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  Chapter one

The pungent odor of sweat and leather filled the air as Dan and Paul Case entered the Belmont YMCA gym. The metallic clangs coming from the small weight room echoed through the space, competing with the rhythmic thuds of basketballs on the hardwood floor. The brothers made their way to a corner of the large room that housed the boxing program. 
Waiting by the ring was Detective Steve Barton. The powerfully built man was young — in his thirties — with black hair and intelligent eyes. He broke into a grin when he saw Dan and Paul approach.
“Hi, guys! Thanks for sparing with me, Paul. But I warn you, I haven’t boxed since when I was in the Navy,” he said.
“Don’t worry. I’ll go easy on you.” A cocky grin spread across Paul’s face.
Paul and Steve stood side by side, reaching their arms toward the sky, twisting their torsos, and bending their legs in a series of stretches. Meanwhile, Dan knelt by the duffel bag, pulling out gloves, tape, a water bottle, and the most important piece of gear to him, his camera.
Warm-ups complete, Steve peeled off his sweatshirt, revealing a muscular torso. Dan noticed the scars that crisscrossed it. He wondered whether those marks were from his days as a cop walking the beat or souvenirs from the battles he fought during the war.
Paul tugged his shirt off over his head, showing a frame that was lean and defined. Although the brothers were well-built, they certainly lacked the bulk of Steve’s physique. Paul removed his glasses and laid them atop his shirt, folded at the edge of the ring, making sure they were safely out of the way.
Steve climbed through the ropes and started to wrap his hands. Dan followed him, helping him put on the old leather gloves. Steve gave a nod of thanks before Dan went back to his twin.
“He’s built like a brick outhouse.” Dan jerked his head toward Steve while he waited for Paul to wrap his hands.
“What am I? Chopped liver?” Paul shot back.
Dan threw a glance at the detective as he helped Paul with his gloves. “Well, not yet.” He continued in an innocent voice. “Just thought you’d want to know, my dear brother. You don’t want to show up at our high school graduation next week with a black eye or a busted nose, do you?”
“Hardy-har-har,” Paul replied.
Dan shrugged. “Of course, it’ll be easier to tell who is who that way.”
The brothers were identical twins, each six feet tall with brown hair and eyes. The only way most people told them apart was by Paul’s glasses and the fact that he was left-handed.
Paul rolled his eyes. “Anyway, in the boxing game, my dear brother, technique is more important than brute strength.”
Dan’s glance darted between the two fighters, his artist’s eye capturing every detail. Steve’s muscular frame glistened under the harsh gym lights. “If you say so, slugger. You know, that’ll be a great caption for the photo I’ll take of you lying flat on your back.” He displayed the title in the air with his hands. “‘Technique Outweighs Strength.’”
Paul gave Dan a sour look. He flexed his fingers inside the gloves, his face set in the determined expression he always had before a match. “It may just be the other way around, buddy. Just keep your eye on that timer while you take your pretty pictures, Rembrandt.”
As Paul strutted to his corner, Dan couldn’t help but grin at his brother’s bravado. He picked up his camera, making sure the settings were correct. At an irritated “come on, already” from Paul, Dan made his way to the bell, carefully putting down the camera. He fished a stopwatch out of his pocket.
“Alright, gentlemen — and I use the term loosely — touch them up! Let’s see what you’ve got!” Dan called. Paul and Steve moved to the center of the ring and tapped their gloves. “Box!” He yanked the cord on the bell and clicked the stopwatch.
The two fighters stepped forward, each sizing up the other. The sharp crack of leather gloves mixed with the rhythmic sound of their grunts that escaped with every exertion. Their feet shuffled and pivoted over the canvas floor, an ebb and flow of anticipation and strategy, as they exchanged tentative jabs, testing the other. The boxers bobbed and weaved, their movements smooth and precise, as they launched a flurry of quick punches followed by powerful blows. The ropes vibrated with tension as they circled each other, eyes vigilant, both waiting for that perfect split-second opportunity to deliver a decisive strike.
Dan grabbed some photos of the action, his eyes constantly flicking down to the stopwatch. “Thirty seconds!” He put down his camera and stood by the bell, one eye on the watch’s ticking second hand. He tugged the rope, sounding the bell. “One-minute rest before round two.”
Paul and Steve retreated to their corners while Dan moved quickly between them, offering sips of water from a metal canteen. He then hurried back to the bell, its clang signaling the second round of the sparring session. By the close of the third and final round, the fighters’ bodies shone with sweat, their chests heaving with deep breaths. They tapped their gloves again.
“You’ve got good technique, Paul,” Steve gasped as he caught his breath. “Excellent strategy.”
Paul wiped the perspiration from his forehead with one forearm. “Thanks. I can’t believe you haven’t been in the ring for years.”
“It’s true.” Steve laughed. “But I placed third in the 1944 Fleet Championship in the Navy. South Pacific region.”
“You never told me that!” Paul sputtered.
“That was five years ago, and I haven’t been in the ring in the meantime. Just like I said.” Steve grinned. “After we shower, why don’t we all go out for burgers?”
“That’s for me. I am starving,” Paul tapped himself on his chest. “This one’s on me, guys.”
“What? You’re paying?“ Dan turned to Steve and jerked a thumb toward his sibling. “You hit him once too often in the head.”

      ***The aroma of sizzling hamburgers and fries wafted through the open cab of the twins’ war-surplus jeep as they pulled into the drive-in. The place was bustling with other teenagers. Their laughter and chatter competed with the Good Rockin’ Tonight tune blaring from the jukebox. The neon lights of the sign reflected off the shiny paint jobs of cars and hot rods parked around the lot.
Dan and Paul jumped up from their seats. A sleek, dark green MG sports car zipped into the parking space beside them, and Steve climbed out. The three strolled over to the window. After they gave their order, Paul slapped down a crisp, new bill on the counter. The clerk, a young teen with a spattering of acne across his cheeks and a voice that wavered like a reed in the wind, glanced at the money. His smile disappeared as his eyes scrutinized it, a hint of uncertainty creeping in.
“I’m, uh, sorry, sir. I can’t accept this,” he said, sliding the cash back with as much care as if it were a loaded gun about to go off. “It’s courntro… cantro… It’s fake.”
Paul’s jaw dropped. “What? Get outta here!”
“We’ve got flyers about them.” The clerk tapped a piece of paper taped to the register to prove it. “The Feds came by today.”
Steve stepped forward. “That’s okay. I’ve got this, Paul,” he said, pulling out his wallet.
Paul scrutinized the rejected money, holding it up to the light. “It looks fine to me.”
“Here, let me take a look.” Dan plucked cash from his brother’s fingers. “Working as a soda jerk has its perks — like handling cash all day. And all the free soda you can drink.” He rubbed the bill between his thumb and forefinger, then nodded. “Yeah, it’s definitely off. The paper feels… wrong.”
“Huh?” Paul took the bill and felt it.
“There’s been a surge of funny money in the area lately. Treasury agents are sniffing around,” Steve said to Paul. “Do you recall where you got it?”
Paul’s brow furrowed, then he shook his head. “It came from where I keep all my earnings before I deposit them at the bank. My customers usually pay in cash.” Paul’s mind raced through his landscaping service client list. “Maybe it could be…?” He shrugged. “I don’t… I can’t remember where I got this specific bill.”
Dan nudged Steve. “He’s too busy crafting the perfect hedge or planting a pretty petunia to worry about things like that.”
Paul handed the money to Dan. “Here. You can use it as a bookmark for all the mysteries you read.”
The trio picked up their food and found seats at a nearby table. They sat and started to munch on their burgers. Steve cleared his throat, folding his hands in front of him. “Listen, fellas, there’s something I want to discuss with you.”
Dan’s stomach clenched. He glanced at Paul, who’d paused mid-chew.
“It’s about your mother.” Steve’s voice was uncharacteristically hesitant. “We’ve been… well, I’ve taken her out to dinner. A few times.”
“Weekly,” the twins chorused in perfect unison.
Dan couldn’t help adding, “But who’s paying attention?”
Steve blinked momentarily, thrown off balance. Then a chuckle escaped him, breaking the tension. “Right. I should’ve known you two would keep track. Boys, I know how you feel about your dad. I just… I want to make sure you’re comfortable with this. With your mom and me seeing each other.”
The brothers exchanged glances. Finally, Dan spoke up. “We know Mom deserves to be happy… we want her to be happy. It’s just…” He fumbled for words, then shrugged. “I don’t know how to explain how we feel about the whole thing.”
Steve nodded, understanding in his gaze. “I get it. I’m not trying to replace your dad. There’s no way I could. I just… well, hope I can earn a place in your family, if it goes that far. That you will give me a chance.”
Dan felt a mix of emotions swirling inside him — grief for his dad, uncertainty, and a respect for Steve’s honesty. He looked at Paul, seeing his own conflicted feelings mirrored in his twin’s face.
“Thanks for being on the level with us,” Dan said after a few moments. “Of course we will.”
Paul agreed with a nod, then cracked a grin. “Just don’t expect us to start calling you ‘Dad’ anytime soon.”
“Fair enough.” Steve’s shoulders relaxed visibly. He laughed. “That means a lot to me, boys. I know I’ve got my work cut out for me, but I’m up for the challenge. Now, how about we tackle these milkshakes before they melt?” Steve wiped a dollop of ketchup from his chin. “So, tell me about this camping trip you’ve got coming up. Sounds like quite the adventure.”
Paul’s eyes lit up. “Oh man, Steve, you have no idea. We’re going to canoe down the Makatawa to where it meets the Kolbalt River!”
“Maybe even explore some of the Mephisto Swamp!” Dan said.
“Ah, yes, my artistic brother,” Paul said, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. He put on a very bad posh accent and flung his hands in the air to act out his next sentence. “He has decided he simply must make sketches for a divine landscape painting of the swamp he’s been just ever so dying to do.”
Steve’s brow furrowed slightly. “The Mephisto Swamp, huh? Boys, I don’t want to be a killjoy, but that area can be treacherous. You sure you know what you’re getting into?”
Paul waved away the concern. “No need to be concerned. We’ve got maps, compasses, the works.” He nodded toward his brother. “Daniel Boone here has all but memorized the guidebooks. We’re not exactly heading into the wilds of uncharted territory.”
Steve held up his hands in mock surrender. “Alright, alright. I can see you’ve got it all figured out. Just… be careful out there, okay? Your mother would have my head if anything happened to you two. I mean, even if I’m not officially a member of the family.”
Paul grinned with a mischievous glint in his eye. “Don’t worry, Detective Barton. We won’t become your next case.”
Dan couldn’t help but laugh at the expression on Steve’s face — a mix of exasperation and reluctant amusement.

      ***Dan stood behind the gleaming counter at the Allen Drugstore, wiping down the marble surface with his usual efficiency coming from years of practice. The familiar clink of the metal cups and sundae dishes filled the air as he next arranged them in neat stacks. The afternoon shift had been slow, with only a few people stopping by for treats or lunch.
He looked up to see his brother saunter in, holding hands with his girlfriend, Betty. Donna was with them. Even though Dan had been going out with Donna for months, he still couldn’t believe the prettiest girl in school went for him. Paul caught Dan’s eye and waved.
“Hey, soda jerk!” Paul called out, emphasizing the last word. “Your favorite customers have arrived.”
“At least two of them have,” Dan shot back as the group settled in at one of the small tables. Draping a towel over one arm like he’d seen waiters in a fancy restaurant do in the movies, he approached the table. He spoke with a lousy French accent. “Bonjour, madame and monsieur. What can I bring you all?”
Betty thought for a moment. “I’d like some champagne.” Donna nodded in agreement.
Dan spread his hands. “I regret, madame, but we are fresh out. The tap is dry.”
“Oh.” Donna put on a disappointed expression. She brightened. “How about some caviar, then?”
“Oh, I am so sorry, but the fish, she lay no eggs today.” Dan gave a head shake of regret.
Paul held up three fingers. “Then I guess make it cherry cokes all around, garrison.”
“Garçon,” Betty and Donna corrected in unison.
“That, too,” Paul returned.
“An excellent choice, monsieur. We have a fine vintage.” Dan kissed his fingertips and went back to the soda fountain to make the drinks. He served them to Paul, Donna and Betty with a flourish. “That will be…” He pretended to count on his fingers. “That will be thirty cents.”
Paul dug into his pocket and handed some change to Dan. Dan examined the coins suspiciously and bit the quarter. Paul groaned. “They’re real, dunderhead.”
“Forgive moi, monsieur. But you seem… what is the word?” Dan tapped his temple as he tried to remember. “Ah, yes! Shady! You seem shady.”
The girls giggled. “He knows you!” Betty said to Paul.
“Oh, waiter!” Donna crooked her finger. Dan went over to her and leaned down. She kissed him. “That is your tip, handsome.”
As usual, Dan blushed when Donna called him that. Paul laughed.
“Tell him that again, Donna,” Paul encouraged. “Go on. I want to see if we can make him glow like a beet.”
Dan mustered his dignity and stood tall. He jerked a thumb over his shoulder. “Monsieur, the guillotine is waiting for you in the alley. Your head… you will not miss it.”
An elderly lady entered the soda fountain and headed for a stool.
“Pardon moi. A regular.” Dan bowed and went back to the counter. He dropped the accent. “Afternoon, Miss Tibbs.”
“Good afternoon, Dan,” Miss Tibbs said as she got comfortable on the stool.
“The usual?” Dan asked. “BLT with extra mayo, and a cup of tea?”
“Yes, that’s it.” Miss Tibbs looked around, then asked almost shyly. “And Dan, could I have two Ry-Krisp crackers today?”
“Of course!” Dan smiled. “I could make it three, if you want.”
Miss Tibbs shook her head. “Oh, no! I’m watching my weight.”
“I understand. Your sandwich will be right up.” Dan set to work preparing the food.
He had just set the sandwich, a steaming cup of tea, and two Ry-Krisps in front of Miss Tibbs when he heard squeals coming from Betty and Donna.
“Ricardo!”
Dan wheeled toward the sound. Standing by the table was Ricardo Romero, the Treasury Department agent the brothers met during their last adventure. His movie-star handsome face broke into a smile as he spotted the twins. Donna and Betty had already gotten to their feet to greet him, flanking him on either side like eager bookends.
“Ladies, you’re making me blush,” Ricardo said, his voice carrying that hint of a Spanish accent that seemed to make the girls swoon even more.
Donna had linked her arm through his right elbow while Betty mirrored the pose on his left. Their faces glowed with excitement as they escorted him toward their table. Ricardo’s dark eyes scanned the room with that piercing gaze of his, taking in every detail despite his casual demeanor.
“Ricardo,” Paul called out, rising from his seat. He shook hands. “What brings the Treasury’s finest to our little town?”
Ricardo extricated himself from Donna and Betty with gentle politeness. “Just passing through. Heard this place makes the best milkshakes in three counties.”
Dan raised an eyebrow. Treasury agents didn’t just “pass through” small towns like Farmingford for milkshakes. He wiped his hands on his apron. “Be right back,” he said to Miss Tibbs, then headed toward the growing commotion.
“Is it about that counterfeit?” Dan asked as he shook hands with Ricardo.
Ricardo’s eyes flashed with interest. “What’s that about counterfeit, Dan?”
“I got paid with funny money and tried to use it.” Paul relayed what had happened at the burger stand.
“Do you still have it?” the Treasury agent asked.
“My dear brother palmed it off on me. I think it’s still in my wallet.” Dan fished out the counterfeit and handed it to Ricardo.
Ricardo gave a slight nod, his face impassive, as he examined the bill. He pulled a small notebook from his jacket and opened it with a flick of his wrist. His eyes moved between the bill and the page multiple times. “Can I keep this?”
“Sure,” both twins said together.
“It’s an example of the counterfeits we’re tracking down. The serial numbers match.” Ricardo slipped the bill into the pages of his notebook and then tucked it back into his pocket.
“Ah, remember our fingerprints are on it,” Dan said nervously. He gestured to himself and his brother. “And… ah… we’re not involved.”
Ricardo laughed. “Don’t worry, Dan. It’s very difficult to get prints off a bill, and it’s rarely successful if it’s tried. The paper is porous. Any prints are smudged, overlapped, or just worn off.”
Dan grinned. “That’s a relief.”
“Are they well-done counterfeits, Ricardo?” Betty asked.
“They are excellent,” Ricardo answered. “Created by a master.”
“Except for the paper,” Paul put in. “It feels wrong.”
“That’s a smart observation, Paul,” Betty said.
“It is. Most people would miss that,” Ricardo said with an approving nod.
Paul gave a modest shrug. Dan gave him a dirty look.
“So these fakes are being passed around here?” Donna asked.
Ricardo shook his head. “A few, but they have been popping up all over the country. A sizeable batch recently appeared in Davenport, so we’re scouring the tri-state area. That narrows down the search.”
“Three states? That’s narrower?” Dan asked.
Ricardo laughed. “Narrower than the entire continental United States. The gang may be headquartered in the region. I’m talking to banks and businesses in this area. But let’s forget my job for a moment.”
“Let’s.” Donna took a step toward Ricardo. “So now tell us all about your wedding!”
“And don’t you dare leave anything out!” Betty said.
Dan excused himself and returned to Miss Tibbs. She had just finished her sandwich and was daintily dabbing her mouth with a napkin.
“Everything okay?” Dan asked with a smile.
“Tasty as usual, Dan,” Miss Tibbs answered. She dug around in her purse. “I only have a ten-dollar bill.” She pulled one out.
“That’s fine.” Dan took it and hesitated. The paper felt wrong… the bill was another counterfeit.
“Is something the matter, Dan?” Miss Tibbs asked.
“No, nothing. Let me get you your change.” Dan went to the register and made change, counting it back to Miss Tibbs.
“And this is for you, Dan.” Miss Tibbs gave him two quarters.
“Thank you,” Dan said.
After Miss Tibbs stepped away from the counter, Dan took out his wallet. He pulled out the money for Mrs. Tibb’s tab, placed it into the cash drawer, and then rejoined the others.
“That sounded so romantic!” Donna gushed.
“A honeymoon in Hawaii!” Betty said.
Paul was attempting not to look too bored during the whole wedding discussion. He wasn’t doing very well.
Dan handed the ten-dollar bill to Ricardo. “Here’s another one for your collection.”
Ricardo’s face resumed a businesslike expression as he took it. “Do you know who the passer was?”
Dan nodded in the direction of Miss Tibbs, now browsing the latest romance magazines at the newsstand. “Not exactly the picture of a hardened counterfeiter, is she?”
Ricardo laughed. “No. Well, I have an appointment with the bank manager. It was great to see you all again.”
After a round of goodbyes, Ricardo left. Betty and Donna faced the brothers.
“You two aren’t going to get involved with this counterfeit stuff, are you?” Betty folded her arms, nailing the brothers with an accusatory look. Donna copied the pose.
“Like you did with that missing gang loot?” Donna asked.
“Or the protection arson ring?” Betty went on.
“Or the kidnapping of the Maitland heir?” Donna finished up.
“Us? No! No!” Paul protested, hands up in surrender.
“We’re not going anywhere near funny money or counterfeiters!” Dan sliced his hand through the air to chop off such a thought.
“All we’re going to do is take a canoe camping trip,” Paul added. “In the middle of nowhere.”
“And you can take that,” Dan slapped his hand against the table for emphasis, “to the bank!”






  
  Chapter two

As the dawning sun peeked over the horizon, the used 1942 Studebaker truck came to a halt at Makatawa River Resort, sending a plume of dust into the air. Despite its worn look, it still ran as if it were brand new, even after seven years and unknown miles not clocked by the broken odometer. Paul had bought the vehicle a few months ago, which now proudly bore “Case Landscaping Services” on its sides, painted by Dan, marking the start of Paul’s post-graduation business venture. 
“Ready for the adventure of a lifetime?” Paul said, slapping Dan’s shoulder.
Dan grinned, pushing open the creaky door. “Ready to challenge the wilderness, my dear brother and fellow alumnus of Farmingford High School.”
They hopped out of the truck. Though the temperature had not yet climbed, they were prepared for the sweltering heat that was forecast for later in the day. The twins wore matching outfits for a change: crisp white t-shirts, navy blue swimsuits, and well-worn sneakers.
Behind them, their mother’s car rolled to a stop, the engine purring softly before it was silenced. She stepped out, sunglasses perched on her head, followed by Steve. He stretched as he climbed out, casting a glance at the clear sky.
“Last chance to back out, guys,” Steve said as he and Mrs. Case walked toward the truck.
“Give up. You don’t have a prayer, Steve,” Mrs. Case said. She was an attractive woman in her mid-thirties, equipped with an unexpected toughness, which served her when she had to go toe-to-toe with city council members or meter readers as the first woman county water department manager. “Tony and the boys planned this trip for when they graduated, after he got back…” Her voice trailed off, her eyes became misty.
Dan was all too familiar with how the sentence would usually end: “got back from the war.” Yet, a constant weight sat in his heart, as their father didn’t return, never making it off Omaha Beach on D-Day alive. The memory seemed to hang in the air, both a source of honor to him and his brother, but also an ache that never fully healed.
After a moment of quiet, Mrs. Case looked at the twins with a mixture of pride and sadness. “He’d be so proud of you two. Just as I am.” She moved closer and wrapped the two in a tight embrace. A lump rose in Dan’s throat, and he was caught off guard by the unexpected rush of emotion. As they pulled apart, he felt comforted and anxious at the same time. “Just promise me you’ll be careful, boys.”
“We always are, Mom,” Dan reassured her.
“We’re not looking for any trouble,” Paul said.
Mrs. Case flashed a knowing smile. “I know, but it always seems to find you. Sometimes, I think you two are magnets.”
“Ah, Mom. We’ll be in the middle of a swamp or a river.” Paul adjusted his glasses. “Nothing can get us there. Except drowning. Or maybe an alligator.”
“No alligators up here,” Dan reminded his twin.
Steve cleared his throat and spoke in a serious tone. “Listen, fellas, that swamp can be treacherous. Make sure you stick to your maps and don’t take any unnecessary risks.”
Paul grinned. “Aw, come on, Steve. You’re talking to the Case twins here. We eat unnecessary risks for breakfast.”
Dan gave a concerned glance toward their mother, then delivered a warning elbow to his brother. “What Paul means is, we’ll watch our step.”
“Of course we will.” Paul quickly turned back to the truck. He dropped open the tailgate and started untying the ropes holding their cedar canoe. “Alright, Dan, let’s get this beauty unloaded.”
The brothers lifted the canoe onto their shoulders and made their way through the dirt to the water’s edge. Once there, they placed it down, watching it float gently on the ripples. Mrs. Case and Steve soon joined them, arms full of camping gear wrapped in waterproof covers. Together, they packed the tent, sleeping bags, and food supplies into the canoe. Paul knelt next to it, carefully arranging everything to balance the weight evenly. After ensuring everything was in place, he stood up, brushed the sand from his hands, and looked over their work with a pleased smile. He stepped back, admiring the fully loaded canoe, ready for their adventure.
“The wilderness calls.” Paul handed Dan an oar. He turned to Steve. “Thanks for driving my truck back home. The key is in the ignition.”
“You bet,” Steve said. “Don’t forget to signal if you need help!”
“Sure thing, Steve,” Dan replied with a grin. “We packed both carrier pigeons and a flare gun.”
Mrs. Case hugged each brother again. “Have fun, boys.”
“Thanks, Mom,” the twins said as one.
“We’ll call you in three days, when we paddle into the Kobalt River Marina,” Paul said.
“All grizzled-looking and dirty,” Dan added.
“And probably smelly, too,” Paul put in.
“If that’s the case, I’ll bring the truck, and you two will ride home back in the bed,” Mrs. Case said.
The twins carefully stepped into the canoe, the wooden frame creaking slightly under their shared weight. Dan settled himself at the back while his brother sat at the front. They each took hold of an oar and pushed off from the riverbank, creating ripples in the water around the canoe. As they drifted into the open river, their mom and Steve remained on the shore, waving goodbye.
The brothers responded with a final, enthusiastic wave before dipping their oars into the cool, clear water and starting their synchronized paddling. They glanced back at the shore again as Mrs. Case got into the family car, while Steve climbed into Paul’s truck.
“Dan, do you think Mom is serious about Steve?” Paul asked.
“I’ve been thinking about that, my dear brother,” Dan answered. “The way I figure it, if Mom tells him about her and Dad’s past, then we know she’s serious.”
Mrs. Case recently told the brothers that during their teenage years, they were part of Lorenzo Rizzo’s bootlegging gang in Chicago during Prohibition. Their mother stressed that they steered clear of any “nasty business.” When their father survived an assault on Rizzo’s gang by a rival, their parents decided to leave it all behind, elope, and start new as a family in the small town of Farmingford. Although she insisted she wasn’t embarrassed by her background, the family chose not to spread the story around, either.
“I’ll buy that,” Paul said. “Then the ball would be in Steve’s court. He’ll have to react to it.”
“It would be interesting to see,” Dan said. “How would a detective deal with dating a woman who used to be in a bootlegger’s gang?”
The Makatawa River stretched wide at this point, but not very deep, its surface shimmering under the early morning sun. Scattered across the water, a handful of rowboats bobbed, each cradling one or two fishermen, their silhouettes framed by broad-brimmed hats and the arc of their fishing rods. Paul and Dan paddled in unison, their canoe gliding through the river, slicing cleanly through the gentle ripples. The current guided them farther from the resort’s tidy outpost, drawing them deeper into the wilderness.
“I’m glad we started out when we did. It was a couple of
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