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      Reina Blackwell was convinced some days existed just to make mothers cry.  She narrowed her eyes as if the concentrated stare could fast-track her to the front of the turtle-moving checkout line. She silently begged the chubby-cheeked baby in the car seat to remain quiet and shook her head at the many extra items that disqualified her for the coveted “15 or fewer” line.

      “Nate, give mommy five more minutes.” His eyes, nuggets of dark chocolate that reminded her so much of his father’s, followed her voice. Or was it late father? Did it matter? Nathaniel never had the chance to meet the man who’d died the day after learning his wife was a month pregnant with their first child. I should be grateful he at least had the joy of knowing he was going to be a father. Reina’s heart hardened at should.  “Miss, it’s your turn,” prompted the Tofutti-loving brunette in the next line, interrupting her thoughts. 

      Paying for the items took longer than she realized. As soon as she handed her reusable bags to the cashier, Nathaniel let loose one of his now-famous I gave you ample warning to pay attention to me screams. A scream that startled the toddler at the front register to tears.

      “I’m so sorry,” she said to the child’s mother and threw her newly packed bags into the shopping cart. Reina quickly exited the supermarket to the tune of Nate’s exasperated screams and the toddler’s hiccupped cries. 

      Yep. I’m winning at this mom life. Useless, she thought, despite her best effort not to. Two days into the New Year and those thoughts she’d promised to leave behind still plagued her.  “Mommy’s sorry, Nate. It’s no fun being stuck in this winter suit for almost four hours. Let’s grab a car and go home.” Reina dug through the diaper bag for her phone to pull up the car app. “Ugh. Great. It’s dead. Now I have to fight for a cab.”

      She hurried to a nearby corner and searched for a taxi while trying to avoid the stampede of students, local street performers, tourists, and scowling office workers rushing to their destinations to get out of the January cold. Hey, dummy, she scolded herself. Next time, go to the perfectly good grocery store just blocks from your apartment. Keeping the same routines won’t bring your husband back.  Reina remembered the days when she and Jared used to leave their uptown apartment to walk to this downtown supermarket—a destination easily reached with a twenty-minute subway ride. Instead, they’d spend the hour-plus leisurely walking through Central Park—stopping often to sit on the grass to talk, make-out, and people watch. Something about being in love—both with the man and the city—distorted her view of how impractical that was. A fact that was much harder to ignore in the face of 20-degrees and an unreasonable, angry baby. 

      “Gade yon koze! What a mess!” Reina said, shaking her head.

      A mess trying to hail a cab while soothing the nerves of her irritated son. Reina was ready to donate her groceries to a passerby and hop on the subway. Thank God for good Samaritans. An older gentleman caught the attention of a passing cabbie and helped get her and the baby settled in. She thanked him for his kindness and directed the driver to her apartment. 

      “It’s rush hour, Nate; we’re going to be here for a while. Please be nice to mommy and this gentleman and stop hollering.” She smiled her apology to the driver. When he didn’t stop, she continued. “Come on, baby. We’re both novices at this parent-child thing. This is your first go-round as a baby, and my first—and last, judging by how well I’m doing right now—trip down mommy lane.” She rocked Nate as best she could in the car seat while he continued to cry. The driver, a gray-haired man in what appeared to be his seventies, shifted in his seat and peeked at them in the rearview mirror as if ready to offer help. I’d quiet him down if I could. You try reasoning with a three-month-old.  

      Reina tried again to give Nate the bottle without success. “I’m sorry you’re stuck with me for a mom. I mean, come on, I can’t even make you a decent bottle of milk.” The driver’s stare in the rearview mirror was her condemning inner voice. You’re an unfit mother. It mocked. You know nothing about raising a baby. Reina blinked twice to break contact with his stare. Even he can see I’m a lousy parent. That I can’t do this alone. She bit her tongue hard to stem the unshed tears. Last thing I want is to show this man how pathetic I am. How much I don’t have it in me to keep going. 

      The cab continued its trip uptown, and as it crawled through traffic, paused near a familiar sight—her home church before Jared’s death. She focused on the Welcome sign that read: “Trust in the Lord with all your heart.” How was she to trust the God who had torn apart her family and shattered her heart in the process? Nathaniel’s continued tears reminded her of her promise to try. I have to do it for you. I’m falling apart, but for your sake, I have to keep trusting so I can cope.

      She spent the rest of the ride calming Nathaniel until he finally fell asleep. Both she and the driver breathed a sigh of relief, and she laughed. The driver’s raised eyebrow questioned her sanity. Reina was happy when he pulled up in front of her building, leaving her enough space to get out without having to remove a sleeping Nate. Not catching sight of her doorman, she thought it safer to unload the bags first and leave them, rather than the baby, in front of the building. She paid the driver and did so. She got five out of the six bags to the front door in one shot, but she accidentally shut the car door while grabbing the last bag. A gesture the driver reasonably took to mean he was free to continue with his evening. The driver sped away without a backward glance, while Nathaniel remained nestled in the back of the cab.

      Immediately realizing her mistake, Reina screamed for him to stop. “My baby is in the car. Bondye! God! My baby is in the car,” she shouted as she ran to catch up to him. Upon realizing the situation, passersby also echoed her frantic call. She moved faster than her legs wanted to carry her. She wailed for her son with every step and fought to breathe as the bitter chill constricted her lungs. Her heartbeat skyrocketed with every labored breath and exploded with fear the farther away the car sped. Running at the speed of a possessed cheetah left little room in her lungs for the air needed to form coherent words. What should have been “no” and “stop” turned into gasping and wheezing. Reina picked up every item in sight. She threw pebbles, branches, and discarded plastic bottles, hoping to land them near the cab to grab the driver’s attention. She collapsed on the sidewalk when at last she was unable to bring enough air to her wheezing lungs. Tears formed icicles down her face as she stared in horror as the driver drove on, unknowingly taking her son with him. 
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      Before the commotion, Elijah Cooper was about to enter his building when he noticed the myriad of bags blocking the front door. Just what I need after work. Several false alarms. One elevator mishap. Two multiple alarm fires. And three semi-serious car accidents. He was exhausted. For once he wanted to come home after a 72-hour shift and be able to go straight to sleep. Elijah shoved the key fob back in his pocket and looked around for the owner of the grocery bags. Having spotted the inconsiderate neighbor who had just dropped them off, he followed her to express his displeasure. Seconds later, he saw a cab speed off and heard the neighbor’s blood-curdling screams, and saw her mad dash after it.

      Quickly assessing the situation, he ran along with her to catch up to the driver. Halfway down the block, he realized doing so was futile and rushed back to the building and motioned for the recently appearing doorman to call 911. Elijah put in a quick call to his best friend, Jason—a police officer—to report what he caught of the cab’s license plate. Once done, he sprinted over to the small worried crowd forming a circle around his neighbor. Several hands reached out to steady her as she attempted to crawl off the sidewalk back to a standing position. When at last on her feet, she clawed at her pockets in search of her phone. 

      “Po-li-ce pol-ice ca-call the police—” Her labored breathing made each word painful to pronounce and hear. 

      To spare her using what little energy she had left, Elijah interrupted with, “Ma’am, we’ve already called them.”

      Trying to focus her attention, he stepped closer and inserted himself in her personal space—something he’d never do under normal circumstances. Having grown up in a house with three women, he knew better. She took an unsteady step back. Visibly attempting to calm her breathing, he heard her mumble something in a language he could quickly identify as Haitian Creole thanks to his fellow firefighter Karl. Though he didn’t understand what she said, it sounded like “Bondye, Bondye.” It was hard to make out since she had yet to reestablish normal breathing patterns. Her eyes darted up and down the block, probably hoping the driver would realize his mistake and bring her son back. When that did not happen, she gathered her wits and thanked him for his help. 

      Their doorman, Joe, reappeared to let them know the police were on their way. “I grabbed your bags, Mrs. Blackwell. They’re sitting by the elevator,” Joe told her. He looked like he wanted to offer more help, but there wasn’t much else he could do.

      Elijah watched as she tried to process the words. She stared at Joe, listening, possibly filtering his words for any information about her son.  

      A worried Joe turned to him. “Mr. Cooper, can you help Mrs. Blackwell inside? I’d stay, but Mrs. McFarland is going to need an extra hand to the car from the lobby.” 

      Elijah had lived in the building, officially known as The Grande Pearl, for the last five years. He couldn’t say he knew all of his neighbors, but everyone knew Mrs. McFarland in 15G. It felt like the elderly lady had been born in the building, although that wasn’t the case. She was one of the few original residents left and reigned as the Queen of The Pearl.

      “Go ahead, Joe. If it’s fine with Mrs. Blackwell, I’ll stick around.”

      Mrs. Blackwell, who had been standing there still trying to level her breathing, looked surprised but nodded her agreement.

      “Reina,” she said. “I’m Reina.”

      “Eli,” he responded.

      He offered his arm to walk her back to the warmth of the waiting building. Her breathing slowed to a more even tempo. By the time they sat on a bench in the lobby, she was sorting through everything the police would need to know. 

      “He was wearing his black and green snowsuit. He hates it because the string on the zipper tickles his nose. He also dislikes wearing the hat with the bunny ears.” She sniffed back tears. “I know he’s going to ask me to delete all pictures of him in that outfit when he gets older.” He listened as she continued to talk, not sure she noticed him taking notes on his phone. “I took a picture of him wearing it today, but I can’t find my phone right now. It’s dead anyway.” 

      “What else can you tell me about your son?” The narrowing of her eyes led him to add, “Anything more that would be helpful for the officers to know.” 

      Her eyes sparkled when discussing her son. “Even at this age he has a great sense of humor and laughs at all his mommy’s jokes.” She hugged herself as if comforted by the memory. “He doesn’t like the dark and will not sleep without background noises—preferably talking. Because I wouldn’t shut up when I was pregnant with him, he’s now equated sleep with the sound of his mother’s voice.” She continued, unable to sniff the tears back quickly enough. “His future wife is going to hate me for that.” Eli responded with a small smile. “When he’s annoyed, his cries are loud enough to awake a comatose person. It can take up to an hour to calm him down. That’s why I was so happy he’d finally fallen asleep in the cab . . . ” She trailed off, cutting eye contact. 

      He sought the words to put her at ease, but she continued before they could come. 

      “I only needed an hour of peace.” Unable to control her trembling voice, she hesitated before adding, “Great mom I am, huh?” 

      Eli paused before answering, not because he thought she was a terrible mother, but because he couldn’t pass judgment. All the “kids” in his extended family were in their twenties, and he had no children of his own—much to his mother’s chagrin. If the way she spoke about her baby was a sign, she seemed like a great mom to him. 

      She must have taken his silence as agreement. Her shoulders sagged. 

      Too late, Eli hurried to reassure her when he noticed her bright expressive eyes quickly dim. Not sure what he could say to make her believe him, he shifted the conversation to seek information. 

      “How much does Nate weigh? What’s his height? Eye color? Hair color? Do you have pictures upstairs you can have ready to show to the police?” 

      She followed his lead and answered the questions: 14 pounds, 26 inches—tall for his age, dark brown and black. Yes, there are plenty of pictures. She moved toward the elevator, searching her pockets for her keys. Joe reappeared and pressed the button to her floor.

      “Mrs. Blackwell, I’m sorry about Nate.”

      She cleared her throat of tears and said thanks. Eli grabbed the bags and loaded them onto the elevator, holding the door for Reina to board.

      “Thank you,” she stated. “You’ve been such a great help.” 

      He gave a quick nod.

      “I’ll send the police right up, Mrs. Blackwell.” The doors shut before she could respond.
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      They rode the elevator in silence: she, pulling her gloves on and off and on and off, and he, glancing at her surreptitiously. He observed her while separated by a river of grocery bags. She was taller than most women he dated. He would venture to guess she stood only five or six inches shorter than his six feet two—her slim frame added to the illusion of Amazonian height. She was pretty, with brown eyes so dark they met the standards for black. Her skin was a polished shade of black onyx, and two thumb-tack-sized birthmarks formed a noticeable heart at the edge of her left cheekbone. She was pretty, though not beautiful. But something in the total package demanded a lingering second look.  

      Why am I focused on this? He noticed the diamond wedding band when she moved to wipe a tear from her eye. He thought of his parents and the way they’ve supported one another over the years and wondered where her husband was and why she hadn’t asked for his phone to call him. Why would she go through this alone? Are they separated? He mentally reprimanded himself, uncomfortable with the spark of curiosity about her marriage. His friends liked to joke about his revolving door of women, but his life had changed in the last year. But even before then, marriage was a line he respected. Besides, although attractive, she didn’t fit the profile of his taste in women. A shallow assessment of his romantic past would reveal a man with a penchant for petite, curvy, light-eyed, and long-haired redheads who danced too close to self-destruction.

      The ding of the elevator announcing their arrival was what he needed to shake off his thoughts. You don’t deal with married women. And she’s not your type. He moved out of the way while she opened her apartment door. Walking down a long hallway, she directed him to the kitchen to drop off the bags. He followed her voice to what he figured was the living room, given their similar apartment layout, and came upon a well-lit oversized room bathed in dark orange. Looking around, his eyes immediately landed on her wedding picture, which told the story of an attractive African-American couple with matching wide smiles. Embarrassed for staring so long, he shifted his eyes to take in the other photos around the room. Coming into focus was a timeline of her son’s life: his mother through different stages of her pregnancy, as a newborn in the hospital, arriving home from the hospital, and other snapshots of his first few months. Glaringly missing was his father. Where was the man?  

      “When do you think the police will get here?” she questioned, just as a knock came at the door.

      Rushing to the door, she bumped into his chest as he tried to clear a path. Dismissing her apology with a smile, he stood to the side as two officers who identified themselves as detectives with the Missing Persons Squad marched in. Reina filled the officers in on the story, and Eli filled in pieces from his vantage point. 

      Officer Connelly, taller than her partner by several inches, stood ramrod straight and listened to them without emotion, taking notes and nodding to keep them talking. 

      “Thanks to all the calls that came in, we’ve been able to piece together the cab’s license plate number,” said Officer Connelly. “We’ve already contacted the Taxi and Limousine Commission,” she finished. 

      “That’s good, right? That means it’s only a matter of time before they find him?” Reina couldn’t keep the desperate hope out of her voice.

      “Dispatch couldn’t catch him on his radio. It was off. You must have been his last fare of the night,” Officer Connelly responded.

      “It’s a step in the right direction, ma’am,” her partner, Officer Morrison, chimed in.

      Eli appreciated that he was trying to give Reina some hope. Something about his droopy eyes and soft tone was reassuring.

      Reina handed him a picture. His fingers, thin and long, curled around the photo of Nate laid flat on his back, his arms stretched upward as if trying to grab the lone cloud in an exceptionally blue sky.

      “This was from that unseasonably warm day last month,” Reina said. “We were in the park. I printed and framed this one because of the determined look on his face. He was on a mission to touch that cloud and nothing was going to stop him.”

      Officer Connelly showed a glimpse of vulnerability when she looked at the photo and smiled. “He looks like Superman about to take off.” 

      Reina beamed in response, but the moment passed when Officer Connelly reverted to her emotionless mask. 

      Officer Morrison offered in a reassuring tone, “You can work with our artist to create a likeness of the driver—”

      “You have his license number. Get his picture and contact information from the cab company,” Reina answered.

      “It’s a little more complicated than that. They have the owner of the medallion—that’s the person who buys the license to operate the cab—on file. Depending on the day, the owner can be different from the driver.”

      “What?” Reina’s voice hitched. “It’s bad enough Nate’s out there with some stranger. Now you’re telling me he’s not even legally a cab driver?”

      “I can’t guarantee he is, but I do know most owners would never risk their medallions by doing something as stupid as renting out to an unlicensed driver.”

      “Not the most reassuring news.”

      “I’m sorry, ma’am. That’s all we have to offer at the moment,” Officer Morrison replied. “Let’s get you working with that artist and take it from there.”

      “I didn’t see much of his face.”

      “Anything you remember is fine.”

      “Try shutting your eyes and concentrate on transporting yourself back into the taxi,” said Officer Connelly. “Look around. Pay close attention to every detail. There could be something there to help us find Nathaniel.”

      Reina followed her direction. Silence filled the room, with just their soft breathing for noise.

      “I can see his nondescript dark brown eyes and short-cropped tight gray curls. They resemble unopened flower buds of Showy Milkweed.”

      Officer Connelly took notes. Eli wondered if, like him, she would have to Google the flower. “You’re doing good. Keep focusing. Search for identifiable marks. More distinct features.”

      “It looks like a dog chewed on his right earlobe,” she yelled out, dragging the memory into the present.

      “Now that’s unique,” Eli remarked. “That should make him more recognizable.”

      “It won’t hurt,” Officer Connelly responded, cautious. Eli watched her. She didn’t want to give Reina false hope. “We’ll circulate the sketch and Nathaniel’s picture to the local media.” 

      “God, please let this work.” Reina choked up.

      The fear on her face touched even the stoic Officer Connelly, who responded, “We’ll do everything we can to bring Nate back home soon.” 

      Reina nodded in response and grabbed what she needed to head to the station.

      “Ma’am, anyone else coming with you?” Officer Morrison asked, glancing at Eli.

      That’s what I’d like to know, Eli thought. His mind went again to the absentee husband and father. He peeked at his phone. It was almost eight o’clock. Surely the man should be home from work by now. 

      Eli watched Reina’s eyes move to her wedding picture. She cleared her throat to answer. He moved closer to her and whispered, as to not arouse the curiosity of the officers, “I’ll come with you if you don’t mind.” Her pupils dilated as if his suggestion came as a shock. 

      Recovering from the surprising offer, she smiled her agreement and gratitude. Momentarily taken aback by the striking combination of the dimples that framed the grateful smile, he shook his head to force himself back to reality—she’s married, her son’s missing, and she’s not your type.
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      Bertho Montdesir maneuvered his cab in and out of traffic, careful to zip by other passing cars without clipping anyone’s bumper. He’d promised his wife, Roseline, he wouldn’t be late for their daughter’s birthday dinner, but if there was a choice between being late and getting into another accident, he knew very well what his wife would advise. She hadn’t yet forgiven him for last year’s fender bender. Better to slow down. He glanced at the dashboard clock that read 8:30 PM and reconsidered. “Maybe not too slow,” he said and gave a little more gas. Once he made it past the FDR and onto Pulaski Bridge, he phoned Roseline.

      “Bertho, Toto, the food will be cold and tasteless by the time we arrive,” Roseline answered. 

      “Five minutes, ti chérie.”

      “It’s always my darling when you’re late,” she joked. “I’ll be outside with Fabiola’s gifts and the food. Don’t keep me waiting.” 

      “Only a silly man keeps the love of his life standing out in the cold.”

      “Stop charming me and get here already.” She laughed and hung up. 

      Bertho smiled to himself. Fifty years of marriage, three children, and seven grandchildren, and Roseline was still the only woman he would always rush home to. 

      Roseline stepped out of their home just as he pulled into the driveway. Luckily, Fabiola and her family lived only a few blocks north of them. On a nicer day and without the extra packages, they would have walked and been there in fifteen minutes. Bertho rushed out of the cab and kissed Roseline hello, grabbing the packages from her hand. She opened the front passenger door while he went around to the back to deposit the items. Before he opened the door, a piercing cry cut through the quiet night. Startled, he lost his footing and plopped on the ground, spilling Roseline’s container of Fabiola’s favorite homemade pate kòde, the empanada-like fried patties stuffed with spicy smoked herring. Roseline rushed over to help him up. 

      “Was that a baby?” she asked, her voice registering her concern. They didn’t say another word before the cry grew louder and more consistent. 

      “Toto, mezanmi, I think that’s coming from your car.” He watched her open the back door and saw her eyes widen in panic. “To, Toto, that’s a baby. Jezi! Jesus! Why is there a baby in your taxi?” 

      He could not hide the incredulity in his voice when he responded, both hands atop his head, “Woy! Madanm lan kite pitit li.” 

      The child continued to cry, and Roseline gently removed him from his car seat and started walking back into the house. “She left her baby?!” Roseline barked. “What do you mean she left her baby!?”

      “His name is Nate.” Bertho patted the child’s back to calm his tears and gently squeezed Rosaline’s shoulder. He could feel the anger bubbling from her spirit. “That’s what she called him in the car.”

      “This maman mechan. Evil mother.” Roseline continued. “There’s not enough time right now to tell you every bad thing I’m thinking about her,” she finished with more choice words in Creole, the native tongue she defaulted to whenever angry or excited. She moved swiftly, with the precision of a retired nurse whose skills remained sharp from volunteering at a local shelter each week. “Irresponsible and selfish,” she spat out.

      Bertho grabbed Nate’s car seat and the diaper bag, deposited the gifts in the trunk, locked the car, and followed her in. They’d worry about cleaning up the food mess in the morning. They had a much bigger mess to clean up right now. “That poor baby,” Bertho mumbled to himself as he walked, still in disbelief. “My gut told me that mother was struggling. The police need to find her and get her help,” he finished in Creole. “But they shouldn’t give Nate back to her.”
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      Reina sat at the police station in a quiet daze, numbed. Nathaniel had been missing for the last 2 hours, 30 minutes, and 25 seconds. Jared’s death had come as a shock. One day she was going about her life, working, and then came a literal knock on her door with news that brought her to her knees. There hadn’t been time to sit around imagining every possible terrible outcome as she was doing now. 

      “Why is it taking so long to track the owner of the medallion!” Reina raised from the seat and marched back to the front desk. Eli followed quietly behind her as he’d been doing every ten minutes since they’d arrived. 

      The officer in charge had been losing his patience with answering her questions. The man had been rude bordering on disrespectful, unlike the rest of his staff, including officers Morrison and Connelly who’d driven Eli and Reina to the precinct. Instead of showing her compassion, Officer Miller had been treating her as a criminal and not as someone deserving of help. He hadn’t been especially friendly when interviewing her about Nate’s disappearance. Tough! she thought. He can keep looking at me with suspicion all he wants to. 

      “As I said ten minutes ago, we have the medallion information, but the owner is out of the country and often rents out his cab to several drivers. We’re following up on a promising lead near Greenpoint,” the officer repeated through almost gritted teeth. 

      Eli responded, “That’s up the block from Jason’s precinct. My friend Jason Downing is a lieutenant.” 

      “Is he on duty?” Miller demanded.

      “On medical leave for a few more months.”

      “Sorry to hear that,” he offered reluctantly. 

      “Thanks,” Eli answered. “I’ve been keeping him posted. His team’s the one that brought down that burglary ring two years ago targeting cab drivers in that neighborhood. If anyone’s going to know a driver, it’s them.” 

      “That sting was impressive.” 

      “Mind if I give him a heads up this is happening in his backyard? He’s there now, dropping off some paperwork. Maybe he can go look around.”

      The officer regarded Eli with suspicion. “He’s on leave. If something goes wrong, we’re all screwed.”

      “Goes wrong? What’s going on? What aren’t you telling me? Is my son in danger?” Reina, who had stayed quiet to keep from saying something that could get her arrested, panicked. Her anxiety escalating, she almost missed hearing the officer mutter a one-word expletive under his breath.

      “Forgive me, ma’am,” he said, his tone making the polite words sound like an insult. Angry grooves deepened his forehead. “I misspoke. We have no reason to believe your son is in any danger.” 

      “And you have no reason to believe he isn’t.” Reina pushed back. “Sir, whatever you need to do to find my son, do it! Whatever other precincts you need to bring in to help, bring them in. This isn’t the time for a pissing contest. Nate’s been missing long enough. I don’t care who finds him so long as he’s found safe and brought back home.” Reina stomped away, angry and scared. She stayed close enough to stare down Miller.

      Eli rattled off a number. “That’s Jason’s badge. Call the precinct and check on him. He can help. They all can.” 

      “Now look here, you and your,” He focused hateful eyes on Reina and spat out “neighbor” before continuing, “you’re not about to tell me how to run this investigation.” 

      “Maybe not, but I can have this place swimming in everything from reporters to local politicians. You can explain to the public why your bigotry is putting the life of a harmless three-month-old in danger.” Without giving him a chance to rebut, Eli finished, “You hate us and want us out of your hair, fine. Do your job. That’ll get us out of here faster.” He marched away from Officer Miller and returned to Reina.

      Reina’s fear and anger converged into burning tears. “If anything happens to Nate because of this man’s hatred and arrogance.” She grabbed her coat and stalked toward the exit. “I need to go out there and find my son.”

      Eli gently touched her arm. “Reina, wait. You’re scared. And worried, with good reason. But this is the best place to be right now.” She threw him a look that said otherwise. “Even if Officer Miller isn’t doing his job, everyone else is. Nate’s picture is all over social media, and so’s the sketch of the driver. People are looking for them.” Eli extended his hand to direct her back inside. She hesitated before sighing and returning to her seat. “If you don’t trust anyone else, Jason’s my best friend. You can trust him.” From a distance, Reina spotted Officer Miller’s hateful stare.

      “Let’s step outside and give Jace a call. Bring him up to speed,” said Eli. 

      Reina couldn’t move fast enough and was already rushing out the door with Eli following closely behind.
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      Lieutenant Jason Downing answered on the first ring.

      “Jace, you’re on speaker. Reina, Jason. Jason, Reina.”

      “Good to meet you, Reina. Sorry it’s not under better circumstances.”

      “You, too. Hope you have some good news to change that.”

      “Don’t want to get your hopes up yet, but me and two of my guys think we recognize the driver.”

      Reina couldn’t contain her excitement. 

      “Can’t say for sure, mind you, but you don’t forget that ear.”

      “Oh, thank you God,” Reina whispered. For the first time in months, it felt like God was still listening to her.

      “We worked with him closely on that burglary case and have his address on file. If it’s him, we’ve tracked the right driver.”

      “Are you there now? Is Nate okay?”

      “I’ve just arrived. Will let you know as soon as I know,” Jason answered.

      Soon after hanging up with Jason, Reina learned a very nervous man reported someone left a baby in his cab. A quick call back to Jason confirmed Mr. Bertho Montdesir was the same person he was on his way to visit.

      “Tell your buddy to stand down,” Officer Miller ordered.

      “What?” Reina yelled. “Why? He’s already there.”

      Miller’s lips thinned. He turned his back on her and addressed Eli
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