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CHAPTER ONE

	JULY 2

	MONDAY

	11:30 AM

	 

	THE DORE COUNTY INDEPENDENCE FAIR was already in full swing. At the perimeter of the fairgrounds, the biggest rides hulked: the Octopods, the Flying Kite, the Free-Swings, and the carousel. Then, moving deeper, the complex machinery gave way to shops, where men and women from four surrounding states sold kettle corn and taffy and carved wooden ducks and the same gag t-shirts you could find at any state fair in three hundred miles. At the center, the games of skill and chance marched along the midway. The air smelled like sawdust and cotton candy, and the summer sun hit like an angry hammer. It wasn’t even noon, but Emery Hazard was sweating. And he was, to his own surprise, having a good time.

	In his good arm, Hazard carried Evie. The toddler was a blue mess, a controlled experiment of child and spun sugar that had gone terribly wrong, but she was having a grand time licking at the cottony puff and shrieking with excitement. Her blue, sticky hands left a trail up Hazard’s shirt, across his collar, and along one side of his face, where he’d fallen into the habit of letting scruff grow. Not a beard; a beard wasn’t allowed per department policy. But the scruff came pretty damn close some days.

	At Hazard’s side walked his boyfriend and fellow detective, Evie’s father, John-Henry Somerset. In a linen shirt open at the throat and khaki shorts, Somers looked like a rich boy who might have wandered away from his yacht just long enough to explore the fair. It was a combination of things: golden good looks, mussed hair, and a body like he swam five miles a day. He and Hazard had both grown up in Wahredua, had gone to the same high school, had been in the same classes. But Somers looked comfortable here—out of place, yes, but comfortable. Hazard didn’t know if he’d ever been comfortable in the whole county. He’d only come back to save his career, and although some good had come of it—Somers was the best example of that—this part of the world still carried too many unpleasant memories.

	“I can carry her for a while.”

	It was maybe the hundredth time Somers had said that. Hazard ignored him, adjusting Evie’s weight, wincing at the sugary glue on her fingers as she clutched at his face to balance herself. He’d have to scrub, really goddamn scrub, when he got home. And pour himself a drink, yes. And check the mail.

	He shoved that last thought away. “God, it’s hot.”

	Ahead, at the center of the fair, a children’s section was roped off. Although it wasn’t yet noon, children swarmed the inflatable jungle gyms, the sandboxes, and the trampolines. Already a line snaked away from an electric train as parents and children waited for their turn. Sweat slicked Hazard’s neck, his back, his arm. He shifted Evie again.

	Somers frowned, but at least he didn’t say anything. This time.

	“Here you go,” Hazard said, bending over the ropes to set Evie down inside the children’s section. “Let me just—yep, I’ll take that.” He passed the gooey ball, all that remained of the cotton candy, to Somers, and wiped Evie’s hands and face with a wipe he produced from his pocket. “All right. Go have fun.”

	She stared at him with dark, serious eyes for a moment. She had her mother’s coloring, but the features were all Somers, and she was a beautiful child. Then, turning slowly, she studied her surroundings: a blow-up castle, a padded plastic see-saw, a fort with a pair of slides. Glancing back at the two men, she took a careful step, and then another. She halted.

	“We’ll be right here,” Somers said.

	“Go on,” Hazard said.

	Her caution broke, and she charged towards the blow-up castle.

	“She’s going to get trampled,” Hazard said.

	“Look at you.”

	“I’m just stating a fact, Somers.”

	“But you wouldn’t have said that two months ago.”

	“It’s a statement. It’s obvious.”

	“You wouldn’t have carried wipes in your pocket two months ago.”

	“It was a practical decision. I was tired of being sticky.” He swiped at his own hands, rubbing off the worst of the stick.

	Laughing, Somers took the wipe from him, turned Hazard by the chin, and scrubbed at the cotton candy matting Hazard’s scruff. Then he kissed him. “There. Better.”

	A gagging noise from nearby cut through the crowd’s hum, and then a long, hocking loogie followed. It hit the grass near Hazard’s sneakers.

	The picture of an envelope, a simple white envelope, flashed in Hazard’s mind. Like the envelopes that had started arriving in the mail a few weeks before. Not today. He wasn’t going to think about that today. But it was there anyway, the white rectangle. He blinked, trying to clear the hovering white from his vision.

	“Ignore them,” Somers said. “It’s a beautiful day. It’s a holiday. We’re spending it together as a family, so just ignore them.” And he kissed him again.

	There was that word: family. A few months before, that word would have sheared through Hazard. Now, though, it was like pressing on an old wound. It hurt, but there was almost something pleasurable about the hurt, a kind of satisfaction in how the pain had diminished. Family. Always before, family had been a way of trimming Hazard from something larger. Never in his life had he imagined the word might someday include him, that it might mean proximity and intimacy, that it could mean this tangle of emotion in his gut like a ball of twine he was afraid to unravel. He’d never imagined—literally never, not even in the steamiest fantasies he’d conjured as a teenager—that John-Henry Somerset might form such a permanent part of his life.

	They stood there, two men taking in the scene before them. Along this portion of the midway, games of skill predominated: shooting galleries with bows and arrows; air pellet rifles and air pellet pistols, modified to be safe—or relatively—for the fair; pitching games; ring-toss; even the crane-operator games that occupied the back corners of family restaurants. The air was full of noises, with the shrieks of delighted girls, the war-whoops of a tribe of boys trying to claim the jungle gym, the calliope music, the groan and grind and rattle of the big rides, and all of it mixed with the late morning heat, the cotton clinging to the small of Hazard’s back, the smell of Somers’s sweat, the wafting aroma of turkey legs on a spit. 

	They were, in a way, childhood smells. The Dore County Independence Fair was a tradition, and Hazard had experienced it every year until—well, until the cost of being the town faggot outweighed the pleasure of attending the fair. He hadn’t expected to come back here. Maybe he had thought about it, once or twice, when he had been living in Columbia or St. Louis and the Fourth of July rolled around. Maybe he’d thought about it when the fireworks popped, went bright, and the smell of sulfur and black powder and burnt cardboard came in like an invisible tide. But even when he thought about it, he’d never thought he’d be here as part of a couple. He never thought he’d be here as a dad.

	And that was stretching things. Hazard knew that. He knew that Somers was being kind and generous, the way Somers was always kind and generous, by including Hazard in Evie’s life. He knew that, in the normal course of things, with any other guy it would have gone the other way: Evie might have remained on the other side of an invisible barrier, to be seen but not touched, a way of excluding Hazard while maintaining the fiction of togetherness. Not with Somers though. Somers had let his daughter become part of Hazard’s life. And over the last months that fact had gone through Hazard like a world-class thunderstorm: some wonderful, beautiful flashes, while the rest was just about the scariest thing he’d ever faced.

	In his head, though, he knew that last part was a lie. He thought about the mailbox, with its little brass door in the mail room. He thought about walking to it today, tonight, his fingers tingling where they gripped the key, breathing the stale cardboard air. He thought about opening the mailbox and seeing another of those envelopes, and he wondered if that was scarier than raising a child. Maybe. Just maybe.

	Somers nudged Hazard out of his thoughts. “Look at that.”

	“You’ve got to be shitting me,” Hazard muttered.

	A few yards down the ropes, a woman opened her mouth in shock. “Excuse me. There are children, you know.”

	Hazard ignored her. His attention fixed on the scene unfolding down the midway. A pack of men was shouting, pressing up against a pair in khaki clothing. The two in khaki were sheriff’s deputies, although even from a distance, one of them looked too old to still be pulling fairground duty. The men butting up against them were a type that Hazard had seen all too often: cotton wife beaters, ratty jeans, their wallets clipped to chains that rattled with every step they took. There were four of them, and all four had their hair buzzed short, with the same bad teeth and squashed noses. Brothers. Or cousins. Or both, which was possible the farther out you went in Dore County. Two of them had swastika tattoos low on their necks, which meant they were part of Dore County’s own precious little gang of white supremacists: the Ozark Volunteers.

	“There are four of them,” Somers said.

	“I can count.”

	“It looks like it’s getting rough.”

	“I’ve got eyes in my damn head, Somers.”

	The woman at the next fence post, her eyes bulging, said, “Excuse me. Excuse me. Children.”

	“Don’t tell me you’re going to get involved in it,” Hazard said.

	“Nope. You are. I’m going to watch our daughter.”

	Hazard was suddenly painfully aware of his bad arm. It hung at his side. He could bend it—stiffly and slowly—at the elbow, and he had almost ninety degrees of movement there. He could raise that arm, with a lot of swearing, almost even with his shoulder. But he couldn’t throw a punch, couldn’t grab a guy, couldn’t do anything that took speed and coordination. 

	For a moment, he was back in the suffocating blackness: the electricity had gone out, and then the door crashed inwards, and the man was there. The man with the knife. And Evie had been there. And there had been nothing Hazard could do. Nothing. And the knife kept coming down, slashing deep across his arm, biting through skin and muscle and nerve. Hazard took a steadying breath. He wasn’t going to use the arm as an excuse. Not a goddamn chance.

	Down the midway, one of the squash-nosed brothers shouted something and pushed one of the deputies.

	“I’ll watch Evie,” Hazard said.

	“No way. I called it.”

	Another, slower breath. He wasn’t going to mention his arm. Not after he’d carried Evie all day, not after ignoring all the times Somers offered to take her, not after the hours and days and weeks of rehab, not after all of that. He wasn’t going to do it.

	“You called it? This isn’t some fucking game, Somers—”

	With a loud exhalation, the woman marched towards them. “I can’t believe that you would use that kind of language around children. You need to leave, mister. Right now. My brother works for the city, and I’ll—”

	“For Christ’s sake,” Hazard growled.

	Somers was trying not to laugh, but it was shining in his eyes, and he gave Hazard a little shove. “Better go before she calls her brother.”

	With a scowl for Somers, and another for the indignant woman, Hazard stalked down the midway. The war-whoops of the boys on the jungle gym had risen in intensity; they were engaged in a full-on battle now, pelting a second group of boys with handfuls of mulch and dirt. One boy, a porker who couldn’t have been more than eight and was approximately the size of a beer keg, raised a rock over his head, howling as he rushed at a group of boys. The boys scattered, giggling and screeching in equal parts, and the porker made it about five feet before, red-faced and panting, he stumbled, stopped, and dropped the rock. The boys had never been in any danger from him; Hazard could have told them that from the beginning. But they hadn’t known that. They had—

	They had been too shocked and afraid by the boy’s sudden, violent rush.

	Twenty yards down the stretch of grass, the cousin-brothers were face to face with the two deputies now. From this distance, Hazard could make out their features more closely. He saw that one of the deputies wasn’t a man. Neecie Weiss carried her weight with a limp and looked like she could have carried anything else you wanted to put on her ox-like shoulders. The other deputy, though, Hazard hadn’t seen before. He was an older man who would probably never see fifty again, beefy, with trim white mustaches and silver hair shining with pomade. Between the two of them, they looked like they should have been able to handle the situation.

	Except that those inbred Aryan bastards weren’t backing down. In most situations, that was law enforcement’s trump card: most people respected cops. Or were afraid of them. If you held your ground, most people would cut the shit. Normally. But the Ozark guys were just getting angrier, and now Hazard could hear them.

	“—fat motherfucker—”

	“—pig—”

	“—stupid piece of shit—”

	“—dyke bitch—”

	That last one must have cut Deputy Weiss a little too deep because she grabbed at the closest of the men. He got lucky; he managed to twist free of her grip because he was a little faster and because Weiss was pissed, but instead of falling back, he caught a handful of Weiss’s short hair and jerked her to the side.

	Down the stretch of grass, everything was unfolding quickly. Weiss had gotten in a punch, and blood was running from the squashed nose of the guy who held her hair, and now he was dragging her along the midway. The older deputy had already dropped one of the Ozark boys—Hazard hadn’t seen how—but now he was retreating, hands held warily in front of himself as the other two approached with knives.

	One thing Emery Hazard had learned growing up in Dore County: bullies never fought fair.

	Hazard cut sideways across the midway, moving to the closest tent, a shooting gallery. It had plastic ducks lined up at one end, and the carnie working the tent wore a trucker hat with the words Crack My Lid printed on it. He was approaching Hazard, ready to launch into his spiel, but Hazard ignored him. He brought up one of the air rifles, checked it, and set it against his shoulder. His bad arm pinged with the strain, and he ignored that too. 

	Hazard lined up the rifle and fired. The first shot went too far left; it snapped against a white commercial tent. Hazard had expected the first shot to be crap. That was one of the ways they rigged these games. He calculated the difference, adjusted, and shot again. 

	Advancing on the older deputy, one of the squash-nosed Ozark boys howled and clapped a hand to his neck. He staggered and spun. Hazard fired again. The man shrieked. It was a high note, and surprisingly feminine, and he flattened a hand over his face. 

	“My eye, my motherfucking eye.”

	Hazard fired again. By this point, the second man with a knife had turned too. The pellet got him in the cheek; even from a distance, Hazard could see the impact ripple through the corn-fed flesh. Hazard squeezed off another shot. The man keened, dropped the knife, and wobbled sideways. Blood trickled from his ear, and he wobbled again and fell over. Neecie Weiss took advantage of the distraction to plant her boot in her attacker’s crotch, and the last of the Ozark Volunteers hit the ground.

	The hub of voices in the midway had evaporated, and the calliope music was gratingly loud in the silence. Neecie Weiss, service weapon in hand, flashed Hazard a look and a grateful nod. The older man, though, simply stared at Hazard without acknowledgment.

	But Hazard saw what the big, inbred Ozark boys had hidden before: the brass star shining on the man’s chest. So. This was Wahredua’s new sheriff. After another heartbeat, the sheriff said something to Weiss, and they began cuffing the fallen Ozark boys. One of them was still screaming about his eye. The one that had taken a pellet in the ear was vomiting. Hazard settled the rifle back on the counter of the shooting gallery.

	“It’s five bucks for ten shots—” the man in the trucker hat began, but he wilted under Hazard’s stare, and Hazard walked back to the children’s area. Voices resumed. Children, for the most part, seemed to realize that the excitement had passed, and their shouts and laughter eased the transition back to normalcy. Then the adults began to murmur in low, excited voices.

	“My hero,” Somers said, kissing Hazard.

	“You’re an asshole.”

	The bug-eyed woman opened her mouth, and Hazard shot her a dark glare. She swallowed whatever she had been about to say, scooped up a bug-eyed daughter, and scurried down the midway.

	“Just like Prince Charming,” Somers said with a sigh, and then he laughed and kissed Hazard again.

	This time, the gagging noise was louder, drawn out and exaggerated until it was almost comical, but Hazard only partially heard it. He was more focused on Somers and on the kiss. It had been one hell of a kiss.

	“Faggots,” a high-pitched, carnie voice called. “Step right up, ladies and gentlemen. Step right up and see two world-class faggots. We’ve scoured the globe, searched high and low, and we never found a pair of ass-eating pussies to match the two you see before you. That’s right, folks, you’re looking at bona fide, genuine, grade A faggots. Two dollars a ticket, no children under the age of ten for propriety’s sake.”

	The words snaked through the crowd like smoke off burning garbage. Men and women turned and then turned again, their faces set with distaste as they hurried their children away. Some of those disgusted looks were for the carnie calling out his hateful spiel. But some were for Hazard and Somers.

	Hazard’s eyes cut across Somers’s shoulder, and his lips pulled back from his teeth. Mikey Grames had changed in the ten months since Hazard had first arrived in Wahredua, and that change hadn’t been for the better. For a moment, though, that didn’t matter. What Hazard saw was the past: Mikey Grames, tall and tubby and nasty enough that nobody teased him about the tub. Mikey Grames dragging down Hazard’s shorts in P.E. and explaining, in an innocent voice, that he was only checking to see if Hazard really did have a puss or if he just used his ass. Mikey Grames kicking Hazard across the locker room tiles like he was playing air hockey, kicking until Hazard pissed blood for a week. Mikey Grames drawing a knife while Hugo Perry and Somers held Hazard’s arms, and Grames slicing through cotton first and then skin, incising three clear lines low on Hazard’s waist, the scars still shiny today, where Grames had left a blocky G incomplete.

	Hazard dragged himself out of the past. Hugo Perry was dead. Somers was—well, he was Somers. He was different. He was better. He was Hazard’s. That only left Mikey Grames, and Grames had grown old. He was the same age as Hazard and Somers, but he looked ten years older. The tub around his middle had melted away, burned off with meth and crack and God only knew what else. Hard living had made a ruin of Grames’s face, and the rotten sinkhole of his mouth collapsed inwards. He still had his hair, lank and yellow and brushing his shoulders, and he still looked strong. Even in his carnie get-up, black trousers and a Hawaiian print shirt, he looked like he had the wiry strength that didn’t leave most drug addicts until the very end. He was grinning now, the brown stumps of his teeth visible in the morning light.

	“Faggots,” he hawked again. “Ladies and gentlemen, step right up. Ten dollars a ticket.”

	“Just ignore him,” Somers said. “He’s a tweaker; he’s not worth your time.”

	They were too far off for Grames to have heard Somers, but his grin widened, and he stepped to one side and swept out an arm, displaying the tent behind him. At the back, figurines painted like stereotypical Native American warriors rolled along a circulating track, while a row of air rifles sat at the front. It was a shooting game, and Grames was running it.

	“You’re pretty good with balls, aren’t you, Emery? Come on over and handle these.” He tugged at his crotch.

	“Leave it,” Somers said. “I’ll get Evie and we’ll keep going.”

	“We’re having a nice day,” Hazard said, sidestepping Somers.

	“Leave it, Ree.”

	“A really nice day. A family day. Why would I let a piece of shit ruin it now?”

	“Ree.”

	Mikey Grames stayed right where he was, bold as fucking brass, as Hazard advanced on him, but his breathing quickened, and he ran his tongue around and around the decaying rim of teeth.

	“You wanted my attention.”

	“You ain’t going to do nothing.”

	“The last time I saw you, I put you on the ground. Last time I saw you, I could have done a lot worse.”

	“But I know you now. That’s right. I watched you. I know you ain’t nothing but a pussy. Got your little boy pussy stretched around Somers’s cock, but that’s the only thing different about you now. You prance around town. You think you’re big shit. But you’re still a pussy boy who needs a man to put him in his place.”

	“What am I going to find if I pat you down? Are you dealing, Mikey? That’d be pretty stupid, dealing at the county fair with all those deputies around. It’d be pretty stupid to carry your own product. But you know what, Mikey? I think you’re stupid. I think you’ve smoked your own shit too long. Should I find out if I’m right?”

	Grames’s rapid breathing carried the stench of his rotting teeth, but he puffed up like a bantam and took a step. “Why don’t you prove it? Prove you’re not still a pussy who needs a man’s cock up inside him. Prove it. Go on. Prove it. Prove you’re not just a cum-rag for every trucker that drives within ten miles of town. Prove it. Hit me. Go on. Prove it.” Grames’s hand slapped down hard on Hazard’s bad arm, and Hazard had to bite back a yell. “Yeah, you little bitch, I know all about you. You can’t even jerk your boyfriend off anymore, can you? Can’t even wipe your own ass after he drops a load in you. You know what I ought to do? I ought to get your boy and drag him out to the bluffs. I’ll take you too. I’ll let you watch the whole thing, and when you’re done, you’ll know what I did to two of your fucktoys: Somers, and that faggot back in high school. What was his name?”

	The front of Hazard’s mind was wiped clean. White. A perfect, white rectangle of light and heat that took up his whole field of vision. A white envelope. And inside the envelope were pictures that Hazard could never unsee. The pictures of Jeff Langham. Jeff, who had loved Hazard. Jeff, who had been brave. Jeff, who had slid a shotgun into his broken, bloody mouth after Grames finished with him and that had been his way out of Wahredua.

	Hazard didn’t even realize he’d taken a swing. The punch was clumsy; it was twenty-years of anger breaking through a shitty dam. He knew, even as he followed through, that he’d left himself open, and when Mikey Grames danced to one side and clipped Hazard in the neck, the only surprise was that the little tweaker could move that fast. Hazard stumbled, hand at his throat, choking and trying not to empty his stomach.

	“Ree, hey, can you breathe?”

	Hazard waved Somers away, forcing himself to straighten, even as he continued to choke for air.

	“Well, well, well,” Grames said. “You came running right over. Wanted to make sure your prize pussy doesn’t get damaged?”

	“Long time no see, Mikey,” Somers said.

	“I should have known you were a faggot.”

	“I should have let you know. That was my bad. In case you missed the announcement, though, I’ll give you the short version: turns out, I’m a big old cocksucker.” Somers’s voice still had that easy, friendly tone he took with just about everyone. “Mikey, we’re going to walk away right now. And if I see you again, even if I see your little cockroach head out of the corner of my eye, I’m going to come down on you so hard there won’t be enough left of you to fill a can of cat food. You understand me?”

	“He swung first,” Grames said, his voice suddenly injured and whining. “You saw him. He swung—”

	“Nah. That bullshit’s done. This isn’t high school anymore, and you can’t bitch your way out of trouble. I’m not a dirty cop. I don’t like dirty cops. But I’ll fucking bury you in pieces if I see you again.” All this, Somers said like he was shooting the breeze, like he could clap Mikey on the shoulder and still buy him a beer. “You understand me?”

	Grames curved at the shoulders, his posture twisted and hunched and servile.

	“I asked you a question.”

	“Yes. Yes, I fucking understand you, you fucking cocksucking faggot.”

	“Good. I just wanted to make sure. Have a good life, Mikey. Glad you grew up so nice.”

	And without waiting for an answer, Somers spun Hazard around and nudged him away from the shooting game. Hazard coughed again, and the worst of the spasms in his throat eased. Down the stretch of the midway, the sheriff and Weiss were watching them, although neither made a move to help. Hazard stood as straight as he could and cast a backward glance at Grames, who sighted down one of the air rifles at them. He wouldn’t do it. He wouldn’t, not with two deputies right there, not with so many witnesses, not when the pellet would just leave a welt—not worth the trouble of shooting a cop, Hazard guessed. Mikey was still sighting down the air rifle, though, and his face mottled with red.

	“I could have handled that.”

	“Good Lord,” Somers said, leaning over the rope fence to collect Evie, who screamed and kicked. “Say thank you.”

	“No,” Hazard said, “I—”

	“No,” Evie shouted at the same time, flailing her legs. “I play!”

	Hazard froze with his mouth open.

	“Yep,” Somers said, slinging Evie over his shoulder and bouncing her as he turned back towards the fairground gates. “Sometimes you sound exactly like her.”

	“I don’t sound exactly like her.”

	Somers rolled his eyes.

	“I don’t think,” Hazard muttered.

	“Let’s get out of here before you remember how to throw a punch.”

	They passed Grames from a distance, and he was sighting down the air rifle at them like he might take a shot. But he didn’t do anything except at the very end, when Hazard threw a last look back, and then Grames smiled: a brown smile like he’d been chewing shit, and all the tension oozed out of him, and he gave Hazard a cocky wave before he faced the passersby and hawked his game again.

	What was that about, Hazard wondered. What was Mikey Grames playing at? His anger and disgust with Hazard had seemed real enough, but at the end, that transformation had been so quick and complete that it made his earlier hatred look like a lie. But why? Why pretend to hate Hazard only to provoke him? And why did he look so damn happy at having succeeded? The envelopes? Were those Mikey?

	At the edge of the fairgrounds, Somers’s phone rang, and he hooked it from his pocket and spoke quietly into it for a pair of minutes. When he’d finished, he tossed Evie, tickled her, and said, “We’ve got to get you back to Mom.”

	“Why?” Hazard asked. “What’s happened?”

	“Chief Cravens just called. She wants us to stop a murder.”


CHAPTER TWO

	JULY 2

	MONDAY

	1:12 PM

	 

	DROPPING OFF EVIE wasn’t as easy as it sounded. Cora Malsho—who had been Cora Somerset for a long time—had a job as a designer. It was freelance work, mostly for a company in KC, and it left her with relatively little free time. Almost nonexistent free time, in fact. In the end, they had to take Evie to her preschool.

	“I don’t like leaving her there,” Hazard said.

	“You threw a punch and ruined our day. You don’t get a say.”

	“Kids need more one on one time. Kids need positive reinforcement from adults in their life. They need—”

	“Ree?”

	“I was watching this documentary on child development, and they said—”

	“Ree, sweetie?”

	“I’m trying to tell you something.”

	“I know, babe. Shut up.”

	“What?”

	“Shut up. Nobody wants Evie to be in preschool all day. Do you have a better idea?”

	Hazard decided he should re-watch the documentary before he answered. 

	They headed back to the Wahredua Police Station. Originally, the building had been a Catholic school, and traces of its youth still survived: although most of the ornamental religious stonework had been removed, rising costs and worker injuries had caused the iconoclastic destruction to stop before it was completely finished. Above the main doors, for example, most of a frieze remained, displaying an angel conquering a devil. Only even that wasn’t quite right, because some fool with a chisel had managed to knock off most of the angel’s spear, and from the right angle now it looked like the angel was just tickling the devil, and the devil was having one hell of a time.

	Inside, the place was as it always was. The smell of coffee stained the building permanently, and over the hum of voices, fax machines screeched and whirred. A few locals sat in the lobby, waiting to speak to an officer, while the oldest police officer in the department presided over the front desk. Jim Murray’s nose hairs grew almost to his chin, and he had to be close to eighty, but he didn’t miss much. He also didn’t like Hazard much, and when he noticed the two detectives, he gave his newspaper a vigorous shake. Beyond Murray, the building opened up, and a bullpen had been erected to corral the desks. Jonny Moraes, a uniformed officer, perched on the edge of one desk, laughing as his partner, the red-headed Patrick Foley, swore at a form he was trying to fill out. Moraes gave Hazard and Somers a thumbs-up and then pointed out another mistake on Foley’s form. Foley swore and ripped up the paper.

	“Heard you got your ass handed to you,” Foley said when he noticed Hazard.

	Hazard ignored him.

	“Why the fuck didn’t you lay out Grames? A piece of shit like that, you outta go after him.”

	“Word travels fast,” Somers muttered.

	“Is it true you tried to hit him and he got you in the throat? That’s assault on a peace officer. That’s what I’d call it.”

	“Foley, why don’t you worry about spelling your name right? We’ll worry about Mikey Grames.”

	Foley’s face turned as red as his hair. He looked like he might say more, but Moraes muttered something, and Foley shook his head. As Hazard rapped on the chief’s door, he heard Foley speaking in a low voice.

	“Come in,” Cravens called.

	“—one thing when he was solving cases, but what are we supposed to do with a fucking cripple on the force—” Foley said, his voice rising.

	“Let it go,” Somers said.

	“I’ll show him a cripple.”

	“Let it go.” And Somers pushed him into the office.

	Cravens was an older woman with long gray hair in a stylish cut. Out of uniform, she might have passed for someone’s grandmother, and some of it had to do with her rounded figure. But she’d been Wahredua’s first female detective, and after all those years on the force, she had brass balls bigger than most men. Her office was spartan, with only a few photos of her nieces and nephews and an air-freshener odor that probably would have been called fresh linen or something like that.

	When they were seated, Somers said, “What’s this about? Stop a murder? Is this something domestic? Helping a woman get away from her husband?”

	Cravens didn’t answer. There were new shadows under her eyes, Hazard noticed, and the nails on her left hand were ragged. In a gesture Hazard had never seen her make before, she pulled the long braid of hair across her shoulder and ran her hand down it.

	“Is this about Grames?” Hazard asked. “Are you pissed about that? Because I could have handled him. Whatever those goat-fucking idiots out there are saying, I can take care of myself. You don’t—”

	Somers bumped his foot, and Hazard stopped when he saw the look on his partner’s face.

	“This is something bad,” the blond man said.

	“It’s not something good.” Cravens cleared her throat, and her jaw creaked and popped, and Hazard wondered how old she was and how many of those years this job had compounded.

	“It’s not going to get any better waiting,” Somers said, but his voice was gentle. “Go on.”

	“What I’m going to say, you’re not going to like.”

	“We’re big boys. We can handle it.”

	She didn’t smile at that, and six months ago, she might have smiled. Instead, she ran her hand down her braid. Hazard’s mother wore her hair short. She had worn it that way for most of Hazard’s life. And when Hazard’s father had come home sloshed, when he had come home after a bad shift, when he had come home and shut himself in their room, in silence, for hours at a time, Hazard remembered his mother running fingers through her short, short hair over and over again. It wasn’t the same gesture as Cravens’s. If you took video of them and put them side by side, nobody would see the connection. But they were the same thing. The exact same thing.

	“When I started on the force,” Cravens said, her voice slow, “the chief was Edgcomb. Hal Edgcomb. Before your time, I guess. You two weren’t even born. Hal Edgcomb was a lot of things: he was fat and old and a misogynist. He didn’t want me on the force, but there was public pressure, and I was too good for him to outright ignore. He gave me the worst assignments every day until he resigned. If I messed up anything—we typed things in triplicate back then, and if the carbon was even the slightest bit smudged—he’d bring me in here and take off my head. The room’s changed a little since then. And I’m sitting on this side of the desk. But the truth is that I still think of him every time I walk through that door.”

	Somers raised an eyebrow at Hazard.

	“One day, he sat outside in the heat—it was a day like this—trying to start his car.” Cravens laughed. “He had to have been out there hours, just sitting in the car, turning the key, pumping the gas. Honestly, I don’t know what kept him out there except that he was as stubborn as a mule. One of the patrol guys found him out there, just about passed out from heat stroke. He never did get the car to start. One of the battery cables had come loose, and he never even thought to pop the hood and check. That happened early on, when I was so green you could have used me for a traffic light, and after that, every time he hauled me in here, I’d think about what a stupid man he was. 

	“On the desk,” she laid her palm down on the wood, “right here he had a plaque. Facing him, but I could read the text at an angle. It’s a Thomas Jefferson quote. Do you know what it said? ‘Only aim to do your duty, and mankind will give you credit where you fail.’ I read that every time he was peeling my hide, and I thought about him passing out from heat stroke, and I would think, ‘Who is this stupid old man?’ I would think, ‘Only Hal Edgcomb would have a quote about failure on his desk to cover his own ass.’” She paused here, lapsing into silence. It was a deep, viscous silence, and Hazard felt it drawing at him. When Cravens spoke again, her voice had an edge Hazard hadn’t heard before. “But time makes fools of us all. Maybe I should have that on a plaque.”

	“All right,” Hazard said. “Out with it before I go out of my damn mind.”

	Somers bumped his foot again, but Cravens only blinked and seemed to come back into the moment. “Yes. All right. A citizen has been receiving death threats for the last few weeks. Nothing written. All of these threats have been verbal and delivered in person. The person who has been doing the threatening is—was—employed by this citizen; he had regular access to the citizen, and in my professional opinion, at least for now, he’s a credible threat. I’m assigning you two to a protective detail for the next few days. At least until we can track down this disgruntled ex-employee and figure out what to do with him.”

	“That’s a bullshit job,” Hazard said.

	This time, Somers kicked his shoe hard enough that the leather squeaked across the vinyl tile. “What my partner is trying to say, Chief, is that this sounds like a job for a couple of uniformed officers. They can rotate more easily, and Detective Hazard and I are busy—”

	“You don’t have any pressing cases, Detective Somerset. I know what’s happening in my own department. And I’ve chosen you two for a reason. You’re the best officers I have, and you’re the ones I trust to do this job regardless of your personal prejudices.”

	Hazard’s head came up. Regardless of your personal prejudices.

	“In any case,” Cravens continued, “it’s a moot point. You were personally requested for this job, and I intend to assign it to you.”

	Somers, frowning, said, “We were requested? Who is this citizen? He must have a lot of juice if he can get this kind of treatment.”

	Regardless of your personal prejudices.

	Hazard’s mouth dried up. The acrid, burnt-coffee smell that pervaded the station rushed over him. He forced himself through the clues that Cravens had given away, forced himself to reconsider the question. There had to be another answer. Anybody but him.

	Cravens was staring at the desktop, her hands flat and spread on the wood.

	“The mayor,” Hazard said, that burnt-coffee stench flooding his lungs. “You’re making us babysit the fucking mayor.”


CHAPTER THREE

	JULY 2

	MONDAY

	1:24 PM

	 

	MAYOR SHERMAN NEWTON HAD SNOWY HAIR, liver spots, and a suit that probably cost more than Hazard’s car. He was old money; the stink of it came off him like mothballs. As he settled into a seat in the chief’s office, Hazard had to fight to keep his face impassive. Mayor Newton, through his investment company InnovateMidwest, had been involved in some very shady dealings throughout the area. Hazard was certain that the mayor had been responsible for at least one murder, and he knew that Newton had tried to have him and Somers killed to put an end to their investigation. The bitch about the whole thing was that they didn’t have any proof.

	The other problem, of course, was that most people saw a delicate, elderly statesman when they looked at Newton. They saw a Harvard man. Or maybe a Yalie. They saw money and class and prestige. They saw a goddamn pillar of the community, never mind that most of the investments Newton made only served to destabilize the surrounding areas, never mind that Newton snapped up properties and let them rot until the value of adjacent lots plummeted, never mind that Newton had been creating his own urban wasteland in Wahredua just to line his pockets. Understanding those effects, understanding the real impact of Newton’s actions, required a long-term view, and most people in Wahredua either didn’t have or didn’t want to have that kind of vision.

	“Detectives,” Newton said.

	“This is bullshit,” Hazard said.

	“Detective Hazard—” Cravens snapped.

	Newton held up a spotted hand, and Cravens sank back behind her desk. The mayor eyed the two detectives. There was nothing venomous or hateful or clever about his gaze. Nothing in his appearance betrayed the monster underneath. His eyes were watery, the irises the color of frozen fish, forgotten and then pulled from the back of the freezer. His head wobbled on his neck slightly, and Hazard was damned if he could tell whether the movement was genuine or fake.

	“This is really bullshit,” Hazard said.

	“Chief Cravens, may I speak to the detectives alone?”

	Cravens liked that about as much as she’d like sticking her nose in a paper shredder, but she gathered herself and left. As the door swung shut, the normal noises of the station filtered into the office: the screech of the fax machine, the rumble of the coffee cart as Miranda Carmichael pushed it towards the lobby, the squeak of the broken caster on a desk chair, Mrs. Tuila’s braying complaints about the deer eating her blueberry bushes and her demand that they station an officer with a gun to kill the damn things. Then the door clicked shut, and the office was silent.

	“I think we can dispense with the niceties,” Newton said, and his head was still wobbling on his ancient neck, but his voice had taken on a brusque, business-like tone. “Don’t you?”

	“You’re trying to fuck us over,” Hazard said, drilling a finger into the arm of his chair. “Or you’re trying to fuck somebody else over. Or both. Probably both.”

	“And if I tell you I’m not?”

	“You’re a lying sack of shit. I don’t care what you say.”

	Those watery, fish-stick eyes glided towards Somers.

	Shrugging, the blond man said, “Let’s hear it.”

	“You’ve got to be kidding me. You’ve got to be fucking kidding me. You really want to sit here and listen to this old bag of shit—”

	Somers didn’t say anything. He didn’t even look away from Newton’s watery eyes. He just put a hand on Hazard’s arm, and Hazard choked back the rest of what he’d been saying and dropped into his seat.

	“We have a bad history, the three of us,” Newton said. “That’s my fault. I understand that. Mistakes were made, and some of those mistakes escalated beyond what I wanted.”

	“You tried to blow up the house we were in.” Hazard drilled his finger into the arm of the chair again. “You tried to blackmail us.”

	“I threatened to blackmail you, Detective Hazard. Not your partner. And I changed my mind about that.”

	“Or you realized you didn’t have shit.”

	“Trust me, Detective Hazard: when I decide to do something, I do it.”

	“You changed your mind,” Somers said.

	Newton inclined his head. “Your father did his best to convince me. And I will admit that as my working relationship with Sheriff Bingham unraveled, I realized that I might be better served by directing my energies elsewhere.”

	“Somewhere besides trying to kill us,” Hazard said.

	“I believe that we can help each other, Detectives.”

	“Help each other? Help each other? I damn near suffocated in that basement. I damn near cut my own hand off. That’s the kind of help I need?”

	“What do you want?” Somers said

	“Somers, you’re listening to this old bastard?”

	“What do you want?”

	“I want exactly what I told the chief: I want you to keep me alive.”

	“Pass,” Hazard said.

	“Who’s trying to kill you?” Somers asked.

	Newton folded his wrinkled, spotted hands, and he shifted in his seat. Hazard noticed a mild scent on the air, and it reminded him of his grandfather. Lectric Shave, that’s what it was, and Hazard could see it in his mind, fluorescent green on the Formica countertop in the prefabricated home where his grandparents had lived. And underneath the astringent smell came something else, something fouler, the smell of an unwashed, aging body. And now Hazard noticed the tic in Newton’s right eye, and the way his liver-spotted hands trembled, and the way he sat, as though he might slide out of the chair just so he could sleep for a minute.

	“Ted Kjar,” Newton said.

	“Tell us about him,” Somers said.

	“I’ve heard that name,” Hazard said. “He’s the guy with the book.”

	For the first time since Somers had spoken, Newton’s frozen-fish eyes swam towards Hazard.

	“What book?” Somers said.

	“He’s an aspiring author,” Newton said. “He was an aspiring author. Before he fell back into bad habits.”

	“It’s a local history book. It’s not finished yet, but what he has is good.” Hazard frowned, trying to remember. “He gave a presentation on it at the county library in January, I think. He was working on a chapter about—God. World War II, I think. Wahredua’s involvement in the war. Wartime life. Give me a minute. I’ll think of it.”

	“This guy doesn’t sound like a killer,” Somers said.

	“The book might kill you,” Newton said, “but you’d only die of boredom. Six months ago, I would have agreed with you: there’s nothing about Ted Kjar that makes him a killer. He’s been a model employee for almost six years. I brought his records with me if you’d like to look.” He opened a briefcase on his lap and withdrew a file; as he did, something heavy shifted and clunked inside the case.

	“Sounds like you’ve already taken steps to protect yourself,” Hazard said, nodding at the briefcase as he took the file. Clipped to the first page was a four by six photograph, obviously a blown-up copy of a corporate ID, with Theodore Kjar printed along the bottom. The man it showed looked like any other corporate drone Hazard could imagine: thinning, mousey hair; droopy, hangdog eyes; and a paunch developed from long hours of sitting. He had a mole on his chin, but other than that, there wasn’t much to make him stand out.

	The mayor was still talking, saying, “I have a concealed carry permit, Detective, and I will defend myself if necessary.”

	“Oh, I’m sure. I’m sure you won’t hesitate an instant to pull the trigger. You never have in the past.”

	The briefcase snapped shut hard.

	“Ted Kjar is one of your employees,” Somers said, shifting in his seat, his tropical-water eyes fixed on Newton. “And now he wants to kill you.”

	“Ted is an accountant. Was an accountant. He worked in-house for InnovateMidwest, and as I said, he did an excellent job. You’ll see in the file that he had commendable evaluations from his supervisor year after year, and two years ago he received a professional recognition from the local CPA association.” Newton sighed; his head was shaking more severely than before, and he rested it now on tented fingers. “He has a wife, Jo. Josephine. And he has a daughter. She’s at Drury, in Springfield. Karen, I believe. You can understand how hard this has been for them.”

	“What?” Hazard asked, glancing up from the file. “What has been hard for them?”

	“Ted is an addict. I’m sure there’s a more polite way to say it, but that’s the truth. You know what they say about addicts: you’re always an addict. There’s no cure. There’s no fix. I suppose I might have told you that he has ‘substance abuse problems.’” Newton’s prim tone screwed the scare quotes around the word. “But I find that description unhelpful. He’s an addict, and he’s dangerous. From conversations I’ve had with a friend who is also a psychiatrist, I believe that Ted may also be self-medicating to treat undiagnosed schizophrenia when he abuses illegal drugs.”

	“Now you’re a shrink as well as a mayor.” Hazard turned a page in the file and made a disgusted noise.

	Somers shot him a glance.

	“Mayor Newton has conveniently provided a history of Ted’s mental health.” Hazard displayed a clipped bundle of documents. “Ted’s been institutionalized twice.”

	“For addiction recovery,” the mayor said. “And depression and anxiety. And yes, Detective Hazard, you’re correct: I did pay an investigator to find those documents, and I am providing them to you for the same reason I showed them to Chief Cravens. I believe they are relevant to my situation. They show a history of addiction—”

	“What was he addicted to? Coke? Heroin? Marijuana?”

	“—a history of addiction, as I was saying, and reason to believe that his mental health is linked to his addictions. You’ll notice that Ted’s first time in rehab was paid for by his parents when he was in his early twenties. Still in college, I believe.” The mayor clucked and shook his head. “It’s tragic, but the peak onset for both depression and schizophrenia is the early twenties, and there’s a significant link between the two illnesses. College is also a time when many young people experiment with habit-forming substances. We’re not doing enough in this country for—”

	“Save it for the campaign trail,” Hazard said, snapping the folder against his leg. “Smoking some weed in college, that doesn’t make him schizophrenic. What do you want?”

	“If possible, I’d like to do whatever we can to help Ted, but I’ll be blunt: what’s most important to me is saving my own life.”

	“Unsurprising.”

	“I don’t think that’s something to be embarrassed about, Detective. I’d like to live a few more years. I’m human just like everyone else.”

	“That’s debatable.”

	“Detective Hazard—”

	Turning to Somers, Hazard spoke over the mayor. “He’s got the second hospitalization documented here too. No sign that Kjar was ever diagnosed with schizophrenia, that he ever took medication for schizophrenia, or that anyone ever thought he had schizophrenia. It was another round in rehab. That’s all.”

	“That’s exactly my point, Detective. He was untreated, undiagnosed, and an addict. He might have managed to hide the symptoms—”

	“Why don’t you tell us the rest of it?” Somers said. “Walk me through the events. That’s the most helpful thing you can do right now.”

	Newton watched them each in turn, his posture chilly. The old man smell had grown stronger, and it was cloying now, making Hazard wish for an open window, even the stink from one of Miranda Carmichael’s tomato-cucumber-and-onion sandwiches. From the bullpen outside the office came the low buzz of activity at the edge of hearing, and that noise got under Hazard’s skin and itched.

	“Very well. In late February, Ted came to my office. It was late.”

	“The mayor’s office?” Hazard asked. “Or your position at InnovateMidwest?”

	“InnovateMidwest. I’ve already explained that he was my employee there; why would he come to the mayor’s office?”

	“That’s convenient. There are security cameras all over City Hall. I don’t suppose you have security footage that shows this meeting with Kjar?”

	“No. My office is private. I can’t prove that this meeting took place. What, exactly, do you suspect me of doing, Detective? What am I supposed to prove?”

	“That you’re not a lying—”

	Somers squeezed his arm again, and to Newton said, “Go on.”

	“Ted was . . . upset, I suppose I thought. Erratic. He wasn’t making sense, but he was talking about people watching him, listening to him, following him. I’d known Ted distantly, professionally, for years, and his behavior was unusual. I listened to him. I didn’t really know what to think, but I promised I’d look into the matter, and he seemed satisfied. He left.”

	“That was it?”

	“For the time. A few weeks later, Ted came back. He was angry. Furious. And almost incoherent. Bits and phrases made sense—the watching, the listening, the following—but most of it was rambling accusations. Some of them were directed at me. At first I was worried for Ted, but then he started to throw things, and he grabbed me.” Newton gathered a fistful of his suit coat to demonstrate. “He wanted money. I panicked. I dialed security, and they came and removed Ted. I called HR and asked them to terminate Ted’s employment.” A faint hint of red dusted Newton’s sagging cheeks. “I didn’t even think that he might be ill. I acted rashly, I know, but I was frightened and angry. I had someone from security remove Ted’s belongings and deliver them to his home. I assumed that would be the end of it.” Newton paused. The dusting of red thickened, and he said, “Detectives, if I had known he was ill, I wouldn’t have done those things. I would have made sure he got help. By the time I realized what was happening, too much had already gone wrong.”

	“What then?” Somers asked.

	“Two weeks ago, I was working late. Ted found me at my car when I left.” A smile thinned his lips. “There is footage of this, Detective Hazard. The Kum & Go has a camera that caught it on tape. Ted was scratching himself, digging at his skin. He was shouting. He accused me of setting the government on him to spy. He said other things, things I didn’t even understand. He hit me.” Newton winced, touched his chest, and shifted in his seat. “Nothing serious, thank God. When he was distracted, I managed to get in my car and drive away.”

	“You didn’t tell the police about this?”

	“I asked Sheriff Engels to look into it. I asked him to take care of Ted. That’s a poor choice of words, I know.”

	“And how did the sheriff take care of him?” Hazard asked.

	“He didn’t. Ted had already disappeared. No one knew where he was, not even his wife. Until two days ago.”

	“Let me guess,” Hazard said. “He showed up again at the office.”

	“No, Detective. He followed me into the bathroom at Riverside Burgers. And before you ask, no, I hadn’t seen him. I ordered my burger at the counter and went to the bathroom to wash my hands. He walked right in behind me, and for a moment, I just thought it was my mistake. I didn’t lock the door; I was just scrubbing up before I ate. Then I saw that it was Ted. He came at me with a baseball bat. It’s a single-user affair, that bathroom, so there wasn’t much room to maneuver. Ted shattered the mirror. I went for the door. Ted came at me again, and he slipped on wet toilet paper.” Newton smiled, and it flickered like a TV trying to catch a station. “I was going to complain about that wet paper. I was going to go back to the counter and ask for the manager. I mean it’s my town, and Riverside Burgers is right on Market. People passing through stop there. People remember things like that.”

	“This was Saturday?” Somers said.

	“That’s right.”

	“What time?”

	“Eleven. Eleven ten. Not much past that. I still have the call log on my phone, and you can see I called the chief at eleven-seventeen.”

	“The chief of police? Not 911?”

	“It wasn’t an emergency, Detective.”

	“A man coming at you with a baseball bat isn’t an emergency?” Hazard said. “That’s an interesting evaluation.”

	“Chief Cravens and I agreed to meet to discuss the situation. I want what’s best for Ted, but I won’t lie: I’m worried for myself, too.”

	“You didn’t call the sheriff again?”

	“Sheriff Engels believes this is a city matter. He’s new to the job, and he doesn’t want to step on toes.”

	Hazard raised his eyebrows at Somers. Dore County’s last sheriff had never minded stepping on toes, and, what was worse, had been at the mayor’s beck and call. It sounded like Sheriff Engels wasn’t dancing to that tune. At least, not yet.

	“Saturday at eleven sounds like a busy time for Riverside Burgers,” Somers said.

	“I suppose. I didn’t wait long in line, of course. They’re basically fast food, and that’s why I decided to stop there. I was on my way to a library event. Storytime for local children. It’s a pleasant way to spend some time.”

	“Good God,” Hazard muttered, shaking his head.

	“Did anyone else see what happened with Ted Kjar?” Somers asked. “Did you speak to the manager? Did you ask anyone to help?”

	“Did you stay long enough to get your burger?” Hazard asked.

	“A man had just come at me with a baseball bat. No, Detective Hazard, I didn’t stay and eat my burger. I don’t appreciate the joke. And no, Detective Somerset, I didn’t speak to the manager. I ran to my car and I drove. I called the chief, and she sent Detective Lender over to investigate. He filed a complete report with pictures showing the damage. The broken mirror, I mean. And he has the baseball bat.”

	Somers hesitated and then leaned forward again. “He does?”

	“Yes. I understand they’ve already taken latent prints from it and compared them to Ted’s.”

	“A perfect match,” Hazard said.

	“I don’t understand your tone, Detective.”

	“Just so I’m clear,” Hazard said, “no one at Riverside Burgers saw Ted Kjar. Nobody heard the glass break. Nobody saw a confrontation between the two of you. You managed to escape—congratulations on that, by the way—thanks to urine on the floor and loose toilet paper.”

	Newton straightened in his seat. His liver-spotted hands clenched in his lap. “I asked for you two because you’re the best. Whatever our issues—”

	“You tried to kill us.”

	“That’s enough. That’s enough, Detective Hazard. I’ve told you what happened. You have orders from the chief.”

	“We haven’t actually received those orders yet,” Somers said. “Not completely. Just the basics, that we’re going to be doing protective duty for you. In rotation, I assume, since we won’t be much good if we work round the clock.”

	“That’s correct. The chief has promised a rotation of uniformed officers, but the two of you will be taking control of the operation. I assume that you’ll want to work out the specifics of the shifts and the other details.” Another of those TV-tuner smiles flickered on his face. “Detective Hazard, you’re getting what you’ve wanted for some time now: my life is in your hands.”

	“Great,” Hazard said. “So if anything happens to you, it comes right back on us.”

	“I’m sure you don’t mean that the way it sounded, but yes, you’ve got the right idea.”

	“This is a trap,” Hazard said, and Somers began shaking his head. Hazard ignored him. “I know you think I’m stupid. I know you think you’re three moves ahead. But I know it’s a trap. And I want you to know that I know.”

	“You sound like you think this is a game, Detective, but I assure you, this is my life. And I don’t play games with my life. I hope you won’t either.”

	Hazard met those watery, fish-stick eyes, and then he got to his feet and said, “This is a fucking joke.”

	“Let’s get the first shift scheduled,” Somers said. “If you’ll give us a few minutes, Mr. Mayor, we’ll pair you with the first uniformed officers and let you get about your day.”

	Newton left them alone in Cravens’s office, and when the door had shut behind him, sealing out the smell of old man and Lectric Shave, Hazard jabbed a finger into Somers’s chest. “This is a trap. He’s giving us the rope, and we’re tying it around our own necks.”

	“For God’s sake, Ree.”

	“Don’t tell me you believe that cock-and-bull.”

	Somers shot him a withering glare.

	“Then what are you saying?” Hazard asked. “You’re saying we go along with this?”

	“I’m saying what choice do we have. If you could keep your mouth shut for five seconds, instead of letting out every damn thought you’ve ever had, we could have kept an edge.”

	“I’m not going to kiss his ass—”

	“I’m not asking you to kiss his ass. I’m saying if you think it’s a trap, dummy, you shouldn’t tip your hand. That was about the only goddamn advantage we had.”

	“I’m not going to let that bastard sit there, smirking at us—”

	“Why, Ree? Why does it matter?”

	“I—”

	“I’ll tell you why: you always have to push. You can’t stand it, you can’t stand feeling like anybody has one over on you, and so you push every goddamn minute.” Somers dropped his chin to his chest and took a deep breath. Scarlet highlighted his cheeks, and he looked far more tired than he had an hour before. From the bullpen, the faint shriek of the fax machine penetrated the thick glass of Cravens’s office.

	“I don’t always have to push,” Hazard said.

	“Lord,” Somers said under his breath, “have mercy.”

	“I don’t.”

	“You’re doing it right now.”

	“I—” Hazard crossed his arms. “All right. I guess I am.”

	“You’re lucky I think you’re pretty.”

	Hazard narrowed his eyes.

	With a soft smile, Somers said, “Can we go figure out which lucky bastards get to spend their shifts with the mayor?”

	“Simple: we just give Foley twenty-four hours. Every day.”

	With a laugh, Somers tipped his head at the door, and Hazard preceded his partner out of the office. 

	But it wasn’t as easy as Hazard had hoped, and within twenty minutes, his blood pressure had shot through the roof again. He stood with Cravens, Newton, and Somers in the bullpen. With them now were Jonny Moraes, the dark-skinned beat cop usually partnered with Foley, and Miranda Carmichael. Carmichael’s hair, cut short after a nasty encounter with a senior citizen, had grown into a cap of short curls, and her compact, gymnast’s body betrayed tension as she waited. Moraes never looked tense; his mother, a Brazilian who had come to Wroxall College and decided to stay when she finished, had passed along some of that infamous Latin tranquility.

	“Work it out amongst the three of you,” Cravens said, gesturing to Somers, Moraes, and Carmichael. “Three eight-hour shifts.”

	“What about me?” Hazard said.

	“You’re with me,” Somers said.

	“Yeah, but I don’t get a say?”

	Cravens ignored him. “I want Detectives Hazard and Somerset on the third shift. The rest of it, you can be flexible.”

	“You said we can work it out,” Hazard said.

	“She said we could work it,” Somers corrected, pointing again to himself, Moraes, and Carmichael. “You don’t get a vote.”

	“What the hell does a vote matter if we get third shift every time?”

	“This is why you don’t get to help decide,” Moraes said with a lazy grin.

	“Chief,” Hazard said.

	“No. I don’t want to hear it.”

	“Every third shift? We’re going to work nights until we round up Kjar or until Kjar finally manages to—”

	Somers’s elbow caught Hazard in the ribs, and he grunted and dropped the rest of it, but Cravens’s eyes had gone chilly. “Detective, you may not know this, but most schizophrenics suffer their most severe episodes at night. Mr. Kjar’s behavior is in keeping with this; all but one of his confrontations with the mayor happened after dark. Based on that data, I believe that you and Detective Somerset should cover the time when Kjar is most likely to attack.”

	“If he’s going to attack at all,” Hazard said. “If he’s even drugged up or schizophrenic or whatever story we’re supposed to believe, and if—”

	“That’s enough, Detective. This is an order. If you don’t like it, you can sweep Truant Park for six months and I’ll see if Officer Moraes wants to try his hand at a detective’s job.”

	“This is—” Hazard began, but Somers elbowed him again.

	“Drop it,” Somers said. “Or I might see if Moraes wants to take me to dinner, too.”

	“You’re not my type,” Moraes put in. “Too skinny.”

	Miranda Carmichael just shook her head and looked like she wished she’d gone into any other job but this.

	“Moraes and Carmichael,” Somers said, “why don’t you trade off?”

	“Fine with me,” Moraes said. “You want to finish the first shift today?”

	“Yeah, sure. You don’t mind catching him at three?”

	Moraes shook his head.

	“Give me a call a quarter hour out,” Carmichael said, “and I’ll tell you where to meet us.”

	Moraes gave a miniature salute, and Carmichael nodded to the mayor. “Whenever you’re ready, Mr. Mayor.”

	“Thank you, Officer. And thank you, too, Chief. And Officer Moraes, you as well. Detectives.” Newton nodded, and then he turned towards the front lobby.

	Cravens gave the detectives—particularly Hazard—a disgusted look and followed the mayor to the front. Somers slumped against a desk in the bullpen. Moraes, rocking on his feet, gave each of the men a considering look and said, “You’ll pick up at eleven, then?”

	“Yeah,” Somers said. “Same routine. We’ll call fifteen minutes before.”

	Moraes gave Hazard, of all people, another look, and then whistled. “Good luck.”

	As soon as Moraes had left, Hazard started towards the front lobby.

	“What are you doing?” Somers said, tagging after him.

	“I want to keep my eye on that son of a bitch.”

	“That’s what we’re going to be doing, Ree. Every night. Forever. Or until we catch Ted Kjar.”

	“No, I mean, I want to keep an eye on him now.”

	“Jesus Christ. Ree, we should go home. Sleep. We’re going to be up all night, and—”

	Hazard quickened his pace.

	“God damn it,” Somers said as he hustled to keep up. “I really might see if Moraes wants to take me to dinner.”

	“You heard him: you’re not his type.”

	Somers swore under his breath.

	At the front lobby, though, Hazard slowed. Newton stood at the front doors and bent to talk to Cravens, while Carmichael stood at a respectful distance. Again Hazard wondered exactly how deep Martha Cravens was in Newton’s pocket, and he wondered, too, what Newton was trying to pull. Fake his own death and frame the detectives? Escape with embezzled money, assume a new life, and, just to fuck Emery Hazard over one last time, leave Hazard on the hook for his apparent murder? Hazard didn’t know, but he didn’t believe any of the bullshit about Ted Kjar, and he wasn’t going to let Newton put the noose around his neck that easily.

	“Excuse me.” The voice came from the front desk, where Jim Murray still sat, peering now over his paper at the mayor and Chief Cravens. “Excuse me, you’re blocking the door.”

	“You’ve got to wonder what’s going on inside his head,” Somers said.

	“Something devious,” Hazard said, his eyes still fixed on the mayor. The old man was focused on his conference with Cravens. “Something that will get someone killed and make him richer, I bet.”

	“No, I mean Murray.”

	“Excuse me,” Murray said again in that querulous voice. “People have to use that door.”

	“Do you think he’s blind?” Somers said. “Do you think he can’t see that it’s the mayor and his chief? For what it matters, Murray only has two bosses, and he’s yelling at them right now.” Somers pulled his lower lip between his teeth. “Do you think he’s back in, I don’t know, 1958?”

	With a nod, the mayor finished his conversation with the chief. He pushed on the station’s door, and it swung open. Heat poured in from
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