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Chapter 1

 


“Mommy’s coming, Savannah.” Marti Johnson’s
nine-month-old daughter was a mirror image of her with big brown
eyes and dark curls, although Marti straightened her own with
enough chemicals to open her own lab. Savannah huddled in the
middle of the crib, tiny hands slapping her legs in a baby tantrum.
Marti usually timed it just right. She would shower, dress, and run
a brush through her short hair before Savannah awakened. But today
she was five minutes off schedule and Savannah knew it.

The infant howled when she caught sight of Marti, a
baby version of a scolding. “Are you hungry, sweetpea? Mommy has
your breakfast heating now.” She lifted Savannah from the crib and
laid her on the dressing table. After a diaper change and a quick
swipe of Savannah’s face with a wet cloth, Marti hoisted the infant
on her hip and carried her to the kitchen where she sat her
daughter in a high chair.

Both Forrest and Marti wanted a houseful of kids.
They were well on their way as Marti had just learned she was
pregnant again. Forrest had a great job as a bank manager, enabling
Marti to quit her retail management job to be a stay-at-home mom.
They had moved from a roach-infested apartment in Gary, Indiana a
year ago to a beautiful condo overlooking a golf course in Chasen
Heights, Illinois.

Marti placed one piece of cinnamon raisin bread in
the toaster, then poured herself a cup of coffee while the
television newscaster gave the weather report. Savannah entertained
herself with measuring spoons, banging them on the tray and
babbling in baby talk. Sunny and seventy degrees at eight o’clock
in the morning. It was looking to be another great summer day.

Marti dabbed the spoon into the jar of baby food and
touched it to her tongue. “Still hot, baby. Let’s give it a few
more minutes.” She set the jar aside and placed a few Cheerios on
Samantha’s tray to placate her until the food was ready.

The breakfast nook was located in front of a bay
window overlooking the golf course. Their building was situated at
an angle which protected their second-floor windows from stray golf
balls. The windows in their unit folded in for easy cleaning. Marti
had affixed a bird feeder to the window where she and Savannah
would watch as the finches feasted on the thistle seed. Marti set
her cup of coffee down and was just ready to slide onto the bench
seat when the phone rang.

“I bet that’s daddy.” She kissed Savannah’s head and
hustled to find her cell phone. She picked up a stuffed dog from
the floor and placed it on the glass top coffee table. The phone
continued its chirping and Marti soon located it on the couch in
the living room buried under a stack of yesterday’s newspapers. She
smiled as she said, “What did you forget?” The smile slowly faded
as she listened to the voice. Her face took on a Stepford glare as
she set the phone down. Marti walked over to the door, slipped on
her tennis shoes and tied them. She didn’t bother to grab a jacket
or her keys. Without looking in on her daughter she calmly walked
out of the condo and took the stairs. Once in the lobby Marti
walked past the guard without her typical sunny hello. Two people
at the curb were emptying their car of groceries. Not one of them
thought it strange that Marti didn’t have Savannah with her, nor
did they watch as she headed toward the gate. Aromas from a nearby
Burger King wafted through the air. The sun was blinding, streaking
between the tree branches, prompting the guard at the gate to pull
a visor down on the window of his guard shed. He looked up and
waved but went right back to his morning paper. He didn’t follow
her with his eyes to see her turn at the light and head toward the
expressway two blocks away. Cars were zipping by on River Oaks
Drive while joggers and power walkers maneuvered along the
sidewalk. Marti was completely oblivious to the activity around
her.

A patrol officer sat behind the wheel of a squad car
writing out a speeding ticket for the truck driver parked in front
of him. He gave more than a passing glance at the attractive woman
as she walked past. As an afterthought, he checked out her ass in
the rearview mirror. But something wasn’t right. For one thing, she
paid little attention to cars, not looking once before crossing the
side street. Her pace was determined, not a stagger to her step as
if she were drunk or on drugs. When she reached the top of the
overpass she turned and without hesitation climbed over the
railing. He rushed out of the squad car and ran toward the
woman.

“HEY!” he yelled. Either she couldn’t hear or was
ignoring him. She never acknowledged him nor the screeching of
tires or loud horns of passing motorists who weren’t quite sure
what they were witnessing. The semi-driver on the expressway below
didn’t see the woman either until her body hit the windshield. He
was going seventy miles an hour.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


“Mister Johnson, I’m so glad you could join us today.
How have you been? We were really worried about you.” The woman
smothered him so much with her motherly concern that he wanted to
hurl. “I do hope you participate today. It really does help to get
your feelings out in the open.” She wove her arm through his and
led him toward the group. Grace Hunt was a recovering nun who
started the suicide support group five years ago after her father
took a gun to his head following the news that his cancer had
returned. Meetings were held once a week in the evening in the
basement of the Christian Family Center. The church had been
Marti’s second home. She had been a choir member since they moved
to Chasen Heights.

Forrest poured himself a cup of coffee and hung back
by the refreshment table while other members laughed and joked with
each other, everyone except Carrie. Sometimes he would catch her
looking at him, as though they shared the same thought that this
was all bullshit. How soon until he could smile again much less
laugh? It was an effort just to put on a happy face for Savannah.
He resented how most everyone in the room appeared to have moved
on, but Grace had told him it takes time. After all, it had only
been two months since Marti’s accident. He still refused to call it
suicide. There wasn’t any way his wife would have taken her own
life.

The group consisted of six people counting Grace. One
woman shuffled over with her cane, her body as straight and thin as
the cane itself. Her husband had left a note that he had had enough
of life. Eighty years was sufficient. He saw and did all he wanted
to do. That was five years ago. Forrest figured Velma Corbin joined
because she had nothing better to do with her life.

Luke Fasula was a sulky teenager who was trying to
deal with his sister’s suicide. She had been teased in school
because of her weight, came home, tied his belt around her neck,
and hung herself from a rod in the closet. The fact that she used
his belt bothered him more than the fact that she was dead. His
parents and therapist were forcing him to come and it was obvious
he’d rather be home secluded in his room. Even now his thumbs
tapped out text messages with the speed of a drummer. He had become
withdrawn and would rather spend time texting or playing video
games than talking it out. His time with the shrink had been
nothing more than staring sessions. Luke still felt his mom naming
his sister Fatima was a disaster waiting to happen.

Ben Kowalski was an Iraq war vet who left one arm in
Iraq along with a couple unit members. His best friend, Vinnie, had
joined the Marines with him, came home all intact, had a wife and
two beautiful girls. Even planned Ben’s bachelor party and was
Ben’s best man. On the outside Vinnie was always laughing, joking,
not fazed by what he had seen in Iraq so no one had suspected he
was suffering from post-traumatic stress disorder. He left a note
for his wife that said I’m sorry before checking into a
seedy motel and blowing his brains out.

Carrie Farnswood was the most reserved of all.
Although she had smiled a couple times, she wasn’t at the point of
laughing and joking with the rest. Her twin sister, Carly, had been
one week from her wedding when she took a stroll on the beach,
stripped, took the time to fold her clothes neatly, then walked
into Lake Michigan. Carrie was sure Carly loved her fiancée, was
excited about the honeymoon and the life she and Sean would start
together. They had worked hard and saved for three years to put a
down payment on her dream home. Carrie still couldn’t believe Carly
was gone. Being a nurse she knew the importance of a support group
and of the five, she and Forrest appeared to be the only ones who
still hadn’t moved beyond the denial stage. Carly had died several
weeks before Marti.

“Okay everyone.” Grace clapped her hands as though
confronting a room of first graders. “Let’s get started.” The
chairs formed a circle with Grace at the head. Although no longer a
nun, she still dressed conservatively in a black skirt, white
blouse, and sensible shoes. Her hair was short and peppered with
gray and her face had little, if any, makeup.

Forrest refilled his cup and doctored it with cream
and sugar as he stalled for time. But Grace wasn’t buying it.
“Come, Forrest. We need to hear from you tonight.” She patted a
chair next to hers. He could feel all five sets of eyes on him.

He kept the coffee cup clasped in his hands as he
took a seat. Remnants of streamers hung in the corners of the room,
floating like something possessed every time air drifted from the
vents. Pink and blue streamers, probably from a baby shower. He
felt something squeeze his heart. “Where do you want me to
start?”

“Tell us about your wife.”

“Why?” The word came out without thinking, and like a
row of dominoes, he couldn’t halt the rest of his feelings from
being exposed. “What good does it do to tell you about a woman
you’re never going to meet? All it does is make me miss her more. I
have enough of that every day just looking at my daughter who is
the spitting image of Marti.” Forrest wished the coffee was a glass
of scotch straight up. Now he was on a roll. “Do you think sitting
around talking about the deceased makes it hurt any less or brings
them back? Those five stages—denial, anger, bargaining, depression,
acceptance. Hell, I can’t get past stage one. How am I going to get
to stage five?”

“Everyone in this room has been at stage one,” Grace
said in her Mother Superior voice. “Some get past faster than
others. You have to accept that it takes time.”

“How long? When Savannah graduates eighth grade and
her mother isn’t there to witness it?” Now the tears were starting
and that was one thing Forrest didn’t want to do in public. Look at
the black man crying like a baby. Six foot, one-eighty and he’s a
wimp. “Or maybe when she only sees one half of her parents in the
audience when she graduates college? Or how do you think it will
look when she doesn’t have a mother to help her pick out her
wedding gown?”

The room was stunned to silence. Even Luke had
stopped tapping out a text message to stare at Forrest. Grace
normally had a way of keeping everyone calm, of being able to keep
the group on an even keel. But today the meeting was getting away
from her. She looked around the room sensing she should probably
say something. But it was Carrie who was the first to speak.

“Why don’t you think your wife committed suicide?”
Her voice was soft but it may as well have been a clap of thunder
since Forrest had shocked the room into silence.

Forrest blinked as though wondering where the sound
had come from. “What?”

“You said you were still in stage one. Some people
assume it means they deny their loved ones are dead. But for you
and me we are in denial because we don’t believe our loved ones
committed suicide.”

Forrest found himself shaking his head yes without
even knowing it.

“Tell us about it,” Carrie said, appearing to take
control of the session.

Forrest took a swallow of coffee and looked around
the room. Like the police, would they think he was crazy? He had
thought about it every night as he rocked his daughter to sleep.
“The police chalked it up to post-partum depression but I know she
didn’t have it. She doted on Savannah and she was pregnant again.
We talked often about how we wanted to have a houseful of kids.
Marti and I were both shuffled around foster homes growing up so we
knew the importance of a stable family life. That morning I was
already at work but I knew her daily routine. She showered and
dressed before Savannah woke up. She was dressed in her warm up
suit, made a pot of coffee.” Forrest could see Marti dressed in her
lavender warm up suit to power walk while pushing Savannah’s
stroller. He smiled through the tears as though sitting at the
kitchen table watching her. “She always drank a cup of coffee and
ate cinnamon raisin toast while feeding Savannah her breakfast.
They would sit at the kitchen table by the bay window so Savannah
could watch the birds.” He placed his cup of coffee down on the
floor. He made a motion with his hands as if it were show and tell
at school. “Marti had put this suction cup bird feeder on the
window so they could watch the birds. But that day,” Forrest paused
to take a deep breath. “That day she poured her coffee, had
Savannah’s jar of baby food on the counter heated and ready to
serve, and then walked out of the condo, down the street, and
jumped off the overpass. Savannah was still seated in her high
chair. Now does that sound right to you?”

Not one person responded. Velma and Carrie had tears
streaming down their faces. Grace was sniffing, trying to hold it
together. Ben and Luke just stared.

“And I bet the police think you had something to do
with it,” Carrie said.

“What?” Luke whipped his head toward Forrest sending
a curtain of hair across his forehead.

“That’s what they did to Sean, my sister’s fiancee.”
Carrie raked a hand through her blonde hair. She was pretty, with a
girl-next-door squeaky clean look. If Carly was an identical twin,
she would have made a beautiful bride. “They thought maybe he
verbally and physically abused her, or maybe she wanted to back out
of the wedding and he wouldn’t let her. Even my parents thought
someone had to put the idea in her head and it had to be Sean.”

“Yeah. They talked to neighbors and people I work
with, friends at the gym and Marti’s friends trying to dig up some
type of spousal abuse. But it was nothing like that. I loved my
wife. I don’t care what the cops say, my wife did NOT commit
suicide. Yet they closed the case. They called it a suicide so it’s
a suicide. And then they have the audacity to suggest I just wanted
the insurance money, that if they would rule it an accidental death
or something, then I could have the money.”

“The insurance company won’t pay on a suicide,” Velma
said. She had a skein of yarn in her lap while her nimble fingers
worked the crochet needles. “My husband didn’t believe in
insurance. Said it was all a scam because you don’t collect unless
you’re dead. Isn’t that ridiculous?” Velma looked around the room,
expecting a reply. As usual, her sudden interruption was met with
silence.

“I couldn’t care less about the money,” Forrest
stressed.

“Wow, dude. That’s deep,” Luke said. “If it wasn’t
suicide and it wasn’t an accident, what else is left?”

 


 



Chapter 3

 


A movie played in her head, a surreal image of a
vehicle disintegrating in slow motion. Shiny pieces of steel
floated in the sunlight—a side mirror, driver’s side door torn into
multiple pieces, the windshield, the hood of the car, first
flipping up then scattering into pieces. Along with the sections of
the vehicle were more recognizable parts, human parts. A hand,
parts of an arm, fabric that might have been a shirt, pieces of
skull with hair attached. She tried to turn away but she was
transfixed by the horror. Just like a transformer movie, everything
started to reverse as the body parts slowly reassembled. First the
body parts twisted in flight, fabric gradually attached to the
human it had previously clothed. Then the car slowly
reassembled—the roof, windshield, car door, side mirrors. Sam was
watching everything from behind a window, and the driver in the car
smiled at her, waved. And she waved back.

Sam no longer woke with a start when she had these
dreams. Her eyelids snapped open and she stared at the ceiling
wondering why it was becoming more consistent and why now. Doctor
Talbot at Sara Binyon’s, a posh retreat for people who needed a
place to relax and re-tune their psyches, had been helpful during
her stay after the Preston Hilliard case. For the first few months
of her pregnancy with Dillon the dreams had disappeared. Then they
started again, but this time with the transformer special effects.
If she were still a cop it would have been mandatory that she see
the department shrink. She rolled back and closed her eyes but
sleep wouldn’t come. The clock above the headboard said it was
after eight in the morning. Saturday. Of course Jake was up early.
He had a golf date.

 


<><>

 


Lamon Robinson hauled his massive frame out of the
golf cart and studied the foursome in the middle of the fairway in
front of them. “May as well hold up. We’re not going anywhere.” He
pulled an apple out of a paper bag and took a large bite. He had a
linebacker-sized body and a tight-hugging Afro. His voice had a
deep resonance, one that people have said reminded them of Barry
White.

Ed Scofield, the desk sergeant at the Sixth Precinct,
climbed out of the passenger side with a can of bug spray. “Damn
mosquitos. Isn’t it about time for them to hibernate or
something?”

Jake Mitchell and Frank Travis sat in the golf cart
next to them. Frank ripped off a piece of a power bar while Jake
took a long pull from a water bottle. “Should have gotten two more
egg McMuffins,” Frank said as he scrutinized the power bar. “This
is a poor excuse for breakfast.”

The annual Gun and Hose Scramble was usually held at
the Three Oaks Golf Course, but this year they were holding it at
the new Lake Bluff Country Club thanks to the pull of newly elected
Mayor Jeff Schuler. He was a close friend of the owner and wanted
to make the golf outing between the police and fire departments an
annual event.

“Listen guys.” Frank stroked the soul patch below his
lip. “I noticed yesterday that Justin has a kinda wiggle when he
walks. You don’t think I should be worried, do you?” He tossed the
wrapper from the power bar into the garbage. “Do most four-year-old
boys wiggle? I don’t think I wiggled.”

Three heads turned in Frank’s direction. Jake’s eyes
bore a hole through his partner. “You wiggle now,” Robinson said.
“Besides, it is what it is. Let him be who he’s supposed to
be.”

Ed hitched up his pants and gave Frank’s comment a
shrug. “Look at them pansy-ass lime green balls you use. And you
wonder about your son?”

“They were on sale in the pro shop,” Frank protested.
“Besides, they are yellow, not green.”

“Whatever.” Ed sprayed his arms with the bug spray.
“Take your son to Home Depot. That will man him up.”

Now heads turned toward Ed who rarely laughed at his
own dry humor but within seconds they were all cackling. Ed was
tall and rail thin with a concave chest. As desk sergeant, he was
the gatekeeper to the fourth floor at the Sixth Precinct.

They sported matching powder blue shirts and dark
blue sweaters with the image of a gun embroidered on the left side
of the sweater. Gun and Hose Scramble was embroidered above the
gun. Their counterparts, the firemen, had white shirts and red
sweaters with the same embroidery except theirs had a fire hose
instead of a gun.

“Okay, who’s up?” Robinson checked the score card.
“Frank. Get us some good distance. We need a birdie if we plan to
beat those firefighters. And you can wiggle all you want, just
don’t do an Ed Norton and take five minutes to prepare.”

“Damn, Captain, all these orders. Do this, don’t do
that.” But Frank was smiling. He took two practice swings, then
lined up his shot. “Okay, right down the middle.” He shuffled his
feet, waved the club back and forth, eyed the fairway one last
time, then swung.

“Whoa, what a shot.” Ed shielded his eyes from the
sun.

“Stay up. No, don’t hook. Damn.” Frank leaned his
body to the right as though the movement alone could control the
ball. He grimaced as the ball took a sharp turn and sailed into the
trees on the left side of the fairway.

“I’ll show you how it’s done.” Robinson grabbed a
driver with a head the size of a grapefruit. He didn’t bother with
a practice swing. The air whooshed as the ball went sailing. The
four stood in stunned silence as the ball sailed over the trees on
the right hand side. “Looks like I have the longest drive so
far.”

“Yeah, too bad it’s two fairways over.” Ed pulled out
a three wood, tossed a ball on the tee box, not bothering to tee it
up. “Don’t know how you guys can hit them drivers with those large
heads. Mine’s been in time out for five years.” He made a quick
swing and popped the ball down the middle of the fairway. “Not far
but at least it’s in the middle.”

“You’re awful quiet today, Jake.” Robinson tossed his
driver back into the golf bag.

“Dillon has another tooth coming in. Kept us up all
night. Abby is usually able to quiet him down but he wanted me. I
finally waited until Abby wasn’t looking and rubbed some whiskey on
his gums.”

“Told you that would work,” Frank said.

Jake wished he had a cup of black coffee about now.
He settled a Chicago Bears baseball cap on his head, then pulled a
driver from his golf bag. They couldn’t ask for better weather for
a golf outing. It was in the high sixties the first week of
October. Shirt and sweater weather. Jake placed the ball and tee in
the ground, lined up his shot, then took a measured backswing and
let the club fly.

“Wow, down the middle,” Ed yelled. “That’s how it’s
done.” The words no sooner left his lips then the ball took a crazy
bounce and ended up in a sand trap. “Oops. Guess we all get to play
in the beach.”

“No. That trap has a big lip on it. Might be hard to
get on the green from there.”

“I agree with Jake,” Robinson said. “Jake has great
distance but Ed’s ball isn’t in any trouble. We can get on in two
from where Ed’s ball is parked.”

“I’m going to look for my ball. The damn things cost
over twenty bucks a dozen.” Frank grabbed an iron and headed toward
the woods. “Take the cart, Jake. I’ll walk and meet you.” In a
scramble, the players pick the best of the four hits, then everyone
plays their next shot from the same spot. For four years in a row
the police department had won. Last year the fire department
squeezed past.

Only the front nine of the course had been opened
since the beginning of the season while a crew worked on finishing
the bunkers and bridges over the ponds on the back nine. It had
been completed in time for the Gun and Hose Scramble.

The two golf carts rumbled to a stop near Ed’s ball.
“Love the GPS they have on these carts. Look at this.” Robinson
pointed at the monitor hanging from the roof of the cart on the
driver’s side. “It even shows where the carts are in front of you
plus the yardage.”

“Aren’t you going to go retrieve your ball?” Ed
climbed out of the cart and looked toward the adjoining
fairway.

“Nah. Not worth it. I’ll just drop another ball.”

“Hate it when they have a shotgun start,” Ed whined.
“We had to start on the back nine. It’s like walking up the stairs
backwards. My game is off.”

“Is that the excuse you’re going to use today?”

“Yeah, I’m sticking with it.” Ed stood back and
studied the yardage to the green. “What are you using, Captain?
Think my five wood will get me there?”

“I was going to use my hybrid. You show us the way.”
Robinson dropped a tee near Ed’s ball to mark the spot.

“I’ll go with my five wood.” Ed took two practice
swings, eyed the green, then swung the club. The ball made a line
drive toward the target, stopping just short of the green. “That’s
one way to get it there.”

Jake turned in the direction of the woods. “Where the
hell did Frank go? He should know better than to spend more than
two minutes looking for his ball.” Jake looked back at the tee area
to see if they were holding up the next group. Frank emerged from
the woods, breaking into a trot. “Did you find your ball?”

“Yes and no.” Frank ran a hand over his shaved head
and gave a sheepish grin. “It kinda rolled into this…” He rolled
his hand as though he wanted someone else to finish his
thought.

“Into what?” Robinson barked.

“Oh shit.” Jake grimaced. Having been Frank’s partner
for over eight years, he half-expected the next phrase out of
Frank’s mouth.

“Well…it rolled into the hand of…”

“For crissake, Frank,” Robinson yelled. “Don’t tell
me you stumbled onto another body.” He held up one mitt-sized hand
like a stop sign. “Don’t even say it.”

Scofield pulled off his hat and swiped at his
forehead. “Does this mean we aren’t going to get to finish?”

 


 



Chapter 4

 


The four men clustered around the body of a woman
partially hidden by underbrush. The body was deep enough into the
woods that they didn’t have to close the eleventh hole. They had
retrieved their balls, waved the foursome behind them through, then
parked the two golf carts off the fairway. If the golfers were
curious what they were doing in the woods, they didn’t show it.
They were only concerned with their golf game.

“Did you tell Benny and the crime scene unit to take
the back road?” Robinson asked.

Ed crouched down and studied the body. “Yeah. The
street is only about twenty yards away. Anyone could have driven up
and dumped the body. Impossible to see tire tracks in the gravel up
there.”

Jake used a pen and lifted a branch from a bush
hanging over the body. It was clear to see that the victim had been
strangled. Although the skin had started to slough off, he could
still see a dark line circling her neck. She was wearing leather
slacks, heels, a leather jacket and a low cut sweater. Gold
bracelets were on her right wrist. What looked like an expensive
watch was on her left wrist. And in her opened hand was a lime
green golf ball. All Jake could do was shake his head.

“See a purse anywhere?” Jake cautiously stepped back.
They had been careful not to move around too much and risk
disturbing any evidence the crime techs might discover. Heads
swiveled in a quick assessment of the area. The underbrush was
thick. Trees were numerous enough to block out most of the
sunlight. Unless a golfer was desperate enough to find a lost ball,
he would have no reason to wander into the woods.

Between the thick foliage they saw several cars pull
over onto the gravel shoulder. Car doors slammed and several
figures emerged. Benny Lau, the medical examiner for Chasen
Heights, picked his way through, his appearance visible by the
colorful Hawaiian shirt he wore under his jacket. An M.E. van
parked behind his station wagon followed by a white CSU van. The
four cops slowly moved away from the body, careful to retrace their
steps. They found a small clearing a safe distance away. One patrol
car parked behind the M.E. van.

“Pretty convenient.” Benny pointed toward the street.
“That wasn’t an easy street to find so it makes for a great place
to dump a body.”

“Gee, Benny, maybe we’ll promote you to detective,”
Ed said as he swatted at the air, wishing he had brought the bug
spray.

“Thanks, but I already have a job.” Benny waved over
his assistant who was lugging a satchel. “Joe, let’s wait here
until the techs are through.”

Captain Robinson instructed the two beat cops to
stand vigil on the side of the eleventh fairway to prevent anyone
from venturing into the crime scene.

Two crime techs started photographing the area. Carol
Beemison was bent over examining the area ten feet away working her
way toward the victim. Her honey-colored hair was tucked under a
baseball cap. After packing two years of nursing under her belt,
she had switched her major to criminology. A ten-year veteran with
the crime lab, she had been the only one who could put up with
Hank. For her it was easy. He reminded her of her father.

“Could the killer have picked a more dense forest?”
Hank Sobczak grumbled. “Who was the lucky ass to uncover the body?”
Hank lasered a glare at the faces staying a safe distance away and
then saw Frank. “Shoulda known it was you, Travis. You are like a
human blowfly, attracted to any decomposing flesh or crime in the
making.” Hank had twenty years experience and counting the days
until he retired. He had seen enough of what a certain element of
society can do to another human being and it had made him
cynical.

Frank didn’t have a reply because Hank was right.
Frank had a way of attracting dead bodies. “If you guys bothered to
remember,” Frank started, “none of this ever happened before I
started teaming up with this guy.” He hooked a thumb toward Jake.
“I’d have to visit the cemetery to be close to a dead body. My
patrol days were boring. Then I get teamed up with Mister Ex-FBI. I
wonder what their body count was when he worked there.”

Jake lit a cigarette and blew the smoke in Frank’s
direction. “Not true. My life with the FBI was uneventful. We
always got our man but they were usually still standing. It’s you,
Frank.”

“It’s both of you,” Robinson said. “Frick and Frack,
yin and yang, whatever. The minute you two were partnered up, the
whole town went to hell in a hand basket.”

A golf cart rumbled up, one man behind the wheel
dressed in a sweater with a Lake Bluff crest on the pocket. Jake
remembered him as the starter. Bob was embroidered above the
crest. He filled Bob in on what was happening and asked him to
notify the owner that they would need to speak to him. Bob turned
the cart around and headed back up the fairway. It wouldn’t take
long for word to spread now that a course employee had been told
about the body.

“Well, that’s it.” Robinson waved his hands in a
give-up gesture. “We’ll have to leave it up to our other CHPD
foursome to reclaim our crown. I’m headed back to the office to
field calls from the chief and mayor. So much for a quiet weekend.
Jake, Frank, let me know what Benny says. Make sure he gets to the
autopsy before next year. And you.” He pointed a finger at
Scofield. “You head back to man the phones. I’m not taking the
calls from the press.” As Robinson and Scofield sped away, Jake and
Frank turned their attention back to the body.

Hank pulled off his gloves and made a quick phone
call. He snapped the phone closed as he approached. “No footprints,
weapons, zip-nada on the evidence except for some cigarette butts.
Even the shoulder of the road over there is gravel. Can’t see a
tire tread mark if we wanted to. We didn’t find a purse anywhere in
the area.” He slapped the gloves against his thigh as though they
were to blame for his crappy day. “So much for getting my grass
cut.”

Carol patted her partner on the back. “Be thankful
she wasn’t buried in a sand trap. Then we’d have to sift through
every grain.”

“As long as Benny is busy, why don’t we go to the
club house where there’s food, hot coffee, and a groundskeeper or
two?” Frank suggested to Jake.

“Hey,” Hank yelled, holding an object in his hand.
“Want your golf ball back?”

 


 



Chapter 5

 


“Damn, this place must have cost a mint to build.”
Frank gawked at the bronze statue of a golfer in the lobby. A
plaque was affixed to the statue announcing that it was donated by
Connor Revere, the owner of the golf course. Those participating in
the scramble had been directed to the pro shop upon arriving so
they had yet to see the club house. The locker rooms were in the
lower level, complete with a fitness center in an adjoining room.
Adjacent to the locker rooms were separate men’s and women’s
lounges complete with card tables, wide screen television sets,
book shelves, and a juice bar. Walls were decorated with framed
pictures of famous golf courses, such as St. Andrews in Scotland
and Augusta National in Georgia. The sports motif carried through
the building in shades of hunter green and burgundy in the men’s
section and mint green and pale pink in the women’s section. The
owner spared no expense from the plush complimentary robes to the
well-stocked countertops with toiletries. Massages could be
scheduled by appointment only, as well as manicures and
pedicures.

Of course, everything came with a price. Although the
course and facilities were open to the public, one could receive
unlimited golf and use of those complimentary amenities for an
annual fee of ten thousand dollars.

On the main level was a dining room large enough to
hold wedding receptions complete with a gazebo outside for the
ceremony itself. Tables dotted a tiled patio under an overhang
should people want to eat outdoors. There was also seating in the
bar with enough television sets to show every conceivable sporting
event. The pro shop had a small restaurant and Nineteenth Hole
lounge.

A man, tall and tan with hair too perfect, glided
down the hallway toward the lobby. A paisley print ascot peeked out
from under his shirt. A stocky man dressed in a dark blue uniform
emerged from a side door and joined him.

“Gentlemen. Connor Revere.” He clasped each of their
hands in a strong grip. Revere was almost eye level with Jake’s six
foot two inch frame. “Manny Ruiz is my grounds foreman,” he said as
he nodded toward the man in the uniform. “He can answer any
questions you might have regarding the back nine.” After
introductions and handshakes around, Connor led them to his office.
Once the waitress brought in the cups, carafe, and a tray of dainty
desserts that looked leftover from an elaborate banquet, they
settled back for the interview.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Connor said as
he filled cups with coffee and passed them across the table. “First
day the back nine is open. This is the kind of publicity I don’t
need. Have you identified the body?”

“Not yet. We do know it’s a woman,” Jake said. “Do
you have anyone on your staff who has been missing?”

“To tell you the truth, I don’t know everyone on
staff. I have a restaurant manager, bar manager, pro shop, cleaning
crew, grounds crew. I sign the checks but I am embarrassed to say I
haven’t met everyone. We hired far more than we needed before we
opened and then weeded out those that weren’t a good fit.”

“If needed, once we have an estimate of the age of
the deceased and a composite picture, we’d like to check her
description with employees who are no longer employed,” Jake
said.

“So you are confident she was connected to Lake
Bluff?” Connor’s well-groomed brows knitted.

“It’s a place to start,” Frank said. “That fairway is
close to the back road. Anyone could have dumped her body.” Frank
turned to Manny. “When was the last time anyone worked on the back
nine?”

“We had to rush to get done in time for today’s
tournament. Joe and Fritz were working up until late yesterday,”
Manny replied. “I did a final ride through this morning.” Manny had
a full head of salt-and-pepper hair. His hands were calloused and
his skin tanned a deep brown. Tan lines could be seen at his neck
and forearms. “We didn’t detect anything unusual. Uh, we would have
smelled something, right?”

“Do you live on the property?” Frank asked.

Connor interrupted before Manny could reply. “I
assure you my employees were all checked out before I hired them. I
doubt anyone associated with this course had anything to do with
the body. I’m sure they would all submit to lie detector tests if
needed.” Connor grabbed the carafe and refilled his cup, then slid
the carafe across the table to Jake. “How soon til your people are
through out there? I certainly want to make sure you complete your
investigation but I also have a tournament, ribbon cutting, and
banquet to attend.”

“They should be done today. As soon as our medical
examiner determines time of death, we will need to interview
everyone who had worked that day.” Jake’s phone rang. He excused
himself and walked over to the window. The office was large enough
that Jake didn’t need to leave the room. He listened for several
minutes, then hung up and returned to the conference table but
didn’t sit down. “That was our medical examiner. He estimates the
deceased to be about one hundred and thirty pounds, between
twenty-five and thirty-five years of age, brown hair. Sound like
anyone you know?”

“About half my waitress staff.”

 


 



Chapter 6

 


“Okay, honey.” Sam wiped the tears from Dillon’s
face. “Look what Mommy has.” Sam held her son’s hands as she placed
the tip of the banana popsicle in his mouth. Dillon clamped down on
the cold treat, unable to break it off. Tears puddled in his soft
brown eyes. It tugged at Sam’s heart and she wished she could take
away every pain and discomfort. Dillon was six months old and
already had two front teeth. The third one appeared to be more
troublesome than the first two.

“That should numb his gums a bit.” Abby’s colorful
skirt brushed against the tops of her moccasins. Even though she no
longer lived on the Eagle Ridge Reservation, Abby still dressed in
traditional clothing. Her squash necklace had been made with great
skill by Alex Red Cloud, a friend and protector, as were the
turquoise bracelet and rings she wore.

Dillon’s chubby hands and feet pumped as he reached
for the popsicle Sam held. “Go ahead and let him hold it,” Abby
said. “We’ll just dump him in the tub afterwards.”

Sam winced at the thought of sticky fingers on the
high chair tray. Every day was a new set of changes she had to get
used to. Marriage, baby, new job, although more like partial
retirement, something she had no problem getting used to.

“How long does Jake’s golf game last?” Abby grabbed a
mist bottle and proceeded to mist the plants in the window box
behind the sink. The kitchen was Abby’s favorite place in the
house. It was bright and airy with an island counter and stools.
Counter space was plentiful since Abby loved to cook most meals
from scratch.

“I’m not sure. It’s really a stupid game, chasing a
little white ball around the grass. Last time I think it was four
hours to golf and six hours to eat and rehash every shot each of
the guys made. I’m sure Alex will be happy when golf season is over
with.”

Abby glanced out of the window where Alex was
trimming back the perennials. He had appeared on their doorstep
over ten years ago, claiming that the spirits had sent him to
protect wicasa wakan—Abby, who was believed to be a medicine
woman. Jake felt Alex was a bit smitten with Abby, but he would
never tell him that. Alex still practiced Native American customs,
preferring to keep his gray hair in either a ponytail or pigtails.
Weather permitting he slept in the tipi he had erected in the back
acres of the estate near a sweat lodge which he also built.

“I thought Alex was going to have a heart attack when
he saw Jake and Frank chipping golf balls into the bird bath. As if
that wasn’t bad enough, Jake taught Poco how to fetch the golf
balls if he missed the bird bath.” Sam had to smile at the friendly
barbs Alex and Jake tossed at each other. Alex had always felt Sam
should marry someone from the reservation, but Abby had to remind
him that Sam was only half Lakota and Sam had a hard enough time
being accepted at the Eagle Ridge Reservation.

Dillon rubbed his eyes smearing popsicle juice on his
face. He was the spitting image of Jake from the broad shoulders to
his chiseled features. And thank God he had Jake’s hair and not
hers. Although Sam had Abby’s cheekbones and olive complexion, she
had her father’s blue eyes and his curly hair which looked more
like a burlap rug if she didn’t lather it with conditioner. Only by
keeping it long was she able to tame it. Even now she had to wear
it up in a banana clip to keep Dillon’s tiny fingers from getting
tangled in the curls.

“Nap time, sweetie?” Dillon whimpered and held his
hands up. Sam backed away from the sticky fingers. “I think I’m
going to need a shower after bathing him.”

“I’ll clean the high chair and floor,” Abby
offered.

Alex slid open the screen door, kicked his moccasins
off on the door mat outside, and stepped into the kitchen. Dillon
held out a sticky hand in Alex’s direction. “Hau, little
one.” Dillon made a gurgling sound that Alex took as “hi” in
return. “Boy, what have you been eating?”

“Popsicles.” Sam held up the dripping yellow treat
before returning it to Dillon’s mouth. “We are going to go jump in
the shower.”

Alex’s dark eyes danced as he broke out in a wide
grin. “Just heard on the radio that they found a body on the golf
course where Jake is playing today.”

Sam had to laugh. “Of course. Frank is with him.”
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“Talk to me.” Captain Robinson dropped a paper bag
smelling like sauerkraut on his desk. He unscrewed a cap on a water
bottle and motioned to the two chairs in front of his desk.

“Is that a Reuben sandwich from Eli’s Deli?” Frank
asked.

Robinson inhaled deeply and smiled. “And it’s all
mine.”

“We gotta go eat something.” Frank rubbed his stomach
while eyeing his partner.

“Then you better talk quick.” Robinson tore open the
bag and unwrapped the sandwich.

Jake filled the captain in on their conversation with
Connor Revere, the owner of the golf course, and Manny, the grounds
foreman. “We haven’t received Hank’s report yet nor has Benny
started the autopsy, although he does estimate she’s been dead for
at least a couple weeks.”

“So in other words, we’ve got zip,” Robinson said
around a mouthful of corned beef.

“Not quite.” Frank followed the route of the sandwich
from Robinson’s mouth down to the stained bag. “We are printing out
a list of missing women who might fit her description. We’ll start
with Chasen Heights and then expand the search if we don’t get any
hits.”

“And crime techs are checking the cigarette butts for
DNA. Benny will try to get a composite so we’ll have something to
show to Revere’s employees.” Jake checked his phone for missed
calls but there weren’t any.

“What’s your feeling about this Revere guy?” Robinson
pulled on a string of sauerkraut and dangled it for a few seconds
for Frank’s benefit.

“He was very cooperative.”

“Very rich,” Frank added. “Kinda the Donald Trump of
the Midwest.”

“Oh he runs in an elite circle.” Robinson crunched on
a kosher pickle, then pointed it at the detectives. “I do need to
caution you that your Trump Light is a very close friend and
contributor to our newly esteemed Mayor Jefferson Schuler.”

“I thought his name was Jeffery?” Frank said.

“Yeah, but that Tom Lukavich guy who ran his campaign
is now his chief of staff. He thought Jefferson sounded more
mayoral.”

“If Revere is a close friend of Schuler, does that
mean we tread lightly?” Frank asked.

Robinson let out a deep, full-throated chuckle.
“Hell, no. Lean and lean heavy.”

 


 



Chapter 7

 


“How come she isn’t more, you know, soupy?” Frank
asked, glad Benny hadn’t started the autopsy until well after he
had eaten lunch. In fact, the body reminded him of the show, The
Walking Dead, the way the mottled skin hung like crepe
paper.

“Temperatures have been cool at night and the body
was hidden somewhat, not a lot of scavengers except for the typical
bugs. The skin that was clothed, especially with leather,
decomposed much slower than the exposed skin.” Benny had a
smorgasbord of organs sitting on a side table. He moved the
microphone hanging from the ceiling to one side. “She has never
been pregnant, no healed bones or fractures from her youth. I’d say
she’s between twenty-five and thirty-five years of age. Been dead
for about two weeks, definitely a homicide. She was strangled,
quite violently, too. Cracked the hyoid bone.” Benny pointed at the
deep purple marks around the neck. “Killer could have used a rope
or belt by the looks of the markings.”

“She must have done or said something to make him
angry enough to overkill. Any other marks on her body?” Jake
studied the body, looking for tattoos.

“Nothing.” Benny pointed at the fingers. “Nails have
already sloughed off so no luck getting any scrapings.”

“Sexual assault?” Jake asked.

“No. I have dental X-rays for you if you ever get to
the point of needing a comparison. She has all of her own teeth,
very few fillings, only one root canal.” Benny turned one of the
victim’s feet in his direction. “I’d say she either was a runner or
had a job where she was on her feet all day. A lot of callouses on
her feet. Might have been a waitress.”

“Maybe at the Lake Bluff Country Club,” Frank
said.
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