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one



It was just a Tuesday. Steven’s key worked like it always had.

His mother was lying between the living room and the front hall. He saw her feet first. They were bare, and at first he thought she was doing her yoga.

She was on her side. Her bottom leg was straight. Her top one was bent. One arm was stretched above her. Her head was resting on it. Her other arm was bent across her middle. Her hand was in a fist.

Her dress was up around her waist. Her panties were ripped. He could see her blue birthmark below her belly button. There were scratches on her thighs. There was a lot of blood.

The green rug from the hall was bunched underneath her hip and bloody. The phone was on its side next to her. It was bloody.

The windows were open. Down there on the corner of 102nd and West End, Ramon and Jimmy were sitting on their overturned crates drinking beer, smoking, trying to stay cool. He could hear them. The fans were on. She smelled wrong. The TV was on. The sound was off.


He stood there. He’d been up high on a catwalk for the spring musical. It felt like that now.

His body was shaking as if he were freezing, but sweat beaded under his bangs and between his shoulder blades.

Kitty came from somewhere down the hall and circled his legs. He tried to pet her, but couldn’t stop the trembling.

Manuel’s voice came up through the windows. “Not in a minute,” he was saying. “Now. Before now. Yesterday.”

He walked by her, closing his eyes, to the TV. A nature show. He turned it off and watched the screen until the dot in the center disappeared. The shaking was going away. He was still cold. They’d had this TV for a hundred years. When Starsky and Hutch walked toward him they looked like people in a dream. Yesterday, he’d been after her about getting a better one.

Hot air blew around him from outside. He felt like the guy on Wild Kingdom getting licked by cheetah cubs.

He sat cross-legged across the room from her for a minute. Kitty leaned against his knee, making her small engine sounds deep in her throat.

He couldn’t tell where she’d been stabbed. He was sleepy.

He’d spent the day in the park, climbing rocks and breaking sticks with Juan. They’d eaten peanut-butter-and-honey sandwiches and shared a Yoo-hoo. There’d been a dead pigeon in the sandbox. “Don’t touch it,” Juan had said. “You’ll get rabbis.”

His mother was Greek; sometimes she got words wrong.

They’d poked at it with a stick, and then they’d washed their hands anyway, proud of their good thinking. He had used the water fountain. Juan had used the puddle around the sprinklers.

He wasn’t thinking the things he was supposed to be thinking. He’d only been home for a few minutes. He asked himself what he was feeling. None of this was happening.

Outside, it was getting darker. Inside too. He was crying.

Her black hair was still in its ponytail. It was spread out like she was jumping. She was making a face that he didn’t like to look at. He thought about touching her, but didn’t.

Down the hall, a quiet thud and two creaks.

His feet and hands tingled. Get out, he thought. He stood; his knees cracked, and he headed toward the front door. The sound of something heavy being lifted and put down again. He was still crying. He started down the hall. He couldn’t believe he was doing it.

There was blood. Streaky patches of it. And then it stopped. His foot hit something that rolled. Glass beads. He recognized them from the necklace she liked to wear.

Her bedroom door was open a little. Shadows moved behind it.

He ran the last few feet. His head felt like he’d been holding his breath too long. “Hey,” he called. “Hey.”

One leg was disappearing out the window onto the fire escape. Jeans. A white sock. Adidas sneaker. White with green stripes.

The room was a mess, but there was no blood.

“Hey,” he said again. “You,” he called, hating himself for being stupid and twelve and sounding like a girl.

He stuck his head out as far as he could. His mother didn’t like him to. He saw someone running. A man in a white T-shirt. It was too dark to see anything else. He couldn’t even tell what color hair the guy had.

The bed looked like someone had made it and then run back and forth across it. Everything else looked the same.


He felt like he was looking at things through a ViewMaster. His stomach was cramping. His head felt cut in half.

He went and stood in her closet. When he was little, he would sneak in there in the middle of the night. He would sit on the floor on top of her shoes and handbags and dirty clothes. He was supposed to be able to spend the whole night in his own room. His doctor had told her that. If she had to, he’d told her, she could always put a latch on the outside of the boy’s bedroom door. “What’s the worst that could happen?” he’d said. “He’ll fall asleep crying by the door.”

She never did. So he’d fall asleep in her closet, and she’d find him in the morning. One night he opened the door and there was a sleeping bag and pillow. The sleeping bag was unzipped partway and turned down. After that, he didn’t go in there anymore.

The closet smelled like dust and blankets and sweaters and her. Sometimes when she’d had a long day, she’d stay in the shower, standing under the hot water for way longer than it took to get clean. She said that on days like those it was just the best place to be. Under the water, by herself.

The doorbell rang. Kitty meowed. Sometimes she thought she was a dog. It was what his mom liked about her.

The clock on her dresser said 8:48. It was almost dark out. The doorbell rang again. He was supposed to have watched the nature shows with her that night. They usually did, but he’d been having fun with Juan.

He stood there, breathing the way he did at the top of the skateboard ramp in the park. If it was late enough in the day for the sun to be behind you, you were flying and you were invisible. Get ready, he thought on days like that. Get ready to disappear.


He almost expected to hear her answer the door. Not really, but it wouldn’t have totally surprised him.

The bell rang a few more times, and then he heard a key in the lock. He sat under his mother’s clothes. She liked batik and hats with wide, sagging brims. The Puerto Rican guys on the block said she had style. But the moms at his school wore better clothes, had better hair, did their makeup differently. She didn’t look like the moms at school. She looked like those mothers from the ABC After School Specials. A little worn out. Someone who never got a break.

He pulled some shoes around him like a moat. It helped a little, being in here. Until he was six, and kids at school started teasing him, she used to paint his nails.

Someone made an animal sound. Someone called his name. Phil, the boyfriend. He thought he’d answered, but Phil wasn’t acting like he’d heard anything. He was calling it louder as he got closer, in a voice that didn’t sound like his. Phil found him on the floor of her closet, holding her sun hat in his lap. Like a baby. Like someone who didn’t know anything about anything.

He crawled in there with him. His skin was blotchy. “Hey there,” he said. He sounded like he was working to keep his voice from doing things. And then he didn’t say anything else. He was trying to keep his body still. His eyes were moving all over the place. He was red, like he was embarrassed.

He didn’t have anything against Phil.

Two years ago, Phil had been his fifth-grade teacher. Steven had spent the year forgetting homework, losing lunch boxes, messing up on tests. At the spring parent conference, Phil had looked across the Formica table at Steven’s mother and had done nothing but talk about what an addition to the class Steven was. He had artistic gifts. A real theatrical streak. Beyond-his-years perceptive abilities. He was funny, but always in appropriate ways. Nothing about that disengaged aloofness grown-ups often tried to talk him out of. Nothing about the stuff Steven had been caught writing in the boys’ bathroom. Nothing about picking at the skin around his thumbnails or pulling his eyebrows out. That’s when Steven knew, and his mother knew he knew. Under the table, she’d reached over and squeezed his knee.

A few months ago, she’d asked what he’d think about her and Phil getting married, them moving to a new place.

“Like a new apartment?” he’d said, kind of excited about the possibilities. He’d seen where some of the other kids at school lived, the ones who weren’t scholarship kids. Neighborhoods without transistor radios in open windows, old ladies with headscarves behind them. No abandoned buildings with murals of the Puerto Rican flag.

“Well, yes,” she’d said in that careful way that made him know she was worried. “But also a new place place. Like a new town.”

“Town?” he’d said. He liked City. He didn’t think he was really Town material.

“Don’t worry about it,” she’d said. “Nothing’s gonna happen for a while.” She hadn’t talked about it since then, and he hadn’t wanted to remind her, though a few weeks after they’d talked, the three of them had gone hiking. They’d taken the train to Cold Spring Harbor, walked from the train station to a state park, consulted Phil’s map, and made their way up a steep trail a couple of miles long to a rocky outcropping at the top of a small mountain. Steven had been in charge of pointing out trail markers, quick yellow brushstrokes, arm height on the sides of trees. They’d come across a mound of sticks and logs that looked like a home for giant beavers, and his mother had let him climb it. At the top of the mountain, they’d sat on the warm rocks and eaten hard-boiled eggs and boiled potatoes with salt, Phil’s Famous Granola, and apricots. A pair of hang gliders had appeared and drifted in front of them, close enough to see their smiles. Steven had waved, and one of them had said, “Later,” before sweeping out of range.

“I guess we’d better call the police,” Phil said quietly. It sounded like there was something big in his throat. Steven tried to imagine what looking at a dead girlfriend would feel like.

He felt like cooled lava. If he opened his mouth things would crack apart.

“Do you want to stay in here?” Phil asked.

Steven nodded.

He stood. “You gonna be okay?” he asked.

Steven didn’t know whether he meant in the closet or something bigger. He shrugged.

Phil said he’d be right in the bedroom, and he left the closet door open.

While he was on the phone, Steven crawled out quietly. He stayed on all fours all the way down the hall. He avoided the glass beads. He avoided the blood. Kitty thought it was a game. She batted at his face. He hissed.

Phil had turned on the front hall light. Now Steven turned it off. The streetlights made everything look orange.

He imagined her as modeling clay. As the wet sand at Jones Beach the day they’d made handprints at the edge of the ocean.

What he was doing now was like that, only slower.


 

The guys in uniforms arrived first. Policemen and ambulance guys. One of the officers had Phil take him around the apartment. Phil kept saying, “I told you. There’s nothing missing.” Another guy had Steven do the same thing. The policeman turned on all the lights as they walked around.

The ambulance guys bent over her for a while. They had lots of equipment that they didn’t use. Steven watched them from the couch. One looked up at another and said, “DOA.” The other asked where the 124 man was. They didn’t seem all that interested in him. One of them threw fresh coffee grounds into a small frying pan and turned on the stove. The smell filled the room. There was a tall guy everyone called Dutch.

Phil finished with the policeman and came and sat next to Steven on the couch. He put his hand on Steven’s leg and rocked it back and forth. He reached up and turned off the lamp at the end of the couch.

Steven checked his watch. It was almost midnight, and the apartment still felt like the inside of the Laundromat. It smelled like coffee and his mother. It was hard to keep his eyes open.

More guys arrived. The Photo and Fingerprint Unit. The photo deputy took photos of her. Straight down and sideways. Another guy circled each one of the glass beads with chalk. Someone else put paper bags over her hands. Steven didn’t ask what for.

Two detectives arrived. McGuire and Adams. A uniform guy said, “No weapon,” then nodded in Steven’s direction. “There’s the boy.”

They offered their condolences. Adams looked a little better dressed. He said he was from Homicide; McGuire was from the local squad. McGuire caught Steven’s eye and rolled his eyes a little. Steven didn’t know what he meant.

“First things first,” McGuire said. “Let’s get these uniforms outta here. They’re like visiting relatives; all they do is stomp around messing up the place.”

Phil and Steven sat there.

Detective Adams asked if there was a neighbor’s apartment they could set up shop in. They needed to secure the scene. The Medical Examiner was on his way.

Phil looked at Steven. Steven tried to imagine ringing the Gonzalezes’ doorbell, or the Rifkins’.

“There’s Manuel,” Phil said. “He’s the super. He’s got an apartment on the first floor.”

Detective McGuire nodded. He seemed to be making a little sketch of the area in his notebook.

The Medical Examiner arrived. He was a big man with an unlit cigar in his mouth. He bent over the body. Detective Adams knelt next to him and put on rubber gloves. They talked in low voices for a few minutes. Steven heard, “…haphazard and fastidious.”

A guy working on fingerprints complained about how dirty everything was. He wasn’t going to get anything here, he said.

Detective Adams found something under her fist. He held it up for Steven. It was a silver bracelet with an infinity sign on it. “Was this hers?” he asked.

Steven nodded. She had a lot of bracelets.

Detective Adams handed it up to a uniform guy, then stood slowly, his hands pushing on his knees. Steven watched them.

The Medical Examiner cut a piece of her hair. He took off the paper bags, trimmed her fingernails, and put everything into small envelopes. He glanced at Steven, then said something to Adams. “Get it later,” Adams said, also looking at Steven. Steven didn’t care what they were talking about.

The Medical Examiner knelt on one knee and put a manila tag on the body’s big toe.

When they lifted her into the bag, her hair moved like it always had. Some of it got caught in the zipper. The guy had to yank at it a couple of times. The plastic made a heavy sound, like clapping underwater. When he saw Steven watching him, the guy blushed and shrugged.

They put her on the stretcher and started wheeling her out. Steven stood and followed them to the entryway. Phil followed. Steven curled his toes inside his sneakers until they hurt.

Manuel was in the hallway. He gave a wave. Steven wanted to wave back, but his hands wouldn’t work.

“That’s Manuel,” Phil said to Detective Adams.

Detective Adams went to talk with Manuel. Steven watched. He watched the elevator arrive. He watched the ambulance guys push her in.

“Where do they take her?” he asked anyone who was listening.

“To the city morgue,” Detective McGuire said. “At Bellevue.”

Juan lived near there. They’d biked by it the other day.

Detective Adams gestured to Detective McGuire.

McGuire put his hand on Steven’s shoulder. “Can you do me a favor?” he asked.

Steven shrugged.

“Do you have a couple of photos of your mom? Snapshots. Anything.”


“On the corkboard in the kitchen,” he said. “What for?” he added.

McGuire headed into the kitchen. “For the files and for interviewing people in the neighborhood,” he said.

It seemed like a straightforward answer.

McGuire came back out of the kitchen.

“Which ones did you take?” Steven asked.

McGuire showed him. One from the beach last summer. Another that Phil had taken on the roof just a couple of weeks ago. “Those are good,” Steven said.

“Why don’t you and me head downstairs,” McGuire said. “Get you something to eat or something.”

Steven shrugged and looked around. “Should I bring anything?” he asked.

McGuire waved a thick hand. “Nah,” he said. “You can get what you need later.”

Phil started out with them. McGuire put a hand on his arm. “Detective Adams will be taking you down in a minute; if you could just wait for him here,” he said. He called a uniform guy over and told Phil that the officer would look out for him until Detective Adams got back.

“I don’t need looking after,” Phil said.

Detective McGuire put his hands up. “Didn’t mean nothing by it,” he said.

“I want to be with Steven,” Phil said.

Detective McGuire shook his head. “Not right now, sir. Not right now.” He nodded at the officer, who held Phil’s elbow and steered him to the couch. It was gentle, like he was taking him out onto the dance floor.


Phil looked at Steven over his shoulder. “I’ll be right up here,” he said. “If you need anything, you make them come get me.”

Steven nodded.

“I’m not hungry,” he said.

“Thirsty?” Detective McGuire asked.

Steven shook his head.

“Well, I’m thirsty,” McGuire said. “This heat, I’m drinking my weight in Cokes.” He patted his belly.

He looked like a detective. He had on worn black dress shoes, a sport jacket, a tie frayed at the edges. They looked like clothes someone else had picked out for him from four different closets.

On their way out of the apartment, Steven reached into the basket on the table by the door and slipped his mother’s keys into his pocket. He held his hand around them so they wouldn’t make any noise.

Detective McGuire pressed the down button. The elevator made its sounds. Someone was making stir-fry.

“I love Chinese,” Detective McGuire said. “You?”

They used to go to Moon Palace after school on Wednesdays for dumplings and shredded pork with Peking sauce. His mother was nice to the owner, so Steven got free Shirley Temples.

“Your mom cook Chinese?” McGuire asked.

It felt like no one had talked about her until right then.

Steven shook his head. “She was Italian,” he said. “Mostly Italian,” he added. “Some German.” He didn’t know why he was telling him this stuff.

“Mostly Italians like Chinese,” he said.

Steven didn’t argue.

“You ever go down to Chinatown for dim sum?” he asked.


He had, once. A place with the steepest, longest escalator he’d ever been on. He nodded. “Some place with an escalator,” he said. “Near the Manhattan Bridge.” They’d been with a friend of his mother’s. A big Russian guy. When they went to restaurants, it was always with a guy.

McGuire nodded. “I been there. That’s a good place.”

They watched the numbers. Half of them didn’t light up anymore.

“Amazing,” McGuire said. “Amazing how they can get all that stuff into those little dumplings.” He really seemed amazed.

Steven’s insides felt like he had a fever, but when he touched his cheek, his skin was cool. It was like he was touching someone else’s head. He leaned his forehead against the wall of the elevator. He could feel its hum through his skull.

“Okay?” Detective McGuire asked.

Steven closed his eyes and shook his head.

“You’re in a kind of shock,” McGuire said. He put his hand on Steven’s forehead under his bangs like he was checking for a fever and left it there for the rest of the ride. A few years ago, he’d had a fever of 105. His mother and the boyfriend who’d taught him to ride a bike had soaked washcloths in alcohol and tucked them under his arms.

Manuel, his wife, Tina, and their two little girls were standing in a group outside their apartment staring. Tina ran to hug him. Her apron smelled of plantains and felt rough and worn, like the punching bag Michael from upstairs used to have. He let her hug him as long as she wanted.

Detective McGuire tugged his T-shirt gently. “Come on in,” he said.


“You tell them everything,” Tina said. “You tell them everything you know so they can catch this guy and let him rot in jail.”

“Tina,” Manuel said softly, touching her arm.

Manuel thought she was hotheaded. She thought he was too nice. Too good for his own good, she told Steven’s mother. His mother said their arguing was a sign of how much they loved each other.

Their apartment had the same layout. They crowded into the kitchen. Detective Adams was on the phone. He sounded like he was talking to his boss. Steven wondered what Phil was doing upstairs.

Detective McGuire poured himself a glass of water. There was coffee in the coffee pot and a full mug on the counter. The mug was blue and orange. Manuel liked the Mets. Tina liked them more. Manuel and Tina shared a coffee every night after the girls went to bed. Sometimes, if his mother was out, Steven hung out down here with them. He figured they’d had to wake the girls up. He felt bad about that. He wondered where they were waiting while their kitchen was being used.

Detective Adams got off the phone and looked at him. “How you doing?” he asked.

“Okay,” Steven said.

“It’ll get better,” he said. “I know it doesn’t seem like it now, but it will.”

He might’ve been right; he might’ve been wrong. Steven had no idea. It was a nice thing to say. People being nice to him always made his molars ache.


Adams told Detective McGuire he’d go get Phil and that they’d use the living room. Detective McGuire said they’d stay in here.

Adams left and McGuire sat at the table next to Steven. He pulled a bag of mini Goldenberg Peanut Chews from his jacket pocket and offered it to him. Steven took one and unwrapped it and held it in his hand looking at it. McGuire popped two into his mouth at once.

“How ’bout we talk a little,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

“Okay,” he said.

He could see the detective’s notebook in his shirt pocket. He left it there.

“Okay.” He pushed his chair back and leaned forward on his thighs. “I know this is gonna be hard, and I’m sorry we have to do any of this, but whatever you can tell us will help us catch whoever did this. And that’s what we all want.”

Steven hadn’t been thinking about the guy at all. What was wrong with him?

“Start at the beginning,” McGuire said. He put the bag of peanut chews on the table. “Try not to leave anything out.”

He left out the part about the closet. He left out the touching her part. He left out feeling like a baby.

When he got to the part about the guy in the bedroom, McGuire raised his eyebrows, and then he said, “Sometimes in situations like these you don’t think; you just do.”

I’m a situation, Steven thought.

“Did you recognize the guy?” McGuire asked.

“Everyone has those sneakers,” Steven said.

McGuire smiled. “Tell me about your mom,” he said.

The second he said it, Steven didn’t have a thing to say.


He wasn’t being a wise guy. It felt like whatever he said next was it. It would be who she was, the way they all remembered her.

If she wore her hair in a ponytail for too long, she got a headache. Her feet were always sore. Sometimes she switched price tags on things they couldn’t afford. She said her waist was tiny, her hips were wide, and all her pants gapped around the waist. She rolled her socks around her hand before putting them in her sock drawer. She had vaccination marks on both her arms. She played the Who when she was sad. She wore her mother’s wedding ring on her pinky. She had brown eyes and thick black eyebrows that she never plucked. She wore lipstick called Pink Chocolate. When she smiled, she looked like somebody famous.

He didn’t say any of that. The peanut chew was melted. He closed his hand around it.

“How ’bout your dad?” Detective McGuire asked. “Is he around?”

“San Diego,” Steven said. “They’re divorced. Since I was six months old.”

“Does he visit?” he asked.

Steven shook his head. “Not me,” he said.

Detective McGuire uncurled Steven’s fingers and took the melted candy. He took a handkerchief out of his pants pocket and wiped Steven’s hand.

“I’m divorced,” he said. “I got two kids; two girls. Every Wednesday night for dinner; every other weekend.” He sounded like he was reciting a poem.

“If I was your dad—” he said. He looked at Steven sadly.

Steven waited for him to finish.

“Why’d they split?” McGuire asked.


Steven shrugged. “No one tells me anything,” he said.

“D’your mom talk about him much?”

“Not really,” Steven said.

“Did he help out with the bills?” McGuire asked.

“He pays for some of school,” Steven said. For no reason, he added, “I got a scholarship for the rest.”

Detective McGuire seemed unimpressed; he was folding his handkerchief into quarters.

“Must’ve been hard for your mom,” he said. “On her own in the city; raising a kid.”

“I guess,” Steven said. “Are you gonna call my dad?” he asked.

“Yeah,” McGuire said. “We’ll call.”

“I don’t want to live with him,” Steven said.

A few times, he’d looked up the number and called, daring himself to let it ring one more time before hanging up. Once, a man had answered, and Steven had frozen. “Hello? Hello?” the man had said before hanging up.

“Why not?” Detective McGuire asked.

Steven shrugged.

“It must’ve been nice,” McGuire said. “Just you and your mom. That’s something you could get used to.”

She liked white rice with melted cheddar on top. She ate and drank things Steven wouldn’t touch: millet, Postum, sprouts. Never eat French onion soup on a first date, she’d told him. French onion soup, lobster, cherry tomatoes, big pieces of lettuce. Guys dumped her more often than she dumped them. Sometimes, over a couple of years, they dumped her more than once. At the Bicentennial fireworks last month, she’d covered her eyes instead of her ears. She was tired a lot.


It sounded like there was a party going on in the lobby. Detective Adams poked his head in the kitchen. “Must be thirty or forty people out there,” he said. “Gave a statement to the reporters.” He held up Steven’s mother’s address book. “Called the father,” he said. “He’s coming in tomorrow. Plastic surgeon.” He left.

Detective McGuire gestured toward the living room with his head. “How long’s she been with him?” he asked.

“A couple of years,” Steven said.

“Huh,” he said.

“What?” Steven said.

He spun a peanut chew around on the table. “Nothing,” he said. “It’s just surprising they hadn’t moved in together. Two years. That’s a long time.” He leaned back and stretched his legs out, crossing them at the ankles. “She must’ve wanted to get remarried. Give you a real family.”

“Me and her are a real family,” Steven said.

“Sure, sure,” he said. “But I don’t know, there was something about Phil—” He ran his hand through his hair and shook his head like a horse. “Nah, I don’t know. Like he was the kind of kid who wouldn’t bring enough to share, you know what I mean?”

Steven didn’t, but he nodded anyway. He remembered that he and his mom didn’t matter much to McGuire.

“Who were her friends at work?” McGuire asked.

“She didn’t really have friends,” Steven said. “Christine. Angela.” He tapered off.

“What do you think of Phil?” McGuire asked.

“He’s good,” Steven said. He wanted someone to tell him where he was going to sleep, and to take him there.

“Was she seeing anyone besides him?”


Steven shook his head.

“He seemed kinda angry to me,” McGuire said. “He ever lose his temper?”

One time he’d thrown Steven’s books off his shelf. Steven had done some drawings on what turned out to be important papers. Phil had called him a little shit. He’d apologized after.

“Not really,” Steven said.

“What about with your mom?” McGuire asked. “It might’ve been why they hadn’t moved in together. She might’ve been thinking of you,” he said.

Once, a woman had shown up at the door when Phil wasn’t there. Steven’s mother was in the bedroom. He went to the door and looked through the peephole. The woman was pounding on the door, screaming for Phil. She had blond hair and a scarf around her neck and her coat was unbuttoned. She was screaming for him to come out, to talk to her. She was calling him a lot of things. Steven’s mother came out of the bedroom, fastening her robe as she walked. She took Steven by the shoulders and pulled him away from the door, and they both stood there in the front hall, watching the door and listening to the woman on the other side of it.

“I don’t know,” Steven said. “I know what you’re thinking,” he said. “I’m not stupid.”

“Of course you’re not,” McGuire said. “That’s why I’m talking to you like this, because I know you’re smart and you loved your mom and you want to help us catch who did this to her.”

Phil and Detective Adams were talking in the other room. Every now and then he could make out something they were saying. “I don’t think so.” “Not that I know of.” “No.” “She didn’t go to bars.” “Yes.” “No.”


McGuire leaned forward and put his hands on the table. They were big and soft-looking. “I’ll be honest with you, Steven. There was no sign of forced entry. Stabbings indicate more anger than guns. We got six stab wounds here. In cases like this, it’s almost always someone she knew, and someone she knew pretty well.”

He had a kind of pained expression, like he was embarrassed to be talking about it. Steven felt like he was hearing what he already knew.

“Sometimes it’s about money. Sometimes it’s about jealousy or love. Sometimes, if there’s a kid, it’s about custody.” McGuire looked up. “That’s why I was asking about your dad,” he said.

“My dad didn’t want me,” Steven said. “They didn’t fight about money.”

McGuire shook his head slowly. He was like a bear doing a trick. “Dads,” he said. “Sometimes they don’t know what they want.”

Outside, people coming home from the bars. There was laughter. Something hit a garbage can. Steven felt bad for wanting to go to bed so much.

“You’re sure that bracelet was hers?”

“She had a lot of bracelets,” Steven said.

McGuire nodded. “Did she drink?” he asked.

“Sometimes,” Steven said.

“What did she like to drink?” McGuire asked.

“I don’t know,” Steven said. “Kahlua. Sometimes she let me make Kahlua milk shakes.”

McGuire smiled and pulled out his notebook.

Sometimes she gave herself B-12 shots for the hangovers. It was okay, she always told Steven. She was a nurse.


It sounded like someone was walking around in the living room. He closed his eyes and tried to remember better the sounds the guy had made in her bedroom.

“We were gonna move in with Phil,” Steven said.

“Oh?” McGuire said. “So I guess I was wrong.” He smiled. “Sometimes I am. Not often, but sometimes.”

“In a different town,” Steven said. Someone she knew, he thought. He thought of all the people they knew. He imagined someone doing that to her.

“You okay?” Detective McGuire said. “Getting tired?”

“We were gonna live in a town,” Steven said.

“Sounds good,” McGuire said.

Someone she knew had done that to her. The guy he’d seen was someone she knew.

“We were all really happy about it,” Steven said.

McGuire nodded. “You should be,” he said.

Detective Adams came
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