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Prologue

	 

	Screams pierced the din of laughter, conversation, and tin-can music that must have been recorded in the seventies. Lights flashed or spun or pulsed with the music, at once enticing and blinding. The scent of fried delights, popcorn, and sugar hung heavy. It overwhelmed the senses at every turn.

	Jeff watched children run with abandon from between booths and tents and cross his path in seconds, vanishing into the crowd like shadows. Couples held hands and families strolled slowly, pointing out this or that as they ate preposterously oversized corndogs or dug deep into containers of beer nuts and caramel corn.

	The Ferris wheel in the center of the carnival spun slowly and ominously, the rickety-looking frame producing a lurching sound that could only be heard over the carnival music if you stood close enough. Two dozen gondolas swayed with the motion, rising high over the neighboring trees.

	“They’re fine,” Kat said, seeing the tension on his face. Their children, Bradley and Jasmine, were in one gondola as the wheel spun, now nearing the wheel’s apex. They had begged their parents for a solid ten minutes to be able to go on the ride alone. It was the first time they’d ever done such a thing without one of their parents watching over them.

	“These carnivals are barely inspected for safety, you know,” he told his wife. He was surprised she had been so ready to let them go. They were young and irresponsible, and it was safer for everyone to stick together.

	“Very reassuring,” his wife said with obvious sarcasm. “This place is supposed to be fun. This was supposed to be a fun night.”

	“Supposed to be,” he agreed, his eyes on the yellow gondola that held their kids as it made its way back to the ground. He wasn’t sure how many rotations the wheel was going to make, but it had done two already.

	“Yes, supposed to be. And it’s hard for the kids to enjoy themselves when their dad can’t even trust them to sit still in a sealed compartment for five minutes,” Kat pointed out.

	He looked at his wife and frowned.

	“It’s hard for me, too,” she added. Anger was slipping into her voice, and he sighed. They’d had this discussion before. How he was too strict and too controlling over little things his wife thought weren’t important.

	“I just want them to be safe,” he said. It was a common refrain from him, and he regretted saying it as soon as the words escaped his mouth.

	“Oh, I know, Jeff. That’s why we couldn’t plan a trip to Disneyland. Because there’s so many people, who knows what will happen? That’s why the kids couldn’t have bikes because what if they go into traffic? They can’t sleep over at a friend's house, we can’t get a dog, we can't live like normal people. God forbid something happens that Jeff can’t control.”

	She was raising her voice and Jeff looked around awkwardly, pushing down the embarrassment he felt.

	“Can we not do this here?” he said, lowering his voice. Kat sneered.

	“Oh, am I embarrassing you? Are you not having a good time? How terrible for you, Jeffrey. How terrible for you to be inconvenienced for once.”

	The wheel came to a stop, and the man operating it went to the lowest gondola and opened the door, letting out a pair of teenagers so an older couple could get on.

	“Kat,” he began. She stopped him, walking toward the fence that separated bystanders from the Ferris wheel.

	“No,” she said, cutting him off. “You’ve spent the last half-hour here being miserable. I’m taking the kids to get some cotton candy, and I don’t care if it’s bad for their teeth, do you understand? You can take a few minutes to decide why you bothered to come here, and if you want to have some fun for a change, then come find us.”

	The wheel turned again, and the yellow gondola came to a stop. The man in control of the wheel opened the door and let out Bradley and Jasmine. Their mother came to meet them, leaning down to talk to them.

	Jasmine waved at her dad, and he waved back as Kat took them away from the fence, on a path lined with games and booths toward one selling cotton candy and other snacks. Jeff stayed where he was.

	He sighed loudly as he lost track of them in the crowd and then turned away, looking at the rest of the carnival laid out before him. He knew not to press matters with his wife when she got like this. He’d spent more than one night on the sofa after saying or doing the wrong thing in the past.

	The sights and sounds of the carnival were a distraction, and he wanted to enjoy himself. He wanted to be someone who could just cut loose and have fun, but too often, his anxiety got the better of him.

	What if that carny was an ex-con?

	What if the oil in the fryers was contaminated?

	What if the bolts on the Ferris wheel were rusted?

	He couldn’t keep the thoughts out of his head.

	Jeff walked away from the rides and the loud music, following a string of tents that branched off from the midway. The signs arched over them advertised all manner of oddities.

	The first sign was hand-painted in red and yellow and featured a cartoonish lobster with a human head. Shoto the Lobster Boy, it proclaimed. Next to it was a muscular caricature of a man under the banner of Bronson, the World’s Strongest Man.

	Jeff stopped at the entrance of the tent, reading the sign for someone called Diablo the Uncanny. The sign didn’t make clear what Diablo did, but his drawing was of a wild-looking man covered in tattoos, with horns atop his head like he was some kind of demon.

	“Curious of what oddities lay within?” a man in a purple tuxedo asked, appearing at Jeff’s side as though from nowhere. “Bartolomy and Sons’ Carnival and Sideshow is home to the most wondrous, most confounding, most astounding and stupefying oddities you’ll see in this life or the next!”

	“Wow,” Jeff said, nodding. “That’s a lot.”

	The man in the tuxedo grinned. He was older than Jeff, but his age was hard to place. Up close, it was clear he had makeup on, something to even out the color of his cheeks and maybe even a bit of eyeliner. The crow’s feet indicated he was older than he tried to appear but the tall, purple and black top hat he wore cast a shadow over his face that would have shaded them at a distance.

	“It is a lot and more, friend. Why not have a look? Just two tickets for admission, and sate your curiosity for curiosities!”

	The man’s grin was close to off-putting, his lips pulled wide into a smile that showed too many teeth to not be hurting his face. Jeff raised his hand, offering two tickets. He could be fun. He didn’t have to always overthink things and complain. When they had first met, he and Kat had done a lot of spontaneous things. He’d never been comfortable doing them, but he did them. He could do them again and show her he could still put the anxiety aside. Why not?

	“A wise choice, friend. A wise choice!” the tuxedo man bellowed, pulling aside a curtain. “Venture forth but do take care! Never cross the barrier to any exhibit no matter what my menagerie may say, no matter how they may entice or seduce, for while many are harmless, just as many are not!”

	“Okay,” Jeff said, amused by the man’s theatrics.

	He entered the tent. To the left was a hugely muscled man wearing only a unitard like a throwback to some Depression-era act. The sign above proclaimed that this was Bronson, the World’s Strongest Man, and while Jeff had his doubts about the claim, Bronson was still a beast. His biceps looked larger than Jeff’s thighs.

	Upon seeing Jeff enter, the big man took a piece of rebar from a bucket on his left and held it aloft, grinning with gritted teeth and intense eyes as he grasped it in his hands and slowly bent the metal until it was shaped like a U.

	“Come,” the strong man said with a thick, Polish accent. He held out the metal for Jeff to inspect and Jeff approached cautiously, reaching for it. His fingers touched the steel. It felt real enough to him.

	Bronson laughed a gruff sound and flexed his chest, making his pectorals ripple and dance. Jeff nodded, unsure what to say, and made his way to the next tent as the strong man continued his display for a new couple that entered.

	The next tent was home to the Lobster Boy and, unlike the cartoonish picture, there was no red shell or multiple legs like a real crustacean. Instead, a young man in a chair watched Jeff enter, his face red and dry looking, and with big flakes of cracked skin covering him from head to toe.

	He wore only a small pair of shorts, showing off as much of his red-fleshed body as possible. His arms did not end in hands, but rather two appendages that looked like malformed lobster claws, really just a pair of fingers that would have allowed him to grasp things but have none of the fine motor control as someone with normally formed hands.

	Jeff didn’t know what he’d expected, but he felt sorry for the young man, put on display like he was some kind of half-breed creature. That was the nature of the sideshow, he supposed.

	“Hello,” Jeff said to him. Shoto did not reply. Instead, he clasped his claw-like hands together, making a soft clicking sound. Others were coming, and Jeff left.

	He passed through the next several tents with only a cursory glance at the acts, now feeling uncomfortable at the people on display. It wasn’t his anxiety, he told himself. What he was seeing was wrong. Putting people with deformities on display like monsters was supposed to have gone out of style decades ago, he thought.

	Jeff reached the final tent and paused. The man in the room with him grinned, and the expression was not a friendly one. He had found Diablo.

	Like Shoto, Diablo was nearly naked. His body was almost completely covered in tattoos; barely an inch of his true flesh showed. His eyes were as red as blood and beneath his bald scalp, two small horns rose from his flesh. Subdermal implants, Jeff thought. He’d read about them on the internet. People screwed them right into their skulls and let bone and skin grow back over them.

	Diablo was wiry but thin, and completely hairless, from the look of things. He didn’t pause before putting a lightbulb in his mouth and biting it, chewing the glass like a mouthful of potato chips.

	Despite the revulsion, Jeff found himself enamored as Diablo continued his act. He swallowed a sword and then breathed fire, tracing the end of the torch across his tongue. He hammered one nail into his nose and another through his tongue. Others had gathered in the tent to watch, but Jeff paid them little mind.

	Finally, Diablo seemed satisfied with his crowd and opened a small cage to the left of the performance area. From it, he pulled a live chicken.

	People in the crowd groaned, and someone gasped. The tattooed man grinned and lifted the bird, holding it by the throat. A familiar scream caused Jeff to turn, and he saw that Kat and his children had followed him into the sideshow. Jasmine had turned away, covering her face in anticipation of what was to come.

	“Jesus, Jeff,” Kat said, looking at him as though this were his fault.

	“Hey, come on,” Jeff said loudly, turning back to Diablo. “That’s enough.”

	Diablo hissed and put the chicken’s head in his mouth.

	“Enough!” Jeff shouted, taking the man by the wrist as some others rushed from the tent. Kat took the kids with her and Diablo chuckled, kissing the chicken’s head and backing away before putting it back in its cage.

	Jeff turned to talk to his wife, but she was gone, out through the final tent flap to the carnival grounds. On the far side, Diablo ducked out another exit.

	Perturbed, Jeff made a beeline for the rear exit and followed Diablo.

	“Hey, you need to apologize, man,” Jeff shouted, finding himself in a dark passage between the tents and some trucks. “That wasn’t okay.”

	There was no sign of the tattooed man, so he made his way down the darkened corridor to the end of the truck and then circled the rear. The sounds of the carnival were loud, but he was in the dark now, beyond what was meant for customers, near the edge of the trees that bordered the open field where the carnival had been set up.

	“Hey, buddy, come on,” Jeff said loudly, trying to get Diablo to reveal himself. He saw nothing for a long moment until he caught a glimpse of someone ahead, away from the carnival, ducking into the trees. He followed quickly, waving his arm despite the lack of light.

	“Hey! Hey, hold on!”

	He picked up the pace, following the flash of movement. Diablo had to be messing with him, playing games for kicks, but Jeff wouldn’t let him get away with it. He would get an apology for himself and his family.

	The sound of water cut through the noise of the carnival that was now muffled behind him. A river or stream flowed nearby. He made his way toward it and caught sight of Diablo once more, crouching low by the side of a river reflecting the light of the moon.

	“Hey, you need to come back and apologize to my family, man. That wasn’t okay,” he said, approaching the waterside. The man stood, and Jeff realized it was not Diablo. Instead, an older man in dark pants and a button-down shirt met his gaze, his eyes wide and his face hidden behind several days of scruff.

	“You need to go back,” the man whispered.

	“Oh, hey. I’m sorry, I was looking for—”

	A splash cut him off as something heavy fell in the water just a few paces away. The object moved, caught in the current, and drifted into the moonlight. The body of a man bobbed on the surface. His face was black, not obscured in darkness, but like it had been burned, the flesh charred away.

	“Oh, my God.”

	The words had barely escaped his lips when something moved away from the river’s edge, under the low-hanging boughs of a willow tree. A shadow in the shape of a person, hidden in a deep darkness that seemed to move as the person moved, as though they were made from the darkness itself.

	“Please,” Jeff whispered, turning to the scruffy man. He simply shook his head. “Please. I’m sorry.”

	“Not good enough,” a voice whispered, a barely audible hiss from deep in the darkness. The shadow rushed at Jeff. His screams were loud but only lasted a moment.

	By the time his cries reached the carnival, they were lost in the sounds of music and laughter.


Chapter 1: Hunting Grounds

	 

	“A dead police detective. That is unusual,” Carl said in German. Shane looked up from the newspaper at his friend reading over his shoulder. Detective Warren Salisbury had been found dead overnight.

	“It is,” he agreed.

	“With frostbite. In this weather,” the ghost continued. Shane nodded silently and lifted the mug from the table in front of him, sipping his coffee as he continued reading.

	“Did you know the man?”

	“No,” Shane said. “And according to this, he wasn’t a local cop. Retired, too.”

	“It is suspicious,” Carl continued. Shane sipped his coffee again.

	“Well, an out-of-town cop found in the Merrimack with frostbite when it’s sweltering outside does seem a little off.”

	“This man ran afoul of a ghost.”

	Shane closed the paper and set it on the table. He finished his coffee and pondered another cup as he set it down.

	“Seems like,” he agreed. Ghosts in Nashua were not anything new, but this case was unusual. There was a witness, according to the paper. Ghosts that killed people rarely left witnesses.

	“I find this very exciting. A hometown haunting. It has been some time since you had a local puzzle to solve, don’t you think?” Carl asked. Shane got up from the table and crossed the kitchen, pouring another cup of coffee.

	“Local puzzle? I’m not one of the Hardy Boys,” he pointed out. Carl shrugged.

	“No. But you have been off all over the world chasing spirits. It is a pleasant change of pace to stay close to home.”

	“I haven’t been all over the world,” he replied. “And there’s nothing saying I’m getting involved with anything here, either.”

	“But surely you will at least go see what has happened,” his friend said. “We can’t have ghosts roaming town killing visitors.”

	Shane took another drink, scalding his tongue in his haste, and hissed.

	“No. Can’t have that,” he agreed. Carl scanned the paper on the table again. “They don’t name this witness. It might be hard to find them.”

	Shane grunted. It wouldn’t be hard. Carl knew that.

	“You want me out of the house, Carl?” he asked. The ghost shook his head.

	“Of course not, my young friend. It seems like we have spent little time together lately. But I see this piquing your interest already.”

	“I was just reading the paper,” Shane pointed out. He finished his coffee while Carl commented on the weather and the other stories on the front page of the paper.

	Shane put the cup in the sink and left the kitchen, Carl trailing behind as he made his way through the cold, dark house to the front door.

	“Why do you think the ghost left a witness to its crime?” his friend asked after Shane opened the door and stepped into the fresh air.

	“You know it as much as I do,” Shane told him. “The cop wasn’t a random kill, and this ghost took him out for a reason. The witness wasn’t involved, and the ghost didn’t care that it had been seen.”

	Carl grinned.

	“Very exciting. I look forward to hearing what you discover.”

	“Right,” Shane said, heading toward his car. It was good to know the dead in his house were still interested in living vicariously through him.

	The drive across town to where the police had discovered the body was a short one. Shane recognized the spot from the photo in the paper, a sharp curve in the Merrimack River in a park where people sometimes went fishing or walked their dogs. When he approached, he could see police were still on the scene, and that the area around the river was cordoned off with police tape.

	Shane parked on the street and walked along a path toward the river, watching from a distance as a forensics team picked through the reeds and muddy bank a short distance from their police van. Other pedestrians were in the park as well, rubbernecking the crime scene as people tended to do, and Shane wandered among them, just another face in the crowd.

	He got as close to the crime scene tape as he could without drawing any undue attention. The body had been removed, and he could see nothing obvious from his vantage point to indicate there even had been one. But there was something.

	The current of the river was not remarkably fast, but there was a flow to it. The bend jutted into the park and, as a result, the area where the forensics team was working was clogged with sticks and other river detritus that built up along the shore.

	Among the usual things one would expect to find along the bank, a handful of small, yellow flecks bobbed and danced in the river’s flow, stuck against the reeds and sticks. Shane stared at them, not entirely sure he could trust what he thought he saw. His best guess was that he was looking at popcorn.

	Turning away from the crime scene, he made his way upriver, as close to the water as he could given the weeds and mud along the banks. He caught a glimpse of another kernel every so often, rustling and bobbing on the surface where it’d been caught.

	A red-and-white-striped cup danced in an eddy a short distance ahead, and another was caught on the far side of the water. Shane kept walking, and the park gave way to a commercial area. He stuck to the river’s edge, likely trespassing on someone’s land, but no one called him out or even seemed to notice.

	Nearly a mile separated Shane from where the body had been discovered when the land around the river opened up again. The smell of the popcorn preceded anything he could see, letting him know he’d come to the right place. It was soon joined by faint music that grew louder the longer he walked, an annoying and repetitive instrumental medley that made him think of the circus.

	He wasn’t sure where he was, just a spot on the outskirts of town in what he would have considered open country. Now, however, it was less open. The field alongside the river was packed with trucks and vans and trailers.

	Beyond them, farther from the river and in the heart of the field, a small village of tents had been erected along with a handful of carnival rides. The Ferris wheel in the center towered above everything. It was by no means big compared to the ones that existed in major amusement parks, but it still stood above the scattered trees nearby.

	Shane left the river behind and made his way to the wall of tents and trucks that served as a makeshift border for the carnival. He ducked into the first opening he found, heading onto the carnival grounds.

	A scattering of patrons played games, rode rides, and ate a variety of fried snacks. The booths sold the same red-and-white-striped cups he’d seen in the river.

	He walked among the booths and tents, glancing at signs promising wondrous prizes for hitting targets or deep-fried delights for just a few dollars. Other tents boasted an array of sideshow freaks, something Shane didn’t even think existed anymore.

	His eyes were drawn to the tent of a fortune teller, the sign over the entrance naming her Madame Shiva. Below the sign and next to the pulled-open tent flap stood a ghost. He was an average-looking man, with uncombed hair that swirled to one side of his head and a slightly droopy eye. He stood there like he was waiting for a bus, just staring out at the world.

	Shane passed the ghost without saying anything, wanting to get more of a feel for the carnival and whether it was the source of the body downstream. The ghost by the fortune teller’s tent could have been the killer, but there was more ground to cover.

	He headed north along a row of game booths. The carnies shouted at him, offering him a chance to win any number of cheap stuffed toys, inflatable hammers, and more. He ignored them, watching the workers and the crowds instead, sparse though they were at that time of day.

	Another ghost leaned against the wood structure of the final game booth at the edge of the carnival grounds. The carny operating the game—a ring toss where the prize seemed to be goldfish in tiny, plastic aquariums—gave no sign he noticed the spirit.

	Like the first ghost, this one looked bored, like he was slacking off at work, staring up at the clouds. He was taller and slimmer than the first ghost, and he wore thin, wire-framed glasses. If not for the clear stab wound in the center of his striped, button-down shirt, he could have passed for a schoolteacher or an accountant.

	Shane ignored the second ghost and headed back the way he had come, on the far side of the midway this time, investigating booths and tents as he went. He saw no other ghosts by the time he reached what looked like the carnival’s main attraction, a conglomeration of tents bedecked with signs advertising a variety of freaks and human-oddity acts held within.

	A sign outside the main tent indicated the sideshow was closed but would open again in a few hours. He pulled the tent flap aside and entered anyway, slipping into the dimly lit and humid space unnoticed.

	The smell inside the tent was a mix of warm plastic, hay, and the popcorn-and-fry-oil smell of outside. While the sign in the tent promised the world’s strongest man, no one was present, leaving Shane to inspect the space alone.

	Nothing stuck out to him as unusual, and he continued to the next tent through an open flap, and then into the one beyond that. There he paused, taking in what had to be the biggest ghost he had seen.

	The spirit was seated on the bare earth, legs extended as much as they were visible beyond his incredible girth. He had once been a man, as bald as Shane himself, wearing coveralls and nothing more. He was enormous beyond words, easily five hundred pounds, Shane thought.

	The bright blue overalls strained around the man’s bulk, and his arms were as wide across as most men’s torsos. The back of his head was rippled with layers of flesh and his smooth, pink face looked damp as though dew had settled on him, leaving him with a permanent glisten.

	The ghost watched him as he watched back. For a second, Shane could see in the ghost’s eyes that it was just watching for the sake of watching, as it must have done for nearly every person who came into the tent. But when he and Shane locked eyes, a moment of understanding dawned on him.

	“You’d think they could at least get you a chair or something,” Shane suggested. The ghost blinked.

	“Not many big enough,” he replied. Shane nodded, reaching into his pocket to pull out his pack of cigarettes.

	“Shouldn’t matter that much anymore, should it?” he asked. The ghost’s colossal frame lurched, and he realized the big man was shrugging.

	“No smoking in here,” he said, ignoring the question. Now it was Shane’s turn to shrug.

	“It’ll improve the smell, trust me.”

	The big man got to his feet, the movement far more graceful and swift than it would have been if he was still alive.

	“Never seen you before,” the big ghost said. His voice had the faintest hint of an accent. Shane wanted to say Texas, but it was barely there, like maybe he’d been away from home so long it had faded.

	“Never been here before. Isn’t that how a traveling carnival works?” Shane asked.

	“Most folks who come through don’t see ghosts, sir.”

	“I imagine not. Saw you got a couple buddies out on the midway, too. At the fortune teller and the ring toss. Security?”

	“Linskey and Nils? Couldn’t secure their hands in their pockets, if I’m being honest. They’re just part of the crew.”

	Shane grunted, exhaling a puff of smoke.

	“And you?”

	“Herbert Buck,” the ghost said. “Used to call me the Thousand Pound Man.”

	Herbert extended his hand. Shane raised an eyebrow and then took it after a moment. The ghost’s flesh was like ice, but his grip was gentle. His eyes widened.

	“I can feel you,” he said very quietly. “I felt you touch me.”

	“Yeah.” Shane nodded.

	“How? I’ve never…” Herbert didn’t have an end to the sentence.

	“Just one of those things. So, what do you know about a dead man in the river, Herbert?”


Chapter 2: History Unfolding

	 

	“Dead man?”

	“In the river,” Shane added. “Washed up about a mile from here.”

	The ghost shook his head.

	“Nothing to do with me,” he answered.

	Shane took another long drag on his cigarette, watching the ghost watching him.

	“Alright. So, what’s your story? You and two other ghosts just hitching a ride with a carnival for kicks?”

	“I used to be one of the biggest acts in this carnival. No pun intended,” Herbert answered. “People knew about the Thousand-Pound Man well before we arrived in town. People posed for pictures. Sometimes we’d set up feats of strength where groups of men would try to lift me. I was pretty famous for a time.”

	“When was that?”

	“Years ago. My last day under the tent was August 12, 1978. Big Saturday-night show in Topeka. Oh, we had a crowd that night. Bartolomy had drummed up a lot of hype on Friday, so the Saturday run was huge. Lines for the Ferris wheel, popcorn flowing like water. I must have taken a hundred photos with people.”

	“You just take pictures with strangers?” Shane said. Herbert shook his head.

	“No, sir, not just. Listen, it was what it was. My show was me eating food while people watched in awe or disgust. Give me a bucket of chicken, and I’d chow down, and the rubes would make fun. But you better believe they paid to see me do it, and Bartolomy gave me my cut. You think a guy my size was getting a good job in a factory? Sitting at a desk? It was this or nothing, and I was happy with it. I traveled the country and met all kinds of people. More of them were kinder than you might think. Plus, I made out all right with the cash end, so I didn’t have no complaints.”

	Shane grunted again, taking another puff.

	“Fun until it wasn’t, I guess.”

	“It was, sir. That night, I went to bed and never woke up again. Coronary, they said. Took eight men to carry me outta my truck. Had to bury me in a custom box. Oh, how I laughed at that. Bartolomy having to shell out all that extra cash for my dead body. Best end I could have hoped for.”

	“You’ve been haunting this carnival for over forty years?” Shane asked. Herbert rubbed a hand across his bald head.

	“Is it that long? I mean, I guess so. Like I said, sir, 1978.”

	“And the others?”

	“Linskey must have been twenty years back? Overdosed on some pill or other. And Nils was before me. He passed when I was still able to do work around here so, gosh, ’68, I think? Stabbed him right in the heart, some fella did. Took the cash box when he was working the gate.”

	“Sounds like the carnival’s had its share of death over the years,” Shane said. Herbert chuckled awkwardly, his eyes downcast as he nodded.

	“It has at that, sir. It has at that.”

	“This man who died last night, he wasn’t here?”

	“Couldn’t say, sir. Lots of people come through here last night. It was our opening here in Nashua. No idea who died, so I can’t say if he was here or not.”

	“You talk faster when I ask you about the dead guy; you notice that?” Shane finished his cigarette and stripped down the butt. Herbert looked confused.

	“Not sure what you mean.”

	“Talking about yourself, you have that leisurely, country cadence. Probably good for when you were talking up people in the tent here. Cost extra money to take a photo?” Shane asked.

	“Back then? Fifty cents,” Herbert answered. Shane nodded.

	“What a deal, huh? But when you answer my questions, you start to rush a little. Not a lot, mind you. Just enough.”

	“Enough for what?”

	“Enough to make me wonder why talking about this dead guy is making you rush through your answers.”

	“Could be I just don’t like talking about death, sir. Like you said, we’ve seen our fair share and then some here. If this fella was a friend of yours—”

	“He wasn’t,” Shane interrupted.

	“You don’t seem like a police officer, if you don’t mind me saying.”

	“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Shane told him. “And I’m not.”

	“Knock-knock!”

	The call came from outside the tent and silenced Herbert before he could say anything else. The flap pulled aside and
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