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Chapter 1


It was early morning when I stepped down from my boat and sat out on the dock with a cup of coffee. I watched the fishermen as they headed out onto the St. Johns River under the warm, orange sky. 
Work had been slow. We were going on at least a month since we had a decent case. Although, the truth was, I didn’t mind. It gave me some time to breathe and enjoy the boat I bought off a friend of a friend who was going through a divorce.
The downside? My wallet was getting thin.
My phone rang from somewhere up on the boat. I took my time—few calls were urgent—and stepped up onto the bow. I tossed aside some shirts I’d left out in the morning sun to dry and found my phone underneath my faded Jacksonville Sharks t-shirt.
I looked at the screen. I’d missed the call from my good friend and  former Chief of the Fernandina Beach Police, Charlie Weiss. 
The message indicator came on as I stepped down onto the dock and picked up my coffee. I dialed and listened to Charlie’s voicemail: 
“I’m on my way out to the marina. I hope you’re there.”
Charlie must’ve been rolling along route 17 when he called, because when I looked up he was pulling into the parking lot in his old Ford truck; the one he bragged about with the two-hundred-fifty thousand miles on it. 
He’d tell me every time I saw him.
I stood on the dock and watched him step from his truck. He was dressed in plain clothes—a pair of jeans and boots, a short-sleeved button-down, and a Sharks baseball hat I gave him when I worked for the team as Director of Security. 
Charlie was a man’s-man. Tough as nails when he needed to be. But to those of us who knew him well, Charlie was a bit soft on the inside. And I don’t mean the stomach hanging over his belt. 
He looked different as he walked toward me, mainly because I’d rarely seen him out of uniform. At least, not since we were kids or if he had a rare day off and tried to stay out of the public’s eye. 
But that was before he lost the only job he ever wanted.
Charlie’s arms hung wide by his side as he walked toward the dock. He always had that walk—ever since he was a kid—with his arms out, hands spread like he was ready to draw his guns or had a basketball under each arm.
I reached over my boat and grabbed a folding lawn chair. I opened it and placed it down on the dock.”You want a coffee?”
Charlie shook his head. He didn’t sit in the chair.
“Everything all right?” I said.
He rubbed the side of his unshaven face and looked out toward the river. He didn’t answer.
“I haven’t seen you with that look since you walked down the aisle with—”
“Sometimes it’s like you’re reading someone’s mind,” he said as he whipped his head to look at me. 
I stared back at him and noticed he had tears in his eyes. “Are you going to tell me what this is all about?”
Charlie’s cheeks puffed out as he exhaled through his mouth. “Funny, you bring up my wedding when…” He paused, removed his hat and scratched his head. He again turned toward the water. “Barb left me.”
I didn’t say a word right away. I wondered if I even heard him right. 
“She left you?”
He nodded. “She won’t even answer my calls.” 
“Shit, Charlie. I’m sorry.” I gestured towards the lawn chair I’d set up for him. “Maybe you should have a seat.”
He looked down at the old lawn chair with the green nylon straps and shook his head. “You think that thing’s going to hold me?”
“It’s fine,” I said. “Come on, sit down. Tell me what happened.”
Charlie ignored me. He lifted his hat and scratched his head. “I went out for a drink last night. And when I pulled in the driveway, her car wasn’t there. No lights on outside. Pitch black inside. Must’ve been around nine or ten.” He looked up at me. “I’d been gone a while, but…” He paused. “It was so quiet and still around the house, I knew right away something wasn’t right.”
“Was she home?”
Charlie shook his head. “I walked all around the house, called for her. I mean, her car wasn’t there, so I guess I knew, but…” He paused again, like he was thinking through his thoughts before he spoke.  “I’d had a few drinks.” As he took a step back he kicked over my cup of coffee with his size-thirteen boot. “Oh, shit. I’m sorry, I…”
I bent over and picked up the cup, tossed what was left inside into the river. “You want a cup? Got a fresh pot brewing down below.”
He shrugged. “I could probably use some.”
We stepped up onto the boat and headed down below. Charlie came down behind me on the ladder. It was a tight fit with the two of us standing in the galley, and I realized the guests I had in my cabin were usually women half the size of Charlie. 
At least most of the time. 
Charlie looked around, glanced over at my unmade bed. “It’s a lot smaller in here than the last boat.” 
I poured a coffee and handed Charlie the cup. “So you said Barb’s not answering her phone?” 
Charlie shifted his stance and looked up at the ceiling with no more than eight inches of space above his head. “Been calling her every hour or so, goes right to voicemail.”
“So when was the last time you talked to her? When did she tell you she was leaving?”
Charlie looked down at the floor, paused a moment before he answered. “She left a note. That’s all. Left it on the piano, of all places.” 
“What’d it say?”
Charlie swallowed hard, looked towards the ladder and said, “Just that it’d make sense we stayed apart for a bit. Said she needed some room to breathe.”
I nodded with my chin toward the ladder. “Speaking of needing room to breathe…let’s go back up.” 
We headed up the ladder and out onto the dock. I took a seat and sipped my coffee.
Charlie finally sat down in the chair next to me, although I could tell he was being a bit cautious as he put his rear in the seat. The chairs were the same ones my parents owned when I was a kid.
Charlie leaned forward with his eyes down off the edge of the dock. He rested his elbows on his knees as he held the cup of coffee between his big hands. He raised his eyes to me. “Will you help me?”
I nodded, the words not coming out of my mouth fast enough. “Jesus, Charlie. Of course. You don’t even need to ask, but…” I hesitated. “But she’s all right, don’t you think? I mean, she left you a note. Maybe you should just give her time.”
“I need to know she’s okay.”
“I’m sure she is, Charlie. I mean, you’ve been through a rough patch the last few months. Both of you. It might make sense to—”
“I’m not looking to be lectured.” He stood from his chair and tossed what was left in his cup into the river. 
“No…I know. I’m not. I’m just…” I nodded. “Don’t worry. I’ll help you. We’ll find her.”
“I’ll pay you whatever you—”
“Christ, Charlie. Really? I would never…”
He closed his eyes and nodded as he put his hand on my shoulder. 
“What me and Barb had was never perfect. Nothing is. But I never in a million years thought she’d just get up and walk out on me like this.”
“She ever threaten you? Saying she’d leave you?”
Charlie cracked a smile and huffed out a slight laugh. “Barb? She threatened me all the time. For the last twenty years. Never thought she’d go through with it, though.”
I stood up and tossed what was left in my cup into the river. “It’s not very good coffee.” 
Charlie handed me his empty cup and shook his head. “I thought maybe she’d gone to her sister’s. I left her a message, but she hasn’t called me back.”
“Where’s she live?”
“Yulee.”  
“What about Barb’s office? You call there?”
“They’re not open for another couple hours.”
[image: image-placeholder]I followed Charlie out to his house in Fernandina Beach. He and Barb lived in the same house he grew up in, the house he bought from his parents when they retired and moved down to The Villages, northwest of Orlando.  
When I pulled into the driveway, I couldn’t help but imagine us running around together in the yard as kids playing cops and robbers. We’d always fight over who’d be the bad guy, although it’d usually be me. I didn’t mind.
Even back then when we were kids, Charlie wanted to be Chief of Police. But not just any chief, he wanted to be the one in charge of the Fernandina Beach Police Department. 
It never once crossed his mind to go live anywhere else in the world.
I was different. I couldn’t wait to get away from the place. For a time, I wanted to move to Hawaii. That might’ve been because I watched Magnum PI as a kid…dreamed about life on Robin Masters’ estate. I even tried to grow the mustache at one point, but never got it to look as good as Tom Selleck’s. 
Of course, I never made it out to Hawaii. 
I instead made it as far as the northeast, where I took a job with the Rhode Island State Police…thanks to an uncle who knew someone.
That’s how it worked up there.
I came back to Florida, of course. Not by choice. But I settled in Jacksonville where a friend of the family gave me a job as Director of Security with the Jacksonville Sharks baseball team. 
Charlie stepped from his truck and reached down to open the garage door, then walked in ahead of me. 
I followed him through the garage where the two-by-four studs were still exposed on the walls with the same insulation between them. Charlie’s dad would warn us not to touch the ‘pink stuff.’
“It’s different being on the outside, isn’t it?” Charlie said as he held the door.
I walked past him through the doorway. The smell hit me as soon as I was inside. It hadn’t changed a bit since we were kids. Somewhat of a musty smell, I guess, mixed with baked cookies.
“The outside?” I said.
“I mean…not being with the department anymore. My hands are tied. I didn’t even call anyone over there yet.”
“Why would you need the police involved?”
We walked through the short hallway. The framed photos on the brown paneled walls were some of the same ones that hung there when we were kids. I stopped and looked at the one of Charlie, when he’d first joined the police department. He was just a kid, although twice the size of the other young officers.
The kitchen was somewhat updated with new appliances, although the same brown cabinets they’d always had. The white linoleum floor was new, as far as I remembered.
Charlie opened the refrigerator door and pulled out a can of Diet Coke. He held it out towards me, “You want one?”
I shook my head. “I’m okay.” I looked around the kitchen then poked my head through the doorway into the adjoining room with the formal table that took up most of the space.
Charlie mumbled something as he walked out of the kitchen and turned down the hall, but I didn’t catch what he’d said.
I opened the back door, stepped out onto Charlie’s deck and looked straight ahead toward the woods. It was as quiet and peaceful as it had always been.
But that’s when something caught my eye. 
I turned to my right and looked toward the corner of the L-shaped ranch, next to the door that led to Charlie and Barb’s bedroom. “Charlie?” 
He didn’t respond.
I yelled, “Charlie!” And said it again. “Charlie! Get out here!”
The door creaked open and he stuck his head outside with his eyes on mine. “You all right?”
I nodded toward a man seated in an Adirondack Chair, the back pushed up against the house. “You happen to know the dead man on your deck?”




Chapter 2


The cops were buzzing around Charlie’s house. A couple of them called him “Chief,” but mostly out of habit. Also out of respect, I presumed. Everyone knew the story, how Charlie’d been forced out from the department when a new city manager came to town and wanted to make a big splash. 
All Charlie would say is they’d done him wrong. He accepted his fate, even though it broke his heart and, frankly, might’ve broken him.
Charlie wasn’t ready—or prepared—for a new chapter in his life. 
He didn’t want one. 
Charlie and Barb’s marriage had suffered. In fact, everything in Charlie’s life began to suffer since he’d been removed from the only life he’d known and wanted.
Sergeant Jack Brunansky asked Charlie if he was sure he hadn’t gone on the deck last night when he came home.
I could tell Charlie didn’t like the question. But he behaved. “I rarely go out there anymore for any reason other than cook a steak when Barb’d let me eat meat.”
Brunansky was a big man. Not as big as Charlie and maybe a little older. Like a handful of officers in the new Fernandina Beach Police Department, he had come in from the Nassau County Sheriff’s Office.
Charlie and Jack knew each other from over the years, but it was hard to tell if there was some sort of friction between them.
Brunansky gave me a look, then turned toward Charlie. “Charlie, mind if we talk?” He glanced at me again. “In private?”
Charlie turned toward me and I gave him a nod. “I’ll be out back.” 
As I reached for the door, Brunansky said, “Careful what you touch.” 
I turned and stared back at him but didn’t say a word.
There were five officers outside on the deck. A couple of them held cups with coffee Charlie had brewed up for them. Three of them stood off to the side and leaned against the deck railing as they laughed, having a good time.
A couple of officers examined the man’s lifeless body. Although with his eyes and mouth wide open—like the hole in his chest—I could almost imagine him joining in on the conversation.
I walked past the officer and down the steps into the yard. I could feel the officer’s eyes on me, I’m sure wondering who I was and why I was even there. Charlie didn’t feel the need to make any introductions.
One of the officers called to me from the top of the stairs. “Sir?” I stopped halfway down and looked up toward him. 
He had his hands on his hips. 
“Yes?” I said.
“There something I can help you with?” he glanced over his shoulder for a moment.
I shook my head. “No, I’m okay. Thank you.” I continued down the stairs.
“Sir!” he snapped with a little more force. The voices on the deck had gone quiet. “In case you hadn’t noticed the dead man in the chair, there’s a police investigation going on here.”
I took the last step down to the ground and turned towards him again. I looked around the yard then nodded with my chin as I glanced up at him. “How’s the coffee?”
He put his foot down on the top step as if readying himself to move toward me. 
Sargent Brunansky appeared behind the railing to the right of the stairs. “Mac?” he said. “Everything all right?”
The officer—Mac was his name—still had his eyes on me. 
“We need you inside,” Brunansky said to the officer as they both turned and disappeared.
I walked underneath the deck. There was blood on the concrete just under where the dead man sat in the chair above. I looked up and saw drips of blood, dried on the side of the deck’s joists. 
I heard steps coming down from the deck. I knew right away the big boots I saw through the opening in the stairs belonged to Charlie.
“Everything okay?” I said as he came off the last step and walked under the deck.
He stared at me for a moment with a confused look on his face. “Are you serious?” he said.
“Sorry. I mean…what’d he say?”
“Brunansky?” Charlie put his hands on his hips and looked down at the drips of blood. He looked up towards the deck above our heads. “He gave me a warning.”
“A warning?”
Charlie nodded. “Said there’s going to be some questioning.” Charlie looked right at me. “Questions he said I might not be comfortable answering.”
I shifted my stance, looked at Charlie.
“My wife’s missing,” he said. “And there’s a dead man up there with a big hole in his chest, sitting in the adirondack my father built.” 
“They think you’re a suspect?”
He shrugged his shoulders. “Wouldn’t you think so?” 
Both of us stayed quiet for a moment and looked out into the yard. 
“And as long as Barb’s not around to answer any questions, she’s also a person of interest.” He turned toward the stairs. “He asked me to hand over my guns.”




Chapter 3


Alex Jepson was already at the office when I got back from Charlie’s house. I’d called her from my car on the way, and she’d already started trying to find Charlie’s wife, Barbara. 
Alex and I had worked together for the Jacksonville Sharks baseball team. After I resigned as director, she took over to lead the security team. But after the team was sold and moved out of Florida, she joined me at Walsh Investigations full time. 
As I’d told her more than once, she’s the brains of the operation.
We rented space upstairs at my friend Billy’s restaurant and Alex became a fifty-fifty partner. That meant I could no longer fly by the seat of my pants the way I always had. 
Our office had a perfect view that overlooked the St. Johns River. And with Billy’s Place right down the stairs, we had full-time access to food and, of course, the bar. Not to mention I could walk to my boat at the Trout River Marina.
“Any luck?” I said as I pushed a stack of papers on my desk to the side to make room for my laptop.
Alex said, “I called just about every hotel in the region. Tried her sister’s house again. Called her cell phone. Left messages, so maybe she’ll call back, knowing Charlie’s not the only one looking for her.” She took a sip from a cup she had on top of her desk. “How’s he doing?”
“Charlie?” I shrugged. “I guess what you’d expect.” I thought for a moment. “Worse, actually. I think he feels powerless.”
Alex leaned back in her chair. “Is he really a suspect?”
I sat down and lifted the top on my laptop. “I’d like to think what they’re doing is routine…”
“But?”
“But I think a lot of people know what he’s gone through. His state of mind is, well…”
“And he owns a lot of guns,” she said. 
“Doesn’t mean he pulled the trigger.” I looked out the window, past Alex. “His wife left him. Not long after he lost the only job he’d ever had.”
I got up from my chair, poured a cup of coffee and took a sip. I spit what was in my mouth into the wastebasket next to my desk. 
“That’s from yesterday,” Alex said. “We’re out of coffee.” She held up her cup. “Want some tea?”
I pulled open the window and tossed the rest of the coffee outside. I stuck my head out to make sure I didn’t pour it on anybody down below in the parking lot.
Alex said, “Did you have a chance to look around Charlie’s?”
“As much as I could. There was a Sergeant Brunansky there. Jack Brunansky. Came over from Nassau County, now with the Fernandina Beach PD. Charlie knows him.” I sat back down at my desk. “Another officer—a guy who went by Mac—tried to give me a hard time for being there. I played dumb… but I have a feeling he knows exactly who I am.”
“Mac? Is his name Dale McDonald by any chance?”
I said, “I don’t know. Maybe.”
“If it’s Dale McDonald, he’s trouble.”
I thought about it. “Does he go by Mac?”
Alex shrugged. “I think so.” She looked down at her screen and tapped the pad on her laptop. “I don’t know if you’ve heard, but the police have identified the victim.”
I walked over and stood behind Alex at her desk. I looked at the image she had on her screen. “That’s him all right,” I said. “Same look on his face when I saw him dead. Slight smile. His damn eyes were open, just like that. I can’t get it out of my mind…like someone told him a joke he didn’t get.” I squinted at the screen. “What’s his name?”
“Jim Kaplan.”
I walked back to my desk, sat down and typed Jim Kaplan Fernandina Beach into Google.
The first search result was the one Alex had on her computer. 
“He owns—owned—a construction company,” Alex said. “Kaplan Construction.” She looked up at me. “Charlie wasn’t having work done at his house, was he?”
I shook my head. “He would’ve recognized the guy.”
Alex rolled her eyes. “I’m just asking a question.”
“Sorry,” I said. “Not that I know of. The place hasn’t changed much since when we were kids.” I grabbed my phone and dialed Charlie and he answered on the first ring.
“Where are you?” I said.
“Sitting outside the station. A couple of spaces down from my old parking space. I haven’t been here in at least six months…wondered if I’d ever be back. Never imagined this’d be why.”
“Why? What are you doing?”
“Going inside to talk to Jack.”
“Brunansky? Don’t you think you should get a lawyer first? As hard as it is to believe, the Fernandina Beach PD doesn’t seem to be on your side this time.”
“Henry, I was the goddamn Chief of Police.”
I waited a moment. “Well, you’re not anymore.”
Charlie didn’t respond.
I said. “I assume you know they identified the victim on your deck?”
“I heard,” he said.
“And you still have no idea what he was doing at your house? Maybe Barb’d hired him to do some work?”
“At my house? You don’t think I would’ve told you the guy’d been hired to work on my house?” I heard him say something under his breath. “Christ, Henry. You sound just like those idiots inside this police station.”
“Charlie, I’m just trying to—”
I heard a click.
“Charlie?”
He hung up. 
I put my phone down on my desk and leaned back in my chair. I looked over at Alex, shaking my head without saying a word. 
“He doesn’t have a lawyer?” she said.
“He’s overestimating his history with the department. I don’t think there’s more than a couple of officers there who’d worked under him. It looks to me they couldn’t care less he ever wore the uniform… never mind he was the damn Chief of Police.”
Alex said, “But just because there’s a dead man on his deck… doesn’t mean he’s guilty.”
“I know that. But if he’s not careful, they’ll find a way to pin it on him. You watch.” I stood up from my desk and headed for the stairs. I turned to Alex. “You coming down?”
[image: image-placeholder]Alex and I sat at the bar. The restaurant had picked up a bit more, busier than it’d been over the past few weeks as the summer season transitioned over to the snowbirds from the north.
Billy came out from the kitchen and gave us a nod. He walked toward a table of men wearing jackets and ties. I watched as he placed their drinks down on the table then walked back around the other side of the bar. He stood across from me and Alex. “I don’t mind being behind the bar. But when I have to play waiter and bartend it really takes the fun out of this business.”
“Where’s Chloe?”
“School.” He looked at his watch. “Should be here soon, I hope.” He leaned on the bar, his arms spread wide from his shoulders. “How’s Charlie?”
“Nothing’s good for him right now. He was out front of the police station, about to go in and discuss the case.”
“No word on his wife?”
I shook my head. “Nothing.”
Billy wiped his hands with the towel he had draped over his shoulder. “Are you having drinks?”
Alex ordered tea.
“I could use a coffee,” I said.
Billy put two menus on the bar, a cup of coffee in front of me and a mug with hot water for Alex. He reached under the counter and pulled out a wooden box where he kept a selection of teabags. It was only for Alex, since most people didn’t come to Billy’s to drink tea. He said, “Is Charlie’s wife still in the real estate business?”
“She was part time. The agent she was working for hired someone else, I guess. Someone much younger. So Barbara’s hours were cut in half.”
Billy shook his head. “Age discrimination.”
“Strange when you think about it,” I said. “The way it happened to both Charlie and Barb, right around the same time. The thing is, there’s not a lot of work around once you get up there in age.”
Alex turned to me. “I’d say their careers are the least of their worries.”
I sipped my coffee, turned to her and nodded. “I’m just saying…”
Billy walked away to make a couple of drinks for two older, white-haired women across from us on the other side of the bar. He placed a martini in front of each of them. 
He walked back over, said, “I remember that name—the man on his deck.”
“Jim Kaplan?” Alex said.
Billy nodded. “Is he the same Jim Kaplan who owned Kaplan Construction?”
“Yeah, that’s him,” I said. “Wife said she thought maybe he was working on a project in Charlie’s neighborhood. Police haven’t been able to track down any customers around there.”
“And there’s no connection to Barbara?” Billy said.
“Not that we know of,” I said.
Billy leaned forward on the bar and looked around him before he said, “There’s clearly a connection, right?”
Alex and I looked at each other. 
“I don’t get the feeling it’s a coincidence,” I said. 




Chapter 4


An older woman approached me and Alex as soon as we walked into the real estate office where Charlie’s wife Barbara had worked.  
She approached us with her arm extended as she reached out to shake our hands. She had curly, red hair with a burned-on tan that made her skin look like leather. “I’m Wendy Wheeler,” she said. “Can I help you find your dream?” Her cheese-filled line was followed by a big smile with teeth that almost glowed, snow-white from what I guessed was an excessive bleach job.
“I’m sorry?” I said, not being able to help myself from toying with her. “You said something about a dream?”
She kept her smile on full but her eyes said she wanted to give up the act. “Are you looking to buy? Or would you be a seller? The market is hot right now.”
“Hate to say it, but we’re not buying or selling. We’re looking for Barbara Senecal.”
The smile was gone.
“Barbara’s not here. She’s taken some time off for a few days. I’m not sure when she’ll be back.”
“How long’s she been out?” I said.
“She left yesterday. Early. I don’t know if I can tell you much else.” She turned and looked towards the area divided up by cubicles. “In fact, her husband was also looking for her earlier today.” She scrunched her chin. I found it kind of strange at first, that her husband doesn’t know where she is. But then again, after what’d happened…”
I decided to play dumb. “What happened?”
Wendy again looked towards the cubicles and turned back to me. In a hushed tone, she said, “Jim Kaplan was found dead on their deck.” She tilted her head. “I assumed that’s why you’re here? Aren’t you from the sheriff’s office?”
I chose not to answer her. “So you know Jim Kaplan?”
“Yes, of course. He’d built quite a few homes around here over the years. I’d sold a few myself.” She picked at her fingers and looked down toward the floor. “It’s a real shame.”
I thought for a moment. “Is there anyone who might know where to find Barbara? It’s important I talk to her as soon as possible.”
Wendy said, “She works with Jennie Hyatt. She’s her assistant. One of her assistants.” She leaned in closer to me, put the back of her hand up next to her mouth. “Jennie’s the top seller in this office. Maybe in all of Fernandina Beach.”
“Jennie Hyatt, huh? Is she here?” I said.
Wendy shook her head. “I don’t think so.” She held up her finger, “Give me a moment.” She walked along the cubicles and down a hall. I could see her in front of a door as she knocked and waited. Then the door opened and Wendy walked in.
She came back over and handed me a business card. “Here, you can reach Jennie on her cell. I’m sure if she knows where Barbara is she’ll tell you.”
[image: image-placeholder]Alex drove her Jeep down A1A , where it appeared plenty of homes were for sale. And it seemed that just about every other one had Jennie Hyatt’s name and picture plastered on a sign stuck in the front yard. 
It finally hit me. “I know who Jennie Hyatt is. I mean, I knew her. She’s Jennie Rockwell. At least it used to be. We went to high school together.”
Jennie was the hottest girl in school. She was the head cheerleader who always dated the quarterback—a different one each season.
With the top down and the wind picking up along the coast, it was hard for me to make a call. So Alex pulled onto the beach across from the Amelia Hotel. 
“Don’t get stuck,” I said as she drove over the sand.
She gave me a look with her eyes narrowed, just to let me know it was far from the first time she’d had her Jeep on the beach.
We faced the ocean and sat quiet for a moment, taking it all in. A handful of what I assumed were locals had fishing poles set-up along the shoreline. Otherwise, the rest of the beach was pretty empty.
I thought about my teenage years, hanging out in the exact spot where Alex had parked. I said, “We used to party here all the time. Cops would bust it up and we’d come back again the next night, start all over.”
“The good old days, huh?” she said.
I turned and nodded. “I guess.” I smiled. “One of the last times I talked to Jennie Hyatt, when she was still Jennifer Rockwell, was right here on this beach. I remember telling her I couldn’t wait to move out of this place. And she didn’t get it. She said she’d never leave.”
I looked down at Jennie’s business card and dialed my phone. 
She answered on the first ring. “This is Jennie Hyatt, how may I help you live your dream?”
“Hey, Jennifer? This is Henry Walsh. I don’t know if you remember me, but—”
“I’m sorry, I didn’t quite hear you. What did you say your name was?”
“Henry Walsh. We went to high school together.”
The phone went quiet as I’m sure she was dialing into her memory bank, but not exactly tapping into the right deposit box.
“Oh, Henry. Oh my… yes, I… of course. I remember you. You played football, didn’t you?”
I held my hand over the phone and said to Alex, “She has no idea who I am.”
Alex broke out a slight smile.
I said, “No, I didn’t play football, but… Well, that’s okay. It doesn’t really matter. I need your help, if you don’t mind?”
“Of course,” she said. “Are you buying? Or do you have a home you’d like to sell?”
“Uh, no. Actually, neither. That’s not why I’m calling. I’m actually looking for Barbara Senecal. I understand she works for you?”
“Well, sort of. She is a part of my team. But I don’t like to say she works for me. She works with me. We take the team approach to helping our clients, and—”
“I’m really just wondering if you know where I can find her.”
The line went quiet for a moment. 
Jennie said, “I know about Jim Kaplan, of course. Is that what this is about?”
“Yes and no. Barbara’s missing. And nobody knows where she is.”
“Missing? I hope she’s all right,” she said. “The thing is, Barbara and I haven’t spoken in a few days. She took some time away after I had to make some changes to our team. Barbara wasn’t happy about the changes, and rather than have any disruptions she agreed to take some time off. I’m no spring chicken, and, let’s just say I needed the team to get younger. Barbara has a couple of years on me…so there were some things we had to change, especially with technology the way it is and, well…”
“Can you tell me the last time you spoke with her?” I said.
“I don’t know. I’d have to go through my emails. It might’ve been two
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