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 "Just like  Nocturne In Ashes, I found Steadman's Blind a one session page-turner and gave it five Amazon stars."
~ Ron Keeler, Read 4 Fun  

"Ms.  Chase's second novel is just as unputdownable as the first one was. I  got lost in the book and the world the author created, transported to  another place and time."
~ Gabi Rosetti (reader, Amazon.com)  

"Author  Joslyn Chase has now confirmed my first impressions of her being a  formidable suspense writer bound to make readers sit up and take  notice."
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"As  always in her writing, the settings and action scenes are vividly  portrayed and the relationships between the characters are seamless and  authentic. Ms Chase has a talent for bringing characters to life."
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  Cold Hands, Warm Heart


Hal loved early morning on the Hood Canal. The air fell sweet and cold on his skin, reminding him of those icebox plums William Carlos Williams apologized for in the poem.  Behind him, to the east, the pale autumn sun crested the darkened ridge, tinting the clouds pink and sending fingers of misted light across the sky. 
He eased the boat out and nosed it toward the hatchery. Mooch, his net man, sprawled in the bow, catching a few more winks, his snoring lost amid the purr of the motor. The faint stench of fish which he could never fully scrub from the boat’s interior, set his stomach growling and Hal peeled back the soggy paper towel from his microwaved breakfast sandwich and took a large bite.
He chewed slowly. The English muffin felt rubbery between his teeth and the lump of egg and sausage retained only the faintest hint of warmth. Still, he wouldn’t dream of trading these crystal mornings on the canal for a hot breakfast. They sustained him far better than food.
Hal idled the engine, letting the boat drift beneath a patch of clouds. The conditions were perfect for salmon, and he hoped to catch his limit. For the both of them.
“Wake up, Mooch! Make yourself useful.”
Hal watched the young man roll off the chair like liquid, suddenly alert and eager. He remembered having that kind of loose, well-toned muscle and indefatigable vitality. Decades gone, but on a day like this, the distant echo rose to a roar.  
Grinning, he prepared a lure and cast a line. Immediately, he felt the boost like a tonic in his blood. Less than five minutes passed before he got a bite and reeled in a silvery pink salmon, thrashing in the new light of morning.
Mooch netted the fish and they both cast another line. The quick and easy first catch of the day had set a tone, but the next hour passed without a bite as the clouds dissipated under the rising sun, turning the water’s surface to burnished copper.  
Hal resorted to trolling, moving gently along the canal, and was rewarded with a tug on the line. With a surge of anticipation, he worked to pull in the catch but knew within seconds that he hadn’t hooked a live fish.
Mooch leaned over, knife in hand to cut him loose, but Hal felt the line jerk and release.
“Hold up,” he said. “Let’s see what we caught.”
He spun the reel. It turned easily in his hands but with enough heft to let him know he’d hooked something. Most likely a clump of aquatic weeds or the proverbial old shoe. He had a whole collection of baseball caps he’d reeled in off the bottom of the canal. Some of them were pretty nice.
And—Hal felt a little leap of hope—he’d be lying if he didn’t admit to a bit of foolish dreaming about finding treasure or at least a piece of jewelry worth hawking. It could happen.
A gust of wind roughened the gleaming water, and the boat slapped up and down on the surface. Hal braced himself and peered down into the layered green depths, watching them shift and waver like a watery kaleidoscope. 
He held his breath, waiting to discover what would emerge. As the thing on the end of the line rose and bobbed to the surface, Hal leaned farther over the side and promptly parted ways with his breakfast sandwich.

      [image: image-placeholder]Chief Deputy Randall Steadman tucked his uniform shirt into his pants and zipped up with a little more effort than usual. After a two-week vacation and all the indulgences that came with it, the uniform fit more snugly than he liked. He made a mental note to do something about that. 
The bedclothes rustled as Vivi rolled over, one bare leg thrusting out from beneath the sheets. She gave a long, growling murmur and opened her eyes, squinting at him through a tangle of pale blonde hair.
“You’ve had…” She fumbled for her phone on the bedside table and rubbed at the corners of her eyes with a pink-nailed finger. “You’ve had four and a half hours of sleep, Rand. Can’t you ease your way back to work? Maybe take it in stages? The shock could kill you.”
He laughed and leaned down to kiss his wife. “We did have a wonderful time, didn’t we?”
Gripping him by the front of his shirt, she pulled him close and he breathed in the smell of her. Baby powder, with faint citrus overtones. “Marvelous,” she said.
“Go back to sleep, Vivi. I’ll see you tonight.”
Steadman drank a mugful of steaming coffee—unsweetened and black—on his way to the station, finishing it as he pulled into the parking lot. He left the mug, with its bitter dregs, to give his car that new coffee smell and hurried up the steps. He’d enjoyed every minute of his vacation, but now that he was back, he was eager to get to work.
“Nice tan, Chief.”
His partner, Deputy Cory Frost, waited for him in the corridor. They’d worked together for two years, and Steadman was well able to read the slant in Frost’s eyebrows, the twitch at the corner of his mouth, and know what they meant.
They had a case.
And not just any case, Steadman deduced, but what his mother would have called a dilly. He figured Frost could hardly wait to tell him about it.
They entered the office pen together and Steadman was met with a flurry of questions.
“How was Hawaii, Chief?”
“What’d you bring me?”
“Frost filled you in yet?”
Steadman waved, encompassing everyone in the gesture, and deposited an enormous box of macadamia turtles on Lily’s desk. She squealed.
“All for me?”
“All for you, darlin’. But I trust you’ll share.”
Everyone laughed and Lieutenant Lily Jamieson tore the cellophane wrapping off the box and opened it, passing it around. Silence fell over the detective division as people munched and everyone waited for Frost to break the ice.
“Do you remember hearing anything about a mysterious dismembered hand, Chief?
“Sure. Garth told me about it from his days on the force. Back around 2007, wasn’t it? Someone found a lone human hand off Highway 101, near Hoodsport.”
“It was 2005, actually,” Frost said, “and it was chewed to the bone by coyotes. Never identified. The case went cold.”
“Right. Well…?”
Frost cleared his throat. “Day before yesterday, a couple fishermen snagged a human hand out of the Hood Canal. We’re thinking it could be a matched pair. Neal’s working on it now.”
“Did you send down divers?”
“Yes, we hauled a 1993 Audi S4 off the bottom of the canal. It was resting on a submerged sandbar or no one ever would have known it was there. You know how deep the canal is.”
“I do,” Steadman said. “Deep enough to swallow a scad of secrets and never make them known. I’m guessing there was more in the car than a vintage cassette deck.”
“You got that right, Chief. We found the skeleton of a young female in the back seat, largely intact except for the hands. One was reeled in by the fishermen and there’s no sign of the other.”
Lily plunked the box of chocolates down on her desk. “I’m combing through dental records of missing young women,” she said. “I expect to have something soon.”
Steadman looked around at his team. Good people. People willing to serve, to work late into the night, to dig as deep and as long as necessary to see justice done. He loved his wife, his family—they were the most important thing in the world to him. But by everything good in this world, he was glad to be back at work. Doing what he was meant to be doing.
“Alright, everybody. I want an ID on the remains and the name of the car’s owner asap.” He caught Frost’s eye and nodded toward the hall. “Let’s go see Neal.”
Dr. Carolyn Neal’s lab was in the basement, underground, as seemed befitting for one who spends her days with the dead. He and Frost forsook the elevator and took the stairs, part of his plan for reducing the bulge at his waistline.
As they descended, Steadman felt the walls darken and close in. He knew it was only illusion, merely generated inside his head and possibly spurred by the chemical odors and the deeper, indelible smell of rot beneath.
If anything, the lighting here was brighter, harsher, than above ground. As if in defiance of the dark. Steadman pushed open the door to the lab, steeling himself for what might lie ahead. He’d seen some pretty stark sights on the tables in Dr. Neal’s lab.
Today, he was greeted by the skeletal remains of a young woman, and by the older woman leaning over them in mask and gown.
“Careful, Chief,” she said. “You’re going green, losing that lovely tan you picked up in Hawaii. How was it?”
“Paradise, doctor.”
“A far cry from what you came home to. I understand, and I’ll do my best with this one.”
“As you always do.”
Carolyn Neal’s bloodshot eyes met his over the edge of her surgical mask. She nodded.
“Cause of death?” Steadman asked.
Neal lifted the skull from the metal table and turned it, showing Steadman the cracked depression along the left side.
Frost stepped closer and she angled it so he could see, as well. “Any ideas about the weapon?” he asked.
“Something heavy and cylindrical,” Neal replied. “A baseball bat. A marble rolling pin.”
“A lead pipe,” Frost suggested.
Neal gave him a look. “This isn’t a game of Clue, but yes—a lead pipe could have done it.”
She picked up the victim’s wrist bones and pointed out the differences between the right and the left. “The right hand was severed, probably with a hacksaw or similar instrument. I surmise the left hand came away by more natural means.”
“Such as?” Steadman said.
“I’m running tests on the hands now, but let’s assume for the moment that they both came from this girl. And let’s assume she lost them postmortem, and that the Audi went into the canal around the same time the first hand was found. In 2005.”
“Okay.”
“That means the car was submerged for seventeen years. The mechanism holding the windows in place would have rusted out at some point, causing the windows to fall down and allowing access to underwater predators. The bones were picked pretty clean and a few of the toes are missing. The connective tissues have deteriorated and that’s how the hand came away when hooked by the fisherman.”
A steady beep filled the room and Dr. Neal crossed to open a machine resembling a microwave oven. She extracted two bony, severed appendages and carried them on a metal tray to where Steadman waited.
“It’s official,” she proclaimed. “They’re a match. Reunited after all these years.”
He watched in silence as Neal placed the hands in their respective places, doing what she could for the dead girl’s dignity. He and Frost left without another word.
Back at his desk, Steadman asked, “What else did you find inside the car?”
Frost pulled the lid off a cardboard box and placed three sealed evidence bags on Steadman’s blotter. They contained a rusty key on an indeterminate fob, a blue-stone class ring on a chain, and a fancy beaded hair ornament marked as a barrette.
Steadman studied the beaded bauble. “Are you certain that’s a barrette, Frost?”
His partner raised an eyebrow. “Sure. What else?”
Steadman fingered it through the plastic. “Could be a roach clip. Who was
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