
      
         [image: cover image]

      
   
      
         [image: title page]

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Dedication

         
         
            To Niesje, the judge who almost lives next door

         

         
      
   
      
         Contents

         
            	Cover

            	Title Page

            	Dedication

            	Contents

            	Prologue

            	Chapter 1

            	Chapter 2

            	Chapter 3

            	Chapter 4

            	Chapter 5

            	Chapter 6

            	Chapter 7

            	Chapter 8

            	Chapter 9

            	Chapter 10

            	Chapter 11

            	Chapter 12

            	Chapter 13

            	Chapter 14

            	Chapter 15

            	Chapter 16

            	Chapter 17

            	Chapter 18

            	Chapter 19

            	Chapter 20

            	Chapter 21

            	Chapter 22

            	Chapter 23

            	Chapter 24

            	Chapter 25

            	Chapter 26

            	Chapter 27

            	Chapter 28

            	Chapter 29

            	Chapter 30

            	Chapter 31

            	Chapter 32

            	Chapter 33

            	Chapter 34

            	Chapter 35

            	Chapter 36

            	Chapter 37

            	Chapter 38

            	Chapter 39

            	Chapter 40

            	About the Author

            	Also by J. A. Jance

            	Copyright

            	About the Publisher

         

      


	iv

	v

	vii

	1

	2

	3

	4

	5

	6

	7

	8

	9

	10

	11

	12

	13

	14

	15

	16

	17

	18

	19

	20

	21

	22

	23

	24

	25

	26

	27

	28

	29

	30

	31

	32

	33

	34

	35

	36

	37

	38

	39

	40

	41

	42

	43

	44

	45

	46

	47

	48

	49

	50

	51

	52

	53

	54

	55

	56

	57

	58

	59

	60

	61

	62

	63

	64

	65

	66

	67

	68

	69

	70

	71

	72

	73

	74

	75

	76

	77

	78

	79

	80

	81

	82

	83

	84

	85

	86

	87

	88

	89

	90

	91

	92

	93

	94

	95

	96

	97

	98

	99

	100

	101

	102

	103

	104

	105

	106

	107

	108

	109

	110

	111

	112

	113

	114

	115

	116

	117

	118

	119

	120

	121

	122

	123

	124

	125

	126

	127

	128

	129

	130

	131

	132

	133

	134

	135

	136

	137

	138

	139

	140

	141

	142

	143

	144

	145

	146

	147

	148

	149

	150

	151

	152

	153

	154

	155

	156

	157

	158

	159

	160

	161

	162

	163

	164

	165

	166

	167

	168

	169

	170

	171

	172

	173

	174

	175

	176

	177

	178

	179

	180

	181

	182

	183

	184

	185

	186

	187

	188

	189

	190

	191

	192

	193

	194

	195

	196

	197

	198

	199

	200

	201

	202

	203

	204

	205

	206

	207

	208

	209

	210

	211

	212

	213

	214

	215

	216

	217

	218

	219

	220

	221

	222

	223

	224

	225

	226

	227

	228

	229

	230

	231

	232

	233

	234

	235

	236

	237

	238

	239

	240

	241

	242

	243

	244

	245

	246

	247

	248

	249

	250

	251

	252

	253

	254

	255

	256

	257

	258

	259

	260

	261

	262

	263

	264

	265

	266

	267

	268

	269

	270

	271

	272

	273

	274

	275

	276

	277

	278

	279

	280

	281

	282

	283

	284

	285

	286

	287

	288

	289

	290

	291

	292

	293

	294

	295

	296

	297

	298

	299

	300

	301

	302

	303

	304

	305

	306

	307

	308

	309

	310

	311

	312

	313

	314

	315

	316

	317

	318

	319

	320

	321

	322

	323

	324

	325

	326

	327

	328

	329

	330

	331

	332

	333

	334

	335

	336

	337

	338

	339

	340

	341

	342

	343

	344

	345

	346

	347

	348

	349

	350

	351

	352

	353

	354

	355

	356

	357

	358

	ii

	iii

	vi




      
         Guide

         
            	Cover

            	Contents

            	Prologue

         

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Prologue

         
         “Hey, babe,” Mel called to me from the bathroom doorway, “the shower isn’t draining, and neither is the toilet.”

         
         At six thirty on a cold, dark winter morning, those were ominous words indeed, and for more than one reason. In some relationships
            being addressed as “babe” might be regarded as a term of endearment. Coming from Mel Soames, however, the word landed with
            the same impact as when, without ever raising her voice, my mother used to address me as Jonas Piedmont Beaumont. In those
            instances, and in this one as well, it was time for me to wake up and smell the coffee.
         

         
         I didn’t make the strategic mistake of getting out of bed to go see for myself or of asking, “Are you sure?” If Mel said that
            was the situation, that was the situation. Nor did I caution her to avoid flushing again. My wife happens to be a very smart woman, and my offering her
            unneeded advice is never a good idea.
         

         
         Her words were worrisome for another reason, and that’s this: I am not now nor have I ever been a handyman. Yes, I’ve seen all those America’s Funniest Home Videos clips where the kids yell, “Hey, Dad, there’s water coming out of the bathroom!” The panicked father races to the scene only
            to discover that his rug rats have set out a long line of plastic water bottles marching in single file from an open bathroom
            door and out into a hallway. The disgruntled father is left muttering a series of bleeped-out words while the happy pranksters
            double over with laughter. That joke might be funny on TV but not in my own bedroom and certainly not at that ungodly hour
            of the morning.
         

         
         With Mel still occupying the bathroom, I crawled out of bed and headed for the kitchen. When Mel and I purchased and remodeled
            our sixty-five-year-old Mid-Century Modern home, I had no idea that the house came with radiant heat throughout. As I padded
            from the bedroom to the kitchen, I was grateful for the comforting warmth of the heated flooring on my bare feet. A check
            of the kitchen sink showed no sign of a backup there, and so, with a thankful heart, I turned on the coffee machine.
         

         
         While our DeLonghi Magnifica put itself through its morning warm-up exercises, I turned around expecting to find Sarah, our
            recently adopted Irish wolfhound, at my side and ready to go do her morning necessaries. She was nowhere in sight. When I
            went looking, I found her still in the bedroom, curled up in a ball and snoozing away in her toasty nest next to my side of
            the bed.
         

         
         Before I go any further, a word about dogs. I’m not a lifetime dog lover. The dog that had dragged me into this new and relatively unfamiliar territory was another Irish wolfhound named Lucy. Mel serves as the chief of police in Bellingham, Washington, north of Seattle. She’s still gainfully employed while I am a not-so-happily-retired househusband. Lucy came into our lives in the aftermath of a domestic-violence incident in Mel’s jurisdiction. When the battered wife took her children and fled to a shelter situation, they were unable to take Lucy with them, so Mel ended up bringing her home. 

         
         After years of chasing bad guys first for Seattle PD and later for the attorney general’s Special Homicide Investigation Team,
            aka SHIT, I have now become the person tasked with keeping hearth and home in order. As a consequence Lucy became my responsibility,
            a job I grudgingly accepted but only with a good deal of griping and a singular lack of grace. All that changed, of course,
            when the abusive husband from the domestic-violence incident got out of jail on bail and came gunning for Mel—knifing for
            her, actually, rather than gunning. When the chips were down, Lucy had come racing to Mel’s defense at considerable harm to
            herself. If that isn’t enough to turn a guy into a dog lover, I don’t know what is.
         

         
         I would have been happy to keep Lucy permanently, but that wasn’t in the cards. Mel and I might have fallen for her, but once
            Lucy met our new granddaughter, Athena, Lucy voted with her paws and made her preferences clear. We might have loved Lucy,
            but Lucy loved Athena, and that’s where she is now, living with Athena and her other grandfather in Jasper, Texas. But by
            the time we gave up Lucy, Mel and I both knew there was bound to be another dog in our lives sooner or later. When “sooner”
            arrived, we took pains to locate another wolfie.
         

         
         Sarah is a former mommy-dog rescued from a now-shuttered puppy mill outside Palm Springs. Lucy was coal black. Sarah is a
            whitish gray—white when she’s dry, gray when she’s wet. The first time I saw her, I thought I was seeing Lucy’s ghost.
         

         
         We had adopted Sarah in early October, but since she’d spent most of her life living in a metal shed giving birth to one litter of puppies after another, she had no social skills and almost no muscle control in her hindquarters, leaving her rear end so weak that she could barely stand. After arriving in Washington, Sarah had spent six weeks at the Academy for Canine Behavior in Woodinville, regaining her physical strength and learning how to be a family dog with some basic command training thrown in on the side. She finally came home to live with us only a couple of weeks earlier on the Friday after Thanksgiving. 

         
         As with Lucy, since I’m Sarah’s primary caregiver, she’s now clearly my dog as opposed to our dog—and her side of the bed happens to be my side of the bed, so that’s exactly where she was when I went looking for her.
            Lucy always bounded up and out the moment my feet hit the floor. Sarah is your basic slugabed and has to be coaxed into rising
            and shining, especially on cold winter mornings.
         

         
         “Out,” I ordered, pointing at the door. Sarah delivered a series of sleepy-eyed blinks before slowly unfurling her very long
            legs. Once upright, she gave me a floppy-eared shake of her head as if to voice a personal objection on being rudely awakened
            before sauntering reluctantly out of the bedroom. Due to her Southern California roots, Sarah does not like the cold, so I
            followed along to make sure she didn’t take an unexpected detour somewhere along the way. After all, at that very minute it
            was cold indeed in our corner of western Washington, even for people who are relatively acclimated to winter weather.
         

         
         Two days earlier what meteorologists refer to as a polar vortex had plunged a long knife of frigid weather down through British Columbia and into the United States, with Bellingham right on its westernmost edge. At the same time, what our weather gal calls a “Pineapple Express” was rolling in off the Pacific, bringing with it drenching rains all up and down the West Coast. The two opposing weather patterns had merged somewhere north of Seattle, resulting in blizzard conditions that had brought our small city to a complete standstill. 

         
         Mel’s and my house on Bayside Road in the city’s Fairhaven neighborhood sits on a bluff overlooking Bellingham Bay. Because
            we’re so close to the water, we’re usually in a banana-belt situation as far as snow is concerned—usually, but not this time
            around. If it hadn’t been for the all-wheel drive on Mel’s Interceptor, she wouldn’t have been able to make it up and down
            our driveway. My S-Class Mercedes is an older model 4Matic, but when it comes to driving on snow and ice, I’m not especially
            proficient, and as much as possible I try to avoid driving and walking in that kind of weather.
         

         
         The previous morning, before the snowstorm hit, it had already been icy cold outside. When I sent Sarah out into our frigid
            backyard to do her thing, I assumed she’d completed the job. That was an error on my part. Sarah evidently likes walking on
            icy-cold ground as much as I do. A lot later in the day, I learned she had avoided freezing her huge but dainty paws by leaving
            an Irish-wolfhound-size gift for me under the roofline of the front porch. Rather than walk around the house to the proper
            receptacle, I had resorted to the lazy man’s shortcut of flushing the by-then-frozen pile of doodoo down the guest-room toilet.
            Standing in the kitchen the next morning and waiting for the coffee to brew, I should have been smart enough to put two and
            two together and figure out what had happened with the plumbing, but as I mentioned earlier, I’m no handyman.
         

         
         After filling Mel’s and my thermal mugs with coffee, I made a pit stop of my own in the powder room without attempting to flush. Then I picked up my iPad and found the number for Roto-Rooter in the home-vendors section of my contacts list. That’s another side issue of owning a home that dates from the middle of a previous century. It’s a good idea to have a talented plumbing guy and an electrician or two on speed dial. 

         
         By the time I’d managed to get an ETA on the plumber, Mel was dressed and having her typical on-the-go breakfast, which generally
            consists of a piece of buttered toast accompanied by a couple slices of pepper-jack cheese.
         

         
         “What’s on your agenda for the day?” I asked, joining her on an adjacent stool at the kitchen island.

         
         “A working lunch with the mayor at noon,” she replied, “and a city-council meeting this evening, unless they call it off due
            to weather. The trucks are out plowing and spreading sand, but the streets are impassable again almost as soon as the plows
            are gone. You probably didn’t hear them,” she added, “but they already did our street and driveway.”
         

         
         “Rank hath its privileges,” I observed.

         
         She gave me a beaming smile. “It certainly does,” she agreed.

         
         “When’s the cold streak supposed to end?” I asked.

         
         “Tomorrow,” she answered, “but don’t hold your breath. It’s going to warm up tomorrow or the next day, but before that happens,
            they’re predicting another record snowstorm.”
         

         
         “Great,” I grumbled. “Alternating layers of snow and ice. Looks like I’ll be settling in for a long winter’s nap.”

         
         Mel gathered her coat, purse, and coffee and then on her way out stopped by where I was sitting.

         
         “As long as you’re stuck at home,” she suggested, giving me a wifely good-bye peck on my cheek, “why don’t you think about
            putting up the Christmas decorations?”
         

         
         She said it with a smile and a kiss. It was more of a hint than an order, but once again, just as with the water problem in
            the bathroom, I knew I needed to pay attention.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         Lars Jenssen, who started out as my AA sponsor and ended up becoming my stepgrandfather after marrying my widowed grandmother,
            used to tell me, “We get too soon old and too late smart.” I like to think I wised up before it was too late. That’s why,
            once I finished my morning coffee and my daily roster of crossword puzzles, I got my rear in gear and set about dealing with
            the Christmas decorations, starting by hauling a dozen or so boxes in from the garage.
         

         
         Supposedly we have a three-car garage. That’s what the real-estate agent told us. The reality is somewhat different. Once
            we came to Bellingham and Mel had the use of a company car, she had unloaded the Porsche I’d given her years earlier. So now
            one of the three bays holds my S-Class Mercedes and one holds Mel’s Police Interceptor, while the third bay is devoted solely
            to Christmas—Mel’s doing rather than mine.
         

         
         The Christmas-only space in our garage is a direct result of Mel’s lifelong conflict with her father. She grew up as an army brat and always had a problematic relationship with her dad, who retired as a full-bird colonel. He’s gone now, and I’m more than happy to take her word for it that he wasn’t a pleasant person. For him Christmas was nothing but an annoying afterthought. Naturally Mel begs to differ. 

         
         When she divorced her first husband and moved to Seattle to go to work for SHIT, she drove cross-country towing a U-Haul trailer
            loaded with—you guessed it—her vast collection of Christmas decorations, which for years were stowed in a rented storage unit.
            After we married, whenever it came time to decorate our condo for Christmas, Mel would go to the storage facility and come
            traipsing home with a collection of boxes that turned our high-rise condo into a winter wonderland that the grandkids absolutely
            adored. The whole family loved it, yours truly included, but I couldn’t help but wonder how she did it, because each year
            the end result seemed to be totally different from the year before. The reality of the situation didn’t come into focus for
            me until after our move to Bellingham. That’s when she shut down the storage unit and transferred her amazing collection to
            our garage.
         

         
         Mel is nothing if not organized. The boxes are loaded onto four heavy-duty rolling shelving units. The three boxes containing
            the pre-lit tree are pretty much self-explanatory: top, middle, and bottom, with the tree skirt neatly folded in the one labeled
            “Bottom.” The rest of the otherwise identical moving boxes are labeled on every visible side: “Red Balls,” “Silver Balls,”
            “White Balls,” “Blue Balls,” “Poinsettias, one Red and one White,” “Holly Sprigs,” “Ribbons,” “Bows,” “Angels,” “Santas,”
            “Nutcrackers,” “Christmas Linens,” and “Wreaths.” As I surveyed the assortment of boxes, I realized this was like one of those
            gigantic Lego sets my grandson, Kyle, loves so much. Everything I needed was there—some assembly required.
         

         
         Since I didn’t remember seeing blue ornaments on any previous tree display, and since blue is my favorite color, I chose the box labeled “Blue Balls.” It seemed to me that white poinsettias would be a good bet with blue balls, so I took down a box of those as well as ones labeled “Angels,” “Santas,” and “Nutcrackers.” I also set aside boxes marked “Christmas Linens” and “Ribbons.” After hauling all those inside, I went to work. 

         
         Before Karen and I divorced, I remember Christmas decorating mostly as an ordeal of organized chaos. I wasn’t exactly encouraged
            to participate, and for good reason. Because I’m over six feet and Karen was only five-five, it was usually my job to install
            the angel at the top of the tree, a task that was always accomplished after the tree was fully decorated. One year, having had a bit too much holiday spirit (I believe I already mentioned I’ve been
            in AA for years now), I came to grief with the ladder, and so did the tree, right along with a large number of decorations.
            Karen started speaking to me again sometime after New Year’s, and from then on my help with the angel was no longer required.
         

         
         This year, doing the job on my own and determined not to repeat that disaster, I decided to put the angel on the top of the
            tree before I put the tree together. I unloaded the angels from their box, lined them up on the kitchen island, and picked out one with
            a blue skirt. Then, using a pair of zip-ties, I fastened that angel to the top in a fashion that I doubt even an earthquake
            could dislodge. Only then did I finish putting the tree together. Fortunately, all those little multicolored LED lights lit right up without the slightest
            hesitation.
         

         
         I was somewhat disappointed when I opened up the box labeled “Blue Balls.” What I’d had in mind was something truly blue—royal blue, I suppose you’d call it. These were more turquoise than deep blue—some shiny and some frosted. I didn’t use all the balls in the box, but I think I hung most of them. Then I filled in the blanks on the tree with dozens of white poinsettia blossoms and punctuated those with a flock of silver bows and ribbons. 

         
         I was standing there asking Sarah what she thought of my decorating job. (Yes, I do talk to my dog when no one else is around.)
            That’s when the doorbell rang. Sarah beat me to the door, but due to our security system’s monitor in the entryway hall, I
            knew without cracking the door that the person pressing the bell was Ken, our regular Roto-Rooter guy, come to present his
            bill.
         

         
         After putting Sarah on a sit-and-stay command, I opened the door. “All done?” I asked.

         
         “Yup,” Ken said.

         
         “What was it,” I asked, “a tree root of some kind?”

         
         Ken glanced at me and then sent a reproachful glare in Sarah’s direction. “I wish,” he said. “By the time I was able to scope
            it, it looked to me as though someone had tried to flush a gigantic dog turd down a toilet. The damned thing got hung up on
            an ice dam in the main sewer pipe and stopped everything cold—at this point very cold,” he added with a chuckle. “Fortunately,
            I finally managed to break it up. That’ll be three-fifty—card, cash, or check?”
         

         
         I used my Amex and paid the $350 with a happy heart, grateful as all hell that Mel hadn’t been home to hear the cause and effect, both of which, as it turns out, were entirely my fault. Then I went back to decorating. I lined up the angels, Santas, and nutcrackers on the kitchen island in preparation to actually distributing them. Then I opened the linens box. The top layer of that was a selection of holiday-themed guest towels. I knew from past experience that those needed to be rolled up and put in the basket on the counter in the powder room. Then I sorted through the holiday tablecloths, runners, and doilies. Once I had those on various flat surfaces throughout the house, I deployed the angels, nutcrackers, and Santas, placing them in sad little groupings of three, like so many trios of mismatched carolers. 

         
         It wasn’t exactly the elegant effect Mel usually produces. My results were more ham-fisted than beautiful, but I figured Mel
            could do some embellishing once she got home. In the meantime, giving myself a pat on the back, I settled with a newly made
            cup of coffee into my favorite chair by the gas-log fireplace to survey my handiwork.
         

         
         The whole process had become more or less a meditation on Christmases past, first the memory of that Christmas-tree screwup
            with Karen and the kids and then going all the way back to Christmases when I was a kid. My mother was a World War II–era
            unwed mother. She was engaged to my father and pregnant with me when he died in a motorcycle accident. Rather than give me
            up for adoption, she had—against her father’s wishes—chosen to keep me and raise me on her own. We lived in a small two-bedroom
            apartment over a bakery in Seattle’s Ballard neighborhood. She supported us by working as a seamstress, making clothing on
            a treadle Singer sewing machine next to a worktable that took up a good third of her bedroom.
         

         
         Naturally she was always busiest in November and December as clients wanted new duds for holiday events. On many of those cold winter nights, she was still up working long after I went to bed, but at some point she’d be done, and the next morning something magical would have happened. I’d come out of my bedroom and find that the living room and dining room had been transformed overnight into a Christmas wonderland. We always went to church on Christmas Eve and then hung our stockings on the mantel of our nonworking fireplace. Christmas morning both of our stockings would be filled, but it wasn’t until after I was old enough to get a job as an usher at the Bagdad Theatre that she finally opened her stocking on Christmas morning to find something she herself hadn’t put there. 

         
         I was sitting there, half drifting and half dozing, thinking about what an unsung hero my mother had been, when the doorbell
            rang again. Since I wasn’t expecting any visitors, I thought maybe Ken had come back to give me a revised bill of some kind,
            but the security screen in the hallway revealed the presence of a stranger wearing a long woolen coat—unusual in the Pacific
            Northwest—and carrying what appeared to be an old-fashioned satchel. He was a handsome-looking guy in his late twenties or
            early thirties. The distinctive white collar around his neck told me he was also most likely a priest. That made me wonder.
            Was the local Catholic parish dispatching priests out to pass collection plates door-to-door these days?
         

         
         I sent Sarah back to the living room, ordering her to wait on the rug before I opened the door. Thanks to her academy training,
            she did exactly as she was told.
         

         
         “May I help you?” I asked the stranger out front.

         
         “Detective Beaumont?” he said.

         
         People who know me now don’t call me that, so obviously this was a voice out of my past.

         
         “Yes,” I replied uncertainly.

         
         “You probably don’t remember me. I’m Jared,” he said, “Jared Danielson—Father Danielson now. I hope you’ll forgive me for
            stopping by without calling first.”
         

         
         The name “Jared Danielson” took my breath away and opened a window on one of the darkest days of my life. I needed a moment
            to gather myself after that. It had been close to twenty years since I’d last seen him.
         

         
         “Why, of course, Jared, you’re more than welcome,” I said hastily, offering him my hand and ushering him into the house. “So good to see you. How are you, and what are you doing these days?” 

         
         He stepped inside and stood there on the entryway rug, stomping off the ice and snow that had clung to his boots. “I’m here
            because I need your help, Detective Beaumont,” he said.
         

         
         The last time I’d seen Jared Danielson was years earlier when he’d been a lanky kid of thirteen who had just lost his mother.
            Now he was a well-built grown man, but a shadow of that long-ago tragedy still lingered in his eyes.
         

         
         “Call me Beau,” I told him. “I stopped being Detective Beaumont a long time ago. Come have a seat and a cup of coffee while
            you tell me what you’ve been up to since I saw you last. Black or cream and sugar?”
         

         
         “Black is fine,” he said.

         
         As I walked Jared Danielson into the house, it seemed as though all my recently installed holiday cheer had instantly vanished.
            Suddenly I was traveling through time and space into a very dark place in my life, headed somewhere I definitely didn’t want
            to go—a hell I had visited in nightmares countless times through the intervening years.
         

         
         First there is an explosion of gunfire from somewhere out of sight. When nothing more happens, I realize the bad guy is dead
            and turn back to check on my partner. Shot in the gut, a bloodied Sue Danielson sits leaning against a living-room wall. She
            is holding my backup Glock in one hand, with the weapon resting on her upper thigh. As I watch in horror, her fingers slowly
            go limp and the gun slips soundlessly to the floor.
         

         
         In real life that’s when I knew for sure that Sue was gone. Her ex, Richard Danielson, had shot her dead.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         While I fussed with the coffee machine to give myself some emotional distance, Jared Danielson seemed to make himself at home.
            He wandered over to the westward-facing windows and stared out at our water view. When he dropped down to one knee and gave
            Sarah a pat on the head, she acknowledged the gesture by thumping her tail.
         

         
         “I’ve always liked Irish wolfhounds,” he said. “What’s her name?”

         
         “Sarah,” I replied. “She’s a rescue.”

         
         Straightening up, he caught sight of a framed photo on the mantel. It’s a photo of my granddaughter, Athena, and Lucy. Both
            of them are sound asleep, with Athena’s head resting on the dog’s massive shoulder.
         

         
         “A grandchild and Sarah’s sister?” Jared asked as I carried a loaded serving tray into the living room and set it down on
            the coffee table. My hands were shaking badly enough that I’m surprised I didn’t slop coffee in every direction.
         

         
         “You’ve got the grandchild part right,” I told him. “Her name’s Athena. The dog is a previous wolfie—Lucy. We adopted her, but she ended up adopting Athena. They live in Texas now.” 

         
         By the time Jared and I were both seated on the sofa, I had a better handle on myself. “So,” I said, “I believe the last time
            I saw you was at your mother’s fallen-officer memorial.”
         

         
         I remembered that event distinctly. After Sue’s death her parents had flown in for the memorial service from somewhere in
            the Midwest—Ohio, I seemed to remember. The grandparents, whose names I had somehow forgotten, had taken Sue’s boys—Jared
            and his younger brother—back home with them. Right that minute I couldn’t recall the brother’s name either, but they had all
            flown back into town months later to participate in the ceremony when Sue’s name was added to Seattle PD’s memorial wall in
            downtown Seattle.
         

         
         “I believe you said at the time that you might want to be a policeman when you grew up,” I added.

         
         Cops learn to read faces. It’s something that’s drilled into your head starting on your first day in the academy, and there
            are times over the course of a career when being able to capture and decode a fleeting expression on a suspect’s face can
            mean the difference between life and death. I saw the muscles in Jared’s jawline twitch. He chewed on his lower lip for a
            moment before he spoke.
         

         
         “I tried that,” he said at last. “I got a degree in criminal justice and went to work for Monroe PD in Monroe, Ohio. It’s
            outside Cincinnati. They’re the ones who sent me through the academy.”
         

         
         I wasn’t sure how his going through police-academy training jibed with his showing up in priestly attire. I was about to ask,
            but something in his expression kept me from opening my mouth.
         

         
         He sighed and then, after taking a deep breath, continued. “I made it through training fine. But then, my first week of being in a patrol car on my own, I got a call to do a welfare check.” 

         
         A wave of gooseflesh passed over my body, because I knew what was coming.

         
         “A domestic?” I asked.

         
         He nodded. “A woman and two little kids—a boy and a girl—all of them dead, stabbed to death in their beds. The perpetrator
            was down in the basement. He’d taken himself out with an overdose.”
         

         
         I said nothing because there was nothing to say.

         
         “I called it in,” he continued. “I stayed there until the homicide detectives showed up so I could give them my statement.
            The lieutenant wanted me to be part of the house-to-house canvass. I told him I couldn’t do it. Instead I drove my patrol
            car back to the department, where I turned in the keys, my badge, and my weapon. Then I went home, got good and drunk, and
            stayed that way for a month.”
         

         
         He paused and sat there staring into his coffee cup as though the liquid there might be able to deliver some enlightenment.
            I knew it wouldn’t.
         

         
         “I think most people given those circumstances might have stayed drunk for a lot longer than that,” I offered. “What happened?”

         
         “My grandmother sent her parish priest to talk to me, Father Joel.” Jared gave me a sidelong glance. “Did you know we were
            Catholic?”
         

         
         “Not until your mother’s memorial service,” I answered. “Somehow our respective religious affiliations never came up in casual
            conversation.”
         

         
         Jared nodded. “That’s one of the reasons my mother’s divorcing my father was such a big deal. They were both good Catholics, supposedly, and they had married in the Church. It’s why she put off getting a divorce for as long as she did.” 

         
         Again I managed to resist the temptation to speak. That’s another thing they try to teach you in the academy. When a suspect
            or witness is busy telling his or her story, don’t interrupt—just shut up and listen. I've had years of experience in that
            regard, so I kept quiet.
         

         
         “Father Joel was a good guy,” Jared continued. “The last time I’d seen him was two years earlier when he officiated at my
            grandfather’s funeral. By the time he showed up at my apartment, I’d been shit-faced drunk for days. I wasn’t eating or sleeping,
            had lost close to twenty pounds, and hadn’t bothered to shower in I don’t know how long. The place was filthy, and yet there
            he was. The first thing he did was make me shower and put on clean clothes. Then he threw out the booze, made me drink coffee,
            and ordered a pizza. While I was drinking coffee, he started cleaning the apartment—throwing out garbage, washing the dishes.
            He told me Grandma had sent him to check on me because I wasn’t answering the phone.”
         

         
         I nodded. “Sounds like she was right to be worried.”

         
         “I was busy feeling sorry for myself—not for the people who’d been murdered whose bodies I’d found, but sorry for me. Father
            Joel asked me if I wasn’t going to be a cop, what was I going to do with my life? I told him I had no idea. I knew I couldn’t
            be in law enforcement anymore, even though I had a degree in criminal justice. It seemed to me as though the four years I’d
            spent going to college had been a total waste of time and money.”
         

         
         “‘We should pray about it,’ he said. I thought he was nuts. ‘Pray?’ I asked. ‘Right here? Right now?’ ‘Why not?’ he said. And that’s what we did. We both got down on our knees next to the couch where I’d been lying and wallowing in my misery, and we prayed. When we finished, we got up off our knees, and he said, ‘My grandmother always used to tell me that those who can, do and those who can’t, teach.’ I was astonished. ‘You think I should teach criminal justice even if I can’t do it?’ I asked him. Father Joel nodded, and that’s what happened. 

         
         “He pulled some strings and helped me get into the graduate program in criminal justice at Notre Dame, and one thing led to
            another. By the time I earned my master’s, I had entered the seminary. I received my doctorate in May and was ordained this
            past July. Starting next fall I’ll be an associate professor of criminal justice at the University of New Mexico at Albuquerque.”
         

         
         Thank you, Father Joel, I said to myself. Just then the name that had been eluding me turned up in my little gray cells. “So what about Christopher?”
            I asked. “What’s become of your little brother?”
         

         
         Jared’s telltale jaws tightened again. “That’s why I’m here,” he said finally. “Chris has fallen off the face of the earth.
            I need your help in finding him.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         Without warning, Jared abruptly lurched to his feet, mumbling something about needing to use the restroom.

         
         “That way,” I said, pointing him toward the powder room. Fortunately, after Mr. Roto-Rooter left, I had gone through the house
            and made sure everything was draining properly. Jared probably did need to use the restroom, because I heard him flush a minute
            or so before the door opened and he emerged, but I’m pretty sure the real reason he fled the living room was to avoid letting
            me see his sudden onset of tears. Too bad for him, because I already had.
         

         
         While he was gone, I refilled our coffee cups and released Sarah from her wait on the rug. By the time he returned, Sarah
            had stretched out full length on the sofa with her head resting in my lap. (Yes, we’re the kind of household where dogs are allowed on the furniture.) As a result Jared took a seat facing me, and that was exactly what I’d intended. When we’d been sitting side by side, I’d only been able to observe him in profile. When it came time for him to tell me the rest of the story, I wanted to be able to look him in the eye. 

         
         Jared picked up his coffee mug and stared into the dark depths of it the same way I used to stare into glasses full of MacNaughton’s.
            I knew from experience that the answers he was seeking still weren’t to be found there, but I had the good sense to wait him
            out by changing the subject.
         

         
         “How’d you find me?” I asked. Mel’s chief of police, so we don’t exactly post the location of our residences in public forums.

         
         “Molly,” Jared replied. “Molly Lindstrom.”

         
         Molly is the widow of Big Al Lindstrom who was once my partner, too. After he was injured on the job, I ended up being partnered
            with Sue Danielson, but he had known her as a fellow member of the homicide squad, and both he and Molly had attended Sue’s
            memorial service. The last time I saw Molly had been at Big Al’s funeral. I felt a pang of guilt that I hadn’t done a better
            job of staying in touch with her. While she, on the other hand, had clearly made the effort to stay in touch with Sue’s mother
            and the two boys. And I had no doubt she had done so the old-fashioned way, with handwritten cards and letters rather than
            emoji-filled texts and e-mails. In other words two black marks on my name as opposed to just one.
         

         
         Awash with an added layer of self-recrimination, I gave Jared a nudge. “What’s really going on, Jared?” I asked. “Why are
            you here?”
         

         
         “Chris blames me,” he answered at last.

         
         I was baffled. “Blames you for what?” I asked.

         
         “For our mom’s death,” Jared said, almost choking on the words. “He thinks if I had called the cops sooner instead of running
            away from the house the way we did, maybe Dad wouldn’t have killed her.”
         

         
         I felt an instant flash of outrage. Jared had been a true hero that night. With his folks arguing in the living room and with Christopher still asleep in his bed, Jared had called to alert me about what was going on. I’d been south of Seattle outside Auburn when his call came in, but I knew that having squads of patrol cars show up with sirens blaring and lights flashing would likely make things worse. So I had told Jared to throw whatever cushioning he could find outside the window to soften their landings and then take his little brother and run, and that’s exactly what Jared had done—he followed my instructions to the letter. 

         
         Were those instructions wrong? I’ve certainly questioned them myself often enough over the years. Maybe having armed officers
            show up on the scene might have resulted in a different outcome, and Sue wouldn’t have died. But in no way was Jared to blame
            for any of it. I believe to this day that if the two boys had remained in the house, they would have perished right along
            with their mother.
         

         
         “You know that’s not true,” I offered quietly.

         
         “Do I?” he asked bleakly.

         
         “Jared, you were only a kid,” I told him. “What you did that night to save your little brother was brave beyond belief.”

         
         “It’s beyond belief, all right,” Jared retorted, “at least as far as Chris is concerned.”

         
         “What makes you think he blames you for what happened?”

         
         “He told me so,” Jared replied, “time and again.”

         
         Passing blame around made it sound to me as though maybe Christopher Danielson was a chip off his father’s old block. “So
            tell me about Chris,” I said. “What’s his deal?”
         

         
         Jared sighed again before he answered. Whoever wrote that line “He ain’t heavy, he’s my brother” never met Jared Danielson’s
            little bro.
         

         
         “With both our parents gone, our mom’s folks—our grandparents, Annie and Frank Hinkle—took us back home to Monroe, Ohio, to live with them. It was a good place to grow up, or at least it was for me if not for Chris. I graduated from high school and won a scholarship to Ohio State. By the time Chris was in eighth grade, he was already smoking, drinking, ditching school, and sneaking out of the house at night. Gramps was an Eagle Scout kind of guy. Whenever he tried to get Chris to straighten up and fly right, Chris backtalked like crazy. He barely made it through eighth grade, but right after graduation he snuck into their bedroom one night, stole money out of both Grandma’s purse and Grandpa’s wallet, and then took off. 

         
         “Naturally they were worried sick about it and reported him missing. The cops looked for him but couldn’t find him anywhere.
            Three months later our dad’s mother, Linda Danielson, wrote to Grandma Hinkle saying that Chris had turned up on their doorstep
            in Homer, Alaska, asking to stay. She said he claimed he’d run away because Grandpa Hinkle had beaten him with his belt, something
            I can tell you for sure never happened. Gramps wasn’t that way. She said that since Chris wanted to live with her and Grandpa
            Danielson, she needed his school transcripts and shot records so she could get him enrolled in high school there.”
         

         
         “Your other grandparents went along with that?”

         
         Jared shrugged. “What else could they do? They had done their best by both of us, and they decided there wasn’t much sense
            in trying to force him to come back. They figured he’d just take off again, so why bother?”
         

         
         “What happened then?”

         
         “I’m not sure. He stayed on with the Danielsons for a while—I don’t know for how long. He ended up dropping out of high school
            without graduating and took off again.”
         

         
         “Did you try contacting your grandmother over the years?”

         
         Jared shook his head. “I didn’t really know that side of the family. We weren’t ever close, not even before Mom died to say
            nothing of after. Maybe you remember that none of them bothered to come to Mom’s memorial service, and if they had one for
            our father, Chris and I never heard about it.”
         

         
         “You weren’t even invited?”

         
         Jared shook his head again. “So other than that one letter requesting Chris’s school information, we—meaning my grandparents
            and I—never heard another word from my father’s side of the family. It was like they had disappeared off the face of the earth.”
         

         
         I’d seen situations like this countless times before. When domestic violence results in a homicide, the lingering aftereffects
            can continue to tear a family apart for generations.
         

         
         “Obviously all this happened years ago,” I observed, “so why are you on a mission to find Chris now, and why come to me?”

         
         “Gram Hinkle isn’t well,” Jared told me. “She’s in assisted living and wants to make things right with Chris before she passes
            on. I think she wants to see him one last time, and I took a leave of absence to try to help her get that sorted.”
         

         
         “This sounds as if your grandmother took the parable about the prodigal son to heart,” I suggested. “The kid who goes AWOL
            gets the brass-band treatment when he comes home. As for the son who never ran off in the first place? He’s more or less taken
            for granted and brushed aside.”
         

         
         Jared favored me with another nod accompanied by a rueful grin. “Right, he’s the guy who gets sent out searching for the one
            who isn’t there—if he still exists, that is.”
         

         
         “You think Chris might be dead?”

         
         “Maybe or maybe not,” Jared replied. “I have no idea. No one on our side of the family has heard from him directly since he left Ohio at age thirteen.” 

         
         “Have you filed a missing-persons report?”

         
         “Chris may be missing from our lives, but that doesn’t mean he’s missing as far as other people are concerned, so no. We haven’t
            filed a missing-persons report.”
         

         
         “Have you tried contacting your other grandmother?”

         
         He nodded. “She died two years ago.”

         
         “Have you checked with the cop shop in Homer?”

         
         “I gave them a call, and they mostly gave me the runaround.”

         
         “Have you looked into NamUs?” I asked.

         
         “What’s that?” Jared returned.

         
         For someone who was about to be teaching criminal justice at the college level, it seemed to me that NamUs shouldn’t have
            been a mystery to him. “The National Missing and Unidentified Persons System,” I said. “It’s an open-sourced program that
            allows law enforcement and even family members to upload personal information on missing loved ones so it can be compared
            to unidentified remains.”
         

         
         Jared shook his head. “Never heard of it,” he said.

         
         “That would be my first step. I’d start by entering every detail I could about Christopher Danielson into their database.
            Providing a sample of your own DNA would also be helpful.”
         

         
         “I see,” Jared said.

         
         “Is your DNA in CODIS?” I asked.

         
         CODIS is the Combined DNA Index System. Fortunately, that piece of law-enforcement jargon was something Jared did recognize. He probably also understood the thinking behind my question. If Chris had grown up to be a clone of his biological father, there was a good chance he had ended up in enough trouble with the law to be marking time in a prison cell someplace where his DNA would have been collected at the time he was incarcerated. The same possibility might have occurred to Jared, but he didn’t mention it in his reply. 

         
         “I’m pretty sure Monroe PD took a sample of my DNA for elimination purposes when I first joined up,” he said. “That might
            have been uploaded into CODIS, but I’m not sure.”
         

         
         Not necessarily, I thought. What I said was, “We should check and find out.”
         

         
         “Does that mean you’ll help me?” he asked.

         
         “Not so fast,” I admonished. “You still haven’t explained why you came to me for help.”

         
         “I watch a lot of true crime on TV,” he replied. “Last fall I saw that 48 Hours episode about Justice for All getting an exoneration for that guy from down in Seattle who spent sixteen years in prison for
            a murder he didn’t commit. You weren’t interviewed for that show, but as soon as the name Beaumont was mentioned as part of
            the case, I knew it had to be you.”
         

         
         He was right on that score. I had indeed been involved in the Mateo Vega wrongful-conviction situation. At the time I had
            made it clear to the folks at Justice for All that I didn’t want my participation in the case to become public knowledge.
            Good luck with that. Having my name mentioned on national TV was exactly what I hadn’t had in mind.
         

         
         I nodded. “You’re right. I didn’t want my involvement made public, but as they say, no good deed goes unpunished.”

         
         “But that’s why I thought of you when Gram asked if I’d try to find Chris for her. At least you’re someone I used to know.”

         
         “I am that,” I agreed.

         
         “So will you help me, then?” Jared asked.

         
         “I guess so,” I agreed.

         
         Jared’s face brightened. Reaching across the coffee table, he took my hand and pumped it. “Thank you so much, Mr. Beaumont.”

         
         “You’re welcome, Father Danielson, but wouldn’t it be easier if, for now, we stuck to Beau and Jared?”

         
         “Yes,” he said quietly. “I’d like that.”

         
         I pried Sarah’s head off my lap, got up, and went in search of my iPad. “Okay,” I said once I returned to the sofa. “Now it’s
            time to go to work. Tell me everything you can about your brother.”
         

         
         “Before we do that, don’t I need to put you on retainer or something?” Jared asked.

         
         “No,” I answered. “Whatever the bill turns out to be, it’s marked paid in full. Your mother already took care of it.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         If you’re dealing with a missing-persons case, what’s needed is information. “All right,” I said, “let’s start with the basics.
            Do you happen to have a recent photo of Chris?”
         

         
         When Jared had entered the house, he’d placed his satchel on the floor near the end of the couch. Now he opened it and pulled
            out a volume of some kind. When he passed it over to me, it turned out to be a copy of the 2006 high-school yearbook for Homer
            High School, The Log. If the school mascot was the Mariners, then calling their yearbook a log made perfect sense. Since Ballard, Washington, used
            to be the shake-shingle capital of America, the Ballard High yearbook is called The Shingle.

         
         Inscriptions inside the book were addressed to someone named Edwina. “Who’s she?” I asked.

         
         Jared shrugged. “No idea,” he answered. “I bought this from a yearbook dealer on eBay.”

         
         “What was Chris in 2006,” I asked, leafing through the book, “a senior?”

         
         Jared nodded. I thumbed through the pages until I found the entry for Christopher Danielson. Like his brother, Chris was a good-looking kid, but one whose features clearly resembled those of his deceased father. Jared, on the other hand, bore more of a resemblance to their mother. Even in the head shot, Christopher Danielson exuded “attitude.” The smirk on his face said he saw himself as something of a wiseass. He probably drove his teachers nuts. 

         
         Beneath the photo there was nothing listed other than his name—no clubs, no honors, no sports affiliations. Chris had been
            a senior that year, but in name only—apparently putting in his time without actively participating in any school-related activities.
            If memory served, class pictures were generally taken at the beginning of a school year rather than at the end.
         

         
         “Did he graduate?” I asked.

         
         Jared shook his head. “Not as far as I can tell.”

         
         I studied the photo again. It was a dozen years old at this point, so without going through the relatively expensive process
            of computer-generated age enhancement, it probably wouldn’t be helpful. Appearance has a lot to do with lifestyle, and drug
            use, booze, and other bad choices tend to speed up the aging process—and not in a good way.
         

         
         “When was he born?”

         
         “September eighteenth, 1988,” Jared answered.

         
         “Where?”

         
         “Group Health in Seattle.”

         
         “What’s the connection to Homer?” I asked.

         
         “That’s where my father’s parents were born. His father was a halibut fisherman. They lived in Seattle while he was working
            in the fishing fleet out of Ballard. They moved back home to Alaska after he retired.”
         

         
         The Ballard fishing community is small and tight. There was a good chance that Jared’s grandfather and my stepgrandfather, Lars, had known each other. 

         
         “Our dad was still in high school here at the time,” Jared continued. “He went back to Alaska with them for a while, but once
            he graduated from high school, he came home to Seattle and enrolled at the U-Dub. That’s where he and Mom met—at the University
            of Washington. She was there on a nursing scholarship.”
         

         
         You’d think that in the course of working with Sue Danielson for a couple of years, I would have been familiar with some of
            this family history, but I wasn’t. As far as partners go, she was anything but a Chatty Cathy. Considering the complexities
            of her home life, that wasn’t too surprising.
         

         
         “Nursing?” I repeated.

         
         Jared nodded. “Turns out she didn’t like it. She dropped out of nursing after her sophomore year. Without the scholarship
            she couldn’t afford the out-of-state tuition, so she quit college completely. My dad had graduated by then, so they got married.
            I’m pretty sure she was already expecting me at the time, and that’s why they tied the knot that summer, but they didn’t exactly
            live happily ever after.”
         

         
         That last bit wasn’t news to anyone.

         
         “Your dad was in banking?” I asked after a moment.

         
         “Insurance, actually,” Jared replied. “Something bad must have happened—I never knew what, but he ended up losing his license for one reason or another, and then his job. That’s about the time things started going downhill. With him out of work and drinking more and more, Mom went to work at the 911 Call Center. Sometime later she hired on with Seattle PD, and then she got pregnant with Chris. I’m not sure, but I suspect getting pregnant with him was some kind of last-ditch effort in trying to save the marriage. If so, it didn’t work, because Dad kept right on spiraling. She ended up throwing him out shortly after Chris was born. That’s when Dad moved back up to Homer to live with his folks. Mom didn’t get around to finalizing the divorce until . . .” Jared’s voice faded momentarily. “Not long before everything happened,” he finished. “You know all about that.” 

         
         Unfortunately, I did know about that, all of it, far more than I was willing to discuss with Jared right then. While the couple
            was separated and later, after the divorce proceedings, Richard Danielson had been required to pay child support. Because
            he wasn’t working, as far as anyone knew, the court-ordered amount had been little more than a token, but he hadn’t bothered
            to pay a penny of it. The week before Sue’s death, Richie had played the oldest card in the divorced-deadbeat-dad playbook—the
            one where the noncustodial parent appears out of nowhere offering to treat the kids to some kind of expensive gift that Sue,
            as a single mom struggling to keep food on the table and a roof over her kids’ heads, could never afford.
         

         
         In this case the jackpot on offer was an all-expenses-paid trip to Disneyland. Without consulting Sue, Richie had booked the
            flights and the hotel room for the week before Jared and Chris’s spring break rather than during their spring break. Sue had absolutely put her foot down, telling Richie that she would not allow him to pull the boys out
            of school in a way that would leave them with five days of unexcused absences. Eventually Richie had caved and changed the
            reservations, but I’m pretty sure he was pissed about it.
         

         
         Then, when he finally showed up in Seattle, he did so with brand-new luggage—fancy Rollaboard bags—one for each of the boys to use and something else Sue would never have been able to spring for. I don’t know exactly what happened that night, but something about those pieces of luggage—maybe their weight when they were supposedly empty—must have aroused Sue’s suspicions. She had sliced open the interior lining on one of them, an action that had revealed that both the top and bottom were chock-full of cocaine. It turns out Richie Danielson was a drug runner, and the trip to Disneyland had been a ploy that would have enabled him to use his sons as unsuspecting mules. 

         
         And there’s a good chance he might have gotten away with it. This was back in the nineties—before 9/11 necessitated all kinds
            of new security measures at airports all over the world. At that point luggage wasn’t screened the same way it is now, and
            I have no doubt Jared and Chris would have pulled their drug-laden bags through the airport and had them loaded onto the plane
            without incident.
         

         
         But somehow Sue must have suspected what was up. Her fingerprints and no one else’s were found on the box knife in the bottom
            of the shredded piece of luggage. Richie most likely arrived on the scene shortly after she’d sliced it open. Jared had awakened
            to the sound of quarreling. As the argument escalated, he’d called me, and that’s when I advised him to take Chris and get
            the hell out. That’s why the boys were safely away from the house by the time gunfire broke out.
         

         
         I, on the other hand, arrived moments too late. Neighbors were calling to report hearing gunshots at almost the same time
            I stopped my vehicle outside the residence, and that’s the part that haunts me to this day. Had I arrived a mere thirty seconds
            earlier and pounded on the door, might it have been enough of a distraction to prevent Sue’s untimely death? Of course it’s
            impossible to know one way or the other, and the bottom line is the fact that Sue Danielson is still dead.
         

         
         Needing to rescue both Jared and me from this topic of discussion, I tried changing the subject to something less emotionally charged. 

         
         “What can you tell me about your brother?” I asked.

         
         Jared thought about that before he answered. “I guess I really didn’t care for him much,” he admitted. “For one thing he always
            acted like a know-it-all—a snotty spoiled brat who always got his way. He was smart—he knew his times tables up to ten before
            he got out of first grade, but he never did his homework, and even when he did, he didn’t bother turning it in most of the
            time. But he could draw like crazy. Whenever I tried to draw, I never managed anything more than stick figures. No matter
            what Chris drew, it looked real. Years after Mom died, he drew this for Grandma Hinkle for Mother’s Day.”
         

         
         Opening the satchel again, Jared pulled out an eight-by-ten gold frame and handed it to me. Inside was a pencil drawing of
            Sue Danielson’s face, so true to life that it took my breath away. The hand-drawn image could just as well have been a photograph.
         

         
         “He drew it from memory,” Jared said, answering my next question before it was asked.

         
         I studied the picture for a time in silence. Chris had captured all of Sue’s features, including the direct gaze in her eyes
            and the determined set of her jaw. At the time I knew her, Sue was a struggling single mom with a complex job, two kids, and
            far too much on her plate. I don’t remember ever seeing her smile, but in her son’s re-creation of her, there was a hint of
            a smile playing around the corners of her lips.
         

         
         “No, Jared,” I said, handing the portrait back to him, “I think you’re wrong. I don’t believe Chris drew this from memory.
            This drawing of your mother came straight from his heart.”
         

         
         Jared stayed on for the next couple of hours, telling me everything he’d learned and everything he could remember. Somewhere along the way, it dawned on me that we’d both missed lunch, so I went out to the kitchen and whipped up a couple of grilled-cheese sandwiches. 

         
         Listening to Jared’s recitation of his investigation so far, I realized that although he might have been a priest, he was
            also a young priest. Including his tracking down that physical copy of The Log, all his research had been done online, where he’d found no trace of Chris since his sudden disappearance during the second
            semester of his senior year in high school. Back then Facebook was in its infancy. There was no such thing as Instagram or
            YouTube. In fact, Jared couldn’t say for sure if Chris even had a cell phone. If he’d owned one, knowing when and where it
            was last used might have provided a clue as to his whereabouts, but without access to the number that avenue was closed to
            us.
         

         
         “Have you found any indication that law enforcement was contacted about his disappearance?”

         
         Jared shook his head. “As I said, when I called Homer PD, they had no record about that, but I don’t think the person I spoke
            to looked very hard.”
         

         
         Even if a missing-persons report had been filed, cases concerning runaway teenagers—especially repeat runaways—don’t garner
            a whole lot of attention from law enforcement. Still, that was a line of inquiry worth pursuing. It occurred to me that I
            just happened to know someone who might have a better chance of tracking down that kind of information than Jared Danielson,
            but there was no point in mentioning it at the time. He was feeling useless enough as it was about his inability to further
            the investigation, and I saw no reason to pile on more misery.
         

         
         At last Jared glanced at his watch. I checked mine, too, and was surprised to discover it was getting on toward four.

         
         “I need to take off,” he said. “I’m supposed to be back in time for dinner.”

         
         “Where are you staying?” I asked.

         
         “At a monastery on the far side of Bothell,” he replied. “It’s not a good idea for newly minted priests to be out running
            the streets,” he added with a grin. “They let me use their vehicle.”
         

         
         “Are newly minted priests allowed to have cell phones?” I asked. “If I’m going to work on this, I’ll need to be able to be
            in touch.”
         

         
         “Of course,” he said. Jared gave me his number, and I typed it into my phone.

         
         If Jared’s hunch was correct and Chris was already deceased, then DNA would be essential, and I didn’t want to have to rely
            on a DNA profile that
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