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            Chapter 1

         
         It was a mob, but not yet a full-fledged riot. Over a dozen retirees, dressed in housecoats and robes, had taken to the streets,
            demanding action at eight in the morning. The call had come through twenty minutes earlier, just as Decker was knotting his
            blue tie, putting the finishing touches on his typical uniform: a dark suit over a white shirt. He skipped checking in at
            the station house, going immediately to the crime scene—seven smashed mailboxes, metal poles uprooted, letters and flyers
            strewn into the street.
         

         
         White-haired Floyd Krasner led the charge. “It’s the third time in what . . . three months?”

         
         “Less than that,” Annie Morris chimed in. She was in her seventies and wore a terry-cloth robe over floral pajamas. “Third
            time in two months. Not a good way to start the summer.”
         

         
         “I’ll say,” Floyd added.

         
         Janice Darwin tightened her own coral robe and added, “I didn’t give up my life in the city just to find crime here, you know.”

         
         Decker wasn’t sure what city she was from. Not that it mattered. He smoothed his mustache—silver with hints to its once red
            color. It matched the hair on his head. “I know you’re frustrated—”
         

         
         “Y’think?” Floyd blurted out.

         
         Grumbling from the masses.

         
         Decker looked at the old man—stoop shouldered with angry eyes. He and Floyd were around the same age. Decker had the advantage
            of a strong back and broad shoulders, although he suspected that gravity had shoved his spine down an inch or so. Still, he
            had plenty to spare, always the tallest kid in the crowd. People often asked if he had played basketball.
         

         
         Nope. Too much weight and too slow.

         
         He said, “Anyone hear anything last night? This much damage must have made noise.”

         
         No response. That was expected, since half of them wore hearing aids that they took out at night. Decker’s eyes drifted upward
            to the roofline, then back at Floyd. “What happened to the CCTV camera that we installed on your property?”
         

         
         Krasner bit his lip. “I took it down.”

         
         “Why?” Decker asked.
         

         
         A pause. “It was interfering with my gutter.”

         
         “Floyd, I installed that myself. It was nowhere near your gutter. I made sure of that.”

         
         The man looked down. “The missus didn’t like it. She said it made the place look like a fortress.” His eyes flashed. “Who
            cares? You know who these punks are anyway.”
         

         
         “Probably, but without evidence, I can’t arrest them, right?” Decker shook his head. “That camera cost over two hundred dollars.
            What did you do with it?”
         

         
         “It’s in the garage.”

         
         “It still works?”

         
         “Yeah, it still works.”

         
         “Could you get it for me?” Decker turned to Anne, who lived next door to Floyd. “Do you mind if I install it on your roof?”

         
         “Be my guest. You could have asked me in the beginning.”

         
         “Floyd volunteered. I didn’t know he took it down.”

         
         “It was interfering with the gutters,” Floyd said again.

         
         “No, it wasn’t.” Decker looked at the sea of faces. “Everyone, go home. I’ll take pictures of the mess, and we’ll get someone
            out here to reinstall the mailboxes.”
         

         
         Karl Berry spoke up. “Wouldn’t it be easier just to get us all PO boxes?”

         
         Janice said, “I don’t want a PO box. I like having a mailbox.”

         
         “Why? All I ever get is junk.”

         
         Decker said, “Karl, you’ll have to take that up with the city council. I just do crime.”

         
         “And not very well,” Floyd said.

         
         “That was uncalled for,” Annie said. “If you hadn’t taken off the camera, we might have caught them in the act.”

         
         Floyd muttered under his breath. Then he said, “I’ll get the damn camera.”

         
         Decker said, “Go home, people. I’ll start at the end of the block and work my way up.”

         
         As people slowly started filing back into their houses, Decker walked down the street. Greenbury was a rural eastern upstate
            town, but some places were more rural than others. This particular road—Canterbury Lane—backed up into woodlands, now green
            and leafy with the advent of summer. The days were longer, the sun was brighter, the sky was brilliant, and despite the uprising,
            Decker was in a good mood.
         

         
         The warmer nights also brought out the local teenaged punks. They loitered in the streets, smoked weed in the back alleys,
            and when they really wanted privacy, they met up in the forest to get high, have sex, and do whatever crazy rituals underdeveloped
            frontal lobes do. Decker figured the kids entered the street through the woodlands, full of meth and Satan, and decided to
            vandalize for fun.
         

         
         The last house on the block—surrounded by the wilds on two sides—belonged to Jeb Farris, a retired money manager who usually
            summered in Greenbury. He had yet to arrive, so Decker didn’t have his permission to tromp around the yard, but he figured
            Jeb wouldn’t mind. He was looking for evidence of teenage delinquency—cellophane wrappers with white powder, pills, ashes
            from crack pipes, marijuana butts. He didn’t find that, but what he did find took him aback.
         

         
         It took Decker a few moments to regroup his thoughts. Then he took out his phone. The first call was to McAdams, who said,
            “How’s the walker brigade doing?”
         

         
         “Harvard, I just found a body.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “At the mouth of the forest where Greenbury bleeds into Hamilton. The north side of Jeb Farris’s place. I need two uniforms
            with tape to cordon off the area, the Scientific Investigative Division, and a coroner. His head was bashed in on the right
            side, and next to him there’s a bloody bat.”
         

         
         “How old?”

         
         “Early to midtwenties. A male with facial hair, although not much of it. Send out Kevin Butterfield if he’s available. He
            can direct the procedure.”
         

         
         “Any ideas who the victim is?”

         
         “No. He’s lying on his side, face partially hidden, and I’m not touching him until the coroner gets here. Call up Hamilton.
            They should have someone qualified in their ME’s office. Are you writing this down?”
         

         
         “Every word.”

         
         “After you get the cops, Kevin, and the SID guys, I need you to round up the following dickheads: Riley Summers, Noah Grand,
            Chris Gingold, Erik Menetti, and Dash Harden. I want to know where each and every one of them was last night and what they
            were doing.”
         

         
         “Don’t those guys live in Hamilton?”

         
         “The body is in Greenbury.” Decker thought a moment. “I’ll run it by Radar. Let him handle Hamilton PD. But we need to talk
            to them.”
         

         
         “The dickheads.”

         
         “Yes. How are you doing, by the way?”

         
         “What?”

         
         “How are you settling in? Everything okay?”

         
         “I’d prefer to stay with Rina and you.”

         
         “Not happening.”

         
         “It’s just for the summer, Old Man.”

         
         “Still not happening. But you can have dinner with us tonight . . . if we’re done by then. And even if we’re not, Rina can
            make us sandwiches.”
         

         
         “Okay. It sounds better than what I had in mind.”

         
         “Which was?”

         
         “Canned tuna served on a bed of self-pity.”

         
          

         The bigger municipality of Hamilton abutted the college town of Greenbury, but the two places had entirely different demographics.
            Hamilton had the big box stores, the supermarkets, the fast-food chains, and a real city government with real problems and
            real crime. Greenbury and its university village was a town filled with boutiques, farmers’ markets, cafés, gastropubs, and
            a quaint little city hall—a Beaux-Arts wannabe—around a hundred years old. The station house sat in the center of the village—a
            rectangular brick building as modern as a one-room schoolhouse. But it did have Wi-Fi, and the HVAC had been recently renovated,
            so it was comfortable in all seasons.
         

         
         Decker looked up the names on the computer. The Hamilton boys had multiple citations for tagging and vandalism, but none had
            ever been charged with a violent felony, let alone murder. The boys’ MO seemed to be to create as much havoc as they could
            in Greenbury, then run back to the safety of their own city. Decker had every right to haul them in, but it would be much
            easier to get to the little buggers if he greased the skids. If he wanted full access to Hamilton PD files, he needed Hamilton
            PD cooperation, and that was always a delicate dance. Mike Radar could help, and Decker pleaded his case to the captain.
         

         
         Decker said, “Certainly Hamilton hasn’t been very successful at curbing their activities.”

         
         “I’m sure Hamilton would love hearing that.” Radar was nearing his second retirement. His first was leaving the big city to
            take on the captain’s job in Greenbury. Decker had echoed his path, leaving Los Angeles for something quieter and less time
            consuming. But in the past three years, he had dealt with three very unusual homicides. Like the noir title, trouble followed
            him.
         

         
         Decker said, “I don’t want to walk in and make demands. I wouldn’t want that done to me, but I need those boys.”

         
         Radar was wiry with thinning gray hair. He was sharp and insightful, but sometimes a little too cautious. He looked at his
            watch. It was a little after nine in the morning. “Who’s at the scene right now?”
         

         
         “Kevin Butterfield. Maybe McAdams. We’re waiting on the coroner.”

         
         “Do you have any officers from Hamilton?”

         
         “The crime was in Greenbury. It’s our territory. It has the earmarks of these punks, and all I want is a little interdepartmental
            cooperation.”
         

         
         “What makes you think that any of the boys committed the murder? You told me that none of them have violence in their criminal
            histories.”
         

         
         “Vandalized mailboxes are their signature.”

         
         “They could have done the vandalizing without doing the murder.”

         
         “If they found the body, they didn’t call it in.”

         
         “Maybe the murder happened after the mailboxes?”

         
         “Or maybe one of them did it. Or maybe they didn’t do it, but they saw who did. The smartest thing would be to call them in
            as witnesses and see what they have to say.”
         

         
         Radar agreed. “I’ll make a couple of phone calls. But without proof of what and who was involved, it gets sticky.”

         
         “Like you said, the body may not have anything to do with the teens.”

         
         “And we don’t know who it is?”

         
         “The body? No idea. I’m waiting for McAdams or Butterfield to call me.”

         
         “Maybe we should wait for an identity before I made the calls.”

         
         “Tell Hamilton I just want to find out if the boys saw anything. Keep it simple.”
         

         
         “And when it gets more complicated?”

         
         “Not a problem.” Decker grinned. “I do complicated very well.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Greenbury in June was a month of seesaw weather from cool to warm and muggy and back to cool again. The Five Colleges of Upstate
            had just started summer sessions, and there was life on the streets. Graduation had been a couple of weeks ago and every inn
            and B and B had been booked, meaning that lots of seniors on Social Security had rented out a room for a little extra cash.
            Neither Decker nor his wife, Rina, wanted strangers paddling around the house in a bathrobe and slippers. Paddling was strictly
            his domain.
         

         
         He had dashed out of the house earlier than usual. When he did that, he often came home for a morning coffee break, especially
            if Rina wasn’t working. Today he went home and found her out in the garden planting pots of mums, delphiniums, sunflowers,
            and gladioli bulbs that would make up her cutting garden. Next week would be the vegetables.
         

         
         She looked up and then got up, brushing dirt off her denim skirt. Rina was five five and slim. She was now in her fifties.
            Life had softened her once angular face and features. She had small wavy lines on her forehead and laugh lines around her
            radiant jewel-blue eyes. Her hair was still thick and, for the most part, it was still dark. “Hey.”
         

         
         “Hey,” Decker answered. “Time for a cup of coffee?”

         
         “Sure. Everything okay?”

         
         “Fine. Why do you ask?”

         
         “You look like something unexpected happened and you’re waiting for the right moment to tell me.”

         
         “Found a body. Male. Young. Don’t know who it is.”

         
         “Ugh! The handiwork of the boys from Hamilton?”

         
         “Don’t know. Am I interrupting you?”

         
         “I’ve got all day. Let’s go inside. You can make the coffee while I wash up.”

         
         Once seated with a caffeine fix a sip away, Decker described the scene in detail.

         
         Rina said, “If the victim caught the boys vandalizing the mailboxes, don’t you think that murder would be an extreme reaction?”

         
         “I’ve seen odder things.”

         
         “Yes, but more likely, they’d just take off. And if they murdered the victim first, why bother knocking down the mailboxes
            afterward?”
         

         
         “I don’t know who the victim is. I’m just wondering if it’s one of the boys, in which case I’d need to talk to the others
            anyway—” His cell rang. He glanced at it as he extracted it from his pocket. “It’s Tyler.”
         

         
         “Go take it.”

         
         “Thanks.” He walked into the living room and depressed the button. “Yo.”

         
         “We’ve got a wallet and a driver’s license. Brady Neil. Twenty-six, five eight, one hundred fifty-five pounds.”

         
         “A little guy.”

         
         “Everyone to you is a little guy.”

         
         “Address?”

         
         “It’s in Hamilton.” McAdams gave him the street and the numbers.

         
         “Okay. Does the face look like the picture on the license?”

         
         “Do you ever look like your picture on your driver’s license?”

         
         “McAdams—”

         
         “His face was distorted by the blow, but it’s him. I’ll take a picture of his face and of the license and text them both to
            you.”
         

         
         “Good. If there are parents in the picture, they can ID him from pictures. Save them a trip to the morgue. What did the coroner
            say about the time and cause of death?”
         

         
         “Last night around blah to blah.”

         
         “That specific, huh. What about the cause? Anything other than what I saw with the naked eye?”

         
         “His skull was bashed in, but she wouldn’t commit to a cause until she’s done an autopsy.”

         
         “Who is she?”

         
         “Fiona Baldwin. Do you know her?”

         
         “No.”

         
         “That makes two of us. Let me text you those pictures. I can’t do it and talk at the same time.”

         
         McAdams hung up. A moment later, Radar had buzzed in.

         
         “Where are you?”

         
         “Home having a cup of coffee before I head out to the scene.”

         
         “Come to the station house. We need to talk.”

         
         “This doesn’t sound good.”

         
         “See you in five.” Radar hung up.

         
         Decker sighed, came back into the kitchen. “The captain wants to talk.”

         
         “About what?”

         
         “Probably about me not getting what I asked for.”

         
         “Permission to round up the boys and look at their files?”

         
         “On the money.”

         
         “Well, there are plenty of cats in trees and little old ladies and gents crossing streets to keep you busy.” When Decker bit
            his lip, Rina stood up and kissed him. “Radar is a good guy. If he doesn’t want to confront Hamilton, I’m sure he has a good
            reason. Go. I’ll see you tonight. Or maybe I won’t if you get what you want for this case. Either way, it’s a win-win for
            you.”
         

         
          

         “Victor Baccus is a reasonable guy,” Radar told Decker. “I think he’s more than happy to have an experienced homicide detective
            take over.”
         

         
         Decker paused. “Obviously you could have told me that over the phone. What’s the catch?”

         
         “He has a daughter on the force—”

         
         “No way. I’m not babysitting someone until I know what’s going on.”

         
         “She was with Philadelphia PD for five years, two of them as a detective.”

         
         Decker made a face. “She goes from a major city to Hamilton? She screwed up something.”

         
         “Well, she’s coming over, so you can ask her yourself.”

         
         “Mike!”

         
         “Look, Baccus is a good man, Pete. His wife has been sick for a while, so maybe that’s why the daughter came back. Don’t prejudge
            until you know what’s going on.”
         

         
         “It sounds like I don’t have any choice.”

         
         “You don’t if you want the case.”

         
         Decker’s phone rang. “It’s McAdams.”

         
         “Take it.”

         
         Decker said, “What’s going on?”

         
         “Put it on speaker,” Radar said.

         
         Decker complied. “Go ahead, Tyler. Captain is listening.”

         
         “Hi, sir.”

         
         “Good morning, Tyler,” Radar said. “I know you found a wallet. Brady Neil. He’s twenty-six and lives in Hamilton.”

         
         “Do you know him, boss?”

         
         “No, I don’t.”

         
         “Do we know if the kid has a record?”

         
         Decker said, “We do, and he doesn’t. But I still want to talk to those boys.”

         
         “Are we getting cooperation with Hamilton?” McAdams asked.

         
         “This is the deal,” Radar said. “Chief Baccus wants full cooperation between the two police departments. No one has any problem
            with that. But Baccus wants us working with his daughter, Lenora: Lennie Baccus. She’s twenty-seven and was with Philadelphia
            PD for five years, including two as a detective, where she broke a very sophisticated GTA ring.”
         

         
         Decker said, “What GTA ring was that?”

         
         “I don’t know,” Radar answered. “If you and McAdams take her on, it will definitely grease the skids. And you both know that
            the murder could have happened in Hamilton and the dump was here. If they find a crime scene, it isn’t going to be our case
            anyway.”
         

         
         “Sounds reasonable,” McAdams said. “We have an address from his license.”

         
         “I’ve already looked it up. It seems that Brady lives—or lived—with his mother,” Decker said. “I’ll do the death notification
            after I’m done talking to this person.”
         

         
         “Officer Baccus, Decker.”

         
         “Officer Baccus, excuse me.” Decker took the phone off speaker.

         
         McAdams said, “What do you need from me?”

         
         “You can stay at the scene and help Kevin direct. Unless you want to do the notification.”

         
         “You’re much more adroit with these things, boss. As hard as I try, I just don’t have the soul sensitivity.”

         
         “McAdams, only you could saddle me with an onerous chore and make it sound like a compliment.”

         
         “That’s me in a nutshell. I’m terrible at feelings but good with words.”

         
          

         She was a beautiful woman with short blond hair surrounding a serene face. Her features were strong—defined chin, full lips,
            and almond-shaped, bright blue eyes. She appeared to be around five ten but more lanky than muscular. Dressed in a black suit
            and white shirt, she looked more executive than cop. Decker found her to be self-effacing, but not shy. They were talking
            in one of Greenbury’s four interview rooms because the detectives’ squad area was a big room of open desks and everyone could
            hear everyone else’s business. It was a good layout insofar as information sharing, but not so good for privacy.
         

         
         About ten minutes into the conversation, Decker said, “I heard that you broke a very sophisticated GTA ring in Philadelphia.”

         
         “My dad told you that?” Her laugh was nervous. Lennie had long red nails. She clicked them against one another before she
            spoke. “He exaggerates. More to make himself feel good, I think. He always wanted boys.”
         

         
         “Tell me about the operation.”

         
         “First of all, I was one of four. But we were all women, including the sergeant who led the operation. We worked really well
            as a team. The sergeant was a tough taskmaster, but she was fair. We got results. It turned out well for all of us.”
         

         
         “Why’d you leave Philly, then?”

         
         “Philly?” She smiled. “Are you a native?”

         
         “No, but I know a few people there. Why’d you leave?”

         
         A pained look came across her face. Click, click went the nails. A nervous habit.
         

         
         She said, “This is going to sound very bad, but the truth is, I was smart enough but not mentally strong enough. I couldn’t
            stand the harassment from the guys.”
         

         
         “Did you file suit?”

         
         “I thought about it. I talked to my sergeant, and she said she’d support me. But we all know the drill. Once you file, you’re
            finished. Word gets around that you’re not a team player and no one wants to work with you anymore.” She shook her head. “I
            should have powered through it. But then Dad offered me a position here—more money, less stress.” She shook her head again.
            “I suppose I took the easy way out.”
         

         
         “It’s good to know your limits.” He regarded her face. “I was told that your mother is ill. Not that I’m getting personal,
            but was that also a factor in your returning to Hamilton?”
         

         
         “Mom has multiple sclerosis. She’s been ill for a long time. And I suppose maybe I considered her illness when I came back.
            I’m certainly helping Dad out with the care.” A pause. “I would love to work on a real homicide. The cases I’ve been getting
            aren’t very challenging.”
         

         
         “You want big-city cases, you have to work in a big city. Most of what I do is routine and not interesting. And that’s why
            I came here. You can’t have it both ways.”
         

         
         “Of course, you’re right,” Lenora said. “When you’re part of a team, nothing is too little or too menial.” Decker was quiet.
            She smiled and looked down. “I’d be happy getting the coffee and doughnuts.”
         

         
         “I don’t like doughnuts,” Decker answered. “Look, Officer Baccus, Homicide is nasty. We deal with the worst parts of humanity,
            and it stays with you for a long, long time. I have no idea if you’re up for the job, and nothing you’ve told me convinces
            me one way or the other.”
         

         
         “Call up my former sergeant. She’ll tell you that I really am very good at my job. Her name is Sergeant Cynthia Kutiel. If
            you give me your cell number, I’ll text you her number right now.”
         

         
         “Do that.” When he heard the text beep on his phone, Decker said, “I’ll give her a call. I’ll also want you to talk to Detective
            McAdams and Detective Kevin Butterfield. They’ll be working with me. We all have to get along for this to be successful.”
         

         
         “Of course.”

         
         “Anything you’d like to ask me?”

         
         “Nothing right now. I’m sure I’ll ask you lots of questions when we work together.” She made a face. “I mean if we work together.”

         
         Decker regarded her again. “You know, it’s good to show confidence even if you don’t feel it. Nobody likes people who feel
            sorry for themselves.”
         

         
         Instead of wilting, she said, “Point taken. I really want to learn, and I’m a workhorse. I’ll be a good asset to you.”

         
         “Good. Detectives McAdams and Butterfield are with SID at the crime scene.” Decker gave her the address. “Go out there and
            have a look-see. I’ll tell McAdams that you’re coming.”
         

         
         “Absolutely.” She stood and offered a hand. “Thank you very much.”

         
         “This is a trial period, you know.”

         
         “I understand.”

         
         “Good.” Decker paused. “McAdams is studying to be a lawyer—at Harvard. He’s a good detective, but he’s young and brash. He
            doesn’t choose his words carefully. He can be very rude, but he thinks on his feet, and that’s important. You’ve got to be
            able to deal with that. The good news is he won’t come on to you, Lenora. That’s not him.”
         

         
         “Then we’ll absolutely have no problem. And you can call me Lennie, by the way.”

         
         “Fine, Lennie. And you can call me boss.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         “So now I have to babysit a spoiled brat!”

         
         “Ahem. Pot . . . kettle.”

         
         “Spoiled I will agree to, but you can’t be a brat if you’ve been shot in the line of duty. That is just not right.”

         
         “She worked five years with Philadelphia PD. She was in GTA as a detective.”

         
         “GTA Philadelphia? As in your daughter?”

         
         “The very same city. Cindy was her detective sergeant.”

         
         “Wow. Did you tell her?”

         
         “Baccus? Of course not. But I will call up Cindy after I get the death notification done. I just wanted to give you a heads-up
            about Baccus. She should be with you shortly.”
         

         
         “Did she tell you why she quit Philadelphia PD?”

         
         “Sexual harassment.”

         
         “Ah, c’mon! You can’t be serious!”

         
         “She’s beautiful, Harvard. I can completely believe it, but I’ll ask Cindy about it. At least, in Hamilton, no one is going
            to mess with the chief’s daughter.”
         

         
         “But it does show a certain lack of resilience.”

         
         “Yes, it does. She’s on her way. Be nice, Harvard. We need her on the team to get into Hamilton’s files.”

         
         “If I’m too nice, then she’ll think I’m coming on to her.”

         
         “Hmm, a valid point,” Decker admitted. “You’re right. Don’t be nice. Just be your usual obnoxious self.”

         
          

         Jennifer Neil identified her son, Brady, from one of the photographs taken by the police photographer, saving her the agony
            of coming down and seeing the body in person. She was five foot two and thin as a reed. A little thing with a weathered face,
            making her look older than her forty-nine years. Her thin lips could have passed for another crease in her wrinkled face.
            Blue wet eyes were rimmed in red. She wore baggy jeans and a Guns N’ Roses T-shirt with a concert tour dated twenty years
            ago.
         

         
         The woman looked utterly lost.

         
         “Do you have someone I can call to be with you?” When she didn’t answer, Decker said, “A relative or friend?”

         
         Slowly she shook her head. “When can I see him?”

         
         “You don’t have to see him, Mrs. Neil. It’s best to remember him as he was.” She didn’t speak. “Are you sure there’s no one
            I can call?”
         

         
         “No husband, if that’s what you mean.”

         
         “Do you have other children?”

         
         Her lip quivered. “A daughter. We don’t talk.” A pause. “I suppose I should call her.”

         
         “I can do that for you if you want me to.”

         
         She nodded.

         
         “What’s her name?”

         
         “Brandy.”

         
         Decker thought, Brandy and Brady. Or maybe it was Brady and Brandy. “How old is she?”
         

         
         “Thirty.”

         
         Brandy and Brady. Jennifer had been just nineteen when she had her first child. “Do you have a phone number?”

         
         “Gotta look it up. I don’t know if it’s current or not.” She left the living room. It was a small house, neat and clean but
            unadorned. The faux-leather furniture matched, the end tables were dusted, and the brown carpet was vacuumed though thin in
            some parts and stained in others. A moment later, Jennifer came back with a slip of paper and a number. Decker pocketed the
            paper and took out his notebook. “I know this is a horrible time to ask you questions, but it would be helpful if I knew a
            little bit about Brady.”
         

         
         She said nothing. Just wiped her eyes.

         
         “Brady was twenty-six?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “Did he live with you?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “Did Brady work or go to school?”

         
         “Both.”

         
         “Where is work and where is school?”

         
         “He worked at Bigstore in the electronics department.”

         
         “He’s good with computers?”

         
         “No idea.”

         
         Her apathy took Decker aback. “No idea?”

         
         “No. He was secretive about his life.”

         
         “Okay. Secretive as in . . .”

         
         “We just didn’t talk about anything personal. Truth be told, we hardly talked at all. He’s a single male in his twenties.
            We don’t have anything in common.”
         

         
         “Got it. Do you know how long he worked at Bigstore?”

         
         “About a couple of years. He must have gotten a promotion because Brady always had money.”

         
         “He had money?”

         
         “Always.”

         
         “What kind of money are we talking about?”

         
         “He had a car and all the gadgets—y’know, the Xbox and the iPhones and that kind of stuff. It kinda pissed me off that he
            had money for that shit and never offered to help out with the food and rent until I asked him for it.”
         

         
         Store managers didn’t make that kind of expendable money. The kid was probably dealing, and something stronger than weed.
            Opiates were an issue upstate. He said, “Did he give you money when you asked?”
         

         
         “Couple of hundred here and there.”

         
         “And he lived with you even though he had money?”

         
         “Maybe that’s why he had money. Anyway, I never bothered him and he never bothered me. He lived in the basement. It’s a big basement with two
            rooms and a bathroom. If he ever got his own place, I was gonna rent it out.” She bit her lip and wiped her eyes. “Guess that’s
            not a problem now.”
         

         
         “How did he behave with you?” When Jennifer looked confused, Decker said, “Was he rude or apathetic or physical—”

         
         “No, he never got physical with me even when he was out of control.”

         
         “Out of control?”

         
         “Typical teenage stuff—drinking, smoking marijuana, not going to school, not coming home at night. He still goes out at night
            on occasion, but in the morning, he’s sober enough to go to work.”
         

         
         “And you said he’s also in school?”

         
         “Night school. That’s what he told me. Maybe it’s true, maybe it’s not. The kid used to lie for the hell of it. Shades of
            his father.”
         

         
         “Did Brady ever have problems with the law?”

         
         “Not that I know of.” She looked at him. “Can’t you look that up?”

         
         “I did. No record as an adult, but juvenile records are sealed.”

         
         “He used to be truant. Couple of times, cops brought him back home. But then he dropped out of high school so truancy wasn’t
            a problem. He went through some low-paying jobs—fast-food counter, things like that—until he got a job at Bigstore. Like I
            said, it must pay well, because he has spare money.”
         

         
         Decker thought about Brady, working in the electronics department. He could also have been involved in warehouse theft. Working
            for a bigger ring and it caught up with him? Both sidelines—dealing and theft—were dangerous enough to explain his corpse.
         

         
         “And you don’t know where he went to college?”

         
         She continued talking. “A year ago, he said he was taking some classes at community college. Like I said, don’t know if that
            was true or not.”
         

         
         “Do you know if his money may have come from something other than a job?”

         
         “Wouldn’t know that, either. You mean like drug dealing?”

         
         “Do you think he was dealing drugs?”

         
         “I don’t know, Detective. When are you going to release the body?”

         
         “I’ll call you as soon as I know.” Decker waited a beat. “Do you know of anyone who’d want to hurt Brady or held a grudge
            against him?”
         

         
         “No.” A quick response. “Is that all?”

         
         “I’d like to take a look at his basement room, Mrs. Neil. Would that be okay?”

         
         “I don’t have the key.”

         
         “Can I bust open the lock?”

         
         Her eyes started to water. “Sure.”

         
         “Thank you.” She was quiet. Decker said, “Mrs. Neil, would you know the names of any of Brady’s friends?”

         
         “No. The basement has a private entrance. He came and went as he pleased. I know that occasionally he had people down there.
            I could hear voices. But that’s all I know.”
         

         
         “Male? Female?”

         
         “Mostly male, but a woman now and then.”

         
         Decker mentioned the names of the thugs who were probably responsible for the mailbox vandalism. “Any of those names ring
            a bell?”
         

         
         Jennifer shook her head no.

         
         “How about friends from when he was a teenager?”

         
         She gave the question some consideration. “You might try Patrick Markham or maybe Brett Baderhoff. Those are the only two
            I can think of. You also can try his sister. I’m not on speaking terms with her. But that don’t mean that the two of them
            didn’t talk.”
         

         
          

         He needed a pair of bolt cutters to break open the padlock. Once Decker was inside, he wondered why all the secrecy. It was
            an ordinary living area, only much neater than he had expected from a young adult living at home.
         

         
         The space was divided into a small living room with a kitchenette. It had a two-burner cooktop and an apartment fridge. No
            oven. Brady had a sofa, a couple of big chairs, and a big-screen TV. Jennifer was right. He had a massive game console set.
            No photographs of himself or anyone else. Off the living area was a shower, toilet, and sink.
         

         
         The bedroom was taken up by a queen bed. It had two doors, one from the living area and the other that emptied into a one-car
            garage that also held a washer/dryer. The sole vehicle inside was a maroon Ford Focus that was around five years old. Brady
            may have owned the car, and that may have put him a step ahead of his mother, but it wasn’t exactly a showpiece.
         

         
         Decker went back inside and began his search in earnest. He checked drawers and cabinets. He looked inside the pillows’ cases
            and pockets. He peered under the mattress and did find a half-dozen photographs of a much younger Brady with a girl. He looked
            around fifteen, the girl a few years older. The boy had dark brown hair and intense dark brown eyes. The girl was a blonde
            with blue eyes. The boy’s stare pierced through even though the couple was mugging for the camera.
         

         
         The inspection took about thirty minutes because Brady kept a spare apartment. He wasn’t much of a drinker—a couple of six-packs
            in the fridge. And not much of a doper except for a dime bag of weed. No hidden pills. No hidden powders and no drug paraphernalia.
            There were no closets brimming with electronics and no stash of phones. If he was involved in illegal activity, he was operating
            elsewhere.
         

         
         Jennifer was waiting for him at the top of the stairs. She said, “Find anything?”

         
         “A little marijuana.” Decker climbed the steps. “Nothing that makes me think he’s dealing.”

         
         She nodded. “What does it look like down there?”

         
         “It’s pretty tidy. If he was having wild parties, he cleaned up after himself.”

         
         “I don’t think I can go down there just yet.” Her eyes watered up. “I suppose I’ll have to do it eventually . . . especially
            if I’m gonna . . .”
         

         
         Her words drifted off. Decker filled in the blanks: if I’m gonna rent it out. Jennifer was a little short on maternal feelings, but there didn’t seem to be open hostility between mother and son as far
            as he could tell. He took out a photograph. “Mrs. Neil, could you tell me who’s in the picture with Brady?”
         

         
         “That’s my daughter.”

         
         “Brandy?”

         
         “Yes.” A pause. “I remember this picture. It was during the summer, and we were visiting a corn maze. I took the photo on
            Brandy’s phone.”
         

         
         “How old were they?”

         
         “Sixteen and twelve. Shortly after that, Brandy ran away after a blowout fight. I didn’t even try to stop her.”

         
         “Where’d she go?”

         
         “No idea.”

         
         “What about her dad?”

         
         “Not likely. He’s been in jail for the last twenty years. He’s up for parole soon, but he probably won’t get it. The family
            still lives in town.”
         

         
         “The family of the victim?”

         
         She nodded.

         
         “What’s he in for?”

         
         “Murder.” A pause. “Double murder. A man and his wife who owned a jewelry store. They weren’t supposed to be there when he
            did the job. I mean, robbery is wrong no matter what, but he didn’t go in with the idea of murdering the old folks.”
         

         
         “I understand. Do you know if either Brandy or Brady have visited their dad in jail?”

         
         “No idea.”

         
         “Okay.” A pause. “And you don’t know where Brandy lives?”

         
         “No. Out of the blue, she called me about five years ago just to tell me she was okay. She gave me her phone number. Told
            me not to call unless it was an emergency. I don’t know if this is an emergency, but I think she’d want to know. I’d want
            to know.”
         

         
         “I’ll call Brandy.”

         
         “Thank you again.”

         
         Decker paused. “Do you remember the names of the victims your ex murdered?”

         
         “Lydia and Glen Levine. Levine’s jewelry store. The business was taken over by the son. He was there during the robbery, hiding
            in the closet, and was the key witness against Brandon and his partner.” A pause. “I know this is going to sound stupid, but
            I’m going to tell you anyway. My ex and his partner, Kyle, swore up and down that all they did was tie up the couple, that
            they both were alive when they left. They swore up and down that someone else must have fired the shots after they left. It’s
            probably bullshit, but I don’t know . . . Brandon was a lot of things. I never pictured him a killer.”
         

         
         “What did the witness say? The son?”

         
         “That he was there and he saw my ex and Kyle shoot his parents.”

         
         “But you don’t believe him?”

         
         “He could have shot them after Brandon and Kyle left. And, on the stand, it came out that the son was a party kid, that he
            spent a lot of money, and there was even talk about his parents cutting him off. But since Brandon and Kyle were caught with
            the stolen goods, it was pretty much open and shut for conviction.”
         

         
         “What was the son’s name?”

         
         “Gregg Levine. Like I said, he still runs the place.”

         
         “Okay. Were you married to Brandon Neil at the time of the robbery?”

         
         “My last name is Neil. He’s Brandon Gratz. Yes, we were married. That’s why I couldn’t be made to testify against him.”

         
         Decker nodded. “Twenty years is a long time in jail. But it’s a light sentence for a double murder. Was that the recommendation
            of the jury?”
         

         
         “Jury recommended life without parole, but the judge gave them twenty each with a possibility of parole. But like I said,
            they probably won’t get out.” She caught his eye. “You think there’s something to what Brandon was saying, about him being
            set up?”
         

         
         “I have no idea.” Decker smiled. “I might want to come back and search Brady’s room again. Would that be okay?”

         
         “Yeah, but not forever, you know. I got plans.” She looked down. “I need the money.”

         
         “I understand, Ms. Neil. Thank you for your time and help.”

         
         “Detective, I may seem a little hard, but please find out who hurt my boy. We weren’t close. Still, no one should get away
            with murder.” She looked down. “I didn’t rat out my ex-husband. It was my constitutional right not to say anything against
            him and I didn’t. But once he was convicted, I was secretly glad he didn’t get away with it.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         “How are you and Officer Baccus working out?”

         
         McAdams said, “Let me call you right back.”

         
         Decker hung up. He bought an espresso at an independent coffeehouse, and as he was walking back to the car from the café,
            his phone rang. “You okay, Harvard?”
         

         
         “Just wanted privacy.”

         
         “How’s the new kid doing?”

         
         “She’s quiet. I appreciate that.”

         
         “Anything else?”

         
         “The coroner just left.”

         
         “Anything else about Baccus?”

         
         “She takes copious notes. She was probably a good student. Have you called your daughter yet to find out who we’re working
            with?”
         

         
         “Haven’t had time. The coroner didn’t say anything else other than blunt force trauma?”

         
         “Two blows. Either one would have knocked him cold, so the second one was for good measure. She didn’t find any obvious bullet
            or stab wounds. She’ll know more once she gets him on the slab. How’d the death notification go?”
         

         
         “Jennifer Neil wasn’t close to her son even though they lived together. She’s also estranged from her daughter, but she told
            me that Brady and Brandy might be in communication.”
         

         
         “Brandy and Brady?”

         
         “You heard me correctly. I’m going to set up a date to meet with her. See if she might be more useful to rounding out her
            brother. Their father, Brandon Gratz—Jennifer’s ex—is serving a sentence for double homicide.”
         

         
         “Now we have Brandon, Brandy, and Brady.”

         
         “Just be sure to write the names properly when we’re identifying the cast of characters. Brandon’s sentence is twenty years,
            so he will be up for parole soon. Jury recommended life without parole, but the judge overruled them. It’s odd.”
         

         
         “Uh-oh, you’ve got that tone in your voice.”

         
         “What tone?”

         
         “The tone that says, ‘Even though this isn’t my case, I’m curious about it.’”

         
         “I am.”

         
         “It’s not only not your case, it’s not even in your jurisdiction, plus it’s been adjudicated.”
         

         
         “I realize that. I’m just wondering if Brady’s death might have anything to do with the sins of the father.”

         
         “It was twenty years ago.”

         
         “Twenty years ago, you were eight. Twenty years ago, I was a very good homicide detective. It was a long time ago for you,
            but not for me. It’s worth checking out.”
         

         
         “But not in the immediate.”

         
         “I agree with you there. It sounds like Brady Neil may have done some dealing in the past. Also, he works in the electronics
            department. Theft and drugs could also be motives for murder. Anyway, I have a phone number for Brandy Neil. I’m going to
            call her up and break the news—hopefully in person.”
         

         
         “Now?”

         
         “Sometime today. He and his sister were close at one time. I found pictures of them together when they were younger.”

         
         “Where’d you find the pictures?”

         
         “In Brady’s basement room. There was nothing there to indicate that he was involved in something illegal, but his mom claims
            that he always had money. She has no idea where he got it from. I’ll tell you all the details when I see you.” A pause. “When
            will I see you?”
         

         
         “Two of the punks you asked me about this morning are coming to the station house—four in the afternoon.”

         
         “Which ones?”

         
         “Uh, hold on. Here we go. Dash Harden and Chris Gingold. Riley Summers will come in tomorrow morning at ten. I haven’t heard
            from Noah Grand or Erik Menetti. When I’m done over here at the scene, I can drop by their houses and see if the lads are
            home—ask for their cooperation.” A pause. “Do I have to take the girl?”
         

         
         “Officer Baccus. Yes, take her with you.”

         
         “Decker, I’m an only child. I don’t share well.”

         
         “Then here’s a chance for some on-the-job training. Go find the lads, but be back at the station house when the punks come
            in. You and Kevin can take one, and Baccus and I will take the other.”
         

         
         “She’s not going to be any help to you, boss.”

         
         “I don’t need help, Harvard. I could use a little luck. And if I don’t get luck, I’ll just have to rely on my backup plan.”

         
         “Which is?”

         
         “Lots and lots of hard work.”

         
          

         On the station house computer, Decker plugged in “Homicide Lydia and Glen Levine.” As expected, there were hundreds of references
            in the general media as well as in-house police information. The original files were probably now archived. Plus, it was going
            to take time to go through all of it, and since he had a genuine homicide to deal with, Decker knew where his obligations
            lay.
         

         
         He picked up the phone and called Brandy Neil. A few rings, and then it went to her message line. He left his name, his rank,
            and his phone number—cell and station house—and then hung up. He was about to phone his daughter when something on his computer
            screen caught his eyes.
         

         
         One of the papers—the Hamilton Courier—had offered up a quote from the lead investigator of the Levine double murder case.
         

         
         Victor Baccus.

         
         Decker stared at the twenty-year-old article. Nabbing two murderers responsible for a double homicide could make a career
            in a town the size of Hamilton.
         

         
         It’s not only not your case, it’s not even in your jurisdiction, plus it’s been adjudicated.

         
         He realized he was still holding the phone. He put in a call to Cindy’s cell. When she answered, he said, “Do you have a moment?”

         
         “What’s wrong?”

         
         “Nothing.” Decker waited a beat. “Do I sound worried?”

         
         “You don’t usually start out a call with ‘Do you have a moment?’”

         
         “You’re right. Hi, princess, I love you. Do you have a moment?”

         
         Cindy laughed over the line. “Around five minutes. What’s up?”

         
         “We found a body here in Greenbury, but it’s possible that the murder took place in Hamilton—”

         
         “You want to know if you should cede jurisdiction?”

         
         “Does that sound like me?”

         
         Another laugh. “Go on.”

         
         “Of course, I’d like full access to Hamilton’s files. The police chief was willing, but he had an arm-twisting request.”

         
         “Which is?”

         
         “Introduce his officer daughter into the wonderful world of Homicide—”

         
         “Oh, wait. I know where this is heading. Hamilton Police. Lenora Baccus.”

         
         “Yes. Apparently, she worked with you.”

         
         “She did. Did she tell you why she left the department?”

         
         “Sexual harassment. I’m not calling to debate the validity of the charge, but I would like your opinion of her. She told me
            she was on your team that took down a major GTA ring.”
         

         
         “That is true.”

         
         “What did you think of her?”

         
         “Hard worker, very diligent, willing to learn, good firearm skills, good skills with people, and a great team player.”

         
         “That’s an endorsement. Anything to add?”

         
         “Like is there anything negative?”

         
         “Whatever you want to add.”

         
         “As an original thinker? Not so much. And, truthfully, not the most robust personality on the force. No woman should have
            to take any kind of sexual harassment, including rude comments, but there are realities of life. She’s very good-looking.
            I would have thought she might have been a bit more prepared. The constant comments were obnoxious, but they seemed to blindside
            her. Like she’s never had unwanted male attention.”
         

         
         “Maybe she was sheltered.”

         
         “Could be, but c’mon. Like I said, we women shouldn’t have to put up with this crap, but it helps if you’re the type of person
            who can ignore the shit and just get on with the job. Life is not one big safe space.”
         

         
         “I’m surprised about that, especially since Baccus came from a police family.”

         
         “I don’t think her father was Mr. Supportive about her career choice.”

         
         “Sounds like someone else we know,” Decker said.

         
         “Daddy, once you were reconciled to my stubbornness, you were not only supportive, you were a wonderful source of information
            and knowledge. You were tough on me at times, but I always knew where the criticism came from. Whenever these jerks get to
            me, I hear your voice in my head. Just do the friggin’ job.”
         

         
         “You’re still having to deal with jerks?”

         
         “All the time, Dad. But the good news is, I’m starting to outrank all of them.”

         
         Decker beamed. “What do you think my approach with Baccus should be?”

         
         “Give her specific assignments—look up this, call that person, check out this alibi.”

         
         “Questioning a suspect?”

         
         “Never seen her do it. My intuition is it’s not her natural forte. But you’re a great teacher. She’s lucky to have you as
            a mentor.” A pause. “I’ve got to go.”
         

         
         “Thank you, princess. I love you to death.”

         
         “Right back at you, Daddy.”

         
          

         Decker decided to try Brandy’s number again. This time, the line clicked in with a human voice. He said, “Brandy Neil?”

         
         “Who is this?”

         
         “Detective Peter Decker, Greenbury Police. Is it possible that we could meet in person?”

         
         “Why? What’s this about? How’d you get my number?”

         
         “From your mother.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “It’s about your brother, Brady.” A long pause over the line. Then a longer pause. “Ms. Neil?”

         
         “It has to be bad news.”

         
         “Could we meet?”

         
         “Is he dead?”

         
         “I’m afraid so, yes.”

         
         “Murdered?”

         
         “It looks that way.”

         
         “Ah, Jesus!” Swearing over the line. “How?”

         
         “I’ll tell you everything I know. But it would be helpful to meet in person.”

         
         “Where? Hamilton police station?”

         
         “Uh, if you could, I’d rather meet at the Greenbury station. Your brother died in our jurisdiction, so we’re running the investigation.
            I don’t want to intrude on Hamilton’s space. If it’s too far for you to travel, I’ll come to you.”
         

         
         “I almost never go to Greenbury. It would take me like a half hour to get there.”

         
         “Like I said, I can come to you.”

         
         “No, I’d rather meet at a police station, no offense. I don’t know who you are.”

         
         “I think that’s prudent of you. When can you come down?”

         
         “Not now. It’s two o’clock. I’m still at work. I suppose I can make it around seven.”

         
         “That would be fine.” He gave her the address of the station house and his cell number. “I’ll see you around seven. Please
            call if there’s any change of plans. And thank you very much.”
         

         
         She spoke before he could hang up. “Where is my brother now?”

         
         “He’s still at the morgue.”

         
         “And if you got my number from my mother, she must know, right?”

         
         “She does.”

         
         “Ah, Jesus! This is just horrible . . . just terrible.”
         

         
         “It is terrible. I’m very sorry.”

         
         “Did he suffer?”

         
         “No,” Decker told her.

         
         Not a lie, not the truth. He didn’t know one way or the other, and since he didn’t know, there was no reason to cause her
            any further misery.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5

         
         Dash Harden sat in the chair. His manner said defiance while his face said fear. He was used to vandalizing—a nonconfrontational
            crime—and now, he was face-to-face with the enemy. He was eighteen and stood about five eleven, his body slowly turning into
            a man’s, with the wiry arms giving way to actual muscle. Light brown hair and a face spangled with freckles and acne. His
            hair was cut short, his features more bulldog than eagle. He kept insisting he had been home all night. Since Decker didn’t
            have any proof that Dash had vandalized, he told Lennie Baccus that he’d be stretching the truth a little. Her job was to
            listen and take notes, especially the nonverbal reactions, because the interview was being recorded. Concentrating on things
            like the kid’s posture, his fidgetiness, what he did with his hands, eye contact with Decker, eyes looking up or looking down
            or away. While words were easier to understand superficially, gestures almost always told the truth.
         

         
         “Dash, it’s the third time those mailboxes have been overturned,” Decker said. “We installed a closed-circuit TV camera after
            the second time.” That part was true. “You and your friends were caught on tape.”
         

         
         Shaking leg. “I wasn’t there.”

         
         Decker had yet to tell the kid about Brady Neil. He and Dash had been at it for twenty minutes, so it was time to turn up
            the heat. “Do you really think I’d go through all this trouble to interview you here if it was just about a couple of broken
            mailboxes? Well, more than a couple of broken mailboxes. Anyway, that’s not what I’m after.”
         

         
         Harden continued to squirm. “I wasn’t there.”

         
         “Yes, you were.”

         
         Sweat on his forehead. “I swear I wasn’t.”

         
         “You were there.”

         
         “No, I wasn’t.”

         
         “I saw you on CCTV.”

         
         A long pause. “It wasn’t me.”

         
         “Okay, it wasn’t you.”

         
         The kid’s face brightened. “I can go?”

         
         “No, you can’t go.”

         
         “Why not?”

         
         “Because I saw you on tape, and what I saw matters more than what you say.”

         
         “It wasn’t me.”

         
         “Dash, your buddies and you have been vandalizing mailboxes, walls, street signs, and buildings in Greenbury for a long time.
            Then you run back to Hamilton, where you think you’re safe. Not this time. Just tell the truth and you’re done here.”
         

         
         “I wasn’t there.”

         
         “Yes, you were.” Decker poured the kid a drink of water. “Son, the first one of your gang to tell the truth gets the most
            leniency, because you’re all going to be charged. I know that you know about the dead body. That means I bump up the charges
            from destruction of property—federal property—to murder—”
         

         
         The kid jumped out of his seat. “I didn’t kill anyone.”
         

         
         “I believe you, Dash.” The kid was quiet. “Come on. Sit back down.”

         
         The kid cooperated.

         
         “Tell me what you know about it.”

         
         More sweat on his pimply forehead. “Sir, I don’t know anything about a dead body.”

         
         Decker looked at Lennie and gave her a slight eye roll. “Dash, I think you’re a good kid. You’re the first one who came in
            to talk to us. And that’s why you’ll get leniency if you start telling me what really happened. If you don’t talk, you’ll
            force my hand. Then I go over to the next interview room, where my colleague is making the same offer to Chris Gingold.”
         

         
         “I don’t need an offer.” He bounced his leg up and down. “I didn’t do anything.”
         

         
         “Okay, you didn’t do anything. Tell me what you know.”

         
         “I know my rights. I can ask for a lawyer.”

         
         “I haven’t charged you with anything. But if I do charge you and you get a lawyer, he or she is going to tell you the same
            thing. Start talking. It’s your best chance. Otherwise all of you will be charged with murder. You were on the tape; you were
            all there.”
         

         
         “If there really is a tape, then you’d know that we had nothing to do with it.”

         
         Decker’s thoughts whirled around for a split second. “How would I know that?”

         
         A long pause. “That’s all I got to say.”

         
         Decker sighed. “I’m a good guy, Dash, so I’m going to be honest with you. And it’s just between you and me.”

         
         The kid was silent.

         
         “There are gaps in the tape. We can see you swinging at the mailboxes, but we didn’t get a clear picture of what happened
            to the body.”
         

         
         “Then you have no evidence against me.”

         
         “We have circumstantial evidence. We have you boys swinging at anything upright, and with a track record like yours, it’ll
            carry weight. It doesn’t take a whole lot of smarts to infer what else you did with those baseball bats.”
         

         
         “I didn’t kill anyone.” His voice cracked.
         

         
         “I believe you, son. But you’re not giving me much to work with.”

         
         The wheels were turning in his peabrain. “What happens to me if I tell you that we saw the body and then we all got spooked
            and took off?”
         

         
         “Is that the truth?”

         
         Harden nodded.

         
         “You need to answer yes or no for the tape. Did you see the body while you were on Canterbury Lane while you and your friends
            were vandalizing mailboxes?”
         

         
         The kid nodded again.

         
         “Dash, you need to answer yes or no.”

         
         “Yes. Okay . . . okay.” He exhaled, sighed, exhaled again. “We were . . . you know.”

         
         “I do know, but you need to tell me for the tape.”

         
         “Having a little fun.”

         
         “What do you mean by having a little fun, Dash?”

         
         “Okay . . . okay. We were just, you know . . .”

         
         “Dash, let’s get this moving. Just say what you were doing, okay?”

         
         “Whopping down mailboxes. I mean, it’s no big deal. It’s not like we were busting headlights or something.”

         
         Decker had had calls about busted head- and taillights. Be easy to goad him into talking about that, but right now, all he
            cared about was Brady Neil. “Go on.”
         

         
         “Life is so fucking boring! My mom smokes pot all the time, my stepdad drinks, and whenever they get mad or drunk or stoned,
            which is all the time, I’m the fucking punching bag. And don’t tell me to go to Social Services. I’ve smoked that doobie.
            It’s useless. I got no choice but to live at home. I get a bed, food, and heat in the winter. I’m working toward a car. Once
            I get a set of wheels, I’m never coming back.”
         

         
         “You won’t have a job if the courts find out what you’ve been doing.”

         
         “Meaning I’m fucked no matter what.”

         
         “Not necessarily, Dash. If you promise to stop whacking the mailboxes, you can walk out of here. But, first, you have to tell
            me about the dead body.”
         

         
         Harden looked down. “I saw it first—at the corner house with the woods in back.” His eyes got a faraway look. “Scared the
            shit out of me. I came back and told the bros and we all went over to look. Then we heard something and took off.”
         

         
         “Heard what?”

         
         “I dunno. It sounded like it was coming from the woods. We just took off.”

         
         “What time
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