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            ABOUT THE REMORSEFUL RAFTER

          

        

      

    

    
      The Remorseful Rafter, Gavin Lewis, mourned the death of his best friend, Bruce Parker. But when it turned out that Parker was actually a terrorist bomber, Gavin himself comes under suspicion.

      

      Did Parker plan and execute the act of terrorism alone or did he have help from Lewis? MacFarland is fairly certain that he can solve the case when he encounters a monkey wrench--Bruce Parker may have led a dual life and actually be the son of a wealthy East Coast investment broker.

      

      And to further complicate matters, the bodyguard for the East Coast billionaire is a good looking ex-Air Force officer named Ari Dupont who has taken a romantic interest in Detective Cynthia Pierson. Pierson wants MacFarland to work with Dupont, but the last thing in the world MacFarland wants is to make Dupont look any more successful than every female member of the Denver Police Department already think he is.

      

      The Remorseful Rafter is book eighteen in the Hot Dog Detective C5series. Each book can be read independently, but if you want to read them in order, just follow the alphabet.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY MATHIYA ADAMS

          

        

      

    

    
      HOT DOG DETECTIVE NOVELS

      The Avid Angler – Case 1

      The Busty Ballbreaker – Case 2

      The Crying Camper – Case 3

      The Desperate Druggie – Case 4

      The Eager Evangelist – Case 5

      The Freaky Fan – Case 6

      The Groping Gardener – Case 7

      The Harried Hairdresser – Case 8

      The Impetuous Intruder – Case 9

      The Jaded Jezebel – Case 10

      The Kitchen Khemist – Case 11

      The Lazy Lawyer – Case 12

      The Morose Mistress – Case 13

      The Naughty Neighbor – Case 14

      The Obnoxious Oilman – Case 15

      The Paranoid Patient – Case 16

      The Quibbling Quartet – Case 17

      The Remorseful Rafter – Case 18

      The Strident Student – Case 19

      The Truculent Trannie – Case 20

      The Unselfish Uncle – Case 21

      The Vacillating Vigilante – Case 22

      The Wasted Womanizer – Case 23

      The Xanthic Xena – Case 24

      The Young Yogi – Case 25

      The Zooming Zealot – Case 26

      The Absent Ally – Case 27

      

      Novellas

      

      The Christmas Corpse

      The Easter Evader

      The Jovial Juror

      NOVELS IN THE CRYSTAL COVE SERIES

      The Ghost on the Stairs

      The Ghost in the Ice House

      The Ghost in the Christmas Star

      The Ghost in the Vineyard

      The Ghost on the Pier

      The Ghost on the Gurney

      The Ghost in the Boudoir

      The Ghost in the Library

      The Ghost in the Target

      THE AVA STORM SUPERNATURAL MYSTERY SERIES

      That Time My Ex Turned Into A Cat

      That Time The Golem Stole The Show

      That Time The Mermaid Made the Mayhem

      That Time the Vampire Worked the Day Shift

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Get a Free Hot Dog Detective Novella!

      

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Jovial Juror Cover]
          
        

      

      The impossible happens! Mark MacFarland, former Denver Police Detective, gets a jury summons. He’s certain he won’t be selected. After all, what defense lawyer would want a former cop sitting on the jury of a murder trial? But as luck has it, he is selected to be on the jury. But as the trial proceeds, MacFarland suspects the defendant has been framed. If so, who is the real murderer?

      
        
        Click here to get this novella now!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          SUNDAY, APRIL 1, 0845 HOURS - EASTER SUNDAY

        

      

    

    
      "I know it's early in the season, Bruce, but I thought we would get a feel for the river before the spring melt. Bridgette is going to pick us up when we get out of the mountains."

      Bruce Parker looked skeptically at his friend, then even more skeptically at the river launch spot. "There's not much water in the river," he said.

      "There was more melt last week when I first suggested we go," said Gavin Lewis.

      "I know. I'm sorry, I had things to take care of."

      The two men maneuvered the small inflatable raft into the water, then climbed in.

      "The first fifteen minutes should be fairly calm," said Gavin. "After that, we might encounter some white water."

      "I'm not expecting much of a ride," laughed Bruce. "I came today mainly because I wanted to catch up with you, Gavin. You know, you really inspired me."

      Gavin's expression showed his surprise. "Me? The apostate?"

      "I never thought of you as an apostate, Gavin. I thought of you more as someone who had the courage to question, yet still believe."

      Gavin paddled silently for a moment, moving the raft towards the center of the river. "I didn't really leave the Community just over religious issues. That was just the excuse I gave my father. If I'm totally honest with myself, I left because of Bridgette. She couldn't abide by the strict rules your father applied to the community. So we left."

      "Even so, you were an inspiration."

      Gavin laughed. "I'm hardly an inspiring type of person, Bruce. I can't tell you how much I've questioned my decision. Living among unbelievers is sometimes very frustrating."

      "It's going to be something I will have to learn to do too," said Bruce, his voice barely audible above the rush of the river.

      "What? Are you thinking of leaving the Community? What does The Father say?"

      "He supports my decision," said Bruce.

      "Really? I wouldn't have believed that The Father would let his oldest son leave. Didn't he say that he wanted you to be The Father when he moves on?"

      "I doubt that my father is going to die any time soon," said Bruce, dropping the honorific title that the Community usually reserved for their leader. "I don't want to be The Father anyway. Jesse wants the title and the power. Let him have it."

      Gavin shook his head. "Watch those rocks coming up," he warned. "Jesse would make a terrible leader. He's so impetuous. No self-control at all."

      Bruce felt a need to come to the defense of his younger brother. "He's matured in the past year or two. You haven't been around, you know, so you wouldn't see how much he's grown up."

      "How old is your brother? Twenty-two? At that age, I was still a punk. He needs to get married and settle down."

      Bruce Parker, who was the same age as Gavin, didn't think that his twenty-nine years gave him that much more maturity than Jesse had. But Bruce had always overlooked his younger brother's foibles.

      "So I take it that Bridgette rejects the Teachings?"

      "She's a devout Christian, don't get me wrong, but she thinks The Father is too strict in his interpretation of Scriptures. She just needs time."

      "So you might come back to the Community at some point?"

      Gavin stared at the banks of the river drifting by. "Life in Denver is complicated. I miss the peace and quiet of Kingsley. Oops, watch out for that rock! Good job! Have you left the Community yet?"

      Bruce nodded, then realized that sitting behind Gavin, his friend couldn't see his response. "Yes, just a couple of weeks ago. We have a small house that is owned by my uncle. We're still trying to get settled in. I'm glad that you're down here. I hope that you can keep an eye on Anna for me."

      Gavin laughed. "You planning on going on a trip?"

      "Uh, no, no, nothing like that. It's just that I think Anna and Chloe will be lonely. It would be nice if they could spend time with you, Bridgette and Phoebe."

      "Phoebe is only a year old. Growing up fast, but not much company for a three-year-old, Bruce. Hey, keep an eye out, we're entering one of the rough spots!"

      The raft began to bounce and jerk back and forth as the river increased speed over rocks and boulders. Both men concentrated on keeping the raft steady.

      "There's a drop coming up soon!" shouted Gavin, his voice filled with excitement. "It's a big one!"

      The raft sped towards the drop in the river, and as the raft tipped over the edge of the ten-foot drop, Gavin could tell that something was wrong. The first indication was the wicked blow he felt on the side of his safety helmet. The second indication was the sudden shift of the raft, as though the person sitting behind him was no longer in the raft. He wanted to look around, but he had to focus on the raft plunging into the pool at the bottom of the drop. Then the raft tipped over, blocking off his view of his surroundings. By this time, the current had caught him and the raft and he were both surging forward. He managed to pull himself off to the side of the river and hoisted himself up onto the slippery rocks.

      When he looked around, he could see the raft receding down the river.

      He couldn't see any sign of Bruce Parker.

      "Bruce! Bruce! Where are you?"

      The only sound he heard was the wild rush of the river over the rocky river bottom.

      He pulled himself out of the water and climbed up onto the bank, hoping to catch sight of a body somewhere on the river.

      This part of the river was still in a mountainous and well-forested area, limiting his line of vision. He started trekking down along the river's edge, sometimes having to find a path through the forest. After several hours of searching the river, he pulled out his phone and called up Bridgette to pick him up.

      "I thought you'd call hours ago," said Bridgette. "Are you alright?"

      "No," said Gavin. "We had an accident. Have you been watching the river?"

      "Yes, of course, Gavin."

      "Have you seen Bruce?"

      "No, there's been no sign of him. Did something happen to him?"

      "I don't know, Bridge, but I fear that Bruce might be dead."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          SUNDAY, MAY 6, 2235 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      "It's getting late," said Detective Cynthia Pierson. "They will have to stay here."

      Mark MacFarland looked at the clock. It was just a bit past ten-thirty in the evening. "It's not late. They can get home easily enough."

      "Mac," said Pierson, using that voice that meant she was about to scold him. "Look at him. He's wasted."

      Benjamin Lockwood, Pierson’s partner, looked hurt. "I'm not wayshted," he said. "I've barely had a drop."

      Deanna Sparks giggled. "You had plenty, buster. You can't drive like this."

      Lockwood nodded thoughtfully, then pulled his car keys out of his pocket. He tried to hand them to Deanna but dropped them on the floor. "Okay...you can drive. Where'd the keys go?"

      "See?" said Pierson, pointing at her young partner. "He's plastered. You can't let him drive."

      "I knew breaking out the whiskey was a bad idea," said MacFarland. As a recovering alcoholic, he hadn't touched a drop. Two hundred eighty-seven days sober. While watching others drink was difficult, MacFarland had resisted the temptation. He counted it as a major victory.

      "I'm sorry that happened," said Pierson. "I should have prevented him and Deanna from drinking."

      "We was celebrating getting away from Randy Cooper," said Rufus Headley, the fifth member of their group. "The boss can understand why some people would want to celebrate."

      Randy Cooper was married to MacFarland's sister-in-law, Stefanie Cooper. After the death of her sister Nicole, Stefanie had taken it upon herself to make sure that MacFarland didn't lose contact with his deceased wife's family. Consequently, much to his consternation, MacFarland found himself invited over to the Cooper residence every Sunday for a family dinner. MacFarland's defense was to invite his best friend Rufus as often as he could, and whenever possible, he'd also ask Cynthia Pierson, the detective who had once been his partner on the Denver police force.

      This weekend, Cynthia had suggested that they should invite Detective Benny Lockwood and his girlfriend Deanna Sparks to join them. The evening had gone better than MacFarland expected, until Rufus revealed that he had gotten some money from his settlement of a trust agreement he and some buddies had set up during the Vietnam War. When Rufus revealed that the amount, which Randy, who wanted to be Rufus' financial advisor, was only $500, Randy had become apoplectic. He had expected the amount to be vastly greater.

      MacFarland and Pierson decided that the best strategy was to beat a retreat back to Pierson's house. It was at that point that everyone decided that the joke had been on Randy, and that was when Lockwood revealed that he and Deanna had stashed away a bottle of whiskey. It didn't take much to convince Pierson, Lockwood, Deanna and Rufus to start drinking.

      Several hours later, the only one who could get behind the wheel of a car was MacFarland.

      And, despite his reluctance to have Lockwood and Deanna spend another night upstairs in the guest bedroom, just down the hall from Cynthia Pierson's room, he also didn't want to drive the couple to Lockwood's apartment.

      What he wanted was to spend the evening with Cynthia Pierson. "I was hoping we could have some time together."

      Pierson looked at him in surprise, then with a coy smile. "Oh. I hadn't thought about that. That would be nice, wouldn't it?"

      MacFarland's face brightened. He nodded in agreement. "Yeah, it would be."

      "Well, if you're not going to drive them home, help me get them upstairs," said Pierson.

      MacFarland looked at Lockwood and Deanna, both slumped on the couch. "Okay, I'll take Deanna," he said.

      Pierson laughed. "I'm not that drunk, Mac!  You take Lockwood. I'll take Deanna."

      "Maybe we should both try to take them one at a time?"

      Pierson crossed her eyes in thought. "Yeah, that makes sense. Grab Benny's arm."

      MacFarland crossed the room and grabbed Lockwood's arm, none too gently. "Come on, Lockwood, let's get you upstairs to bed."

      With Pierson on Lockwood's other side, MacFarland slowly walked Lockwood up the stairs. He had to bear most of Lockwood's weight, since it turned out that Pierson really was more intoxicated than she thought. But after a few minutes, they managed to maneuver Lockwood into the guest room. MacFarland positioned Lockwood near the bed, then allowed the nearly unconscious man to fall back on the mattress.

      "One down, one to go."

      Pierson laughed. "Two to go. We need to get Rufus to bed too. And Benny's not down, he's up!"

      MacFarland stared at Lockwood. "Oh, you mean up the stairs. Yes, of course."

      Deanna had fallen asleep on the couch, so MacFarland and Pierson opted to help Rufus down to his hidey-hole in the basement. It wasn't really a hidey-hole, not like the abandoned storm drain that Rufus had called home for years. Rather it was a bedroom Pierson had set up for Rufus in her basement. She had wanted him to stay in the guest room, but Rufus preferred being "underground." "I just feel safer down here," he had told her. "Charlie can't find me."

      Charlie, of course, was the ghost of the Viet Cong soldiers Rufus had fought during the war in Vietnam.

      Despite his protests that he could get downstairs on his own, Pierson and MacFarland managed to get Rufus down the stairs and into his bed. Soon the old man was lying in bed, snoring loudly.

      "I knew it!" said MacFarland. "It's Rufus that snores!"

      "What?"

      MacFarland stared at his friend. Rufus had found MacFarland when the former detective had hit his lowest, and for several years, had protected MacFarland from the worst deprivations of his alcoholic binge. When MacFarland had finally sobered up, he had invited his homeless friend to live with him. Now the two men were nearly inseparable. "He once told me that he would never invite me to stay in his storm drain hidey-hole because I snored so loudly. But now I know that it's Rufus who snores."

      "You snore too," said Pierson, heading back upstairs.

      They retrieved Deanna Sparks and helped escort her upstairs. They brought her to the guest room, about to place her on the bed next to Lockwood, but the bed was empty.

      "Maybe he went to the bathroom," suggested Pierson.

      "What if it's Toby Schmitt?" asked MacFarland. Toby Schmitt, a high school boyfriend of Deanna Sparks, was the reason Deanna was spending so much time with Benny Lockwood. Schmitt had recently gotten out of prison and had decided that he wanted to be re-united with his former sweetheart. When Deanna had blown him off, Schmitt had tried to intimidate her, first by forcing her vehicle off the road, then by planting a bomb in her apartment. Neither incident had harmed Deanna, but Schmitt had succeeded in terrifying her.

      "I doubt that Toby Schmitt is here, Mac. Benny's just taking a leak."

      "Yeah, maybe," said MacFarland, carefully placing Deanna on the bed. "Good, now that we have everyone where they belong, we have some time for ourselves." He turned around, but Pierson had already left the guest room

      MacFarland frowned, covered Deanna with a blanket, and headed towards Pierson's bedroom. The door was closed. He knocked, but didn't hear a response. He scratched his ear, then carefully opened the door. "Cyn, are you decent?" It was an incongruous question, since he hoped that in a few minutes they would both be totally unclothed, but he couldn't think of anything else to say.

      The room was dark, but with the help of the light from the hallway, he could see Cynthia's body lying on the bed. He hurried over to the side of her bed, then stopped. "Cyn, are you awake?"

      Pierson didn't respond.

      MacFarland stretched out a hand and gently pressed her shoulder. Pierson breathed deeply, and turned onto her side. Fast asleep.

      He found a blanket for her and covered Pierson's body. Then he headed back to his room.

      He took off his shirt and pants and started to lie down on his bed. Then jumped up in surprise.

      Someone was in his bed!

      He turned off the light and glared angrily at the person sleeping on his bed.

      Lockwood!

      Five minutes later, MacFarland was downstairs, trying to get comfortable on the living room couch. Maybe he should have driven Lockwood and Deanna back to Lockwood's apartment after all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          MONDAY, MAY 7, 0920 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      MacFarland and Rufus got a late start in prepping MacFarland’s hot dog cart to take downtown to the corner of Elati and 14th Avenue. Located a block from Police Headquarters, and across the street from the Van Cise-Simonet Detention Center to the east and the Lindsey-Flanigan Courthouse on the west, MacFarland's cart was strategically located to keep him close to the lifestyle he had given up years earlier. While he had once been a homicide detective for the Denver Police Department, now he sold hot dogs for a living...and solved crimes in his spare time. Most of his cases were those that the police either couldn't solve or had solved incorrectly, at least in MacFarland's opinion. Of course, that opinion had changed considerably after he was kicked off the police force.

      "Sorry I got drunk, boss," said Rufus. "That wasn't a good thing for me to do."

      "I know that, Rufus. I don't hold that against you."

      "I hold it against, me, boss. It ain't proper to drink in front of a teetotaler."

      "I'm an alcoholic, Rufus, not a teetotaler. I can't drink because I have a disease."

      "It was good whiskey. The young detective has good taste."

      MacFarland laughed. "Compared to what we used to drink when we were on the streets, Rufus, everyone has good taste. I'm glad you enjoyed it. And, by the way, it's you who snores."

      "I don't snore," protested Rufus.

      "Yes, you do. I heard you last night when we carted your worthless carcass down the stairs to the basement."

      "Oh, is that how I got there? I was wondering."

      Pierson pulled up to the corner and stopped, blocking traffic. She ignored the cars honking behind her. "Mac, get in!"

      MacFarland looked over at Rufus, who nodded. He climbed into the passenger seat. "What's up?" he asked.

      "Benny's in trouble," she said, pulling around the corner and racing towards Broadway. "He thinks that Toby Schmitt struck again."

      "Is he alright? Is Deanna alright?"

      "I don't know, Mac. He didn't say much."

      "We're going to his apartment?"

      "Yes."

      Pierson weaved through traffic, and a few minutes later, pulled up in front of Lockwood's apartment building. Several fire trucks lined the street in front of the building, as dozens of firefighters scurried around, pulling hoses and directing apartment residents away from the fire. MacFarland couldn't see any signs of the fire from the front of the building.

      "Where's Benny's apartment?" asked Pierson.

      MacFarland was surprised by her ignorance. "You haven't been here?"

      She shook her head.

      MacFarland led her around the building to the backside. More fire trucks cluttered the back parking lot, squeezed among the few cars that were still in the lot. Now MacFarland could see Lockwood's apartment. Red and orange flames jumped up from the third-floor apartment, as streams of water cascaded from several directions.

      "There's Lockwood," said MacFarland, pointing in the direction of a group of residents staring in horror at the flames. Pierson and MacFarland wended their way over to the knot of people.

      "Benny, what happened?" asked Pierson when she got near enough to call out to him.

      Lockwood, his arm wrapped around Deanna's waist, pulled her along with him as he edged closer to Pierson. "We got here and opened the door."

      "Was the bomb triggered by the door?" asked MacFarland.

      Lockwood shook his head. "No. There was a smell of gas, and we knew something was wrong. I had gone in first, and I realized something was up. I turned to warn Deanna, but she was just then turning on the light switch. That somehow set off the gas, and the place just exploded. We were pushed out the door, which probably saved us. There was a fire almost immediately. We started trying to make sure all the neighbors were out of there and set off the fire alarm. We got everyone out before the fire department arrived. I tried to use a fire-extinguisher, but it was useless against the blaze."

      "You mentioned that you thought this was done by Toby Schmitt," said Pierson.

      "Yeah, who else could have done it?" Lockwood held Deanna even tighter.

      "I don't know," said Pierson. "I'm not a fire investigator."

      "I don't need a fire marshal to tell me what happened here," snapped Lockwood. "You agree with me, don't you Mac?"

      MacFarland shrugged. "I don't know, Benny. Yeah, my first thought would be that it was Schmitt. But he hasn't tried to kill anyone before. This is an escalation."

      "He's trying to kill Benny," said Deanna angrily. "He knows that Benny is my boyfriend, and he's trying to kill him."

      The fire department had finally gotten the flames under control, but clouds of smoke still billowed into the sky. "It looks like you're going to be spending the night with us again," said Pierson.

      "But not in my bed!" said MacFarland.

      "Huh? Didn't you put me there?"

      "No! You just helped yourself!"

      "Enough, boys, we can argue about this tonight," said Pierson.

      "Are you sure you want to let us stay there, Cynthia?" asked Deanna. "I mean, look at what Toby did." She pointed at the smoking ruins of the apartment building.

      Pierson laughed. "There are probably twenty guns in my house, and I know that four of us know how to use them," she said. "I think we're pretty safe from Toby. And remember, we don't really know that he was responsible for this. It could have been a gas leak."

      The fire chief walked over to the group to talk to Lockwood. Pierson announced that she was taking Deanna to her house to stay. After they dropped her off, she and MacFarland headed back downtown.

      "You don't really think it was a gas leak, do you?" asked MacFarland when they were alone in the car.

      "What do you think?" asked Pierson.

      "Oh, I'm pretty sure it was Schmitt. We've got to find that guy."

      “I quite agree,” said Pierson. “So how are you going to do it?”

      “Me?”

      “Of course. So far the police haven’t done squat. That’s when I call on you, Mac.”

      MacFarland should have been pleased with the vote of confidence, but instead, he felt a feeling of distress. What if he couldn’t achieve what Pierson expected of him? The last thing he wanted to do was to disappoint her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          MONDAY, MAY 7, 1110 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Pierson dropped MacFarland off at the corner where he had located his hot dog cart. Rufus, deeply engaged in a heated discussion with Kirk and Gracie, looked up and smiled. "Here's the boss now, Gracie. You can ask him."

      "Ask me what?" said MacFarland.

      Gracie and Kirk exchanged glances. Finally, Gracie spoke up. "We need you to do something for us," she said.

      "Sure, Gracie, what?"

      "We need you to do a background check on someone."

      MacFarland stared at Gracie, who was a short and petite woman, made even smaller when she stood next to her husband, Kirk. Kirk was a heavily bearded man who looked like a grizzly bear. Kirk was also a man of very few words. Most of his communications were conducted through the medium of Gracie, who apparently could tell what Kirk was saying just by the expressions on his face.

      "Who?" MacFarland asked.

      "We got a new housemate," said Gracie.

      "That's good, isn't it?" MacFarland knew that the charity house Kirk and Gracie lived in required at least six residents to cover the costs of the house. Apparently, charity wasn't free, but required some effort from the recipients. The house had lost three occupants, putting a strain on the remaining three. A fourth occupant should be welcome news. "You need three more residents, don't you?"

      Kirk looked at Gracie, who spoke for the big man. "We only needed two more. You remember Harry? The first Harry, not the second Harry?"

      MacFarland remembered Harry Harper. A middle-aged man, nearly bald, and totally lacking in self-confidence. He also recalled that Harry had gotten into a knife fight with a resident named Spud Thompson, a man who had sold drugs and was kicked out of the house. "Is Harry back?"

      Gracie nodded. "He got out of the hospital and he came back. He’s trying to get his job back first and then he will be official."

      "So who is the new housemate?"

      "A guy named Cody Brown. He says he's been homeless for a long time, but none of our friends have ever met him."

      "Maybe he's from out of town," suggested Rufus.

      "That's what we want Mac to find out," said Gracie.

      "You want me to do a background search on this Cody Brown?"

      Both Gracie and Kirk nodded. "Yep, that's what we want."

      "Is there anything in particular that makes you distrust this guy?"

      Gracie and Kirk conferred. Or rather, Kirk stared intently at Gracie, who nodded several times. "He's weird," she said.

      "Weird?" MacFarland was bemused. Many people would say that a man who seemed to communicate by telepathy was uncanny, so what would Kirk and Gracie consider stranger than that?

      "What makes him weird?"

      "He prays all the time."

      MacFarland frowned. While not particularly religious, he couldn't see anything wrong with someone who did have deeply religious views. "Does that mean he doesn't contribute to the expenses of the house?"

      "He makes a contribution, even though we don't think he has a job. He seems to have some money. No, it's just the praying that is weird."

      "You know, it is a church that has provided your housing, Gracie. I'm not surprised that the administrators would favor someone who has a bit of religious fervor. Does he try to force his views on you or others in the house?"

      "No, not yet. Though he does tell us that we're probably going to burn in hell."

      Rufus nodded. "That would make me nervous. It's probably true, at least in my case. I ain't lived as good a life as I should."

      "You're not going to burn in hell, Rufus. None of you are." MacFarland frowned. "I can look into his background, I suppose. I should meet him and talk to him first. Is there anything else that concerns you?"

      "He comes and goes at all hours of the day," said Gracie.

      "Is that part of his job, maybe?"

      Gracie shook her head. "We don't think he has a job. At least he's never talked about a job. He just comes and goes."

      MacFarland nodded. "Okay, I'll look into it for you, Gracie. You might have to give me some time, though."

      "We trust you, Mac. You'll do the right thing." Kirk and Gracie turned to leave, took a few steps, and then stopped. Gracie spun around. "Oh, there was something else that we just remembered."

      MacFarland smiled. "What is it, Gracie?"

      "Cody also has a brand new motorcycle. A big, powerful Harley. Now, isn't that strange for a homeless man to have? Why is he living in church housing when he has his own motorcycle?"

      MacFarland scratched his neck. "I’m not so sure it’s all that strange, Gracie. I’ve met several homeless people who have cars or motorcycles. Many homeless people live in their cars. But thanks for letting me know." MacFarland began to suspect that Kirk and Gracie were clutching at straws.

      After Kirk and Gracie left, MacFarland asked Rufus what he and the couple had been arguing about when Pierson dropped MacFarland off.

      "We was talking about my money," said Rufus.

      "Your money? You mean the money you're getting from the Khe Sanh Trust Agreement?"

      "Yep, that's the money."

      "What was the argument?"

      "I wanted to give them some of the money, but they said it wouldn't be fair."

      "Why not? It's your money, isn't it?"

      "That's what the argument was about." Rufus tugged at his beard. "What do you think, boss?"

      "I think it's your money, Rufus. You should do what you want with it."

      "I'm glad you agree with me, boss. Now, what are you going to do about this Cody Brown fella?"

      MacFarland smiled. "Finding out that Brown owns a motorcycle has made it a lot easier to do a background check. Possessions are like the pins that hold butterflies in place. They allow you to be examined in great detail."

      "Ugh, that's gross, boss. But I get your meaning. So, what did the lady cop want with you?"

      MacFarland, who had been smiling over his simile, lost his smile. Then he explained what had happened to Lockwood's apartment. When he finished, he and Rufus sat in silence for a few moments. Finally, Rufus burped and spoke up.

      "Boss, you gotta find this Toby Schmitt guy fast. He sounds like he's getting more and more violent."

      "He's my top priority, Rufus."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

          MONDAY, MAY 7, 1830 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Detective Pierson was sitting at the kitchen table, waiting patiently. MacFarland saw the expression on her face and stopped in the door, causing Rufus to bump into him, "Watch it, boss! I'm right behind you."

      MacFarland hurried into the kitchen, trying not to catch Pierson's glance. He dumped his collection of containers, bins, and pans onto the counter and turned to head back to the cart.

      "Mac, can I talk to you a minute?" asked Pierson.

      MacFarland could tell that Pierson wanted to talk, but his experience was that when she lay in wait for him, it was not a discussion he usually wanted to have.

      "I'm helping Rufus," he said, searching for a reason to avoid an argument.

      "Rufus can manage by himself, can't you, Rufus?"

      Rufus didn't dare look Pierson in the face either. "Yes, ma'am, no problem at all." He deposited his armload of product containers and hurried back outside. MacFarland suspected that Rufus would find a lot of reasons to stay outside. He sat down at the table. "What's up, Cyn?"

      "I need to talk to you about finances."

      MacFarland swallowed hard. Pierson had told him that he could stay with her without paying any rent. He knew that had to come to an end at some time. Unfortunately, this was not a really good time. His hot dog business wasn't doing as well as he expected. He gave away too much product. In addition, he had over-extended his credit with the trip last month to Los Angeles. It had always bothered him that he was free-loading off of his friend.

      "I can start paying some rent," he said. "How much do you want?"

      "Huh? What are you talking about? I'm not asking you to pay any rent. I invited you to live with me because I wanted you here. No, I'm not talking about that at all."

      MacFarland's heart sank. If she wasn't asking him to pay more, then she must be considering charging Rufus for his room in the basement. After all, Rufus had come into some money, though to be fair, it did not seem like a lot of money. Rufus had recently received $500 from the trust settlement, but that was hardly enough to pay rent. Besides, Rufus had given the money to MacFarland to buy product for the hot dog cart. "I don't think Rufus can afford to pay much, Cyn. I would prefer to cover it with earnings from the hot dog cart."

      "What is wrong with you? I'm not talking about charging you or Rufus rent. You're family, for Mary's sake!"

      MacFarland was confused. "Then what are you talking about?"

      "Benny!"

      "Lockwood? What about him?"

      "His apartment is ruined. He's probably lost all his possessions. He needs a place to stay."

      MacFarland nodded. "That's true. We should help him find a new apartment."

      Pierson frowned. "That's not exactly the direction I was heading," she said.

      "Uh, what direction were you going?" asked MacFarland, afraid he already knew the answer.

      "I was going to ask Benny if he wanted to live here."

      "Here?" MacFarland had visions of trying to share his single bed with Lockwood...competing for the last cup of coffee...or worse, making it harder for MacFarland and Pierson to find any alone time. "Hasn't Deanna found a place to live? Maybe he could stay with her for a few weeks."

      "Mac, she doesn't have a place yet. For now, I've asked her to stay here, but she said she might go back to that place you set up for her."

      "And leave Lockwood here by himself? That doesn't sound good."

      Pierson cocked her head, staring at MacFarland. "I'm getting the impression that you're not too keen on this idea. Don't you want to help Benny?"

      "Of course I want to help him," said MacFarland hastily. "I'm just trying to explore all the ways we can help him." Unfortunately, he couldn't think of any other ways to help him. Unless he suggested that Lockwood go live in Kirk and Gracie's house too. But they already had five residents. If Deanna moved back there, she would make the sixth resident, and there wouldn't be any more room. "I guess there's nothing else to do. So why do you need to tell me?"

      "Because I'm going to charge Benny rent."

      "Oh. Do you need money?"

      "Actually, yes. I've taken out a second mortgage on my house, and I've been a bit strapped for cash. I realize it's uncouth to charge Benny, but he can afford it, and it will make it easier for him to accept my help while he gets his personal life back in order. And the money will help."

      "That sounds like a good idea to me," said MacFarland. "So what's the problem?"

      "I wanted to let you know so that if the conversation comes up, you don't say anything."

      "You mean you don't want him to know that Rufus and I are free-loading?"

      Pierson laughed. "I didn't want to put it quite that crudely, but, yes, that's what I meant."

      "Oh, gee, sure, Cyn. I can lie with the best of them." MacFarland frowned. "I don't think that came out the way I wanted it to."

      Pierson patted MacFarland on the hand. "I know what you meant, Mac. Thanks. I just don't want to get Benny upset. He's been through a lot."
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          TUESDAY, MAY 8, 1005 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      "So the young detective is going to be living with us," said Rufus as he wiped the prep surface of the hot dog cart.

      "Seems that way," said MacFarland.

      "You don't seem so happy with that?"

      "Why does everyone keep saying that? I'm fine with it. Let Lockwood do what he wants."

      "I just thought that you seemed a bit glum about it. My bad."

      "Your bad about what, Rufus?" asked Pierson as she approached the cart.

      "Not being able to read the boss's mind," said Rufus.

      Pierson laughed. "I wouldn't sweat that detail, Rufus. I don't think the boss can even read his own mind."

      "What's that supposed to mean?" demanded MacFarland. "Oh, never mind, I don't want to know. You want some coffee?"

      "Sure," said Pierson.

      "It's going to cost you," said MacFarland.

      Rufus looked disturbed. "Boss, I thought we said we wouldn't charge cops for coffee."

      "I'm not charging money," said MacFarland. "I want information."

      Pierson smiled. "Information? What sort of information?"

      "I want to know about this task force you're working on."

      "Oh, the task force. It's getting bigger by the day. Local and state police, ATF, FBI, Homeland Security, everybody wants a piece of this. It's under the command of Lieutenant Shawn Jordan. I don't think you know him. The crime does look like it's a hate crime against Planned Parenthood, so I can see all the interest. Someone planted a bomb on the premises, and it was apparently triggered by a janitor who was working there late at night. He died, but if he hadn't triggered the bomb, we don't know how many people might have been killed. We're searching for one or more hate groups that are attacking Planned Parenthood clinics."

      "Yeah, there was a mass shooting in Colorado Springs a couple of years ago. I haven't heard much since then. And as I recall, he was a lone shooter. I hadn't heard about this one."

      Pierson nodded. "This fire-bombing took place the day before Easter. I think you were in LA at the time, and it probably didn't make the local news out there. It was on the national news, though."

      "Have they got any suspects? Did they catch the person who planted the bomb?"

      "Yes and no. They found a print on a shard of glass that they determined was part of the accelerant used in the fire. Then they got a break in the case. An informant said that bomber was a man named Bruce Parker, a medical technician up near Silverplume. They checked his office, and found that the print matched prints found in his office."

      "Did he admit to the crime?"

      "We didn't arrest him. He died in a rafting accident on Easter. I mean, who blows up a clinic on Saturday then goes rafting on Sunday?"

      "That was convenient," said MacFarland, dryly.

      "Too convenient, in my opinion. I don't like it when a suspect ends up dead."

      "I don't understand why the task force is still going then. Haven't you solved this case?"

      "Nope. It turns out that the FBI has another person with the same prints as Bruce Parker."

      "Uh, that's not possible."

      Pierson shrugged. "I'm told that it's so unlikely that it's nearly impossible. But the FBI has grown more cautious in recent years. They don't think there are two people with the same prints. They think there is one person with two identities or some mistake in the paperwork. Human incompetence!"

      "Didn't you say that they have Parker's body? Can't they check the prints on it?"

      "They did. The prints belong to Parker—and they belong to someone called Devon Jones. The problem is, Parker lives here in Colorado and Jones lives in New York."

      "I don't get it. Is the person Parker or Jones?"

      "That's what we're trying to find out. The problem is Parker has no prints on file. We got his prints from the clinic where he worked and his house. Jones, on the other hand, did have prints on file.”

      "What's the background of these two characters?"

      "As I said, Parker was a medical assistant who worked up in the mountains. He's from a religious community that lives in a small, private enclave up north of Silverthorne. We've interviewed the residents, who say that Bruce Parker, his wife and daughter, had left the community four years earlier. They used to live up near Silverthorne, but they recently moved to Denver, where he was going to look for work. He wanted to be a cop, if you can believe that."

      "Religious community, eh? Are they anti-abortion?"

      "I'm sure they are," said Pierson. "But they don't have a history of violence, at least none we've uncovered. No one has any records, arrests, problems with the law, except for hunting out of season. They do have a lot of weapons, though."

      "Any illegal weapons?"

      Pierson shook her head. "The FBI and ATF are checking all the households for weapons. So far, nothing more serious than shotguns and hunting rifles. No automatic weapons. I doubt that they will find anything that would raise any eyebrows."

      "Did Parker’s wife know he was going to blow up the clinic?"

      "I haven't talked to her. She was interviewed by local sheriffs. She claims that she didn't know anything about his plans, but they did find materials in their home similar to those used in the attack. So it seems pretty conclusive that he was the bomber."

      "Did she identify the body?"

      "Yes. As well as the friend who was rafting with him. The body had been roughed up in the rapids, which made identification difficult, but not impossible. He died from having his head bashed against the rocks, not by drowning. And the prints matched those found at the crime scene and at his office."

      "So tell me about this other person. Who is this Jones fellow?"

      "This is where it gets really interesting. He lives...or lived...in New York. He's a spoiled rich kid
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