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The Undertaker’s Widow

		

	
		1

		[image: ]

		Leroy Dennis began making dire predictions about the driving conditions as soon as the police dispatcher said that the scene of the shooting was a mansion on Crestview Drive. A week of torrential rains had devastated Oregon. Rivers were flooding, towns were being evacuated, power failures were the norm and mud slides were closing roads and highways around the state. The worst slides in Portland were in the hills that loomed above city center. Crestview Drive was at the top of Portland’s highest hill.

		Lou Anthony took the most direct route to the crime scene. A mountain of oozing earth almost stopped the homicide detectives halfway up Southwest Chandler Road. A series of flares had been spread along the pavement to warn off motorists. The unearthly rain, the devouring darkness on the edges of the headlights and the curling smoke from the flares made Anthony wonder if he had detoured into a corner of Hades.

		“What have we got, Leroy?” Anthony asked as he maneuvered around the slide.

		“A James Allen called in the 911,” the slender black detective answered. “He works for the owner, Lamar Hoyt. Allen says that there are two dead. A man broke in and shot Hoyt. Then the wife shot the perp.”

		“Hoyt! That’s Ellen Crease’s husband.”

		“Isn’t Crease the state senator who used to be a cop?”

		Anthony nodded. “She was good, too, and a crack shot.”

		Dennis shook his head. “This guy sure picked the wrong house to burgle.”

		There were few streetlights on Crestview Drive and the road was pitch-black in spots, but Anthony and Dennis had no trouble finding the crime scene. This part of the West Hills had been carved into large estates and there were only a few homes on the narrow country lane. A high brick wall marked the boundary of the Hoyt estate. Just above the wall, the branches of a massive oak tree flailed helplessly against the elements like the tiring arms of a fading boxer. Anthony stopped in front of a wrought-iron gate. A yellow and black metal sign affixed to the seven-foot, spear-tipped bars warned that the estate was protected by an electronic security system. A black metal box with a slit for a plastic card stood even with the driver’s window. Beside it was a speakerphone. Anthony was about to try it when Dennis noticed that the gate was slightly ajar. He dashed into the storm and pushed it open.

		When Dennis was back in the car, Anthony drove slowly up a winding drive toward the three-story Tudor mansion that loomed over the landscape. Most of the house was dark, but there were lights on in a downstairs room. The driveway ended at a turnaround. As soon as Anthony brought the car to a stop the ornately carved front door swung open and a frightened man in a robe and pajamas dashed into the rain. He was just under six feet tall and slender. The rain matted his uncombed, graying hair and spotted the lenses of his wire-rimmed glasses.

		“They’re upstairs in the master bedroom,” he said, pointing toward the second floor. “She won’t leave him. I’ve called for an ambulance.”

		The man led the detectives into a cavernous entry hall, where an immense Persian carpet covered a good portion of the hardwood floor. Before them was a wide staircase with a polished oak banister.

		Anthony brushed the rain from his thinning red hair. He was a large man with a square jaw, a broken nose and pale blue eyes. The detective’s shoulders were too wide and his clothes never fit properly. Under his raincoat he wore a brown tweed sports jacket that was frayed at the elbows and wrinkled tan slacks. Anthony had started buttoning the jacket to conceal an emerging beer gut. The blue knit tie his son had bought him for his fortieth birthday was at half-mast.

		“Just who are you, sir?” Anthony asked.

		“James Allen, Mr. Hoyt’s houseman.”

		“Okay. What happened here, Mr. Allen?”

		“I live over the garage. It’s across from the master bedroom. There was a shot. At first, I thought it was thunder. Then there were more shots. I ran next door and saw a man on the floor near the bed. There was a lot of blood. And Ms. Crease … she was sitting on the bed holding Mr. Hoyt. I … I think he’s dead, but I can’t say for sure. She wouldn’t let me near him. She’s got a gun.”

		“Take us upstairs, will you, Mr. Allen?” Anthony said.

		The detectives followed the houseman up the winding stairs with barely a glance at the oil paintings and tapestries that hung over the staircase. Dennis had his gun out but felt a little foolish. It sounded as if the danger was over. Allen led them to a room at the end of a dimly lit, carpeted hall. The door to the room was open.

		“Please tell Senator Crease that we’re with the police,” Anthony instructed Allen. The detective knew Crease well enough to call her Ellen, but he had no idea what frame of mind she was in. He wasn’t taking any chances if she had a gun.

		“Ms. Crease, this is James. James Allen. I have two police officers with me. They want to come into the bedroom.”

		Allen started in, but Anthony put a restraining hand on his arm.

		“I think it will be better if you wait downstairs for the ambulance and the other officers.”

		Allen hesitated, then said, “Very well,” and backed down the corridor.

		“I’m Lou Anthony, Senator. You know me. I’m a detective with the Portland Police. My partner and I are coming into the room.”

		Anthony took a deep breath and stepped through the doorway. The bedroom lights were off, but the light from the hall bathed the large room in a pale yellow glow. A man sprawled on the floor roughly halfway between the door and the west wall. The dead man’s legs were bent at the knee as if he had crumpled to the floor. His feet were almost touching a French Provincial armoire that stood against the south wall across from a king-size bed. The doors of the armoire were partly open and Anthony could see a television. The man’s head was near the foot of the bed, surrounded by a halo of blood. Near one of his hands lay a .45-caliber handgun.

		Anthony pulled his attention away from the dead man and stared at the tableau directly in front of him. Seated on the side of the bed farthest from the door, as if posing for one of Caravaggio’s dark oils, was Ellen Crease. She was facing away from Anthony and the back of her plain white nightgown was spattered with blood. Lamar Hoyt’s naked body lay sideways across the bed. Crease’s back shielded part of his upper body from Anthony, but he could make out two entry wounds and rivulets of blood running through the thick gray hair that covered Hoyt’s bearlike torso. Hoyt’s large head rested in his wife’s lap and Crease was rocking slightly, making little mewing sounds. Anthony noticed that her right hand was resting on her husband’s massive chest and that her left hand held a .38 Special.

		“Senator,” Anthony said gently, “I’m going to walk around the bed.”

		Crease continued to rock and sob. The detective edged past the armoire, then stepped over the dead man’s faded jeans and took in his navy-blue windbreaker. The dead man’s hair was wet from the rain and saturated with blood. His clothing was waterlogged.

		Anthony looked away and focused on Crease. She was holding the gun, but lightly, and she was staring at her husband. What was left of Hoyt’s face was covered with blood that was soaking through the white nightgown. As Anthony arrived at her side, Crease looked up. Her face was tearstained and torn by grief.

		Forty-five minutes later, police cars, an ambulance and the van from the Medical Examiner’s Office choked the driveway in front of the Hoyt mansion. While forensic experts worked the crime scene, Lou Anthony waited patiently for Ellen Crease in one of the deep, red leather armchairs in the library. The room was unusually clean and he sensed that neither Hoyt nor Crease entered it much. Anthony had examined some of the hand-tooled, leather-bound volumes stacked tightly in the floor-to-ceiling, cherrywood bookshelves. His brief inspection had uncovered no book with a spine that had been cracked. The detective was holding a volume of Hemingway short stories when Ellen Crease entered the library wearing jeans, an Oxford-blue shirt, and a baggy, dark green, Irish wool sweater.

		State Senator Ellen Crease was thirty-five, but she had the compact, athletic body of a woman ten years younger. Crease’s personality was as rugged as her physique. Her complexion was dark and her sleek black hair framed a face with features that were always on guard. There was nothing coy about Ellen Crease. She was an iron fist that never fit inside a velvet glove.

		“Hello, Lou,” Crease said, holding out her hand the way she might at a political rally. Anthony hastily replaced the book and shook it.

		“I’m sorry about Lamar. How are you holding up?”

		Crease shrugged. Anthony marveled at her composure. He had seen Crease’s grief, but there was no trace of tears now. The detective assumed Crease was repressing any feelings she had about the death of her husband. She would also be repressing her feelings about killing the intruder, but Anthony knew the guilt would soon surface to haunt Crease as it had haunted him when he had killed a man in the line of duty. A board of inquiry had cleared Anthony. He had even been decorated. Still, it had taken several years before he could put the shooting behind him. For most people, taking a human life, even in self-defense, was very difficult to live with.

		“Do you feel up to answering questions?” Anthony asked.

		“I want to get this over, Lou, so let’s do it.”

		Crease took a chair opposite Anthony and selected a slender Mouton Davidoff Cadet from a humidor on an oak end table. Anthony watched Crease light up the cigar. Her hand was remarkably steady.

		“I have to give you your Miranda warnings, because there’s been a shooting,” Anthony said apologetically.

		“Consider them given.”

		Anthony hesitated, uncertain whether to still read the rights. Then he thought better of it. He wanted to spare Crease as much discomfort as possible and speeding up his interview was one way to accomplish his purpose.

		“Why don’t you just tell me what happened?”

		Crease drew in smoke from her cigar. It seemed to calm her. She closed her eyes for a moment. Anthony thought that she looked totally spent. When she spoke, Crease sounded listless.

		“Lamar wanted to go to bed early, but I had to work. You know that I’m right in the middle of a primary campaign against Ben Gage for the Republican nomination to the U.S. Senate?”

		Anthony nodded.

		“There’s a speech I’m supposed to give tomorrow night and a bill on the light rail I needed to study. Lamar wanted to make love before he went to sleep, so we did. Then I got up to change into a nightgown so I could go down to my study. I was going to go to the bathroom when there was a particularly bright flash of lightning. I walked over to the window. As I watched the storm there was another lightning flash. It illuminated the area around the pool. I thought I saw someone standing under one of the trees near the wall, but the light faded before I could focus on the spot. I wrote it off as a figment of my imagination.”

		“We found a set of footprints under one of the trees. The intruder must have been watching from there.”

		“Do you know who he is yet?”

		“No. He wasn’t carrying any ID, but it’s only a matter of time before we identify him. Why don’t you go on?”

		For a second, Crease’s self-control deserted her. She closed her eyes. Anthony waited patiently for the senator to continue.

		“When I got out of the bathroom, Lamar wanted to cuddle, so I turned off the bathroom light, put on my nightgown and got in bed with him. We talked for a little while. Not long. Then I told Lamar I had to start working. I sat up on my side of the bed …”

		“That’s the side nearest the window and away from the bedroom door and the bathroom?” Anthony asked.

		“Right.”

		“Okay, what happened?”

		“The door crashed open and this man came in. I could see he had a gun, because there was a light on in the hall.”

		Crease’s façade cracked again, but she caught herself and was back in control quickly.

		“I keep a Smith & Wesson .38 snubnose under my side of the bed. It’s always loaded with hollow points. I ducked over the side to get it. I heard three shots and I came up firing. I saw the man go down. When I was certain he was dead, I turned toward Lamar.”

		Crease’s voice grew husky and her eyes grew moist. She shook her head and took an angry pull on her smoke.

		“The bastard had killed Lamar, just like that. I didn’t even get to say anything to him.”

		Crease stopped, unable to go on.

		“Are you okay?”

		“Shit, no, Lou.”

		Anthony felt awful. He gave her a moment to collect herself.

		“Look, I’m gonna cut this short. If there’s anything else I need to ask, I can get it later. Just two more things, okay?”

		Crease nodded.

		“When I got here I found the front gate open. With all the security your husband had, why wasn’t it locked?”

		“It was locked, earlier. There was a power outage. We never relocked it when the power came back.”

		“Is that why the house alarm was off?”

		“No. I set the alarm when I’m ready for bed. I was going to work for an hour or so, like I said.”

		“This has been hard for me, Ellen. I want you to know that. You’re a real star with everyone at the Police Bureau. No one blames you for this. You did the right thing.”

		“I know, Lou,” Crease said, cold as ice now, “I’m just sorry I didn’t kill the fucker sooner, so Lamar would be …”

		A crash and shouts brought Anthony to his feet. When he opened the library door, he saw two men from the Medical Examiner’s Office frozen in place halfway down the stairs to the second floor. Supported between them on a stretcher was a body bag containing the corpse of Lamar Hoyt, which they were maneuvering toward a gurney that sat at the foot of the stairs. Sprawled across the gurney was a tall, muscular man dressed in jeans, a plaid, flannel shirt and a raincoat. Three police officers were trying to pin him to the gurney, which slid back and forth across the hardwood floor during the struggle. One of the officers wrenched the man’s arm behind him and a second tried to apply a chokehold. The man writhed and twisted until he was facing Anthony. There was no way of missing the resemblance to Lamar Hoyt.

		The officer who had the chokehold applied pressure and the man stopped struggling. One of the officers cuffed his hands behind his back. Then the three officers dragged him off the gurney and wrenched him to his feet. Before Anthony could say anything, Ellen Crease brushed past him and strode across the entryway. As soon as the intruder saw Crease his face contorted with rage and he lunged at her, screaming, “You did this, you bitch.”

		Crease paused in front of the man, stared at him with contempt, then slapped him across the face so hard that his head snapped sideways. Anthony grabbed Crease’s arm before she could strike again.

		“Who is this?” the detective asked Crease.

		“This sniveling piece of shit is Lamar Hoyt, Jr.”

		Anthony stepped between Crease and her stepson, facing the furious man.

		“Calm down,” Anthony said firmly.

		“That bitch killed him. She killed my father,” Junior screamed.

		The officers immobilized Junior, and Anthony grabbed the flannel shirt at the collar and jerked him upright. Anthony could smell liquor on his breath.

		“Do you want to spend an evening in the drunk tank?”

		“It wouldn’t be the first time,” Crease snapped. Junior lunged for her again but could not break Anthony’s iron grip.

		“Please wait for me in the library, Senator,” Anthony commanded angrily. Crease hesitated, then strode away from the melee.

		Anthony pointed toward the staircase. “That’s your father’s body, for Christ’s sake. Let these men take care of him.”

		Junior stared at the body bag as if seeing it for the first time.

		“Take him in there,” Anthony told the officers, indicating a small sitting room just off the foyer. When the officers did as they were told, Anthony motioned them away. Junior dropped to a small sofa. Anthony sat beside him. Hoyt’s son was a little over six feet tall and husky. His large head was topped by curly black hair, his eyes were brown and his nose was thick and stubby, like his father’s.

		“Do I have to keep these cuffs on?”

		“I’m okay,” Junior mumbled.

		“I have these taken off and you act up, it’s a night in jail.”

		Anthony motioned and the officer with the key unlocked the cuffs. Junior rubbed his wrists. He looked properly chagrined.

		“What was that all about? That screaming?”

		Junior’s features hardened. “Why isn’t she in custody?”

		“Senator Crease?”

		“I know she killed him.”

		“Mr. Hoyt, your father was murdered by a burglar. He broke into the bedroom and shot your father. Senator Crease shot him. Ellen Crease didn’t kill your father, she tried to save him.”

		“I’ll never believe that. I know that bitch is behind this. She wanted him dead and she got her wish.”
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		The honorable Richard Quinn, judge of the Multnomah County Circuit Court, was almost six foot three, but he walked slightly stooped as if he were shy about his height. Despite his size and position, the thirty-nine-year-old judge was not intimidating. He smiled easily and seemed a bit distracted at times. His blue eyes were friendly and his thick black hair tended to fall across his forehead, giving him a boyish look.

		Quinn’s workday usually ended between five and six, but he had stayed in his chambers until seven working on the Gideon case. Then his normal twenty-minute commute stretched to fifty minutes because of an accident on the Sunset Highway that had been caused by the rain. When Quinn arrived at Hereford Farms, he was famished and exhausted.

		Homes in the Farms started at half a million. Quinn and Laura could easily afford the place when they moved in five years ago. Quinn was making a six-figure salary at Price, Winward, Lexington, Rice and Quinn, and Laura, an associate at the firm on the fast track to a partnership, was pulling down high five figures with the promise of more to come. Still, Quinn loved the old colonial in Portland Heights where he was living when he proposed to Laura, and he had fought the move to the suburbs.

		Quinn could trace the strains in the marriage to the arguments over the house in Portland Heights. Laura felt it was too small for the parties she wanted to throw and too far from the country club she wanted to join. In the blush of new love it had been easy for Quinn to give in, but he had never felt comfortable in this house that seemed more like a display model than a real home. There was a vaulted ceiling in the dining room and living room and no walls to separate the areas. A chandelier hung high above the stone floor in the entryway. Walls of glass let light flood in everywhere during the day. A circular stairway led up to the second floor. Quinn had to admit the house was impressive, but Hereford Farms and all the houses inside its walled perimeter were sterile and Quinn doubted that he would ever feel at home in this suburban encampment.

		Quinn opened his front door. He started to call out to Laura, then he remembered that she was competing in the club tennis tournament tonight. He hung up his saturated raincoat in the hall closet and fixed himself dinner in the kitchen. There were assorted salads from yesterday’s meal and soup he could reheat. Meals for both of them were catch-as-catch-can and they usually ate out or grabbed prepared dinners from a local supermarket because of the hours Laura kept. None of the lawyers at Price, Winward worked a normal, eight-hour day. Many of them worked so hard that they developed health problems, burned out or drank excessively. Laura was one of the firm’s hardest workers, but she was in excellent health and rarely touched liquor. The work exhilarated her.

		Quinn was reading in bed when he heard the front door open. He checked the clock. It was a little before ten. Quinn listened to Laura as she rustled around in the kitchen. He heard the refrigerator door swing shut. There were small impacts as a glass or plate touched down on the counter where Laura liked to snack. Later, there were muffled footfalls as Quinn’s wife climbed the spiral staircase to the second floor.

		Laura entered the bedroom in her warm-ups. She was thirty-three, six years younger than the judge. Her skin was pale, her hair was caramel and her eyes deep blue. Even without makeup and with her hair in disarray, Laura was attractive. She was also one of the smartest women Quinn had ever met. Her rapid rise to partner was a testament to her intelligence and to the single-minded determination she brought to everything she did. But single-minded determination could also cause problems when there were conflicts in a marriage. Laura rarely gave in on something she wanted. She had prevailed on the house and she refused to consider children while her career was on the rise. The only issue of importance on which Quinn had not yielded to Laura’s wishes was his judgeship.

		“How did you do?” Quinn asked as Laura pulled off her sweats and unzipped her tennis whites.

		“I beat Patsy Tang two sets to love,” Laura answered matter-of-factly. “That puts me in the quarterfinals.”

		“Great. Did you have any problem driving?”

		“No. They cleared that mud slide on Quail Terrace.”

		Laura stepped out of her clothes and took off her bra and panties. Quinn had seen his wife naked almost every day for seven years and she still aroused him.

		“When did you get home?” Laura asked.

		“About eight.”

		“What kept you so late?”

		“Gideon. He had two supreme court justices, four circuit court judges, a mayor and several clergymen testifying on his behalf. We ran over.”

		Frederick Gideon was a Lane County Circuit Court judge who sat in Eugene, Oregon, a small city one hundred miles south of Portland that was best known for being the home of the University of Oregon. Gideon was a popular, conscientious jurist who had made several bad investments. The losses had left him unable to pay for his daughters’ schooling. Gideon was severely depressed when the owner of a construction company, the defendant in a multimillion-dollar lawsuit, approached him with the offer of a bribe. In a moment of weakness, Gideon accepted the money and granted the defense a directed verdict in its favor.

		The attorneys for the plaintiffs had been stunned by the ruling, which had no logical basis. A private investigator working for the plaintiffs unearthed evidence of the bribe. Judge Gideon, the owner of the construction firm and two other men were arrested. Gideon struck a bargain with the prosecution. He resigned from the bench, testified against the other defendants and was allowed to plead to a single felony that carried a maximum of five years in prison. Quinn was hearing the case because all of the Lane County judges had disqualified themselves. He had spent the day listening to witness after witness extol Gideon’s virtues and plead for leniency. Tomorrow morning the attorneys would sum up and he would be expected to impose a sentence.

		“What are you going to do?” Laura asked.

		“I’m still undecided.”

		Laura bundled up her dirty clothes and sat beside Quinn on the bed.

		“Did the D.A. bring up some new evidence against him?”

		“No. Jane even let it drop that she wouldn’t be upset if I gave him probation. Still …”

		Quinn stopped, frustrated by the conflicting emotions that had been battling inside him ever since he had been assigned the Gideon case.

		“I don’t understand why this case is so hard for you,” Laura said.

		“He’s a judge. Different rules apply when a judge breaks the law.”

		“A judge is also a human being.”

		“That’s true, but he has to set his standards higher. When you put on the robe you separate yourself from the rest of humanity.”

		“Nonsense. You don’t become some kind of god as soon as you’re sworn in. Gideon was under a lot of pressure. You might have done the same thing if you were in his place.”

		“No, never,” Quinn answered firmly.

		“How can you say that if you haven’t been faced with Gideon’s predicament?”

		“Being a judge is more than just performing a job. Americans are brought up to respect the rule of law and they expect judges to administer the law fairly. When a judge takes a bribe, he undermines that faith.”

		“I think you’re getting a little dramatic. We’re talking about one judge in Lane County, Oregon. I don’t think the country is going to self-destruct because Fred Gideon took some money so he could pay his kids’ college tuition.”

		“So you’d go easy on Gideon?”

		“I’d give him probation.”

		“Why?”

		“For Christ’s sake, Dick,” Laura snapped, “he’s a father. Send him to jail and you’re destroying a family. And for what? Some theory you learned in high school civics?”

		Quinn looked amazed. “How can you say that? You’re a lawyer. Don’t you respect the system you work in?”

		“I work in the real world, not some ivory tower. Fred Gideon is a poor overworked and underpaid bastard who became desperate when he thought that his kids might have to drop out of college.”

		“Gideon’s kids could have gone to the U. of O.,” Quinn answered angrily. “They don’t have to go to Ivy League schools. You worked your way through. Lots of kids do.”

		Laura’s features tightened and Quinn was sorry the moment the words were out of his mouth. Until Laura was ten, she had lived in an upper-class suburb on the North Shore of Long Island, New York. Then her father had lost his job as an engineer. After a year of unemployment he became depressed. The family dropped the country club and beach club memberships, Laura’s private tennis and piano lessons stopped and her mother started saving coupons and shopping for clothes at discount stores. Laura’s father was forced to take a temporary job as a salesclerk, but he refused to let his wife work. His depression deepened and Laura’s parents started fighting. By the time Laura was thirteen, her father had taken up with another woman, her parents were divorced and she was living with her mother in a tiny apartment in Queens.

		Laura coped with her new situation by spending all of her time doing schoolwork and playing tennis. Although she had a partial athletic scholarship, she still had to work her way through college. She viewed her father’s failure to contribute to her college education as more evidence of his betrayal.

		“I’m sure you’ll make the right decision,” Laura told Quinn coldly. She went into the bathroom without another word. Quinn knew that he had hurt Laura and he felt bad, but his wife’s lack of respect for his work depressed and upset him.

		Quinn tried to read, but his book no longer held his interest. A little while later, the bathroom door opened. Laura walked over to her dresser and slipped into her nightgown. She still looked upset. Quinn did not want Laura to go to bed mad. When she was under the covers Quinn remembered that he had some good news.

		“I’m going to be speaking at that judicial conference at the Bay Reef Resort on St. Jerome. The organizers confirmed late this afternoon.”

		Quinn’s reading light was still on and he could see little interest on Laura’s face.

		“I thought maybe you’d come with me. We can go a few days early and make it a vacation. The only day I’m speaking is Thursday. We’d have the rest of the week free.”

		“I’m busy, Dick,” she answered coldly. “There’s the Media Corp. litigation and the Hunter Air contract.”

		“The conference is the last week in February. You have plenty of time to rearrange your work. Come on, Laura. It will be good for us. We haven’t had a real vacation in two years.”

		Quinn waited.

		“I’d really like you to come with me,” Quinn said when he could stand the silence no more. “I can use the break, too. We’d have a great time on St. Jerome. I checked around and the island is supposed to be beautiful. Sand, sun. We’d lie out by the pool and sip banana daiquiris until we were blotto. What do you say?”

		Laura began to thaw. “I can’t promise right now,” she told Quinn.

		“It won’t be anything but work if you’re not with me.”

		“I’ll talk to Mort Camden.”

		Quinn brightened and that made Laura smile. Quinn moved against her.

		“I’ll be miserable if you’re not there.”

		Laura touched Quinn’s cheek. “You’re like such a little boy sometimes.”

		Quinn slid his hand under Laura’s nightgown. She tensed for a moment, then relaxed and kissed him. Quinn made the kiss last. Laura stroked his neck. They had not made love for a week and a half. Her touch was like a live wire on his nerve endings and he was instantly erect. Quinn stroked down Laura’s spine until he was cupping her backside. He enjoyed the tension in her muscles. Quinn felt Laura unsnapping his pajama bottoms. His mouth was dry with excitement. He longed to play with Laura so he could draw out their pleasure. His fingers found her nipples and he began stroking them to make them hard. Before he could finish, Laura was drawing him inside her and he was trapped in the rapid pull and push of her rhythm until, moments later, he exploded and collapsed, spent but not satisfied because of the rapidity of their intercourse.

		Quinn felt the bed move as Laura left it for the bathroom. He replayed the quick sexual encounter in his mind and it occurred to him that sex with Laura had been less and less satisfying in the past year. Quinn stared at the ceiling and tried to remember when making love to Laura had stopped being fun. He knew he enjoyed sex with her tremendously before they were married and he was certain that the sex was still good when they lived in the old house in Portland Heights, but somewhere along the way he started suspecting that Laura was only going through the paces and he began to feel alone and lonely when they coupled.

		Quinn was still excited by Laura and she never denied him sex. On the other hand, Laura rarely initiated the act the way she had when they were dating and she seemed to work hard at finishing quickly, as if sex was another chore, like dish washing, that she wanted to complete so she could move on to more important things.

		Quinn wondered what would happen if he stopped having sex with Laura for a while, but he was afraid that her lack of interest was only in his imagination and that withdrawing from her would hurt her. Quinn could never do that to Laura. He was even more afraid that she would say nothing and that theirs would become a marriage of convenience.

		The toilet flushed and Quinn heard the water running in the sink. He got out of bed and walked by Laura. It would have been so nice if she had touched him as they passed just to show that she was thinking of him. Quinn closed the bathroom door. All of a sudden he felt sad and defeated. He longed desperately to recapture the early days of their relationship when her passion matched his, sex left them both exhausted and fulfilled and he would drift off to sleep with a mind unclouded by doubt.
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		Lou Anthony went straight from the Hoyt estate to the Justice Center to dictate his initial report. The last section recounted the incident with Lamar Hoyt, Jr., whose behavior was partially explained by the alcohol he had been drinking and partially by his intense hatred of Ellen Crease.

		Lamar Hoyt, Sr., had been sixty-two when he was murdered. He was a hard-nosed businessman who had turned his father’s funeral parlors into a business empire. Junior was the sole issue of Hoyt’s first marriage. He had barely made it through college, where he had paid far more attention to football than academics, and had floundered around, failing at various jobs, until his father put him in charge of his mortuaries. Junior had not exactly thrived in the family business, but he had managed to keep it turning a profit. He had also earned himself a reputation as a drunk, a womanizer and a brawler, and he resented his father’s refusal to let him play a bigger part in Hoyt Industries, his father’s conglomerate. Anthony had learned all this from Ellen Crease, after Junior was escorted off the estate grounds and driven home by a Portland Police officer. Crease despised Junior for being a drunk and a weakling.

		Anthony lived alone, so there was no one to disturb when he stumbled into the bedroom of his split-level at two-thirty in the morning. Lou’s wife of twenty-two years had died of cancer three years before but he had kept the house for visits from their kids. The hostile invader had been discovered during a routine physical; the battle to save Susan’s life had been furious but short. She was gone eight months later. Lou’s son was a freshman in college at the time and their daughter had just been accepted at Oregon State. He was thankful that Susan had died knowing that they had turned out well. There wasn’t much else that he was thankful for except the job, which kept him occupied and distracted him from his grief.

		After a few hours of sleep, Anthony was back at his desk reviewing the draft of his report and waiting for the reports from the crime lab and the results of a house-to-house canvas for witnesses that he had instituted shortly after his arrival at the Hoyt estate. Anthony did not expect much from the canvas. A stolen car had been found near the wall that surrounded the estate. He assumed that it was the burglar’s getaway car. The fact that it was still parked at the scene meant that the burglar had probably been working solo, but you never knew. There might have been an accomplice who left on foot, though he could not imagine that happening in the previous night’s storm when a nice, dry car was available. The estates on Crestview Drive were all set so far back from the street that he doubted the neighbors would have seen an accomplice slogging from the scene, anyway. Still, stranger things had happened and some crazy neighbor might have been out jogging or walking a dog. Anthony was not holding his breath.

		“Lou.”

		Anthony looked up and saw an excited Leroy Dennis bearing down on him with several sheets of paper in his hand.

		“How do you feel about buying me lunch?” Dennis asked.

		“Why would I buy you lunch, Leroy? The last time I sprung for you, you ate so much I almost had to file for bankruptcy.”

		One of life’s great mysteries was how Dennis could eat and eat and still not put on a pound.

		“I’m a growing boy, Lou. My body just needs more than the average man. It has something to do with my sexual prowess.”

		“Give me a break,” snorted Anthony, “or give me a reason why I should assist you in committing suicide by cholesterol overdose.”

		Dennis not only ate like a machine, but he had an aversion to any kind of food that was even remotely healthy.

		“This is the reason,” Dennis said, shaking the documents he held at Anthony. “What is that?”

		“Uh-uh. No food, no facts. Hell, I’m so hungry I might just eat this exceptionally fine, and difficult-to-find, evidence.”

		Anthony laughed. “You have to be the biggest asshole in the bureau, Leroy, but I was going to eat soon, anyway.”

		Anthony stood up and walked over to the closet to get his raincoat. Dennis followed him.

		“Now, what have you come up with?” he asked.

		“The name of our perp,” Dennis answered, his tone suddenly serious. “I ran the burglar’s prints through AFIS,” Dennis explained, mentioning the Automated Fingerprint Identification System that used computers to compare unknown prints to the prints stored in the computer’s data banks. “We got a hit an hour ago.”

		“Who do we have?”

		“Martin Jablonski. He’s got the rap sheet for the job. Armed robbery, assault, burglary. He was paroled from OSP eight months ago where he was serving time for a pretty brutal home invasion that happened six years ago. Pistol-whipped an elderly couple. I talked to his parole officer. Jablonski’s supposed to be living with his wife, Conchita Jablonski, and their two kids in an apartment off Martin Luther King near Burnside. He’s been unemployed or working as temporary labor since he got out of prison.”

		“Let’s get a D.A. to write up an application for a search warrant, then visit the little woman,” Anthony said.

		Dennis grinned. “Where do you think I’ve been this last hour? I’m two steps ahead of you. Sondra Barrett is working on the affidavit as we speak. She’ll have it ready to take to a judge after lunch. Now, where shall we go?”

		Anthony parked his car in front of an old brick apartment house a few blocks from the Burnside Bridge. The Jablonskis lived on the third floor. It was a walk-up. As they climbed the stairs, Dennis complained about the lack of an elevator and the god-awful smell in the stairwell.

		The third floor was poorly lit. The outside light had to fight its way through a grime-covered window on one end of the corridor and was so weak from the effort that it ended up dull yellow. The lightbulbs that hung from the ceiling were either broken or of such low wattage that Anthony wondered why the super bothered to turn them on.

		The Jablonskis’ apartment did not have a bell, so Anthony bashed a meaty hand against the door and bellowed “Mrs. Jablonski” while he strained to hear if there was any movement inside. After his third try, Anthony heard a nervous “Who is it?” from the other side of the door.

		“I’m Detective Anthony with the Portland Police, Mrs. Jablonski.”

		“I don’t wanna talk with you,” Conchita Jablonski answered. Her speech was thickened by a heavy Spanish accent. “Go away.”

		“What?”

		“I said, I don’t wanna talk to no cops. Leave me alone.”

		“I’m sorry, Mrs. Jablonski, but you have no choice. I have a search warrant. If you don’t open the door, I’ll have the super bring the key. It’s about your husband.”

		There was no sound inside the apartment. When the silence stretched to thirty seconds, Anthony turned to Dennis.

		“Wait here while I round up the key.”

		Dennis nodded. Anthony was about to walk to the stairs when he heard locks snap. The door opened a crack and Conchita Jablonski stared at Anthony through a gap in the door. The safety chain was still on. Anthony held up his badge so Mrs. Jablonski could see it through the narrow opening.

		“This is Detective Dennis,” Anthony told her as he pointed over his shoulder. Dennis flashed her a friendly smile, but Mrs. Jablonski continued to regard the men with suspicion. “We need to talk to you about Martin.”

		“For why?”

		“Can we come in, please? I really don’t want to discuss your business out here in the hall where all of your neighbors can hear.”

		Mrs. Jablonski hesitated. Then she closed the door for a moment and took off the safety chain. A second later, the door swung into the apartment and Dennis followed Anthony inside.

		The apartment was small, with two narrow bedrooms, a small living room and a tiny kitchen area that was separated from the living room by a low counter. Both detectives were impressed by how clean Conchita Jablonski kept the apartment. Her two children huddled in the doorway of one of the bedrooms watching the detectives. They looked well cared for. A boy and a girl, both about six or seven, big-eyed and brown-skinned with soft black hair.

		Conchita Jablonski was a heavyset, dark-complexioned woman with a pockmarked face. She led the detectives into the living room and seated herself in a frayed and shabby armchair. Dennis and Anthony sat across from her on a sagging couch.

		“I have some bad news for you,” Anthony said. Conchita Jablonski’s facial features stayed frozen, but her shoulders hunched as if she were preparing for a blow. She clasped her hands in her lap. “Martin broke into a home last night.” Conchita’s features wavered. Her hands tightened on each other. “While he was in the house, he shot and killed someone.”

		Conchita began to shake. The children saw the change in their mother and they looked frightened.

		“Martin was also shot. He’s dead.”

		Conchita bent at the waist as if she had been punched in the stomach. She started to sob. Her shoulders shook. The children’s eyes widened. They huddled together. Dennis stood up and walked over to the shaking woman. He knelt beside her chair.

		“Mrs. Jablonski,” he began in a soft and sympathetic voice. Before he could say another word, Conchita Jablonski spun in her chair and slapped him across the face. Dennis was off balance. He fell onto the floor awkwardly, almost in slow motion, into a sitting position, more stunned than hurt.

		“You bastards!” Conchita shrieked. “You killed my Marty!”

		Anthony raced to her chair and restrained Mrs. Jablonski.

		“He was robbing a house, Mrs. Jablonski. He murdered a woman’s husband. He would have killed her, too, if she hadn’t shot him.”

		Conchita heard only parts of what Anthony said as she strained against him. Dennis struggled to his feet and helped subdue the distraught woman. She collapsed, sobbing, her head in her hands.

		“Please, Mrs. Jablonski,” Dennis implored. “Your kids are scared. They need you.”

		She fought for control, gulping air. The two children raced over to her and buried themselves in her skirt. She talked quietly to them, submerging her own grief. The detectives waited while she calmed them. Dennis brought her a glass of water, but she would not take it.

		“Are you gonna be okay?” Dennis asked.

		“What do you care?” the woman shot back angrily. “You cops never cared about me or Marty before. All you wanna do is lock him up.”

		Anthony saw no reason to argue with Mrs. Jablonski. He held out the search warrant. “This is a court order that gives us the right to search your apartment. Detective Dennis will sit with you while I conduct the search.”

		Mrs. Jablonski suddenly looked frightened. Anthony wondered why, but he did not ask. If there was something hidden in the tiny apartment, it would be easy to find. He decided to start in the bedroom that the adults used. He could hear Detective Dennis talking soothingly to Mrs. Jablonski as he tossed the covers off the small bed where the Jablonskis slept. He knelt down and looked under it but saw nothing.

		There was men’s and women’s clothing in the cheap wooden chest of drawers but nothing else. When he was through with it, Anthony opened the door of the closet. Dirty men’s clothes lay crumpled on the floor
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