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Dedication

I’m blessed to have the support of many people. I first wish to mention Nancy Swanner, a long-time friend and supporter of my dreams of being a writer. Kathy Partch is a long-time friend and a wonderful creative artist. My sisters, Lola and Rita. And the late Barnette Ican.
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Chapter One

By the Grace of God
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Stepping out of his commander’s office at Precinct 297, Sergeant Jamison yelled, “Blade, come here!”

Blade rose from his chair and walked into Sergeant Jamison’s office, only to find Jamison already seated at his desk.

“What’s up, Sergeant?”

“I just got a call from dispatch. A body was found by a patrol car, which looks like a homicide.”

With verbal irony, Blade replied, “What a fantastic way to begin the morning. Where is it?”

Jamison handed Blade a slip of paper.

“You’ll find this one right down your alley. A body was discovered in a cemetery, The All-Saints Polish National Catholic Cemetery, located at 9201 W. Higgins Road.”

Slowly, Blade took the paper from a grinning Jamison.
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Pulling into the Polish Cemetery, Blade quickly found the crime scene. Following a squad car, he drove through the gate. Dr. Langer, the Senior Medical Examiner, was along with three team members and over a dozen reporters and camera crews milling around. The doctor noticed Blade approaching.

“Come here, Detective.”

Blade stepped beside the doctor. He saw a body covered by a sheet, leaning against a headstone. Crudely written in red above the body were the words, “By the Grace of God.”

Glancing at Langer, Blade asked, “Do you have a cause of death, preliminary, of course?”

“Although I can’t be certain yet, the neck marks indicate strangulation.”

“Let’s see if there’s any ID?”

“There isn’t going to be. If there were, I would have found it.”

Blade squatted, lifting the sheet to look for himself. “And why would that be?”

“She’s wearing a nightgown. No pockets.”

Having seen the victim, Blade continued his investigation.
Bruising around the neck was visible on a white female, approximately fifty to fifty-nine years of age.
Thinking aloud, Blade considered his options and muttered, “I wish I could run the prints more quickly.”

Dr. Langer replied, “Well, welcome to innovative technology. This handheld scanner identifies people in seconds by scanning their prints.”

“What will they think up next?” Blade said dryly.

Langer’s team quickly identified the woman as Mrs. Marcie Johansson.

“Do we have an address for her?” Blade asked.

“Yes, 3923 Taylor Street. Can we assist with any other aspect of your work?”

Ignoring the sarcasm, Blade continued, “That’s on the far side of the city. How did she end up here?”

“I’m sorry, Detective, but you’ll have to solve that one yourself,” the doctor replied with a chuckle.

Unaffected, Blade said, “Thank you, Dr. Langer. I’ll wait for your report.”

Ignoring the reporters, Blade walked back to his car. Without Jamison’s prior approval, he refused to talk to the media. Entering the victim’s name into his onboard computer, the screen confirmed the address Langer had given him. The system also showed a missing person report filed by her son, George Johansson.

According to the report, George had reported his mother missing three days ago, following the mandatory forty-eight-hour waiting period. With a key provided by the son, the patrol officers who checked her residence found the front door locked. Inside, they discovered a couple of overturned pieces of furniture, but no sign of Mrs. Johansson.

It’s been five days since she was last seen. Were there any other actions taken in this case? I wonder.

From the report, Blade called George Johansson’s number.

“Hello.”

“Is this George Johansson?”

“Yes, who is this?”

“Detective Blade, Chicago PD.”

George’s voice rose with excitement. “Could you please update me on my mother’s case, Detective?”

I can’t give him the news of his mother’s death over the phone, Blade thought.

“Mr. Johansson, I have some additional questions for you. Can I come over and talk to you in person?”

“You found her, didn’t you?” he asked after a short pause.

“Mr. Johansson, it’s best if we talk in person.”

Over the phone, Blade heard George begin to weep.

“I’m at my mother’s house,” George said.

“I’ll be there in about an hour. I have the address.”

“Okay, Blade replied.

Blade then contacted Jamison. On the third ring, he answered.

“Sergeant Jamison, I located the victim’s son. I’m on my way to see him. With Carla’s new P.I. license and our shortage of officers and counselors, I suggest she come along to help break the news. I believe she’ll be able to offer more effective emotional support.”

After a brief pause, Jamison replied, “Okay, bring Carla in. Please keep me updated.”

“I’ll let you know how it goes, thanks.” Having hung up, Blade called Carla.

“Hey, Cowboy, how’s your day?”

“Hey, sweetie. I just got the go-ahead to bring you in on my new case.”

Carla leaned back in her chair. “Alright, what’s up?”

“An older woman’s body was discovered in a cemetery. I’m going to meet her son. It would be better if you were with me when I tell him.”

“I need the address.”

Blade sent the address in a text. “The Johansson home may be the scene of her abduction.”

“Got it. I’ll meet you there. Goodbye.”
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Blade pulled up in front of the house. It appeared to be a modest suburban home. Comfortable, though simple. On the front steps sat a tall young man with brown hair and brown eyes. The front door, sealed by police tape, signaled a crime scene.

Exiting his car, Blade paused. The six-foot-two former Army Ranger walked toward the house. The man stood as Blade approached. As Blade began his ascent up the sidewalk, Carla arrived and promptly joined him. Together, the two approached the man.

Blade began, “Mr. Johansson, I’m Detective Blade. We had a telephone conversation. This is Carla Redding, my associate.”

The man responded, “I’m George Johansson. Do you have information about my mother?”

Blade paused. “Regrettably, Mr. Johansson, your mother was found earlier today.”

George’s eyes filled with tears before he covered them with his hands. “Where was she? What happened?”

Carefully, Blade chose his words. “Her body was discovered by a patrol car in a cemetery about twenty-five miles from here. The medical examiner believes the cause of death was strangulation.”

George began to weep. “What was the reason? I mean, why her? She was kind, she always helped anyone who needed it.”

Softly, Carla placed her right hand on George’s shoulder and sat beside him. “We’re sorry for your loss.”

Blade let George sit quietly for a few minutes before asking, “When was the last time you saw or spoke with your mother?”

George replied, “Monday afternoon. I stopped by on my way home from work. I usually visit every other day.”

Carla asked, “Did she seem upset or distracted?”

George shook his head. “My mother was a happy, outgoing person. She seemed like her usual self.”

Blade inquired further, “Did she have any money problems? Was anyone harassing her? Maybe a neighbor?”

George thought for a moment before replying. “No. She retired a few years ago, had a pension, and military benefits. She was comfortable financially. She cared for all her neighbors like family. She would’ve told me if she had any problems. We were close.”

Just then, a car pulled up behind Blade’s vehicle. Two men in suits stepped out and approached. Blade displayed his badge, and the men relaxed.

“I’m Detective Blade,” he said.

The two introduced themselves as Detective Branson and Detective Parker. Parker asked, “May I ask what you’re doing here?”

Blade gestured toward the street. “Detectives, I need to speak with you briefly.”

The three walked to Blade’s car. “Detectives, I don’t want to overstep. Marcie Johansson’s body was discovered early this morning. I’m here for the death notification.”

Detective Parker said, “Okay, I’ve heard of you. What do you know so far?”

Blade replied, “Her body was found in a cemetery across town. The medical examiner believes she was strangled.”

Detective Branson asked, “I know it’s early, but do you have any suspects?”

Blade held back his irritation. “No. I was assigned to the case less than two hours ago. I’m assuming you were handling the missing-person report?”

Detective Parker asked, “Are you taking over the case? I’m overloaded with work.”

“As long as it’s okay with your sergeant, I can take it from here,” Blade replied.

Detective Parker nodded. “Fine with me. I’ll contact my sergeant. Branson, why don’t you take them inside and show them whatever they need to see?”

Branson nodded and led Blade and Carla inside. George remained outside.

Blade looked around the living room. “Has anything been moved or removed?”

Branson shook his head. “As far as I can tell, everything’s as it was during our initial walk-through.”

The scene revealed an area rug partly folded over, a small table knocked onto its side, and a few items scattered on the floor. It appeared there had been a brief struggle.

Carla asked, “No signs of blood?”

Branson replied, “No. We checked the entire house with her son. What you see here is all he said was out of place.”

Blade glanced at Branson. “Any sign of robbery?”

“Nope. Looks more like an abduction. The sergeant told us to list it as a missing person.”

Carla frowned. “Do you know why he’d do that?”

“No. He just instructed us without explanation.”

Rubbing his jaw, Blade considered his next move. “Is that common for your sergeant?”

Branson shook his head. “No, sir. I don’t remember him ever changing a report classification before.”

Blade turned to Carla. “Okay, I’ve seen enough. Carla, any questions?”

Carla sighed, frustrated. “No. There’s not much here to work with.”

The three exited the house. Detective Branson secured the door and replaced the seal. Outside, Blade and Carla approached George once more.

“Mr. Johansson,” Blade asked, “was your mother religious?”

George looked at all three. “She attended church every Sunday, but that was about it. I wouldn’t say she was overly religious. Why?”

“Just for clarification,” Blade said. “Do you know all of her friends?”

George nodded. “I think so. They all live around here in the neighborhood.”

Blade nodded back. “I’ll be taking over the case, so please call me if you remember even the smallest detail.”

He handed George his card.

Carla and Blade walked toward Carla’s car. “What do you think happened here?” she asked.

Taking Carla’s hands, Blade held them in his gently. “Assuming abduction, someone she knew let the person inside. There were no signs of forced entry. It happened quickly. It was probably someone she knew.”
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After investigating the neighbors, Blade found that, incredibly, nobody had heard a thing. If the neighbors were truly friends, they would have looked after the elderly woman living alone.

Gently, Blade squeezed Carla’s hands. “Some people, as you know, aren’t comfortable speaking with law enforcement. Would you mind returning to interview the neighbors? Use that amazing charm of yours, maybe they’ll open up to you. Conduct background checks on all residents within a four-block radius. Also, check if the Johansson family has any ties to the Polish National Catholic Cemetery. That’s where the mother’s body was found.”

Carla’s fingers tightened around Blade’s hands. “I understand, I’m going home.” Before leaving, she kissed Blade and headed out.

Returning to the precinct, Blade launched his own investigation into similar homicides throughout the greater Chicago area.

“Okay, let’s have a look,” he muttered. “A male victim was discovered at Acacia Park Cemetery & Mausoleum, 7800 West Irving Park Road. Cause of death: broken neck. Six feet tall, thirty-seven years old. Ronald Roland was found miles from his home.”

He clicked through the file. “Let’s see the autopsy photos. He looked to be in decent shape. Found leaning against a headstone
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