglia smiled.
Simultaneously, they extended a middle finger at each other.
Katie laughed in spite of herself.
�You ever going to choose a seat, MacLeod?� Officer James Kahn asked, sliding into his self-assigned chair. Katie imagined that he�d been sitting in that same plastic chair so long, it probably bore the impression of his buttocks. �Every time I come to roll call, you�re in a different seat.�
Kahn was still looking at her, so she tilted her head from side to side and said in her best ditzy voice, �They�re all so nice, I just can�t make up my mind.�
Everyone except Kahn broke into a smile. He stared disapprovingly at her for a minute, then turned to Battaglia. �You done with the flyer?�
�I�ve got dibs,� Sully said.
�Screw your dibs,� Kahn said. �I�ve got seniority.�
Sully opened his mouth to reply, but the door to the roll call room swung open and Sergeant Shen and Lieutenant Saylor walked in together. Shen took his position at the head of the Baker Sector table and Saylor stepped up to the podium. He addressed all three platoons.
�Listen up,� he said, and the conversation died down. He handed several sheets of paper to one of the officers at the Adam sector table. �Here�s a few stolen vehicles and some fresh warrants that I�ll pass around. The main thing I want to go over tonight is the kidnapping of a little girl earlier today.�
There was a low murmur throughout the room. Katie leaned forward and listened carefully.
Saylor continued, �Some of you may have seen something about it on the news. At about 0830 this morning, six-year-old Amy Dugger was abducted from the area of 4800 N. Waterbury. The suspect vehicle was a full size blue or brown van. The driver was a black male, very large. The guy who grabbed her was a Hispanic male, jeans and yellow shirt. He wore a full face mask, had a Mexican accent and a tattoo on his right elbow of a spider web.�
�There�s an original idea,� Kahn muttered loudly.
Saylor looked up. �As of now, this little girl is still missing. There haven�t been any ransom requests made. We�ve teletyped all Western States police agencies and there�s been some news coverage already. Detectives Tower and Browning have been assigned the case. They would appreciate you stopping anything out there that resembles this description.�
�That might ruffle a few feathers, El-Tee,� Thomas Chisolm said from the Charlie Sector table.
�I don�t really care, Tom,� Saylor said. �There�s a little girl missing.�
�I agree,� Chisolm said. �I�m just saying, there will be feathers ruffled.�
Saylor looked out at the assembled officers. �Let me be clear. If you see a van matching this description, stop it. Be polite. Be professional. But you stop anything moving that matches this description and then let me and the administration worry about the fallout. Like I said, there�s a little girl missing.�
There was a collective murmur of agreement.
�All right. Carry on, then,� Saylor said. He left the podium and exited the roll call room.
The sergeants began their platoon meetings.
�If you have any problems like Chisolm mentioned,� Sergeant Shen told Baker Sector, �just call me. I�ll try to deal with it before it becomes a complaint. Like the lieutenant said, be professional and be polite. But dig. Any questions?�
There were none.
�Okay,� Shen said. �Make sure you read the stolens and warrants that are floating around and let�s hit the streets.�
The group stood almost in unison to leave.
�Katie,� Shen said. �I need to see you in the office, please.�
Katie�s face flushed slightly. �Yes, sir.�
Shen nodded and left the table.
Battaglia made an �ooh� sound.
�Think you�re in a wee bit o�trouble there, lass?� O�Sullivan half-sang.
Katie ignored them and followed Shen.
�Hopefully he�s going to talk to her about picking a goddamn seat and sticking with it,� Kahn said.
In the sergeant�s office, Shen was already doing paperwork. He looked up when Katie entered. �Guys give you a razzing?�
She shrugged.
Shen smiled. �They like you. You know that, don�t you?�
Katie shrugged again. She considered Westboard a friend, though they didn�t associate off-duty. Battaglia and O�Sullivan were like twins, but they seemed to tolerate her at least. Kahn definitely did not like her.
�I�m serious,� Shen said. �Cops only tease other cops if they like them.�
�Did I do something wrong, Sarge?�
Shen�s eyebrows raised slightly in surprise. �Wrong? No. Is that why you think I called you in here?�
She turned over her palms and shrugged.
Shen shook his head. �No, you�re doing fine, Katie. I have a special assignment for you tonight, that�s all.�
�What kind of assignment?�
�It is part of the kidnapping detail,� Shen told her. �Officer Giovanni is assigned to the victim�s family. He needs to be relieved.�
�Doing what?�
�Being there in case there�s a ransom demand. Or if the family thinks of something important.�
Babysitting, Katie thought. And who better to baby-sit than the girl on the platoon?
�You look disappointed,� Shen said.
Katie disguised her expression. �No, sir.�
�All right, then,� Shen said, handing her the address on a slip of paper. �Go ahead and head straight up there to relieve Giovanni. He�ll relieve you at 0700 hrs tomorrow morning.�
�Yes, sir,� Katie said and left the office.
Down in the basement, she exacted some measure of revenge by refusing to tell any of her sector-mates what the sergeant had wanted, no matter how wildly they speculated. She stood waiting for a car to come in with her patrol bag at her feet.
After a few minutes, the heckling died down. Westboard wandered over and stood next to her. �You okay?� he asked.
�Fine,� she said sharply, and immediately regretted it.
Westboard waited a few seconds, then asked, �Something the sergeant said?�
�It�s nothing.�
�Boyfriend trouble?�
Katie glanced sideways at him, wondering if he knew about her and Stef. His expression was open, though, and without guile.
�No.�
�Family?�
�No. Matt, I�m fine.�
He nodded slowly, then asked, �Problems with the 1-900 phone line?�
She gave a small laugh. �Yeah, that�s it.�
�I figured,� Westboard said.
Swing shift rolled into the long basement sally port and parked in a line. The graveyard officers waited a few minutes for the swing shift officers to de-plane.
�You wanna get coffee later?� Westboard asked her.
�Can�t,� she said, picking up her bag. �I got stuck on a babysitting detail.�
Westboard�s brow furrowed in confusion, but Katie ignored him and took the nearest vehicle. After conducting a swift pre-flight check, she strapped her patrol bag into the passenger seat and pulled out of the basement.
Without thinking, she sound-checked the siren and air horn and checked the emergency lights. Everything worked fine.
The drive up to the Dugger residence was a quick one. The after-work rush hour was long past and the traffic was thin. She pulled up behind Giovanni�s marked car and got out. As she walked up the sidewalk to the house, she saw Giovanni�s face peering out the kitchen window at her. He met her at the door.
�Hey, MacLeod,� he said in a whisper. �Welcome to baby-sitter central.�
2209 hours
Thomas Chisolm drove slowly around the lower south hill neighborhood, watching for any blue or brown vans, whether moving or parked. Each time he came across one, he ran the license plate, then had the dispatcher check the registered owner. If the R.O. was a black male, he made a note of it. He planned to drop off the list to Detective Browning in the morning.
After the third or fourth license plate, the dispatcher figured out what he was doing. After the seventh or so, she was sick of him doing it. Chisolm didn�t care. Dispatchers came and went. A little girl was missing.
When he heard his call-sign come over the radio on the main south side channel, he was reasonably certain that the data channel operator had told the south side operator to make sure he went to the next call.
�Charlie-143, Charlie-145?�
Chisolm clicked his mike.
He heard Charlie-145, Officer Bill Lindsay, answer up with his location. As usual, he was far south and away from the crime-ridden areas of their sector.
Chisolm shook his head in disgust. It wasn�t that he had anything against rich people getting a ticket-in fact, the idea somewhat appealed to him-it was just that whenever Lindsay was called, he was deep south. That meant that he wasn�t going to be there to back anyone up very quickly.
�An unwanted guest, downtown at the State Theater,� the dispatcher said. �Complainant is the theater manager, who says a white male in his forties entered without a ticket and is refusing to leave. Description of suspect available.�
�Disregard the description,� Chisolm said into the microphone. He considered going Code 4 and disregarding Lindsay, but decided against it. He�d let the lazy bastard drive downtown and do a little police work for a change. He was next up on the detective�s promotional list and would soon get made, anyway. Then he�d be able to duck work even more effectively.
�Copy Charlie-143,� the dispatcher said. Chisolm imagined her and the data channel operator slapping a high five.
There was a short silence on the radio. Chisolm knew Lindsay was waiting, hoping someone offered to go in his place or that Chisolm would go Code 4. After a short time, he came on the air.
�Charlie-145, copy,� he said in a dejected voice.
Chisolm smiled to himself.
His smile faded as he headed downtown. He was reasonably certain that it was a drunken bum who had wandered in to the business. Downtown was full of winos, due to several outreach centers being located there. There were three competing churches that gave out sandwiches and bible verses on different days of the week. The transient population generally behaved themselves when they were in the outreach centers because to act up was to get booted out. However, once the doors closed for the evening, it was time to get liquored up and sleep in an alley or under the freeway. The luckier ones found their way into the Detox center, which was also conveniently downtown.
He felt disgust for some, pity for others. Most claimed to be Vietnam vets and most were lying. As a veteran of that war himself, he took considerable exception to those false claims.
As he pulled up in front of the State Theater, a kid about nineteen in a faux tuxedo and a red bow tie stood impatiently out front.
�Charlie-143, on scene,� Chisolm told Dispatch.
�Copy,� the dispatcher said.
�Charlie-145, I�m still a long ways off,� Lindsay said, a last minute plea for reprieve.
Chisolm switched on his portable radio as he turned off the police car and stepped out. No other units answered up to rescue Lindsay. It was still early in the year, but his sector-mates were wise to Lindsay�s games.
�Are you here for the trespasser?� the kid in the tux asked.
Chisolm glanced up at the marquee for a moment, then back at the kid. �Huh?�
�I�m the manager,� the kid said. �I called the police for a trespasser. He�s inside.� He pointed. When Chisolm didn�t respond immediately, he dropped his arm. �Are you here for that?�
Chisolm shook his head. �Nope.� He pointed up at the marquee. �I�m here to see Dances With Wolves.�
Confusion swept over the manager�s features, headed toward panic. �But I�ve got this guy inside��
�Relax, kid,� Chisolm said with a smile. �I�m just pulling your leg.�
The manager gave him another confused look, then relief took over. �Oh. Okay.� He smiled. �You had me going there.�
�I gathered. You�ve got a transient inside?�
�Uh, yeah. Well, a guy, anyway. I don�t know if he�s a transient or not.�
�Does he stink?�
�Huh?�
�Does the guy inside stink?�
The manager shook his head.
�No? Well, maybe he isn�t a transient, then.� He reached inside and grabbed his flashlight and slid it onto his belt. �Let�s find out.�
The manager led him to the row of glass doors, past a bug-eyed girl in the ticket kiosk and into the lobby. Two teenagers in mock tuxedos with black ties stood at the snack bar watching them.
There was no sign of anyone else in the lobby.
Chisolm looked at the manager and turned up his palms.
The manager swallowed and turned to the employees at the snack bar. �That guy in the army jacket-where�d he go?�
The boy behind the counter shrugged, but the girl pointed. �He said he was going to find his baby. I think he went into three.�
The manager looked at Chisolm. �Three is our smallest screen. It�s this way.�
Chisolm held out his arm. �Lead on.�
The manager turned and strode purposefully away. Chisolm followed.
As he walked, the manager looked over his shoulder. �We show second run children�s features on this screen.�
�Yeah?�
�Yeah. So maybe the guy is looking for a runaway kid or something.�
�Did you ask him?�
�No, sir. He wouldn�t tell us why he wanted in. He was just talking constantly about finding his baby and not listening to a word that I said. That�s why I-�
As they rounded a corner, Chisolm saw a pair of doors at the end of a short hallway. One was swinging open and a bearded man in his forties limped out.
�Where�s my baby!� he shouted at the manager.
The manager froze, which allowed Chisolm to stride past him.
�Hey, partner,� Chisolm said. �What�s going on?�
The man�s eyes were frantic and when they lighted on Chisolm, it was several moments before a flicker of recognition for his uniform registered in them.
�Shit,� he muttered.
Chisolm ignored the profanity and closed space with the man. Once he was an arm�s length away, he gave the man his most disarming smile. He knew that when he did that, the thin white scar that ran the length of his face stood out.
�What�s going on tonight?�
The man swallowed and glanced nervously over his shoulder. �Nothing,� he muttered.
Chisolm kept his smile up, but watched the man�s hands. They hung limply at his sides, visible and empty.
�Well, there�s something going on,� he told the man, �because the cops are here.�
That brought a rueful grin from the man. �True enough,� he said.
�What�s your name, friend?� Chisolm asked. He could smell the faint odor of alcohol on the man, but not the rotten, permanent smell that most transients carried. And although the bottoms of his jeans were dirty, he didn�t have the days upon days of dirt look about him.
�Kevin,� he said.
�Kevin?� Chisolm noticed his hair was uncombed and his eyes seemed a little unfocused. He began to wonder if the guy was more of a Signal Forty-eight, a mental.
�Yeah. Kevin.�
�Kevin, what�s the deal here? The manager said you came in looking for someone.�
Kevin shot the manager a dirty look, the kind reserved for snitches.
�Who�re you looking for, Kevin?�
�My baby,� he mumbled.
�Boy or girl?�
�Boy,� Kevin said. �Three months old.�
Chisolm raised his eyebrows. �Three months old and he walked in all by himself?�
Kevin�s eyes narrowed. �Don�t make fun, motherfucker. It�s a serious matter.�
Chisolm forced his smile to remain in place. �Fair enough, Kevin. What�s your baby�s name?�
�What do you care?�
�It�s my job to care. Besides, who doesn�t care about kids?�
Kevin grunted.
�What�s your boy�s name?�
�Kyle.�
�Okay, good. Nice name. Who�s Kyle with tonight?�
�His whore mother,� Kevin said, his voice rising slightly. His fists clenched and unclenched.
Chisolm ignored the epithet. �What�s her name?�
�Cindy the Fucking Whore.�
�Does she have a last name, Kevin?�
�Harrison.�
Chisolm tilted his head toward the manager, keeping his eyes on Kevin. �Son, I want you to go to the front of the theater and tell your concession clerks to tell my partner where I�m at when he comes in. Then I want you to find Cindy Harrison for me. Got it?�
�Yessir,� the manager said, his voice breaking. He turned and scuttled off in a rush.
Chisolm turned back to Kevin. �You�re a little upset about something, huh, Kevin?�
�It�s not your business.�
�Most days, you�d be right,� Chisolm said. �But unfortunately, not today. Not here in a public place. Now I�ve got to figure out what�s going on and solve the problem. That�s my duty.�
Kevin shook his head and said nothing.
Chisolm examined his olive drab jacket. �You buy that at the Army-Navy Surplus store on Division?�
Kevin�s eyes flared. �Hell, no! This is my jacket. I�ve had it since Parris Island.�
�Marine?� Chisolm asked.
�Yeah. Seventy to Seventy-one.�
�Well, then Semper Fi,� Chisolm said.
Kevin fixed him with a suspicious look. �You were in the Corps?�
�No. Army.�
�Really?� Kevin�s voice was full of doubt. �When?�
�Sixty-nine to seventy-one.�
�In the Army?�
Chisolm nodded.
�You go to the �Nam?�
�Mekong Delta.�
Kevin considered him for a long moment. �I was in Saigon. Except when I was out in the bush.�
�Which was all the time, I bet,� Chisolm guessed.
�You know it, brother.� Kevin smiled in spite of himself, but the smile quickly faded and was replaced by suspicion again. �What unit were you with?�
�S-F,� Chisolm said.
�Special Forces? Really?�
Chisolm nodded. �Two tours.�
�No kidding?� Kevin nodded his head in appreciation. �Most of the Army guys I came across were pussies, but you Green Berets came through for us a few times.�
�Marines saved our asses a few times, too.�
The two men stood quietly for a minute. Chisolm hoped that he�d made enough of a connection with the man to keep him from drifting off into suspicion and anger again.
�What can I do to help you here tonight, Kevin?�
Kevin stared at him for another long moment, then shook his head clear of his reverie. �Not a fucking thing,� he said. �I�m here to get my baby back from the whore that took him from me.�
�You know Cindy is here at the theater?�
He nodded. �I saw her walk in when I rode by on the bus. She�s here.�
�You two married?�
�Not anymore.�
�How long have you been divorced?�
�You�re a nosy fucker, aren�t ya?�
Chisolm smiled. �Peril of the job, I suppose.�
�Well, it�s none of your business. None of this is.�
Kevin started toward Chisolm and tried to walk past him.
Chisolm sidestepped and grabbed onto Kevin�s wrist and elbow. In one smooth motion, he swept his foot forward with as much force as he could muster, intending to take the man to the ground. His foot made contact with Kevin�s calf. There was a hollow thunk and Kevin fell forward like a rock. His lower leg jutted out at against his pants in an unnatural angle.
Kevin grunted but didn�t cry out. He landed on his face and his chest and tried to roll. Despite being surprised at the injury he had caused, Chisolm followed through on his takedown by dropping his weight onto Kevin�s upper back, leaning his shin across the back of his neck.
He heard the man curse, but paid no attention. Chisolm was transfixed by the compound fracture he seemed to have caused.
In the next instant, his mind processed the plastic thunking sound he�d heard when his foot made contact.
It was a prosthesis, he realized. A fake leg.
Chisolm was relieved. He snapped his handcuffs on Kevin and patted his pockets and waistline for weapons. Inside his pants on his hip, he found a long hunting knife. He removed it and tossed it several feet away. Then he patted Kevin on the back.
�Easy there, Marine. It�s going to be all right.�
Kevin swore at him. Chisolm kept his shin across the back of the man�s neck and accessed his radio.
�Charlie-143 to -145. I could use your help here.�
�-145, copy.� Lindsay�s voice came through static. He was out of the car and using his portable radio. �I�m walking in now.�
�Copy,� Chisolm said and replaced his radio. He gave Kevin another comradely pat on his shoulder blades. �It�ll be just a few minutes and we�ll get you into a nice car.�
�You�re weren�t no fucking Green Beret!� Kevin yelled into the floor.
Chisolm ignored the accusation. �Your leg injury happen in country, Kevin?�
�None of your goddamn business, you lying sonofabitch!�
He gave Kevin another pat. �Just be another minute.�
Kevin let loose a stream of profanities, ending with �shit-eater.�
�I think the �Nam mighta left you beaucoup dinky dao, my friend,� Chisolm said softy. �And I�m sorry about that.�
�Shove it up your ass! Fake Army son of a bitch!�
Lindsay appeared around the corner, loping along at his usual lazy pace. When he saw Chisolm on top of Kevin, his eyes flew open and he trotted over.
�What the hell, Tom? This guy fought?�
Chisolm shook his head. �Just tried to leave before it was quite time.�
�Jesus, what happened to his leg?�
�It�s a fake.�
�Oh.� Lindsay cocked his head to the side, then asked, �Jesus, Tom, you beat up a one-legged man?�
�Faker! Liar!� yelled Kevin.
Lindsay stared for another moment, then asked, �Is he under arrest?�
�What are you, my sergeant? Just grab that knife there and help me get him out to the car.�
Lindsay looked briefly for the knife on the floor, found it and picked it up. He gave a low whistle.
�Rambo,� he said.
�Come on, Bill,� Chisolm said, breaking his reverie. He and Lindsay lifted Kevin into a standing position. Each took an arm and walked him toward the front doors. His prosthesis dragged on the floor as they walked and he hopped effortlessly along on one leg to keep up.
They walked past the snack bar. Both tuxedo-clad teenagers followed their progress with their mouths hanging open. When the threesome exited the front doors, the bug-eyed ticket girl joined the gawker�s club.
�He still needs a good search,� Chisolm said, leaning Kevin against the car at the front tire. The two officers set about searching him. They removed all of his items and placed them on the hood. They found no more weapons.
�What�s your last name, Kevin?� Chisolm asked. �Is it Harrison?�
The prisoner stared ahead and said nothing.
Chisolm flipped open the man�s wallet. He saw a veteran�s hospital identification card in the name of Kevin Yeager. It showed his service dates as 1970-71. Chisolm slid it back into the wallet.
After the search, they awkwardly stowed a subdued Kevin in the back seat of Chisolm�s car.
Chisolm handed the wallet to Lindsay. �Do me a favor and run him. In addition to any wants, I need to know if there are any mental entries. And look for protection orders or anything like that. This might be some kind of Domestic Violence or something. The female half might be named Cindy Harrison.�
�Now who�s the sergeant?� Lindsay tried to joke.
Chisolm ignored him and walked back into the theater past the bug-eyed girl. Inside, he found the manager standing against the wall behind the ticket booth. A dark-haired woman in her thirties stood next to him. She held an infant in her arms, bouncing him softly.
�Cindy?� he asked as he approached.
�Yes, sir,� said the woman. He detected a southern accent.
�Then this would be Kyle,� he said, indicating the baby.
�Yes, sir,� she said again, and paused to kiss the child�s head.
Chisolm waved the manager away. The kid reluctantly retreated, wandering slowly toward the snack bar.
�He can�t see me from out there, can he, sir?�
�No,� Chisolm said.
She let out a relieved sigh. �Thank the Lord. How did he even know I was here?�
�He said he was riding the bus and passed by as you were walking in.�
�Really?�
�Yeah. Listen, Cindy, what�s the story here? Is he your husband?�
She took a deep breath and let it out. �Yes, sir, he was.�
�When did you get divorced?�
�Oh, we was never married.�
Chisolm gave her a puzzled look.
�We was common-law married,� she explained. �Seven years together.�
�But not legally married?�
�Not like in a church proper, no, sir.�
�Is he Kyle�s father?�
��Course he is,� Cindy said.
�He made some references that made me wonder, that�s all.�
�He called me a whore, didn�t he?�
�Yeah, I think that was the word.�
�That�s on account of I left him, sir. I was afraid for my baby, so I left.�
�Afraid of what?� Chisolm asked, but he thought he knew.
�Of him,� Cindy told him. �He wasn�t seeing his doctor or taking his pills like he was s�posed to. He started saying crazy things.�
�Like what?�
Cindy squinted at him. �He was in the Marines, sir. In Vietnam. And sometimes, when he doesn�t take those pills, it�s like he just never left.�
�What would he say?�
�That I was a traitor and working for the VC. Or sometimes he said for Nathaniel Victor, whoever that is. He held a knife to my throat one night, right after I told him I was pregnant.�
�Did you call the police?�
�Why?� she asked. �He didn�t leave no mark, so it�d just be my word against his.�
Chisolm let that go, mostly because she was right. �Have you applied for a protection order with the courts?�
�No, sir. Should I?�
�I think so. What do you think he�s capable of?�
Cindy pressed her lips together and tears spilled out of the corner of his eyes. �You wanna know the truth, officer?�
Chisolm nodded.
�I think he�d just as soon kill me and take Kyle for himself. He�s just as sure as can be that I�ve got some boyfriend and that I�m trying to keep his baby from him. Last time I saw him, he yelled at me that he wasn�t gonna see his baby raised by no gook-lover.� She looked at Chrisolm. �That�s what he called the Orientals from over there. Gooks.�
�I�ve heard that word once or twice,� Chisolm said. Hell, he�d used it plenty in another world.
Tears streamed down her cheeks. �I don�t know what to do.�
Chisolm reached into his pocket and removed a crime-victim card. He asked Dispatch for a report number and when the dispatcher came back with the number, he scrawled it on the card. Then he handed it to Cindy. �There�s a number on there,� he said, �that you can call if you need a safe shelter. Also, there are directions on how to get a protection order. You should go get one tomorrow.�
�Okay,� she drawled, wiping her eyes with one hand. She gave Kyle a kiss on the forehead before asking, �What about tonight?�
�I�ll book him into jail and write a report,� Chisolm told her. �But he�ll see a judge in the morning and I�m sure they�ll let him out with little or no bail. If you get that order and he violates it, it�s a mandatory arrest and no bail.�
She nodded that she understood. �Maybe I ought to go back to Georgia,� she said. �But I think he�d just follow me there. �Sides, I got myself a good job here.�
�Get the order,� Chisolm said. �That would be my advice.�
�Thank you, sir,� Cindy said. �From me and from Kyle William.�
�You�re both welcome,� Chisolm said and gave her a smile. �Now go enjoy your movie.�
He left the theater and found Lindsay leaning against the side of his patrol car.
�He�s clear,� Lindsay said. �Got a couple of Forty-Eight entries from last year, though. Big surprise there. Oh, and no protection orders.�
�Thanks,� Chisolm said, gathering up Kevin�s belongings and placing them in a large plastic baggie that he removed from his back pocket.
�You going to jail?� Lindsay asked.
�Yep.�
�Not the Psych Ward?�
�Nope.�
�He hit you or something?�
Chisolm shook his head and sealed the plastic baggie.
�What, then?�
Chisolm walked around to his driver�s door. �Theft.�
�Theft?�
�Yep. He didn�t pay admission.�
Lindsay snorted. �That�ll get dumped by the prosecutor in a heartbeat, Tom. It�s not even worth the time.�
�You finding many vans up south tonight, Bill?�
Lindsay�s mouth hung open in surprise. Chisolm slipped into the driver�s seat and started the car. He pulled away from the curb, leaving Lindsay in that pose.
Chisolm drove toward the jail. He glanced up into his rear-view mirror and saw that Kevin was staring at him.
�You did me ugly, brother,� Kevin said gruffly.
�Just keeping you out of trouble,� Chisolm said.
Kevin shook his head adamantly. �No way. You�re a traitor. You�re doing me worse than those rotten dinks ever did.�
�You�ve gotta listen to your doctor, Kevin. You�ve gotta take your meds.�
�He�s my goddamn son!� Kevin raged at him and slammed his face into the plexiglass shield between the drivers compartment and the back seat. The self-inflicted blow seemed to faze him momentarily. His eyes unfocused, then he leaned back and said nothing.
Chisolm drove the rest of the way to jail in silence, too.
0244 hours
Katie MacLeod stared at a picture of Amy Dugger on a swing, her black hair trailing behind her as she was caught sweeping toward the camera lens. She bore the irrepressible smile of youth, of innocence. It was a smile that didn�t know grief, didn�t know worry, didn�t know death or sex or tragedy. That smile just knew the pure joy of swinging back and forth with a parent watching.
The quiet tick of the clock on the mantle marked the slow passage of time for Katie. She had long ago given up wondering if she drew this assignment because of her gender. If it was true or if it wasn�t, she wasn�t mad about it any more. And, much to her surprise, she wasn�t bored either.
Kathy Dugger had finally drifted off to sleep on the couch, wrapped in a fluffy blanket. When Katie had suggested she go off to bed or get a larger blanket, the woman had refused. But she�d been considerate enough to tell Katie why. The blanket was the one Amy wrapped herself in when she watched cartoons on Saturday mornings.
Katie had struggled to keep her composure when she heard that and was barely successful.
Since Kathy had fallen asleep, Katie tried to move around as little as possible. Her leather gear creaked loudly when she walked or shifted in her chair. She�d made a pot of coffee and sipped cup after cup while reading the last three months worth of Cosmopolitan and Family Circle magazines. She took three compatibility tests in the magazines to see if Kopriva was her �true love� and all three told her something different. The first little quiz said he was trouble, the second put them in the �Might Make It� category and the third, from Cosmo, told her to �Jump his bones on the way to the altar!�
What about Stef, though? They had a nice thing, didn�t they? It was slow, it was simple, but it was nice. And it was exclusive. And fairly secret, she believed.
What more did she want?
For that matter, what more did he want?
Katie sighed and sipped her coffee. Those were her mother�s favorite questions, too. She pretended she didn�t care about the answers to them, but she knew she did.
She worried about Kopriva. She wasn�t sure he was going to recover fully enough to return to patrol. If that happened, what would he do? And how would he handle her still being on the job? He didn�t seem to be so macho that it would end up being a problem, but you never knew. Not until it happened. And it wouldn�t be the first time she�d run into problems with a man over her profession.
They were both only twenty-five, she reminded herself. Plenty of time to figure things out.
Plenty of time.
She stared at Amy Dugger�s picture and wondered how much time the little girl had left. Or if her time had already ran out.
The thought depressed her and she returned to her magazine. She read over the words, but she couldn�t stop thinking about Kopriva and about Amy. She wished for the clock to tick faster and for morning to come.

TEN

Tuesday, March 14, 1995
Day Shift
0601 hours
Amy Dugger woke from a dream of her mother to the man with scary eyes. She opened her mouth to yell, but his hand clamped down over her lips. His skin was damp and he was shivering.
�Ah, none of that,� he whispered huskily. �No loud noises or you�ll be hurting your mommy. Get it?�
Terrified, Amy nodded.
He removed his hand slowly from her mouth and smiled at her. She suppressed a shudder. �Good girl,� he told her.
Amy stared up at him, unable to avoid his scary eyes. �What time is it?� she asked, her voice thick with sleep.
�It�s early yet. It�s what I�ll call our special time, Amy. Time for just you and me.�
Amy squirmed. �I�m hungry.�
�Really? Well, if you�re a good girl, I will make you some pancakes. I�ll even make the special ones with mouse ears. Have you ever had those, Amy?�
She nodded. Her mother made them all the time. How had he known about special pancakes? Amy swallowed and blinked. What else did he know?
He reached down and pushed her hair back from her face. His hands were cold and clammy on her forehead and she shivered. A look of delight went across his face.
�Are you excited?� he whispered, leaning his face down toward her. She could smell the stale beer on his breath.
�No,� she whispered.
�Sure you are,� he said. His smile now matched his eyes, both crazily raining down upon her. �Say it. Say you�re excited.�
�But I�m not. I�m scared.� Tear sprang to her eyes.
His smile hardened into a line and he glared at her. �If you�re not excited, then I�ll just have to go hurt your mommy.�
He started to get up, but she grabbed his clammy hand. �No!�
His eyes fixed upon her. He didn�t finish standing, but neither did he sit back down. �Then say it,� he told her.
Amy cringed, but she forced her mouth to work. She couldn�t let anyone hurt her mommy.
�I�m excited,� she muttered, though she didn�t know what she was supposed to be excited about. Maybe the pancakes.
�Say it like you mean it!�
She recoiled from his words, but forced herself to pretend. �I�m excited!�
He smiled again and sat back down next to her. �Good. So am I.�
Amy said nothing, but said a short prayer in her head like her mommy had taught her to do.
Thank you, God, for not letting him hurt my mommy.
He leaned into her again and she was overwhelmed by that same smell of stale beer. She detected another smell, too, that reminded her of her father�s face after he shaved in the mornings, except the odor was not as pleasant.
�Now, Amy,� he told her, stroking her hair. �We are going to play a little game. And you can�t stop playing, no matter what, or I will have to go and hurt your mommy. Do you understand?�
His scary eyes were boring into her. She swallowed and nodded at him.
How bad could a game be?
�Good,� he whispered.
She could see that he was shivering, too.
�Very, very good,� he whispered, and then she found out how terrible his game was.
0700 hours
The security guard at the Public Safety Building opened the doors at two minutes before eight o�clock. Officer Will Reiser hadn�t turned the sign for the police front desk to �open� yet and the Senior Volunteer that worked in the information booth was still in the bathroom. All in all, the place was completely unprepared for the man who marched in with a dozen followers.
�I want to see the Chief of Police!� he announced in a booming voice that could only belong to an orator of some kind. In this case, it was Bishop Reginald Hughes who owned the voice and frequently made great use of it decrying the inequities that faced the black community in River City. The source of these inequities, according to the Bishop, was often the doing of the police department.
Will Reiser recognized him and immediately regretted agreeing to work the front desk for Officer Mark Ridgeway that day. Ridgeway was still bitter over his divorce and wasn�t much good at talking to people delicately to begin with. A shift at the front desk was like the gulag for him. The previous time back in January had resulted in three demeanor complaints.
Still, at least Ridgeway probably earned those complaints. What Reiser saw coming at him was bound to be a complaint no matter what he did.
�Did you hear me, sir?� the Bishop said in a voice several decibels higher than necessary. �I wish to meet with the Chief of Police. If he can take the time to talk with a few colored people, that is.�
Reiser bristled at the comment. Say what you want about the Chief, he thought, but the one thing he isn�t is racist. He even goes to your meetings.
He looked at the Bishop. The black man was tall and dressed sharply in a modest suit. The dozen or so people behind, all black except for one white woman, appeared to have been riled up before his grand entrance. Reiser was surprised there weren�t film crews present.
The Bishop�s eyes shifted down to Reiser�s sign. �Are you open for business, officer? Or are you closed to the black man?�
Reiser said nothing, but changed the sign. Then he looked up at the Bishop.
�What can I help you with today, sir?�
�I told you that already,� the Bishop said. �I need to talk to the Chief of Police for the River City Police Department. I desire an audience with him posthaste.�
Reiser considered, then asked, �Regarding what?�
The Bishop looked both shocked and pleased at the same time. �That would be none of your business, officer, but since you went and asked, anyway, I will tell you.� He glanced around at his followers and the nearly empty lobby. A few lawyers and clients were drifting toward their early court appearances. The Bishop returned his gaze to Reiser. �I want to talk to him about how his officers are singling out the black people in this community for harassment and humiliation! That is what I want to talk with him about!�
There were several shouts of agreement from the group behind him.
Reiser asked, �Do you have an appointment?�
�An appointment? An appointment?� The Bishop looked at Reiser with wide eyes, then back at his constituency. �Does justice need an appointment? Does freedom need an appointment?�
The group yelled out in agreement and several of the cries were punctuated with anger. Behind them, a single news reporter burst through the front door with a cameraman scrambling after her. �Roll film, roll film,� she yelled at the cameraman. The security guard tried to contain him and force him to go through the metal detector but the reporter brushed him aside, already talking into her cell phone.
�This is Shawna Matheson,� she snapped into the receiver. �I need to go live, right now!�
The Bishop leaned in toward Reiser. �Or is it just the black man that needs an appointment to see the white Chief of Police?�
Reiser picked up the phone and dialed.
0709 hours
Kopriva sipped his coffee and picked up the next tip sheet. He read through it and sighed. He doubted it would be any good, but he picked up the phone anyway and dialed.
After three rings, a male voice answered. �Hello?�
�Good morning, sir. This is Officer Kopriva, River City PD. I�m calling you about the tip you called in last night.�
�Oh, yeah. Did they find that girl?�
�Not yet, sir.�
�Oh. So, is there a reward?�
�For what?�
�A reward,� the man repeated. �Like, if my tip is what helps you guys find the girl, then is there a reward for that?�
Kopriva�s stomach burned. �Other than knowing you saved a little girl�s life and returned her to her parents, you mean?�
�Yeah, other than that,� the man answered, unfazed.
Kopriva shook his head in disgust. �I think they�re still trying to put something together,� he said.
�Really?�
�Yeah.� Kopriva glanced down at the tip sheet. He was tempted just to hang up on the guy because he was fairly certain he was just a gold digger, but he decided to ask a couple of questions first. �It says on the tip sheet that you saw a little girl in the passenger seat of a blue van on I-90 at about noon yesterday.�
�Yeah.�
�Did you get the license plate?�
�No, I didn�t. I mean, I looked at it, but I didn�t write it down.�
�Do you remember any part of it?�
�No. But if you come across the van and tell me the plate, I know I�ll remember if that was it or not.�
I�ll bet you would, Kopriva thought. He looked at the tip sheet and saw that all the facts listed were generic or directly out of the press release. An idea struck him.
�What�s your name, sir?�
�Huh?�
�Your name. What is it?�
There was an uncomfortable silence. �I�I thought that I could just use a code name��
The code name on the tip sheet was �Reptile.� Kopriva found it appropriate.
�It doesn�t matter,� he told Reptile. �Here�s the thing. When we put out these press releases to the general public, you know that we always hold some stuff back, right?�
�Yeah,� Reptile said.
�Do you know why?�
�So that if, like a crazy dude comes in and says he did it, then if he don�t know that stuff, then you know he�s full of crap, right?�
�Exactly. Now, it sounds to me like you could be an important witness in this case, so I�m going to do something I�m not really supposed to do.�
�What?�
�If I do this, you can�t tell my boss, all right?�
�Sure, brother. I�m cool.�
Kopriva took a breath. �You�re sure?�
�Yeah, yeah, I�m sure. What is it?� Reptile�s voice was eager.
�Well, we think that this guy that took the little girl had a partner. And we have a description of her. What I want to do-�
�Some babe helped him do it?�
�It looks that way,� Kopriva said. �Now, what I want to do is give you that description and ask you if you saw that woman. Okay?�
�Sure,� Reptile said.
Kopriva looked up at the ceiling. He already knew the guy was a liar and he knew what he was going to say when the description was complete. He should just hang up, but he decided to be sure.
�She was a blonde woman, about twenty-eight years old, with long hair and long nails. And��
�What?�
�Well, I don�t know how else to say it. She had very large breasts.� Kopriva waited a beat, then asked, �Now, sir, I need to know something. Did you see that woman in any way in connection with that van you saw yesterday?�
There was no hesitation. �I sure did,� Reptile said. �She was the one driving the van.�
Kopriva hung up the phone.
0711 hours
In the lobby of the police department, Lieutenant Alan Hart held up his hands in a placating gesture. �Now, Bishop, there�s no need to speak to the Chief about this.�
Bishop Hughes crossed his arms theatrically. �And what mighty white man are you to make this decision?�
Hart�s eyes widened slightly, but he lowered his hands and answered. �I�m Lieutenant Hart. I�m in charge of Day Shift Patrol.�
�It doesn�t sound to me like anyone is in charge of any shift of patrol,� The Bishop shouted.
�Oh, I can assure you, my men are under control,� Hart told him. �They listen to me.�
�So you�re responsible, then?�
Hart paused. �Uh��
�You�re responsible for this assault on the civil liberties of the black people in this city?� The Bishop continued, waving his arms. �You orchestrated this monstrous � �
�No, no, no!� Hart pleaded, punctuating each protest with the palms of his open hands. �I�m just saying that my men follow orders.�
The Bishop�s eyes flew open. His eyebrows rose in delight.
Officer Will Reiser�s jaw dropped. He resisted the urge to bring the palm of his hand to his forehead.
�Following orders?� The Bishop nearly screeched. �Following orders? Is that what you said?�
�I only meant-�
�So the jack-booted storm troopers of the River City Police Department should be forgiven because they were only following orders from the master?� He waved his arms in dramatic sweeps. �And I suppose you�ll tell me next that all black people need to report to relocations camps? Or would you prefer death camps?�
Hart tried to mouth a word, but no sound came out.
�Unbelievable!� The Bishop scoffed. He turned to the small but growing assembled group and appeared to notice the camera for the first time. He drew himself up and stared directly into the camera. �I�m glad the citizens of this town are seeing this police department for what it really is. A man of my stature can�t even get in to see the Chief of Police over a matter of Constitutional violations against an entire race of people. Instead I have to stand here and be threatened by one of his minions!�
Hart cleared his throat. �I�I didn�t threaten you.�
The Bishop whirled back to face him. �Oh, you most certainly did. And on camera, no less.�
Hart glanced at the news camera and swallowed in a gulp.
�What�s the matter, officer?� The Bishop asked. �Nothing to say now that a little sunshine has been brought down upon your evil deeds?�
�Evil�deeds?�
�What else would you call stopping everything that�s black and moves? What else would you call interfering with the right of free travel by free men? What else � �
�A�little girl was kidnapped,� Hart stammered.
�And I am truly sorrowful for that,� The Bishop intoned, �but that does not give you the cause to mercilessly infringe upon the rights-�
�The suspect was black.�
The Bishop grinned. �Officer, the suspect is always black. Don�t matter if he � �
Hart found his voice and raised it. �It�s Lieutenant,� he snapped. �And the suspect driving the van was black! We didn�t decide he was black. He was black.� He shook his head. �Jesus, it�s not like we�re targeting you people or something.�
�What?� The Bishop asked. �What did you say to me?�
Lieutenant Hart blinked. �I, ah, I said��
�Did you just say �you people?��
Hart glanced at the camera and back to The Bishop. �What I meant was��
Officer Will Reiser turned toward the Senior Volunteer who helped man the information desk, intending to ask her to go and get the Chief immediately. He�d have gone himself, but he had a feeling he�d need to stick around and keep Hart from getting lynched by the mob that was forming in the lobby.
But when he looked to his right, the seat was empty.
0728 hours
�Anything to report?� Gio asked Katie.
She shook her head sleepily and turned on the coffee maker. �Nope. No media vans in the front yard yet.�
�They�re all down at the Public Safety Building.�
�Press conference?�
�Almost a riot, from what I heard. Bishop Hughes came to see the Chief and brought along a posse.�
�What�d he want?�
�Too many black guys getting stopped in vans last night,� Gio said.
Katie gave him an incredulous look. �Wasn�t that the description? A black driver?�
�Yeah.�
�Then who did he want us to stop? Eskimos?�
Gio shrugged. Politics was politics and he didn�t like to even waste the time thinking about it.
�Besides,� Katie said, �I thought he and the Chief were friends or something.�
Gio shrugged again. �I think everything would�ve been fine, but when Will Reiser called for a lieutenant, it was Hart that was on duty. He stepped all over things and made a mess before the Senior Volunteer in the information booth had the sense to go get the Chief.�
�How do you know this?�
�I called radio and asked Trisha.�
Katie gave him a knowing look.
Gio raised his hands defensively. �It�s not what you think, MacLeod��
�Oh, yeah?�
�No, it�s not. I just called her to find out what was going on in the lobby. They sent two units, then disregarded them.�
�So if I asked you where you spent the night last night, the answer wouldn�t be at Trisha�s house?� Katie asked.
�That�s right. I was not at Trisha�s house last night.�
Katie eyed him for a moment, smiling. �You�re such a slut, Gio. If a girl acted the way you did��
Gio shrugged. �And if my aunt had balls, she�d be my uncle.�
Katie sighed with exasperation. �Well, at least then she wouldn�t have to worry about her reputation being sullied on the job.�
Gio laughed. �What are you worried about, MacLeod? Your rep is secure.�
�What rep is that?�
�Lesbian.�
Katie hit him on the shoulder. �The definition of a lesbian on River City PD is any woman who hasn�t slept with you.�
�Exactly.�
She shook her head. She thought about asking him about the few women on the department who really were lesbians, but was certain that he�d answer up with some platitude about how they were just waiting for the right man to turn them back, or at least make them bi-sexual. It was an idiotic sentiment she�d heard on several occasions.
Gio swept the arm in the general direction of the rest of the house. �How�s the mother?�
�In the living room, asleep on the couch. Hopefully, she�ll get some shut-eye. She needs it.�
�Were there any phone calls?� Gio asked, meaning ransom calls.
Katie shook her head no. �Just the husband. He�s still trying to catch flights back from the east coast.�
�Any family come by?�
�No. They don�t have a lot, I guess, and they�re spread out across the country. She said the woman whose daughter was with Amy came by yesterday.�
�Jill,� Gio said. �She brought a casserole.�
Katie nodded. �I ate a bowl last night. It was good. Onions were a little strong, though.�
Gio and Katie stood in silence for a moment, each lost in their own thoughts. The sounds of the coffee maker hissing and gurgling filled the kitchen. He was thinking about Trisha the dispatcher. Katie was thinking about the lonely night Kathy Dugger had spent wrapped in her daughter�s blanket.
Finally, Katie clapped Gio on the shoulder. �I�m going to go home and crash. I guess I�ll see you around eight or nine tonight.�
�Okay.�
Katie walked out the door and he locked it behind her. Then he returned to the kitchen and watched the glass coffee pot slowly fill up.
0904 hours
�What is that, oh-for-seventeen?� Tower asked Browning.
�Why do you bother keeping track?� Browning said.
�I don�t know.�
�Then don�t.� Browning�s tone wasn�t sharp, but the rebuke hung there in the air between them.
Tower shrugged. �Just keeping score, coach.�
Browning didn�t reply. He pointed to Tower�s list.
Tower drew a line through Marty Heath, who had been convicted of holding a little girl in his apartment for four hours against her will while doing all sorts of sordid things to her. They�d visited him at the apartment he�d taken since his release from prison last November. It looked like it was suspiciously close to the nearby elementary school. When Tower had commented on it, Marty quoted him the exact distance. It was forty feet beyond the statutory limit. The smug smile on Marty�s face settled into Tower�s stomach and burned.
�Next up,� Tower told Browning, �is an oldie but a goodie. Francis Djurgarden.�
Browning rolled his eyes. �He�s still alive?�
�Apparently,� Tower said and rattled off the address. �I imagine it�s also about forty feet beyond the restricted zone that the law requires.�
�Francis is an old hand,� Browning noted. He started the car and headed toward the address Tower had given him. �He�ll find a way to be within ten feet of the legal limit. But I thought he was back in Shelton.�
�Last I heard, he was.� Tower shook his head. �If two falls don�t teach a guy a lesson, why do we even bother with any more? I mean, after that second fall, I think we ought to just go with the one-hundred-eight-six grain solution.�
Browning allowed himself a small smile. The forty caliber round they carried on the River City Police Department measured one-hundred-eighty-six grains.
�Why do we even bother after the first time with child molesters, anyway?� Tower continued. �It�s not like they�re curable or something. They never have been. Any of them who are honest will tell you that.�
�True.�
�Once they�re released, it�s not a matter of if they�ll re-offend, but when. And there�s no way we have the resources to watch over them well enough to stop them.�
�You�re not superman?� Browning teased lightly.
�I just work the cases that come in. I don�t even keep track of these guys. That�s their probation officer�s job. And those poor mopes have about a hundred cases a piece.� Tower snorted. �It�s ridiculous.�
Browning didn�t argue.
Tower noticed that and asked, �You don�t care about this stuff?�
�Course I do.�
�You don�t look too concerned.�
Browning glanced over at Tower, then back at the road. �How long you been on this job, John?�
�I came on in �83.�
�So twelve years.�
�Yeah.�
�And how long have you been a detective?�
Tower shrugged. �About three years, I guess. What�s that have to do with it?�
Browning looked over at him again. �You�ve got some fire in your belly, John, and that�s great. But you have to control it or it will burn you up.�
�So just don�t care?�
�No, I didn�t say that. Just control the caring, that�s all.�
The two men rode the rest of the way in silence. Tower thought about Marty Heath and the sour feeling the molester�s smug grin gave him in the pit of his gut.
Browning changed the subject. �How�d Stephanie handle the overtime call?�
Tower frowned. �She wasn�t happy. How about Veronica?�
Browning shrugged. �She�s a cop�s wife,� he said and pulled to the curb a few houses away from Francis Djurgarden�s house.
�Shall we?� he asked.
�Yeah,� Tower muttered. �Let�s go talk to sick bastard number eighteen.�
1011 hours
The jangling of the lock at the front door surprised Gio. He had been reading Cosmopolitan in the kitchen while Kathy Dugger watched television. He�d convinced her not to watch the news, but even the harmless sit-com was hard for her, he could tell. He supposed it was seeing the family on the show, with kids and parents together. But she sat there nonetheless, so Gio figured she was either going to tough it out or she wasn�t watching anything and was lost in her own thoughts.
Either way, he left her alone.
When the noise came from the front door, Gio started. He put down the magazine and strode out of the kitchen and to the entryway. He arrived just in time to see a man in his forties wearing a business suit step through the door.
Surprise registered on the man�s face for a brief second. Then he saw Gio�s uniform and his mouth tightened.
�Where�s my wife?� he demanded.
Gio pointed toward the living room.
The man stalked past him, brushing shoulders with Gio as he went by.
Gio stood in the small entryway for a few seconds. Then he returned to the kitchen to wait. He knew men like Mr. Dugger. They were in positions of power in their career and they disliked the fact that the police might somehow have power over any part of their life. To compensate, they always strove to assert their civilian authority over the police officer, because, as they were swift to remind the officer, �my taxes pay your salary.�
Knowing what he knew about men like Mr. Dugger, he also knew what was coming.
Jesus, Gio, he thought to himself. Give the guy a break. His daughter�s been kidnapped.
Gio took a deep breath and let it out.
Their voices were subdued from the living room, though his arrival brought fresh sobbing from Kathy Dugger. He spent all of ten minutes with his wife before he came to the kitchen to talk to Gio.
�I�m Peter Dugger,� he said, without offering his hand. �I�d like an update on the situation.�
Gio said, �I can only tell you what I know, sir. My assignment is to be here in case there is a ransom call in your daughter�s case.�
�You don�t receive updates from your commander?�
�Not really,� Gio admitted. �I update him, not the other way around.�
Peter Dugger grunted.
Gio waited, knowing he was going to end up calling for a lieutenant.
�Do you have any idea what the plan of action is that you people have put into effect?� Dugger�s voice was laced with condescension. �What are you doing to find my little girl?�
�I�m sure they�re doing everything they possibly can,� Gio said.
�But you don�t know.�
Gio shook his head. �Let me ask you this, sir. Would you want them to stop their efforts just to update me?�
Dugger cocked his head as if to sniff out the sarcasm in Gio�s voice. Gio waited, keeping his face neutral.
Finally, Dugger leaned forward and whispered harshly, �I�ll tell you what I would want them to do. If they haven�t found my daughter, I goddamn well would want them to keep her parents informed of what was going on. Have you seen my wife in there? Do you see how stressed out she is? Did you hear her sobbing in the other room? Or are you too busy drinking my coffee and reading my wife�s fucking Cosmopolitan magazine?�
Gio stared back at Dugger for a long moment. Then, he replied, �I thought she needed her space. That�s all.�
Peter Dugger responded with a small snort.
Gio reached for his portable radio. �Adam-257,� he said, �I need a supervisor to my location.�
�Copy. Is this in regards to a Signal 8?�
Signal 8 was the code for a telephone call. Gio realized that she was asking him if there had been a ransom call.
�Negative,� he said. �The male half here has returned and would like an update on the case.�
�Copy. I�ll notify L-143.�
Gio copied the transmission and looked back at Peter Dugger. �A lieutenant will be en route to update you,� he said.
Dugger nodded. �Fine. But he should�ve been here waiting for me. I don�t know what kind of outfit you guys are running-�
�He�s on his way now, sir,� Gio said, overriding Dugger�s voice. �If you�d like to wait with your wife, I�ll let you know as soon as he arrives.�
Dugger opened his mouth to argue, but decided not to for some reason.
�I�ll be in the living room,� he said. �But I want to know the moment your boss arrives.�
Gio nodded that he understood.
Satisfied, Peter Dugger turned and stalked out of the room.
1014 hours
Captain Michael Reott sat behind a wall of paperwork which stood on top of his desk. He found most of it redundant and all of it dull. When Lieutenant Crawford entered his open office door without knocking, he pushed aside the stack he was working on with gratitude.
�Good news?�
Crawford shook his head and settled heavily into the chair opposite Reott.
�Bad news?�
�No news,� Crawford said. �None of the stops patrol made panned out to be anything. Browning and Tower struck out with almost twenty registered sex offenders. That Kopriva kid has been on the phone all day, but there�s been nothing.�
Reott sighed. �Nothing except almost having a race riot in our lobby.�
�Well, you can thank Hart for that,� Crawford said in disgust. �He�s the one that went out there and got that entire group of people riled up. Another coupla minutes and they woulda torn the lobby apart.�
Reott shook his head. �Hart�s an idiot.�
�He�s the reason our line troops have no faith in leadership,� Crawford said in agreement. �I swear to God, Mike, I�m not going back to patrol as a lieutenant. Not ever. Can you imagine having to follow up his act? It�d take a year to get the uniforms to have any respect for you.�
Reott didn�t answer. Hart�s bumbling was second only to his ego.
�What�s more,� Crawford said, �it took a seventy-year-old Senior Volunteer to have the sense to come out of the bathroom, see what was happening and go to the Chief�s office to get him out there to talk to the Bishop. She was smarter than the cops out there.�
�Who was on the desk?�
�Reiser.�
Reott grunted. Reiser was a veteran cop. He�d should�ve known better. He changed the subject back to the kidnapping. �No hits on our teletype?�
�None. It�ll be re-sent tomorrow, this time nationwide.�
�No calls or letters to the victim�s house?�
�Nope. Fact is, if there hasn�t been a ransom call yet, there isn�t going to be one.�
Reott knew he was right. �You want to pull the officer from the house?�
�It�s a waste of manpower at this point. Unless you want to pay for the P.R.�
Reott shook his head. �No. Pull him.�
�All right.�
�What else?�
�Nothing,� Crawford said. �I wish there was something.�
Reott held up the newspaper. �At least we didn�t get filleted in today�s paper.�
�That Pam Lincoln�s article?�
Reott scanned the page for a byline. �Yeah.�
Crawford nodded. �She�ll be fair. If we fuck up, she�ll say so. But she doesn�t go looking for mistakes that aren�t there.�
�Unlike that Barlow guy.�
�Barlow hates us.� Crawford shrugged. �What�re ya gonna do?�
Reott dropped the paper onto his desk. �Anything outside of this case?�
�The usual,� Crawford said. �I�ve got two detectives on the assault case where the three guys jumped the off-duty fireman outside of the Bayou Bluez. He took a pretty good thumping. Could�ve died, from what they tell me.�
�How�s that looking?�
�Like he had it coming, just not nearly as much as they��
Crawford was interrupted by a harsh buzzing on his belt. He grabbed his pager and looked at it. Then he looked up at Reott. �It�s Dispatch.�
Reott gestured toward his telephone. Crawford dialed quickly and Carrie Anne picked up on the second ring.
�Police Dispatch.�
�Crawford here. You paged me?�
�Yes. Adam-257, Officer Giovanni, is requesting you respond to his location as soon as possible.�
Crawford�s eyebrows shot up. �He get a ransom call?�
�No,� Carrie Anne said. �Apparently, the little girl�s father has returned home and wants an update on the investigation.�
�Okay,� Crawford said and hung the phone.
�What is it?� Reott asked.
�Nothing,� Crawford told him. �The missing girl�s father is home and wants an update.�
Reott smiled. �Maybe you should send Hart.�
1055 hours
Gio didn�t really know much about Lieutenant Crawford, other than his reputation as a hard-ass. The lieutenant was in charge of the Major Crimes Unit in the Investigative Division and so their paths only crossed at major crime scenes. In those instances, he didn�t exactly have the opportunity to break bread with the guy. Still, when he saw his unmarked police car come to a stop in front of the Dugger residence, he was happy to see him.
He slipped out the front door and met Crawford as he lumbered up the walkway.
�Father�s back, huh?� the lieutenant wheezed.
�Yeah,� Gio said.
�Attitude?�
�Oh, he�s got one,� Gio told him.
Crawford grunted and brushed past Gio, striding toward the house.
Inside, they found the Duggers in the living room. Kathy was still on the couch, wrapped up in a blanket. Peter Dugger was pacing and talking on a cell phone. Gio found cell phones to be the latest accouterment of the wealthy and self-important.
Dugger�s eyes swept over them, but he made no effort to get off the phone. �I�ll be in the day after tomorrow and we�ll re-structure the inspection schedule then.�
Crawford gave Dugger a withering look. Dugger nodded his head at the lieutenant. �Listen, Tammy, just put the Southern inspector on my mandatory sites and set aside the discretionary ones until I�m back. The world won�t collapse.� He listened for a moment, then said, �Then tell Jackson I said it. I don�t care.� He pulled the phone away from his ear and pushed a button, shaking his head. Then he looked up at Crawford. �Three dollars a minute and she wants to worry what some idiot in Atlanta is going to say.�
Crawford extended his hand. �Lieutenant Crawford.�
Dugger shook his hand. �Peter Dugger. You have an update for me?�
�I do,� Crawford said. �As you can see, we�ve had an officer here around the clock since we knew about this incident.� He motioned at Giovanni. �In addition to that, I have a task force of detectives working on your case. The entire patrol division has been briefed on the situation and stopped enough similar vehicles to cause a minor uproar in the black community this morning. Teletypes were sent to all Western States and will be re-sent tomorrow morning nationally.�
Dugger nodded as Crawford spoke, as if he were ticking of a checklist. Then he asked, �What else?�
�There is nothing else, Mr. Dugger.�
�No search parties?�
Crawford looked at him for a moment, then turned and walked toward the kitchen, motioning for him to follow. Dugger set his bulky cell phone on the coffee table and came after Crawford. Gio drifted in behind him.
Once in the kitchen, Crawford said, �Sir, we are doing everything we possibly can to find your little girl. I�m not going to go into every tiny detail with you, so you�re just going to have trust me on that one.�
�I need to know,� Dugger insisted.
Crawford gave him an appraising look. �Are you a boss?�
�What do you mean?�
�At work,� Crawford said. �In your career. Are you a boss?�
�Yes, I suppose I am,� Dugger answered.
�Then you know what I�m dealing with,� Crawford said. �I have to make sure my assets are all being used to their fullest potential. I have to make sure that everyone is on the same page in the way we do things. You know what I�m saying.�
�Of course. Basic management.�
�Exactly. That�s why I�m pulling the officer off of this detail and returning him to the street.�
�You�re what?�
Crawford didn�t reply. He met Dugger�s gaze without reaction.
Dugger�s face turned red. �You�re giving up on this case, aren�t you? You goddamn cops are-�
�No.� Crawford�s single word of denial was forceful and it stopped Dugger cold.
�Then what?�
�It�s like I said, Mr. Dugger. I don�t believe a ransom call is coming. I think we�ll need to find your daughter. Therefore, this officer can be better utilized on the street.�
Dugger snorted. �On my way in from the airport, I saw two cop cars parked at a Denny�s restaurant. So forgive me if I don�t think you guys are exactly breaking a sweat.�
�Not true,� Crawford said and Gio was impressed at his patience. From what he�d heard through the rumor mill, Crawford should�ve had three meltdowns by this point in the conversation. �The fact is, though, the rest of city still requires our services. Your daughter�s case is a priority, but it isn�t the only call for service that we have to answer. The assaults, the rapes, the robberies, they all just keep on coming, Mr. Dugger. And we have to answer them.�
�You�re telling me the Denny�s was robbed?� Dugger asked sarcastically.
�No,� Crawford said. �The patrol officers were probably getting coffee or something to eat.�
�Instead of looking for my daughter.�
�Everyone needs to take a break,� Crawford said. �And like I told you, the patrol division has stopped so many blue or brown vans with a black male driver that Bishop Hughes came down to see the Chief this morning.�
�I�m sure that has to do more with the attitude of your officers than the volume of their contacts.�
�You don�t like the police much, do you, Mr. Dugger?� Crawford asked him evenly.
Dugger�s eyes widened slightly, then narrowed. �I�d like them to do their jobs and find my daughter, Lieutenant.�
�We�re doing everything we can,� Crawford said.
�If that were true,� Dugger said, �then my wife wouldn�t be alone in the living room right now, wrapped up in her daughter�s blanket.�
Crawford stared at Dugger for a full thirty seconds. Then he pulled a business card from his shirt pocket and set it on the kitchen table. He and Dugger stared at each other for another moment, then Crawford caught Gio�s eye and motioned with a jerk of his head.
�Let�s go.�
Dugger didn�t say a word to them as they left.
Once they were at the end of the walkway near the police cars, Gio spoke up. �Nicely handled, Lieutenant.�
Crawford glanced at him to detect sarcasm, but when he saw Gio was sincere, he sighed. �This case is a fucking nightmare.� He closed his eyes and rubbed his temples with his fingers. �My headaches already starting.�
�So we�re done here?� Gio asked.
Crawford shook his head, moved his thumbs to his eyes and continued rubbing. �Nah. We�ll leave the phone trap, just in case. But you�re done here, yeah.�
Gio nodded and said nothing.
Crawford opened his eyes and looked at him. �Tell me you didn�t try to bang the wife, Giovanni.�
Gio looked offended. �No, sir.�
Crawford grunted. �A world�s record. Two whole days.�
�Lieutenant-�
Crawford held up his hand. �Let�s get out of here.�
1730 hours
Ray Browning pulled into his driveway and stopped, killing the engine of his department- issued car. He glanced up in the review mirror at himself. The creases in his dark brown skin seemed to get deeper every year, especially at the corners of his eyes and mouth. There looked to be more gray in his goatee, too.
But it was the eyes that held every year and every case.
Browning stared back into those eyes and willed the pain and disgust out of them. He pushed all of the freaks he�d interviewed that day away. He even set aside Amy Dugger. Instead, he thought about his wife, Veronica, and their son, Marcus. He thought of her scent and her softness and her smile. He closed his eyes for a moment and imagined his boy�s laugh. His bright, inquiring, innocent eyes.
When all the ugliness was at bay, he took a deep breath and let it out.
He glanced at the front door of his home. �Be it ever so humble,� he murmured, and smiled at his own little joke. Then he pulled the keys from the ignition, opened the door and walked toward the front door.
�Don�t even think about going through that door and ignoring me, Mr. Browning,� came his wife�s voice from the front yard.
Browning turned to her. She wore loose gardening clothes and a pair of pink gloves. He smiled. �Hey, babe.�
Veronica smiled at him as he strolled across the yard toward where she knelt next to a flowerbed. A pile of discarded weeds lay next to her.
�Cleaning out the beds?� he asked.
Veronica cocked her head at him. �Aren�t you just the smart detective? What was your first clue? The flowerbed I�m kneeling next to? Or the weeds piled next to it?�
Browning let a small smile play on his lips. �Not like there�s a lot of weeds in that pile,� he told her. �Pretty slim physical evidence, you ask me.�
�Who�s asking?�
Browning squatted next to her. �The man,� he whispered.
�The heat,� she whispered back.
He kissed her on the lips. �The fuzz,� he said.
Veronica laughed. �Who ever came up with that one, I wonder? Most slang I can understand, but the fuzz?�
Browning shrugged. �No telling what people will say. What�s Marcus up to?�
�Playing in his room with the train set, same as always.� She shook her head. �That boy needs to get outside more, I swear. Ever since you got him that train set, it�s been like an obsession with him.�
�Maybe he�ll grow up to be a conductor.�
�Could be.�
�Or maybe he�ll grow to be a hobo and rides the rails.� He reached out and touched her cheek softly. �You look nice, girl.�
Veronica smiled, but looked at him carefully. �You flirting with me, Mr. Browning?�
�Maybe,� he said, reaching out and patting her hip. �Maybe.� He rose. �I�m going to go see the boy.�
When he turned to go, Veronica called out his name. He looked over his shoulder at her. �Yeah?�
�You okay, baby?�
�Yeah.�
��Cause you don�t seem-�
�I�m fine, Vee.� He forced a smile. �Just want to see my boy, is all.�
She watched him for a few seconds. For a moment, it seemed she might say something, but then she nodded and returned to her weeding.
Browning headed toward the house. He stared at his car in the driveway, cursing silently. He didn�t like to bring the job home to his family. Even after he thought he�d pushed it away�.
He pressed his lips together and let out another deep breath. When he reached the porch, he took each step slowly and deliberately. He felt the cares falling away as he reached for the door.
�Marcus?� he called.
There was no answer. Browning shrugged off his jacket and moved toward the hall closet. He noticed that the sliding door to the back yard stood open a foot.
Maybe the boy got outside after all, he thought. Vee would like that, even if he was probably playing catch with himself, throwing the baseball straight up in the air.
Browning folded the jacket over his arm and walked to the glass door. He slid it open further and stepped out onto the rocked-in patio.
The small backyard was empty.
A small pang of fear twitched in Browning�s belly.
�Marcus?
No answer.
Browning wheeled and strode back into the living room. He suppressed a desire to bellow out the boy�s name, listening instead for the metallic whine and clack of the train set from the bedroom.
He heard nothing.
He took brisk strides down the short hallway and pushed open his son�s bedroom door. �Marcus?�
Empty.
Fear rose from his belly and washed over his chest.
�Marcus!� he boomed.
He checked his own bedroom, then his small office. All empty.
Nothing in the kitchen or the dining room.
�Marcus!� he cried out again, his voice catching this time.
Oh, Jesus, someone has taken my boy!
His heart thumped heavily in his chest, pulsing at his temples.
It couldn�t be, he reasoned.
How?
Browning swallowed and forced himself to think. The gate to the back alley didn�t lock. They could have parked in the alley, come into the back yard and grabbed Marcus there. But the slider door was open. Did Marcus leave it open or did those sonsabitches come into his house and snatch his son right next to his own train set?
Thought fell away again and panic rushed through him.
He staggered into the living room. �Marcus!�
Veronica yanked open the screen door. Worry creased her features. �What is it?�
Browning opened his mouth to answer.
The closet door where Browning usually hung his coat burst open. Marcus Browning leapt out. He extended his arms wide and yelled, �Boo!�
Browning�s eyes snapped to him.
Marcus lowered his arms. His expression became concerned. �What�s wrong, Daddy?�
Browning sank to his knees, relief washing over him. He beckoned to his son. �Come here,� he whispered thickly.
Marcus smiled and stepped into his father�s embrace, throwing his small arms around Browning�s neck. Browning drew him close. He stroked his son�s hair. He breathed in the scent of his skin and the fabric softener on his clothing.
�What�s wrong, Daddy?� Marcus repeated.
Veronica�s hand settled onto his shoulder and squeezed.
�Nothing,� Browning said. �Everything�s all right.�
Marcus hugged him tightly. �I hid pretty good, huh?�
�You did.�
�When I jumped out, did I scare you?�
Browning kissed his son�s head and gave him another squeeze. �Yeah. You scared me.�
He felt the boy�s smile against his own cheek. �Love you, Daddy.�
Browning smiled himself. �Love you, too.�
�Want to see what I changed with my trains?� Marcus asked eagerly.
Browning patted him on the rear. �Sure. Let�s go check it out.�
Marcus broke away from the embrace and sprinted down the hall.
Browning rose. He looked at his wife. Her eyes held a momentary question, but as soon as he met her gaze, the question became understanding instead. Maybe not of the specific facts, he knew, but she understood what she needed to understand.
Veronica took his coat from him and kissed him softly on the corner of the mouth. �Go check out those trains,� she whispered.
Browning looked at her for another moment, told her a thousand things in that glance, then turned and followed his son down the hall.

ELEVEN


2310 hours
Traffic was light as Katie MacLeod cruised down Mission Street. She pulled into the parking lot of a dry cleaner�s that was closed and fished her cell phone out of her bag. It was an extravagance she couldn�t have afforded if she worked day shift. The company charged over two dollars a minute during those prime hours. But at night, she had thirty free minutes a month and only paid a quarter a minute after that. So it was an affordable luxury.
She dialed Kopriva�s number. He answered on the third ring.
�Hey, girl,� he said.
�Hey, boy,� she said back. �What are you doing?�
�Watching TV,� Kopriva said. �Doing sit-ups during the commercials.�
�How many?�
�Just twenty-five.�
�Per commercial?�
He laughed. �Per break. And I�m starting to hate advertisers,� he said.
Katie laughed back. �Well, keep it up. I like those tummy muscles.�
�Yes, ma�am.�
�What are you watching?�
�Clint Eastwood.�
�Which?�
�The Outlaw Josey Wales,� Kopriva answered.
�Is that the one where he�s in Mexico?�
�No. It�s the one where he�s the outlaw after the Civil War.�
�I don�t think I�ve seen it.�
�Yeah, you have. We rented it back before Christmas. It�s the one where he shoots the rope on the ferry.�
�Oh, yeah. With the carpetbagger guy.�
�Exactly. What are you doing?�
�I am on routine patrol,� she said, quoting an inside joke they shared.
�How is it?�
She thought she could hear a tinge of envy in his voice.
�It�s slow,� she told him, even though it hadn�t been. �But it�s my Friday.�
�That�s great. You want to do something after I get off work tomorrow?�
Katie smiled coyly. �Yes.�
He seemed to sense her smile in the tone of her voice. �You�re a naughty girl, MacLeod.�
�Shhhhh. This is a cell phone. People will hear. The secret will get out.�
�It�s safe with me,� Kopriva said. �You want me to come over after I finish with another one hundred boring and pointless phone calls?�
�That bad, huh?�
�Either it�s a crap lead or it�s someone trying to cash in on a reward.�
�Is there a reward?�
�Not that I know of. But that doesn�t stop them from trying to cash in.�
Katie shook her head in disgust. �Nothing like a little personal tragedy to bring out the vultures.�
�Ain�t that the truth. Anyway, I can come by around five-thirty, if you want,� Kopriva said.
�I�ve got a subpoena to court for tomorrow,� Katie told him. �I�m supposed to testify around nine. So I�ll probably go home and sleep after that. Why don�t I just meet you at your place?�
�I�ll have to clean,� he joked.
�You have all night,� she teased back.
There was an eruption of gunfire in the background on Kopriva�s end.
�What was that?�
�A couple of trappers just tried to kill Josey Wales.�
�Oh. I assume they failed.�
�To hell with them fellers,� Kopriva quoted in a barely passable Clint Eastwood imitation. �Buzzards gotta eat, same as worms.�
�Baker-126, Baker-124, for an alarm,� Katie�s radio chirped.
She reached for the mike and answered up.
�I gotta go, Stef,� she said into the cell phone. �They�re sending me on a call.�
�Be safe.�
�See you, babe.� She hung up as the dispatcher chattered out the details of the call.
2311 hours
When she heard the door creak open, Amy Dugger tried to pretend she was asleep. She hoped that it was the woman who called herself �Grammy� coming into the attic. But when she smelt the stale beer and harsh cologne, she knew it was Grandpa Fred, the man with the scary eyes. She squeezed her eyes tightly.
His weight settled onto the small futon.
�Amy-Girl?� he whispered, stroking her hair.
Amy shuddered. There was an unpleasant tickle high in her chest. She knew that it was like a button or a light switch and that if she gave in to that tickle, she would start crying again. She kept her eyes squeezed shut.
The stroking of her hair continued. He adjusted his position next to her. She felt something hard poking at the small of her back. She imagined it as his finger or maybe a knee, but after a few moments he began to rub against her and she knew what it was.
He was touching her with his privates again.
Something hitched her chest and a sob slipped out. Once the first sob had escaped, the dam burst and tears flowed from behind her closed eyes.
The rubbing stopped.
�Ah, not as sleepy as I thought,� he said. �Good, good.�
He took her by the shoulder and rolled her over to face him.
�Open your eyes,� he said.
Amy opened them wide.
�Are you glad to see me, Amy?� he asked in a whisper.
Amy�s mind raced. She wasn�t glad to see him. She never wanted to see him again. But what should she say? Would he hurt her mommy if she gave the wrong answer? For a moment, she let herself continue to cry, avoiding the question. She was afraid of saying no, but she was also afraid of what would happen if she said yes.
He wasn�t going to let the question slide. �Stop crying,� he said, his voice turning gruff. �You�ve got nothing to cry about. Didn�t I bring you McDonald�s for dinner tonight? Didn�t I make you special pancakes before?�
�Ye-ess,� Amy sobbed.
�Who rented that Disney video for you?�
Her mind flashed back to that afternoon. She�d been allowed down into the living room to sit on the floor and watch the movie. Even though it was midday, the entire house had been as dark as night. The woman who called herself Grammy sat directly behind her and brushed her hair and talked about how wonderful their life was going to be now that they were all together. Amy had tried to focus on the movie, but the woman�s constant rambling made it impossible.
Her tears slowed. �Grammy?�
Grandpa Fred snorted. �It was me. And who made the popcorn?�
Amy pointed her finger toward his chest.
He smiled and wrapped his fingers around her finger. �Yes. Me. I�m the one who takes care of you. Your Grammy loves you, but not like I do. She doesn�t know how.�
Amy realized she was shivering again. She knew he liked that, so she struggled to stop. Once the shivers had begun, however, it was nearly impossible to stop them.
A slow, leering smile spread across his face. Just a couple of day ago, she had no frame of reference to know what a smile like that meant. Now, unfortunately, she was wiser.
�Did you like our game, Amy-Girl?�
The tears spilled out again, tumbling down her cheeks. She shook her head without thinking about it. When she caught the scowl on his face, she turned her side-to-side shakes into up-and-down nods.
�Well, which is it?� he asked sharply.
She redoubled her nodding and hoped he believed her, despite her tears. She had to keep her mommy safe. Grammy had told her repeatedly that her mommy didn�t want her anymore, but she didn�t believe that. Grammy was lying and she knew it. But when Grandpa Fred told her that he would hurt her mommy, Amy knew he wasn�t lying. He would do it and she had to stop him, no matter what.
�Say it,� he said, his voice a husky whisper again.
Say what? Her mind raced back to the last time they played the game. Then she remembered.
�I�m�excited,� she said through her sobs.
His eyes closed and he took a deep breath. Somehow, that was worse than the leering smile from just a few moments before.
When he opened them again, the leer was back.
�You�ll like this new game, Amy-Girl,� he told her. She saw that he was shivering now, too. �It�s even better than before.�
Amy swallowed hard and thought about her mommy.
Wednesday, March 15, 1995
Graveyard Shift
0101 hours
Despite the immense size of the building, the tire warehouse reeked of rubber. Katie MacLeod made a face at O�Sullivan. �The stink of this place is going to stick to my uniform forever.�
Sully shrugged. �It�s your Friday, whiner. It�s not like you were going to wear the same uniform next week.�
�True. I�m not Battaglia.�
Sully chuckled.
�I heard that,� Anthony Battaglia said, approaching them from the west. �Put a couple of bog-trotters together and all they can do is think of ways to rip on the Italians. Big surprise.�
Katie thought about telling him that MacLeod was a Scottish surname, but didn�t want to re-visit that particular argument again. �Secure?�
Battaglia nodded. �Except for the large roll-up delivery doors, this is the only entrance. There�s no open or broken windows all the way around.�
�Then we�ll wait for the K-9.�
The officers stood easily to the left and right of the main-door entrance. Katie had discovered it slightly ajar almost as soon as she arrived on scene. In all likelihood, she figured, the last employee just hadn�t latched it firmly and it sprang open, setting off the alarm. But they had to check.
�What we need is a false alarm ordinance,� Battaglia said, �like the County has. You get more than one false alarm in six months and you get a ticket.�
Katie ignored his comment. Instead, she sniffed the air again and made a disgusted face. �Ugh. It�s going to reek in there.�
�Imagine what the poor dog smells when he�s searching the place,� Sully said.
�When the police dog has to worry about making a rent payment, I�ll start feeling sorry for him,� Katie said.
�Hey, dogs have problems, too,� Battaglia said. �I had a black lab once that was depressed for almost a year.�
�He was depressed because he was living with you,� Sully said. �I remember that dog. Trader, right?�
�Yeah. So?�
�So,� Sully said, �you never spent any time with the dog. Rebecca was working then, too and there weren�t any kids around. Obviously, the dog was neglected and that�s why he turned out to be depressed all the time.�
�Like I said, even dogs have problems. But what you said about Trader is a load of crap.�
�It�s true.�
Battaglia turned to Katie. �What do you think? You think Trader was depressed because he was neglected?�
�I didn�t know your dog,� Katie said, not quite believing she was actually hearing this argument from two grown men wearing police uniforms.
�Well, do you think it�s possible?�
Katie shrugged. �I suppose it�s possible.�
�Aha!� Sully said, snapping his fingers and pointing at Battaglia.
�Of course,� Katie continued, �he could have just been depressed over the fact that you gave him such a stupid name.�
Sully snickered. Battaglia gave her a dark look. �Micks always stick together, eh, MacLeod?�
�You asked.�
Battaglia grunted and flashed his light in her face.
A darked out police car rolled up on the call. The sound of a barking German shepherd drifted from the back seat, followed by a loud �Phooey!� from the driver.
�It�s Cert,� Sully said, pronouncing it �Chairt.�
�Now, there�s a name to be depressed about,� Battaglia said.
�It means �devil� in Czech,� Katie told him.
�Gomez is Czech?� Battaglia asked.
Katie�s gave him a dark look. �No. The dog is.�
Battaglia raised his eyebrows and nodded. �Oh�I get it.�
Katie rolled her eyes in exasperation. �There�s nothing to get,� she said. �It�s just a name.�
A slow smile spread over Battaglia�s face. He gave her a knowing look.
Katie sighed. She wondered why she let herself get drawn into their little games.
The K-9 handler, Shane Gomez, exited his vehicle and popped the back door. A jet-black shadow leapt out of the seat and he put it on a leash. �Here!� he said to the dog, jerking the leash. The dog sidled up to the officer�s leg and fell into step beside him.
�The devil dog cometh,� Sully whispered in mock terror, though with a touch of respect.
As Gomez approached out of the darkness, Katie was struck by how similar the two creatures were. Cert was jet black, except for his white eyes and huge, pink tongue that lolled out of his mouth, hanging off his white teeth that he bared when he was running down a suspect. Gomez had the same dark hair and his skin was a deep brown. He wore the black jumpsuit of the K-9 unit, blending into the darkness. Only the rattle of the leash and the creak of his belt leather betrayed their location.
�Open door?� Gomez asked Katie. His muscular frame dwarfed all three of the other officers.
�Yeah.�
�Any other points of entry?�
�All secure,� Battaglia said.
�Why didn�t you hold at the corners of the building?� Gomez asked, the irritation plain in his voice. He was referring to a common tactic for securing the perimeter of a building. Two officers set up on opposing corners, allowing both of them to maintain a line of sight along two sides of the building.
�It�s all windows that are ten feet up in the air or big bay doors for vehicles, Gomer,� Sully said. �This is the only way in or out for mere mortals.�
Gomez didn�t answer, but he seemed to sigh at the three of them. The message was clear. There was a procedure in place for a reason. They should have adhered to it.
�Who�s going in with me?� he finally asked.
�I will,� Katie said.
�A building this size, I�ll need two officers.�
�I�ll go, too,� Sully offered.
�Might as well keep the Irish together,� Battaglia said. �I�ll hold the door.�
Gomez nodded his approval and moved up to the open door. He swung it completely open and propped it with his foot.
�Attention in the building!� he shouted in a deep, booming voice. �River City Police Department.�
Cert barked raucously, lunging toward the open doorway.
�Sadni!� Gomez told him.
Cert reluctantly sat back on his haunches, but continued to bark.
Gomez turned back to the open door. �This building is going to be searched by a police dog! If he finds you, he will bite you!�
As if to reinforce the last point, Cert�s bark dissolved into a vicious growl.
�We shouldn�t warn �em,� Battaglia said. �Just send the dog in and let it be a big surprise. Giving them a chance to give up after doing a burglary is a bunch of crap.�
�It�s the law,� Gomez said, but he was smiling. �Besides, they never give up.�
�I wonder why,� Battaglia said.
�Same reason they consent to a search of their person when they�re holding a gun or dope. Because they don�t think we�ll find it.�
Battaglia had to agree. �Thank God criminals aren�t smart.�
�The smart ones are the ones you�ve never heard of,� Sully said.
Gomez repeated his warning, his deep voice carrying in the still of the warehouse. Cert punctuated the warning with his eager yelps and barks.
There was no answer from inside.
Gomez glanced over at Katie. �What�s the word?�
She shook her head. �It�s a false alarm.�
A smile spread over Gomez�s face. He turned to his dog and released the leash. �Fuss �em up, boy! Go get him! Get the bad guy!�
Cert needed no encouragement. The Shepherd bolted into the dark of the warehouse, whining with anticipation. Gomez listened carefully for him. The sounds of his whines and the clacking of his toenails on the concrete floor echoed back to the open doorway.
�Come on, Diablo,� Gomez whispered. �Find him.�
A rash of excited barking broke out and Gomez�s eyes lit up. �He�s found something.� He strained his ears, listening. The barking remained at the same intensity for about thirty seconds.
�I don�t hear any screams,� Battaglia said.
�He must be at a door,� Gomez said and yelled into the open doorway. �Revere!�
The barking broke off immediately and the officers could hear the huffing of the police dog as he returned to the door. He bowled into Gomez, clearly agitated.
�What�s his problem?� Sully asked.
�He�s mad because I called him off.� Gomez slipped the leash back on Cert�s collar and drew his pistol. �There�s somebody in there.�
All three officers drew their weapons.
�Check interior doors as we go,� Gomez told Katie and Sully. Then without waiting for a response, he plunged into the warehouse.
Katie followed, even managing to beat Sully through the doorway. She used her flashlight, careful not to backlight Gomez. The K-9 officer was moving swiftly down a hallway and into an open bay. She heard Sully check a door on her left and kept moving.
Once they reached the open bay at the end of the hallway, they shined their lights all around. A small office was built into the corner and the door was closed. Another door led into the next bay.
�Check the bay door,� Gomez said.
Katie walked quickly over and tried the knob. It was locked. She shook her head at Gomez.
�Where is he, boy?� Gomez asked.
Cert pulled against his leash and tried to physically drag the muscular handler toward the small office built in the corner of the room. Once they reached the door, the dog barked excitedly and scratched at the door.
Gomez directed Katie and Sully into position, then ordered Cert to sit. The black Sheperd reluctantly obeyed, letting a whining growl escape his throat.
�Light up the door,� Gomez said and both Katie and Sully shined their flashlights on the flimsy interior door to the office. Gomez checked the knob and it was also locked. He gave it a firm rap. �Attention in the office. This is the River City Police Department. Make yourself known, or I will send in the police dog!�
Cert yipped in agreement.
�If he finds you, he will bite you!� Gomez yelled.
Cert yipped and growled in delight.
�Last chance!� Gomez said.
There was no reply.
Gomez waited a full fifteen seconds, then punted the door right below the doorknob. The door flew inward and Gomez released Cert from his leash. The dog sailed through the open door like a missile.
Almost immediately, the sounds of human shrieks and deep, canine growls filled the air.
�Ah! Jesus! Get him off me!�
Cert�s guttural growl signified his opposition to that idea.
Gomez charged into the room, his flashlight and his gun ahead of him. Katie followed. As soon as she entered, she used her light to illuminate the black dog, who was astride a thin male. The male on the ground tried to pull his right forearm from the dog�s jaws.
�Make him stop! Oh, please! Oh, God!�
Cert gave a low growl and shook his head from side to side. The man screeched.
�Revere!� Gomez commanded.
Cert gave the man another half-shake for good measure and let go, returning to Gomez�s side. The man rolled away, holding his forearm and crying loudly.
�Cuff him!� Gomez ordered.
Katie and Sully sprung forward and took control of the man. Blood streamed from his forearms.
�Glove up,� Sully told Katie. He put his knee on the man�s back and his palm pressed the man�s head into the pavement. The man kept crying out and flopping his arms, but he remained pinned. �I�ll hold him �till you can cuff him.�
Katie removed a pair of surgeon�s gloves from her back pocket and pulled them on, snapping each one over her wrists. Then she removed her secondary pair of handcuffs. If she was going to get blood on her equipment, she didn�t want it to be her primary set of cuffs.
The man cried out in pain when she drew his wrists together and cuffed them. His crying faded to a whimper when they stood him up and walked him out of the warehouse and to her car. While Katie searched his pockets, Gomez and Sully returned to the warehouse to double search, just in case the man had accomplices.
She found an intricate set of lock picks in one of his back pockets and a thin canvas bag in the other. He was definitely not a low rent burglar.
�What�s your name?� she asked as she checked his waistband.
�Fucking Alpo,� he said, his voice full of whiny indignation, �and I�m suing all of your asses.�
She ran her hand down his leg and checked his pant cuffs. �Why didn�t you just give up?�
�Because I didn�t think you�d let the fucking dog bite me.�
Katie just shook her head.
Sully and Gomez returned from the secondary search. Gomez threw a tennis ball for Cert and told him what a good boy he was. Katie popped her trunk and found some gauze pads and tape in the first aid kit. She made a quick bandage on the suspect�s arm for the trip to the hospital emergency room.
Gomez put Cert back in the K-9 car and walked up to Katie just as she was putting her prisoner in the back of the car.
�You going to Sacred Heart?�
Katie nodded.
�I�ll just follow you up then and get his info. Can you call for a corporal to meet us up there? I need some photos of the bite marks.�
�Sure.�
�That fucking dog is crazy!� the man yelled from the backseat of Katie�s patrol car.
�No, he�s not,� Gomez told him. He winked at Katie. �But he is a devil.�
Katie smiled at the inside joke.
�He�s out of control and that shit is illegal!� the man shouted. �I�m calling the ACLU and I�m suing, you fucking beaner cop!�
�Have a nice trip to the Heart,� Gomez said to Katie and returned to his car.
Katie turned to Sully and Battaglia. �Would you guys be willing to wait for a responsible party to respond to lock up the warehouse?�
�Like we have any choice,� Battaglia said.
Katie shrugged and got into her patrol car.
0102 hours
Amy Dugger sobbed quietly into her pillow. A cup of cocoa rested on the table next to her futon, cold and untouched. Grandpa Fred put it there after their �game,� telling her it was a reward for how well she played.
She tried to push the thoughts and memories from her head, but the sharp stinging and the burning sensations brought the images of Grandpa Fred back every time.
�Mommy�s safe,� she whispered into the pillow in between sobs. �She�s safe.�
The stairs creaked. A shot of fear blasted through her. She stopped crying and strained her ears.
No more creaks.
He wasn�t coming back.
Not yet.
Amy let out another long, warbling cry into her pillow and fought back the horror show in her mind.
0213 hours
�Man, you got to be kidding me!�
Connor O�Sullivan looked askance at the van�s driver. �No,� he said. �I really do need your license, registration and proof of insurance, sir.�
The man was black and in his late twenties. O�Sullivan noticed specks of white on his face and in his hair. After a moment, he realized that it was paint. A quick glance at the man�s shirt with streaks and spots of paint confirmed it.
�You�re a painter?� he asked.
The driver gave him a hard look. �What, you�re surprised a black man has a job?�
�No,� Sully said. He looked through the vehicle and caught Battaglia�s eye at the passenger door. �Just asking.�
The driver reached into his wallet and withdrew his license, then pulled the registration and insurance card from the visor. He handed them to Sully.
�You guys oughta have those memorized by now,� he said in irritation.
Sully took the documents. �What�s that supposed to mean?�
The driver snorted. �This is only the fifth time you cops have stopped me in the last two days.�
Sully looked at the man�s driver�s license. �Ben?�
�Yeah,� the driver said. �Benjamin Franklin DuBois. It ain�t like there�s fifteen of us here in River City. Just me, the one you guys keep stopping for no reason.�
Sully felt a tickle of anger in the pit of his stomach at the insinuation. He tried to ignore it.
�Can you step out of the vehicle, Mr. DuBois?� he asked. �We�ll talk back at my car.�
DuBois rolled his eyes. �The last cop yelled at me for getting out of the car.�
�I won�t yell. I promise.�
DuBois shot him an angry look, then grasped the handled and exited the van. Sully walked with him back to the nose of the patrol car. He handed the paperwork to Battaglia, who returned to the passenger seat to check the man�s name. Sully turned off his portable radio so that DuBois wouldn�t overhear the check. The patrol car�s overhead flashers clicked loudly as they flashed red. The color splashed across DuBois�s paint-flecked clothing. The engine hummed and spilled out heat as the two men stood in silence for a few moments.
DuBois thrust his hands in his pockets and scowled.
�Sir?� Sully said.
�What?�
�I have to ask you to keep your hands out of your pockets.�
�Why?�
�Officer safety, sir.�
DuBois rolled his eyes. �You all are some paranoid people. I ain�t gonna hurt you.�
�I believe you,� Sully said. �But if I don�t stay safe with everyone, then I�ll get lax and the one time someone does try to hurt me, I won�t be prepared. You can understand that, right?�
DuBois pursed his lips, thinking. After a moment, he sighed and removed his hands from his pockets. �Whatever,� he said. �Just finish your business so I can get on my way.�
�Have you really been stopped four times in the last two days?� Sully asked.
DuBois shook his head and held up his hand. �Five.�
�Counting this time?�
He looked at Sully and his eyes narrowed. �You some kind of smart ass?�
�No. Do you know the reason for the other stops?�
DuBois snorted. �You want the reason they said they stopped me or the real reason?�
�Whichever. Both.�
DuBois pointed to his van and the broken tail light. The red lens was cracked and most of it was missing. White light shone to the rear. �Defective equipment,� he pronounced.
Sully shrugged. It was a valid stop, and a frequent one made by patrol officers.
��Course the real reason is Dee Double-U Bee,� DuBois said.
�Huh?�
�DWB,� DuBois repeated. �Driving While Black.�
The tickle in the pit of Sully�s stomach returned, but he held his tongue. �Anyone tell you something about a little girl that�s missing?�
DuBois looked at him with suspicious interest. �What little girl?�
Battaglia stepped out of the passenger side of the car and walked around to the front of the car. �Status zero,� he told Sully, meaning that DuBois had no warrants. �And Dispatch says this is the third time he�s been stopped.�
�It�s the fifth time,� DuBois corrected Battaglia.
Battaglia shrugged. �Dispatch only went back to midnight yesterday.�
DuBois turned his attention back to Sully. �What are you talking about with this little girl?�
�You watch the news, Mr. DuBois?�
�Man, I hardly have time to eat and sleep. I don�t even own a TV right now. All I do is work.�
�A little girl was kidnapped a couple of days ago,� Sully said.
�No kidding? She okay?�
�She�s still missing.�
�What�s that have to do with me getting stopped?�
�The men who took her were driving a blue or brown van,� Sully told him matter-of-factly. �The driver of the van was black.�
DuBois was nodding his head as they spoke. He stopped at the word �black� and looked from Sully to Battaglia.
�You guys think I-�
�No,� Sully said. �But we have to check out everyone.�
�Everyone�s who�s black,� DuBois countered.
�What good would it do for us to stop people who didn�t match the suspect description, Mr. DuBois?� Sully asked.
DuBois didn�t answer right away. Then he lowered his eyes and muttered, �I see your point. But I don�t know�it just feels wrong.�
�I know how you feel,� Battaglia said, nodding his head ruefully.
DuBois looked up at him. �How the hell do you know how I feel?�
Battaglia gave him a surprised look and spread his arm, palms up. �C�mon. I�m Italian.�
DuBois burst out in laughter and Sully chuckled along. Battaglia stood looking at both of them with a contrived expression of confusion.
�You guys making fun of the plights of Italians in America?�
DuBois laughed even louder. �I�m with you, brother.� He held out hand and Battaglia took it. Sully tried and failed to follow the quick, shifting handshake as it flowed through different grips and ended with a fist-to-fist tap.
�You can put some red tape over that taillight,� Battaglia told him. �It�ll work until you get the chance to go to the parts shop to fix it.�
�All right.�
�One more thing, Mr. DuBois,� Sully said.
�What�s that?�
�You mind if I take a look in your van real quick?�
0647 hours
Katie MacLeod rubbed her sleepy eyes. It had been a long shift. Almost as long as the previous shift she�d spent at the Dugger home.
She�d spent most of her shift tonight in the Emergency Room at Sacred Heart Hospital, babysitting the burglar that the K-9 Cert bit inside the tire warehouse. He turned out to be a real gem, ragging on her non-stop all the way up to the ER. He continued his tirade from his hospital bed while she sat working on her report outside the door.
�I�m poor,� he said to her repeatedly. �You fucking cops are prejudiced against poor people, so you set that dog on me.�
Katie did her best to ignore him. She was grateful when K-9 Officer Gomez showed up to make sure the corporal got some good photographs of the bite marks on the burglar�s arm.
�What if that dog had got me by the throat?� he yelled at Gomez.
�Then I wouldn�t have to listen to your mouth right now,� Gomez said to him in a low voice and both Katie and the corporal smiled at that.
�Fucking wetback,� the burglar shot back.
Gomez�s lips pressed together slightly, but he showed no other reaction. Once the pictures were taken, he and the corporal left. Katie returned to ignoring the burglar, going through his property to find some identification. There was none and he refused to give the admitting nurse his name, either.
The nurse had looked at Katie, who shrugged. �Call him John Doe. We�re paying for it, whatever his name is.�
The nurse didn�t like that answer, but proceeded to treat the burglar. An hour later, the doctor came and spent fifteen minutes stitching his arm. Then, for reasons Katie couldn�t exactly discern, it was another two hours before the nurse discharged him.
At jail, she finally got the burglar�s name when one of the jailers in the booking area recognized him.
�Petey! Thought you weren�t coming back,� the jailer said.
The burglar gave him a withering look.
After that, booking went smoothly. Now, a cup of coffee and a light breakfast later, Katie stared into her open locker. She wanted nothing more than to sleep away the morning and then maybe get in a light workout in the afternoon before meeting Kopriva when he got off work.
She smiled mischievously to herself when she thought of what would happen next.
But instead, she had to appear in court at nine. That meant she had to find a way to stay awake for another hour and a half. It also meant she had to go home and change for court, resisting the urge to just flop onto her bed and sleep.
She pulled off her boots and put them in the bottom of her locker. At least she got paid overtime for court. Chisolm told her once that the first year or two he was on the job, they didn�t get OT. She couldn�t imagine that, especially given the snail�s pace that most court proceedings went.
As Katie shed the rest of her uniform, she glanced at her watch. She could afford the time to swing by and say hello to Kopriva on her way out.
Her mischievous smile returned.

TWELVE

Day Shift
0703 hours
�Yes, sir,� Kopriva said. �The tip you called in.�
�You joking me?�
�No, sir. This is the police.�
�No lie? Well, I�ll be damned.�
�Sir,� Kopriva said, �the tip sheet says you saw a black male with a white girl near Friendship Park?�
�Yeah. That nigger was playing with the little white girl.�
Kopriva cringed at the harsh word. �Was there a van anywhere nearby?�
�Van? No, I don�t think so. I think he was driving one of those pimp-mobiles.�
�Anyone else with them?�
�Yeah. Some mud shark that musta been her mother.�
Kopriva ignored the epithet. �The girl�s mother was with her?�
�Yeah.�
So much for that tip, Kopriva thought. �Thanks for your help, sir,� he said.
�You don�t think it�s the girl you�re looking for?�
�No,� Kopriva said.
�You�re not even going to check it out?�
�I�ll have a car go up to the park, just in case,� Kopriva lied.
�Poor little girl. It�s too bad, you know?�
Kopriva thought the man was talking about Amy and maybe a little decency was finally shining through, so he answered. �Yeah. It�s a shame.�
�The mother don�t have the sense to stick with her own people,� he said. �At least she�s got a white father, though. Even if her mom�s a mud shark, at least she�s not a half-breed.�
Kopriva set the receiver down on the cradle in weary disgustand rubbed his eyes. Then he balled up the tip sheet and threw it into the garbage.
�Two points, Stef,� came a familiar voice.
He looked over to see Katie standing in the doorway of the Missing Persons/Sexual Assault unit. She smiled at him and the warmth of her smile pushed the phone call he�d just taken a little further away.
�Maybe I missed my calling.�
�Oh, really? Let�s not make more out of it than it is.� She walked over to his desk. �How�re the calls coming?�
He shrugged. �Most are boring. A few are a pain in the��
Katie looked around the room, saw that it was empty. She bent down and interrupted him with a short kiss. As always the softness of her lips and her scent combined to wash over him. The effect was calming and exhilarating at the same time.
Katie smiled again. �Sorry. Couldn�t resist.�
�It�s all right,� Kopriva said, blushing slightly.
Katie noticed and was about to tease him about it when the unit secretary came into the office.
�Morning, Stef,� Georgina said and nodded toward Katie.
Kopriva returned the greeting and watched as the older woman settled into her chair near the entrance to the office. He knew there would be no more talking about anything that the whole department wouldn�t hear within half an hour, so he said, �You have court today?�
Katie knew about Georgina�s gossiping, so she played it straight. �Yeah, downtown.� She glanced at her watch. �In fact, I have to head out and get ready. I�m supposed to testify at nine.�
�Okay.�
She smiled at him again. �I�m glad to hear you�re doing well, Stef. I�ll tell the guys.�
He nodded, appreciating her ploy. It might not be enough to put off Georgina and her gossiping, but it was a solid tactic nonetheless.
�Thanks.�
�See ya,� she said and left the office. She gave Georgina a nice smile as she passed. Kopriva knew that wouldn�t be enough to stop the secretary from gossiping about her if the rumor was juicy enough.
Katie�s scent lingered in the air for a few moments and Kopriva closed his eyes and breathed it in. His shoulder and arm throbbed painfully and his knee ached, as always. He opened his eyes and reached into the only drawer in the desk that he had stored any possessions. He fumbled around and drew out his bottle of pain pills. Then he shook two out into his palm and threw them into the back of his throat. His coffee was lukewarm, so he was able to take a gigantic swig of it to wash down the pills.
I should have told her that I loved her, he thought. Right after she kissed me.
He�d been wanting to say that to her for some time now, but the words always seemed to stick in his throat. He hadn�t uttered them in years, and only once before. He wasn�t afraid of the words themselves, though. He was just concerned with what her answer might be.
That�s stupid, he thought, taking another sip of lukewarm coffee. She felt the same way. He could feel it in every smile and in every kiss. It was in the way she made love and in the way she said every word.
I�ll tell her. Soon.
He glanced over at Georgina and caught her staring at him with a hint of disapproval. He didn�t know if it was because of Katie or the painkillers and he didn�t care.
With a barely audible sigh, Kopriva reached for the next tip sheet.
0843 hours
The Chief of the River City Police Department gave Captain Michael Reott an appraising stare. Reott knew that some people found it intimidating, but he had come on the department with the Chief and nothing he did intimidated him.
That�s probably how he got to be Chief, though, Reott thought with a small smile.
�What�s so funny?� the Chief asked.
�Nothing,� Reott said. �Just thinking about that goofy kid we went through the academy with. Parker or something like that?�
�Parks,� the Chief said.
�That�s it,� Reott said, snapping his fingers. �Remember how he used have to go throw up before every defensive tactics session?�
The Chief nodded. �I heard he didn�t make probation with Yakima.�
�He didn�t. I talked to Enrique Gomez, a lieutenant down there when I was at that Incident Command School you sent me to about a year ago. His kid is one of our K-9 officers. Anyway, he said that Parks became a school counselor and works at one of their high schools.�
�Sounds like a fit.�
�Apparently, he�s very well-liked.� Reott felt a little bad for the disparaging remarks that they�d both made over the years about Parks� manliness, but he shrugged it off. �Anyway, it�s a round peg in a round hole kind of thing.�
�Let�s talk about that round peg/round hole idea,� the Chief said. �What the hell am I going to do with Lieutenant Hart? He damn near started a riot in the lobby with the Bishop. On top of that, all the troops hate him.�
�He�s a climber,� Reott said. Although the word was used by some in a derogatory fashion, neither man took it that way. As far as both were concerned, there was nothing wrong with wanting to advance upward in your career. It was all in how you went about it. You didn�t make rank on someone else�s back.
�It took me an hour of talking to the Bishop before he left here happy,� the Chief said, shaking his head. �Now at least he�ll go and tell his people that he got along famously with the Chief of Police, who understands the plight of the black man.�
Reott didn�t say a word.
The Chief sighed. �Politics is such bullshit,� he said, more to himself than Reott.
�And everything is politics,� Reott said. �Or so I�ve heard.�
The Chief looked up at him. �So then logic would dictate that everything is bullshit.�
�I�m sure there are lawyers who could successfully make that argument,� Reott said with a smile.
The Chief grunted with approval before asking, �What�s your take on Hart?�
Reott leaned back in his seat, crossed his ankle over his knee and looked at the ceiling, thinking. The Chief waited patiently. After a while, Reott uncrossed his legs and leaned forward. He held up his hands in a placating gesture. �All right, now you might not like this idea at first, but hear me out, okay?�
The Chief nodded.
Reott said, �Send Hart to Internal Affairs.�
The Chief�s eyebrows shot up in surprise, but he kept his word and waited for Reott to continue.
The captain of patrol explained. �He�s a waste on patrol. The troops hate him. They don�t trust him. His decision-making is poor and always seems to go through the filter of self-promotion first. You don�t want a guy like that on the front line. It�s not good for the troops or the citizens.�
The Chief nodded his agreement.
Reott continued, �The problem is, you don�t want to transfer that cancer to another unit like the investigative division or some specialty unit. For one, the troops there will think you�re punishing them for something they did. And secondly, the problem will just start all over again there.�
�Why don�t I just demote the dimwit?�
Reott laughed. �Good luck. With Civil Service, it�s nearly impossible to demote someone without serious cause. Besides, I think he�d do more damage as a sergeant.�
�Do we have a supply lieutenant?�
Reott shook his head, still laughing. �No. But listen, Internal Affairs will work. Here�s how. For starters, how many investigators do we have there now?�
�Only two,� the Chief said. �We had four, but I transferred two back to the investigative division. There wasn�t enough work there for four anyway. I don�t know what Chief Cleveland was thinking when he put four over there to begin with.�
�He was thinking about community public relations,� Reott said. �But I think he sent the wrong message.�
�Sure he did. �Look how corrupt we are. We need four investigators in IA.� It was a foolish move.�
�I heard Lieutenant Anderson is retiring?�
The Chief nodded.
�Turned in his papers and everything?�
The Chief nodded again.
�Well, then here�s a perfect opportunity,� Reott said. �When Anderson retires, transfer Hart to IA.�
�The IA investigators will love that,� The Chief said sarcastically.
�Move them out.�
�Huh?�
�Transfer them back to the investigative division. Make them real detectives again.�
The Chief leaned back and gave Reott a confused look. �Explain.�
�Look,� Reott said, �you gain two detectives in the investigation division, so more cases get worked. That makes the community happy. It makes those two investigators happy, too. None of them want to be over there.�
�Straub does.�
Reott shrugged. Rumor had it that Detective Brenda Straub had kept a little black book, full of dirt on anyone and everyone, while on patrol. She�d been a pariah by the time she was promoted to detective and sent straight to IA. He�d heard the troops call her �The Brass Bitch.� He was relatively certain Straub would consider the title a badge of honor.
�Still,� he told the Chief, �you get those extra cases worked in the detective�s office. You get Hart out of patrol and in charge of exactly nobody. And you get to tell the community that you take every complaint so seriously that you have a lieutenant investigate each and every one.�
The Chief rubbed his chin and considered. Reott waited patiently, having made his pitch.
After some consideration, the Chief asked, �What about the troops? They won�t like Hart in IA.�
Reott shrugged. �The way I see it, Chief, the troops wouldn�t like Hart anywhere. And when IA comes knocking, it really doesn�t matter who it is, because they won�t like that, either. At least this way you get two things they don�t like contained in one place.�
The Chief grunted.
�And,� Reott said, �you know Hart will investigate the hell out of everything. Which is a good thing, too, even if the troops don�t like it.�
The Chief nodded. �It sounds like a good plan, Mike. Let me think on it for a few days. Anderson�s last day isn�t for almost a month yet.�
�Okay.�
The Chief shook his head in wonder. �Lieutenant Alan Hart in charge of Internal Affairs,� he mused. �It might just work.
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Katie strolled down the sidewalk near City Hall munching on a hot dog that she�d purchased from a street vendor. Normally she wouldn�t go near the little carts of rolling botulism, but she hadn�t eaten since about four-thirty that morning and was starving.
Her court experience had been typical. The defendant had been caught red-handed, so the defense attorney attacked the cops. In this case, that meant her. Katie knew it would happen that way. She knew a couple of lawyers and they�d told her the general strategy of criminal defense. If the facts are on your side, argue the facts. If the facts aren�t on your side, argue the investigation. If the investigation was a good one, impugn the cops. She was pretty sure the jury hadn�t bought any of it.
Her stomach had been growling even before she bought the hot dog from the street vendor outside the courthouse. Now, as she finished it off near City Hall, her stomach gurgled in protest. She ignored it and walked on.
The brief second wind that always came to her about midday after a graveyard shift was kicking in. She knew from experience that it would be brief, lasting no more than a couple of hours. If she didn�t get to bed and sleep for a few hours, she�d be wiped out by four or five that afternoon. That would put a serious crimp in her plans with Kopriva that night.
The spring air was cool, even though the sun was out. She enjoyed the slight breeze and the smell of the trees that blew in from Riverfront Park to the east. The large park was in the center of downtown River City and consisted of large grassy areas and several tree-lined asphalt paths. A tall clock tower rose upward in the center of the park. The Looking Glass River flowed through the middle of the park and continued its westerly journey toward the Columbia River.
Katie followed Post Street northbound, walking past City Hall and toward the street bridge. Her car was parked at a meter just north of the bridge. It was a two-hour meter and had been expired for over an hour. She hoped that the meter maid hadn�t made rounds up there yet.
She walked past the end of the large brick building that held the power company that managed the River City Dam Project and was immediately struck by the wet smell of the Looking Glass River. The air was cooler, too, as she walked toward the bridge. The pedestrian walkway on the bridge had been created by placing jersey barriers along the edge of the roadway, leaving barely enough room for two people to pass in opposite directions.
Katie slowed and looked over the edge of the bridge. The rushing sound of the river below her somehow calmed her. The sensation was short-lived.
�Give me my son!�
She jerked her eyes up in the direction of the shout. Near the middle of the bridge, a man in a green army jacket gripped a thin woman by the upper arm. She turned away from him, holding an infant in her other arm.
�No, Kevin! Get away from me!�
The man pulled her into his chest. �I said, give me my son, bitch!�
Katie was moving toward them before she even thought about it. They were at least half a block away. She was grateful that she�d worn a pants suit to court and a pair of dress shoes without heels as she sprinted toward the pair on the bridge.
As she ran, she reached to the small of her back, where she kept her off-duty weapon. She drew it out. The weight of the small, five-shot revolver was reassuring, but she wished she had a radio instead.
The man tore the infant from the woman�s grasp. She screamed in protest.
Katie tried to run faster.
�No! Give me back my baby!�
The woman reached for the infant. The man turned his body to protect the child from her grasp and swung his other arm at her. The back of his hand struck her across the face and she staggered back.
�Holy shit!� came a new voice.
Katie saw a man on a bicycle pedaling across the bridge. He wore black bicycle pants and black and yellow bike shirt. When the woman fell into the jersey barrier, he skidded his bike to stop and stepped off. He jumped the jersey barrier and checked on her.
The distance between Katie and the man was less than fifteen yards when he spotted her. Without hesitation, he extended his arm over the side of the bridge and dangled the infant over the edge.
Katie scrambled to a stop ten feet away. She pointed her gun at the man�s chest. �Pull that baby back. Now!�
�Get the fuck away from me,� the man said.
The woman made a strangled cry and lunged for the man. The bicyclist wisely grabbed her in an embrace and pulled her away.
�Let me go!� she yelled, struggling. �He�s got my baby!�
Katie stared at the infant. The baby hung precariously from a twisted fistful of blue clothing in the man�s grip. Terrified wails came from his small mouth.
�Kyle!� the woman screamed as the bicyclist held her back.
�Take it easy, Kyle,� Katie said to the man.
He gave her a strange look.
�Everything�s going to work out fine,� she continued, keeping her voice calm, but loud enough to be heard over the rushing sounds of the river below.
The man�s eyes flitted from the dangling child to Katie�s gun, then swept up and down her body. He spotted the silver of her badge clipped on her belt.
�You�re a cop?�
�It�s going to be all right, Kyle,� she said.
�My name�s not Kyle,� he said.
�Okay,� she said. Her own eyes moved back and forth between the baby and the man�s eyes. �Just pull the baby back from the edge.�
�He�s my son! You�re not taking him!�
�I don�t want to take him,� Katie said. �I just want you to pull him back to where it�s safe.�
�He�s safe. He�s with me.�
�Give me back my baby!� the woman shrieked. In her peripheral vision, Katie saw the bicyclist struggle to keep a grip on her.
�Just pull him back,� Katie said.
�No way.�
�Do something!� the woman cried. �Get my baby!�
�Please,� Katie pleaded with him.
The man shook his head. �I�m not stupid. If I pull him back, you�ll shoot me and take him from me.�
The baby�s plaintive wails struck Katie like a sheet of cold water. She wavered, unsure of her next move. Her mind raced through options.
�Look,� she said. �I�ll lower my gun and you pull him back.�
�Fuck you. You�re a liar.�
�You don�t want to hurt your son,� Katie said. �I know you don�t. Just pull him back.�
�He�s better off dead than with that whore!� he pointed at the woman in the bicyclist�s grasp.
�He�s better off with you,� Katie said. �But you can�t get him like this. Pull him back and let�s work something out.�
The man met her eyes and she almost lost hope when she saw the craziness in his eyes. �How do I know you�re not lying to me? The last cop I talked to lied to me.�
�I�m not lying,� Katie said, and lowered her gun.
The man�s arm trembled with the exertion of holding it out straight with the weight of the infant on the end.
�You can�t hold him there forever,� she said to him. �At least pull him in and rest your arm.�
�You drop your gun and I�ll pull him in.�
Katie shook her head. �I can�t do that.�
�That�s because you�re a lying bitch!� the man yelled at her, his entire body shaking. The baby tilted and whirled in his grasp and let out an even more terrified wail.
�All right, okay!� Katie said. She put her pistol back into the holster at the small of her back then showed him both palms. �See?�
The man hesitated, watching her.
�Please,� Katie whispered. �He�s just a little baby.�
The man�s gaze softened for a moment. Suddenly, he drew the child to his chest and embraced him.
�Thank you,� Katie said.
The man�s eyes never left hers.
�Get my baby!� the woman shrieked.
Sirens erupted nearby. Over the man�s shoulder, Katie saw a marked patrol car turn onto Post and come barreling southbound toward the bridge, siren wailing.
She looked back at the man. His eyes were still fixed on hers.
�Give me the baby,� Katie said softly.
The man kissed the wailing child on the forehead. Then, without ceremony, he pitched the baby over the railing of the bridge.
�No!� Katie screamed and lunged toward him.
The man stood peacefully at the railing, watching her.
She reached the railing and looked down frantically. Below her, the rapids of the Looking Glass River rumbled. She saw a small splash. She tried to follow the flare of blue with her eyes. It tossed along in the current for a moment, then was pulled under. Her eyes strained for it to reappear. She willed it to come back, but she knew deep inside that strong current would either hold the baby down against the rocks or wash him downstream.
Katie whirled toward the man and attacked him. He stood still while she rained punches down on his face and neck, then drove her knee into his groin. The sound of a terrible screaming pierced her ears, but she ignored it. When the man groaned and slumped from the groin strike, she slammed her palms over his ears. Then she snapped her knee upward into his face, shattering his nose.
The sirens converged on her. There was the screeching of tires and slamming of doors, but she kept on kicking and striking at them, venting her fury upon him until a wall of police uniforms pulled him to the ground. Another uniform stepped between her and the man. Her final two strikes landed on the cop�s chest and shoulder. The cop drew her into his chest and walked her backward.
�Easy, MacLeod, easy,� she heard Giovanni�s voice cut through the screaming.
She struggled with him, but he held her tightly.
�Easy,� he whispered.
Her rage would not be so easily denied. She twisted in his grasp, trying to get back at the man, to crush him, to rip him apart.
�MacLeod, it�s over,� Gio whispered. �They�ve got him in cuffs.�
Hearing that, she went slack in Gio�s arms, defeated. At the same time, the screaming stopped. She realized it had been her voice making that terrible noise.
�It�s all right,� Gio said.
She�d never heard words that were more false.

THIRTEEN
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�I thought this crime analysis stuff was the wave of the future,� Tower observed dryly, giving Browning a sly look. The three of them stood in the confined office room, huddled around Renee�s desk. Tower figured the office was probably used as a storage closet until office space became so premium.
Renee snorted. �Crime Analysis is just the buzzword of the decade for good old detective work. The only difference is that I�m a civilian and this,� she pointed to her PC, �is a computer instead of a pile of paper.�
�A lot of good it�s done us,� muttered Tower, tapping his pen on his notebook.
�It has, though,� Renee said. �Without my computer system and expert analysis, you�d be two weeks away from knowing you had nothing.�
Tower rolled his eyes at her.
Browning sipped his coffee and asked, �Let�s see if we�re missing anything.�
�Fine,� Renee shrugged. �But we haven�t.�
�Humor me.�
�It�s your dime,� she said. �Ask away.�
Browning considered, then asked, �The child witness said the Hispanic guy called the black guy Wesley. Any hits on that?�
�The only two black males named Wesley in River City don�t fit the age description.�
�How close?�
�One�s four and one�s eighty-two.�
Browning sipped his coffee. �You check Department of Licensing?�
Renee looked at him as if he�d just asked a monumentally stupid question. �I did. There were several black males named Wesley with Washington State driver�s licenses or identification cards. None had vans of any kind registered to them. All were on the west side of the state, near Seattle. Only one had a criminal record and he�s in Walla Walla State Prison right now.�
�How about Idaho DOL?� Browning asked. �The panhandle�s only ten minutes away.�
�Of course I checked,� Renee said. �And there were no black male Wesley�s in any of the northern panhandle counties.�
�Okay. How about any hits on the descriptions of the suspects?�
�No,� Renee said. �Or rather, yes. Hundreds of black males and hundreds of Hispanic males. The descriptions were too general. I mean, some of our own officers matched up.�
�How about the tattoos?�
�All dead ends. All subjects who fit the race and tattoo are incarcerated, except for five. One of those was Antonio Lopez and you talked to him.�
Browning nodded. �He was a decent guy. Owns a catering business. He said the tattoo was from when he was fifteen years old. He�s definitely not involved. But what about the other four?�
�All four have moved out of the area,� Renee said. �I called the police agencies in their new digs and asked for a courtesy interview. All had solid alibis. Besides, the closest one was in Arizona.�
Tower grunted.
Renee ignored him. �Just in case she was mistaken about the race, I ran all tattoos containing a spider or a spider web on either arm. I cross-referenced them to known sex offenders and-�
�And we checked all those sickos,� Tower finished.
Renee pressed her lips together, but nodded. �Yeah.�
The trio fell silent for a while. The hum of the computer fan filled the room. Tower stared at the comic strips Renee had clipped from the newspaper, but didn�t read them. Browning sipped his coffee. Renee fumed.
Finally, Browning asked, �Why spider webs and spiders, Renee? And why both arms? Why not just run the specific tattoo and arm? You�d narrow your list that way.�
�True,� Renee said, irritation seeping into her voice. �But I didn�t know which report was right, so I ran it both ways.�
�Which report was right?� Browning asked. �What�s that mean?�
Tower leaned forward. �One of those reports was mine.�
�I know,� Renee said. �And the other one was from Officer Giovanni. And they were different.�
�Different how?� Browning asked.
Renee pulled copies of both reports from her file and laid them side-by-side. Browning and Tower stood over each shoulder and watched as she flipped through pages in both until she found what she was looking for. Each report had a section outlined in red.
�See,� she said, pointing with her pencil to the handwritten report. �Giovanni�s report says the male had a spider tattoo on the inside of his left elbow.�
Both men read over the description, nodding in unison.
Renee moved her pencil to Tower�s typed report. �Your report says it was the right arm and a web tattoo on the elbow.�
The men read it for themselves, still nodding.
�That�s why I ran it both ways,� Renee said.
Browning pointed. �Your report also has the guy yelling after her and having an accent.�
�And the name Wesley,� Tower said.
Renee looked back and forth between both men. �You guys didn�t know about this other report?�
Tower shrugged. �I interviewed the little girl. I didn�t think I needed to read Giovanni�s report, at least not yet.�
Browning offered no excuses, but wandered back to an empty chair and sat down. He didn�t like the fact that he had read only Tower�s report. He should have been more thorough, even if the information would have been redundant. But they�d been so tied up in trying to find the guys, he hadn�t spent the time he should have reviewing the case material.
�Damn,� Tower muttered.
Browning�s mind was whirring. �Do you suppose Giovanni made a mistake?� he asked Tower.
Tower looked over at him, knowing very well that the question applied to him, too. He didn�t take offense. The question was necessary. �I don�t know. Possibly. But I interviewed her very carefully.� He pointed to his report. �That is definitely what she told me.�
�Maybe she was confused when she talked to the patrolman. Still scared.�
The men looked at each other, both thinking the problem through. Neither mentioned another possibility.
Renee did. �Could she be lying?�
�She�s six,� Tower said.
�Kids lie,� Renee answered.
�But not without a reason.�
�Maybe she�s scared of something,� Renee suggested.
�What?�
�I don�t know.�
Tower scowled.
�We�ll probably need to interview her again,� Browning said. �But first I want to check with Giovanni and see if he�s sure on this description.� He picked up Renee�s telephone and dialed Police Dispatch.
�Dispatch. Carrie Anne.�
�Carrie, Browning here. Is Officer Giovanni working today?�
He heard the sound of a keyboard being used in the background, then she answered. �Yeah. Adam-257. He�s down at the bridge at the crime scene.�
�Crime scene?� Browning asked. �What crime scene?�
1205 hours
Kopriva found her in an interview room. Even though the door was wide open and there was no one guarding the room, he couldn�t shake the feeling that she looked like a prisoner. She sat at the table with her face buried in both palms.
He reached out to touch her shoulder. �Hey, girl,� he whispered to her.
Katie looked up at him, her eyes rimmed with redness. When she recognized him, her eyes filled anew with tears. She stood and fell into his arms.
�Shhh,� Kopriva said, holding her close and stroking her hair. �It�s all right, Katie.�
She sobbed into his chest while he held her. They stood stock-still in the interview room, for the first time not caring who might see them. She wept without shame, without fear and without pretense. All the while, he held her and stroked her hair and whispered to her that everything would be fine, it would be all right.
Kopriva held her until the smell of cigar smoke entered the room and he heard someone clear his throat. He turned to see Lieutenant Crawford eyeing both of them. He didn�t seem to approve, but he made no comment on their embrace.
�You don�t have to make a statement right away, MacLeod,� he said gruffly. �If you don�t want to.�
Katie pried herself from Kopriva�s chest and reached for a tissue on the table. �It�s okay,� she said as she wiped her nose. �I�m ready.�
Crawford looked at her for a moment, then nodded. �All right. Detective Finch and Detective Elias will be in to interview you in a couple of minutes.�
He gave another look at Kopriva, then left.
Kopriva took Katie�s hand and gave it a squeeze. �Come get me when you�re done,� he told her. �I�ll use some vacation time and take you home, okay?�
She nodded. �Thanks.�
Kopriva leaned in and kissed her cheek softly. Afterward, he lingered near her face, taking in the smell of her skin. He wanted to whisper something to her, something important, but he knew the time wasn�t right.
�I�ll see you soon,� he said instead.
1219 hours
Browning frowned. �You�re sure?�
�Yeah, I�m sure,� Gio told him. �That�s exactly what she told me. I asked her three times. We even talked about whether she knew the difference between a Tarantula or a Black Widow, which she didn�t.�
Browning looked at Tower, who shrugged.
�I�ll go talk to the little girl again,� Tower said. �Nail this down one way or the other.�
�Maybe she was confused,� Browning suggested.
�Not when I talked to her,� Tower said.
�Not when I did, either,� Gio said.
�Well,� Renee observed, �something�s wrong somewhere. And it�s more than just the tattoo.�
No one answered. Tower picked up the phone and dialed.
�What happened on the bridge?� Browning asked.
Gio told him.
�Goddamn,� Browning muttered.
Tower said �thanks� and hung up the telephone.
�Kendra is up at her Grandmother�s house in Deer Park.� He held up a slip of paper. �I�ve got the address right here. But I have no idea how to get there. I guess I�ll call County Dispatch and have a deputy-�
�Ask Kopriva,� Renee said.
�Huh?�
�Stefan Kopriva. He�s from Deer Park.� She looked at Tower. �Isn�t he working light duty in your office right now?�
�Yeah, but how�d you know�?�
Renee patted her computer. �I know everything. It�s my job.�

FOURTEEN
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Amy Dugger couldn�t stop crying into the pillow. She buried her face deep into the musty thing, ignoring the poky parts somewhere inside the lumps and just let all her tears tumble out.
Some of the tears were born of the fear that she felt constantly. It was an uncertain fear and one filled with doom.
She cried because she hurt badly and in places she had never hurt before.
But most of all, she cried because she missed her mommy and her daddy. She missed them so badly that she thought her heart might burst with each sob that ripped from her throat and was drowned in the pillow.
After what seemed like the longest time, her tears dried up and her sobs died away. She rolled over and stared up at the rafters of the attic. She saw a spider web in the corner and watched carefully to see if the spider was home.
When the stomping came on the staircase, she wished with all her might that it wasn�t Grandpa Fred. Not again. Not so soon.
When Grammy burst through the door and she saw the wildness in her eyes, she forgot her wish.
Clutched in her fist was a hammer.
�Little harlot!� the troll-ish woman raged at her.
�Wha-what?�
�Don�t play innocent with me,� Grammy screeched, pointing a fat finger at her. �You know what you�re doing!�
Amy didn�t know what to say. She stared dumbly back at the woman, fixing her eyes on the large moles on her cheek, trying not to look at the hammer that twitched and jerked in Grammy�s hand.
�I thought you might be different from your stupid, ungrateful mother,� Grammy said. �I thought that once I brought you here, we could all be happy together.�
�I�m happy,� Amy lied, knowing it was what Grammy wanted to hear.
�I�ll bet you are, you little tramp!� Grammy screamed at her. She swung the hammer, bashing it into an old lamp stacked on top of a cardboard box. The lamp shattered and pieces of glass scattered across the attic floor.
Amy began to cry again.
�Can�t I have anything in this world?� Grammy asked, looking up at the ceiling.
Amy remained still, tears coursing down her small cheeks. She watched as the woman fell to her knees and sobbed. She used the hand with the hammer to steady herself on the floor and the other hand remained behind her back.
�I�m cursed,� she sobbed. �Cursed.�
Amy sniffed and said nothing, but in her head she thought that maybe someone who steals little girls from their mommy and daddy deserved to be cursed. If such a thing existed as curses.
�It�s not fair,� Grammy cried.
A long strand of snot began at her nose and got steadily longer until it had almost reached the floor. Amy watched it, fascinated.
As suddenly as her sobs had begun, they ended. Grammy wiped the snot away and stood awkwardly. She glared at Amy. �It�s your fault. You�re just like your miserable bitch of a mother.�
My mother is not a bad word! Amy cried out in her mind, but then Grammy swung the hammer again, banging it loudly into one of the exposed studs.
�I thought I could rescue you from all that,� Grammy said, waving the hammer in the air to punctuate her words. �I really hoped that things would work out, but obviously they aren�t going to.�
Amy wondered for a moment if she were telling the truth. She wondered if that meant they would take her home now, but the hammer scared her.
�How could you do this to your Grammy?� Grammy asked, taking a step toward her. Her voice was a mixture of hurt and rage.
�W-w-what?� Amy sobbed.
�Oh, don�t play innocent with me!� screeched Nancy. She swung the hammer, blasting it into the face of a china doll perched on top of a bookshelf. The shattered plaster pieces ricocheted off the unfinished walls. �Steal my man! That�s what, you little whore!�
Amy squinted her eyes in confusion. Steal her man? What did that mean?
Grammy�s wild eyes flew open wide. �Oh, you think you can steal my man and then glare at me? Defy me? Well, I will fix that problem right now.�
The large woman rushed toward Amy, raising the hammer in the air.
Amy let out a scream, but it was cut short. Her Grammy swung the hammer downward. Amy felt of momentary slice of pain, then darkness.

FIFTEEN
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Kopriva admired Katie�s bravery. She made it from the police station to his truck without crying. Then small, silent sobs began even as he started the engine and drove toward her apartment. Tears coursed down her cheeks, but she made no noise. He reached once across the cab and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. Her hand was rigid and her fingers were dug into the seat. He withdrew his hand and concentrated on shifting gears and getting her home as quickly as he could.
At her apartment, he parked in her parking space and looked over at her. She was already getting out of the truck and headed for the door. He jumped out and followed her.
At the front door, she jammed her keys into the lock and pushed it open. Kopriva caught the door in his hands as she swung it closed behind her.
�Katie!� he said.
�Leave me alone, Stef,� she said, her voice thick with tears.
Kopriva hesitated in the doorway. He wondered briefly if she needed to be alone. Then he heard an abbreviated moan erupt and he pushed the thought away. Right now, she needed someone.
He found her in the living room, curled into a ball in the center of the room. Her body hitched and jerked with soundless sobs. Slowly, her legs writhed on the carpet. Her mouth opened into a silent scream. She shook her head from side to side.
Kopriva knelt down and then lay beside her. Reaching out, he touched her lightly on the head. At his touch, she rolled over and buried her face into his chest. Her body pressed tightly against him, her elbows tucked into her sides. Kopriva wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close
Finally, her sobs found sound and she wept loudly into his chest. He held her tighter and tighter with one arm, stroking her hair with the other. He tried to whisper comforting things to her and when no words would work, he kissed her lightly on the top of her head.
They lay together on the living room floor for what seemed like hours. Slowly, her sobs came further and further apart, until she was reduced to the occasional start in her chest. She turned her head to the side and looked up at Kopriva.
�I couldn�t save him, Stef,� she whispered, her voice raw.
Kopriva nodded and kissed her forehead.
�I�just�couldn�t,� she whispered.
A lump rose in Kopriva�s throat and he struggled to swallow over it. Katie closed her eyes and he tried to think of something profound to say to her. Something that would ease her pain and make her realize that she wasn�t responsible for what happened, no matter how terrible the result had been.
The clock on her wall seemed to tick and tick and he couldn�t think of anything to say. Finally, he opened his mouth to say something, anything, unsure of the words until they tumbled from his lips.
�I love you, Katie,� he said.
But his only answer was the even pattern of her breath as she lay against his chest.
1422 hours
Tower smiled at Kendra Ferguson, trying to mask his urgency. The little girl had set up a tea service for both of them and she gave his cup a long pour.
�Why, thank you,� Tower said, picking up the tiny pink cup and pretending to sip.
�You�re supposed to wait,� Kendra told him. �At least until Mr. Puddles has his, too.�
�Sorry,� Tower said, putting his cup down until the shaggy stuffed poodle had a full cup. �It�s just too delicious.�
Kendra flashed him a grin and picked up her own cup. �I know.�
Tower picked up his cup and made another sipping sound. �Ah, good stuff.�
Kendra sipped, too, obviously delighted that he was playing along. She seemed to give no thought to why he was there.
Tower fake-sipped once more, looking at the little girl over the top of his miniature cup. When he put it down on the saucer, he asked her, �Kendra, I need to talk to you about Amy again.�
A hurt look came across Kendra�s face. She put her cup down and picked up Mr. Puddles. �Okay.�
Tower smiled at her. �You�re very brave to talk about this, you know?�
Kendra nodded and picked at the stuffed dog�s fur.
�What I want to talk about is when the van pulled up next to both of you. Do you remember what color it was?�
�Uh-huh.� She paused and thought. �Brown.�
�You�re sure?�
�Yeah. It was a brown van.�
�Not blue?�
�No,� she said with a shake of her head. �It was definitely brown.�
�Okay,� Tower said. �Do you remember the man who was driving?�
She shook her head. �I couldn�t see him.�
�No?�
�Uh-uh. I only saw the man with scary eyes.�
�The one who took Amy?�
She nodded. �Yeah.�
�What did he look like?�
�He was tall.�
�How tall?�
�Taller than you.�
Tower made a quick note on his pad. He stood an even six feet tall. Then he asked, �Do you remember what color his skin was?�
�Yeah. It was black.�
�Black skin?�
�Yeah. I could see his arms.�
�Did he say anything?�
Kendra squinted her eyes, thinking. Then she said, �Yeah, he talked like that mouse, remember? The fast one with the hat?�
�Speedy Gonzalez?�
�Yeah! Speedy!�
Tower uncrossed and re-crossed his legs. �But his skin was black?�
Kendra nodded.
�Do you know what a tattoo is, Kendra?� he asked.
�Sure. It�s like a picture on someone�s skin.�
�That�s right. Now, did this man have any tattoos?�
Kendra squinted in thought again, then nodded happily at him. �He did. He had them.�
�What kind of tattoos did he have?�
�It was red spiders,� she said, pointing to her bicep. �Right here.�
Tower sighed. Either she was unreliable or she was lying, he realized. And what he had to do next was not going to be pleasant. He was momentarily grateful that Kendra felt comfortable enough to sit alone with him while the grandmother waited downstairs.
Then he took a deep breath and confronted the six-year-old girl.
1436 hours
�It�s a white male about six feet tall that grabbed her up,� Tower told him.
Browning nodded and wrote, cupping the phone receiver between his chin and shoulder.
�Clothing?�
�All black, including a ski mask. No look at the driver. And the van was definitely blue. All the rest was bullshit.�
Browning swore quietly as he wrote. �Why�d she lie?�
�There�s a nearby vacant lot where they found some little cave in the side of a dirt mound. They called the place Fairy Castle. Both mothers knew about it and the girls weren�t allowed to be there.�
�So she lied��
�She lied because she was afraid that she and Amy would get in trouble. Then she lied some more because she�d already lied. Only she forgot the first lie.�
�Jesus,� Browning muttered.
�Are you going to tell Patrol?�
�Yeah,� Browning said. �Blue vans, white males.�
�And we�re back to square one with the sicko squad,� Tower said, meaning that they would have to go back through all the registered sex offenders in River City for white males this time. �And we�ve got our work cut out for us. There�s about five times as many white RSOs in the city than black.�
�Why don�t you head home from there?� Browning said. �I�ll pull the files and we�ll get to work on them in the morning.�
�I�ll come and help you pull the files at least,� Tower said, and both men knew it wouldn�t stop there. Browning could almost smell the bleached odor of the pillowcases in the down room.
�All right. See you.�
�Be about forty minutes.�
Browning hung up the phone, leaned back in his chair and let out a long sigh, punctuated with the foulest curse he could come up with on short notice. Almost all of their work was gone. They�d have to start nearly from scratch.
He started to get up to head over to Tower�s office where the RSO files were stored, but stopped. Instead, he reached for the case file and flipped it open. He�d made the mistake of not reading it completely and carefully once before and it took Renee to point out something that he missed. There was no way that was going to happen again. If they were going to start over in this case, then he was going to do it right.
He started with the computer printout of the Computer Aided Dispatch report. He noted the time the call came in to dispatch, when Giovanni arrived and when further officers were dispatched. He followed the entire course of the first two days of the investigation in the short radio codes and time stamps. Nothing jumped out at him.
Next, he read every officer�s police report, beginning with Giovanni�s. After Giovanni�s, he read Stone�s, which consisted of three lines. Then he came to Kopriva�s report on his trip to Amy Dugger�s grandmother. The report was short, but well-written. The woman was obviously unbalanced.
Browning sat back in his chair. A feeling of dread settled into his stomach. He�d asked Kopriva if he was sure about the grandmother not being involved. The young officer had been completely certain. Besides, at the time, they were looking for a black driver in a blue van with a Mexican sidekick, so he took the kid at his word.
But what if he overlooked something?
Browning re-read Kopriva�s report and stroked his goatee. The description of Fred Henderson loosely fit the description Kendra gave. Of course, so did twenty thousand other men in River City.
Still.
Taking the file with him, Browning went to the nearest computer terminal. He entered Fred Henderson�s name and received a quick return. No local record. His driver�s license showed an address on Swanson.
Browning ran a Triple-I on Henderson�s name, which would show any felony convictions nationwide. The report was notoriously slow in coming back, as it had to query through several computer hubs across the country. Browning filled the time by running an All-Vehicles-Registered (AVR) check on Henderson. That came back in less than a minute. Henderson owned no vans.
Nancy Henderson�s local record was considerably more interesting. Browning read through the four entries. One was a traffic stop, resulting in an infraction for a stop sign violation about three blocks from her home. Another was a neighborhood dispute over a tree on the fence line between her and a neighbor. The remaining two were Assist Agency calls in which Mental Health Professionals of River City had requested help from the police to get Nancy into treatment. All four reports painted a picture of a volatile, unbalanced woman.
Just like Kopriva wrote, Browning thought. But crazy doesn�t make her a kidnapper.
Browning�s fingers glided over the keyboard. He requested another AVR, this time on Nancy Henderson and waited impatiently for it to return.
He should have explored this angle more with Kathy Dugger, he realized. He should have got a better feel for it, even if it only meant that he was that much more certain there was no connection. But he�d run off after a bum lead given by a six-year-old witness. He chased a lead that should have smelled fishy to him from the very beginning. Once there was no ransom call, you had to suspect sexual motivation for the kidnapping. And how often do sexual predators stray from their own ethnic group? How often do they work in pairs? Especially pairs of mixed race?
Browning frowned. The answer was, almost never.
The computer beeped and he hit the display key.
No vehicles found.
Browning leaned back and considered. Was he overreacting to this curve ball? Kopriva was a good cop, even if he was young. He�d been there at this woman�s house. He would have run into a fair share of nuts out on patrol, so he should be able to judge them. His cop sense would have kicked in if something was wrong. Wouldn�t it? And he would have gone the extra mile to be sure, given that a little girl was missing.
Wouldn�t he?
Browning tapped the keys, bringing up the employee database. He jotted Kopriva�s phone number down, then picked up the telephone and dialed. The phone rang and rang. He waited for an answering machine to pick up, but after eight rings, decided that Kopriva must not have one.
The computer dinged at him.
He hung up the telephone and hit the display button.
Request for III on subject: Henderson, Fred complete.
Browning pushed the display button and read. Moments later, his jaw fell open.
1548 hours
Officer Jack Willow copied the call and hung the mike back on the holder. He shook his head and cursed softly. Somehow, he�d known that he would be going back someday to the address on Swanson where the crazy lady lived with her creepy husband. What he hadn�t expected was to be going there to back up a Major Crimes Detective.
He drove to the house by memory and parked two houses away.
�Adam-259 on scene,� he told Dispatch.
A few moments later, Detective Ray Browning�s unmarked detective�s prowl car pulled up directly behind him. Willow got out of the car and greeted the detective.
�Ray Browning,� the veteran detective said, holding out his hand.
�I know,� Willow said. �Everyone knows.�
Browning gave him a curious look, then glanced at his nametag. �Willow? Did you write that report on the Feeney homicide? Right before Christmas?�
�Uh, yeah,� Willow answered, surprised.
�Jack, right?�
Willow nodded.
�That was a good report, son.�
�Thanks,� Willow said, blushing slightly.
�No need to be bashful about doing good work,� Browning said with a grin. �How long you been on the job?�
�I just made probation.�
Browning nodded. He opened his mouth to ask another question when another detective�s car turned the corner and slid in behind Browning. Willow watched as a younger detective exited the car and approached them.
�What�s going on, Ray?� he asked.
�Detective Tower, Officer Jack Willow.�
Tower gave Willow a nod and a quick handshake. Up close, Willow could see that he wasn�t as young as he thought. He figured Tower to be in his early thirties.
�Why are we here?� Tower asked Browning, adjusting his shoulder holster absently.
�This is the Grandmother�s house,� Browning said.
�The crazy one?�
�Yeah. Her name�s Nancy Henderson. She�s married to a man named Fred Henderson.�
�So?�
�So,� Browning said, �I ran Fred Henderson through Triple-I. He came back with a conviction in Colorado eleven years ago. They faxed me his booking photo. Guess what he was arrested for?�
Tower looked at him for a moment, then his face fell. �No.�
�Yes,� Browning said. �Child Molestation.�
�Son of a bitch,� Tower muttered.
�Could be nothing,� Browning said, �but we should probably check it out.�
�Wasn�t this the crazy woman that Kopriva looked into?�
Browning nodded.
�And?�
�He said she was just garden variety crazy. He didn�t think she was involved. Neither does Kathy Dugger, for that matter. And maybe she isn�t. But it�s the best lead we have right now.�
Tower considered. �Did you call Stef? We could ask him-�
�No answer at his apartment.�
Tower frowned. �It�d be nice to know how she was the last time police were here.�
�She was psycho,� Jack Willow said.
Tower and Browning both turned toward the young officer.
�I was with him,� he explained.
Browning nodded. Tower twirled his forefinger in a �hurry-up� gesture.
Willow cleared his throat. �Well, she was all over the place. She offered us beer, for starters. She was cooperative one minute and then screaming at us the next. No real warning, either. It was just like someone flicked a switch inside of her.�
�Is she on meds?� Tower asked.
�That�s what the husband said. I don�t know what kind.�
�What�d you think, Jack?� Browning asked.
Willow shrugged. �She�s crazy, like Officer Kopriva said.� He paused, then shrugged again. �I still think we should have done the search, though.�
�Search?�
�Of the house.
�Kopriva asked to search the house?� Tower asked, looking over at Browning with raised eyebrows.
Willow shook his head. �No. She offered. Sorta demanded it, actually.�
�Wait a minute,� Tower said, his voice sharp. �She gave you guys permission to search her house and you didn�t do it?�
Willow thought about blaming Kopriva, but instead, he just nodded.
�Whose bright idea was that?� Tower asked. �Yours or Kopriva�s?�
Willow half-shrugged. He didn�t want to beef Kopriva, but he didn�t want the detectives thinking he was a moron, either.
�Stef was in charge,� Browning said, in a voice that signaled both of them to drop the matter. �Anyway, maybe she�ll still be in the mood to let us search the place.�
�Maybe,� Tower replied. �The good thing is, it sounds like if she�s not in the mood now, we can probably just wait thirty seconds and try again.�
1559 hours
Stefan Kopriva watched Katie sleep. He�d read about people doing that in books and seen it in the movies. The truth of the matter was that he found it to be as corny as something from one of the romance paperbacks that lined the racks at the supermarket. Still, here he was, sitting in a living room chair, watching her in the dim light of the living room, a source of endless fascination for him.
After she�d fallen asleep on the floor, he�d lain with her for several minutes before he dared to move. He considered lifting her up and carrying her to the bedroom, but he didn�t want to risk waking her. Instead, he slipped away from her, and grabbed a pillow from the couch and a light blanket from the closet to make her more comfortable.
He watched her sleep and thought of the words he�d whispered. He wondered if she�d heard them, somewhere deep in her sleeping subconscious. He wondered if it were possible that she was dreaming about them even now, as she slept.
Now that is even cornier than those books in the supermarket, he thought.
But for some reason, he still liked the idea.
1604 hours
�Fuck you, motherfuckers!� Nancy Henderson shrieked at the three police officers in her living room. �I told that other piece of shit he could search and he didn�t want to. First one is free. Now you can go get a search warrant!�
Browning didn�t react to her outburst. �Mrs. Henderson, if you�re not involved-�
�I told you I�m not involved!�
�And that is why I am here. I need to eliminate all family members from the picture.� His voice remained calm and professional. �The only way I can do that is to conduct a search of each house.�
�You assholes had your chance last time,� Nancy said. She raised her beer can to her mouth with a shaking hand.
�Ma�am, I have to complete this search. If you won�t consent, I will have to go apply for a search warrant. I have no choice.�
�Don�t bluff me, sonny,� Nancy said. �You go get your search warrant and then I guess we�ll see.�
Browning allowed himself a small sigh. �Fine.�
�Yeah, fine,� she said triumphantly and took another drink. Fred stood against the wall, doing his best to remain invisible.
Browning turned to Willow. �I�ll radio for another uniform to stay with you while I go get the warrant. You know about locking down a scene?�
Willow nodded. �No one moves.�
�Or leaves your sight.� Browning turned back to Nancy. �You�ll have to remain on the couch until I return, Mrs. Henderson.�
�What?!�
Browning motioned to Fred. �You, too, sir.�
�You can�t tell me what to do in my own home,� Nancy protested.
�He can,� Tower said. �And if you don�t cooperate, you�ll be waiting in the back of police car in handcuffs instead. You got that, or you want to try and find out if it�s a bluff?�
Nancy shot Tower a dirty look. �What�s your badge number?�
�212,� Tower said, �Now, sit your ass on that couch or go to jail.�
Nancy huffed indignantly, but strode to the couch and flopped down on it. �What about him?� she asked in a petulant voice, pointing at Fred.
Browning motioned for Fred to sit down. He chose the chair next to the couch.
�Wait here,� Browning told Willow. He and Tower stepped out onto the porch.
�That went well,� Tower whispered once the door was closed behind them.
�Kopriva was right about the crazy part, anyway,� Browning said.
Tower shook his head. �He should�ve searched the place when she offered. You know that. Hell, even the rookie knew it.�
�What�s done is done. You want to wait here until the uniform gets here to back up Willow?�
�Sure. You want help with the warrant after that?�
�Yeah.�
Tower scratched his head. �Two things, Ray.�
Browning smiled slightly. �Go ahead.�
Tower raised one finger. �You better go to Judge Webster on this one. He�s about the most officer friendly judge there is.�
�Of course.�
�And two,� Tower said, raising his second finger, �there�s no way even he�s going to give you a search warrant on the probable cause we�ve got here.�
�No?�
�No. What do we have? They�re relatives and he used to be a child molester a decade ago.�
�Used to be?� Browning�s tone was playful. �I thought you said they never rehabilitated.�
Tower gave him a long look. �You�re playing with me.�
Browning shrugged.
�What else have you got?�
Browning smiled at him. �Did you see the videotape on top of the television, John?�
�The rental?�
Browning nodded.
�Yeah,� Tower said. �I saw it. So?�
�Did you see the title?�
�No. Did you?�
Browning nodded.
�And?�
�Somehow,� Browning said, �Nancy and Fred don�t strike me as the kind of folks that regularly rent movies like Disney�s Aladdin.�
Tower�s face paled.
�I�ll get the search warrant,� Browning said.
1645 hours
Lieutenant Crawford scrawled his signature on the approval block of the search warrant and handed it back to Browning.
�Which judge are you going to?�
�Webster.�
Crawford grunted his approval. �Didn�t we send that light-duty kid over to that address back when this all started?�
Browning nodded.
�And?�
�We were looking for a black guy and a Mexican guy,� Browning said.
Crawford stared at him.
�And the woman was a crazy drunk,� he finished.
�Go get the warrant signed,� Crawford finally said. �And call me when you execute.�
Browning turned to go. �Tower�s still there, but I could use another detective to help out with the search and any evidence.�
�Most everyone�s gone for the day,� Crawford said. �I�ll have to page someone back.�
�Billing�s still at his desk,� Browning told him. �I saw him on the way in.�
�Probably doing a crossword,� Crawford muttered.
�He knows the procedures,� Browning said.
�If he knew procedures, he�d still be in Major Crimes.�
Browning shrugged.
�Go,� Crawford said. �I�ll see that you have some help at the scene.�
Browning took his warrant and headed for the judge�s chambers, hoping to catch him before he left for the day.
1719 hours
Katie MacLeod woke slowly. The sounds and smells of her apartment felt safe and cushioned her somewhat from the ache in her chest. She opened her eyes and saw Kopriva sitting in the chair, watching her.
�Hey, girl,� he said.
�Hey,� she said back, her voice froggy from crying and thick with sleep.
�You feel better?�
She stretched and sat up. �A little.�
�Good.�
Katie stood and went to him in the chair, curling up on his lap and kissing his cheek. Then she nestled her head into his neck. She felt the warmth of his skin and could smell the remnants of his Irish Spring soap. When he wrapped his arms around her, she pressed closer to him, enjoying the strength in his arms and his hands.
�Thanks for taking me home, Stef,� she whispered.
He caressed her back with his hands. �You�re welcome.�
She sat curled in his lap, silent and thoughtless.
1738 hours
�-criminals instead of honest, tax-paying citizens, goddamit!�
Browning heard Nancy Henderson�s shrill voice the moment he opened the front door. Tower and Billings followed him into the house. Willow and a rookie he didn�t know stood in the living room like statues, ignoring Nancy. He noticed that she was drinking another beer and had taken over Fred�s place in the chair. Fred sat sullenly on the couch.
Nancy noticed him. �Did you get your little search warrant, Mister Big Shot?�
Browning tossed a copy onto her lap. �That�s your copy,� he said and held up the original for her to see. �This is signed by Judge Webster.�
Nancy ignored the packet of papers on her lap and leaned forward to look at Browning�s original.
�Right here,� Browning pointed at the judge�s signature.
Nancy Henderson snarled at him and spat at the document. The spittle landed on the paperwork before Browning could pull it aside.
�Fuck you and that judge,� she said and spat again, this time on the floor at Browning�s feet.
Browning gave her a quizzical look. �You know you just spit on your own floor, right?
Nancy smiled sarcastically and raised the can of beer to her lips.
Browning turned to Willow. �When that can is through, she gets no more while we�re here.�
�That�s the same can as before,� Willow told him.
�You think I�m an alcoholic!� yelled Nancy. �A kidnapper and an alcoholic? Oh, I am going to sue the shit out of you. All of you!�
�Keep them in their seats,� Browning instructed Willow. Then he waved to Tower, who took a photograph of the room.
�You can�t take pictures in my house without permission,� screeched Nancy. �That�s a violation of my rights!�
Browning pointed to the videotape on top of the television.
Tower photographed the tape. �This is going to get old really soon,� he muttered.
Tower picked up the tape and handed it to Detective Ted Billings, who put it in a brown paper evidence bag.
�Going to?� the overweight Billings wheezed. �I�d say that particular exit is already in our rear-view mirror.�
Browning said nothing and continued his search.
1910 hours
Lieutenant Crawford shifted the lit cigar from one corner of his mouth to the other. He blew large puffs of acrid blue smoke out in Browning�s direction.
�Basically, you�ve got nothing,� he said.
Browning shrugged. �We�ve got the tape. We�ve got pictures.�
Crawford scowled. �Nothing.�
Browning didn�t answer. Crawford was right. It wasn�t much.
�Tell me about the attic again,� Crawford ordered, blowing out another puff of blue smoke.
�It looks mostly unused. There�s boxes and crap everywhere and the place is dusty. The dust is mostly settled, except in the entryway and a spot about fifteen feet from the door in the center of the room.�
�What�s it look like?�
�I can show you.�
Crawford shook his head. �Just tell me.�
�Well, it looks like there was a box or a chest or something there not too long ago. And it looks like one or both of them made a few trips to it recently.�
�How recently?�
�Hard to say. Probably within a week.�
�What else?�
�There were some broken items up there, too.�
Crawford�s eyes narrowed. �What kind of broken items?�
�A lamp and an old china doll.�
�What do you make of that?�
Browning shrugged. �With this woman, who knows? But both items were broken recently.�
�Anything else?�
�Not in the attic.�
�Any outbuildings?� Crawford asked through another blue cloud.
�There�s a detached garage. There�s some junk, but room enough for their car.�
�And you did an AVR on both of them?�
Browning nodded. �No vans registered to either one.�
Crawford took a deep breath and sighed. �Sounds like you crapped out here.�
�As far as evidence goes, yeah.�
�Pull the others and let�s go,� Crawford said.
Browning returned to the living room and motioned to the two detectives and two uniforms there. �We�re finished,� he said to them.
�Didn�t find what you were looking for, Mr. Big Shot?� Nancy said sarcastically.
�Thanks for your cooperation,� Browning intoned calmly.
Nancy got out of her chair and followed the five men as they filed outside. �That�ll teach you to harass innocent people!� she shouted at them. �Wait until my attorney gets a hold of you!�
None of the men answered. As Browning closed the small gate at the end of the walkway, he heard Nancy Henderson burst into tears.
�Find my little grandbaby,� she sobbed. �Please?�
Browning didn�t answer.
Willow and the rookie uniform drove away, probably already snagged by Dispatch for the next call. Tower and Crawford lingered at Browning�s car.
�What do you think?� Crawford asked him.
�I think they�re wrong,� Browning said.
Crawford turned to Tower. The younger detective nodded in agreement. �She�s crazy, like Kopriva said, but I think she�s crazy like a fox. And he�s a creepy fucker.�
Crawford puffed quietly on his cigar, thinking. Then he asked Browning, �No signs of a kid in the house?�
�Except for the rented videotape, no.�
�No blood, nothing?�
�No.�
�And they don�t own a van.�
�No van.�
Crawford drew deep on his cigar and let out the smoke in a long sigh. �I think we�re done here, detective.�
�For now,� Browning said. �But I don�t think this is going to end well.�
�They never do,� Crawford said. He turned and strode back to his car.
Browning watched him go, then turned and met Tower�s eyes. He saw his own thoughts reflected back at him.
�Just once,� he said, more to himself than to Tower. �Just once, I�d like one to end well.�
2101 hours
Lieutenant Robert Saylor stepped up to the podium in front of Graveyard Shift. The buzz of conversation faded.
�Listen up,� he said. �There�s been a change of plans on the missing girl situation. Apparently, the witness was mistaken or lied about the description of the suspect.�
There was a rustle as several officers drew out their pocket notebooks.
�We�re definitely still looking for a blue van. No description on the driver. The suspect that grabbed the kid is a white male, slim to medium build, about six feet tall. That�s it on the description.�
There was a hushed surprise from the graveyard officers.
�So they still want us to stop blue vans, El-Tee?� Thomas Chisolm asked.
Saylor nodded. �Yes. But we�re looking for a white male suspect now.�
�In other words,� James Kahn said sarcastically, �back to normal.�
Saylor gave Kahn a hard look. �In other words, that�s the suspect description.�
Kahn didn�t reply.
Saylor continued. �Most of you know about MacLeod�s situation, but for those of you who don�t, here it is. She�s on administrative leave for a day or two after this morning�s incident.�
The room became suddenly silent. Administrative leave was usually associated with two things. Most of the time, it meant that either a serious investigation, possibly criminal, was going on or an officer-involved shooting had occurred.
�MacLeod had court today. While she was walking back from the courthouse she came up on a DV situation on the Post Street Bridge. The male half grabbed the couple�s baby from the female. When MacLeod tried to stop him, he threw the baby over the bridge.�
The silence remained in the room for another beat, and then the place exploded with surprised shouts. Saylor held up his hands for quiet.
�Emergency Services have been working the river all day, but they haven�t found the baby yet. The suspect�s in custody.�
�Was he mental or something?� Battaglia asked.
Saylor nodded. �I think so. Vietnam Vet.�
Thomas Chisolm blanched. �He was a vet?�
�Yeah, I think that was what the report said.�
�What was his name?�
Saylor glanced down at his notes. �His name was Kevin Yeager.�
�Son of a bitch,� Chisolm muttered. Then, to Saylor, he said, �I just booked him into jail a day or two ago. He was down at the State Theater hassling the mother.�
�What�d you book him for?�
�Theft.�
Saylor raised an eyebrow.
�He didn�t pay before he went into the theater,� Chisolm explained. �It�s the only crime I had.�
Saylor nodded in understanding.
�And he�s out already,� Chisolm said, shaking his head in disbelief.
�That, ladies and gentlemen,� Officer James Kahn said, �is your criminal justice system at work.�
And this time, Saylor didn�t give him a dirty look.
2308 hours
�Baker-122?� chirped the police radio.
Connor O�Sullivan looked over at Battaglia. The dark-haired officer sat with his chin on his chest, dozing.
�You going to get that?� Sully asked.
Without opening his eyes, Battaglia�s hand snaked out and grabbed the mike. He brought it to his lips.
�Twenty-two,� he said.
�Fire is on scene with a vehicle fire near T.J. Meenach bridge, requesting police respond.�
�Great,� Battaglia said. �Traffic control for the hose patrol.�
He copied the call and replaced the mike without opening his eyes. Sully shook his head in mock disgust.
�This is the nineties, you know,� he told Battaglia. �Cops aren�t supposed to sleep away the graveyard shift anymore.�
�I�m not sleeping,� Battaglia said.
�How do you figure that?�
�I�m not sleeping,� Battaglia said, �because of all the Irish chatter in this car. Now, wake me up a block before we get there.�
�Och aye, yer a useless feck, ain�tch ye?� Sully asked, but Battaglia was already breathing the even breaths of a light sleeper. He shook his head again, this time in wonder. He didn�t know how his partner was able to catnap like he did. He himself slept like a ton of bricks and couldn�t take a nap if his life depended on it. If he knew he had to get up in an hour or two, he couldn�t even fall asleep in the first place. But Battaglia could drop off at a moment�s notice.
Sully swept down Alberta and crossed Northwest Boulevard. He approached the T.J. Meenach Bridge, which spanned the Looking Glass River at a place where it was low and wide. The rotating red lights of the fire trucks down below the bridge on Pettit Drive danced and winked in the darkness. Sully turned off before he reached the bridge itself.
The cool, wet air from the river flowed through his open window. He nudged Battaglia as he pulled to a stop behind the fire truck. His partner woke up immediately and exited the car without preamble.
A stocky Fire Lieutenant approached them, his hair tousled from sleep. �Evening, gents,� he said.
Sully and Battaglia both nodded to him.
�What�s up?� Sully asked.
The Fire Lieutenant pointed at the charred hulk just off the roadway. �It�s definitely an arson job,� he told them. �Even with all the water we dumped on it, you can still smell the gasoline.�
Sully and Battaglia stared at him, waiting. If it was an arson, the Fire Department had investigators for that. It wasn�t a police matter.
�It�s burned pretty good,� the Lieutenant continued. �I don�t know if there will be any evidence, other than for the arson itself.�
�What other evidence are you looking for?� Sully asked.
The Fire Lieutenant shook his head. �Not us. You guys.�
�I don�t understand.�
�Dispatch didn�t tell you?�
Sully shook his head. So did Battaglia.
The Fire Lieutenant shrugged it off. �It doesn�t matter.� He pointed at the charred hulk. �Anyway, I don�t know what color it was, but that definitely used to be a van.�
Sully and Battaglia exchanged glances, then looked back at the Fire Lieutenant.
�You guys are looking for blue vans, right? For that little girl?�

SIXTEEN

Thursday, March 16, 1995
Day Shift
0531 hours
Kopriva lost himself in her eyes. He felt her pulling him closer and deeper in every way she could-with her arms around his back, her heels behind his calves, her thighs against his hips. But it was her eyes that pulled him in the most.
He lowered his face to hers and kissed her. The warmth of her lips and tongue washed over him.
The light of early morning spilled through the window, filling the room with a dream-like quality.
A small moan escaped her lips and her motions became more urgent.
He matched her urgency. He felt the crescendo build slowly until it had reached its peak, first hers, then his and then they both sank into quiet stillness.
Finally, he spoke. �I can stay, if you want.�
She didn�t answer right away.
�I have plenty of vacation left,� he said.
Still, she didn�t answer. She touched the hair on his chest lightly with her fingertips.
He respected her silence and lay still with her. He wondered again if she�d heard what he said to her before she drifted off to sleep the night before.
Finally, she said, �I think I�d like to spend some time alone today. Just to work things out in my head.�
�Whatever you need,� Kopriva said. �Take as much time as you want.�
�I don�t have to go back to work until tomorrow night.�
�If you�re ready.�
Katie shrugged against his shoulder. �I�ll be ready. I just need some time alone.�
0541 hours
Neal Grady had been taking his walks along Ohio Avenue for at least fifteen years. He lived in West Central and the way the dirt road looped in a giant half-circle made it the perfect route for a walk. His wife, Betty, used to walk it with him every morning until she passed on three years ago. Now it was just he and his Labrador Buck that made the trek every morning.
When he started his walk this morning, he was in a nostalgic mood. For him, being nostalgic wasn�t a good thing. He didn�t tend to remember happy things. Or rather, when he did remember them, what usually came to mind next was how much better those times were than now. And that was depressing.
His sister, Ellen, was a diagnosed manic-depressive and sometimes he wondered if it ran in the family.
This morning he took little joy in the view of the valley below or the Looking Glass River that flowed there. Instead, he focused on how there were two new houses going up along the dirt road at about the center of his walk. There�d been at least five houses that went in the year before. Before long, Neal Grady feared, his entire route would be lined with houses.
At least the houses were clumped together, he thought to himself as he strode sullenly past.
�Buck!� he called the Labrador away from the front yard of the newest house that was being lived in. He wondered how they felt about having more neighbors.
Things were better in the old days, he thought. When the only house on Ohio was the one that the city provided for the dam worker. It was quieter then.
Buck barked and bounded ahead of him and past the final house. Neal Grady increased his pace temporarily to get past the goddamn metropolis that was springing up along his walk route. He banged his walking stick on the dusty road as he tramped past.
That�s what was next, he figured. They�d pave the road. Or worse yet, tar and oil it. Forget the fact that ninety percent of the road still ran along empty fields and was just fine as a dirt road. Those new people were bound to complain to the city and those pansies down at City Hall would give in and oil the road.
He continued around a bend, then slowed his pace. This was more like it. No houses for another mile and then the road would curve again and back into the populated area of West Central.
The dark nostalgia stuck with him even after he passed the houses on his route. He remembered Betty and how she�d always called him an old curmudgeon when he�d complained to her about the first houses that had gone in along Ohio. He�d growled at her about having to find something sunny about everything. Now when he thought of that, he felt a stab of loneliness, and a little guilt, too. He wished he had treated her better when she was still with him.
He walked along, thumping his walking stick on the dirt road, rolling in his dark thoughts, when he realized Buck was nowhere to be seen.
�Damn dog,� he muttered and called out for him. �Buck! C�mere!�
The dog answered him almost immediately with a bark. Neal spotted his head and tail about twenty yards ahead and in the field to his left.
�Git over here!� he shouted.
The dog barked back and started toward him. Then he turned around and trotted back to where he started.
�Buck! C�mere, goddamnit!�
The dog whined and barked at him, but reluctantly loped toward him. Neal kept walking onward.
When the dog reached his side, he gave him a pat and a hard rub behind the ears. Despite his gruffness, he wasn�t angry. He knew the dog couldn�t help being a dog. There was probably a dead animal out in the field or something.
Then he saw the tire tracks that left the dirt road and marked the soft earth next to the roadway. The tracks headed out into the field.
Neal paused in his stride. Buck yelped happily and bounded back out into the field, heading for the same location he�d reluctantly left only moments before.
�Probably someone dumped their garbage,� he muttered. �Damn dog is going blitz-o over old pizza boxes.�
He left the roadway and walked along the tire tracks. The further he got from the road, the thicker the weeds were. The tire tracks faded as he moved into the field, the weeds having sprung back up after being forced down by car wheels.
More likely a truck, Neal thought.
Buck barked excitedly as he drew closer. He expected to find trash bags and garbage strewn everywhere, but as he approached the barking Labrador, he could see there weren�t any large piles. He thought he could see the black plastic of a garbage bag, though.
�Buck! Shut it!� he hollered at the dog.
The Lab stopped barking, but continued to whine.
It was definitely a trash bag, Neal saw. Some jerks dumping their garbage in the middle of what little nature was left inside the city limits and-
He stopped walking and stared at the black plastic bag. A pair of feet protruded from the end of the bag, shod with a child�s dirty white tennis shoes trimmed with pink shoelaces.
�Oh, Jesus,� Neal Grady said. His stomach lurched and he leaned heavily on his walking stick.
Buck barked at him.
�Oh, Christ,� he said, running his hand through his hair. A photo from the television newscast flashed in his mind�s eye.
�Oh, Christ,� he repeated.
Buck barked again.
0603 hours
Browning rubbed the sleep from his eyes and wished he had taken up Tower�s offer to go get coffee when they first arrived on scene. The hulk of the burned out van reeked of gasoline, water and burnt plastic and some coffee would have at least helped to deaden that smell. Not to mention wake him up a bit.
�Any luck?� he asked Tower as the detective returned from his car.
�Call it what you will,� Tower said. �It ain�t great.�
�Run it for me.�
Tower looked down at his notebook. �The registered owner is a guy named Brad Dexter. Lives up in Hillyard. No telephone listing for him, but hopefully the address is current. But get this-he put in a report of sale two months ago.�
Browning frowned. That meant he�d sold the van and notified the Department of Licensing that he was no longer the owner. But the new owner hadn�t registered the van yet.
�Could be something.�
�Could be nothing,� Tower said. �But we better check it out.�
Browning nodded and waved Corporal McGee over. �Get good photos of the whole scene and then have it towed as evidence to Impound,� he told him.
McGee nodded and went to his car to get his camera.
�Could just be a coincidence,� Tower said.
�Coincidences are for the G.D., John,� Browning said, referring to the General Detective�s Division. �I don�t come across many in Major Crimes.�
�Now you sound like Crawford,� Tower told him.
Browning grunted and mimed a cigar in his hand.
�Ida-437," squawked Browning�s portable radio.
�Go ahead,� he said into it.
�Contact L-143 at 2100 West Ohio reference a crime scene. CSFU is already en route.�
Browning and Tower looked at each other. If the Crime Scene Forensics Unit was in route, that meant a body had been found.
�Copy,� Browning said.
�You think they found her?� Tower asked.
�We�ll know shortly.�
�What about this guy who used to own the van?�
�We�ll send Patrol to check it out,� Browning said. �Come on, let�s not keep Crawford waiting.�
0643 hours
Kopriva limped slowly toward the employee entrance to the police station. The glass double doors entered into a small lobby. From there, a person could go upstairs to the locker room and the patrol division briefing room. Going straight ahead led to the records division and a left-hand turn led to the investigative division.
As Kopriva opened the doors and started through, Officer Jack Stone came in the other direction. The surly veteran was in uniform and carried his patrol duty bag over his right shoulder.
Kopriva moved to his right to give Stone a little extra room to pass.
�Morning, Ja-� he started to say.
Stone stepped to the side and drove his shoulder into Kopriva�s left shoulder. The smaller officer staggered back a step. Pain blasted through his shoulder and arm, memories of the bullet wounds from the previous summer taking no time at all to spring up.
�What the hell is your problem?� Kopriva managed through gritted teeth.
�Worthless fuck-up,� Stone growled at him, not breaking stride and continuing out the door.
Kopriva watched him go, struggling to figure out what had just happened. He figured it had to do with Karl Winter�s death. Stone was still sore about that. But all he�d ever done was show his displeasure with attitude.
He knew he should be angry. He knew his gut shouldn�t burn when people cast disgusted looks his way. But whenever Kopriva thought of Karl Winter dying on the asphalt in front of him, the only emotion that he could dredge up was guilt.
The pain in his shoulder throbbed, but was already fading. He rubbed it, shaking his head. Everyone knew Stone was a jerk. Maybe he�d just been biding his time for the right opportunity to get his digs in.
Kopriva continued to rub his shoulder as he walked into the station. Some people were just impossible to figure out.
0644 hours
Browning stared at the two dirty tennis shoes with pink laces. He hated being right.
�You want to remove the bag here or back at the lab?� Diane from the Crime Scene Forensics Unit asked him.
�Your call.�
�The lab is better,� she said. �But I can cut the bag open if you want to get a look at her now.�
Browning looked over at Tower, whose face was pale. He took a drink of coffee from a Styrofoam cup and grimaced, avoiding Browning�s eyes.
Browning could hear Lieutenant Crawford barking at one of the patrol officers about the outer perimeter a short distance away. He knew that they wouldn�t be able to set up an outer perimeter far enough to keep the media vans away. They were probably already shooting footage.
He felt Diane�s eyes on him. He didn�t want her to open the bag. He didn�t want to see what was inside.
�Do it,� Browning said to her.
Next to him, Tower groaned quietly.
�Drink your coffee,� Browning told him.
�It�s going to be her, Ray,� Tower said. �We both know it.�
Browning didn�t answer.
Both men watched as Diane removed something akin to an Exact-O knife from her tool kit. She carefully cut a long slit along the side of the bag. The she replaced the knife in her tool kit and looked up at Browning and Tower.
Neither man moved.
Diane turned back to the still form and carefully lifted the bag, uncovering the small form as if it had been wrapped in a blanket and not a garbage bag. Even bloodied and still, both of them recognized Amy Dugger�s face immediately.
�Son of a bitch,� muttered Tower as he turned and walked away.
Browning said nothing. He only stared down at the little girl�s pummeled head and face. He looked at her this first time not with his investigator�s eyes, but with eyes filled with sympathy and regret.
�I�ll take good care of her,� Diane whispered.
Browning nodded. Then he turned and followed Tower. CSFU technicians would finish with the scene. He had to wait for the results and plan his next move.
�God watch over you,� he heard Diane say to the little body, and he seconded that.
0710 hours
Officer Jack Willow knocked a second time, this time much louder and with his flashlight. He saw that the door already had a number of older divots in it from getting the �graveyard knock.�
�Hold on!� came a voice from inside the small cracker box house. �Jesus! Who the hell is it?�
�River City Police,� Willow answered. �Open the door.�
There was a pause and Willow believed he could sense the homeowner�s regret at having answered up in the first place and then his resignation as he reached for the door.
The knob turned and the door opened inward. A man in his late thirties with a beard and long greasy hair stuck his face in the crack. �What�s going on?�
�I need to talk to you, sir,� Willow said. �Can I come in?�
�Here�s fine,� the man said coyly.
Willow shrugged. It didn�t matter.
�What do you want to talk about?�
�You used to own a blue van, right?� Willow asked.
�Yeah. But I sold it, so whatever the problem is-�
�Who�d you sell it to, Mr. Dexter?�
�Some guy.�
�What was his name?�
�I don�t remember. He paid cash.�
�Do you have the paperwork?�
�I sent it to the DMV,� Dexter said. �So it�s all legal.�
�Was his name Fred?� Willow asked.
�I don�t think so. It was Robert, maybe. Like I said, that was a long time ago and he paid cash.�
�I thought it was two months ago.�
Dexter looked at him evenly. �Like I said, a long time ago.�
�Was there a woman with him?�
�Nah, he was alone. What�s this all about? This guy rob a bank or something?�
Willow ignored the question and held up the black and white faxed picture of Fred Henderson. �Could this be him?�
Dexter leaned in and studied the photo. Then his face lit up. �Yeah, that�s the guy. He�s the guy that bought the van.�
0712 hours
�I say we go pick both of them up right now on probable cause,� Tower said. He was sitting in the empty desk next to Browning�s, which had been empty since Billings� transfer three years ago. �Get that pansy husband out from under the crazy lady and we�ll get a confession in no time.�
Browning considered. �It�s still all circumstantial. We have no physical evidence linking the two of them to Amy.�
�We�ll have all kinds of evidence when he confesses.�
�If he confesses after a bum arrest, some lawyer will get the confession tossed,� Browning said.
�So we Mirandize him first.�
�At which point he clams up.�
Tower sighed. �I don�t think he�ll clam up. I think he�ll sing like a fucking canary.�
Browning didn�t argue. He figured Tower was probably right, but now that Amy was definitely dead, delay was no longer as great a risk for them. He didn�t want to jeopardize the case by moving too swiftly.
�Let Forensics come back. We should get a preliminary report from Diane within an hour. Plus we haven�t heard from Willow yet.�
�I don�t think we should wait, Ray. I think we should-�
Browning�s telephone rang and he answered it.
�Browning.�
�Ray? It�s Carrie Anne from Dispatch.�
�Dispatch,� he mouthed to Tower. �Go ahead,� he said aloud.
�Officer Willow just radioed in an urgent message for you.�
�What is it?�
�I don�t exactly understand it, but he gave it over the air, so I guess he was trying to talk in code or something.�
�What�s the message?�
�He said, �the report of sale matches the male from yesterday�s search warrant.� That was it. He said you�d understand.�
�I do. Thank you.� He hung up the phone and looked at Tower. �Fred Henderson bought the van.�
Tower smiled. �Still want to wait?�
�No. Let�s go get them both.�
0719 hours
Kathy Dugger collapsed into her husband�s arms, sobbing silently.
�Are you sure?� Peter Dugger asked.
�Not one hundred percent,� said Lieutenant Crawford. �But the detectives are confident that it is Amy and I didn�t want you to get this news from another source.�
Peter Dugger nodded, his jaw set.
�I�ll keep you up to date,� Crawford said.
�I want to see her,� Kathy Dugger said. Her voice, muffled by her husband�s chest, was low and determined. She turned to look up at Crawford. �I want to see her right away!�
Crawford shook his head. �That�s not possible yet. I�ll call you when it is.�
�I want to see her!� she cried out.
Peter Dugger shushed her and nodded to Crawford. His eyes were glistening and rimmed with red and his voice shook. �Thank you, Lieutenant. Call�call as soon as you can.�
Crawford nodded and left.
0724 hours
The Henderson home was quiet when Browning knocked. He feared for a moment that maybe Fred and Nancy had somehow gotten wind that they�d found Amy and lammed it. But after a second knocking, Fred Henderson opened the door.
�Yes, detective?� the gaunt man asked, pushing his stray strand of hair over his balding top.
�Is your wife here, Mr. Henderson?�
Fred blinked and shook his head. �She went grocery shopping.�
Browning looked at his watch. It was barely past eight. �This early?�
�She hates crowds.�
�Where does she shop?�
�Wherever the coupons take her,� Fred said. �Why?�
�When do you expect her back?� Browning asked, ignoring his question.
Fred shrugged. �Could be an hour. Could be all day. She gets that way when she�s shopping.�
Browning nodded that he understood. �That�s fine. Not a big deal. Fred, how would you like to come down to the station to talk with me for a little while?�
Fred swallowed and looked at Tower and the uniformed officer behind him. �Uh, is that really necessary?�
�I think so, yeah,� Browning said. �You okay with that?�
Fred hesitated, then nodded. �Let me get my keys,� he said.
�I�ll get them,� said Tower. �Where are they?�
�On a hook in the kitchen.�
�Okay. I�ll lock up for you.�
�I can do it,� Fred said.
�It�s not a problem,� said Tower, walking past him and into the house.
�Why don�t you hop in with Officer Willow,� Browning said. �He�ll be transporting you down to the station. All right?�
Fred looked from Browning to Willow, then nodded weakly. The uniformed officer walked Fred to his patrol car and patted him down for weapons before putting him in the back seat. Without waiting for the detectives, he got into the driver�s seat and pulled away from the curb, heading for the station.
A moment later, Tower emerged from the house with keys in hand. �She�s not here,� he told Browning, locking the door. �And the Taurus is gone from out back.�
Browning pressed his lips together and nodded.
�Do you think she did the shoe?� Tower asked.
�I guess we�ll find out,� Browning answered and they headed back to the station.
0742 hours
Crawford was waiting for them at Browning�s desk.
�Where�s the crazy lady?�
�Out grocery shopping,� Tower said.
�You�re kidding me.�
Both men shook their heads.
Crawford sighed and pointed to the interview room. Willow stood guard at the door. �Henderson is in there.�
�I figured,� Browning said, watching Crawford carefully. �What�s up, Lieutenant?�
�Diane from CSFU called,� Crawford said. �The Medical Examiner is working on the little girl right now. But she wanted you to know something.�
�What?�
Crawford looked from face to face, then said. �They found evidence of sexual assault. Torn tissues and fluids.�
Tower�s face whitened. �That sick son of a bitch.� His eyes flicked to the closed interview room door.
Browning clenched his jaw, but withheld any other reactions. �Thanks, Lieutenant,� he said.
Crawford nodded. He pointed to the observation room between the interview rooms. �I�ll be in there, watching.�
�Okay,� Browning said. Then he turned to Tower. �Get on your game face, John.�
0800 hours
Katie MacLeod sat in the quiet of her apartment and stared at the walls. The late morning light painted the walls a pale white. Her chest ached and her throat was raw from all the crying she�d done, but she was finished crying now.
The small radio in her kitchen played one soft song after another. Most were sugary pop tunes that she ignored and embraced at the same time while she tried to cope with the images on the bridge. She�d seen the wild eyes of the man all morning whenever she closed her own eyes. His cavalier, almost peaceful expression before he pitched the baby over the side of the bridge flashed in her mind�s eye no matter what she did.
Rather than battle her grief and pain, Katie MacLeod opened her heart and strode directly into them. As the gentle strands of a soft guitar floated from the kitchen radio, she forced herself to see it all again. She pictured the baby dangling by his clothing from his father�s fist. Watched the blue-clad infant tumble from that grip. Watched him fall a hundred feet and into the river below.
Heard the splash over the rush of water.
She saw the flash of blue in the river water, darting in the current like a trout.
Saw it disappear.
She listened again to her own screams. Felt her fists land on the motionless father.
She saw the look of horror on the face of the baby�s mother as the woman was huddled in a blanket and pulled away. Forced herself to endure the look of blame that the mother shot at Katie right as they put her into a car.
The lyrics from the song on the radio cut into her thoughts.
When you reach the part where the heartaches come
The hero would be me
But heroes often fail.
Katie slammed her eyes shut and took a deep breath. The singer�s voice and the flowing guitar washed over her.
It wasn�t her fault.
She ran the scenario through her mind again, like a video tape alternating between rewind and play. She imagined different actions she might have taken. None of them realistically changed the outcome.
She couldn�t save him, but it wasn�t her fault. It was a terrible thing, one of many she�d seen. Hell, probably one of many she would see in the future.
But it wasn�t her fault.
She wondered if she would ever believe that.
0823 hours
Fred Henderson was proving to be tougher than Tower foretold. Browning figured that it hearkened back to the prison stretch Fred had served when in Colorado. So far, he�d resisted Browning�s gentle suggestions and mild persuasions and he continued to maintain the party line. Still, his constant shifting in his seat, darting eyes and sweaty upper lip told Browning he was on the right track.
�I�ve never even met that little girl, detective,� he said. �The one time Nancy has seen her since we�ve been married, I wasn�t there. It was just Nancy, her daughter and the little girl.�
It was his fifth denial since they�d entered the room. Browning decided to get a couple more.
�Ever talk to her on the telephone?�
�No,� Fred said.
�Sneak into a school play or something?�
�Never.�
�Did Nancy?�
�Not that I know of.�
�Would you know if she did?�
�I think so, yes.�
Browning paused in his questioning then glanced imperceptibly toward Tower.
Tower leaned forward, a hard look painted on his face. �How many vehicles do you own, Fred?�
�Just the Ford Taurus. Nancy took it shopping.�
Tower slammed his palm down on the interview table, causing Fred to jump. Browning watched as the suspect eyed Tower cautiously.
�Fred,� Tower gritted, �if you�re going to lie to us, then we are going to start to think terrible things about you.�
�I�m not lying,� Fred said, but his words were slightly shaky.
�Yes,� Tower told him. �You are. So let me tell you what we�re going to do. We�re going to stop this interview until you decide you want to tell us the truth. Okay?�
�Fine,� Fred bristled. �Maybe I�ll even go get a lawyer.�
�You go right ahead,� Tower said. �In the meantime, we wait for the forensics to come back.�
Fred�s eyes widened slightly.
Tower nodded, �Yeah, we have some evidence being processed in the lab right now. And we�ll get some more, I�m sure, when we go back to your house and poke around with a platelet detector.�
�What�s that?�
�What�s what?�
�The detector thing,� Fred asked. �What�s that? I never heard of it.�
Tower shrugged. �That doesn�t surprise me. It�s an expensive piece of equipment.�
�What�s it do?�
�It detects blood or blood traces down to the platelet level,� Tower said. �Which works really slick, because even if someone cleans up and bleaches the area, there�s still enough blood for the instrument to detect.�
Fred whitened, but said nothing. Browning pretended to write something on his notepad.
�So we�ll go back through your house with the instrument and we�ll see what we find,� Tower told him evenly. �On top of that, we�ll finish examining the evidence collected from the burned out van.�
�What van?� Fred�s voice wavered.
Tower gave him a look and said, �Come on, Fred. You think we�re stupid? The van you bought up in Hillyard from Brad Dexter. You paid cash and didn�t transfer the title.�
Fred said nothing, but trembled slightly.
�The van you burned up down by the river last night,� Tower continued.
Fred wiped sweat from his upper lip.
�The van you and Nancy used to grab up Amy Dugger.�
Fred shook his head, small little shakes that resembled shivers. �I�I didn�t-�
�Drop it, Fred,� Tower said. �It�s not a question of whether you two took Amy anymore. It�s only a matter of why.�
�You can�t prove anything,� Fred said, sounding as if he were trying to convince himself.
Tower raised his eyebrows. �Really? I can�t prove anything? Well, I can guarantee you that when we do our search of your home with the platelet detector, we will find some blood. Probably in the attic. When we find that, we�ll do a closer search for hair and skin that�s been shed. Do you know how much hair and skin we shed every day? Thousands of cells, Fred. Thousands.�
Fred began his small headshakes again. He opened his mouth to protest, but Tower raised his hand to cut him off.
�No, I�m going to answer your question, Fred. It�s important that you listen to me. See, at the same time we�ll have people collecting the blood, hair and skin cells from your house that will prove Amy was there, we�ll have another team doing the same thing at the van.�
�I thought that was burned up,� Fred said. Browning sensed a combination of worry and hope in his tone.
�Some of it was,� Tower said. �But parts of it didn�t get fully involved and blood plasma is very resistive to flame. I�m sure they�ll find something. It doesn�t matter, though. The VIN didn�t burn up. Do you know what the VIN is, Fred?�
Fred wiped his lip again and shook his head.
�It stands for Vehicle Identification Number,� Tower told him. �Every vehicle has one and they are all unique. The one on the van down by the river is the same one you bought from Brad Dexter.�
�He must be mistaken,� Fred said. �I don�t know anyone named-�
Tower held up the black and white faxed copy of Fred Henderson�s Colorado booking photo. �Funny then, isn�t it? How he was able to say this was the guy that bought the van from him?�
Fred�s whiteness deepened. He wiped away the sweat that was forming at his temples with shaking fingers.
�That was a long time ago,� he said.
�And you only did a year,� Tower said. �Was it easy time?�
Fred�s eyes narrowed. �There�s no easy time in prison.�
�Touche,� Tower conceded. �But back to answering your question about proving things. Do you know about Locard�s Law?�
Fred shook his head.
�Locard�s Law,� Tower said, �is the law of transfer. It forms the cornerstone of modern forensic investigation. It�s like Newton�s laws of physics. It�s that important.�
Fred didn�t answer, but listened intently.
�Locard�s Law simply states that whenever there is interaction at a crime scene, transfer occurs,� Tower explained. �Take a burglary, for instance. The law of transfer says that the burglar will bring something foreign with him to the scene of the burglary. During his activity, however brief, at the scene, he will leave something at the scene. And when he leaves the scene, he will take something from the scene with him. Make sense?�
Fred nodded reluctantly.
�Good,� Tower said, �because the messier the crime, the more transfer that occurs. For example, let�s say we find a body in the middle of a field in a plastic garbage bag. The body was obviously dumped there after the murder happened somewhere else. But the body left something behind where the murder occurred, and we�ll find it. And the body is going to have something from that murder scene still with it and when we find that, it�ll tie the body to the original scene of the crime. Most importantly, whoever did it will have left something on the body or the bag. We�ll find that, too.�
Tower leaned forward, bringing his face close to Fred�s.
�And then we�ll have our proof,� he whispered. �Because no one is perfect, Fred. Everyone makes mistakes. It might be a fingerprint on the garbage bag or some hair or skin that was shed and ended up on the body. But there�s always physical evidence. And that�s not even counting witnesses, all of whom saw just a little piece of the puzzle. You know, a nosy neighbor who watched the whole thing and thought someone was just dumping garbage and didn�t bother to call. A jogger heading across the T.J. Meenach Bridge who looked down to see someone running away from a burning van. Things like that.�
Fred�s lips trembled, but he said nothing. His small head shakes had slowly faded throughout Tower�s explanation and now his head only twitched slightly while he listened.
�So you see, Fred,� Tower said, �it isn�t a question of whether you took Amy any more. It isn�t a question whether or not she was killed. The only fact that we haven�t pulled from the evidence yet is whether it was you or if it was Nancy that killed her. And then the most important question-why?�
�We didn�t-�
Tower slammed his palm on the table again. �Don�t you fucking lie to me, Fred!�
�I-�
�Don�t you fucking lie! I just explained all this shit to you. Are you going to sit there and argue with science?�
Fred opened his mouth and closed it. He nodded.
Tower�s jaw fell open. �You son of a bitch.� He looked over at Browning, which was his cue. �Jesus Christ. Maybe he did do it. I thought for sure it was the grandmother.�
Browning winced, hoping that it looked convincing. �John-�
�Here�s our guy, Ray.� He pointed at Browning. �Here�s the fucking guy who-�
�Detective Tower,� Browning began.
�He�s our guy!� Tower slammed his fist on the interview table.
�Detective Tower!� Browning�s voice boomed.
Tower sat back quickly, his lips pressing together. �What?�
�I think you should leave.�
�What?!�
�I want you to leave the room. Now.�
There was a moment of tense silence. Then Tower shook his head incredulously. He pushed his chair abruptly back from the table.
�Unbelievable,� he muttered and strode out of the interview. He left the door open behind him.
Browning rose and closed the door. Then he sat back down and looked directly into Fred�s face. �I�m sorry about that. He�s very emotional.�
Fred nodded, relief obvious on his face. �I thought he was going to hit me.�
�Like I said, he�s emotional. He has three little girls and the middle one is Amy�s age. So you can see how a guy would get wrapped up.�
�I suppose.�
�The problem is, Fred, that even though he�s a little upset, he�s right.�
Fred was nodding along until Browning finished the sentence. Then he stopped in mid-nod and stared at Browning.
�He�s right,� Browning continued, �about all of the investigative science he described. And he�s right about this case. It�s no longer a matter of what happened, but a matter of why it happened. And that�s what I want to talk to you about.�
�I-�
�Fred, you don�t have to talk to me. You can have a lawyer if you want. You understand that?�
�Yeah, I-�
�But if we don�t get this out on the table right now, it isn�t going to be worth anything later on. Timing is everything.�
Fred paused. He licked his lips nervously. �What do you mean, timing is everything?�
�In the eyes of a judge or a jury, timing is everything. Did a guy tell the truth when he had the chance? Or did he wait until the very last moment, when all the evidence was analyzed and catalogued and it was a slam dunk anyway?� Browning steepled his fingers. �The truth is a powerful thing, Fred. And when a person chooses to tell the truth matters. It matters a lot.�
Fred sighed, but said nothing.
Browning went on, �Let me tell you what I think, Fred. I think you�re basically a good guy. I think you made some mistakes a long time ago and you paid your dues for that and you moved to River City for a fresh start. Am I right?�
�Yeah,� Fred said quietly.
�Everyone deserves a fresh start. And you�ve made the most of yours. You work, right? You pay your taxes. You got married and you built a life for yourself. Most people don�t make that much out of their second opportunity.�
Browning leaned forward slightly, maintaining eye contact with Fred. He kept his expression sympathetic, despite the fact that he was cringing inside. �That�s why I don�t think this was your master plan, Fred. I think that it was Nancy�s idea, Nancy�s plan, Nancy�s whole show.�
�There was no plan,� Fred whispered. �We didn�t-�
Browning ignored him and continued. �And I think you probably tried to talk her out of it, too. But she is a strong-willed woman, isn�t she, Fred?�
Fred paused, then gave Browning a resigned nod. �Yeah. She is.�
�And you loved her, so you went along with her plan. Maybe you even went along with it thinking you could keep an eye on things to make sure nothing went wrong. The kind of guy you are, I could definitely see that being the case.�
�I didn�t-�
Browning raised his hand. �Hold on, Fred. This is important. You need to hear it.�
Fred stopped and waited.
Browning continued. �Like I said, I don�t think this was your plan. I don�t think you were behind the whole thing. I think that you went along with it reluctantly. And I think you�re the only one that can give us a satisfying answer as to why this happened. You�re the only one who can tell the truth in a time frame that matters.�
Fred shook his head weakly. �I don�t know what you�re talking about. We didn�t-�
�Fred,� Browning said, �our investigation clearly shows that you�re involved. That�s not in question. I�m only talking to you to find out why. Some people don�t think the �why� matters. They only care about the facts. Who did it. How they did it. The evidence. That�s it.�
Browning could hear Fred�s labored breathing as he spoke. The balding man absently made short nods in agreement
�I care about the why in a case,� Browning said. �I care because it matters why someone did something as much as it matters what they did. Maybe even more. And it matters when a person tells the truth about the why in a situation. That�s why I�m talking with you here. To understand the why of things.�
Fred kept nodding and Browning wondered if he were aware of it. He hoped not.
�Ultimately, Fred, why something happened is the lynchpin,� Browning told him. �It shows what kind of person someone is. It has a profound effect on how things are handled later on. But only if the explanation comes early. It matters if it comes right now, while you and I are sitting here. If some explanation comes from some attorney later on in court, juries always wonder, �Well, why didn�t he say that before?� And they tend to doubt it, even if it�s the truth. But if a guy tells the truth now and that�s the same truth he tells later, people believe him. Does that make sense to you, Fred?�
Fred�s shoulders slumped. �Yeah.�
�You didn�t plan this, did you, Fred?� Browning asked.
�No.� He dropped his eyes.
�It was Nancy�s idea, wasn�t it? It was her plan.�
Fred hesitated.
�Just tell the truth, Fred,� Browning urged.
Fred bit his lip.
�I already know everything I need to know except why this happened,� Browning said. �I need to know why. I need to know I�m right about you, Fred. You�re not a bad guy. You didn�t plan this, did you?�
�No.�
�It was Nancy�s plan?�
Fred swallowed. Then he nodded and moaned. �Yeah,� he answered in a thick voice.
Browning tried to contain the rush of adrenaline he felt with the first admission. He maintained his expression of calmness and sympathy.
�Did you try to talk her out of it?�
Fred began to cry. �For weeks. I tried for weeks.�
0839 hours
Tower stood next to Lieutenant Crawford in the observation room and watched the scene unfold through the narrow window of one-way glass.
�Classic interview,� he whispered to Crawford. He took a sip from the small white Styrofoam cup of coffee. �Beautifully played. Ray is a master.�
Crawford grunted and shifted his unlit cigar to the other corner of his mouth.
Both men stood silently and listened as Fred outlined all the details of the abduction plan and how they brought Amy Dugger back to the house on Swanson.
�Ray figured his prison stretch would�ve made him a tougher interrogation,� Tower said.
�That was twelve years ago,� Crawford answered.
�Eleven.�
�Whatever.�
Tower smiled slightly. He wished his role in the interview had not been so small. He wanted badly to be in the room with Browning, but he knew that a confession would never have come if there were two of them in the room. A confession was an intimate act. It had to happen one-on-one.
�How�d you like my bad cop role, Lieutenant?� he asked.
�Shut up, Tower,� Crawford said, chewing on his cigar.
Tower smiled more widely. He sipped his coffee. They�d broken this case open. Even though he hated what had happened, he felt some satisfaction at having helped solve it.
Then Fred said something to Browning and most of that satisfaction melted away.
0841 hours
�You took care of Amy, right?� Browning asked.
�Of course.�
�She got enough to eat?�
�I fed her all the time,� Fred said. �Good food. I even made Mickey Mouse pancakes.�
�And she had a cushion to sleep on? In the attic?�
Fred nodded. �A big cushion. One of those�whaddaya call-its.�
�Futon?�
�Yeah. She had a futon.�
�Where�d that go?�
�The van,� Fred said. �I burned it in the van.�
Browning nodded. �How did she die, Fred? What happened?�
Fred let out a long, wavering breath. �Nancy did it,� he said. Before Browning could ask another question, he rambled on, �But you have to understand. She�s sick, and she wasn�t taking her pills. She loved that little girl. Deep inside, she loved her even more than her own mother could love her. She�d never hurt her.�
�Did you ever hurt her?� Browning asked quietly.
�No!� Fred said. �I�I loved that little girl. I tried to make it comfortable for her. I gave her love, even when Nancy was angry at her.�
�Why was Nancy angry?�
Fred shrugged and looked away. �She just gets that way. It�s her illness.�
�What did she do when she was angry, Fred?�
Fred swallowed and continued looking at the floor. �She hit her.�
�With what?�
Fred didn�t look up. �A hammer,� he muttered.
�Did you see her do it?�
�No!� Fred�s eyes snapped back to Browning�s. �I just heard the yelling and then a scream. Then Nancy came back downstairs.�
�Did she say anything?�
�No. She just went to the bathroom and locked the door.�
�What did you do?�
�I went upstairs.� Fred�s lips trembled and tears sprang to his eyes. �And I found her.�
�Was she dead?�
Fred wiped tears away. �She was gone, yeah. I tried to help her, but��
�You did your best,� Browning said, feeling his stomach recoil at the sympathetic tone of his own words.
�I did,� Fred sobbed, his voice choked. �I tried so hard to save her.�
�I believe you,� Browning said. �Fred, how long before the officer came to talk to you and Nancy did this happen?�
Fred blinked. �Huh?�
�A couple of police officers came to your house. One was in uniform and one was in plainclothes. Do you remember that?�
�You mean the first time?�
�Yes. The officer�s name was Kopriva and he had a uniformed officer with him. Nancy yelled at both of them. Do you remember that?�
�Of course, but��
�How long before that officer arrived did Nancy hurt Amy with the hammer?� Browning asked.
Fred shook his head. �You don�t understand. When that officer came to the house, she was still upstairs. She was still alive.�
0843 hours
�Son of a bitch!� Crawford said in a low voice.
Tower�s Styrofoam cup slipped from his fingers and fell to the tiled floor. Coffee splattered against the wall and across the floor.
�Shit!� Crawford said.
Tower ignored him. He stared through the one-way glass, his stomach sinking. Amy Dugger was alive in the attic when Kopriva came to the house.
She was alive. And Kopriva refused Nancy�s invitation to search the house.
�He would�ve found her,� Tower muttered, shaking his head. �She�d still be alive.�
�Son of a bitch!� Crawford repeated and stalked from the observation room.

0844 hours
Browning fought down the bile in his stomach and maintained a professional demeanor. Fred had responded well to his calmness and to his sympathy. He couldn�t abandon them now.
�When did she hurt Amy with the hammer?�
�Last night,� Fred said. �Before dinner.�
�How did she end up in the field?�
Fred lowered his chin to his chest and began to cry again. �She made me.�
�She made you do what, Fred?�
He balled up his fists and slammed both onto his own hips. �She made me do everything after. I had to take care of everything.�
�The van?�
�She made me burn it.�
�And Amy?� Browning asked. �Did Nancy make you put her in the field?�
Fred nodded his head. �She said they couldn�t be connected.�
Browning sat back and took a deep breath. Then he reached into the small drawer in the interview table. He removed a notepad and a pair of white Bic pens. Both pens were missing caps. He slid the pens and the pad across the table to crying man.
�Write it down, Fred,� he said. �Write it down so everyone will know the truth.�
Fred nodded, blinking at the notepad through tear-filled eyes. He reached for the pen and pulled the pad toward him. �What do you want me to write?�
�Everything,� Browning said.
0846 hours
Officer Jack Willow had watched as Detective Browning exited the interview room earlier. The rooms were relatively soundproof, but he�d heard Detective Tower�s voice get loud earlier and then the detective had stalked out of the room. As he passed Willow, Tower had tipped him a wink and the officer understood. They were playing the oldest gambit there was-good cop/bad cop.
Now, as Browning approached him, he wondered whether the ploy was successful or not. From the grave look on Browning�s face, he didn�t think so.
�Jack, I need you to stand guard here,� Browning said. �The guy in there is not to leave. Understand? He�s a collar.�
Willow nodded and changed his mind about the interview. If the guy was under arrest, something must have gone right. But that didn�t explain the expression on Browning�s face.
Tower slipped out of the observation room and joined them.
�Right now,� Browning continued instructing Willow, �he�s writing up a statement. If he gets thirsty, have one of the secretaries get him some water or soda or something. Don�t ask him any questions and don�t tell him anything. If he gets antsy, you tell him he needs to wait for me to come back. If he asks when that�ll be, just tell him it�ll be another ten minutes, no matter how many times he asks. Okay?�
�Okay,� Willow said.
Browning turned to Tower. �Let�s go find her.�
Crawford appeared from the other side of the room, walking purposefully toward his office with Kopriva in tow. The young officer limped slightly as he struggled to keep up with the heavy-set lieutenant.
�El-Tee,� Browning said. �We�re going out to look for Nancy Henderson.�
�Find her,� Crawford said gruffly. He paused at the door and waited for Kopriva to enter his office. Then he stepped inside and closed the door loudly behind himself.
Tower turned to Willow and tapped him lightly on the arm. �Always follow your gut, kid. You got that?�
Willow nodded.
�Let�s go,� Browning said, and they left a bewildered Willow standing near the interview room.
0912 hours
Crawford�s words hung in the air like the stench of a burned out building. Kopriva shook his head in disbelief.
�She was there? Amy was there?�
�Yes, you stupid son of a bitch,� Crawford spewed at him. �She was upstairs in the attic, where you would have found her if you had taken the time to search.�
Kopriva shook his head again. �She was still alive?�
�Are you deaf?� Crawford roared. �She was alive. She was upstairs. You should have searched the goddamn house when that crazy woman offered.�
�But she was crazy,� Kopriva muttered, his head spinning. �We were looking for a black guy and a Mexican. I just thought-�
�You didn�t think! You fucked up!� Spittle flew from Crawford�s mouth in a spray as he yelled. �Why didn�t you search? I want an answer to that, officer. I want an answer to that right now!�
�I�I�just thought it was nothing.� Kopriva gave his head a hard shake to clear it. �Oh, Jesus. She was there? Alive?�
There was a short silence. Kopriva�s head was spinning and his mouth was dry. He could hear the hum of the air system and Crawford�s labored breathing.
�Oh, Jesus,� he muttered. �I killed her.�
�You�re fucking right you did,� Crawford barked. �And you are relieved of duty. Go home and don�t come back until the Chief calls for you.�
Kopriva looked up at Crawford and met his dark eyes as they bore into him. His stomach lurched and he gagged.
Crawford looked at him in disgust. �Don�t you puke in my office, you piece of shit.�
Kopriva gagged again, but forced it down.
�Get the fuck out of my office,� Crawford said.
Kopriva turned and left. When he opened the door, he saw Officer Willow look over at him, and his stomach heaved again. He fought down the gorge once more and walked as quickly as could out of the Major Crimes office and down the hall to the bathroom.
Once inside, he knelt in front of the toilet. His knee screamed at him in protest, but was overruled by his stomach. He heaved again, and this time held nothing back. He threw up his breakfast, then his coffee and then there was nothing left except the dry, hard contractions.
Slowly, the dry heaves subsided. He spat into the toilet several times, and then flushed the mess. He stared at the water and the vomit as it turned and whirled and sank down the drain.
1121 hours
They waited for two hours, parked up the street under the shade of a huge oak tree, watching for the blue Taurus. When it appeared at the end of the block, both men sat up. Browning started the car.
�Think she�ll run for it?� Tower asked.
�Who knows?�
�I hope so,� Tower muttered.
The Taurus pulled up in front of the Henderson house and stopped. Nancy Henderson exited the driver�s seat and walked toward the trunk. Even from a distance, it was obvious that she was talking to herself as she pulled a bag of groceries from the rear of the car.
�Punch it,� Tower said.
Browning agreed and gunned the engine. The Crown Victoria roared and in less than two seconds, the detectives screeched to a halt just five feet from Nancy Henderson.
The look of surprise on her face quickly melted to anger as the two men exited the police car.
�Are you sonsabitches out of your minds? You just about hit me!�
�Nancy, you�re under arrest,� Browning said.
Nancy snorted. �No, I�m not. Fuck you.� She turned and walked toward her house.
�Enough of this shit,� Tower said. He sprinted to her side and reached for her right hand. Browning moved toward her left side.
�You can�t do that,� Nancy told him matter-of-factly.
Tower�s hand closed on her wrist.
�No!� she yelled and twisted her torso away.
�Give me your hand!� Tower told her.
�No!�
Nancy twisted again, flinging the grocery bag into Tower�s chest. The bag bounced off him and fell to the ground. Several cans rolled out.
Tower reached for her wrist again.
�I said, no!� Nancy screamed. She whipped her left arm toward Tower, throwing the other grocery bag at him. This time, the detective raised hands and brushed it aside. He heard the distinct sound of glass breaking when the bag landed on the pavement.
Browning took advantage of her distraction and snatched her left wrist into his grasp.
Nancy�s gaze snapped to him. �Let go of me, nigger!�
Tower followed suit, grabbing her by the wrist and elbow. Together, both detectives slammed her to the ground with an arm-bar takedown. Nancy grunted loudly as she landed on the sidewalk. Her cheek bounced off the concrete, splitting the skin. Blood flowed from the small injury.
�You fucking bastards! This is police brutality!�
Tower said nothing, transferring into a prone-cuffing technique. He knelt across the back of Nancy�s neck to keep her still. Browning pinned her other arm to the ground.
�Rape!� Nancy screeched. �The fucking cops are raping me!�
Tower slipped he handcuffs onto her fat wrist and lowered it to the small of her back. Browning forced her other arm to where Tower held the cuffs.
�Call the cops!� she yelled. �Police brutality! You fuckers!�
Tower finished cuffing her and they rolled her onto her side, then into a seated position.
�You need to sit up on your own,� Tower said through gritted teeth.
�Fuck you!�
Tower sighed and looked at Browning. Browning grabbed her underneath the opposite arm and they lifted her to her feet. Nancy struggled with them as they walked her over to the police car.
�Help! Somebody help!�
�Enough with the hysterics,� Tower muttered.
�I�m going to sue your asses!� Nancy screeched into Tower�s face.
�You�ll be doing it from prison,� Tower told her.
Nancy stopped cold. �Prison? What the hell are you talking about?�
�You can drop the act,� Tower told her as Browning began to search her pockets. �Fred confessed to everything.�
�Everything? What everything?�
�You don�t quit, do you?� Tower shook his head. �Everything, Nancy. The van, the abduction, the murder. Everything.�
Nancy bit the inside of her mouth. Her eyes darted wildly around.
�You�ll never prove it,� she said. �You�ll never prove any of it.�
Tower shrugged. �We�ll see.�
Nancy�s shot him a look of pure rage. �Well, did he tell you that he fucked her, the disloyal son of a bitch?�
1130 hours
�What�s going on?� Georgina asked, handing the can of Coca Cola to Officer Willow.
Willow took the soda from the secretary. He jerked his thumb toward the interview room. �He was involved in that case with the kidnapped girl.�
�Really? The one they found this morning?�
Willow nodded.
�Why was the lieutenant so mad?� Georgina asked. �He stomped into the Sex Crimes Unit and yelled at Kopriva to get into his office.�
Willow looked at the plump secretary. Everyone was going to know sooner or later, he decided. But he didn�t want everyone to know it came from him.
�You can�t tell anyone, okay?� he said.
Georgina smiled and made a cross over her heart.
�I promise,� she said.
1219 hours
Kopriva sat in his chair and stared at the wall. His eyes took in the bamboo wall hanging that his sensei had given him years before when he�d earned his black belt. The picture showed a pale moon, partially eclipsed by dust or tendrils of clouds. Beneath the moon was a tiger. Sensei Allen had called the piece �Tiger Under a Raging Moon.�
Looking at it now, Kopriva allowed his eyes to slowly blur. That day seemed like decades ago to him now. He was a different person now, no longer the tiger. The throbbing pain in his shoulder and knee seemed to agree with him.
He replayed the scene at the Henderson home over and over again in his mind. Now that he knew that little Amy Dugger was alive when he was in the house, the vision was like a macabre film. Every misstep he made rang loudly in his ears like an accusation.
�I killed her,� he whispered, his voice ragged from throwing up earlier. The taste of bile remained in his mouth and he made no effort to rinse it out. It seemed fitting that he should taste it.
There was a knock at his door. It was a tentative, soft knock and he knew immediately who it belonged to.
The knock came again and he made no move to stand or open the door. After a third knock, there was a rattle of keys and Katie MacLeod came into his apartment. She spotted him sitting in the chair and gave him a small, worried smile. �I called the office, but Georgina said you�d gone home.�
Kopriva stared at her and did not reply.
�Georgina�she told me what happened.�
He remained silent.
Katie�s worried smile faded into a frown. �Stef, are you okay? It wasn�t your fault-�
�I�d like you to leave, Katie,� Kopriva said in an even voice.
She stopped suddenly. Surprise registered in her eyes. �Leave? Why?�
�I want to be alone.�
Katie was hesitant. �Okay�but are you sure you don�t want to talk about-�
�I asked you to leave!� shouted Kopriva, suddenly enraged. �Is that so fucking hard to understand?�
Katie jumped at his words, surprised. �Stef, I don�t think you should be alone if-�
�No one asked for your goddamn opinion,� Kopriva said, his voice gruff.
�Why are you talking to me like this?� Katie asked. �I�m just trying to help.�
�Then leave. That would be a big help.�
Katie said nothing, but she made no move to leave. Instead, she took a step toward Kopriva. �I know what you�re feeling,� she said to him. �I know what-�
�You don�t know shit,� Kopriva said.
Tears sprang to her eyes. �How can you say that after yesterday?�
Kopriva shook his head. �What happened on the bridge is nothing compared to what I did.�
�What?� Her eyes widened in surprise.
�You heard me.�
Katie swallowed hard and wiped away tears. �That�s the most horrible thing you could ever say.�
Kopriva didn�t respond.
�I know it hurts,� Katie said. �But it wasn�t your fault.�
�Leave me alone,� Kopriva said.
�I know how you feel, Stef,� she said. �I do.�
Kopriva looked up at her. His voice was hard and unfeeling. �You have no idea what I�m feeling. You couldn�t stop some guy from hurting a baby. Fine. Maybe you failed. I don�t know. But you didn�t kill anyone.�
�Stef-�
�I killed her!� Kopriva yelled. �Do you understand that? Now get the fuck out of my house and out of my life!�
Katie recoiled from his words, hurt and anger apparent on her face. Kopriva didn�t care.
Without a word, she turned and left, slamming the door behind her.
When the sound of the door slamming had faded into silence, Kopriva rose from his chair. He walked into the bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet. Reaching for the brown prescription bottle, he popped the top and shook three pills from inside. When he put the prescription bottle back in the cabinet, he stared into the mirror for a moment. Guilty eyes stared back at him.
In the refrigerator, he found a bottle of Corona beer. He tossed the three pills into the back of his throat and washed them down with the cold beer. Then he drained the entire bottle.
Inside the fridge, he was relieved to find five more bottles patiently waiting. He reached for the next one.

SEVENTEEN


1504 hours
Tower watched through the observation glass as Browning read deliberately through Fred Henderson�s confession. He marveled at how Browning was able to remain objective and to ignore the current of emotion surrounding this case. It was a difficult task for Tower.
�Where�s my wife?� Fred asked Browning.
�Jail,� Browning murmured, not looking up from the written confession.
�What was the charge, exactly?�
Browning raised his finger to quiet Fred and continued reading.
Fred waited.
Several minutes later, Browning nodded with satisfaction. �You did well, Fred,� he said, sliding the sheaf of papers across toward the man. �I just need you to sign the bottom of each page.�
Fred stared at him for a moment, then sighed. He picked up a pen and scrawled his name on each piece of paper. He handed them back to Browning.
�Now what?� he asked.
Browning straightened the hand-written pages and slid them into a manila folder. �Now we talk about what else you did to Amy.�
Fred�s face fell. �I told you everything.�
Browning shook his head. �That�s just not true, Fred. Our forensics people did a preliminary examination on her body. They suspect she was abused.�
Fred�s eyes flicked to a spot on the floor. �She was�hit with a hammer. That could look like-�
�Sexually abused.�
Fred said nothing. He swallowed and tapped his foot.
�Did you have sex with Amy, Fred?�
�Answer him, you fucking pervert,� Tower whispered to himself, alone in the observation room.
Fred didn�t answer.
�It doesn�t matter now,� Browning said. �The charges of kidnapping and accessory to murder are enough to get you a good twenty years at Walla Walla State Prison. A molestation charge, even your second one, won�t top that.�
Fred raised his hand to his face. He used the back of it to rub his nose.
�Did you have sex with Amy Dugger, Fred? Tell me.�
Fred rubbed the itch on his nose with greater determination.
�Just let it loose, Fred,� Browning urged. �Show me that this truth-� he gestured to the manila folder containing the confession �-is the truth. Don�t make me wonder now. I already know the answer. I just want to hear you say the truth so that I can trust what you told me before. That you didn�t kill her. That you shouldn�t be put to death for that.�
At the word �death,� Fred stopped rubbing his nose and met Browning�s gaze.
�Tell me, Fred,� Browning pleaded. �For your own good. Did you have sex with Amy?�
Fred held his gaze. He wet his lips and swallowed again. �Maybe,� he whispered, but quickly added, �But she wanted me to.�
Browning looked at him with plain disgust and said nothing. Tower felt rage well up in his gut and flow into his chest. He moved before he even thought about it.
�I think�I really think I need help � � Fred�s voice followed him as he left the observation room and made for the interview room. Without waiting for an answer, Tower swung the door open.
�Stand up,� he ordered Fred.
�Now?� He looked over at Browning and back at Tower.
Tower didn�t order him a second time. Instead, he grabbed the man by his upper arm and jerked him upright.
�Hey!� Fred jerked his arm away.
Tower didn�t hesitate. He stepped forward and pushed Fred hard. The taller man flew into the thick wall, striking his head against it. Tower brushed Fred�s chair aside and stepped toward him, his fists balled at his side.
�Don�t hurt me!� Fred squealed. He looked to Browning for a rescue.
Browning sat still and said nothing.
Tower grabbed onto Fred at the wrist and the elbow and slammed him face first into the wall. �Don�t you fucking move,� he growled.
Fred remained still, waiting. His breath came in short, terrified gasps.
Tower paused, his jaw set, his fist cocked and trembling at his side. He felt Browning�s eyes on him.
�Please,� Fred moaned in a small voice.
Disgust overpowered his rage. Tower snatched his handcuffs from his belt. He ratcheted them around Fred�s wrists. Then he twirled the man around and pushed him backward into the corner. Fred slid down into a squatting position and turned his face away from the detective.
Tower glanced at Browning. The veteran investigator said nothing.
Tower squatted down next to Fred. His angry glare burned into the suspect. �You think you�ll play that sicko card, Fred? I don�t think so. Because I think Nancy�s got that one all sewn up.�
�W-what?�
�I�m not buying this Mister Milquetoast routine,� Tower grated. �Nancy�s crazy enough to want to do all this, but not smart enough to figure out how. You�re the brains behind this operation.�
�No, she-�
Tower lashed out, smacking the side of Fred�s head with his open palm. The man recoiled and tried to shrink further into the corner.
Tower continued, �I think you�re the mastermind. And when we�re done with this case, Nancy will be in the nut house and you�ll be left holding the bag. Because a jury is going to want to hammer someone badly on this one. Trust me. And with her off in a straightjacket somewhere upstate, you�re the only one left to pay.�
Fred whimpered.
�You can play up this meek little mouse act all you want. The jury will want someone to pay and that will be you. You�re going to prison for the rest of your fucking life.� Tower let a cruel grin spread across his face. �And that�s when the fun begins.�
�I�m sick,� Fred protested weakly.
Tower shook his head. �I don�t care. We�re not going to charge you with the molestation, Fred. Just the kidnapping and the murder. You know what that means?�
Fred moaned but didn�t answer.
�Yeah, you do, you sick fuck. You know exactly what it means. You�re not going into some cushy prison wing with all the other sexual sickos.� Tower�s grin became a malevolent leer. �You�re going into the general population.�
�No.�
�Yes. Yes, you are. You�re going into the general population and everyone is going to know you kidnapped a little girl. They�re going to know you raped her, Fred. And that you dumped her body in a field.�
�Don�t do this,� Fred begged.
Tower ignored his plea. He smacked Fred in the shoulder. �How do you think all that�ll play out in D Block? You think you�re tough enough to deal with that?�
Fred hung his head and sobbed.
Tower eyed him with disgust a moment longer, then stood up.
�Get used to crying,� he told the man. �You�ll do a lot of it before someone decides to punch your ticket.�
1702 hours
Jill Ferguson watched the television news. The news had reported earlier that Amy was the girl that had been found in a field in West Central. Kathy�s little baby girl was gone forever. Upon hearing that, the first thing Jill did was gather Kendra into her arms and hug her for a solid fifteen minutes. She didn�t tell her about her friend�s fate and she wasn�t looking forward to eventually having to find a way to do that.
The news anchor on the television delivered his lines with polish. �And now we take you to News-5�s own Shawna Matheson for a breaking story regarding the murder of Amy Dugger. Shawna?�
The screen switched to the field reporter, who stood in front of the courthouse with a microphone in her hand. Jill turned up the volume.
�River City Police are moving quickly in the case of murdered six-year-old Amy Dugger,� the tiny blonde reporter said into the camera. �Earlier today, two people were arrested in connection with this case. Now, police are declining to identify these individuals publicly, but News-5 has learned that the suspects may have been relatives of the murdered girl.�
The new anchor broke in. �Any word from the Chief of Police, Shawna?�
�No,� said the field reporter, �but requests for information on this case were referred to Lieutenant Crawford of the Major Crimes Unit. He was unavailable for comment, but informed us that there would be a formal press release in about one hour.�
�Thank you, Shaw-�
�One more thing on this case,� Shawna Matheson said forcefully. �I have learned from a source inside the police department that during this investigation, a police officer was sent to investigate at the home of the suspects now arrested in this case. According to this source, Amy Dugger was still alive at the time those officers went to the suspect�s house.�
The news anchor�s interest was piqued. �The police didn�t find her?�
�No, Jack,� Matheson said. �And according to my source, police turned down an offer by one of the suspects to search the residence.�
There was a moment of dead air as the words sank in. Then, dramatically, the field reporter said, �Reporting from the courthouse for News-5, I�m Shawna Matheson.�
The screen returned to the anchor, who had recovered from the shock of the information. �There you have it,� he said, barely containing his glee. �Apparently, the police failed to search the residence and find Amy Dugger while she was still alive. News-5 will follow this story closely. And now, in our nation�s capital-�
Jill Ferguson was already dialing the Dugger residence.
1704 hours

�Are you sure?� Peter Dugger said into the phone.
Crawford stood nearby, watching. He had come to update the couple on the arrest. They had taken it well, much better than the death notification he�d made earlier. Then the phone rang and Kathy Dugger answered it. He spoke with Peter until Kathy asked her husband to take the phone.
�Thank you,� Peter Dugger said and hung up the receiver. He turned to Crawford. His gaze was icy. �Lieutenant, did you send officers to my mother-in-law�s house during this investigation?�
Crawford cursed inwardly, but nodded. �I did.�
�My wife�s friend just told me that the news reported Amy was alive when your people were there. Is that true?�
Crawford nodded. �I believe so.�
�You believe so? Or she was?�
�That is what Fred Henderson has said.�
Peter Dugger nodded coldly. �Is it true that Nancy told the officers they could search her house and they didn�t?�
�Yes.�
�Why not?�
Crawford took a breath. �The officer made a mistake,� he said.
�A mistake?� Peter Dugger shook his head forcefully. �No. That officer murdered my daughter.�
1809 hours
Katie MacLeod sat on her couch, wrapped in an afghan. She had cried herself out and now her mind seemed to be whirring along at light speed. Once the initial sting of Kopriva�s words faded, anger began to seep in.
He was being selfish, she decided. He was acting as if he had cornered the market on pain and suffering and no one else could even begin to understand his plight.
He�d pushed her away. And after she�d opened up to him like she had, that was what hurt the most.
There was a solid knock on her door. She scowled momentarily, wanting to be alone.
It might be Stef, she thought.
Katie tossed the afghan aside and went to her front door. She glanced through the peephole. Chaplain Timothy Marshall stood outside.
Katie turned the deadbolt and opened up the door. �Hello, Chaplain.�
Chaplain Marshall smiled warmly at her. �How�re you doing?�
�Good,� she said, knowing she didn�t look like it. �You want to come in?�
�Thank you.�
Katie stepped aside and let him inside. She closed the door and locked it.
�Tea?� she asked him.
Chaplain Marshall nodded. �Thank you. That�d be super.�
�What kind?�
He grinned. �Earl Gray. Hot.�
Katie found herself grinning back in spite of everything. That was Captain Jean-Luc Picard�s trademark phrase. Chaplain Marshall was an avid Star Trek fan. A casual fan herself, Katie had grown up watching Captain Kirk and Mr. Spock. She�d watched only a few episodes of the second show, but enough to know that it didn�t stack up in her mind to the original series.
Chaplain Marshall, of course, disagreed. It was a frequent subject of debate whenever he rode along with Katie on patrol.
Katie moved to the kitchen to make the tea. �Kind of a sissy drink, but all right.�
Chaplain Marshall rose to the bait. �Just because Picard was an intellectual instead of a Neanderthal, that doesn�t make him a sissy.�
Katie retrieved her tea kettle from the stovetop and filled it with water. She made her argument from habit. �Oh, come on. I don�t think I ever saw an episode where he left the bridge of the Enterprise. At least Kirk had the guts to go down to the planet once in a while.�
�In direct violation of Starfleet regulations,� Chaplain Marshall huffed, standing at the entrance to the small kitchen. �You always say that, but I�m telling you that he probably went down to the planet more to get some alien space chicks than to accomplish the mission.�
�He was a man of action, that�s all.� She put the kettle back on the stove and turned on the burner.
Chaplain Marshall shrugged. �The proof is in the numbers.�
�Numbers?�
He nodded. �Seven and three.�
Katie gave him a confused look. �Lunch breaks and coffee breaks?�
�Huh?�
�Signal seven? Signal Three?�
Chaplain Marshall waved his hand. �No, not police codes. Seasons.�
The teakettle ticked and rumbled as it heated. Katie watched the ring on the stove turn red.
�The original Star Trek ran three seasons,� Chaplain Marshall continued. �The Next Generation ran seven. I think that settles the issue.�
Katie glanced up from the stove. �What? You�re saying that the value of a fictional world is determined by television ratings?�
The Chaplain shrugged. �It�s one measurement.�
�Not a very good one.�
�The world is a complicated place,� he replied.
Katie nodded. �That�s no kidding.�
A brief silence hung between them. The water in the tea kettle gurgled.
�You want to talk about what happened on the bridge?� Chaplain Marshall asked her.
Katie shrugged. �I don�t know what there is to say. I failed.�
�From what I hear, there was nothing you could do.�
�There wasn�t.� She felt a pang in her chest, but she had no tears left to fall. �Not a thing.�
�How do you feel about that?�
She glanced up at him. �Helpless. Worthless.�
The Chaplain nodded. �That�s normal. You faced an impossible situation, Katie.� He smiled. �It was a Kabayashi Maru.�
�But why?� she asked.
�What do you mean?�
�Just that. Why? If there�s a God, why does he let these kinds of things happen? That little boy didn�t do anything to deserve what happened to him.�
�No, he was innocent.�
�So was that little girl.�
He nodded. �Amy Dugger. She was innocent, too.�
�Then why?� Katie asked. �I just don�t understand why.�
�I don�t know.�
Katie paused. �But you�re a priest.�
Chaplain Marshall chuckled. �I am. But I�m human just like you. I don�t know the answers any more than you. I can tell you what I believe.�
�What�s that?�
�I believe two very important things that come into play at times like these. One is that these beautiful children are with God now.�
Katie didn�t reply.
�The other thing is this,� Chaplain Marshall continued. He leaned forward slightly and held Katie�s eye. �God has a plan, Katie. He has a reason for everything. We humans may not be able to understand that plan, but that is immaterial. He has a plan.�
Katie considered that. �God has a plan?�
�He does.�
She shook her head slightly. �It doesn�t seem like a very good plan.�
The piping screech of the teakettle pierced the kitchen air, interrupting her. Katie moved the kettle and retrieved the tea bags from the cupboard. Then she laughed.
�What?� The chaplain asked.
Katie held up the tea bags. �I call it sissy tea, but I�ve got a whole box of it here.�
Chaplain Marshall grinned. �Subconscious agreement.�
�Right.� She poured the tea and handed him a cup. They sipped in silence for a few moments. Then Katie said, �I know this wasn�t my fault, Chaplain. I�ll get through it. I won�t say it�ll be easy or that I won�t cry again or have bad days, but I�ll get through it.�
�I know,� Chaplain Marshall said quietly.
�But Stef�I�m worried about him.�
The chaplain nodded in understanding.
�He�� Katie paused. �He�s hurting.�
�I know.�
�And he blames himself for what happened.�
�Because he believes he could have saved her?�
Katie nodded. She thought about telling the chaplain about the things that Kopriva said to her, but decided it wasn�t important. What mattered was that he was hurting. She couldn�t give up on him. But he probably needed even more than just her.
�Would you check on him?� she asked the chaplain.
�Of course,� he replied.
Katie sipped her tea and nodded her thanks.
�What about you?� the chaplain asked.
She took another sip. �Me? I think I�m ready to go back to work.�
2100 hours
Lieutenant Robert Saylor stepped up to the roll call podium. The room quieted. Without preamble, he announced the arrests. He made no mention of Kopriva�s mistake, though he knew that everyone in the room was either aware of the details or would be shortly.
Saylor read through the official press release that Crawford had given a few hours earlier. �Anyone have any questions?�
No one did. Saylor released the briefing to the sector sergeants. He returned to the patrol sergeant�s administrative office across the hall. His own office was almost as large as the patrol sergeant�s office, which was shared by all nine patrol sergeants. Saylor settled into a chair and waited.
A few minutes later, Sergeant Miyamoto Shen walked in. �What�s up, Lieutenant?�
�MacLeod is coming back tomorrow night,� he told Shen.
Shen pursed his lips. �You think she�s ready?�
�She thinks so.�
Shen sat in his own chair and put his clipboard on the desk. �MacLeod is a good troop,� he said. �I just don�t want to her to come back too soon from something like what happened on the bridge.�
�I have the feeling that getting back to work is what she needs,� Saylor said. �I talked to her a couple hours ago and she seemed fine.�
�All right,� Shen said. �I just wanted to be sure.�
�Keep an eye on her for a little while, but I�m sure she�ll be all right.�

EIGHTEEN


Friday, March 17, 2005
Day Shift
0640 hours
Kopriva showed the orderly his badge. The skinny man looked at it suspiciously.
�You sure you can�t come back after eight?� he asked Kopriva. �The Medical Examiner will be in by then.�
Kopriva shook his head. �I only need a minute.�
The man bit his lip, chewing absently. �The thing is, I�m not supposed to let people in outside of business hours.�
�I�m not people,� Kopriva said. �I�m the police.�
The man sighed. �I�m pretty sure the rules mean all people.�
�You want to talk about this at jail?� Kopriva asked him.
His eyes widened, then narrowed. �I�m just trying to do my job,� he muttered, reaching for a ring of keys at his belt.
�And I�m just trying to do mine.�
The orderly unlocked the door and held it open. �I don�t understand why you can�t do it after eight, when the M.E. is here.�
Kopriva stepped through the door, ignoring his statement. �Which one is she in?� he asked, gesturing toward the wall of refrigerated compartments.
�Three-A,� the orderly said. He walked directly to it and slid it open.
Kopriva stepped toward the long drawer. Someone had folded the black body bag almost in half and tucked the excess under the covered legs. A lump rose in Kopriva�s throat when he saw how tiny the body was.
�Unzip it,� he told the man.
The orderly didn�t argue, having already capitulated to this point. He took hold of the oversize zipper and slid it down to Amy�s navel, then pushed the bag aside.
Kopriva stared down at the body. Her bruised and battered face was cleaned of any blood. Her long, dark hair was combed straight back almost lovingly. Her eyes were closed peacefully.
�You the detective on this case?� the orderly asked.
Kopriva shook his head, staring down at Amy. The black dashes of sutures dotted her body where the Medical Examiner had cut her open for the autopsy.
�You know the funeral home is coming for her later today, right?�
Kopriva opened his mouth. He wanted to say something, but the words stuck in his throat. He gazed down on the little girl�s still face. He imagined that her eyes were about to fly open and bore into him.
�Hey, man, are you okay?�
Stefan Kopriva couldn�t answer.
0911 hours
Browning read through the last of the report and nodded in satisfaction. He signed his name next to his typed name and badge number.
Tower sat at Billing�s old desk, absently tapping a pen.
After signing his report, Browning looked up at him. �Were you a drummer in high school?� he asked.
�Huh?� Tower asked. �Oh, yeah. The pen. Sorry, nervous habit.�
He put the pen down.
�You okay, John?�
Tower nodded. �I�m good. It�s just a shame, that�s all. Beautiful little girl like that��
�We did our best,� Browning said.
Their eyes met, but neither man mentioned Kopriva.
Tower sighed and stood. �Nice working with you on this one, Ray. I hate that we had to work on it, but it was nice that it was with you.�
Browning held out his hand. �Same here.�
Tower took his hand and shook it. �Well,� he said, �back to the land of sex perverts and freaks.�
He walked slowly away.
Browning watched him go, then closed the file and put it in his outbox. He closed his eyes and he burned the picture of Amy Dugger�s face into his memory. He tried as hard as he could for the image to be the one that her parents had provided from her Kindergarten school photo. But he couldn�t completely banish the images of her lying in a field inside a black plastic garbage bag. In the end, that was the image that stuck.
Browning sighed and turned back to his active case drawer. He stared at the labels with the names of victims and the police report numbers. When the black print on the white labels blurred, he blinked in surprise and wiped away his tears.
A moment later, he reached up and turned off his desk lamp. His keys were in the desk drawer. He picked them up and headed for the door.
0922 hours
Chaplain Marshall spotted Stefan Kopriva in the officer�s parking lot at the station. The young man sat slumped forward in the driver�s seat of his truck, his forehead resting on the steering wheel.
He looks terrible, the chaplain thought. Katie was right.
He tapped lightly on the glass of the driver�s window.
Kopriva shot upright, a wild look in his red-rimmed eyes. He stared at the chaplain for a moment without recognition. Chaplain Marshall�s concern grew.
After a few seconds, Kopriva seemed to recognize him. He started to roll down the window, then stopped and rolled it back up. Chaplain Marshall frowned slightly, but forced himself to put an open expression back on his face.
Kopriva opened the door and got out of the truck, a light jacket in his hand. The smell of booze wafted off him.
�Good morning,� the chaplain said.
Kopriva grunted back to him.
The chaplain noticed the officer�s badge clipped to his belt. His gun hung on his right hip. Both were in stark contrast to his disheveled clothing and sleep-tousled hair. �I was planning on coming to see you today, if that�s all right.�
Kopriva shrugged himself into the jacket. �Don�t bother.�
�It�s no bother,� Chaplain Marshall said.
�Then just don�t,� Kopriva snapped and walked past him.
�Stef!� Chaplain Marshall turned and trotted next to him. �I just want to make sure you�re okay. Maybe you�d like to talk about things.�
�I don�t.�
�Then we don�t have to. But I�d like come by and see you anyway.�
Kopriva stopped suddenly. He turned to face the chaplain. �I don�t want to talk about this with you or anyone else. Just leave me alone.�
The chaplain raised his hands in a calming gesture. �All right. I understand. But if you need to talk, you can call me. Anytime at all.�
Kopriva stared at him for another moment, then shook his head. �I have a meeting with the Chief,� he said, and turned to go.
Chaplain Marshall watched him limp away. He could sense the man�s pain but also his walls. He knew he couldn�t push him, but he hoped Kopriva would call.
0926 hours
Detective Ray Browning sat in the driveway of his house. He stared at the red door to the little rancher for a long time after he shut off the engine. Finally, certain he�d left as much of Amy Dugger behind as he ever would, he got out of the car and went inside.
Veronica sat at the kitchen table, drinking coffee and reading the newspaper. She looked up in alarm at Browning�s sudden appearance. �Everything all right?�
Browning nodded. He dropped his keys onto the table and draped his jacket across the back of the kitchen chair.
Veronica looked at him in surprise. �You okay, baby?�
Browning leaned down and kissed her softly. He tasted the coffee on her tongue. The scent of her hair and skin filled his nostrils and he breathed it in. After a moment, Veronica�s hands came up to his face. She ran her fingers across the back of his neck.
When he broke away, he rested his forehead against hers.
�I�m so sorry, baby,� she whispered.
�Thank you,� he whispered back.
She kissed him again, this time on both eyes and then the corners of his mouth. He surrendered himself to her softness, her goodness.
�I love you, Vee,� he told her.
She kissed him full on the lips again. Then she rose from the table and took his hand. �I love you, too, baby,� she said, and led him down the hallway.
0928 hours
Officer Stefan Kopriva laid the badge on the desk. The Chief of Police looked down at it and back up at Kopriva�s face. The officer�s hair was tousled from sleep and he reeked of vomit and alcohol. Even so, the man�s voice had been even and his speech was not slurred. The Chief didn�t think he was intoxicated.
�Are you sure you don�t want some union representation, Officer Kopriva?� The Chief asked. �I�m pretty sure Detective Pond is on duty down in the investigative division.�
�No,� the officer said. He unbuckled his belt and pulled the black holster off, laying the gun next to the badge. �The rest is in my locker.�
The Chief stared at the gun and badge on his desk. He realized that in his six years as Chief, no one had ever acted out what amounted to a movie cliche. However, the officer in front of him was entirely serious.
�It�s your decision,� The Chief said. �But why don�t you take some time to think about things first?�
�There�s nothing to think about,� Kopriva said. �I quit.�
�Son, everyone makes mistakes. You didn�t-�
�I�m not your son,� Kopriva said coldly.
The Chief�s eyebrows went up. He wasn�t accustomed to being spoken to like that. A small flare of anger shot through his chest, but he suppressed it.
�All right,� he said evenly. �Either way, officer, you made a mistake. You didn�t do it maliciously. I haven�t considered yet whether there would be any punishment or not. But I can tell you that even if there was some sort of sanction, it wouldn�t result in you being fired.�
�It doesn�t matter. I quit.�
�Well, I don�t accept your resignation,� The Chief said. �I want you to wait a week before you decide. Then, if you�re going to quit, at least consider taking a medical retirement. Your injuries from the shooting last year should qualify you for-�
�I don�t care what you want,� Kopriva said. He stood up, his expression full of resolve. �And I don�t care if you accept my resignation or not. I quit. Take your week and shove it up your ass.�
The Chief�s eyes flew open wide. Before he could reply, the officer turned and limped out of his office.

NINETEEN


Saturday, March 18, 2005
Day Shift
0712 hours
Katie rose early, which for her was around one in the afternoon. She�d slept hard and soundly, but couldn�t sleep any more.
Now that she�d decided what to do for herself, thoughts of Kopriva filled her mind. She didn�t want to give up on him. She lay in bed for a long while trying to decide how she could best help him through this tough time.
Just be there for him, she thought. And even though it was a trite expression, she agreed with the sentiment. He would get through this. She�d be there for him. Others, like the chaplain, would help him through it, too. In time, both his emotional and his physical wounds would heal. He�d come back to patrol and things would go back to the way they were. They�d be together.
She picked up the phone next to her bed and dialed his number. The phone rang.
And rang.
And rang.
There was no answer.
She listened to the lonely tones of the telephone ring for a long time before she finally hung up.
0823 hours
Captain Michael Reott sat in the small booth of the coffee shop across from Crawford. The two men regarded each other in silence. Crawford noticed the lines in the captain�s face, the dark bags under his eyes, the hard, haunted look in the eyes themselves. It was like looking into a mirror and was not a vision he wanted to see.
�Goddamn shame,� Reott muttered.
Crawford nodded as he sipped his coffee. The brew was harsh, but he didn�t mind. Not today.
�Did we do everything we could do?� Reott asked.
Crawford considered answering for a moment. Then he realized that Reott wasn�t really asking him. He was just thinking out loud.
I think we did, he answered silently.
Reott reached out and tapped his finger on the newspaper next to him on the table. �The paper skewered us on this one.�
�Yep.�
�Maybe I should give Pam Lincoln a call. Give her an interview.�
�Why?�
Reott glanced up at him. �What do you mean?�
�She�ll write the truth, you figure?�
Reott nodded. �Yeah, I think she would.�
Crawford shook his head and sighed. �If that is the case, what is she going to write that�s any different than what�s already out there?�
Reott lowered his eyes, seeming to stare into his coffee cup, not answering.
�Truth is,� Crawford said, �we failed.�

TWENTY


Sunday, March 19, 2005
1104 hours
END OF TOUR
He stood as far away as he could and still see the ceremony. He was surprised at how few people were there. When he�d gone to Karl Winter�s funeral, there�d been so many people that most couldn�t hear the words the police chaplain spoke because they were too far away in the crowd. But fewer than a dozen stood at Amy Dugger�s graveside.
Maybe that�s the way the parents wanted it, Kopriva thought.
He couldn�t hear the pastor�s words from his position up on the hill, seated beneath a tree. But he watched as the old man spoke and occasionally waved a hand. He watched as the people at the graveside bowed their heads and as they raised them again.
Eventually, the pastor was finished. As the casket was lowered into the ground, he offered his comfort to a woman that Kopriva guessed was Amy�s mother. She had the same dark hair as Amy, but he couldn�t make out any other features from the distance he was at.
Once the pastor left, the remaining dozen broke up slowly. They stopped by in singles or couples to share condolences with Amy�s parents and then wandered away to their cars. Kopriva couldn�t see if her mother was crying or not, but her father held the woman close to him, almost as if he were supporting her weight.
Kopriva took a drink from the bottle of Corona in his hand. The taste of beer washed over his tongue and he swallowed past the bile in his throat.
When the last of the mourners had driven away, the man walked his wife to the remaining car. He opened the door for her and she got into the passenger seat woodenly. Then he got into the driver�s side and drove slowly away.
Kopriva waited patiently as the cemetery workers moved the faux grass to expose the earth from the grave piled on a small tarp. They worked quickly to backfill the grave and lay sod over the top of the dirt. Even with two of them, the job took almost an hour. Kopriva watched, drinking slowly from his bottle. When the bottle was empty, he set it gently against the tree and opened the second one he�d brought along. He sipped patiently and with dread.
Finally, the two workers ambled away from the gravesite and it seemed then that the entire cemetery was empty.
Kopriva rose unsteadily to his feet. The pain in his knee and shoulder was only a dull throb, kept at bay with pills and uncounted beers throughout the night.
He should go down the grave, he realized. He should stand next to the light rose-colored stone and trace the engraved letters. He should whisper her name.
His feet refused to move.
I don�t have the right to grieve for her.
He stared down at the freshly turned earth and at the small headstone. �I�� he started to say, but the words died in the back of his throat and he fell silent.
He wanted to tell her how sorry he was, how he�d failed her, but no more words would come. He bowed his head, ashamed.
At least I wanted to say it, he thought. That�s a start, isn�t it?
He took a faltering step toward the grave, then stopped. From across the cemetery, the silent stone seemed to answer him back.
That�s not good enough, it said. Not even close.
Kopriva let the Corona slip from his fingers. The bottle fell to the grass with a thud. Warm beer foamed and spilled from the lip.
Below him, the little grave lay like a scar on the earth. Kopriva stared at it until the image was burned forever in his mind. Then he turned and shuffled away.
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