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Chapter One
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HARRY MORTONSON SIPPED his coffee, watching the woman out of the corner of his eye. She'd been following him for almost ten minutes. He had no illusions it was his studly body or his handsome face. Grayish-white hair and a white mustache tended to make women see him as Grandpa, not a babe magnet, and while he was still in good shape for a guy in his late fifties, he wasn't male model material. 

No, it had to be something else. He was wandering around Rice Park in downtown St. Paul in the middle of a cold, albeit sunny, December afternoon. As a hardy Minnesotan, he didn't mind the wind chill. Besides, it was Winter Carnival time and there was a lot to see. The ice sculptures, as always, were breathtaking. Life-sized carvings of this year's theme, "Childhood Dreams", all dotted the two-block square park. Harry was standing near his namesake, Harry Potter, when he first spotted her.

She was an attractive woman. Of course, who knew what her body was like under that red winter coat just barely covering her butt? It was a nice butt, Harry had to admit. He caught glimpses of it when she moved and her coat shifted. She was about five inches shorter than his five-ten and her legs were maybe a bit heavy, but he liked women with some meat on their bones. She wore sneakers, which told him she wasn't from Minnesota. With three feet of snow on the ground and temperatures in the teens, she really needed boots. Plus she wasn't wearing a hat or scarf and her gloves looked flimsy. It made him cold just to watch her.

He took another sip of coffee and moved to a Pooh and Friends sculpture. The woman followed him, two statues away. Her face was an almost perfect oval with smooth skin and cheeks red from the cold. She probably didn't wear much makeup, if any. Her brown-gray hair was short, thick and sort of fluffy, ruffled by the breeze and her nervous habit of running a hand through the tumbled mass, as she did now. 

She seemed to be arguing with herself, glancing at him, moving closer and then away. Her expression continually changed from hopeful to thoughtful to angry to worried to scared to hopeful again. Harry was accustomed to people who made a habit of hiding what they thought, what they felt and what they might do. He found her openness charming.

At that moment she glanced around and their eyes met. She flushed then shrugged. He smiled. She must have taken it as an invitation because she drifted nearer to him. "I can't decide if I should or not," she confessed.

This was intriguing. "Should what?" he prompted.

She chewed on her lower lip. No make-up, he decided. Most women who wore lipstick didn't chew it off. "Ask you for help."

He blinked in surprise. "I beg your pardon?"

"She said you'd help me." The woman glanced back over one shoulder. "She said you'd be here because you volunteer for the Carnival."

Harry followed her gaze and saw his father, Ben, standing with Ettie Laughton, Ben's next-door neighbor. They both grinned broadly and waved. "Oh, no," Harry muttered. Ettie and Ben were always trying to fix him up with somebody. This poor woman was apparently their next sacrificial lamb. "Ma'am, I'm not in law enforcement anymore. I retired a month ago. I doubt if I can help."

"Mac."

"What?"

"My name is Mac. Mac Shefflington." The woman stuck out a hand. "Actually my name is M. C. Shefflington, but everybody calls me Mac."

Harry automatically shook the woman's hand. "Miss Shefflington, I don't know why Ettie said I could help."

The woman—Mac—stood her ground, gazing at him with eyes that were not quite blue, not quite green. "I'm being stalked by a man who used to love me and who tried to kill me ten years ago. The police won't help me. Ettie said you would."

All breath left Harry for one frozen moment. A stalker. Decades ago he failed to help a woman and she was murdered by her lover. A sudden vivid memory of a blood-spattered body jumped into his mind. He peered beyond the crowd to his father, who watched him intently. Ben nodded once and Harry knew what Ben was thinking. You owe it to Mai Mi.

Harry clenched his paper cup, spilling coffee on his woolen glove. "Did you talk to the police?"

"I talked to your successor, Sheriff Sheldon. He said he couldn't help me. He said there wasn't enough proof." The woman reached into a bright red tote bag slung over one shoulder. "I have the files here." She held out a blue pocket folder. "There's a picture in there of Tom. I hired somebody to take an old photo and change it, to make him seem older. Tom disappeared right after he raped and tortured me. No one's seen him since. At least, no one will admit to seeing him."

"After he did what?" Harry had a hard time getting the words out. He dropped his coffee cup into a trashcan and pulled off his glove. Taking the folder, he extracted the papers from the folder, skimming the top one in the half-inch-thick stack. It was what appeared to be a composite photo of a graying brown-haired man in his fifties with a square, chiseled face. His dark brown eyes were flat and expressionless.

She was matter-of-fact. "He raped, tortured, and tried to kill me. I escaped." She tapped the folder in his hands. "It's all there. Tom was with the CIA. They helped him." 

"The CIA?" Harry shuffled through the papers. They were photocopies of a restraining order, a warrant for an arrest and other legal papers from South Carolina. "What does all this mean?"

"Forty years ago I was a seventeen-year-old college freshman. I fell in love with Tom Donaldson, a twenty-six-year-old Vietnam vet. We had an affair. We talked about getting married. Then he was recruited to return to that region. Tom was a cryptographer and a math genius."

She examined her hands while spoke, her voice slightly muffled by the high collar of her coat. "Ten years ago, Tom came back. I had just gone through a rough divorce and he sort of swept into my life. We were together for about six months, but he had changed." She raised her head. "Changed more than what years apart could do. You've heard of anger management? When he came back, Tom needed rage management. I did what I could, but Tom had a rough childhood and wherever he was in the intervening years, it scarred him, physically and emotionally. Anyway, I got a job offer in upstate New York and I decided to take it. It gave me the perfect excuse to get away from him. Tom didn't want to move. He hates the cold. A week before I moved, he tried to kill me."

Harry examined the papers. His gaze fell on rape and attempted murder. "According to this he was arrested."

She nodded. "There was a trial, but he skipped bail and left the country. The FBI tracked him to Canada and they discovered later he fled to Cambodia."

"FBI? Cambodia?" Harry asked.

"Tom was a CIA agent," she said, clearing her throat. "I didn't know it at the time." She shook her head. "This is all so unbelievably messy."

Messy? Try just plain unbelievable. The odds of a citizen off the street hooking up with a CIA agent were slim. "What do you think I can do?"

"I was hoping you could find someone in the government to give me some answers. I can't get any. You see, I was relocated ten years ago, when he skipped town. The government did it. Whoever was controlling Tom knew they failed. I was moved to Maine first then I relocated to northern Minnesota."

"He hates the cold," Harry murmured. 

She gave him a lopsided smile. "Exactly. I wasn't in protective custody, but I had what they call 'favored person' status. An agent was assigned to my case and I could call any time, day or night, if I needed to. A year ago, my status changed. I was told I didn't need anonymity anymore. I was told I could resume my old life and my old identity. No one would say why but I assumed that meant the Agency found out Tom was dead. I moved to the Twin Cities area, thinking I'd get on with my life."

"And?" Harry prompted.

"Tom's back, Sheriff. I saw him. It was from far away, in a crowd, but it was him."

"How do you know it was him?"

She looked at him steadily, her changeable eyes a pale, translucent blue. "He tied me up. He raped me repeatedly. He almost killed me with a knife. You don't forget the person who does that to you, Sheriff."

Harry's face got hot and he nodded, acknowledging the hit. "What I meant was it's been years. People change. How could you be sure?"

She drew in a long, shuddering breath. "I was out skating the other day. I was in the warm-up shed and someone approached outside. He said, Hello, M.C. My Clementine." She ran a hand through her hair. Harry saw it tremble. "It was a running joke with us. He came up with little nicknames to match my initials. My Candy. My Cupid." She looked away. "Later, of course, the nicknames weren't nice, but initially they were funny and cute."

"Did you see him?" Harry hoped his skepticism didn't show up in his voice. "Did you see him up close?"

She shook her head. "No. When I heard a bunch of kids outside playing, I came out and found he wrote on my car, in the road dust on the side."

"What was there?" 

"It was I love you." She hurried on. "Tom had odd handwriting, an angular but square way of forming his letters. It was almost stylized, like a special font, or Chinese ideograms. I teased him about it once and he said it was because of his training." She smiled bitterly. "His tone of voice made it clear he didn't want to discuss it and I didn't pursue it." Her eyes were haunted. "I know it was his handwriting. Please, Sheriff. Just read the file. I know you're not an official cop anymore, but maybe you can help."

"You talked to the police? Rob Sheldon?" 

She nodded. "I went over to his office in Spencer. He told me all my facts, the evidence, were too old. He couldn't do anything to help me. That's what they said back then, too."

"They?"

"The cops. They couldn't do anything until Tom did something. Then he did." She stared fixedly at the ice sculpture in front of them, kneading the strap of the tote bag in one hand. "It's not just that I saw him. Josh wrote to me. He was Tom's best friend. He said a friend of his called to tell him Tom was back in the country. I made some phone calls but I can't get any answers from anybody." She glanced at him then back at the sculptures, squinting when the sunlight glinted on the ice. "And all this month, there's been the tailgating."

"Tailgating?"

"Someone's tailgated me to work in the morning three or four times. They almost drove me off the road." She nodded to the papers Harry held. "He did that before. Tom swore he'd get me, Sheriff. I don't know why it's taken so long, but I know he's back."

"There's not much I can do."

He saw the tiny flicker of hope drain out of her. "I know," she said in a dull voice. "That's what the police said. They didn't believe me. I recognize the look."

Harry tucked the papers back into the folder. "So that's why you came to me?"

She nodded. "I read an article in the paper about you before you retired. It said you thought your job was to help the public." She blew out a shuddering breath. "I should have known the law comes first."

I shouldn't get involved with this, Harry thought. It's not my job. He saw the bleak despair in her eyes. Beyond her, on the other side of the Harry Potter sculpture, Ben and Ettie were watching. Ben smiled and nodded.

"I didn't say I wouldn't try to help you. Let me get some details. I'll see what I can come up with." She looked at him with such astonishment Harry smiled. "What? You thought I'd ignore you?"

"Most cops do," she said in a low voice.

"I'm not a cop, I'm retired. But I can at least talk to Sheriff Sheldon."

"You look too young to retire." Her eyes widened and she seemed mortified that she spoke the thought out loud.

Harry was secretly pleased. "After thirty years in law enforcement, it was time to quit while I was ahead. So what does M.C. stand for?" 

She shook her head. "Nope. I'm not sharing that." 

"How come?"

She thrust a hand through her hair. "Trust me. It's appalling. I legally changed it to M.C. when I was a teenager. My friends call me Mac." She rummaged in the tote bag again, pulling out a small leather purse. "Here's my business card. Oh, let me add my numbers." She jotted down a mobile number, work number, home number, and two email addresses. "I don't have any numbers printed," she explained. "In case Tom—" She thrust the small card at him.

"Sure." Harry tucked it into his wallet. "Can I keep this file?"

"Those are copies. My email is probably the simplest way to reach me." She started to move away from him.

"So how do you know Ettie?" Harry glanced back at their audience. His father was still a tall, upright man with a bit of stoop to his shoulders. He and Harry looked remarkably alike with the same long, narrow face and high cheekbones, although Ben's eyes were a startling blue in the dark tan of his face where Harry's were gray. Ettie was a tiny, bird-like woman with snow-white hair, enormous thick-lensed glasses and the smoothest skin Harry had ever seen on an eighty-five-year old woman. She clung to Ben's arm, watching them with avid curiosity. Harry knew he'd be in for a grilling later.  

Mac followed his gaze. "She and my mom are friends. When I moved Mom told me to look in on Ettie, to see if she needed anything." Mac waved at the elderly couple, who beamed a smile in return. "But she's got your dad, so I guess she's fine."

"What?" Harry looked at his dad, who put an arm around Ettie, giving her a little hug. "You mean they're—they're not dating, are they?" 

Mac laughed. "The kids are always the last to know. Thanks, Sheriff Mortonson."

"Mort," he said.

"Mort?"

"My friends just call me Mort."

"Mort? Your parents named you Morton Mortonson? That's almost as cruel as my parents." She considered. "No, I take that back, my parents were far crueler."

"Not Mort Mortonson. Just Mort. A shortcut for my last name."

"What's your first name?"

"Harold." He looked at Ben. "I was named for one of my dad's Army buddies."

She put up a hand to shade her eyes, examining his face. "No," she finally said. "No, you're not a Harold."

He shrugged. "Sorry. I am."

"No." She smiled, little fans appearing at the corner of her suddenly green eyes. "No, you're a Harry."

The way she said his name sent goose bumps down Harry's spine. She breathed it, with a soft emphasis on the first syllable. No one had ever guessed his first name before. Heck, nobody had even tried to guess it.

"Well, you got it in one." He looked down at her sneakers. "You need to get some boots."

"It's silly but I don't want to jinx my stay in Minnesota by thinking it might be permanent. I'm afraid I'll have to move again because of Tom." She stuck out a hand. "I appreciate you listening to me, Sheriff."

He could feel the meager warmth of her hand through the thin gloves. "Maybe it's nothing," he said, trying to sound upbeat.

"Maybe. But I'd hate to get my hopes up." She started to move away. "Should I call you later?"

He considered it. "I'll call you. Maybe in a day or so?"

She smiled, her cheeks pink with cold. "I'll look forward to it, Mort."

Harry watched her walk across the square while the snow swirled, caught in an eddy of air. He folded the bulky papers and stuffed them into his coat pocket, patting it down to make it lie flat. Then he pulled on his gloves and started walking to the gazebo where the other members of the Security Committee would be gathering. His role was strictly advisory and had been for the last ten years since he volunteered at the Carnival. It was a low maintenance job and one he enjoyed.

Harry turned when a flash of light on metal shone brightly, reflecting off the ice sculptures. He peered through the crowd.

Tom Donaldson watched him from across the crowded park.

Harry was so shocked he didn't move. In his second of immobility Donaldson smiled and vanished into the press of people. Harry jumped onto the seat of a nearby park bench with a leap that sent him skidding. He brought thirty years of cop focus into play, his attention centered on the thick knot of gawkers where Donaldson had been. There was a flash of metal again then Harry had him. A stocky man in a navy pea coat with bright silver buttons was moving unhurriedly through the crowd.

The artist's guess about Donaldson's appearance was surprisingly accurate. Harry caught another glimpse of brown hair when Donaldson walked down South Street away from the park, hurrying toward Grand Avenue and the upscale yuppie shops there. Harry hopped off the bench, striding through the crowds at an angle to his quarry. He craned his neck to peer over the shoulder of a beefy man blocking the sidewalk in front of him, seeing Donaldson going into a store with a faux Greek façade over the door. 

Harry followed. He'd seen catalogs from the store. They sold pricey knickknacks for the home, like ritzy doorknobs and fancy shovels. The shop had three long, rectangular rooms with each room split into three smaller theme areas. He looked through each one but didn't see Donaldson. There were a lot of corners, outcroppings and tall things hindering a clear line of sight so Harry started walking down the central room, eyes sweeping the space, checking for Donaldson in one of the side nooks through the doorways connecting the rooms.

"Can I help you, sir?"

The clerk was tall and angular with spiky, yellow-tipped brown hair. She also wore the ugliest eyeglasses Harry had ever seen. "Just browsing."

"We have some marvelous retro toys." She gestured to a display of wind-up robots, balsa wood airplanes and Slinky toys on a table.

"Cool." Harry glanced into the adjoining room with a display of kitchen items. A lot of the kitchen tools looked like those at the firehouse where he volunteered for so many pancake breakfasts: heavy cast-iron skillets, thick glassware, a blender that seemed to be straight out of the 1930s and ice cream scoops heavy enough to use as a murder weapon.

"Retro kitchenware," the woman gushed. "So chic now."

Chic. He should tell the guys at the firehouse. They could put their stuff on eBay and make a fortune. Harry saw a dark blue coat at the end of the building, going behind a large, decorated screen. He edged around the clerk and moved through the cluttered aisles, dodging people and displays until he reached the ornate screen. It was almost seven feet tall, composed of a thin fabric in vivid blues and yellows. Harry stared at it, watching the light fabric sway.

"Lovely, isn't it?"

It was another clerk, this one a young man who also wore amazingly ugly eyeglasses. Perhaps it was a prerequisite for employment. Harry nodded and walked up to the screen, peering around it to find a small door. "Where does this door go?"

The clerk correctly assumed Harry wasn't interested in purchasing. He turned his attention to a young couple who looked more lucrative. "Storage," he said. Harry waited until they were deep in conversation then he slipped behind the screen and tried the door. As he expected, it opened into a big room, thirty by fifty feet and so cold Harry knew it was poorly heated.

He pulled out his Glock from its belt holster and held it loosely. The room felt empty except for boxes and bulky items dressed in plastic bubble wrap or tissue paper. Harry moved carefully through the space, noting the cheap indoor-outdoor carpet that muffled his footsteps. There was nowhere to hide except behind one of the big wrapped objects. He walked quietly, focusing all of his senses and listening to what they told him. Harry smelled the tang of snow and his suspicions were confirmed when he found an outside door leading to the parking lot. He opened it, blinded by the sunlight off the snow outside. Compared to the dim interior light, it was like walking into a nova.

There was mucky melted snow and dirt at the doorstep. Footprints led away from the door, around the side of the building. He closed the door and looked back into the big room. Something bothered him, something out of place. Harry walked past the row of shelves, glancing right and left, trying to determine what was wrong. He was almost to the door back into the store when he noticed it.

The lighting was off. Nine lamps hung from the ceiling on long chains, providing illumination at evenly spaced intervals. One light in the center flickered. Harry walked under it and peered up. Then he looked down at the worn carpet under the lamp, seeing the marks where a chair had been dragged. A wooden armchair sat against the wall opposite the flickering light.

Aligned precisely in the middle of the wooden seat was a folded scrap of paper. He opened the note and stared at the bizarre handwriting. It was square and angular, so distorted that for an instant Harry didn't see letters but rather an odd art exercise. Then the letters came into focus and he read, Stay away, old man.

"You son of a bitch." Harry folded the note and stuffed it into his shirt pocket under his sweater. Holstering his gun, he turned on his heel and strode out of the room, his hands clenched into fists.

There's the proof she needs, Harry thought, emerging into the store from behind the elaborate screen. He went back to the street, jamming his sunglasses on while he scanned the tourists in town for the day. Tom Donaldson made a mistake. He left evidence behind and that was enough to get Mac Shefflington some police protection.

Or was it? It wasn't until Harry got back to the park that he reconsidered his original idea of calling Rob Sheldon, the current incumbent in Spencer in the Sheriff's Department. Harry thought it through, sifting ideas and rationale through thirty years of police experience. If Mac was right and a government agency was involved there might be more at stake than just a woman's life. Law enforcement and politics were often intertwined. He wondered if this was one of those cases.

In less than a minute, Harry knew what he had to do. There was one simple test he could use to find out if Rob Sheldon would extend help or not. He glanced at his watch. It wasn't yet noon. There was plenty of time to test his theories today.

Harry saw the committee members he was supposed to meet, grouped in the gazebo at the far side of the park. The crinkle of paper in his shirt pocket was like a goad. He jammed his hands in his pockets, eyes flickering right and left, seeking Donaldson. But everyone seemed intent on having a good time on a sunny winter Friday in St. Paul, Minnesota.

"Old man," Harry muttered. "That bastard is my age." He squared his shoulders in his dark gray wool coat. "I'll show you who's old."
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"WELL, YOU GOT MY ATTENTION," Harry said to his father when they sat in the Giggling Pig Café a few hours later.

"I just thought you might be able to help her, that's all." Ben nodded to Cheryl, the waitress, who paused by their spots at the counter to top up his mug.

"Seems like retirement suits you, Mort," Cheryl commented.

"Yep," Harry said. "I like not having to get out of bed at a certain time in the morning."

Cheryl had waitressed at the Pig since Harry's childhood, but she still got the food on the tables as quick—or as slow—as ever. "You got to find yourself a good reason to stay in bed," she said with a broad wink. "Find a nice lady then spend some time in a warm bed on a cold day. Ain't nothing like it, Mort. Don't wait 'til you're old and dried up. Now's the time to do it." She ambled away to refill coffee cups.

"She makes it sound easy." Harry remembered what Mac Shefflington said about his dad and Ettie. Maybe it was easy. He glanced at Ben. "So what did Ettie's friend say about this woman?"

Ben sipped slowly, his gaze focused on the pies arrayed on a nearby pedestal. "Ettie didn't get the whole story but I gather from the little she got, it was bad. And I figured, well, you just retired. Maybe you might like to keep your hand in, try a bit of detecting. Your job at the golf course doesn't start for a few months, right?"

Harry glanced to his left, where Harvey "Horse" Mathison was seated, trying to look like he wasn't eavesdropping. Horse was chronologically forty-five but mentally twelve. He spent a lot of time in the Pig, chatting with customers. Cheryl claimed he gave the place ambiance. Harry suspected Cheryl didn't understand the meaning of the word but since the Pig only sat forty people if everybody sucked in their gut, it didn't much matter.

"I've got the time." Harry tapped the folded papers, sitting on the counter between them. "I'll make a few calls, see what I can find out."

"How's it going, Ben?" Cheryl sauntered past on her way to set the coffeepot down. "Don't see you in here much without Ettie. I always tell Mort, he needs to find himself a nice lady and get out more. Like you did." Harry looked pointedly at his empty coffee cup. Cheryl lifted the pot to pour. "If you find yourself a nice girl, I expect you to bring her in here so I can meet her."

"I'm not bringing anybody in here so you can interrogate her."

"Then how do we know she's good enough for you? Just bring her on in. If she can't take it, she ain't for you."

Harry sipped his coffee, praying for divine inspiration. "I'll tell you what, Cheryl. If I bring someone in here, you can bet it's serious. How's that?"

Cheryl glowed. "You give me a bit of notice and I'll make sure we have Ben's meatloaf that day to mark the occasion." She winked at Ben, who was famous in his day for his meatloaf. When he retired from the fire department, he passed along his recipe to Ron, the chef. Meatloaf Day at the Pig was always standing room only.

"I'll do that, Cheryl." Harry watched her sashay away. "I swear, if I ever do date anyone, this is the last place I'd bring her."

Ben grinned. "I would advise against it unless you plan to propose marriage." His expression sobered. "Think you can do anything for the poor woman?"

"I'll see. But it's hard to get anybody in law enforcement fired up if a crime hasn't been committed." He stood up and pulled on his coat just as Ettie Laughton came in the front door and angled her cane amongst the tables, negotiating a path through winter coats, boots and precariously balanced coffee cups.

"I got the pictures." She took the stool Harry just vacated. She held up an envelope. "Pictures from my grandson, out in Chicago," she told Harry. "He's with the FBI. He does some kind of computer thing for them."

Harry paused, buttoning his coat. "FBI?" He'd heard about Nathan, the grandson, but hadn't processed Ettie's chatter about him. "I wonder if he could help me?"

"Already done," Ettie said, waving airily. "I told him to give you a call later on today. I gave him your number."

"I don't know if he can help but it won't hurt to ask."

Ettie smiled smugly at him. "Nathan's a genius with computers. If there's information out there, he'll find it."

Harry heeded Ben's warning look and didn't express his skepticism. "I'll be glad to get his help. I'll see you folks later," he said, taking one last sip of coffee.

"Don't forget our card night tomorrow." Ettie's sharp gaze was mischievous. "Maybe we'll invite Miranda's girl over to play with us. Might be nice for you to have some company."

Harry slapped Ben on the shoulder. "You two are enough for me. Talk to you later." He left before Ettie could pump him for information, pausing to chat with a few of the locals before emerging into bright sunlight. People were walking by, bundled up to the forehead. Perfect weather for a Winter Carnival.

He considered what happened while he drove to his farm on the outskirts of Spencer, the small city that was the government center of Crow Wing County. When he got home he let Law, his Labra-Collie dog, out to run and settled Order, his grumpy tabby cat, with food. After the resident tyrants were placated, he sat at his desk in his home office and looked at the papers smoothed out on the blotter.

"M.C. What the hell does that stand for?" It was just the kind of little mystery that would bug him until he solved it. Harry rummaged in a desk drawer for a memo pad and came up with a 3x5 spiral-bound book with a leering cartoon rabbit on the cover. His niece in Florida sent it to him for Christmas last year, along with a small book, It's Happy Bunny: The Good, The Bad, The Bunny. Harry laughed so hard when he read it he almost split a gut. Smiling now, he opened the small notebook, pulled out the third document from the stack and dialed the number of the Nashua, South Carolina Police Department. When he was connected, he asked for Sgt. Jack Randall.

"Do you mean Captain Randall?" a deep male voice asked.

"If he was involved in the M.C. Shefflington case ten years ago, then yes."

There was a long pause. "I'll see if he can talk to you."

Harry heard a series of clicks then another male voice came on the line. "This is Captain Randall. Who's this?"

"Ex-Sheriff Mortonson, Crow Wing County, Minnesota."

"So Mac's in Minnesota?" the voice said. "How's she doing?"

Harry was surprised at the warm affection in the voice. "I talked with Miss Shefflington today."

"Does she still run her hands through her hair and bite her nails?"

Harry remembered her brown and gray hair in tumbled spikes. "Yeah, she does."

There was a low chuckle on the other end of the line. "She had such long, beautiful hair," Randall said with a voice full of memory. "It was so thick and such a beautiful dark brown."

"It's short now," Harry said.

There was a long pause then Randall rasped, "Donaldson stripped her naked, tied her to an overhead ceiling pipe in a garage when it was five above zero and he whacked off her hair. That was after he raped her twice and started cutting her thighs and stomach. When we got to her, she had bloody cuts all over her head and her body."

"She said she was raped." Harry struggled to talk around the lump in his throat. 

Randall made a low, choking sound. "He had her for twelve hours. He raped her, forced her to perform oral sex, and in between he cut her. You know how she escaped?"  

Harry grunted, which was all he was capable of. Nausea and rage boiled in him.

Randall must have understood. "He put a big wad of cloth in her mouth. She tried to swallow it."

"She choked," Harry whispered.

"Yeah. The bastard pulled it out so she wouldn't choke to death. When his back was turned she screamed. They were in a garage near a house, smack in the middle of town. People heard her, called us. We were there in five minutes. Caught him with her blood all over him. She was alive but just barely." There was another pause. "I blame myself for what happened. She came to me, told me he was unstable but we couldn't do anything. You know."

Harry nodded, staring with haunted eyes at the far wall. He knew all too well how that went. He had nightmares of that.

"The damn defense lawyers tried to make it sound like Donaldson had post-traumatic stress disorder." There was a pause. "And I hate to say it, but don't forget, this is the South. Mac had a couple of affairs and the defense tried to make her out to be a slut. At one point, she just stared at the judge, the jury, and the lawyer and she said, If I was a man, would you be asking me how many women I slept with?" Randall gave a short laugh. "That threw a bunch of people into a tizzy, I can tell you. She hit the nail right on the head and everybody knew it. There was no doubt Donaldson was guilty so the whole defense thing was crap. It didn't serve any purpose but to try to tarnish her name and make her out a whore. And it failed. She came out of the trial with her dignity and her reputation intact."

Harry smiled, thinking how M.C. Shefflington stared him down. "She's tough."

"I think half the police department fell in love with her. I know I did. And then the government relocated her and I never saw her again. And now she's in Minnesota."

"The government relocated her?" Harry asked.

"We were never told which agency, but I'm betting CIA or NSA. They knew Donaldson was bad and they covered up. When Mac first met him, Donaldson was back from 'Nam. He did some covert cryptology thing over there then he got recruited again and left. Mac said the second time he was angrier, always on edge." Randall paused. "I always wondered if he was into drugs. He was in and out of the country, going to Laos and Cambodia. You know all the rumors about government involvement with the drug trade."

"Air America." Harry nodded. "Yeah."

"I contacted the CIA and asked for information about Donaldson. I got back less than squat, which should have made me suspicious, but it didn't. I figured she was imagining things. The stuff that happened to her—the hang-up phone calls, the air let out of the tires, the tailgating, the weird letters—there was so much time between them the department shrink said they weren't seriously threatening. I know now Donaldson was smart enough to know that. He planned it that way."

"So what happened?" Harry knew the answer but he wanted to hear it. 

"I assigned a unit to drive by her place a few times but we never saw anything wrong. And a month later Mac Shefflington almost died because of it." Anger made Randall's voice harsh. "She was brutalized and put through a public trial because I didn't take her seriously."

Harry couldn't think of anything to say that would mitigate the man's guilt. "She thinks she saw Donaldson here in Minnesota. Do you think it's possible?"

"With Donaldson, anything's possible. Do you know what she told me before she left town?" Randall didn't wait for Harry's reply. "She said, Jack, how am I supposed to let a man get close to me when I know Tom is out there, itching to make any lover of mine a target? I told her, Mac, odds are he'll die overseas. Just go out there and live your life. And she gave me such a pitying look I remember it to this day. She shook her head and said, real sad-like, He's going to hunt me until I die or he dies, Jack." Randall blew out a long breath. "And I believe her."

Harry shuffled through the papers on the desk. "How'd he escape?"

"He had help. The government pressured somebody."

Harry considered it. If Donaldson was a cryptographer, the government would protect him and the secrets buried in the guy's brain. "Sounds like it."

"So what are you going to do?" Randall asked.

"I'll call some guys I know, see if they can look around."

"I'm glad to hear you say that. Mac deserves a life. If you can prove it isn't him, she could relax."

Harry tried to imagine what it would be like to constantly scan crowds for one particular face for years. "I'll do what I can."

"Good. If you see her, tell her I said hello. Tell her I married Theresa and we have two kids now."

"If I see her, I will. It sounds like you and she got along pretty good."

Randall laughed. "It's hard not to get along with Mac. You'll see."

They exchanged phone numbers then Harry hung up. He stared thoughtfully at the papers Mac Shefflington gave him. It all sounded far-fetched but he had to try. He owed Mac Shefflington that much. And he owed his memories that much, if not more.

Harry pushed away from his desk and went into the living room, staring through the windows overlooking the expansive front yard. Donaldson was out there. He was waiting for the right moment to get Mac Shefflington. Harry felt it in his gut. He glanced at the clock. If he hurried, he could to the Law Enforcement Center in town before it closed. If he were lucky, Sheriff Rob Sheldon wouldn't be in the office. Harry wanted to check on a couple of things before he confronted Rob.

* * * *
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MAC CONGRATULATED HERSELF on surviving another snowy drive in Minnesota, land of two seasons, snow removal and road repair. She pulled into the parking lot at the Kwik Trip convenience store and walked through the slushy accumulation at the doorway, sighing when a blast of warm air hit her face.

"Honey, you need to buy a hat," Hazel the clerk said when she saw Mac.

Mac grinned. They had this conversation before. Hazel offered good advice to all her regulars. "Then I'd just get hat hair, Hazel." Mac passed through the crowded aisles of bread, chips, candy bars, motor oil and shampoo. She snatched her gallon of 2% milk and a pound of butter, resolutely avoiding the donuts.

"Style like yours, you'd look good with hat hair," Hazel said, viewing Mac's tousled shag cut. "Not like mine." She patted her white teased and sprayed concoction then rang up Mac's purchases. "They say we'll get another six inches tonight."

"I'd sure like to get six inches tonight," the teenaged clerk with bright purple hair said in a bored drawl, snapping her gum.

"Yeah, but seven would be better," Mac pointed out.

All three women laughed. They always had fun with the weather report.

Mac drove to her small house on the dead-end street and pulled out her cell phone. The security company changed her code every day, leaving the new code in her phone mailbox. Mac grabbed her bags out of the back of the car, tapped in the new code, and entered the kitchen. Milhouse, her Heinz 57 dog, greeted her and paced beside Mac while she shed her winter outerwear, automatically going through the kitchen to the living room. She approached the windows facing the back yard to check the freshly fallen snow.

The yard was still an unbroken white expanse, with only the narrow track of Milhouse's paw prints leading to his bathroom area. Mac shivered, remembering the bone-chilling terror she felt when the glaring headlights of a pickup truck loomed up behind her on the freeway yesterday, a few feet away from the bumper of her small Subaru. The truck was too close, especially on the snowy roads. She gripped the wheel and prayed, knowing it was Tom. It had to be. It was the third time in ten days someone tailgated her. This was no coincidence.

She slid up the exit ramp, coming to a slushy, rolling stop and leaned her sweaty forehead on the steering wheel. That was it. That was when she decided to go see the police in St. John, the small town where she lived.

They were polite but unconcerned. So Mac went to Sheriff Sheldon in Spencer, who was equally unconcerned. In desperation she confided in her mother who told her to call Ettie Laughton. "Ettie knows people out there," Miranda Shefflington said. "Her grandson's a cop or something. Give Ettie a call."

"And Ettie led me to Mort," Mac murmured, turning away from the window. Her conversation with ex-Sheriff Mortonson went better than she hoped. Harry Mortonson was a good-looking guy with his black jeans and black-and-white flannel shirt, which contrasted so nicely with his wavy white hair and thick white mustache. Despite the white hair, he had the appearance of a younger man. It was the eyes, she decided. He had smoky gray eyes and an air of energy.

It was his eyes that caught her attention when he wandered around, looking at the sculptures. But Mac was hooked when he smiled at a little kid who ogled the Winnie the Pooh sculpture. She saw the dimples at the corners of his mouth, peeking out from under his thick white mustache. She was a sucker for mustaches and dimples.

His hands were large and rough-looking and he didn't wear a wedding ring. But that didn't mean anything, of course. Men often didn't wear them. Mac tried to remember if the article she read mentioned his marital status. 

Then she gave herself a mental slap on the head. She was looking for help, not a romance. She gave Milhouse a brisk head rub. "No romance for this girl," she said. The little dog, lacking a tail, shook his body energetically in reply. Mac paused by the iPod plugged into her Bose, choosing her classic rock playlist, then headed back to her home office in the den. "Come on, kid. Let's get some work done."

* * * *
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HARRY DROVE TO THE County Law Enforcement Center, automatically going to the Sheriff's spot until he remembered his changed status. Chagrined, he drove to the visitor's parking lot. As he expected, the halls were nearly empty, typical of the small government center late on a Friday afternoon.

"Sheriff Mort!" Deputy Bob Rutherford said when Harry walked in the door.

Harry leaned on the counter separating the visitors from the official desks. "I was in the neighborhood and I wondered if you could help me with something."

Bob approached the counter. "About what?"

"I'd like to take a look at a file." Harry eyed his old office door, which was closed.

"I suppose," Bob said slowly. "You can't take it out of the office, though."

"Understood. I just want a
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