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			The lady shuffled into the night, her destiny foretold,

			Plodding along into the dark, the blackness will unfold,

			Thinking of the money ahead and of those she’d have to hold.

			Fearing those she’d bed tonight, so heartless and very cold.

			
Recalling a man she once had, her thoughts turned to years before,

			That man who had treated her like a lady, not like a common whore.

			That man who had treated her decently, who had been so gentle and kind,

			The man she’d always been searching for, but thought she’d never find.

			
Now, so close to her home, she would stop and take a look

			At the child behind the door, that beauty from a picture book.

			She turned the key and went inside, her heart beating fast,

			As she looked down at the child and saw the man from her distant past.

			
The lady strode into the night, her destiny foretold

			Holding her head so very high, her posture so very bold.

			Thinking that with that child at home, the night was not so cold,

			Believing that with her child at home, she never would grow old.

			
But the Lady of the Night grew no older than she was on that cold night…
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			Arn Anderson squirmed, trying to get his legs under the dash of the VW Bug. Small, foreign cars never seemed to fit him. “You must be hard-up for a story to go talk to this woman.”

			Ana Maria downshifted and steered around a cyclist crossing the busy Cheyenne street. “I have to dig up something interesting before DeAngelo sends me on another boring b.s. story.”

			Arn smiled at that, recalling Ana Maria coming home from the TV station right after her broadcast of a buffalo sale at the bison ranch south of town. She had complained all during supper to Arn and his live-in handyman/gourmet chef Danny that nothing interesting was coming her way. 

			Until this morning. She had picked up Arn for lunch mere moments after the murder in Denver came across the wire: Happ St. John was found strangled not a week after he had been interviewed about a decades-old homicide case in Denver, the murder of prostitute Josie Dexter. When the Denver CBS affiliate aired that the recent victim was questioned in the now-cold case, which had been reopened by the Metro Cold Case Division, Arn recognized the name. Unless there was another Happ living in the city, which he doubted. 

			After Arn was transferred to Metro Homicide from the Patrol Division when he worked at the Denver PD, the division commander dumped the Josie Dexter cold case on his desk to see if he could solve it. Just like the division commander did with all new detectives their first day on the job, and it remained unsolved. At the time, Arn had no more insights into it than what the other investigators had. Each new man to Robbery-Homicide who had examined the case of the prostitute found strangled to death and stuffed semi-nude in a dumpster, only pieces of her jeans remaining on her, uncovered nothing more than the previous detective had.

			“Pretty coincidental that this St. John character is found strangled just days after being pulled in for another interview,” Ana Maria said. “He must have had some knowledge of that hooker’s murder.”

			“Not necessarily,” Arn said. “As I recall when I went over all the original reports years ago when I was in Metro Homicide, Happ was one of nine other guys who had been the last known people to see Josie Dexter alive at a bachelor party she… performed at. Plus, there was speculation at the time that the father of her child had killed her. Possibly one of the men at the party.”

			“St. John didn’t give up anything when he was interviewed?” Ana Maria asked as she topped the overpass over the railroad tracks.

			“Nothing more than the others. Either he didn’t know who killed Josie Dexter, or he was playing mute to protect the one who did. I thought perhaps the father of her little girl might have been her killer, but Josie never told anyone who her daughter’s father was, and there was nothing recorded on the birth certificate.”

			Ana Maria winked and said, “You’ve got a pretty good memory for an old dude. It’s amazing that you can remember cases that far back.”

			“Josie Dexter’s case… haunted me for years,” Arn said. “A prostitute devoted to her six-year-old daughter, who was left alone in the world when her mother was murdered. And me not being able to add anything toward solving the case. But it still doesn’t explain why we’re on the way to talk with the ex-wife of a recent Denver murder victim.”

			“The dead guy—Happ—his ex-wife might have some tidbit of information that I can at least slip in as a sidebar for tonight’s broadcast,” Ana Maria said. “Anything so DeAngelo doesn’t send me to cover some other crappy story no one will watch.”

			She turned onto 5th Street and motored past the line of houses that were originally built to accommodate railroad workers. Now, most showed disrepair, some with owners who seemed to be trying to keep their houses as unpresentable as possible. Sheila St. John’s house was somewhere between dilapidated and run-down. Ana Maria pulled to the curb in front of the one-story house in need of a new coat of paint and something to prop up the leaning chain link fence. “Looks like your house when you first moved in,” she told Arn as she climbed out.

			“And mine would still look like that if Danny hadn’t worked his remodeling magic.”

			As they passed the broken lawn mower sitting beside the mailbox that was listing to the starboard, Ana Maria whispered to Arn, “I forgot to mention it, but don’t let it slip that you’re a former cop. Sheila’s been in and out of the hoosegow ever since I started doing the police briefings in the morning. And she’s not particularly fond of the law. Even retired ones.”

			“Anything serious that landed her in jail?”

			Ana Maria dug into her purse for her notebook. “Just petty crap. Shoplifting. Drunk in public. Last time she was caught going through cars at Walmart and stealing stuff to sell. Did a month in the county lockup then.”

			“She sounds like a model citizen. Do I need to go in armed?” Arn asked.

			“Not to worry—she gets a little tipsy now and again but she’s really not a bad soul. Watch out for the pruning shears,” and Arn stepped over the rusty set lying in the tall weeds overtaking Sheila St. John’s walkway.

			Arn stepped over the shears and whispered to Ana Maria, “What makes you think she’ll talk with you?”

			And Maria winked. “’Cause I’ll put on a grim, sad face as I tell her about her ex-husband. I’ll ingratiate myself to her in her hour of mourning. She’s bound to slip in some juicy tidbit I can use.”

			“That’s cold.”

			“No,” Ana Maria said, “that’s keeping DeAngelo off my butt.”

			She sidestepped an overturned lawn chair that attempted to cover rotten floorboards on the porch and rapped on the door. The screen bounced and threatened to come off its hinges as an anemic-looking woman came to the door and peered at them. Even though the screen was dirty, Arn could see she held a cigarette attached to a silver holder as she said, “If you two are selling some bullshit insurance, I’m not buying,” with selling coming out as szzzelling through badly-fitting dentures.

			Ana Maria took out her TV station identification and showed it to the woman. “Maybe you don’t remember me, but I was in the press box at your last trial.”

			The woman squinted and her nose pressed against the screen. “I did my time in the county, so what the hell ya want this time? And who’s that big bastard with you?”

			“Trainee,” Ana Maria lied.

			Sheila laughed. “At his age, you better get him trained up quick ’cause he don’t have too many reporting years left.” She erupted into a coughing fit before turning back to Ana Maria. “Like I asked, what d’you need with me now?”

			Ana Maria sucked in a deep breath. Arn had given many death notices in his thirty years as a law officer, but Ana Maria hadn’t and he knew this would be her first. “No easy way of telling you, but your ex-husband was found murdered in Denver this morning.”

			“Which ex?”

			“Happ.”

			“Happ? Murdered?”

			“’Fraid so.”

			Sheila tilted her head back and laughed hard enough to start another coughing fit that threatened to hack up a chunk of lung. When she regained her composure, she said, “Good riddance to him. The world will be a better place without him.”

			“May we come inside and talk with you about him?” Ara Maria asked.

			Sheila replaced the butt of her cigarette with a fresh one and lit it before saying, “I got nothing to say about that fool.”

			She started closing the door when Ana Maria blurted out, “There’s a stipend the TV station gives for information.”

			Sheila stopped and peered through the screen door again. “Money, you say, just for talking? How much?”

			“Depending on your information. That’ll be up to the station manager, DeAngelo Damos.”

			Sheila laughed again. “If it’s up to that tightwad, there won’t be much. But what the hell—come on inside and we’ll reminisce about ol’ Happ.”

			Sheila didn’t wait for them but started through the kitchen into the living room.

			Arn whispered to Ana Maria, “Since when does tight-assed DeAngelo ever shell out money for information?”

			“If he doesn’t send Sheila a few lucky bucks after our little talk,” Ana Maria answered, “I will. Got your Black Flag handy?”

			Arn didn’t have insecticide, and he wished he’d have been forewarned. He’d been in worse places as a cop, though he just didn’t remember when. The trashcan overflowed with empty Hungry Man boxes that competed with empty cans of Grain Belt. Arn had long since been able to guess where a person was from by the brand of beer they drank. That and Sheila’s slight accent told Arn she was probably from Minnesota. Wisconsin, perhaps.

			“Have a seat anywhere,” Sheila said as she brushed newspaper from a torn tweed-covered sofa onto to the floor.

			Sheila took a six-pack of beer from a paper sack beside her recliner and ripped one from the plastic. “Beer?”

			“Not for me,” Ana Maria said as she grinned, “but my trainee here’s a beer-drinking fool.”

			Arn glared at Ana Maria even as Sheila handed him a warm can of Grain Belt. She knew this would be the first beer he had drunk since moving to Cheyenne. But if it helped loosen the old gal’s tongue… 

			He popped the top and slurped the foam that seeped to the top of the can. “Don’t get any better than this.”

			Sheila held her beer up in a toast. “To Happy St. John. The nastiest husband a woman could ever wish for.”

			Ana Maria picked out the cleanest spot on the sofa, one that was mostly devoid of stains, and grabbed her pen from behind her ear. “It appears that Happ was not the ideal husband. In what way?”

			“Drinking,” She looked at her beer can. “Always partying with a bunch of guys he hung around with.” Sheila chugged her beer and eyed another can. Perhaps, Arn thought, Happ’s death affected Sheila more than she let on and she felt the need to get drunk. “Believe it or not, I never touched a drop of booze until I divorced that A-hole. We were living in Denver at the time. Not upper middle class by any extent but doin’ pretty good for being married for only a few years. Happ had a job loading trucks for FedEx. Working days. Then, like I said, he’d go out partying with a bunch of guys. Going to strip clubs. To bars. Lord knows where else.”

			“Do you remember their names?” Ana Maria asked.

			Sheila gave in and grabbed another can of beer. “Never met them, but I would have liked to, just like I would have liked to get divorced sooner for the way he gallivanted around.”

			“You eventually had enough,” Arn said as he choked down another swallow. It wasn’t that the brand of beer was bad, it was because he didn’t drink. Especially warm beer.

			“There was that one night when Happ went too far. He came home super late in the morning, damn near time to get up and go to work. His hand was bleeding something fierce. He said he cut it on a beer bottle in the bar. I knew he might just be telling me the truth, as he got into bar fights now and again. Happ always had that little-man attitude like he thought he could rumble with the big fellas. He refused to go to the emergency room to have it treated. ‘Just wrap the thing in some gauze and I’ll be okay.’ So I did.”

			“And that’s when you’d finally had enough?” Ana Maria asked. “When his hand was cut and bleeding from a night out with the boys?” 

			Sheila set her beer down and looked off into the corner as if the answer were there. After a long pause, she said, “No. The final straw was when I was wrapping his hand. I saw a fresh hickey on his neck and lipstick smeared on his collar. That’s when I suspected he was cheating on me. So I gave him the bum’s rush a week later. When he moved out, he was even going to take our computer with him until I called the cops for a civil standby to make sure I was safe while he was moving his shit out. He had to leave the ’puter.”

			She took another sip and smiled when she said, “After he left and I was alone, I started digging into his history on the ’puter. That was before DNA was discovered and I saw that the A-hole was researching how the police matched up blood types with suspects in crimes.”

			“Back then,” Arn said, “blood type was useful only with a known suspect.”

			“But ol’ Happ St. John had O-negative blood,” Sheila said. “Rare.”

			“Blood banks yearn for O-type,” Arn said. “Folks of any blood type can take O-negative.”

			Ana Maria leaned forward and laid her hand on Sheila’s shoulder. “Is there any reason you can think of that anyone would have wanted to kill Happ?”

			Sheila looked into the corner once again for her answer. “His annuity.” She polished off her beer and tossed it into a paper sack beside her chair. “Those three peckerwoods he hung with invested in some foolproof… scheme. One I couldn’t touch in the divorce. He was supposed to get a monthly check when the annuity reached maturity.” She counted on her hand. “He was due to start getting checks in the next few years. Good luck finding out anything about that.” 
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			Danny dusted the French toast with confectioners’ sugar before setting a plate in front of Arn and Ana Maria. “I’d like to go with you two to scenic Denver, but I need to shoot texture on that spare room.”

			Since he had caught the little, old Lakota squatting in Arn’s mother’s house, he and Danny reached an agreement: Danny would remodel the house in exchange for room and board. But he had done so much more. When Arn initially moved back into his mother’s house, it was a mess after years of neglect. Danny had claimed he had an engineering degree and was capable of renovating the entire house, which it sorely needed. When Arn had asked him why he was homeless, Danny shrugged and said he had just dropped out of society. 

			Arn would later learn that the old Indian was on the lam for bombing an empty building with two others in Minneapolis involved in the American Indian Movement. Arn dug into it and learned the warrant had been purged years ago along with other old warrants that the statute of limitations had run out on. The investigators never caught Danny and the two other AIM members, figuring they were dead by now anyway. 

			Arn had debated at the time whether or not to tell Danny what he had learned, fearing that he would light out of Cheyenne, leaving Arn to figure out how to remodel the house. But he eventually told Danny, and the old man decided to stay. He continued to work on the house and making—for all intents and purposes—gourmet meals for Arn and Ana Maria every night and many mornings, causing Arn to wonder what else the old man knew how to do.

			“You guys gonna go see that hokey diving show at Casa Bonita while you’re down there?” Danny asked.

			“We might,” Ana Maria answered. “Or we might save that for when we all three can have a night out. Ready?”

			Arn finished his French toast and grabbed coffee in a Thermos before following Ana Maria out the door. She started for her VW when Arn said, “We’re taking my Oldsmobile. I am not going to ride that far crammed into your Bug.”

			“But it gets a whole lot better mileage than your 442.”

			“That may be,” Arn said, “but it’s worth the trade-off not to have to fold and unfold myself every time I get in and out.”

			Arn stopped at a service station on the way out—the Olds never met a gas station it didn’t like—before heading to Denver. Ana Maria wanted to interview the investigator working on Happ St. John’s homicide, and DeAngelo had allowed her the trip. She had guilt-tripped Arn into coming along. “After all,” she’d argued, “you are retired. Not like you got anything lined up for today, right?”

			Arn didn’t. Since returning to Cheyenne, he had taken on some private investigations and had even spent nights in rancher’s fields watching for rustlers. But Ana Maria was right—he had nothing going on. Except helping Danny work on the house. But Danny always complained that Arn was inept in the handyman department and his work usually took the scrawny Indian more time to go back and correct what Arn had done. “Who’s the Metro investigator handling the case?”

			“Sal Bass,” Ana Maria answered.

			Arn groaned.

			“Know him?”

			“Unfortunately,” Arn said as he pulled onto Interstate 25 heading south. “We call Sal Bass ‘Sal the Ass’ ’cause he was always, well, an ass. Thought he was God’s gift to investigators. Horned in on everyone’s cases like he was some great Sherlock Holmes. He should have retired by now, too, but when I was there, he was paying alimony to his first three wives and needed to stay on the job.”

			Their ride to Denver was uneventful and their conversation more so, touching on such subjects as the community events that Ana Maria had to cover, events that did nothing to spur her curiosity. When she worked at the CBS affiliate in Denver about the time Arn met her, she was fairly giddy at the crime stories she was sent to cover. She had developed an insouciance concerning mundane stories. And like cops who might not admit it, dead bodies and the stories they held were far more interesting for her. 

			“I doubt Sal will give you any pearls of information about Happ’s murder.”

			“I disagree,” Ana Maria said. “When I called him to set up an interview, the first thing he asked was if I would identify him on my broadcast. When I took the middle road and said perhaps, he said he welcomed any exposure at this point in his career.”

			“And I bet the second thing he asked is if you’re married.”

			“Sounds like you do know Sal Bass well. Is he some wolf I ought to be cautious around?”

			Arn chuckled. “Like I said, he’s got three ex-wives and looking for a fourth. Maybe moreso now, as it’s been some years since I spoke with him. But for God’s sake, the man is my age. If he chases you, run around the desk a few times. He’s bound to pass out or have the big MI.”

			They pulled to the curb in front of Robbery-Homicide and walked into the building. The receptionist eyed them suspiciously until Ana Maria said she had an appointment with Detective Bass. 

			After several minutes, they were buzzed through the security door. “I know the way from here,” Arn said, but an officer in a blue blazer emerged from a side room. “I’ll escort you,” she said. “Can’t have people wandering the building.”

			She led Arn and Ana Maria down the hallway where he banged on a door with Sal’s name on it. Sal opened it, his smile fading when he saw Arn. “Thought the little lady would be coming alone. Didn’t figure on some old washed-up detective being with her.”

			“Maybe you ought to wash up a little yourself,” Arn said. “Being in the police business at your advanced age can be deadly to the health and hygiene.”

			“You think I ought to retire? I’m as sharp as ever. Hell, I’ve aged quite well, don’tcha think?”

			Arn eyed him, noting how Sal must have joined the Botox-of-the-Month Club, the crows’ feet at the corners of his eyes gone. The sagging jowls and double chin that must have been lopped off by some incredibly skilled plastic surgeon. “That tanning machine must have cost you a bundle,” Arn said, “beside the visit to the make-me-look-young doctors.”

			Sal just scowled at Arn as he motioned them into his office and to chairs arranged in front of his desk. He ignored Arn and turned to Ana Maria, looking her up and down. He tugged at the lapel of his tailored sharkskin and wool suit for a moment before saying, “You were a little cryptic as to just what you wanted to know about Happ St. John.”

			Ana Maria told Bass what Sheila had told him. “I need some information to fill in a broadcast that you will be mentioned in as the lead investigator.” 

			Arn was sure he saw her bat her eyes when she asked, “Do you have any clues as to the murderer?”

			Sal shrugged and tugged at one corner of his toupee. “I can tell you that ol’ Happy didn’t have much to say, hanging there with that sheet around his neck. He didn’t even have the decency to leave a note.”

			“So, you do feel it was suicide like it was reported?” Ana Maria asked.

			“One-hundred percent sure.”

			“Did he have problems recently that would cause him to want to hang himself?” Arn asked.

			Sal glared at Arn as if he were an intruder into his flirting session with Ana Maria. 

			Sal leaned his elbows on the desk and said, “Look, I know a homicide would be more dramatic for your broadcast, but it was suicide. Trust me. He had just been interviewed in that homicide the cold case detectives recently reopened… the murder of that streetwalker damn near thirty years ago. That Josie Dexter.” Sal turned to Arn. “You know, the case you couldn’t crack.”

			“And neither could you,” Arn said. “None of us could. Did you talk with the cold case detective?” 

			“Why the hell should I? This is an open-and-shut suicide. Doesn’t much matter what Happ told anyone else. He was DRT—Dead Right There—hanging from that bedsheet.”

			Ana Maria asked, “Can I have the spelling of your name so I get it right for my broadcast?”

			“Sal Bass,” he answered with a smile. “Like the fish.”

			Or the ass, Arn thought.

			“Could you tell me,” Ana Maria seemed to coo, “which detective is assigned Josie Dexter’s case?”

			“Roger Heinz,” Sal answered. “Pretty young. Must have done something to piss off the brass to be assigned to Cold Case. But don’t tell him I sent you ’cause he don’t like me much for some reason.”

			“I can’t imagine why,” Arn said under his breath as he led Ana Maria out of the office.

			When they had walked out of earshot, she said, “Makes me want to get my hand sanitizer out and wash my whole body. I think if you hadn’t been there, good ol’ Sal would have gotten a whole lot… friendlier.”

			Arn winked. “I told you, Sal’s on the prowl for wife number four. Maybe you could fill that role.”

			“And like you said before, the man is your age.” She nudged Arn, then asked, “What did Sal mean when he said you couldn’t solve a case of a murdered prostitute? I thought you solved all your cases when you were in Metro.”

			“All except that of Josie Dexter,” Arn began. “She was a streetwalker who was murdered a few years before I was transferred to Robbery-Homicide. Every new investigator got the Dexter case their first day on the job and allowed a week to solve it.”

			“But you didn’t?”

			Arn shook his head. “I didn’t. Just like every other detective couldn’t solve it. And it appears as if it’s still unsolved.” Arn had caught the Denver broadcast a few days ago where Josie’s case had been reopened. “Let’s hope they have more luck with some of the technology they have nowadays.”

			Ana Maria took her phone and started punching numbers. “With any luck, Roger Heinz is in today. Like you, I don’t believe in coincidences. Happ St. John hanging himself so close to the Josie Dexter case being reopened is a little suspicious.” 

		

	
		
			3

			In comparison to Sal “The Ass” Bass, the cold case detective assigned to Josie Dexter’s murder, Roger Heinz, seemed almost shy. Half Sal’s age and dressed in a simple off-the-shelf suit, he acted impressed that anyone outside the police department would be interested in what he had to say. “I don’t know what you want to know, but I will tell you if it’s something I’m allowed to.” He held the door to the dank, basement office for them and moved chairs so that they were closer to his.

			Detective Heinz sat and said to Arn, “Ana Maria didn’t mention the Arn Anderson would accompany her.”

			“Do I know you?” Arn asked.

			Detective Heinz shook his. “But I know you—at least, I know of your reputation when you were in Homicide. Solved every case handed to you.”

			“Except Josie Dexter’s.”

			“And you joined a long list of investigators who didn’t. Perrier?”

			Arn shook his head, but Ana Maria accepted a bottle. She uncapped it and paused before saying, “Tell us what Happ St. John said when you recently brought him in for an interview on the Dexter case.”

			Detective Heinz stared at his bottle cap for a long moment. “I don’t need to tell you that case is a luncher.” He forced a laugh. “We definitely ate our lunch on that these many years. I’m still trying, though, and brought in Happ St. John, who was just one of six men still living who were the last to see Josie Dexter alive.”

			“As I recall from the old reports,” Arn said, “the original detective brought in ten men for questioning who last saw Josie at a bachelor party.”

			“But there’s only six left alive.” Heinz rubbed his temples. “I’m afraid I pushed Happ St. John too hard in the interview, and look what happened—he hung himself.”

			“Wasn’t your fault,” Arn said. “Your job was to get to the truth. I would bet the others you questioned didn’t hang themselves.”

			Detective Heinz laughed nervously. “The others I didn’t squeeze like I did Happ. I felt he was close to breaking down. So I told myself after the interview that I’d wait for a week and let his conscience work on him before bringing him back in. Guess I should have brought him in sooner.”

			“Why did you pressure him and not the others?” Ana Maria asked.

			Heinz put the cap back on his bottle without touching the water. “He became more fidgety the more I talked about Josie Dexter’s murder. Especially when I asked if he had any knowledge of her body being tossed in a dumpster in Commerce City.”

			“Do you think he had information he was keeping to himself all these years?” Arn asked.

			“I don’t know,” Heinz answered. “I just don’t know. But there was something about his body language… the tone of his voice, that I suspected he knew more, and I pressed him. I should have reinterviewed him sooner before he went and offed himself.”

			Arn rubbed his own temple, trying to think back to the reports he had poured over that first day as a junior detective and for some weeks afterward before he gave up like everyone else had. “As I recall, the original detective thought Happ was especially nervous at the original interrogation, too.”

			“Neal Barton. He was gone by the time I started in Robbery-Homicide, but by what others said, he was a pretty thorough detective.” Heinz stood and walked to a picture on the wall of a younger Roger Heinz in a white naval uniform and he straightened it. “His notes said that Happ St. John was nervous in the interview. But then he speculated every other married man he interviewed would be nervous lest their wives found out a stripper and streetwalker had worked the bachelor party they attended.

			“Detective Barton made a note that Happ was trembling, but figured the little guy just couldn’t take the cold. Came into the interview wearing a thick coat and gloves. Figured it was normal. October in the Rockies can get mighty cold at times, but I’m not telling you anything you don’t already know.”

			“I wouldn’t beat yourself up over Happ’s suicide,” Arn said. “It was his choice, for whatever reason he had.”

			“Damn it, I wanted to solve this cold case so bad… excuse the language, Ms. Villarreal.”

			“Ana Maria. And I’ve heard worse.”

			“But what I said is true,” Detective Heinz said. “I worked my tail off trying to find something that would lead me to Josie Dexter’s killer. I even went to Cheyenne to interview one of the guys who was at that bachelor party. Gene Woods.”

			“Know him?” Ana Maria asked Arn.

			“He’s a master mason. He has his own brick business in Cheyenne. Specializes in decorative projects for the home. He’s so good that he’s booked up solid. That’s according to Danny, who is no slouch when it comes to laying brick himself. But I take it Gene didn’t remember anything new either?”

			“He did not,” Heinz answered. “All he could recall is what he told Detective Barton originally—that after Josie Dexter was done working the bachelor party, she left, saying she was going to hit the street where she could make some real money.”

			“By any chance, did Happ leave behind any relatives here in the Metro region?” Ana Maria asked.

			“You’ll have to ask Detective Bass, as that’s his case.”

			“Roger,” Arn said, leaning closer, “would you even want us to go back and talk with The Ass, as unpleasant as he is? Maybe you could just… take a quick peek in your computer at Happ’s case and see if he left anyone on this side of the grass.”

			“I see your point,” Heinz said before swirling his chair around to face his computer. His fingers did their keyboard magic and within seconds he said, “Looks like Happ was living with a cousin.” He jotted the address down and handed Arn the slip of paper. “But don’t tell Detective Bass I helped you, or he’ll have my shield.”

			[image: ]

			Marcella Bates lived in a two-bedroom home off of 72nd Ave. that was nearly as dilapidated as Sheila St. John’s house. But where Sheila made no effort to improve the looks of her home, Marcella had done what she could to make it presentable. A coat of lime-green paint had recently been applied—probably a give-away from some paint store because few people painted their houses florescent green. The yard bore little grass, like Sheila’s, but Marcella kept the weeds cut close to the ground. A picket fence half-way around the yard leaned a little but hadn’t fallen down yet.

			Ana Maria stepped onto a narrow porch that sported two new pieces of wood to replace rotten ones and rapped on the door. A squat woman in a paisley dress held a white handkerchief as she dabbed at tears on her cheek. She looked at Ana Maria then to Arn and said, “The police again. I have told you people all I know—”

			“We’re not police.” Ana Maria showed the woman her press credentials. “We would like to talk with you about your cousin, Happ St. John.”

			The woman hesitated for a moment before she unlocked the screen door. “If it will let the world know what a lovely man Happ was… come in.”

			She stepped aside to let Ana Maria and Arn into a small kitchen, made smaller by the two-burner stove and apartment-sized refrigerator in one corner. The Formica countertop was chipped but clean, and a slightly dented trash can was neatly stashed in one corner. 

			Marcella led them past a bathroom that looked almost too small to use and to her living room. Two chairs with TV trays beside them, the only furniture in the room, were parked in front of a small screen television. She motioned to one of the chairs and said, “Please set in Happ’s chair. I don’t have any others—”

			“That’s all right,” Arn said. “I need to stand and stretch anyway.”

			Marcella turned her chair so that it nearly faced Ana Maria. “What is it you wish to know?”

			“Tell us about your cousin,” Ana Maria began in that soothing tone she often used when she wanted people to open up to her. Arn expected Marcella to detail what a party animal Happ was, recalling what Sheila said about her ex-husband.

			Instead she said, “Happ St. John was the most loving, kind man anyone could want around. You broadcast that.”

			Ana Maria, like Arn, had learned long ago in her career that if one just remains silent, the person being interviewed will open up. Marcella did.

			“Happ wasn’t very handy around the
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