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THE BODY
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CHAPTER ONE
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The woman beneath the ice had been dead for seventeen years. That was what the police officer at Navy Pier told Detective Lena Mercer when she arrived at six twelve on a Wednesday morning. By six fourteen, Lena knew it was impossible. The lake had gone black beneath the winter sky. Wind drove powdery snow sideways across the pier, stripping warmth from anything it touched. Beyond the barricades, the Ferris wheel rose into darkness like a machine abandoned at the edge of the world.

Lena pulled her coat tighter and looked down. A face stared back through four inches of cloudy ice. Female. Eyes closed. Dark hair drifting beneath the frozen surface.

One hand lay against the underside of the ice, fingers spread as if she had pressed upward at the last second. Marcus Bell stood beside Lena, his shoulders dusted white.

"That," he said, "is going to ruin somebody's morning."

"Already ruined mine."

"You always say that before coffee."

"I had coffee."

"Then this is serious."

A Chicago Fire dive team worked from a cut section several feet away. They had discovered the body after a maintenance supervisor reported what he thought was clothing trapped beneath the surface near a service breakwater. Dr. Vivian Cho arrived carrying a hard case and the expression of a woman personally offended by weather.

"I hate winter."

Lena looked at her.

"You live in Chicago."

"That doesn't mean I consent to it."

Vivian crouched at the edge of the marked area.

"How long has she been visible?"

"Supervisor saw her at five twenty-seven," Bell said.

"Ice thickness?"

"Three point eight inches at the body. More toward the wall."

Vivian watched the divers.

"She's not getting an autopsy down there."

"We're working on that," Lena said.

Twenty-one minutes later, the body came out. The woman wore a dark wool coat over jeans and a gray sweater. No shoes. Her wrists were bare. A fine silver chain circled her neck, carrying a small oval locket. Vivian examined her where she lay on the tarp.

"No advanced decomposition."

Lena looked at the frozen face.

"Cold water."

"Cold slows things. It doesn't perform miracles."

"Estimate?"

"Not here."

"Viv."

"Less than a week. Probably much less."

A patrol officer approached carrying a clear evidence bag.

"Detective? Found this in the coat."

Inside was a wallet. There was cash, an expired transit card, and an Illinois driver's license. Lena read the name.

CAROLINE AVERY

Date of birth made her fifty-two. The photograph looked like the woman on the tarp. Bell took out his phone.

"I'll run her."

He walked several paces away. Lena watched Vivian examine the woman's hands. There was a pale indentation on the left ring finger.

"Recently removed ring?" Lena asked.

"Maybe."

"Defensive injuries?"

"Not obvious."

"Drowning?"

Vivian looked at her.

"You know what preliminary means?"

"You use it whenever you don't want to answer me."

"Correct."

Bell returned slowly. His expression had changed. Lena recognized the look.

"What?"

He held out his phone.

"Caroline Avery was reported missing from Glenview."

"When?"

Bell did not answer immediately.

"Marcus."

"January nineteenth, two thousand nine."

The wind moved between them. Lena looked from Bell to the dead woman.

"Seventeen years."

"Seventeen years and eleven days."

Vivian straightened.

"No."

Bell looked at her.

"No what?"

"No chance."

"You just said cold preserves—"

"Not for seventeen years. Not like this. She has lividity. Tissue is intact. There is no seventeen-year anything happening here."

Lena looked at Caroline Avery's face. A woman disappeared in winter. Seventeen winters later, she came back beneath the ice.

"How long?" Lena asked.

Vivian hesitated. Then she gave the answer that changed the case.

"I'd be surprised if she's been dead more than forty-eight hours."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO
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Gideon Shaw was awake when Lena called. He had not slept much since Mercy House. This had become enough of a pattern that he no longer pretended the problem was temporary. At five in the morning he had been sitting at the long table in his River North loft, reading photocopies of Rebecca Holloway's old telephone records beside a cup of coffee that had gone cold an hour earlier.

At six forty-three, Lena's name appeared on his screen. He answered.

"You're calling before seven. Either you miss me or someone is dead."

"Don't make me regret this."

"Dead, then."

"Navy Pier. Woman under the ice."

Gideon looked at the papers spread before him.

"You have detectives for that."

"We identified her. Caroline Avery."

The name struck him with the physical clarity of a slap. His hand stopped over Rebecca's phone records. Lena heard the silence.

"You know the name."

Gideon stood.

"Where did you say?"

"Navy Pier."

"Don't move anything from her personal effects until I get there."

"Crime scene is already processing—"

"Lena."

She went quiet.

"What do you know?"

"Not enough."

"That's not an answer."

"It's the only one I have right now."

"Gideon—"

"Twenty minutes."

He ended the call before she could tell him not to. That was cowardly. He knew it. He also knew that if he stayed on the phone another ten seconds, Lena would hear exactly how frightened he was.

He went to the filing cabinet beneath the stairs. The bottom drawer contained material that did not officially exist. Copies of Rebecca Holloway's notes. Anonymous envelopes mailed to him after the investigation that ended his federal career.

A partial property log. The photograph from Mercy House. And one page of a yellow legal pad in Rebecca's handwriting. Gideon unfolded it. Seven names. Six had meant nothing when he first saw them.

One had.

C. Avery

Beside it Rebecca had written:

winter / alive? / ask Crane

Gideon stared at the question mark. He had found the page eight years earlier in a box Rebecca's mother gave him after the funeral. He had never identified C. Avery. Not until this morning. He put the page into his coat pocket.

Then he paused. For several months, he had been telling Lena he was no longer investigating Rebecca's murder alone. That was almost true. Almost was a dangerous word. He removed the page from his pocket.

Stared at it. Put it back.

"Idiot," he said to himself.

Then he went to find Lena.
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CHAPTER THREE
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By the time Gideon reached the pier, the snow had thickened. He found Lena inside a temporary operations room near the service entrance, standing over a folding table covered in evidence photographs. She saw him and immediately understood he had something to hide.

Gideon hated that about her. He also admired it.

"You know Caroline Avery," Lena said.

No greeting.

"I know the name."

"Difference?"

"A large one."

Bell looked between them.

"Morning, professor."

"Marcus."

"You two want me to leave?"

"No," Lena said.

"Yes," Gideon said at the same time.

Bell smiled.

"This is why I come to work."

Lena pointed toward the table.

"Caroline Avery. Thirty-five when she vanished. Married. Two children. Went out on a Monday afternoon and never came home. Car found at a commuter station. Purse inside. No sign of violence."

"Husband suspected?"

"Daniel Avery. Never charged."

"Children?"

"Daughter Mara was ten. Son Lucas was seven."

Gideon looked at the photograph of Caroline recovered from the ice. She looked older than the driver's license photograph, but not by much. Seventeen years had touched her. That mattered.

"What was in the wallet?"

Lena's eyes narrowed.

"Why?"

"Because if someone lives under another identity for seventeen years, carrying the driver's license from the life she abandoned would be a choice."

Bell nodded.

"License issued twenty twenty-four."

Gideon looked up.

"Current license?"

"Expired last month. Same name. Same date of birth. Address in Rogers Park."

"So she wasn't legally dead."

Lena shook her head.

"Missing person. Daniel had her declared presumptively dead for financial purposes after seven years, but Illinois DMV records show this license was issued using valid identity documents."

"Someone inside the system knew she was alive."

"Or she rebuilt herself under her own name quietly enough nobody connected it."

"Harder than it sounds."

"You'd know?"

"I read."

She gave him a look. He moved to the next image. The locket. Inside were two photographs. A girl and a boy. Her children. Taken when they were young.

"She carried them," Gideon said.

"Apparently."

"After seventeen years."

"Parents do that."

"People who want to disappear usually discard anchors. She didn't."

Lena crossed her arms.

"Now tell me why her name changed your breathing over the phone."

Gideon looked at her. Bell became very still. Lena had not told him she noticed. Of course she had. Gideon reached into his coat. He placed Rebecca's note on the table.

Lena read it. Her expression hardened as she reached the final line.

"How long have you had this?"

"Eight years."

"And when did you identify C. Avery?"

"This morning."

"You're certain?"

"No."

"But you think it's Caroline."

"Yes."

Bell read over Lena's shoulder.

"Winter. Alive. Ask Crane."

Gideon nodded. Lena looked at him.

"You were reading Rebecca's notes at five this morning."

He did not answer.

"Were you?"

"Yes."

"Still working her case."

"Thinking about it isn't working it."

"That's the kind of sentence people use right before I stop believing them."

Gideon looked away. The door opened. Vivian Cho walked in carrying a folder.

"Excellent. Everybody I enjoy disappointing in one room."

Lena turned.

"Cause?"

"Not drowning."

"What?"

"Her lungs are nearly dry. She was dead before she went into the water."

Gideon's attention sharpened.

"Killed how?"

Vivian looked at him.

"Nice to see you too."

"Vivian."

"Blunt force trauma to the occipital region. One strike. Maybe two. She was unconscious or dead when she entered the lake."

"Time?"

"Between thirty and forty hours before recovery."

Lena looked at Gideon.

"Seventeen years missing. Dead less than two days."

Vivian placed another photograph on the table. It showed a tiny mark beneath Caroline's left shoulder blade. A faded tattoo. Three short vertical lines crossed by one horizontal stroke.

Gideon went cold. He had seen the symbol before. Lena noticed. Again.

"What now?"

Gideon stared at the mark.

"Mercy House."
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CHAPTER FOUR
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The tattoo did not belong to Mercy House. That was the first thing Gideon corrected.

"It appeared in Mercy House records," he said, "but not as a logo."

They had returned to Major Crimes, where a whiteboard now held Caroline Avery's life in photographs and dates. Lena stood with a marker in her hand.

"Then what is it?"

"I don't know."

"You enjoy that answer too much."

"It keeps me employable."

Bell had pulled the archived Mercy House files they retained after the previous case. He found the symbol on the third pass. A handwritten notation in the margin of a patient-transfer ledger from 2006. Three vertical lines crossed by one.

Beside it:

WL

Lena wrote both on the board.

"Winter Line?"

Gideon looked at Rebecca's note.

"Maybe."

"What's a winter line?"

"In geography? A climate boundary."

"In this?"

"No idea."

Bell clicked through digitized records.

"Got another."

A 2007 intake sheet. Same symbol beside a woman's name that had been blacked out in the original copy. Then another. And another. Eight appearances over three years.

Lena drew a box around them.

"Transfer code."

"Looks like it," Bell said.

"Transfer where?"

Nobody answered. Gideon studied the dates.

"Caroline disappeared in January 2009."

Bell nodded.

"Last symbol in this batch is December 2008."

Gideon felt the shape of it.

"Maybe Mercy House didn't lose people."

Lena looked at him.

"Maybe it moved them."

"To where?"

"Somewhere they could disappear."

The door opened and a young officer stepped in.

"Detective Mercer? Caroline Avery's daughter is here."

Lena looked at Bell.

"Already?"

"News got out."

"Of course it did."

Gideon began gathering his papers. Lena stopped him.

"Stay."

"She's family. She doesn't need a stranger profiling her grief."

"I'm not asking you to profile her."

"What are you asking?"

"Listen."

"That's profiling with better manners."

"Then use better manners."

Mara Avery entered five minutes later. She was twenty-seven and had Caroline's eyes. That was the first thing Gideon noticed. The second was anger. Not grief. Not yet. Anger had reached the room first. Mara remained standing.

"You found her."

Lena nodded.

"We believe so. Formal identification will require—"

"I saw the photograph online."

Bell looked disgusted.

"Someone leaked a photograph?"

"Somebody always does."

Mara turned toward Gideon.

"Who are you?"

"Gideon Shaw."

Recognition flickered.

"The killer guy."

"I've been called worse."

"My mother read your book."

Gideon stopped.

"Which one?"

"I don't know. One with a red cover."

Lena sat forward.

"When?"

Mara looked at her.

"Before she vanished."

That was impossible. Gideon's first book had been published in 2014. Five years after Caroline disappeared. He said nothing. Lena did the arithmetic.

"Mara, how do you know your mother read it?"

Mara's jaw tightened.

"Because she sent it to me."

The room went silent.

"When?" Lena asked.

"Four years ago."

Gideon felt the case move beneath him.

"Your mother contacted you?"

Mara laughed bitterly.

"Once. In seventeen years."
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CHAPTER FIVE
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The package had arrived without a return address. Mara had been twenty-three, living in Madison, finishing graduate school. Inside was a copy of Gideon's first book, The Architecture of Violence. No letter. No explanation. Only a sentence written on the title page.

Some people disappear because being found is worse. I love you. - Mom

"You kept it?" Lena asked.

"Yes."

"Where?"

"My apartment."

"We'll need it."

Mara nodded. Gideon watched her hands. She had folded them together so tightly the knuckles were pale.

"Did you tell anyone?" he asked.

"My brother."

"Your father?"

"No."

"Why not?"

She looked at him.

"Because my father spent half my childhood accused of killing her."

"And you thought knowing she was alive would help?"

"I thought it would break him again."

Lena's voice softened.

"Where is Daniel now?"

"Glenview. Same house."

"He never moved?"

"No."

"Why?"

Mara looked toward the whiteboard containing her mother's face.

"He said if she ever came home, she should know where to find us."

Nobody spoke for several seconds. Gideon knew something about waiting for dead people to return. Not literally. Emotionally was worse.

"Your brother?" Lena asked.

"Lucas lives in Denver. I'm calling him after this."

"We can do that with you."

"No."

The answer came fast. Mara stood.

"I need to tell him."

Lena nodded.

"We'll have an officer take you home."

"I drove."

"You're not driving."

Mara looked ready to argue. Then she didn't. At the door, she stopped.

"Detective?"

"Yes?"

"My mother didn't leave us because she didn't love us."

Lena did not answer immediately.

"I don't know why she left."

"Neither do I."

"But whatever you find, don't turn her into a woman who just walked away from her kids."

"I won't."

Mara looked at Gideon.

"And you."

He met her eyes.

"What?"

"If you put her in one of your books, get her right."

Then she left. Bell exhaled.

"Well."

Lena looked at Gideon.

"Your first book."

"Published five years after Caroline vanished."

"So she was alive in 2014."

"At least."

"And following your work."

"Apparently."

Bell leaned back.

"Why you?"

Gideon stared at Rebecca's note.

C. Avery / winter / alive? / ask Crane

"Maybe it wasn't me she was following."

Lena understood.

"Rebecca."

"My first book discusses the Holloway investigation in two pages."

"I thought the Holloway chapter was removed."

"It was. But I mentioned her in the acknowledgments."

Bell looked at him.

"You thanked a murder victim?"

"Rebecca helped me understand something before she died."

"What?"

Gideon looked at the board.

"That people don't lie to hide truth."

Lena waited.

"They lie to control timing."

"Meaning?"

"The truth is dangerous mostly because of when it arrives."

Bell looked at Caroline's photograph.

"Seventeen years late qualifies."

Gideon nodded.

"Yes."

His phone buzzed. Unknown number. He almost ignored it. Then the message appeared.

SHE SENT YOU SOMETHING TOO.

A second message followed.

CHECK YOUR MAIL.
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CHAPTER SIX
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There was no package at Gideon's loft. There was one at his publisher. His assistant called at eleven fourteen.

"There's an envelope here addressed to you personally."

Gideon stood in Lena's office with the phone pressed to his ear.

"Postmark?"

"Chicago. Two days ago."

"Don't open it."

"Wasn't planning to. It looks creepy."

"How does an envelope look creepy?"

"Your name is written in block letters and there's no return address. I've worked for you long enough to identify genre."

Lena held out her hand.

"Speaker."

Gideon complied.

"Put it in a larger envelope," Lena said. "Don't touch the original again. An officer is coming."

"Detective Mercer?"

"Yes."

"Good. He behaves better when you're around."

Gideon ended the call. Lena smiled.

"I like her."

"Everyone does. It's exhausting."

Two hours later, the envelope lay beneath glass in the forensic lab. No useful prints on the outside. Inside were two items. A photograph. And a key. The photograph had been taken outside a restaurant in Washington, D.C.

Rebecca Holloway stood near the curb wearing a tan coat. Beside her was Elliot Crane. Gideon had seen hundreds of photographs of Rebecca. He knew the tilt of her head when she was listening.

The irritation in her mouth when someone said something she considered stupid. In this photograph she was not irritated. She was afraid. Crane had one hand on her arm. Not restraining her. Guiding her. Or warning her. Lena watched Gideon rather than the image.

"When?"

"I don't know."

"Before her death?"

"Her hair was shorter the last year. So yes."

Bell turned the photograph over.

Handwritten on the back:

HE KNOWS WHERE THE OTHERS ARE.

Lena looked at the key. Small brass. Number stamped into the head.

419

"Storage unit?" Bell asked.

"Locker," Gideon said.

"Why?"

"Shape."

"You collect locker keys?"

"I went to high school."

Bell frowned.

"That was unnecessary."

Digital forensics examined the photograph while Lena began searching locker systems associated with the number. Gideon stood alone at the window. Rebecca and Crane. Caroline Avery had possessed this photograph.

Why? And why send it to him now? Lena joined him.

"You okay?"

"No."

She seemed surprised by the answer. He had stopped pretending with her in small ways. It was not the same as honesty. But it was closer.

"What are you thinking?"

"That every time I think Rebecca's case has edges, somebody moves them."

"Maybe it never had edges."

"Everything has edges."

"People don't."

He looked at her. She continued.

"Maybe you're trying to make a murder behave like a file. Beginning, middle, end. Evidence goes in boxes. Suspects go in columns."

"That's called investigation."

"No. That's called comfort."

He smiled slightly.

"You've become annoyingly perceptive."

"I've had a bad influence."

For a second they stood too close. Then Bell called from the table.

"Found our key."

They turned.

"Union Station," he said. "Long-term luggage lockers. Number four nineteen was rented yesterday."

"By whom?" Lena asked.

Bell looked at the screen.

"Caroline Avery."
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CHAPTER SEVEN
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Locker 419 contained a winter coat, three passports and nineteen thousand dollars in cash. None of the passports belonged to Caroline Avery. The names were different. The faces were not.

Laura Finch.

Anne Keller.

Christine Morrow.

All three photographs were Caroline. All three documents appeared professionally manufactured. Bell held one beneath the forensic light.

"These aren't drugstore fake."

The technician shook her head.

"Machine-readable. Correct laminate. Security thread. Either extraordinarily good counterfeits or someone had access."

Lena looked at the issue dates. 2010. 2016. 2021.

"She kept changing names."

Gideon opened the coat pockets. Gloves. Train timetable. A motel receipt from Milwaukee dated three weeks earlier.

And a folded sheet of paper. Lena took it with gloved hands. A list of numbers. Nine entries. No names. Each looked like a date followed by coordinates.

"What is this?" Bell asked.

Gideon looked closer.

"Not coordinates."

"How do you know?"

"Chicago longitude doesn't start with forty-one."

"Latitude does."

"Then the second number should be negative eighty-seven. These aren't."

Lena looked at him.

"So?"

"Medical codes? Case numbers?"

Bell photographed the page. At the bottom was one handwritten notation.

NINTH = WITNESS

Gideon stared. Something moved behind memory. Rebecca saying something in a conference room years ago. Not words. A tone. He closed his eyes. Lena noticed.

"What?"

"I don't know yet."

"That looked like knowing."

"It looked like remembering. Different problem."

The final object in the locker was a disposable phone. Dead battery. They bagged it. As they left Union Station, Lena's phone rang.

Daniel Avery had agreed to speak. He wanted them at the house. The same house Caroline had left seventeen years before. On the drive north, snow thickened along the Kennedy.

Gideon sat in the passenger seat. Lena drove. Neither spoke for several miles. Finally Lena said, "Tell me about Rebecca and Crane."

"You know what I know."

"No, I know what you've told me."

He looked out the window.

"That's a distinction you've been saving."

"For when I needed it."

"Efficient."

"Gideon."

He sighed.

"Crane consulted on the Holloway task force. Rebecca distrusted him near the end."

"Why?"

"She never told me."

"Did she ask you to investigate him?"

"No."

"Did you?"

"Not then."

Lena heard the last two words.

"And now?"

He hesitated. Too long.

"You're privately investigating him."

"I'm trying to locate him."

"Without telling me."

"I just told you."

"Because I dragged it out of you on Interstate ninety-four."

"Technically this is—"

"Don't."

He stopped. She gripped the steering wheel.

"You said after Mercy House we weren't doing this separately anymore."

"We aren't."

"You are."

"I didn't have anything concrete."

"Then you tell me you have nothing concrete. You don't decide what I get to know."

Gideon looked at her.

"You're right."

That made her angrier.

"You can't use that as a magic trick."

"I'm not."

"You say I'm right and then do the same thing again."

He had no defense. So he said nothing. Lena glanced at him.

"That's worse."

"I know."

The rest of the drive passed in silence.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
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Daniel Avery had aged around an absence. Gideon saw it before the man spoke. The house in Glenview was orderly without being updated. Same oak cabinets. Same family photographs in the hallway. Same beige carpet installed sometime before people began regretting beige carpet.

Daniel was sixty-one. He looked older. Lena showed him Caroline's current driver's-license photograph. He stared for almost a full minute.

Then he touched the image with one finger.

"That's her."

"You're certain?"

"I was married to her for fourteen years."

His voice broke on the last word. He stood and walked toward the window.

"She's older."

Nobody answered.

"I used to imagine that."

Lena leaned forward.

"Imagine what?"

"What she'd look like if she came back. Gray hair. Lines. Whether I'd recognize her from across a room."

He turned.

"I always thought I would."

Gideon watched Daniel's face. Grief was complicated by vindication. That embarrassed him. Good. Men who spent seventeen years accused of murder were allowed ugly emotions.

"Did you know Caroline was alive?" Lena asked.

"No."

"She contacted Mara four years ago."

Daniel froze. That looked genuine.

"What?"

"Sent her a book."

He stared at Lena.

"Mara knew?"

"She told Lucas."

Daniel sat down slowly. For the first time, anger replaced grief.

"They knew."

"One contact. No return address."

"They knew."

His hands shook. Gideon said, "They were children when she vanished. They spent years watching people suspect you. They may have been protecting you from hope." Daniel looked at him.

"Who the hell are you?"

"Gideon Shaw."

"I know the name. Why are you in my house?"

"Because your wife sent me something before she died."

Daniel stood again.

"She contacted you?"

"Apparently."

"Why?"

"That's what we're trying to learn."

Lena redirected.

"Tell me about January nineteenth, 2009."

Daniel laughed once.

"You want the version I told the police three hundred times or the version they decided I was lying about?"

"Both."

Caroline left the house at two fifteen to meet a friend for coffee. She never arrived. Her car appeared at the Glenview Metra station. Security camera caught a woman in Caroline's coat walking toward a platform.

Face obscured. No ticket purchase under her name. No confirmed sighting afterward. Daniel was at work until six. His alibi was strong but imperfect.

The original lead detective, Frank Delaney, decided Daniel had arranged the disappearance.

"He hated me," Daniel said.

"Why?" Lena asked.

"Because I didn't cry correctly."

Gideon looked at him. Daniel noticed.

"That's what he told me. Said husbands who love their wives react differently."

"How did you react?" Gideon asked.

"I got practical. Called hospitals. Called friends. Drove routes she took. Made lists."

"People confuse organization with indifference."

"He did."

Lena wrote the detective's name.

"Where is Delaney now?"

"Retired. Still sends me a Christmas card."

Bell looked up.

"Seriously?"

"Every year."

"Why?"

Daniel's expression became hard.

"Because he wants me to know he still thinks I did it."
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Frank Delaney's Christmas cards were in a shoebox. Seventeen of them. Daniel placed the box on the dining-room table. Each card was signed with the same message.

Still hoping for answers. - Frank

Gideon read three. Then five. The ritual bothered him.

"This isn't accusation," he said.

Daniel looked at him.

"Feels like it."

"It's surveillance."

Lena turned.

"Meaning?"

"If Delaney believed Daniel killed Caroline, he would not need annual contact after retirement. The case is closed enough to him or it isn't."

"Maybe obsession."

"Maybe."

Gideon examined the postmarks. Mostly Chicago suburbs. One from Wisconsin. Two from Michigan. One from Minnesota.

"Did Delaney travel?"

Daniel shrugged.

"How would I know?"

"Some cards weren't mailed locally."

Bell photographed them. Lena asked Daniel about Caroline's friends. One name mattered.

Dr. Celeste Marrow.

Caroline's college roommate. Physician. Had worked at Mercy House as a young resident. Gideon looked up.

"Mercy House."

Daniel nodded.

"Caroline volunteered there too."

"Doing what?"

"Administrative work. Fundraising, mostly. She was good with donors."

"Did she ever talk about problems there?"

Daniel hesitated.

"Toward the end."

"What kind?"

"She said records were wrong. People who'd been discharged were still receiving bills. People transferred to hospitals nobody could find."

"Did she report it?"

"I told her to."

"Did she?"

"She said Celeste was helping."

Lena wrote the name again.

"Where is Dr. Marrow now?"

"Northwestern, I think. Neurology."

Gideon felt a small internal click.

"Neurology?"

"Yes."

"Was that her field at Mercy House?"

"Psychiatry then. She retrained."

Crane. Behavioral neuroscience. Mercy House. Caroline. Rebecca. Connections were forming too quickly.

That made Gideon distrust them. Lena looked at him.

"You're doing the face."

"What face?"

"The one where you find a pattern and immediately dislike yourself for finding it."

Daniel watched them.

"Are you two married?"

"No," Lena said.

"Absolutely not," Gideon said.

They answered too fast. Bell coughed into his fist. Daniel almost smiled for the first time. Then the doorbell rang. A courier stood outside holding a padded envelope.

Daniel had not ordered anything. There was no sender. Lena stopped him from touching it. Bomb squad cleared it twenty minutes later.

Inside was a single item. Caroline Avery's wedding ring.
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CHAPTER TEN
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The ring had blood on it. Not much. Enough. Vivian confirmed the blood belonged to Caroline.

There were no prints. No DNA from the envelope adhesive. The courier had picked up the package from a self-service counter downtown, paid in cash. Security video showed a person in a puffy coat and surgical mask.

Unhelpful.

"Message," Bell said.

They were back at Major Crimes after dark. Snow pressed against the windows.

"Obviously," Lena said.

"Question is to who. Daniel? Us?"

Gideon studied the ring photograph.

"Mara."

Lena looked at him.

"Why?"

"Daniel didn't know Caroline had been alive. Mara did. Sending the ring to the house forces that secret into the family."

"You think the sender knows about the package Caroline sent Mara."

"Yes."

"How?"

"Maybe Caroline told them."

Bell sat forward.

"Or Mara sent the ring."

Lena looked at him.

"Why?"

"Anger. She learns Mom finally turns up dead after ignoring her for seventeen years. Maybe she wants Dad to know she knew."

Gideon shook his head.

"Too theatrical."

"That has never stopped anyone in this city."

The lab called regarding the disposable phone from locker 419. They recovered partial data. Twenty-three outgoing calls. Most to prepaid numbers. One to a landline registered to Dr. Celeste Marrow.

Three to a number belonging to Frank Delaney. The most recent call to Delaney occurred five days before Caroline died. Lena stood.

"There goes retirement."

Gideon remained seated.

"Wait."

"Why?"

"Because Caroline called both of them."

"Exactly."

"Which means one may be helping her
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