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Chapter 1: Long
Light

The beach plums came overnight.

Sage found them at four-twelve on the back step — a half-bushel
in Eddie's wooden crate, dark purple-blue under the kitchen light,
with a folded square of brown paper tucked beneath one of the
slats. Eddie's pencil, in his careful hand:

Plums. Slow.

That was the whole note. Eddie did not waste pencil on what a
baker already knew.

She carried the crate in.

The kitchen was dark except for the pendant light above the
bench, which she had left on the night before so the back stairs
would have a glow to come down to. The light made a small warm
island. The crate, set on the marble counter, smelled the way beach
plums smelled in early June — green at the stem, sweet at the
bottom where the bruised ones had begun to give up their juice,
briny in a way that always surprised her. Beach plums grew two
miles from salt water their whole lives. The salt, somehow, was in
the skin.

She turned on the rest of the lights.

Four-fifteen. The bakery did the bright thing it did when the
lights came on in June — the marble looked warmer, the copper bowls
overhead caught the glow, the wooden hand-painted sign Owen had
made for the menu board (THE PROVING GROUND —
Crescent Harbor, Maine — Established 2023) seemed, in the
morning's first electric light, almost shy about its own pride.

The cherry-wood Shaker chair Owen had built was by the kitchen
window, where she had moved it on Tuesday because Shadow had spent
the previous evening looking at the window with a particular
attention. Shadow was, currently, on it. He had been on it since
three-fifty. He had not yet asked for breakfast. He was, by his
careful Shadow accounting, waiting to see what would happen with
the plums.

"Good morning," Sage said.

He blinked. Slow.

"Eddie brought them at four-twelve. You did not hear him."

He blinked again.

"You did. You are pretending. I forgive you."

"All right," she said. "Butter at six."

That settled the agreement. He turned his head toward the
window. The harbor outside was still dark — the kind of pre-dawn
dark that in June lasted forty minutes longer than in May, that the
Crescent Harbor lobstermen called the second
night because by this point in the year there were two of
them every day, one before bed and one before the boats went out.
Across the bay, the lights of the working docks were small specks
at the foot of Front Street. A single light burned on Patrick
Connolly's boat. He had been out since two.

Sage tied her apron.

She washed her hands.

She walked to the crate.

The first thing about a beach plum, she had once explained to
Lily on a January morning when there were no plums in the kitchen,
was that the beach plum had not been raised. It had not been
cultivated. It had not been bred for sugar or for size or for ease
of harvest. It had been left alone on the dunes for several hundred
years, and it had decided, somewhere along the way, to be a hard,
sour, salt-touched fruit with a great deal of pectin in its flesh
and a great deal of bitterness in its skin.

This had consequences for the cook.

You could not, with a beach plum, rush. You could not do what
you did with a strawberry, which was to throw it into a pot with
sugar and lemon and trust that the lemon and the sugar would do the
work. You could try. The result would taste like a punishment.

The way you treated a beach plum was you took its skin
seriously.

You pricked each plum, once, on the side opposite the stem. You
laid them in a single layer in a wide cold pan. You covered them
with sugar — pound for pound, more than you would have thought,
because the bitterness needed something to argue with. You set the
pan in the walk-in for sixteen hours. By the next morning, the
bottom of the pan would be a thick dark syrup. The bitterness would
have moved from the skin into the syrup and been balanced, there,
by the sugar. The pectin would have made the syrup almost a jam
before any heat went in.

Then you cooked it. Briefly. With patience. You did not boil;
you let it come to a soft simmer, and when the cold-plate test gave
you the wrinkle on the surface of a small puddle of the syrup, you
took the pan off the heat, and you jarred it, and you let the jars
sit on a folded towel until you heard the clear ping of the lids
sealing themselves down.

A beach plum jam, done this way, tasted like the dunes. It
tasted like June after a cold winter. It tasted, if you ate it on a
piece of toast in October, like a memory of summer you had not
known you were keeping.

Sage took the colander out from under the prep sink.

She washed the plums in three cold-water changes. The water ran
purple at the second change and clear at the third. She laid them
out on a cotton tea towel — sixteen pounds of small dark fruit in a
single layer along the bench — and she began to prick them with a
wooden skewer.

Prick. Roll. Prick.

It was four-thirty.

The convection oven, behind her, finished its preheat with the
descending chime it had been making for two years and four months.
The smell of yesterday's sourdough starter — alive in its glass jar
on the proofing shelf, burping happily — joined the smell of the
plums on the bench. A bakery in June, before the doughnuts began,
smelled mostly of yeast and stone fruit and the ghost of the bread
that had been pulled the day before. The ghost was a real thing.
Bread, after baking, continued to off-gas trace aldehydes for
thirty-six hours. That was why a bakery at four in the morning
smelled like a bakery even with nothing in the oven.

Sage went on pricking plums.

The first batch of doughnuts started at four-forty.

She had not, this June, been doing apple cider doughnuts — those
were for October — but she had been doing a lemon-glazed cake
doughnut that Mari had taught her in April. The science of the
glaze was getting the powdered sugar to set up on a warm doughnut
at the right thickness: too thick and it cracked when you bit it,
too thin and it ran. The fix was a small amount of corn syrup
whisked into the base. The corn syrup gave the sugar somewhere to
go.

She rolled out the dough.

She cut the rings.

She fried the first six.

The smell that came up out of the fryer was the smell that, in
another twenty minutes, would be at the corner of Harbor and Main.
The smell that, in another forty minutes, would have reached Mr.
Inkster's house on Spruce Street, where Mr. Inkster — by his
account, given once at the diner three years ago when Sage had
asked him about his wife — knew when to leave for the bakery by the
air at his front door.

It was four-fifty.

The back door bell jingled.

"It is unfair," Lily said from the mudroom, "that you smell good
and look terrible."

"Good morning."

"You did not sleep."

"I slept three hours."

"That is not sleep. That is a long blink."

"It was a good long blink."

Lily came in unwinding her scarf. She had walked from her
apartment on Locust Street in the cool June pre-dawn and her cheeks
were pink. Emma was at Lily's mother's for the week, because June
was the week Lily's mother claimed her granddaughter for what she
called the slow time before school summer
starts.

Lily kissed the top of Sage's head as she passed.

She had been doing this since November. Sage was still surprised
by it every time.

"Plums," Lily said.

"Plums."

"How many."

"Sixteen pounds. Eddie."

"He brought them at —"

"Four-twelve."

"He has lost his mind."

"He has not. He has decided that the bakers who get the first
plums get them before sunrise. He brought a half-bushel to Mari at
four-oh-five."

"Mari was up at four-oh-five?"

"Mari is always up at four-oh-five."

"This town —"

"This town."

Lily washed her hands. She put on her apron. She poured herself
the coffee Sage had been keeping warm.

She looked at the plums. She picked up a second skewer.

She began to prick.

They worked side by side for forty minutes without speaking.
This was the thing about Saturday mornings in summer — Sage and
Lily, two pairs of hands at one long bench, with the smell of fryer
oil and beach plums and sourdough rising slowly from the boards,
and the harbor outside getting its first thin gray, and no one in
town quite awake yet.

At five-thirty Sage put the first pan of plums in the
walk-in.

At five-forty she pulled the first cardamom buns out of the
oven.

The cardamom buns had been Lily's idea, the winter Sage had been
engaged to Owen, when Lily had said Sage, you
cannot have a bakery in a Scandinavian-leaning fishing town in
Maine and not have a cardamom bun. Sage had argued that
cardamom was a finicky spice that lost its potency within three
weeks of grinding. Lily had said: Then we will
grind it Saturday morning. Sage had said that was not
practical. Lily had said: There is a man named Mr.
Inkster. He has been waiting his whole life for a cardamom bun. We
will grind the cardamom Saturday morning.

Sage had ground the cardamom Saturday morning.

Mr. Inkster had come at six-thirty-two the following week.

He had been coming at six-thirty-two every weekday since.

The bell over the front door rang at six-thirty-one and
fifty-eight seconds.

Mr. Inkster — small, white-haired, in the wool cardigan he wore
in all weather under sixty-five degrees, with the brown paper sack
he carried for his bun rolled up in his coat pocket — stepped
inside and nodded.

"Mr. Inkster."

"Holloway."

"The bun."

"The bun."

She brought him a cardamom bun on a small plate. He paid in
exact change, the way he had paid in exact change for two and a
half years. He moved to the window seat — the wooden chair Sage had
set there in week one of opening because the window seat was the
chair the bakery had been waiting for — and he sat down. He ate the
cardamom bun in seven bites. He sipped from a thermos of strong
black coffee. He looked out at Main Street.

He stayed until six-fifty-three.

He nodded to Sage on his way out. Sage nodded back. This was, by
both their counts, the second meaningful conversation they had had
this week.

Marco came in at seven.

He was in his fourth week. He had been hired the Monday after
Frankie's funeral, because Lily had said Sage, you
need a counter person, and I have a man who is quiet and who has
been baking croissants in his sister's kitchen for two years for
himself. Marco had said almost nothing in the interview. He
had asked one question — what kind of yeast do you
use for the country loaf — and when Sage had answered, his
face had done the bright thing of a man hearing the right
answer.

"Marco."

"Sage."

"Coffee is on. I have plums."

"Plums."

"Eddie."

"Already?"

"Already. He has decided."

Marco nodded. He hung his coat. He washed his hands. He tied his
apron. He went to the espresso machine and began to make himself a
small drink — he had been allowed to do this on his second day, and
had been doing it carefully every morning since — and Sage went
back to the bench, where Lily had started on the brown butter
shortbread.

The bakery opened at seven.

Mrs. Inglesby came in at seven-twelve for her
oatmeal-and-walnut. She did not stop to chat — she was on her way
to a meeting at the Society to which, by her own account given as
she paid, she was going to wear her opinion on her
face. Sage did not ask which opinion. Mrs. Inglesby did not
need to be asked.

The MacAfee twins came in with their grandmother at seven-forty
for a plain croissant each. Jenna Bradford came in at seven-fifty
for two cinnamon scones.

Wilson Crain came in at eight.

Wilson Crain owned the rival hardware store that had been Wilson
Hardware on Spruce Street since 1979. He had been Sage's chief
suspect for two and a half weeks in March, and had been wrong.
Since the day in May the news had broken about Trent Mercer, he had
come in for an oat scone every Wednesday and looked at Sage
carefully and nodded.

"Sage."

"Wilson."

"Oat."

"Two left."

"One is plenty."

She bagged him an oat scone. He paid. He nodded. He left.

Wilson Crain was not, the town would say if asked, a chatty man.
The town would also say, if asked, that Wilson Crain had this
spring become a man the town watched out for.

The bakery hummed.

Esme came in at ten-oh-six.

Sage looked up from the back counter where she had been
packaging up the second batch of cardamom buns for the case, and
she saw Esme through the space between the case and the rack of
breads on the front shelf, and she put down the bag she had been
folding, and she came around to the front.

"Esme."

"Sage."

"Coffee."

"Yes."

She poured Esme a coffee. She took her own. They went to the
back office.

Esme had been quieter for two weeks. Sage had noticed. Owen had
noticed. Sage had not, yet, said anything to Esme about the
noticing, because Esme had been quiet in the particular way Esme
was quiet when Esme was finishing something. Sage had decided to
wait.

They sat at the table in the back office. The Frankie chair —
the one Frankie had liked best, with the small wear on the right
arm where Frankie had rested her elbow for two years — was empty
across from Sage, the way it had been empty since April. Esme sat
in the chair beside it. Esme had, in some private way Sage had
never asked about, decided the empty chair was Frankie's and not
hers, and that she would not sit in it.

Esme set her coffee down.

She said: "I have it."

Sage was very still.

"All of it?"

"All of it. The 1996 check. Where it went. The shell. The names.
The chain from Caroline's file all the way to the spring. I have
it."

"Esme."

"I want two more weeks. I want to verify the Crain piece —
Wilson's father, the 1991 thing — I am almost certain it goes back
to one of Hester's 1872 entries but I want to be sure. I do not
want to bring you a half-checked thing. I want to bring you the
whole map."

"Two more weeks."

"July twentieth. Here. I will bring everything. We will sit at
this table and I will lay it all out."

"All right."

"Sage."

"Yes."

Esme reached into her bag and took out a folded piece of paper.
She unfolded it and pushed it across the table. It was a photocopy
of a single page from what Sage recognized at once as Hester
Ashworth's 1872–1879 recipe book — the back-half marginalia, in the
hand Esme had been working on since May.

Sage looked at it.

"This is a list of names."

"Yes. Names of women. Sums of money beside them. Dates."

"From —"

"From 1872 to 1878. Three of the names appear in the H.A. trust
services records I pulled out of the 1990s. Same surnames. Several
generations apart."

Sage held the page.

She set it carefully on the table.

She said: "The pattern is older than Caroline."

"Yes."

"The pattern is at least Hester."

"Yes."

"Esme."

"Yes."

"You are being careful."

"I am being careful."

"Trish is being careful."

"Trish is being careful."

"All right."

There was a small silence.

Esme said: "Sage. There is one other thing. I have been wanting
to tell you. The cherry blossom in the recipe book — the one we
pressed for Frankie at the memorial — I had it dated April
twenty-fifth, 1875. I told you that at Christmas. I was wrong."

"Wrong how."

"April twenty-second, 1875. I have re-checked the page three
times. The twenty-fifth was the day the new harbor light was
dedicated, three days later. The blossom is the twenty-second. The
same day, Sage. A hundred and fifty years to the day."

Sage was very still.

"The same day as Frankie."

"The same day as Frankie. To the day."

Sage looked at the folded page on the table. She looked at Esme.
She looked at the empty chair beside Esme where Frankie had used to
sit.

She did not, for a moment, say anything.

She said, finally: "Thank you, Esme."

"Sage."

"Yes."

"I am bringing you the whole map. I promise."

"All right."

Esme finished her coffee.

She took the photocopy back, folded it once, returned it to her
bag.

"Two more weeks," she said.

"Two more weeks."

Esme left at ten-thirty-two.

Sage stayed in the back office for some minutes after.

The Frankie chair was empty across from her.

She did not, this morning, move it.

The Club met that evening at the library.

Sage walked over with Owen at six-fifty. The library on Spruce
Street was the white clapboard building it had been since 1908,
with its hand-carved sign and its blue-painted front door and its
particular smell — varnish and old books and the wood fires June
Hollister had lit in the back-room Franklin stove every Club night
for two years — that hit Sage in the chest the moment she stepped
inside. June was at the front desk. June nodded.

"Sage."

"June."

"Caleb just came in. Tessa is with him. Trish is in the back
already. She has her box."

"The Vermont box."

"The Vermont box."

The Club room was warm. The Franklin stove had a fire going. A
glass of red wine waited for each member on the side table —
Frankie had insisted in November of Year 1 that the wine be poured
before anyone arrived because we are not a Club
that makes people wait for their wine, and the tradition had
held.

The chairs were arranged. The Dez chair by the fire. The Frankie
chair beside it. Sage's chair where it always was. Owen's beside
Sage's. Esme's, with the velvet cushion Owen had brought from home
in Year One.

Trish was in the chair across from Sage, where she had used to
sit before she had left town in October of Year One, with a
cardboard box on the floor beside her. The box was sealed with
brown packing tape. Trish had her hand on the lid.

"Trish."

"Sage."

"You have the box."

"I have the box."

Caleb and Tessa came in. Caleb in plainclothes, which was his
Friday-night habit; Tessa in the soft cream sweater Sage had seen
her in once before in the spring. They each took a glass of wine.
They each greeted Trish with the warmth they had been showing Trish
since she had come back in May.

Esme came in last.

Esme was, by ten minutes, late.

This was unusual.

She had her bag and her notebook. She apologized to no one in
particular — the basement, Sage, I lost
track — and she sat in her chair, and she took the wine June
had poured for her, and she put one hand on the Frankie chair
beside her, briefly, in the way Sage had seen Esme do at the start
of every Club meeting since the funeral.

The meeting began.

It was a quiet meeting. There was no new case in front of the
Club. They had agreed by text that this would be an evening for a
welcome — Trish had been attending as a returning guest until now,
and the vote had been postponed until she was ready, and Trish had
said last Friday that she was ready. Sage had brought brown butter
shortbread. Tessa had brought two jars of her mother's
bread-and-butter pickles. Caleb had not brought anything. Caleb did
not, by an agreement the Club had quietly made with him months ago,
have to bring anything.

Trish was voted in as a member at seven-fifteen.

The vote was a formality. No one objected. No one would have.
Trish accepted with the bright dignity of a woman who had walked
away from a town three years ago and had walked back and was being
told, formally, that the town she had walked back to was her town.
She wept once, briefly. Caleb passed her a handkerchief he had
clearly brought for this purpose.

"Thank you," Trish said. "I have something for the Club."

She put the box on the low table by the fire.

She unsealed the tape with a pocket knife.

She opened the lid.

The box was full of photographs.

Two thousand five hundred of them, in plastic sleeves, in
labeled folders by year. 1986 through 2015. Each photograph labeled
on the back in Trish's block lettering — names, dates, locations.
Margaret with the town council in 1992. Margaret at a funeral in
1996. Margaret in the Society parlor in 2003 with Vera, four years
before Vera's accident, the two of them looking at a framed
photograph that, by Trish's annotation, had been a photograph of
Caroline.

"I have been keeping these," Trish said, "since 1986. I should
have brought them to Sage when it could have done good. I am
bringing them now because it can still do some good."

The Club was quiet.

Owen said: "Trish."

"Yes."

"This is a substantial gift."

"It is twenty-nine years of my life."

"Then it is a substantial gift twice."

Trish nodded.

The Club did not look at every photograph that evening. They
looked at the ones Trish had flagged with red tabs. They agreed the
box would go into the library's locked file cabinet that Sage and
Esme had been keeping for the Pattern documentation since November,
and that Trish would catalog the rest in the back office on Mondays
and Wednesdays from now on.

The meeting closed at eight-forty.

The Club put out the fire together. They did this with the
ritual that had grown up around it — Frankie had been the one, in
Year 1, to put out the fire, and the Club had decided, after
Frankie, that the fire would be put out by everyone now.

At the door, Esme paused.

"Sage."

"Yes."

"Two more weeks."

"Two more weeks."

Esme nodded. She left.

Sage and Owen walked home along the harbor path.

The sun was down. The June sky was the deep cobalt of nine
o'clock in the long-light month. The harbor was the black mirror it
became at this hour, with the working docks' lamps making yellow
paths on the water.

They walked without speaking.

They reached the back stairs of the bakery at five past
nine.

Owen put his hand on Sage's wrist and stopped.

"Sage."

"Yes."

"Look."

She looked.

Across the harbor, at the top of Ashworth House, in the upstairs
study window that had been dark for three years — the window
Margaret had stopped using, by Sage's account, in the summer of
Year One, in the months after Cap's death — a light was on.

Steady. Warm. Small.

The fourth light.

Sage stood with her hand on the railing of the back stairs for a
long moment.

She said, very quietly: "She has been awake tonight."

"How long do you think it has been on."

"I do not know."

"You did not see it last night."

"I did not see it last night."

Owen put his arm around her shoulders. They watched the light
for another moment. Across the bay, the harbor was the dark glassy
mirror, and at the top of the house at the top of the cliff at the
top of the town, the fourth light burned steadily, the way a light
burns in a room where someone has been working at a desk for a long
time.

They went inside.

The apartment above the bakery was warm. The kitchen lamp was
on, where Sage had left it. Shadow was on the cherry-wood Shaker
chair by the kitchen window. He had been there, Sage understood
from his expression, for some time. He was watching the harbor.

She put the kettle on.

She made her tea.

She came to the window with the cup.

Owen, behind her at the kitchen table, took out the small
leather notebook that had been on the table when they left for the
Club. He set it open in front of him. He did not, this evening, ask
her to come sit down.

She stayed at the window.

The fourth light burned.

Across the harbor, on the other side of a stretch of dark water
that, on a June night like this one, would have a careful pattern
of moonlight on it by midnight, Margaret was awake at her own desk
in her own upstairs study.

Sage said, mostly to Shadow: "She has activated something."

Shadow blinked.

"It will not be quick. It will not be loud. She is patient. We
will be patient too."

He blinked again.

She went to the kitchen table.

She sat across from Owen. She opened the leather notebook to the
page where she had written, in late May, the working thesis. She
read it once.

The pattern is older than Vera. The pattern is
at least Caroline. The pattern is at most a hundred and fifty years
old.

She crossed out at most.

She wrote, above the line in her own hand:

June 3. Fourth light at Ashworth House — first
time since 2022 by my count. Margaret has activated something. Esme
has the chronology — July 20. Hester's marginalia: 1872 names match
H.A. records, several generations apart. Pattern is at least 1872
confirmed.

She closed the notebook.

Owen had been watching her.

"Sage."

"Yes."

"All right?"

"All right."

Across the harbor, the fourth light burned.

The Methodist bell rang ten.

Sage Holloway-Yates, the baker of Crescent Harbor, the woman who
had been paying attention since November of Year One, set her hand
on Shadow's small black head. He held her eye for a beat. She held
his.

She would, in the morning, be at the bench by four.

The plums would, by then, have done their slow work in the
cold.

The bakery would be ready.

The harbor would lighten.

The town would wake.

The fourth light, across the bay, would still be burning — Sage
knew this in the way Sage knew things now — and would burn through
tomorrow, and the day after, and through the long bright weeks of
the longest light of the year.

And Sage would, as the work required, be paying attention.

She put the cup down.

She took Owen's hand.

They went to bed.





Chapter 2: The
Out-of-Town Gentleman

The back door bell jingled at five-fifty.

Reyes did not, by habit, come in before opening. Reyes came in
at seven-twenty most Tuesdays for a coffee and the cinnamon scone
she pretended she did not eat. Reyes came in at five-fifty only
when Reyes had something to say that the seven o'clock crowd should
not overhear.

Sage looked up from the bench.

The dough she had been shaping — Tuesday was a country loaf
morning — was on its second proof in the long bannetons along the
marble. She set the rolling pin down. She wiped her hands. She
walked to the back door.

Reyes was in her uniform parka with the morning fog still on the
shoulders. The fog had been thick coming up Spruce Street. She had
brought, by Sage's first observation, no notebook. By Sage's
second, she had brought no good news either.

"Chief."

"Holloway."

"Coffee."

"Coffee. Black. The way you make it."

Sage poured it strong, the grounds still settling, into the
ceramic mug that lived on the back-office shelf with REYES written
on the bottom in Sharpie. Lily had written it there three years ago
because Lily had decided that a mug that came down off the shelf
for the Chief of Police should belong to the Chief of Police.

Reyes took the mug. She closed her eyes briefly over the first
sip. She always had.

"Back office," Reyes said.

"All right."

They went to the back office. Reyes closed the door.

She sat in the chair Frankie had used to sit in. This was, by
Reyes's reckoning, the chair she sat in when she did not want Sage
to think she had brought bad news, because the Frankie chair was a
chair the bakery did not let bad news sit in. Sage had decided some
time ago not to argue with her about it.

"I drove to Bangor yesterday," Reyes said.

"How is she."

"Lucid. Tired. Lucid. She had a list of questions for me this
time. The first three were about Vera. The fourth was about
you."

"What was the fourth."

"She wanted to know if you were eating."

"Caroline asked if I was eating."

"Caroline asked if you were eating. I told her you were."

"Was that true."

"Holloway, do not start. You eat your own bread."

"I eat my own bread."

"Then it was true."

There was a silence. Reyes set the mug down on the back-office
table. The light over the table was the warm pendant Sage had hung
in November of Year One because the overhead fluorescent had made
everyone look like a witness. Reyes, under the pendant, did not
look like a witness. Reyes looked like a tired woman in her fifties
at five-fifty in the morning who had driven to Bangor and back
yesterday and would, by Sage's read of the way her shoulders sat,
drive to Bangor again next Wednesday.

"The doctors," Reyes said. "Caroline's doctors. They are holding
the eighteen to twenty-four months. They are not, today, walking it
back. Her cognition this Sunday was as clear as it has been since
May. We did a two-hour session. We got through the 1986 papers and
the 1987 papers. We have, by my count, eight more years of working
file to go through before we have everything she can give us."

"That is a year of Sundays."

"That is a year of Sundays. We have the year. We are using
it."

"All right."

"Vera."

"Yes."

"Vera's attorney has filed three motions to suppress this month.
One on the Bangor warrant chain. One on the search of the Vance
Estate Services office. One on the chain of custody for Trent
Mercer's documentary."

"All three will lose."

"All three will lose. The losing will take, by Pat Riordan's
estimate, between four and six months. Vera's attorney knows this.
Vera's attorney is not trying to win the motions. Vera's attorney
is trying to give Vera time to decide what kind of deal she is
going to take and from whom."

"The deal she will take."

"The deal she will take is nine to twelve months out. I told you
this at the wedding. It is, today, nine to twelve months out. The
math has not changed."

"All right."

Reyes drank her coffee.

"Holloway."

"Yes."

"There is one other thing."

Sage waited.

"Pat Riordan called me last night. Vera has, this week,
requested a sealed visitor list. She has put one name on it."

"Whose."

"Yours."

Sage was very still.

"Vera has asked to see me."

"Vera has asked to see you. It is a request. It is not a
summons. She is in custody. She cannot make you come. Pat called me
before he called you because he wanted my read first. My read is
that you should not, today, go. You should not, this month, go. You
should let Vera sit. You should let her ask three times. If she
asks four, you go."

"Why."

"Because the first ask is fear. The second ask is anger. The
third ask is the ask that means she has been doing the thinking. We
do not want the first three. We want the fourth. The fourth is the
one that, by Riordan's reading of these things, will tell us what
kind of deal she is preparing to take."

Sage thought about that.

"All right."

"All right."

"Thank you, Angela."

"Holloway."

"Yes."

"You are eating."

"I am eating."

"I am telling Caroline that the next time I see her."

"Tell her I had a piece of toast at four."

"I will not tell her that. I will tell her you had a proper
breakfast. She will not know the difference. She would like the lie
better than the truth."

"Tell her the lie."

"I will."

Reyes finished the coffee. She rinsed the mug at the prep sink.
She put it back on the shelf with REYES on the bottom, the way she
always did. She put her parka back on.

At the back door she stopped.
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