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Disclaimer



The following is a work of fiction. Only the dogs are real.











Prologue



Before I begin, I should tell you a few things that happened before the State Police found the body. I haven’t even told Jamie some of them, so if you happen to see her, don’t let her know until I’ve had a chance to explain. The wedding’s only two weeks away and it might complicate things.

You see, a few days after our engagement party (which we held in July of last year), I was standing by the front counter of the kennel, putting price tags on the rawhide bins, when Jennifer Vreeland, who was eighteen at the time, came over, walking kind of sideways, the way some teenagers do, her ash blond hair with its pink and green stripes partially hiding her face. When she got close enough, she grabbed my beard with both hands and kissed me.

I pulled away. “What the hell did you do that for?”

“To see if I’d like it,” she said, and tried it again.

I put the pricing gun on the counter and held her back at arm’s length. Frankie, my black-and-white English setter, watched us, his tail going crazy.

“No,” said Jen, pushing closer. Frankie jumped up on us. “You’re supposed to kiss me back then I say, ‘It’s even better when you help.’” She used a low, throaty Lauren Bacall voice.

“Yeah, I’ve seen that movie,” I said, then told the dog, “Okay, off,” and he jumped down. “Look, Jen, this isn’t Hollywood. You can’t go around kissing people. Especially me. I’m engaged, and Leon has a huge crush on you.”

“Yeah, so?”

“So, did you stop to think how he might react?”

“No.” Her face took on a guilty look as she thought about my sixteen-year-old foster son and his feelings for her.

Gently, I said, “Or were you just doing it because your mother tried the same trick on me last week?”

Her stepmother, Kristin Downey, my ex-girlfriend from college, had tried to make out with me inside the kennel the day of Jamie’s engagement party. In a way Kristin’s kiss made sense—she has bipolar disorder and I think she’d gone off her meds—but Jen pulled this dumb stunt seemingly out of nowhere.

“She’s my stepmother,” she said, turning away. “And I hate her.” There was no emotion in her voice when she said it, as if she were discussing the color of Kristin’s eyes.

“Why?” I asked.

“Who cares? I just do.” She looked down at her boots, angry with herself. “You’re not going to tell her about this, are you? Or Jamie?”

“No.” I hadn’t even told Jamie about Kristin’s kiss yet. “We’ll pretend it never happened. As long as it doesn’t ever—”

“Don’t worry, it won’t. So, am I fired or anything?”

“No, I just have two rules for you now instead of one: No cracking your gum and no trying to make out with the boss.”

“It’s a deal,” she almost smiled.

“And be nice to Leon. He may act cool, like he doesn’t feel things deeply, but he does. He saw his whole family get killed in their apartment in Harlem, you know.”


Shocked, she said, “Oh, god, I’m sorry.” Her eyes began to well up with tears. “He never told me that.”

I’d been revving up to not like the girl anymore; I’d had enough of Kristin’s wackiness and didn’t need the same sort of antics from one of my employees. But Jen’s quick, automatic tears on hearing about Leon’s family tragedy made me like her again—a lot. “Yeah, well, he doesn’t talk about it much.”

“What a terrible thing to have happen to him.” She stopped, looked away. “My mother was murdered too, you know.”

I was stunned. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know that.”

“Well, she was. She was drowned in a lake, though they never found the man who did it.” She sniffled, brushed back the tears with one side of her fist, then touched my arm. “Anyway, I’ll be nice to Leon, Mr. Field, I promise.”

“That’s good. And haven’t I told you to call me Jack?”

“Yeah,” she said, then laughed, shyly. “But after doing something crazy like this, I think I should call you Mr. Field for at least a week, maybe the rest of my life.”

I laughed. “That’s all right. You’re forgiven.”

She thanked me and took Frankie out to the play yard.

I left a little while later for a training session. When I got back, her 1965 rust red International Harvester Scout was no longer parked under the willow tree. Damn, I thought. I was hoping to find out more about her mother’s death.

That night Kristin came by to tell me that Jen had gone missing. Her father, Sonny Vreeland, is the heir to a vitamin fortune and she was worried that the girl had been kidnapped. I looked into it. Jen had just gone to New York to be with her boyfriend, Troy, a young actor whose main talent was that he had a movie star for a father. Kristin flew down, dragged Jen back to Maine, and got her enrolled at Colby College.


A few weeks passed and I talked to Jen on the phone a couple of times, trying to figure out a way to get her some more hours at the kennel, but she hadn’t counted on making the basketball team. She promised to come visit Frankie when she could, though, and apologized for causing all the trouble. The subject of her mother’s death didn’t come up.

She would come by at various times during the next year to play with Frankie. She was still embarrassed at being around me, so she timed her visits for when I wasn’t home.

Then one afternoon in early October, two weeks before the wedding, I got two phone calls. The first was from Jamie.

“Honey,” I said with a sigh, “I can’t think about which fondue I want on our wedding cake right now.”

She laughed. “It’s called a fondant and you know it.”

“Whatever. And why isn’t it just called icing?”

She’d been bugging me about the style and color of our wedding cake, and I’d been having trouble feigning interest.

“‘Fondue…’” she said, still chuckling, then told me the State Police had just found a young woman’s body under a dock in a lake near Vassalboro. Jamie is the state’s chief medical examiner and I’m supposedly her advisor in criminology (though she doesn’t pay me), so she asked me to come up and observe while they recovered the body and processed the scene.

“A floater?” I groaned, and passed on the invitation.

A few minutes later, though, Kristin called, worried sick about a police report she’d just heard about the same body in the same lake. She was afraid it might be Jennifer.

“Why would you think that?” I asked.

“She’s gone again, Jack,” Kristin said. “She missed three weeks of class.”

“Three weeks? And you’re just now telling me this?”

“Don’t yell at me. I didn’t want to bother you.”


“Bother me? What bothers me is that she’s been missing for three weeks and I’m just now finding out about it.”

“Please don’t yell at me, Jack. I have to go up there, to see if it’s her. I thought you’d want to come too, but I guess I’ll just have to get someone else.”

I huffed. “Don’t be ridiculous, Kristin,” I said, “of course I’ll go up there. In fact, I’m leaving right now.”

I hung up the phone, told my kennel manager, Farrell Woods, to keep an eye on things, ran to the woody, and drove up to Vassalboro as fast as I could.

I told you, I really like that girl.
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The body was bloated, glistening with lake water, and had a grotesque, waxy appearance, blotched gray and white. I’d never seen anything like it and hoped I never would again. It lay naked on the landward edge of the dock and stank to high heaven—an awful combination of the sick smell of dead flesh and the sodden perfume of fish, algae, and lake water.

I had parked about fifty yards away and was glad I’d had the foresight to buy a pack of menthols before making the drive up 104. I opened the cellophane wrapper with trembling hands—praying this monstrosity wasn’t Jen—took out one of the cigarettes, broke it apart, then wedged the pieces, with the factory-cut ends first, into my nostrils.

There were six State Police divers in black wetsuits, having a mug-up (Maine-speak for a coffee break) by the boat ramp, off-wind from the corpse. Why six divers, I wondered.

And, God, I hope that isn’t Jen.

Jamie was kneeling next to the body and had her back to me. I couldn’t tell if she’d heard me drive up or not, though I assumed she hadn’t or she would have turned to greet me.


Five crime scene analysts were hard at work, including a photographer I knew by her first name, Gretchen. She was a pretty, statuesque black woman about Jamie’s height (Jamie’s 5'11"), who once had a crush on me. Four uniformed troopers and two detectives were also on hand. They were standing around not doing much except trying to ignore the smell.

A trooper came over to stop me but a detective said, “That’s okay, Congressman Schiff. He’s official.”

I wondered at the trooper’s odd title, then recognized the other man. “Hey, Sinclair. How’s it going?”

Jamie turned and looked up at me, shielding her eyes.

“Well, other than the smell,” said Sinclair, “I guess I’m okay. How about you?”

Jamie interrupted our reunion with a loud, happy laugh. “What the hell have you got in your nose, Jack?”

I shrugged, feeling silly. “It’s an old cop trick.”

She stood up, casually dusted off one knee, and laughed some more. She was wearing chinos and a maroon turtleneck sweater under a barn jacket the color of brown mustard. Her dark chestnut hair, which she usually wore long, had been cut recently to shoulder length. She said it would look better with her wedding dress. I didn’t see the need and was still having trouble getting used to the change.

“Can you breathe like that?” she asked, smiling.

“A little, though I can still smell the body.”

She sighed, and tilted her head toward the corpse. “Yeah, it’s pretty bad. It could be a lot worse, though.”

I wondered how. And hoped it wasn’t Jen. I said, “Any idea yet on how long she’s been in the water?”

She shook her head. “Not pinpoint. My guess is probably since late spring.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. Good, it wasn’t Jen.


“Could be even longer,” she said. “Some of the fatty tissue has converted to adipocere, and it takes at least five months for that to happen. It also keeps the smell down.”

I nodded as if I knew what she was talking about. Or as if I agreed about the smell. “Any ID?”

“Nope. She’s a Jane Doe for now.”

“Tough break,” I said, then looked at the uniformed cop—who was staring at me. “So, you’re a congressman and a cop?”

He gave me a sour look and started to say something but Sinclair interrupted him with a snort. “Nah, his parents played a mean trick on him. Congressman’s his first name.”

He stuck out his hand. “Glad to meet you, Detective Field. I’ve heard a lot about you. And call me Dave.”

“Okay. And call me Jack. I’m not really a detective anymore, no matter what my fiancée thinks. So, you never thought of going down to the courthouse to have it changed?”

He gave a resigned shrug. “Wouldn’t make much difference now. People’d still razz me about what it used to be.”

“Yeah,” I said, backing upwind of the body, toward the far end of the dock, “but you could at least upgrade yourself. You could be Senator Schiff. Or Governor.”

“Good idea, Jack,” said Sinclair, elbowing Schiff. “I think I’ll start calling myself Pope Sinclair.”

“See what I mean?” muttered Schiff.

Jamie said, “Jack, now what are you doing?”

“The breeze…” I said, walking a few more steps away. “I want to get upwind of the body.” I looked out at the water, which was lit by the late afternoon sun. I noticed a bright spot in the middle of a densely wooded area across the lake, thinking at first it was an autumn leaf fluttering in the breeze, but then it moved deliberately, like someone adjusting a car mirror, and I knew it was sunlight reflecting off glass.

Jamie sighed. “You really are a wimp about this.”


“What?” I turned. “You mean the smell? It isn’t that. Well, it isn’t just that. The thing is, I don’t want it getting into my clothes, not to mention my hair and beard. It’s going to drive the dogs nuts if they pick it up on me when I get back to the kennel. Haven’t you ever worked on a floater before?”

She gave me a pointed look, then gave the slightest tilt of her head toward the rest of the law enforcement personnel. I guess she didn’t want them thinking she was a novice.

“Sorry,” I said. “Any idea yet on the cause of death?”

“I’m not sure. There are some marks on her chest. They could be knife wounds, they could be postmortem bites from the fish in the lake.” The breeze kicked up and she crinkled her nose. “Got any more cigarettes? And is your stress level about the wedding so bad that you’ve taken up smoking?”

I said I had a whole pack and that no, it wasn’t, and no, I hadn’t. She came over and I removed the pack from my shirt, took out a cigarette, broke it in two and held out the pieces.

“Thanks,” she said, “the menthol cream isn’t working very well.” She pointed to her upper lip, which I now noticed was glistening slightly, then put out her hand, which was encased in a Pliofilm glove, to take the broken pieces.

I stopped her and said, “Here, let me do it for you.” I held her face with my left hand and gently placed the ends of the broken cigarette into her nostrils.

She leaned into me. “I guess I am kind of new at this.”

“You’re doing fine.” I looked away from the body, disturbed by a memory. “Is there a pattern to the wounds?”

“A pattern?”

I didn’t want to entertain the thoughts that had begun to surface, but had to ask about the marks on her chest.

She shuddered—it was an awful thing to think about. “Yes, but it might not have been a deliberate mutilation, Jack. The injuries could’ve been caused by—”


“—fish bites, I know. You said that.” I let out a deep breath.

She must have seen something in my eyes because she let out a deep breath too, followed by an “Uh-oh.” She shuddered again then touched my arm. “You’ve seen this before?”

“No,” I shook my head, “it reminds me of an old case.”

“Something you worked on?”

“Sort of. We broke it down at a seminar in Quantico about six years ago. I think it was an active case then.”

She sighed. “Looks like it still is?”

“Maybe. Have them run it through ViCAP to find a match. And try the database in Canada too—ViCCAS. His first victims were killed up in Ontario, I think. How was the body found?”

“A high school kid was swimming and found it. The poor woman had been tied to the timbers under the dock.” She got a far-off look in her eyes, picturing how the body had been discovered, then shivered slightly.

“Kind of late in the year for swimming.” I looked around but didn’t see the kid. “Has he been interviewed?”

“Yeah. Sinclair talked to him and sent him home.”

I looked at Sinclair and motioned to him. He came over and made a snide, yet curious, comment about our nosewear.

Jamie shifted her weight onto her other foot.

I tapped out another cigarette and gave it to Sinclair. “Did this kid tell you why he happened to be swimming here?”

He shrugged, broke the cigarette in two, and inserted the pieces into his nostrils. “Thanks,” he said, taking a long, deep breath, “that’s much better.” He looked back over to the beach where he’d interviewed the swimmer, using one hand to protect his eyes from the slanted sun. “Yeah, he told me he swims here all the time. Why? You think he’s lying?”

“No,” I said, “I think he probably does swim here all the time, but I think our killer knew that, and made a phone call to the kid, telling him there was something valuable under the dock, like a diamond necklace or a gold watch.”

“Huh. He didn’t say anything to me about it.”

“Well, you may need to reinterview him.”

“Okay, but how do you know he got a call like that?”

“I don’t, but it would fit the pattern of a killer who always wants his victims found on a specific day and time.”

The wind picked up and Jamie pushed a stray lock of hair behind one ear. Her head and shoulders were now crowned with late afternoon sunlight. She crossed her arms and said, “Jack thinks it might be a serial killing.”

I shrugged. “If it is, you’ll probably find the victim’s clothes buried somewhere about thirty yards from the beach.”

He looked out at the half dozen or so (mostly official) cars parked in just that area, close to the creeping afternoon shadows laid down by a nearby stand of pines, and said, “Crap. We’ll have to repark everybody and start a grid search. Plus, a lot more cars will be here soon.”

“Yeah.” I nonchalantly turned to look at the lake. The glint of light was still there. “And listen, I want you to do something, but try not to be too obvious about it, just do it real casual-like: Take a look across the water.”

Jamie saw something in my eyes. “What is it, Jack?”

“I’m not sure,” I said.

Sinclair nodded, then he and Jamie began to scan the shoreline, very calm and relaxed. We were like extras in a bad movie, pretending to have a real conversation.

“What are we looking for, exactly?” Sinclair asked.

“Sunlight reflecting off some kind of lens.”

Sinclair looked and said, “I can’t see anything.”

Jamie said, “Is that part of the killer’s MO?”


“No, it’s just an impression I have.”

“What kind of impression?”

“I’m not sure. I just have this eerie feeling that the killer is out there right now, watching us.”

Jamie shivered again, though the wind was suddenly still.
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“I’ll send a radio car over,” Sinclair said, meaning across the lake. “Maybe they can catch him in the act.”

“Good luck,” I said. “This guy—if it’s him—is smart. He’s been outwitting the experts at the FBI’s Behavioral Science Unit for years.”

“No kidding,” he said, then grumped. “You know, the only thing is, I didn’t see the reflection and—”

“I know. It’s just a wild hunch on my part.”

“Yeah. But if you’re right…” He smiled and nodded suddenly. “You know what? I’ll have them send a couple of cars. Maybe we can box him in.”

He went to his unmarked cruiser. Jamie smiled and hugged me lightly. “I’m really glad you came, Jack.”

“Yeah, well, the funny thing is,” I said about to step, unwittingly, into a minefield, “I wouldn’t have come at all, but Kristin asked me to meet her here.”

Her smile died a little.

“Apparently,” I went on, oblivious, like the idiot I can sometimes be, “Jennifer is missing again.”

She frowned. “Oh, no. I hope she’s all right.”

“Anyway,” I went on, giving a nod to the lump that used to be a human being, “Kristin was worried that this body of yours might be her.”

“Well, you can tell your girlfriend not to worry.” She put a little English on the word girlfriend. “Like I said, this body’s been here since late spring, which eliminates—”

“I remember. And she’s my ex-girlfriend.”

She glared at me and shook her head. Then to the photographer—who was finishing her shots of the body—she said, “Gretchen, have you got a Wratten 18 filter?”

Gretchen was surprised by the question. She let go of her 35mm SLR, letting it hang by the strap around her neck, then reached with long, pretty fingers for a pocket in her photo-journalist-style vest, and said, “Uh, sure?”

“Good. Can you shoot the whole body with it?”

“You want me to retake everything?” She wasn’t too happy about having to photograph the floater in the first place, let alone having to retake all her shots with a new filter.

“Would you mind?” Jamie asked, though it wasn’t really a question. Then she told her to take a series of alternating shots, first with the filter, then the same shot with plain daylight. “Do it for entire body, head to toe.”

Gretchen nodded, though she was pissed off at being given the extra work, then pulled a filter holder from her vest.

“What are you thinking?” I asked Jamie as Gretchen cleaned the clear filter then screwed it onto her lens.

Jamie said, “Ultraviolet photos can pick up bruising under the skin up to several months after the original trauma. That, along with the adipocere, I don’t know, we might get lucky and find something; rope marks, bruise patterns?”

“Adipocere. That’s the second time you said that.”

She gave me a smile that wasn’t really a smile; her teeth were too on edge. “I’d explain it to you, Jack, but you’re only here because of your ex-girlfriend, remember?”


“Honey—! Oh, never mind. What is adipocere, please?”

She shook her head at me. “It’s what sometimes happens to bodies submerged in cold water. The fat cells go through a process called saponification, where they solidify and become a hard, soaplike substance.” She gave a nod to the divers. “That’s why it took six men to get her onto the dock.”

“I see,” I said, though I only halfway did.

“The good thing is adipocere retains evidence of things like stab wounds, bullet holes, and—”

“—bite marks?”

“And bite marks. I don’t know if we’ll be able to use them in court. The adipocere expands over time, making the wound pattern a bit larger than it was originally.”

“So”—I changed the subject—“where are you planning to sleep tonight? My place or yours?”

She arched her eyebrows. “Does it really matter?”

“Sure it does,” I said. “I need to know where to have the sunflowers and the box of chocolates delivered.” (They’re her two favorites.) “And by the way,” I lowered my voice, “this is one of the reasons I don’t like being your civilian advisor in criminology, or whatever it is I’m supposed to be doing. Can you please fire me or someth—”

“Fire you? My god, if you would just do your job because it’s your job, not because your ex-girlfriend needs you to—”

“Sshhh,” I said, and nodded my head toward Gretchen.

Jamie brought it down a notch. “Anyway, the point is you’re a crucial part of this or any other investigation. If they actually find the killer hiding out across the lake, watching us…” She pointed in that direction.

I pulled her arm down. “Honey, don’t point like that. If he’s there, you’ll give it away.”

“Fine,” she whispered, “but if they find him and we can somehow tie him to the murder, you would have effectively solved this case.”


“Yeah, I guess, but I don’t think this civilian advisor thing is a real job. I think it’s just a position you made up so that we—” I’d been about to say, So that we could spend more time together. And that was true, and it was based on logic. But when you’re already on the wrong side of an argument with a woman, there’s no point in using logic; it just pisses them off even more. At least it does Jamie.

Hands on hips she said, “What were you about to say?”

“Nothing. It’s just that I’m not that thrilled about standing next to the decomposed, or saponified, body of a naked woman, discussing flowers and chocolates with you.”

Gretchen shot me a pointed glance. She wanted me to know she was on my side. I gave her a quick, frustrated look, trying to let her know she wasn’t helping any.

Jamie, who’d missed all this, flexed her eyebrows some more and said, “Flowers and chocolates. If you hadn’t acted like an ass we wouldn’t be discussing them at all. And do you really think that’s all it’s going to take to make up for—”

“Well,” I smiled, “you’re allergic to perfume or I’d buy you a bottle of Chanel No. 5. Hell, I’d buy you a whole case.” In fact, you’re going to need it after working on a floater, I almost added, but wisely kept my mouth shut.

She nodded. “Is that all?”

“Well, Tiffany’s doesn’t deliver,” I joked, “so I guess a pair of diamond earrings is out of—”

“They do deliver, actually. I also like turquoise and silver, in case they run out of diamonds, which knowing you…”

I felt my face flush. “Meanwhile,” I said, “where do I have the flowers and choco—?”

“I’m staying at your place. Or I should say, our place, since that’s what it’s supposed to be once we’re married and all the remodeling is done.” She knelt back down. Over her shoulder she said, “And we need to have a serious conversation about your relationship with this Kristin Downey person.”


“Yeah, yeah.”

“Don’t ‘yeah, yeah’ me, Jack. I’m serious. Oh, and don’t get any ideas about later on.” Then she mouthed so I could read her lips, “I didn’t shave my legs.” With that she turned her back on me.

I laughed. “Like that’s going to stop me?”

She swiveled and glared.

I put my hands up. “From getting ideas, I mean.”

Gretchen tried not to laugh but it was no good. She snorgled (a combination snort and giggle).

Jamie heard her. She focused her hottest glare on the photographer for a moment then went back to the body. Over her shoulder again she said, “You can have all the ideas you want, cowboy. They won’t do you any good.”

I walked past Gretchen. “Next time,” I said, “don’t help.”

“Hey, don’t look at me, cowboy,” she said, her big brown eyes all innocent. “I only work here.”

“Yeah, well,” I said, “at least they pay you.”

“Yeah, but not nearly enough for this kind of stuff—which reminds me…” She dug into a pocket and produced a business card. “If you guys need a wedding photographer…”

I took the card and looked at it, then looked down at the bloated corpse on the dock. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

She shrugged. “Hey, I’m very versatile.”
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I heard a car coming but didn’t want to look, in case Jamie caught me hoping it was Kristin, which I was. But I also didn’t want to stay with my nose pointed in the direction of the body, so I slowly turned around.

It wasn’t Kristin. It was a red Sting Ray, and she drives a silver Mercedes 450SL. Besides, the vehicle didn’t really pull up; it sort of roared through the tall grass and swerved to a stop, trailing a big cloud of dirt road behind it. I knew Kristin wasn’t behind the wheel; not unless she was in one of her manic phases, and she hadn’t sounded like that on the phone earlier. No, that type of driving comes with a specific personality type, so I shouldn’t have been surprised when the car door opened and out popped my old “pal”—Regis.

Randall Corliss, or Regis, as I like to call him (due to the way he dresses), used to be a detective with the Lewiston PD. He was also on the take (allegedly) with a drug dealer by the name of Eddie Cole. The brass in Lewiston found out about it (thanks to me and Jamie’s ex-uncle-in-law, Rockland County Sheriff Horace Flynn), and Corliss lost his job. He was also brought up on charges, which apparently hadn’t stuck, or he wouldn’t have been treating us now to his million-dollar smirk and his shmancy wardrobe.

He closed his car door, twirled his key ring around one finger, like James Arness after shooting a bad guy, then put it in the pocket of his jet black slacks. He wore a shiny black shirt, a bright green silk tie, and a charcoal sports jacket. He’s an inch shorter than I am (I’m 6'1"), solid, well-built, with deep brown eyes, dark, wavy hair and a full, dark mustache. The backs of his arms and his fingers had a dark fuzz, just enough to show you how masculine he was. You could practically smell his after-shave over the stink of the body. He checked his watch, adjusted himself, and came around the other side of the car and opened the door for someone.

Kristin Downey got out.

Oh-God-no, I thought. What the hell was she doing with him? I looked at Jamie, who had taken in their arrival and now turned to look at me. I tried to send a message with my eyes—“My life is a nightmare.”

She shrugged and lifted her eyebrows. “Hey,” they seemed to say, “I didn’t get you into this mess, did I?”

She was partially right. Kristin Downey seemed to be my own little cross to bear; but on the other hand, I would have never even met Regis if Jamie hadn’t roped me into helping her solve the Marti MacKenzie case. I made a mental note to save that one for our discussion later that night.

Regis saw me and gave his usual salute—hand outstretched, imitating a pistol, with a sudden snap of the wrist. Kristin immediately looked down at her shoes, a pair of Timberland boots actually, with some clever designer type of frou-frou fabric sprouting around her ankles the way the sere, autumn grass beneath her feet made its last stab at the summer sun. She also wore jeans, a T-shirt, and a heavy, gray V-neck sweater.

Congressman Schiff and Pope Sinclair stopped them before they got close enough to contaminate the scene. I was right behind them. Kristin glanced up, shot me a look, then tilted her head toward the dock, meaning, “Is it Jen?”

I shook my head.

She heaved a sigh, ran to me, and started to put her arms around my waist. “I was so frightened,” she said.

I held her away and said something soothing. I looked back at Jamie. She was busy examining the body.

Kristin looked up at my nose and started to giggle. “Is that a cigarette sticking out of your nostrils?”

We repeated the whole cigarette-in-the-nose thing, then she turned to Corliss and said, “It’s not her. We can go.”

“In a minute, honey,” he said, without looking at us. He was busy shooting the bull with Schiff and Sinclair.

Kristin’s pale complected cheeks reddened. “Randall,” she explained simply, “we’re going. Now.”

He put a finger up for the two cops, then turned his head slowly to stare her down. He said to the cops, “Give me a minute,” then came over and said, “Don’t get your panties in a twist.” Then looked at me and gave me an eye roll that would have said, “Women…” in a sarcastic tone if he’d spoken it.

He looked at my face more closely, then at Kristin’s. His nose twitched. I handed him a cigarette and he took it. To Kristin he said, “I need to talk to these guys a minute.”

“No. It’s not Jen. We’re leaving. Now.”

“That’s not how it goes. I’m working the case. We do it my way. If you want, you can go wait in the car.”

He turned and went back to the cops.

I found myself wondering, briefly, how he’d look with his nose broken, and would it go with his mustache, but before I could go after him and crack his face in, Kristin turned her back on him, clutched my arm and said, “Take me home, Jack. Please? I can’t be here any longer.” I hesitated, looking back toward Jamie. “Just a goddamn ride,” she spat, “is that too much to ask?” Then, more softly she said, “I don’t want to cause you any trouble, I really don’t. I just need to get away from that horrible-looking thing.” She meant the body.

“I can’t,” I sighed. “I have some dogs to pick up.”

“Please, Jack. Don’t make me beg you. You liked Jen, I know you did. You really liked her.”

I pulled away. “What do you mean, ‘liked’?”

“I didn’t mean it that way.”

“I think you did.” I felt my face burn. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

We stood there a moment trying not to say anything that might further fuel the fire. While we were thus engaged, or disengaged, Corliss’s voice went up enough for us to hear him say, “You mean you guys haven’t decided who to vote for?”

I assumed they were talking about the recall election for Rockland County Sheriff. Horace Flynn, who’d been under investigation, was facing a tough battle to keep his job.

“Jack, please?” Kristin said. “Get me out of here?”

I shook my head but found myself giving her the keys to the woody. “Go sit in the car. I’ll be right there. You can play with the stereo if it’ll make you feel any better.”

“I’m not a child.” She grasped the keys with both hands, though, the way a child would. I was getting the impression that there was a lot more to what was going on with her and Jen than I’d originally thought.

“Just wait for me in the car, okay?” I said.

“Okay,” she grumped. “Hey, do you have any good CDs? You used to have the most interesting taste in music.”

“No, I have some tapes you can sort through, though.”

“Don’t tell me you have an 8-track deck, like in that old Buick you used to drive. Remember?” She smiled, showing her slight overbite, and the one front tooth that sticks out and crosses over the other. It’s one of the three reasons I used to love kissing her so much, back in the old days.

“Go sit in the car,” I said, then walked back to the dock to talk to Jamie, who was showing Gretchen some specific body parts she’d missed. I tried not to look where she was pointing. Gretchen wasn’t too happy about having to look there either.

She said, “I’m getting too many shadows with this light.”

“Can’t you use a flash?”

“Yes,” she said, as if to a bothersome child, “but juries like natural light. They don’t trust outdoor flash photos.”

Jamie sighed. “All right. You can go.”

Gretchen said, “Okay, see you tomorrow,” and headed back to the parking area. Over her shoulder she said to me, as she walked away rewinding her film, “You’ve got my card, right?”

I politely tapped my jacket pocket and nodded.

Jamie looked back toward the ME’s van and said, thinking out loud, “I guess it’s time we bagged the body anyway.” She took off her gloves, then said to me, “What do you want?”

I stood there, still burning with what Kristin had said: “You liked her,” as if Jennifer were dead. “Nothing. I just wanted to let you know I’m leaving. Kristin needs a ride.”

She gave me a sour look, then said, “So? Give her a ride. Who’s stopping you?” She turned to the divers and shouted, “We’re going to need some help here.”

“I’m sorry, honey,” I said, “but I have to. Jen is still missing, and I think Kristin has gone off her meds—”

“No kidding. If she’s hanging out with Regis then—”

“I know,” I said. “But someone’s got to look after her. Besides, I have to find out what’s up with Jennifer.”

“Okay!” she griped, then she sighed, looked at me, and her tone softened. “You don’t have to give me that crooked smile, Jack,” she said, and touched my arm. “I know how much you like that girl.” I was touched by her use of the present tense. “Now what? What does that teary-eyed look mean?”

“It means you’re the only person who understands me.”

“I am? Yeah?” She seemed happy and surprised.

“Yeah.” I squeezed her hand. “I’ve got to go. Kristin needs to get away from the dead body and I have some dogs to—”

“I know. Go take care of the wicked stepmother.”

I chuckled. “So, we’ll talk more later?”

She gave me a pointed look. “Oh, that we will, cowboy.”

I offered her another crooked smile then went back to the car to give the “wicked stepmother” a ride home.
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The first part of the ride was quiet, except for Van Morrison singing “Angeliou.” I didn’t know if Kristin had put in one of my mixes or my tape of Van’s Into the Music album. It doesn’t matter. I love that song and wasn’t about to get back into a fight with her while it was playing. She seemed to feel the same way—maybe that’s why she’d picked it. She was slowly rocking back and forth in her seat.

Then, at some point, once we’d gotten off the back road and onto 104, we started singing along at the same time.

“In the month of May, in the city of Paree…”

She laughed, looked at me, then looked out the window. “Do you remember how we used to make love to that song all the time?”

I admired her laugh lines, her worry lines, and the way that life had subtly and tenderly gone about the process of aging her face. She’s a year younger than I (I’m forty-one), and seven years older than Jamie (she’s thirty-two), and she still looks marvelous.

I find it sad to see a beautiful woman who’s had her face “worked on.” They think they’re retaining their youth and they just end up looking like ghouls in scarves and turtle-necks. I prefer the natural look, I guess, and I was a little proud of the way Kristin had allowed her face to take on character. I find that kind of confidence sexy and appealing in a woman.

“No,” I said, “that album came out after we broke up.”

“No, it didn’t.” She scratched her neck.

I shrugged. “I specifically remember using this song to console myself for a couple of months, right after I left New York and moved to Boston. I missed you pretty bad.”

She thought it over, remembered something, then laughed. “Oh, I know what it was. It was that long weekend, remember? I came to Boston and surprised you? And we took that trip along the cape and stayed holed up in that little beach—”

“—cabin. Yeah, I remember. It poured rain for three days. Including inside—”

“—the cabin! And we borrowed those plastic buckets from the car wash. And you played me this album over and over.”

“I guess you’re right.”

We drove along the river, singing along some more.

The sun was starting to go down and there was a bite of fall in the air and the leaves on the roadside oaks, maples, slippery elms, and sycamores were just starting to take on a fall tint, though some of the aspens and birches that grow between the train tracks and the river were more committed to the autumn dance, glittering a bright green/yellow as the late afternoon sun sparkled and reflected off the blue water.

The weather reminded me of the days in New York when we would walk through Riverside Park, holding hands. That would have been late October, as I recall. But the seasons come quicker and harder in Maine than they do in the Big Apple.

I had a huge boat of a used ’66 Buick Electra then, and on the weekends we’d take trips out of town, just motoring up-state, or through Connecticut, driving along the Housatonic River just like we were driving along the Kennebec now.

I felt both a twinge of nostalgia and a dose of remorse as I thought about this.

I turned the music down.

“So, what’s with you and Regis?” I said, finally pulling my thoughts away from “Angeliou,” in the city of Paris, and of the long, rainy weekend I’d once spent with Kristin Downey on Cape Cod.

“Who?” she asked.

“Randy Corliss. What the hell are you doing with him?”

“I told you, I’m worried about Jen. And he’s an old friend of the family, from way back.”

“Whose family, yours or Sonny’s?

“Neither. Sonny’s first wife’s family, I think.”

“I don’t care whose family he’s an old friend of, that guy should be locked up. And even if he weren’t a dirty cop—”

“He’s an ex-cop, just like you.” There was a brief silence, then she laughed and said, “You call him Regis?…”

“Yeah, it fits. And he’s not like me. He was a crooked cop and a slimy, chauvinistic—”

“I get it, Jack,” she smiled. “You’re jealous.”

“I am not,” I said a little too loudly, “jealous!”

Kristin touched my arm. Her eyes sparkled. “It’s okay, Jack. I find it endearing, really.”

I shook my head and sighed. Softer, I said, “I’m not jealous, Kristin, I’m just saying, you’re a beautiful, successful, married woman, among other things, and Corliss is a walking single entendre.”

“That’s very clever. And this isn’t jealousy talking? Besides, I needed someone to help me. He’s a bonded private detective now, while you’ve been nothing but dismissive.”

“I came straight to the lake when you asked, didn’t I?”


“Sure, because you were worried about Jen, not me.”

“And by the way,” I said, “where’s Sonny in all this?”

She looked away.

“He doesn’t know his daughter is missing again?”

She paused. “It’s, it’s hard to explain.”

“Give it a shot.”

“They, that is, he and Jen don’t talk anymore. I don’t know why, really. I’m just stuck being the middle man between them.” She sighed. “Plus, there are other things going on that I’m not about to discuss with you. Especially not when—”

“What other things?”

She laughed. “I guess you didn’t hear what I just said.”

“I heard it, I’m just not paying it any mind. What other things?”

“My god,” she laughed, “you were always like this, weren’t you? Self-centered and heedless of what anyone else is thinking or feeling, especially right after you got laid, as I recall.”

“What things?”

“Things that are none of your business! Okay?”

The Van Morrison faded out and a Greg Brown song, “All Day Rain,” came on and I realized we’d been listening to one of my mixes. I switched on the radio. You can’t listen to Greg Brown and talk at the same time. At least you shouldn’t.

I said, “So, what’s going on with Jennifer?” John Denver was on the radio, singing about being home again.

“I don’t know. She’s a teenager, and she takes off in certain dangerous and unexpected directions without a moment’s notice.”

I said, “You know, you and I are going to have to have a long and serious discussion about this.”

“There’s no need, Jack. I’ve got someone else to help me now. Yes, he may be a jackass and a walking single whatever, but at least he’s committed to the job, not like you were.”

There was no way to answer that without losing my temper. Besides I’d about reached my saturation point, Kristin-wise.

Her cell phone rang and she opened it and said, “Hello? Yes? Yes. I can hardly hear you. Where are you?” She looked over at me, saw the hope in my eyes and shook her head. It wasn’t Jen. “Un-huh. I know about that, Nigel, but I—hello? You’re breaking up. Let me call you back from a land line. What time is it there? Really? Jesus! Okay, I’ll try you back in—what? Nigel, no, no! Shit, I lost the signal.”

She clicked off the phone. “I have a show opening in London in two weeks. It’s moving from the Martin Beck to the Haymarket actually, and there’s a problem with the costumes. I should really be there, not here, trying to track down my goddamn stepdaughter.” She scratched her throat. “Now maybe you’ll understand why I need Regis to help me find her.”

“I had no trouble finding her the last time.”

“This is different. I just know it is.” She saw me looking at her as she scratched her throat. She shrugged and said, “Some problems came up with the Depakote, so I had to change meds suddenly. I just started on this Lamictal.”

I’d never heard of it and told her so.

She nodded. “It’s an anticonvulsive. They’ve just been given approval for using it to treat bipolar, and it’s giving me this awful rash. It’s supposed to go away in a few weeks.”

“Well, I’ve got some Benadryl in the glove box.”

She gave me a questioning look.

“I’m allergic to dogs,” I explained. “Just slightly, but still ironic, huh? Help yourself, if it’s all right for you to take it.”

“Yeah, it’s fine,” she said, then reached for the glove box, but her cell phone rang again. She shook her
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