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  Prologue


May 1932 
With one forefinger, Doro Banyon traced the silver and gold embroidery at the neckline and waist of her wedding gown. Matching trim decorated the flowing short sleeves, as well as the hem which fell to Doro’s ankles. The threads shimmered in the light pouring in through the wide window. She picked up her bouquet of roses and peonies before swirling around the room. When the satin ribbons floated through the air, Doro let them trail across her little dog, who was resting on the bed. Tee shook her head but sat up when a tap at the door sounded. “Come in.”
Julia McLaren Banyon and Rose McLaren, Doro’s mother and grandmother, entered the bedroom. Aggie Darwine Lammers, her best friend, and Aggie’s stepdaughter, Agora, followed. All of them stood wide-eyed and smiling.
Agora spoke first. “Aunt Doro, you look like an angel from a Christmas pageant. A grown-up angel with sparkles all over. I hope my wedding gown will be this special.” The sixteen-year-old gasped. “Aggie’s dress was pretty, but yours is magical. Like something from a fairy tale.” Abruptly, the girl stopped her breathless effusion and glanced at her stepmother. “Sorry. It’s just that…”
Aggie patted the girl’s shoulder. “When I saw Doro in the gown, I said much the same.”
Doro’s breath caught in her throat. “Thank you.”
“We saw you in the dress at your last fitting,” her mother said, “but with your hair in waves, the intricate beadwork on your cloche, and the shimmering veil…” Julia Banyon put one hand to her heart. “You’re a vision.”
Gramma Rose looked from her granddaughter to her daughter. “Just like you were on your wedding day, Julia. Your brown locks were swept into a beautiful French braid instead of being bobbed. But your eyes shone exactly as Doro’s do.”
“You all have such gorgeous sea-blue eyes,” Aggie observed. “As for Ev, he’ll be speechless.”
Doro chuckled. “Let’s hope he can say his vows.”
Her grandmother gently touched Doro’s cheek. “He is the first groom I have ever seen who did not look nervous. I just spoke with him, and he wondered if the ceremony could start early.”
As she moved across the room, Doro felt the soft silk slide of her gown against her skin like the sweet caress of Ev’s lips. In less than a half-hour, she and her fiancé would repeat their vows. Then, the pastor would say they could kiss, which was always magical.
Aggie stepped forward. “He’s seen you in various attire, but nothing like this.”
A smile lifted the corners of Doro’s mouth. “I’ve never worn anything remotely similar to this dress.”
“You look beautiful in everything, dear, but you are especially lovely today. It is not simply the frock, either,” her grandmother said.
“Mother is right. Your eyes sparkle as much as the dress. Maybe more,” Julia said.
Doro lifted her sweet-scented flowers to her nose and looked at Aggie. “Ev has a rose boutonniere, doesn’t he?”
“He does, exactly like you wanted, and so do your father and the rest of the fellows—even the boys. Luckily, Gramma Rose’s garden cooperated, so the bushes are laden with blooms,” Aggie replied. “I can’t imagine a prettier setting for a wedding, and the gazebo is charming.”
Another knock preceded the entrance of a pretty, silver-eyed brunette and a small girl who was her exact image. “I’m sorry we weren’t here sooner, but I had to see my brother all decked out,” the newcomer, her face flushed, said.
“Gramma Rose says Ev wants to start the ceremony early,” Doro said to her soon-to-be sister-in-law, Sally Mallow Wilson.
Sally grinned. “He does, but I told him that brides and their attendants need time to get ready, so he has to cool his heels. The wedding will begin as scheduled at two-thirty.”
“I’m ready,” Doro said, since she had the same opinion as Ev. The sooner they spoke their vows, the better. Too much had already gotten in their way.
A chuckle left her grandmother. “It’s two-fifteen. You have your bouquet, and your mother and I are set. The others need their flowers, and Miss Sophie has to have her special basket.”
Sophie, Sally’s little girl, jumped up-and-down. “I’m ready. I practiced with the flower petals, Gramma Rose. I’ll do it right.” The six-year-old joined Tee. “You’re going along with me. We’ve got a big part to play cuz we go down the aisle first.”
“You do, and the two of you will be perfect,” the older woman assured her.
“Leading the way is important,” Doro added, before scanning the bed, which held the flowers for the wedding party. Four bouquets—for her matron of honor, her two bridesmaids, and her junior bridesmaid—were more peonies than roses, but the nosegays were lovely. The simple silk dresses worn by her attendants, the last one of which darted into the room, were in a similar color palette to the blooms.
Callie Nolen put a hand to her flushed face. “Sorry. My fiancé needed help getting his tie done. He’s too prideful to ask another man.”
“We have time,” Doro assured her. Hart Retton, Callie’s betrothed and a federal agent, had been shot at the conclusion of their last case. The wound still hampered him, and the memory of seeing him shot remained with Doro, who forced her focus away from the past and back to the present. “Sophie, why don’t you give the bouquets to all the ladies?”
“I love flowers,” the little girl said as she made her rounds. “I looked at the garden this morning, and the ground has buds.”
A chuckle escaped Doro. “That’s myrtle, and it bloomed right on time. It looks like a green and lavender blanket.”
Her grandmother patted Doro’s hand. “That’s what you always said when you were a little girl. How you loved to lie down in it and daydream.” Rose McLaren wiped at her eyes. “Now, your mother and I should take our seats. Come down when you’re ready. Your father will be waiting for you. Ev, the other men, and the boys are already in the gazebo.”
As her grandmother spoke, Doro pictured the group waiting in the garden. Aside from the grown men, the male members of the wedding included Aggie’s two stepsons and Ev’s nephew Harry, who was a year older than Sophie. “We have a big wedding party. Almost more people than we invited.”
Her mother straightened Doro’s veil. “Including your closest friends and loved ones as attendants is thoughtful. As for guests, fifty were invited.”
“And they are all here,” Gramma Rose said. “We shall see you shortly.”
“The rest of us should wait downstairs,” Sally said. 
When the others agreed, Doro gave each one a hug until only Aggie was left. “I never thought this day would come—especially after Ev lost his job last fall and returned to the Bureau.”
The two young women clasped hands. “I’m so happy for you,” Aggie murmured. “But I realized right off that you and Ev would get together. It was a matter of time, like with Wade and me.”
“Ev and I took more time. A lot more.”
“Your time apart is almost up. In a few minutes, you’ll be husband and wife. Tuesday, you’ll head for your honeymoon in Florida.”
“We will.” Their three-week vacation would be a lovely start to married life, and it would be an interlude during which Ev would be away from his dangerous job as a Prohibition agent. “Spending time alone with Ev will be a treat.”
“He’s waiting for you,” Aggie murmured.
Doro pressed her bouquet to her heart. “He won’t have to wait long. Let’s go down.”
Aggie bussed her cheek. “Yes, let’s.”
If not for her best friend in front of her, Doro would have run down the stairs. Instead, she maintained a deliberate pace. When she reached her father, tall and handsome in his formal finery, she grasped his sleeve.
He pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “You look beautiful, my dear. You’ll take Ev’s breath away.”
Unable to speak, Doro squeezed her dad’s arm and let him lead her forward. The soft notes of Wagner’s “Bridal Chorus” from two violins filled the air as Doro approached the brick path to the gazebo. Her heart flip-flopped when she caught sight of Ev waiting for her. The smile curving his lips glittered in his silver gaze. No dark gray storm clouds today, only a joy that radiated out to her. When she stopped at his side, Doro extended her hand. Ev clasped it close and ran his thumb across her inner wrist above her glove. The slight tremor in his fingers matched her own excitement. In minutes, they would be husband and wife.
Although his words did not carry to the others, Doro heard Ev as if he had shouted to the sky. I love you. She mouthed the sentiment back to him.
As sunlight streamed through the canopy of trees shielding the gazebo and their loved ones looked on, the pair repeated their vows and sealed them with a kiss. After tucking her hand into the crook of her new husband’s arm, Doro started back up the aisle. Although a reception awaited, she whispered to Ev, “Florida, here we come.”
He bent to whisper in her ear, “Honeymoon or bust.”
Surely, it would not be a bust. Not after they had waited so long.






  
  Chapter One


Three days later, Doro descended the porch steps of her new home and joined her husband in their driveway. While she had enjoyed spending two days with family and friends after the wedding, Doro could hardly wait to get on the road to Florida. Soon, she and Ev would wake to the sound of waves washing on the shore. Peace and joy spiraled through her at the thought of spending lazy days and nights away from mundane concerns, days and nights when Ev would be out of harm’s way. 
“Is this everything?” Ev asked as he put Doro’s two suitcases in the trunk of their new LaSalle sports roadster where his bags already rested.
“It is. I can’t wait to dig my toes in warm sand.”
Laughter left him. “It’ll be different than the soil around here.”
Doro pressed her hands together. “Everything will be different. I love Michaw and Sylvania, our family and our friends, but these weeks will be an escape. Let’s get on the road. It’s a long trip.”
“Do you want to drive?” he asked.
Doro shook her head. “Not this first leg. Let me know when you want me to take a turn.”
After brushing a kiss across her lips, Ev helped Doro into the passenger seat. Within a moment, he was behind the wheel, and they were headed out of Michaw. When they passed the constable’s office, a recollection from the previous evening’s dinner at her grandmother’s house surfaced. Doro had planned to question Ev when they got home, but they had gone right to bed. With effort, she recalled what she wanted to ask.
“Last evening, you and Wade chatted outside. The two of you looked serious. There was a roving robbery gang in the area when I left for Sylvania two weeks ago, but I haven’t heard more about it. Have there been additional stickups?”
His jaw tightened. “Not nearby.”
The terse reply increased Doro’s curiosity. “You and Wade wouldn’t have had a solemn discussion if the threat was gone.”
A heavy sigh escaped him. “The gang is probably out of the area. Wade and the other local constables believe that, and I trust their judgment.”
Frustration assailed Doro. “Last winter, you agreed not to withhold pertinent information from me. Why do I think you are now?”
He shot her a sidelong glance before focusing on the road. “Early Saturday morning, I saw a strange car slowly driving past our house. It struck me as odd, but I haven’t been around town much for months, so I called Wade. Although he wasn’t worried, he checked into it. Nothing odd came up, and he even contacted the county sheriff to see if a black sedan was reported stolen or involved in a crime near here. Probably someone visiting family. Nothing more.”
For several moments, Doro considered the revelations and her bridegroom’s recalcitrance. “Why didn’t you mention this to me sooner?”
His jaw dropped. “On our wedding day? When I had no real reason to be concerned, and I didn’t want to spoil the event. It was important to both of us. Besides, it wasn’t a concern. That’s what Wade was telling me last evening, along with saying no robberies have taken place around here for ten days. Like most roving gangs, these guys have probably moved on. You’ve read about them. They hit businesses and banks in an area and go elsewhere to wreak havoc.”
“I hate to think about Michaw being a target, but I’ll admit the robberies left my mind over the past couple of weeks.”
Ev caught her left hand. “You were busy with wedding plans and spending time with your parents. Being distracted wasn’t a bad thing.”
“I suppose not. I don’t usually get diverted when crimes happen.” Would marriage change her? Ev often teased her about always sleuthing, but she had not been recently.
After returning his hand to the steering wheel, Ev again focused on the road. “There was no reason for you to fret about robberies that took place in other towns. With the local crime spree over, things are back to normal, and we’re on our honeymoon with all worries behind us.”
The smile playing across his lips had Doro grinning, too. When Ev shifted into a higher gear as they got in sight of the open land beyond town, she relaxed against the leather seat. Fretting about crimes and gangs should be set aside for now.
Although the car’s top was up, a mild breeze ruffled Doro’s hair. Spring was in full-force in Northwest Ohio, and Florida would be even warmer. She could hardly wait to soak up the sun. As the LaSalle sped along, the fields of winter wheat became a blur.
They were barely out of Michaw, yet excitement filled her. Every moment took them closer to their tropical retreat. As Ev steered the car south at the first crossroads, she was about to comment on the smooth ride when a black sedan, almost clipping their vehicle’s front left bumper, roared past them. The near-collision had Doro thrusting her arms out while Ev slammed on the brakes and threw a hand in front of her. The combined efforts kept her from hitting the dashboard, but she swayed in her seat as the roadster fishtailed. Ev righted the vehicle before it careened into a ditch, but the acrid smell of burning rubber filled her nostrils.
“Are you all right?” he asked in a raspy voice.
With her pulse pounding in her ears, Doro could hardly hear him. Was she all right? Doro fought to regain some semblance of composure. The other car had almost crashed into them. “Who was that?”
“I don’t know. I was focused on not losing control of our car.”
The offending vehicle, still heading south, was almost out of Doro’s sight. “Surely, the driver saw us.”
His jaw tightened. “Definitely.”
After breathing in and out a few times, Doro studied Ev. “Did you see what make the car was?”
A sliver of silence preceded his response. “A Packard Eight, I think, but I barely got a glimpse inside. A driver, of course, and passengers. No idea how many.”
Fresh anxiety spilled through Doro. “A black sedan. Just like the car you saw going by our house early on Saturday morning, right?”
“Right.” When Ev put his hands back on the steering wheel, his knuckles were white. “Before we take off, I’d like to tell Wade so he can watch for the vehicle.”
Doro shifted to study her husband. A half-dozen questions came to mind. One reached her lips. “What if that was the robbery gang that was plaguing the area? What if they haven’t left after all?”
After a sharp exhalation, he cut a sidelong glance at her before looking back at the road. “Let’s not jump to conclusions. We don’t know that’s the case.”
The sensible admonition did little to quell her nerves as they retraced their route, careened past campus, and on to the business district. Her anxiety reached a fever pitch as soon as the bank came into view. Doro sat forward. “There’s a crowd spilling into the street.” Since the crash in October 1929, hundreds of American financial institutions had shuttered their operations. Had the Michaw bank failed to open this morning? Or had it been robbed?
When Ev pulled to a stop on the edge of the throng, Doro jumped out and joined him as they headed into the group. “What happened?” she asked Colleen O’Shea, the constable’s clerk, who had her arms wrapped around her waist.
As the girl turned, her tear-filled eyes and ashen face became evident. “The bank was robbed, and Wade got shot.”
Despite the warmth of the sun, cold dread coursed through Doro. As the girl swayed on her feet, Doro wrapped an arm around her. “You need to sit down.”
“I’ll take care of her,” Mrs. Berringer, who owned the dress shop across the street, said. “You and Ev check on Wade. Doc Silven is on his way, and two men went to tell Aggie.”
“Thank you,” Doro said, but her voice sounded like it came from far away instead of her own throat. After the shopkeeper led the clerk off, Doro turned back to Ev, whose features were a grim mask.
“I need to see about Wade,” he murmured.
“I’m coming with you.”
After a nod, he took her hand and led her through the crowd, which parted for them. When they reached the curb, Wade’s body laid by the bank’s front door. Doro laid her free hand over her mouth, as a potent metallic smell filled her nostrils. Blood soaked Wade’s pant leg before pooling on the worn sidewalk. Generations of Michaw residents had crossed the entrance, Doro included, to do business. Would she ever pass through the doors again without remembering Wade’s fallen figure? For a moment, she froze in place, but when Ev hurried forward and kneeled at his friend’s side, Doro stood behind him.
“Wade…can you hear me?”
Ev’s voice, rough and raspy, barely carried to Doro, but she was well aware of the fear contorting his features. It echoed inside her because Wade did not respond.
Without looking up, Ev spoke again. “He’s hit in the leg. I need something to staunch the bleeding.”
Doro whipped off her scarf and handed it to her husband, who tied it around his best friend’s thigh. Wade’s reaction was a low groan.
The rumble of voices—from the crowd and from Ev—was almost inaudible to Doro, who looked around for Aggie. She hated for her friend to see Wade collapsed on the concrete, but Aggie would want to comfort him—just as Doro had Ev after he had been shot almost two years earlier. Although the memory stabbed like a knife, Ev had recuperated. Surely, Wade would, too.
Within moments, Aggie came running down the sidewalk. When Aggie dropped to her knees, Doro stooped beside her friend. After catching Ev’s attention, she mouthed, “How bad?”
One of his broad shoulders rose and fell before Ev addressed Aggie. “Doc is coming, and we’ll get Wade to his house.” His gray eyes filled with moisture while he continued tending to the fallen constable.
As Doro pulled her friend closer, shivers rippled through Aggie. “Doc will take care of Wade. Don’t worry.” The last two words were as much for Doro as for her friend. Wade had not uttered another sound, but his chest rose and fell in a shallow cadence. He was still alive.

      [image: image-placeholder]Later, Doro could not clearly recall the next few minutes. What was memorable was Doc, Ev, and a few other men getting Wade into the physician’s car. On the way to the Silven house, Aggie held her husband’s head in her lap while Doro, sitting in front with Ev and Doc, fought back tears. Wade’s pallor and stillness boded ill. What if the bullet had hit an artery?
After Wade was in an exam room, Ev joined Doro and Aggie in the parlor, where Mrs. Silven served tea. All of them took a cup, but none swallowed any. Instead, they sat in silence. Doro stroked her best friend’s hair as if Aggie was a small child. At some point, Mrs. Silven excused herself and exited into the treatment area. Doro took it as a cause for relief that neither Doc nor his wife returned right off. They were caring for Wade, so he was hanging on.
An indeterminable time—perhaps an hour or maybe two—elapsed before Doc, his features drawn, stepped into the room. He looked directly at Aggie. “He’s holding his own. The next few hours are critical, but Wade is strong.”
Doro repressed a shudder. The physician’s words were not discouraging, but they were not promising, either.
“Can I see him?” Aggie, her voice trembling and her eyes streaming, asked.
“He’s resting, but you can sit with him. It may be a while before he wakes up,” Doc warned.
Aggie nodded. “I want to be with him when he does.” She glanced at Doro. “The children are with Wade’s mother. Will you call her again and let them know that he’s…” Her voice trailed off.
“I’ll tell her what Doc said,” Doro assured her friend. She had spoken with the elder Mrs. Lammers shortly after arriving at the Silven home, so Wade’s mother would be awaiting news. The three children would be, too.
“Thank you.” Aggie’s voice was a mere whisper.
By the time Aggie crossed the room, Mrs. Silven appeared and offered to take her to Wade. After they were gone, Doc glanced from Doro to Ev. “You two should be on your way to Florida.”
Ev explained what had happened before asking a question. “How bad is Wade, really?”
“I didn’t lie to Aggie. He’s stable, and I expect he’ll stay that way,” Doc replied.
“He lost a lot of blood,” Doro observed.
Ev joined Doro on the sofa and put his arm around her. “Most gunshot wounds bleed a fair amount.”
His personal knowledge failed to ease Doro’s mind, especially since Ev had suffered wounds himself. The physician’s response proved more helpful.
Doc nodded. “They do, but the bleeding was staunched at the scene, which was important. And we got him here quickly. I dug the bullet out and got all the fabric fragments, which is good. I cleaned the wound thoroughly and stitched it.”
“What about infection?” Doro asked.
The physician ran one hand over his face. “It’s always a possibility, so he’ll stay here where I can monitor any changes. We’ll keep it clean and put antiseptic powder on. If there’s the slightest sign of trouble, I’ll do what I can. In a few days, if there aren’t any complications, Wade can go home.”
Doro relaxed against Ev, who pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Wade will be fine.”
“He should be. Now, I want to answer any questions Aggie has.” Doc paused for a moment. “Are you two delaying your departure until tomorrow?”
The question made Doro realize she had not considered when, or if, to leave. “We aren’t sure.”
“At least that long,” Ev added.
“If you’re going to be here for the rest of the day, Wade roused briefly and asked if someone would get his notebook out of his office desk. He fell into a fitful sleep, but I’m afraid he won’t rest easy without it. He made me promise to get it. Or send someone reliable. Not the mayor.”
The last comment increased Doro’s anxiety. What was in Wade’s notebook and why didn’t he want Curtis Bayer to have it?
“I can run over right now,” Ev replied. “The office might be unlocked. If not, I’ll find Colleen, since she has a key.”
“Good.” Doc nodded to Ev before disappearing into the back hallway.
When the physician was out of sight, Doro pulled back and studied her husband. “Do you still want to go to Florida?”
After running a hand over his face, Ev met Doro’s gaze. “Do you?”
She chewed on her lower lip. “I hate to delay our honeymoon, but I don’t want to leave Aggie with Wade in bad shape. She’d stay with me if I was in her position.” Doro searched Ev’s face for some reaction.
Silence preceded his response. “I don’t want to desert my best friend, either.”
Desert was a harsh word, but for weeks, they had talked about their Florida vacation at every opportunity. When a late season snowstorm had hit in March, making her trek across campus miserable, Doro had pictured walking the beach with Ev. After her uncle sent several colorized postcards of his coastal resort, Doro tacked two up in her office where she saw them every day. And every day, she dreamed of dipping her toes in the warm water and spending nights in one of the cute cottages. When she gave a couple cards to Ev, he had admitted to doing the same: The postcards are on my desk at work. The sand and surf look great, but I can easily imagine spending time in a little bungalow. I’m glad your uncle is giving us the one at the far end. Lots of privacy. Although his observation had made her blush, it had mesmerized her, as well. It still did. “What should we do?” Indecision pulled her heart in two directions.
“We don’t have to decide right now. Let me grab Wade’s notes. I won’t be gone long.”
“All right. I’ll stay here in case Aggie needs me.”
Ev kissed her forehead before rushing from the room. When the front door clicked shut behind him, Doro returned to her seat. Despite the warmth of the day, a chill invaded her. Michaw, her beloved hometown, had joined the list of places hit by robbers. Robbers who had not hesitated to gun down a lawman. For now, Wade was out of danger; Ev was not. Should they go to Florida after all. If they stayed in town would Ev be called back to work or asked to solve the robbery? Guilt speared Doro as the selfish thoughts hit her. But was it selfish to want her new husband out of harm’s way for the first weeks of their marriage?
The grandfather clock in the Silvens’ front hallway chimed the half-hour only minutes after Ev left. Doro listened to each tick-tock with growing expectation, but the silence between the beats seemed to get longer and longer. Did the device need winding? Or was time passing slowly due to her emotional state? Doro wanted to take action, but what could she do?
Relief spread through her when Ev reappeared, pad in hand. Perhaps Wade’s notes held a clue. Although Doro had heard about the recent area robberies, she had few details because the end of the semester and readying their new home, along with wedding planning, had been foremost in her thoughts for weeks.
After sitting down next to her, Ev flipped the notepad open. “Wade won’t mind if we look.” He held the paper so Doro could see it, too.
As Ev leafed through the pages, covered in Wade’s neat printing, she skimmed line after line. When two names jumped out at her, Doro pointed to them. “Jeff Bayer, the mayor’s son and Sam Murphy, whose aunt and uncle took over the diner last winter.”
“I met the Murphys when you and I went for dinner last month, but I didn’t see the nephew. How old is he?”
“Around twenty,” Doro replied. “I haven’t been in the restaurant since you and I were, so I don’t know the Murphys well or Sam at all. I’ve seen him in passing a handful of times, but not close enough to carry on a conversation.”
Ev shifted toward Doro. “I met the mayor’s son when they first moved here a year ago, but he left for college only weeks later. My only impression was that he’s full of himself.”
“That seems about right,” Doro replied with a chuckle. “He was expelled from school in February.” She flipped the page. “Here’s why Wade has their names down. He got a call about two young men stumbling down Main Street, making noise and being a nuisance. It was Jeff and Sam.”
Ev leaned closer to read the notes. “It doesn’t say if he arrested them. Are the pages dated?”
Doro pointed to the top right corner. “This says May twenty-fifth.”
“Last Wednesday,” Ev observed. “Any other names in there? Or anything about the nearby robberies?”
As she continued to leaf through the pages, Doro scanned each one. “He mentions talking to other constables in the area about robbery suspects.” She turned to Ev. “Last evening, Wade thought the gang was out of the area.”
“Everyone did. The group hit three places in ten days. Then, a week passed with nothing happening, which is why Wade and other constables were convinced the gang was gone,” Ev said.
Before they could discuss it further, the mayor rushed in. “I wanted to check on Wade,” the man said. After learning the constable’s condition, Curtis Bayer wasted no time in asking Ev to temporarily take over as the town lawman.
“We need you, Ev,” the mayor said in a voice with both entreaty and insistence. “Back in Dayton, we had a whole police force. It’s not the same here. With Wade down, the town is unprotected.” Bayer, of medium height and wiry build with dark brown hair, had only been in town for a few months, having moved to run his grandfather’s insurance office. The elder Mr. Bayer had been the Michaw mayor most of Doro’s childhood, and his support had catapulted his forty-five-year-old grandson into the position in a close election. The man looked from Doro to Ev. “I know you’re supposed to leave on your honeymoon soon.”
“Doro and I were on our way out of town when a black Packard Eight almost ran us off the road.”
The mayor’s jaw dropped. “Did you see who was in the car?”
“No,” Doro replied. “They raced past us. It was only Ev’s quick reflexes that kept us out of a ditch.”
Ev looked at Doro. “What do you think about staying?”
She entwined her fingers with his. “Leaving our best friends now is unthinkable. Finding out who shot Wade is crucial to both of us.”
“You think I should fill Wade’s shoes until he’s back on his feet?” Ev asked, his tone solemn.
Several heartbeats and a flurry of doubts passed before Doro concurred. A final decision had to be made. “I do.” What other choice was there?
“Since Doro agrees, I’ll call my boss,” Ev said. “Even though I’m on vacation, I need his approval to take on another job.”
Bayer shoved his hands in his jacket pockets. “Let me know when you get the go ahead. I don’t have time to weigh in on the case, not with running the insurance office and town issues. I’ll leave that to you. But don’t wait to start investigating. People are mighty upset.”
“We won’t,” Ev replied.
The mayor slapped his hat back on his head and was about to take his leave when a recollection surfaced. “You and the councilmen were in the crowd when we got there,” she said.
Bayer nodded. “We were meeting, and our secretary ran in to say something happened at the bank, so we rushed over.”
The response led to Doro pressing her point. “Did you see the robbers or the getaway car?”
“Didn’t see much of anything,” the mayor replied. “A few people hurried out of shops. Not sure if any got good descriptions of the culprits. Now, I need to go. Got appointments.”
As soon as the door closed behind him, Doro released a pent-up breath. “At least he won’t be looking over our shoulders.”
“I figured he got more involved in town happenings,” Ev observed.
Doro frowned. “Why?”
“When I was going into Wade’s office on Friday, the mayor was leaving.”
The comment gave Doro pause. “Did Wade say why Bayer had been there?”
Ev shook his head. “Now that we know Bayer’s son and Sam Murphy were causing a ruckus, I wonder if the mayor sought out Wade for that reason. I didn’t want to bring it up until we talk with Wade.”
“Would creating a disturbance lead to arrests?”
“Being drunk and disorderly would be the charge. Most often, local constables give first warnings for public drunkenness. It’s sensible, especially for young people.”
Doro studied his expression. “Do your fellow Prohibition agents feel the same way?”
He shrugged. “A lot of them don’t, but we can’t jail everybody who takes a drink. We’ve got our hands full chasing down bootleggers.”
The last observation was undeniably true and troubling. “You won’t look into where Jeff and Sam got the liquor?”
He shook his head. “If Wade thought they were connected to a rumrunning operation, he would’ve charged them and called me.”
“A good point.”
“We’ll ask about the boys and what else Wade knows about the robberies. At a glance, his notes are fairly cryptic.”
“But something in them made Wade want them out of his desk.” Something, but what? Comments about the mayor’s son?
“I should call Lowery.” Ev crossed to where the Silvens’ telephone sat on a recessed shelf in the front hall.
As she waited, Doro stood within earshot of the telephone nook. Although she only heard Ev’s end of the conversation, Doro figured most of it out. Lowery Canton, the senior agent at the Toledo office of the Prohibition Bureau, was on board.
When Ev replaced the earpiece in the candlestick base, he faced Doro. “You got the gist of the call?”
She nodded. “Lowery is fine with you acting as constable during your vacation, and he offered to help however he can. Can he?”
Ev braced his shoulder against the doorframe. “Only if the robbers are connected with bootlegging, which isn’t likely. These small gangs focus solely on stick-ups, as a rule.”
Doro put her hands palm-to-palm. “From what I’ve read and heard, they can be very violent.”
“They can. They aren’t polished criminals. More ruthless, greedy thugs.” After crossing the room, Ev again sat beside Doro. “Unfortunately, these roving gangs have multiplied over the last few years.”
“Which is why Aggie worries about Wade so much.”
Silence echoed through the room for several long moments. “I don’t investigate those groups, but you fret over me.”
Since she couldn’t deny his assertion, Doro folded her hands in her lap and struggled to maintain control. At times, fear threatened to swamp her, which was part of why their honeymoon had been so important. When Ev’s fingers went around hers, she looked at him. “I fret. I can’t deny it. These are dangerous times. Bootleggers, roving gangs…” Her voice trailed off. Violence among bootleggers sometimes caught innocent bystanders in the crossfire, while law enforcement agents like Ev were constantly in peril. Added to that were gangsters like John Dillinger, Pretty Boy Floyd—who had hit the nearby Sylvania bank in 1930—and more who harassed small towns across America. Now, Michaw was one of those towns.






  
  Chapter Two


Her best friend appearing in the door to the back hall stopped Doro from saying more. “Is Wade all right?” 
A tremulous smile played across Aggie’s lips. “He’s awake and wants to talk with Ev. And you, too, Doro.”
“Of course.” Doro joined her friend, and Ev followed. As they walked to the back, where several small rooms provided places for patients needing round-the-clock care, she remembered the last time she and Aggie had visited Ev and Wade after both men were poisoned during the town’s May Days festival. So much had changed since then. During those days, a shared future had seemed unlikely.
When they stepped into the room, Wade—his face pale and his eyes glazed—sat propped against a pile of pillows. Aggie perched on the nearby chair. Doro took the other chair while Ev, his features drawn and his gaze troubled, stood at the foot of the bed.
“How are you feeling?” Ev asked.
A rough chuckle left Wade. “I’ve been better. Doc says I’ll be fine. In time. Not too much, I hope…” His voice wobbled before trailing off.
Aggie took her husband’s hand. “Don’t concern yourself with anything other than recuperating. Doc wants you to stay here for a few days. After that, you’ll be laid up at home for a couple of weeks.”
Wade rolled his head back-and-forth on the pillow. “I can’t leave the town unprotected.”
Although Aggie opened her mouth, Ev spoke first. “The town won’t be unprotected. The mayor asked me to fill in, and I agreed.”
Wade’s eyes went wide. “What about your honeymoon?”
“We can’t desert our best friends under these circumstances.” Doro meant every word.
“No, we can’t,” Ev agreed.
Aggie’s lower lip wobbled, and fresh moisture filled her eyes. “Thank you.”
After fighting back her own tears, Doro replied, “You’d do the same for us.”
With one hand, Aggie reached for Doro. “We’re lucky to have you two.”
“We’re all lucky,” Doro murmured. Friendship like theirs was a blessing beyond measure.
Ev cleared his throat. “Why did you want to see Doro and me?”
“I was hoping you’d call the county sheriff before you left,” his friend replied.
“I’ll get in touch with him, even though I won’t be going any place.” Ev lifted Wade’s notebook. “Doc said you wanted this.”
Wade nodded. “I suppose you two looked.”
A rueful grin tugged at the corner of Ev’s mouth. “We did, but only because we’ll be investigating and wondered if you’d noted anything about the other stickups in the area. Doro and I talked a little about the robberies, but we could use details. We know today’s heist was the fourth in this general area.”
“That’s right,” Wade agreed. “First, there was the diner in White City. That was on May twelfth. Then, the train station at Allen Junction on the sixteenth, and the filling station outside Richfield on the twentieth. Then, nothing. Since the robberies had been so close together, we all figured the gang left the area, just like I told you last evening. Even when you saw the strange car on Saturday morning I wasn’t concerned. Black sedans are common.”
“True,” Ev admitted. “These roving gangs don’t stay in one place for long. Sometimes, they go on sprees in one area. Even local gangs move around a bit.”
“Because us coppers get on to them, if they don’t.” With the heels of his hands, Wade rubbed his eyes. “Doc gave me pain medicine. A bit groggy.”
A grin kicked up one corner of Ev’s mouth. “It’ll do that.”
Doro frowned but refrained from commenting. Instead, she focused on Wade. “With what you know now, do you think today’s bank heist was the same gang as in the other robberies?”
“Quite likely, I’m afraid,” Wade replied. “I didn’t write everything in my notepad, but there were four men involved each time. Including this morning.” His lashes fluttered down.
“We don’t want to tire you out,” Ev said.
“Already tired, but mostly woozy.” Wade licked his lips. “I can talk.” He was making sense, but his words ran together.
“Even so, we’ll keep this brief,” Ev said. “I’ll report to the county sheriff. I assume he’s tracking events out here.”
For a moment, Wade’s eyes fluttered open
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