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one





WAKING up alone has all the excitement of interviewing a hamster breeder. And none of the action. Jimmys tone was cheerful, but I didnt miss the message.


Weve brought each other some comfort there, these last few years. I chose my words carefully and kept my voice light.


The silence on the line built.


I could picture Jimmy in his hotel room in Los Angeles. Tall and lanky. In Levis and a sports shirt. He would be draped casually over an easy chair, a book open on the coffee table. His face is long and lanky, too, with that deadpan quality that often fools those he interviews into thinking him placid, perhaps a tad obtuse. It wasnt a mistake theyd make twice.


Jimmy likes gourmet meals, art museums, small towns, and parties where people know each other.


No wonder he felt lonely.


Los Angeles is a sprawl of broken dreams and lost opportunities, disconnected souls and entertainment junkies. The sunny skies and graceful palms dont redeem jammed roadways to nowhere.



But it wasnt simply that he was in L.A. on a book tour.


Henrie O. Jimmys voice is a pleasant tenor. A nice voice. A nice man. An old friend. A sometime lover. Henrie O, Ive been looking at a house in Cuernavaca. Youd like it. Eagerness ran the words together. Ive been wanting to tell you about it. Im going down there next week. I want you to come with me.


He paused.


Suddenly, I knew what was coming. And I was totally unprepared.


Since wed both been widowed and become reacquainted, wed taken a number of holidays together. And enjoyed them and each other. But


Henrie O, I want to build a life there. With you. As my wife.


Jimmy I didnt know what to say. Id not thought about where we were going. Id not actually thought we were going anywhere. Id seen our occasional meetingsAcapulco, New York, Paris, Charlotte Amalieas interludes: sensual, satisfying, self-contained; a lovely enhancement but not a basic component of my life.


Yet Ive never seen myself as an opportunist. Certainly not in connection with people for whom I have great respect and liking. Id just never figured Jimmy Lennox into the equation of my life. At least not on a permanent basis.


Think about it, Henrie O. The words were still casual, but his voice grew huskier. Wed have fun. You know that.


I know that. But there is a world of difference between occasional liaisons and a permanent commitment.



Ill be here until a week from Friday.


And that was all. I was left holding a buzzing line.


As I walked briskly across the campus, I saw it with a more thoughtful gaze. This had been a healing place for me, after Richards death. We are none of us ever prepared for the loss of a beloved partner. When the loss comes without warning, the devastation is complete.


Richards last call had ended, Ill be home Monday. Love you, sweetheart.


But when Monday came, Richard, my surefooted, athletic, graceful Richard, was dead from a fall down a rugged cliff. He came home from the island paradise of Kauai in a coffin.


One day Id been Mrs. Richard Collins. The next I was a widow, a widow remembering how bitterly shed grudged his island visit.


Nothing softens that kind of loss.


The common wisdom urges no changes for a year. Id stayed in our Washington apartment, but the joy was gone.


Millays verse was a refrain in my heart:




Oh, there will pass with your great passing


Little of beauty not your own,


Only the light from common water,


Only the grace from simple stone!




Richard and I had freelanced for a number of years. Wed taken assignments where and when we wanted, as long as we could work together. Without Richard, none of it mattered. It was months later when a good friend who taught journalism called on me to take over her classes while she recuperated from a broken hip.


So Id come to the little town of Derry Hills, Missouri, to Thorndyke University, and joined an unusual faculty made up primarily of retired professionals.


That was four years ago.


Now Derry Hills was home, or as close to home as a wanderer would ever know. Thorndyke was a thriving, prosperous school. I liked the weathered limestone and ivy-laden brick buildings, the curving paths among towering oaks and sycamores, the old redbrick bell tower.


Most of all, I enjoyed seeing students, young, old, scruffy, well-dressed, smiling, scowling, but all of them purposeful, going somewhere fast. It might be to a class or the mailroom or for a beer, but they were racing ahead. And whether they knew it or notand many of them didthey were starting the lives they would one day lead, building the habits of success or failure, happiness or despair.


I relished being a part of that. I enjoyed this hilly, wooded Missouri terrain, the misty curtains of fog in autumn, the crunch of snow underfoot in winter, the gentle greening in spring. I found each season invigorating, especially winter. But I always move swiftly, no matter the season, a woman in a hurry though the days of hurry are past.


It wasnt simply the beauty of the campus that pleased me, though it was spectacular now as the November leaves blazed. In some ways, I was like an old dog luxuriating in a sunny spot, drawing strength from the vitality that surrounded me. An almost seismic sense of expectation emanates from a college campus. That is the true elixir of youth: the grand, the glorious, the magnificent hopes and dreams because all thingsall thingsare yet possible.


I quickly passed the granite statue of Joseph Pulitzer, a scrawny figure with a beaked nose and thick stone glasses. Coattails flying, he forever lunged forward, a pad of paper in one hand, a pencil in the other.


Thorndykes Journalism Schoolmore formally, the School of Journalism and Mass Communicationswas housed in Brandt Hall, one of the Universitys earliest buildings, three squat stories with crenellated towers on each corner and leaded windows. Steep stone steps led up to a ponderous oak door that had once graced a medieval monastery.


There was a swift clatter behind me. Maggie Winslow darted through the doorway before the heavy panel wheezed shut.


Mrs. Collins, do you have a minute? Maggies brisk voice was pleasant, but imbued with just the faintest undertone of arrogance. And there was arrogance in every line of her slim young body and smooth, confident face.


Sure, I told her. Maggie was one of my independent-study students this fall in a one-on-one course on investigative reporting. Only top seniors were eligible to enroll. It was a struggle every Tuesday to tamp her down, keep her leashed. Maggie Winslows instinct was to dominate every situation.


I was equally brisk. Lets go in my office.


My office is one of a series that rim the newsroom of The Clarion, the newspaper which serves as both the official Thorndyke University organ and the town paper for Derry Hills.


We were at the open doors to the newsroom. Maggie gave me a brilliant smile. Thanks, but Ive got to get to the copy desk. Im due on in just a minute. I just wanted to let you know Ive come up with a topic for my series. Heres what Im going to doshe handed me several sheets of paper. She swung away, then paused. Oh, and Im going to tell Mr. Duffy. I think hell be excited.


I watched Maggie stride into the newsroom. Shoulders back, head high, she moved like a queen, unassailable in her confidence.


Every man in the room noticed her, of course.


The other women glanced up, and I saw my wariness replayed in their faces.


Maggie knew she was noticed. She liked that. She reached up to straighten the patterned chiffon scarf knotted at her throat. The silk accessorysplashed with golden peonies and swirls of mauveset her apart, as did her navy gabardine suit, the slim skirt circus-spangle short. Most Thorndyke students slouched around in faded jeans, T-shirts, and down-at-heel Reeboks. Not Maggie. She could have walked onto the five-oclock news as a co-anchor any night, midnight-black hair cupping a Nefertiti face.


I gave a little shrug and folded the papers shed thrust at me. I had been, in effect, dismissed by Maggie Winslow. Id decided early on in the semester that her every move was calculated. So, I wondered, why? But I didnt focus on it. I had other things on my mind.


I crossed the newsroom, nodding to reporters and editors. As I unlocked my office door and flicked on the light, I had a sudden vision of a hotel room in Paris with aged stone walls just like these. But in the hotel, almond-colored light from bronze sconces cast a soft golden glow and Jimmy was turning toward me, arms outstretched.


I slipped out of my cardigan, hung it on the walnut coat tree. I suddenly saw my reflection, wavering and a little ghostly, in the glass fronts of my bookcases. My black hair is streaked with silver, my face strong-boned and stubborn. My eyes are dark. They have seen much and remembered much in almost fifty years of newspapering.


Sunlight streamed through the window behind my desk. I keep the blinds up all the time. Yes, I like plenty of light. I settled in my chair, welcoming the suns warmth on my back.


I still held Maggies sheets in my hand. I stared down at them, my glance cool. I dont like being manipulated. Then I shrugged and began to read.


When I finished, I aligned the pages. Hmm. Obviously, Maggie had absorbed enough of my philosophy of reporting to be well aware I wasnt going to like her plans. But if she thought Id come storming into the newsroom for a public confrontation with her, she still had a few things to learn.


I was grading a stack of editorialsShould Spanish Be a Second Language?when Maggie arrived for our two-oclock appointment.


I greeted her pleasantly and saw the sudden look of surprise in her eyes. And satisfaction.


Oh, Maggie, dont underestimate your opponent.


That quick thought surprised me. I hadnt realized just how irritated I was.


So perhaps we both stopped for an instant to reconsider.


Maggie sat a little sideways in the oak armchair, her beautiful legs crossed. Duffys crazy about my idea.



I could have told her a classy bridge player never smirks when trumping an ace. I could also have pointed out the reason why: it takes more than one trump to win most hands.


Instead, I picked up her proposal and held it out to her. Good. You can do these stories for him.


She didnt take the papers from me. And for my series. For you.


No. My voice was still pleasant, but quite definite.


She swung around, both slim feet on the floor. She leaned forward, Duffy thinks


Duffy runs the newsroom. I run my courses.


But hebut theyve got everything! In her intensity, Maggie jabbed a scarlet-tipped finger toward me. Sex, money, human interest.


Right, I said agreeably. All they lack is a reason.


Mrs. Collins, this is the kind of story AP might pick up. Her eyes met mine boldly. Her unspoken judgment hung in the room. Oh, lady, youre Ice Age. Dont you know anything? Gonzo journalism, thats what makes it in todays world.


Maggies derisive look challenged me. If I do itand I will do it, Mrs. CollinsI can have my pick of jobs.


Shark pools are recreational havens in comparison to the job-hunt arena for new college grads, especially journalism graduates. Or communications majors, as they are called today. Colleges across the country spew out thousands of these graduates annually, and there are newspaper and television openings for hundreds. You do the math.


Give Maggie ten years and shed look hard. The sharp appraisal flashed in my mind like pinball lights.


I suppose my face spoke for me.


Her jaw tightened, accentuating the dramatic planes of her face, the hollowed cheeks and deep-set eyes. I thought She broke off.


You thought Id roll over and play dead if Duffy liked the stories. Even though youre smart enough, good enough to know this isnt the kind of series I want. This is lazy, Maggie. All youve got here is a plan to rehash some sensational crimes. Thats not investigative reporting. And if you think this is a ticket to a big job, youre wrong. This is fluff.


The silence wasnt pleasant.


Look, Mrs. Collins, I know Ive got something here. Once again her voice was intense, abrasive. Three crimes that shocked Derry Hills, crimes that were never solved. I can do interviews with the people who were involved and describe the scene and the background. People will eat it up. Ive


Wrong on all counts. My voice was level and crisp. All youll have is a roundup from old stories. And thats not good enough. Not for me. I want real investigative reporting. I want a series of articles that bring out information nobody has, information that will benefit the public, information


Mrs. Collins, wait a minute. Her malachite eyes glistened with excitement. Will you agree that if I come up with information about these crimes, information nobody else ever found, that it would be investigative reporting?


Sure, but thats not what youre talking about. I rattled the papers. All youve got here is a Where-are-they-now mishmash.



Maggies eyes narrowed in concentration. A crimson-tipped finger pressed against one cheek. Ill gouge to the bone. There has to be stuff the police didnt find. And I can find it. I can do it. She spoke with utter confidence.


And yes, her face was hard, but I felt a sudden spurt ofwell, if not liking, certainly admiration.


And God, how I envied her certitude. I know some things without qualification.


Love transfigures.


Yesterday never ends.


No one with friends will ever be poor.


Id bet my stake on any of these any day. But not on much else.


And now, was a clever, bright, hard youngster playing me like a drum?


In part, Maggie Winslows instincts were right on. Everybody loves an unsolved mystery. Think Judge Crater. Think D.B. Cooper. Think Jimmy Hoffa.


Maggie surged to her feet, her cat-bright eyes alive. I can do it. Her tone was exultant.


Be sure that you do, Maggie. I wont accept anything less than careful, thorough, meaningful discoveries. Do you understand me? In other words, young lady, Ill flunk your beautiful ass if these articles are long on stale news and short on investigation.


Oh, yes. Maggies metallic gaze was just this side of insolent. Ive already got some ideas. The thing is, Mrs. Collins, somebody always knows something. All you have to do is shake them up a little.














two





ONE theory holds that right-brained creative people are very much attuned to physical delights. I firmly believe that. Excellent morning coffee is definitely a major physical delight, I thought as I poured my first cup of the day. But there are others.


It was 4 A.M. in Los Angeles. Jimmy sleeps in boxer shorts and a T-shirt. He flings his arms and legs wide. He would be sprawled across the hotel bed, face nudged against a crumpled pillow.


I wished him, across the miles, a good day, a happy day, then briskly shook open the Wednesday morning Clarion. Images jostled just below my conscious focus on the headlines.


BOMBS EXPLODE NEAR SPHINX


Bougainvillea cascading in splashes of crimson over golden hacienda walls in Cuernavaca.


VOLUNTEERS AID LOST WHALE


Richard and Emily and I decorating Bobbys grave on the Day of the Dead.



REPUBLICANS, DEMOCRATS WRANGLE


Richard hunching over his Olivetti, typing so furiously the undercarriage rattles against the desk.


And then I reached page 4 and the boxed quarter-page ad.





If You Know Anything About


Howard Rosen and Gail Voss


Candace and Curt Murdoch


Darryl Nugent


WHAT HAPPENED? WHEN? WHY?


Call 330-9800 immediately.


All replies confidential.






I reached for my cordless phone, punched the numbers, listened to the recorded message:


Hello, Im Maggie Winslow, a student at the University. Im writing an article about three famous unsolved crimes in Derry Hills. If you know anything about those who were involved, please leave a message after the tone. I will return your call promptly. Thank you.


I hung up.


By God, what a clever, intriguing, effective ploy!


And further proof, if I needed it, of Maggies flamboyant forcefulness. She definitely had the chutzpah and inventiveness of an investigative reporter.


Maggie might have the last laugh, after all.





I often jog during my lunch hour. And yes, at my age, it more resembles a summer stroll by an armadillo, but I cover the ground, and Runners World promises it is distance, not time, that matters. I end by walking a mile. I was in the second cooldown lap when Angela Chavez joined me. Everybody relies on Angel to keep the Journalism School humming. Her official title is chief office administrator. Unofficially, because of her good humor and her willingness to go the extra mile to help both faculty and students, shes the J-School Angel, reliable, pleasant, unfailingly good-humored.


Yes, that was Angel. But the news business had taught me early on that every living creature experiences passion and fear, love and hatred, that there is a story, often dark, always compelling, in every human heart. With Angel, I suddenly realized Id succumbed to surface appearances.


Bleak lines webbed her Raggedy Ann face. There was no trace of her usual placidity. She didnt even say hello. The words burst from her. You have Maggie Winslow in independent study. It was a statement, not a question.


I looked at her in surprise. Yes. I tugged at the sleeves of my sweatshirt. The wind had veered to the north and there was a winter feel to the gusts. Dust devils swirled from the tracks reddish clay gravel.


Angels sandy hair streamed in the wind. Did you see that ad? It was hard to define the tone in her voice. Anxious? Disgusted? Angry?


I stopped and faced her. You called the number?


No. Her reply was clipped. She pressed her lips tightly together, then added jerkily, No. But people will. I know they will. She glared at me, anger breaking through the thin veneer of control.



Why shouldnt they, Angel?


Its awful, to bring things up when theyre over with and people have forgotten. She wrapped her arms tight around her torso.


Those involved wont have forgotten, Angel. And if any answers can be found, they should be found. Windblown specks of gravel stung my face.


But its all over with. Finished. Her voice was shrill.


I looked at her curiously. Angel wanted to believe the unsolved crimes were over with. Why should Angel care?


Which crime do you know about, Angel?


I dont know anything about any crime. She stared at me defiantly. Everyones so obsessed with crime. Its so sick.


So you think Maggie will receive a lot of calls?


Oh, yes. Of course. People are pigs. Her tone was contemptuous. They listen to those radio shows, they watch those dreadful TV programs. Anything goes, the nastier the better. And this is a small town. Everybody knows everybody.


Like all exaggerations, this one had a kernel of truth.


Communities have circles of acquaintanceship. Sometimes circles intersect or overlap. Definitely the University was a circle with its own internal groups.


I came back to the central point. Which crime do you know about? I moved back and forth on my feet, trying to keep loose.


The wind tugged at Angels thick blond curls. Her pleasant face was drawn and unhappy. She shook her head stubbornly. Henrie O She paused, then asked sharply, Can you stop Maggie?


I suppose my surprise was clear in my face. My surpriseand my immediate displeasure.


A dull flush crept into Angels cheeks. I know that sounds odd. But this is going to cause trouble, Henrie O. I know it is. And for no good reason, no good reason at all. She ducked her head and plunged away from me.





A smooth-weave navy sports coat. Khakis with a crease sharp enough to slice cheese. A rep tie.


The sartorially splendid young man beamed at me as I walked up to my office door, key in hand. Im sure his mother would consider it a lovely smile.


Mrs. Collins? His pleasant tenor voice was just a shade pleased with itself.


Yes. I unlocked my door.


Im Jeff Berry. From the presidents office. Another engaging smile. President Tucker would like to see you this afternoon. At two oclock. A considered pause. If that would be convenient.


I smiled in return. And if it isnt? So I have a rebellious nature.


It didnt faze him. Is there another time that would be better for you? Today.


My, my. Id met David Tucker only onceat a reception for new faculty several years ago. Hed greeted each newcomer with a graceful comment that indicated hed prepped for the occasion. Hed asked about my series that had traced the connections between pharmaceutical companies and doctors in a small Texas town. The series made the Pulitzer short list. And earned me the undying enmity of both the industry and the doctors.


Id taken away from that faculty reception a memory of a big man with a booming laugh, a hearty handshake, and ice-blue eyes that glittered with keen intelligence.


Actually, two will be fine, I told Jeff Berry. And, I added, smiling, please tell President Tucker Im looking forward to visiting with him.





I had only forty minutes before my appointment with President Tucker. I went straight to The Clarion morgue. It didnt take long to find what I wanted: three extensive files that would take a great deal of effort to explore thoroughly. I didnt have time to read all of the materials, of course, but even in a brief overview, names began to take on a reality and pathos that Maggies ad had not conveyed.


I began with the most recent crime, the 1988 murders of Thorndyke students Howard Rosen and Gail Voss in Lovers Lane, a secluded road in a wooded area of the campus. They were found shot to death in Rosens car. Rosen was twenty-two. Voss was three months shy of twenty-one. Their yearbook pictures were inset in a three-column photograph of the car, doors open, the front end nosed against a flowering dogwood. They both had smiled for the class pictures.


The second crime had no apparent campus connection. Candace Murdoch was charged with the fatal shooting of her wealthy businessman husband, Curt, on July 23, 1982. Her 1983 trial ended with a directed verdict of acquittal.


But the third crimeif crime it wasoccurred in the heart of the campus. One early evening in 1976, Dean of Students Darryl Nugent disappeared from his office in Old Central. A photograph taken the previous fall at a faculty softball game showed a handsome, smiling man in his mid-thirties. A big blond with a broad grin, Nugent was rounding the bases in a victory jog, vital, vigorous, virile.


I jotted down some facts on my legal pad. As a young reporter, Id started off with small steno notebooks, but in later years I switched to the short-size legal pads, lots of paper and a firm back.


Three cases, three sheets.


I made swift, neat notes.


Then I set out to respond to the imperial summons.





Caleb Thorndyke, a Methodist minister, founded Thorndyke University twenty years before the Civil War. For many years, the school was housed in one small Tudor-style redbrick building. That building was twice destroyed by fire, but the 1870 building, Old Central, still stands. It has three Gothic stories crowned by a square bell tower. The campus grew in spurts, sprouting two-to-three-story limestone buildings. More redbrick structures blossomed in the fifties and sixties. The Presidents Office is in Old Central in the middle of the original campus.


Broad, shallow stone stairs, marked by a century of eager footsteps, lead to enormous double wooden doors. Inside, there is a hushed air, the mixture of dignity and reverence you find in capitols and cathedrals.


Its interesting to speculate how architecture affects lives. The grandeur of this building, with its marbled floors and magnificent paneling, is in unmistakable contrast to todays glass-sheathed towers with their low ceilings and flammable polyurethane moldings.


The anteroom to the presidents office is at the end of the west corridor. The brass doorknob felt like iced silk, it was worn so smooth by generations of hands.


I stepped inside a narrow room. Tuckers secretary looked up in polite inquiry. She was an indeterminate age, somewhere between thirty and fifty, a slender, graying woman with precise features and huge gold-rimmed glasses. May I help you? Her voice was as muted as her beige sweater and high-necked white cotton blouse.


Yes. Im Henrietta Collins. President Tucker is expecting me. I glanced at the nameplate on her desk: Bernice Baker.


If youll take a seat, please. She offered a brief smile and pushed back her chair.


I sat in one of a line of curved-back, black wooden chairs embossed with the University seal as the secretary walked the length of the narrow anteroom to a golden oak door, knocked once, then entered.


Above the chair rail, running the length of the room, hung portraits of all eleven Thorndyke presidents, beginning with the bearded Reverend Caleb Thorndyke and ending with round-cheeked David Tucker.


The portrait was of Tucker as a much younger man.


I rose and walked closer to the painting. Hair as pale and fine as corn silk fringed a domed forehead. The pale blue eyes glittered with vigor, intelligence, acuity, their bold stare as sharp-edged and dangerous as a Prussian saber. The thin lips were slightly curved, an icemans version of a smile.


The shiny metal plaque at the bottom of the ornate frame read:


DAVID LOOMIS TUCKER PRESIDENT FROM 1974


The door clicked open.


I turned.


President Tucker will see you now. Bernices voice was as tepid and colorless as aquarium water.


I stepped into his office. The door clicked shut behind me.


Soft-hued Oriental rugs were islands of delicate color against the glossy parquet floor. The walls were paneled in walnut, with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves on two sides. Deep rose damask hangings framed the enormous windows behind David Tucker. Sun blazed through the southern exposure.


He stood to greet me. Instead of a desk, Thorndykes president worked at a massive Georgian marble-topped table. The marble sparkled in the sun. An issue of The Clarion lay next to an antique silver pen set. It was the only material on the table.


I glanced at the newspaper. As can all newshounds from the hot type days, I easily read upside down and backward. I saw the lead headline. It was todays issue.


My steps made no sound upon the antique rug.


Mrs. Collins. Tuckers mouth formed a smile. Ive seen mortuary slabs with more charm. I appreciate your willingness to come on such short notice.


Im glad I was able to do so. I met his challenging gaze and held it. He was as accustomed to deference as any general or titan of industry, but Im too old to let my glance slip away subserviently.


A huge hand reached over the marble expanse to enfold mine. His grip was firm and unpleasantly warm.


Please be seated. Tucker nodded courteously, so it was his glance which fell first.


I settled in yet another crest-emblazoned, curved and decidedly hard armchair. Folding my hands in my lap, I looked at him pleasantly.


David Tucker filled his oversized maroon leather chair. He was balding now, with only a few tufts of graying hair. His eyes were deep-set in fleshy folds above plump, smooth, rosy cheeks. But there was nothing avuncular about David Tucker. He had the aura of an old lion, king of his domain, quiescent until challenged, still capable of ferocious attack.


One massive hand picked up a cherrywood pipe. He held it in his palm, his thumb caressing the stem. The pipe was empty of tobacco.


Mrs. Collins, as Thorndyke Universitys leader, I believe it is vital for me to know my faculty members. I like to explore their sense of the Universitys mission.


His eyes bored into mine.


I looked at him steadily.


I understand you are especially gifted at teaching investigative reporting. The empty pipe bowl glistened richly in the sunlight.


It didnt take a blaring Klaxon to alert me. But it came as no surprise. Why else would I have received this summons?


That is a specialty of mine.


What is your definition of investigative reporting, Mrs. Collins? His tone was pleasant, deceptively bland. He placed the pipe neatly in a pristine, amber-colored glass ashtray.


I like to dance, but not the minuet. I prefer a Charleston.


And yes, Im impulsive.


To discover facts that are important to the public. Often, these are facts which have been deliberately hidden. I pointed to The Clarion on his table. Perhaps I can best illustrate my point by describing work one of my independent-study students is currently doing. I rose and reached for the newspaper.


If I may I opened the paper to the boxed quarter-page ad and pointed to it. Perhaps you noticed this announcement in todays paper?


He was a quiet, brooding presence, arms folded now across his bulging chest. His flesh-ringed eyes watched me somnolently. But there was a flicker deep in their paleness.


I thought it might have been a flash of admiration, the kind a German ace would accord his prey just before annihilation.


I did happen to see it. His deep voice was thoughtful. It looked to me like a dabbling in sensationalism, Mrs. Collins. Surely raking up these sad old stories for no discernible reasonto the distress of so many in our communitydoesnt accord with your definition?


Tucker had honed in on exactly the element that concerned me.


But I didnt like the blandness in his moon face.


And I definitely didnt like where this conversation was leading.


Real men do what men have to do.



Real women love beyond reason.


Real reporters never turn tail.


Of course it would not, I said firmly. But that definitely isnt the case in this instance, Dr. Tucker. My student, Maggie Winslow, is pursuing leads which may reveal what actually happened in these three crimes. She is bringing a fresh eye to the facts. Maggie is an extraordinarily resourceful reporter.


Oh, by God, Maggie, youd better not let me down.


Indeed. I can see that she has persuaded you of that. But, Mrs. Collins, I urge you to rethink this assignment for your student. I know Ms. Winslow has confidence in her abilities, confidence you apparently share. But, frankly, I see no reason to believe Ms. Winslow can discover anything that the authorities, who are also extremely capable, failed to bring to light.


I felt I couldnt do better than quote Maggies parting shot to me. President Tucker, somebody always knows something.


Nonetheless, you could assign her to another topic. His tone was casual. He might have been discussing the weather.


I could, Dr. Tucker. But I wont. My tone was as pleasant as his. Theres a small matter of academic freedom to consider.


His ice-blue eyes widened in mock surprise. Mrs. Collins, I would never infringe upon any Thorndyke faculty members freedom to teach as he or she sees fit. Certainly not. He pushed back his chair, heaved to his feet. His thin mouth stretched into a cold smile. Im delighted we had this opportunity to visit. He came around the table and took my elbow to walk me toward the door. I could smell pine-scented aftershave. You have certainly brought a distinguished presence to our University.


Thank you. We were almost at the door.


Tucker looked down at me. Its wonderful for the University to have faculty with so much professional expertise. His huge hand was hot on my elbow. But, of course, you are not a tenured professor.


This time I didnt say anything.


He held open the door for me. His expression was quizzical. Do you enjoy teaching at Thorndyke, Mrs. Collins?





Dennis Duffy is big, blond, brash, a first-rate city editor, and a sexist asshole.


Henrie O, sweetheart, hows Gods gift to the Fourth Estate? He grinned, but his putty-colored eyes glistened with malice.


Im fine, Dennis. I was almost past his desk when I paused and asked, as if it were a casual afterthought, Oh, Dennis, did you enjoy your talk with President Tucker?


For an instant, Duffys pudgy face froze; then he shrugged. What the hell, lady, gotta take the heat if you want to play in the kitchen.


When did Tucker call you?


Duffy glanced at his computer, typed a command. The big dude got on the horn early. Woke me up. But it shows he starts the morning with our newspaper. Cant beat that.


And you couldnt wait to tell him I assigned the series to Maggie.



True. Or false. Not an essay question. His tone mocked.


And youll be running the series, of course.


Sure.


Dennis? I waited until he looked away from his computer and up at me. Youre tenured, arent you?


His eyes twitched away from mine. Whats that got to do with it?


But he knew as well as I did.





At my desk, my eyes slid past a recent photo of Jimmy and me climbing the steps of the Pyramid of the Moon at Teotihuacn. Instead, I reached for the silver-framed photo of Richard. Holding it, I could feel some of my anger and frustration seeping away. I could hear his voice, as I heard it so many times for so many years, Easy does it, Henrie O, easy does it.


Richard always counseled patience and restraint. At the same time, he enjoyed my volatility. It was Richard who gave me my nickname, saying I packed more surprises into a single day than O. Henry ever put in a short story.


What would Richard do? I sought my answer in the face which had meant the world to me.


I grinned. Richard loved that old newspaper saying, Your mother says she loves you. Check it out.


Check it out.














three





THE hallway outside The Clarion morgue hosts a row of vending machines. True to the spirit of the nineties, I didnt break for dinner. Instead, I retrieved an apple, a box of raisins, a bag of peanuts, and a can of orange juice. The juice tasted disagreeably metallic. I ate as I continued to work. It was a far cry from long-ago newsrooms, where shiny glazed doughnuts and asphalt-black coffee reigned supreme. Or shared honors with fifths of bourbon stashed in bottom desk drawers.


The Clarion morgue isnt staffed after five. The silence was broken only once. A sports reporter thudded in, seeking the obituary file of an alumnus who had led the football team to a bowl championship in 1954. Otherwise, I had the place to myself. With the doors to the hall closed, it was as quietas a morgue.


The 1988 Rosen-Voss murders and the 1983 Murdoch acquittal were on computer. I had to dig among dusty bound ledgers for the 1976 coverage on the disappearance of Darryl Nugent, dean of students.


I started with the Rosen-Voss case, scrolling up the coverage of Sunday, April 17, 1988:



STUDENTS SHOT TO DEATH IN LOVERS LANE




Generations of Thorndyke students have found romance in Lovers Lane. Friday night, graduate student Howard Rosen and senior Gail Voss met death there.


According to Derry Hills police, a jogger discovered their bodies about 6 A.M. Saturday in Rosens car on the secluded road. Police Lt. Larry Urschel said Rosen, 22, and Voss, 20, apparently had been shot to death.


Police theorize that the couple was slain on Friday night. Rosen and Voss were last seen at the Green Owl, a caf near the campus, at approximately 11 P.M., according to police.


Lt. Urschel refused to speculate on who fired the shots that killed the couple. No weapon was found at the scene, Lt. Urschel said.


Rosen was a 1987 summa cum laude graduate of the School of Journalism and Mass Communications. City Editor Dennis Duffy said Rosen had served as deputy city editor of The Clarion for the spring semester of 1987. Duffy said Voss was currently deputy LifeStyle editor. Clarion student editors work in tandem with professional journalists. The Clarion serves both the University community and the township of Derry Hills.


Alma Kinkaid, University registrar, said Rosen was from Kansas City and Voss from Derry Hills.


Police described the crime scene as an unfrequented area. The asphalt road leads from the quadrangle behind Frost Memorial Library to a Grecian amphitheater and Lake Boone. The roads official name is Frost Lane, but it is commonly referred to as Lovers Lane. The road winds through a thickly wooded forest to the sylvan open theater above Lake Boone. There are no other structures in the area and no streetlights.


Rosens roommate, Stuart Singletary, from Dallas, Texas, a senior, expressed shock. I cant believe it. Why would anybody kill Howard and Gail? Its crazy!


Singletary was awakened by police this morning and asked to identify Rosen. I didnt realize until then that Howard hadnt come in last night.


Singletary insisted neither Rosen nor Voss had enemies. Thats ridiculous. It must have been a vagrant, something like that.


Police revealed that Rosens billfold and Vosss purse were found in Rosens 1987 Range Rover. Both the billfold and purse contained money and credit cards.


Lt. Urschel said police would be interviewing friends of the murdered students. He asks anyone with information concerning the deaths to contact the Derry Hills Police Department at 303-9900.




That was the lead story. But I read all the coverage, the sidebar features about Rosen and Voss, and the speculative comments of a University criminology professor. (If I were the cops, Id look for a rejected suitor or a jealous woman. Derry Hills isnt the Bronx. The odds of a random killing are next to none.)



In later issues, I found the coverage of the two funerals, with stark photos of the bereaved and bewildered families, the reassurances by President Tucker that the Thorndyke campus was indeed safe for students, the daily progress reports by Lieutenant Urschel of the Derry Hills Police Department.


The stories hung on to page one for a week; inside, for several more weeks. But as the days of spring and the academic year dwindled, so did the coverage, until, finally, it was old news, the unsolved campus murders in the spring of 88.


I gleaned a few more facts from the follow-ups.


According to Gail Vosss roommate, Linda Lou Kelly, Rosen and Voss were unofficially engaged, but a wedding date hadnt been set.


Police announced Rosen and Voss had spent most of the evening at the Green Owl. The couple had been deep in conversation. Laughing a lot, a waitress recalled. He kept raising a glass and saying, Heres to Joe Smith, and shed smile and say something like Joes my guy.


I knew the Green Owl. It was just a block from Brandt Hall and was still one of the most popular hangouts for students and faculty, a combination restaurant, bar, and coffeehouse. Members of the English and philosophy faculties were especially likely to be found in the game-room area, around old oak tables with inlaid squares for checkers and chess.


On the final night of their lives, Rosen and Voss ate in one of the wooden booths at the far back. They were regulars, the waitress said.


But when Id read all the stories, the bottom line was that the murder weapon was never found and no suspect in the murders was ever named.



The in-depth profiles pictured Howard Rosen as boisterous and outgoing, with a booming laugh and a penchant for practical jokes. Gail Voss was described as serious, intense, responsible. Both were superb students. Rosen had been named a Fulbright scholar and planned to spend the following year in Berlin, studying the subversion of the German press in the decade preceding World War II.


I studied their pictures.


Howard Rosen exuded the vitality of a buccaneer. In another age, he would have been at home in an
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