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Two


I slept the sleep of the just—or at least of the thoroughly exhausted. Ghosts have no hold on me. Since the murder didn’t occur in the basement, I had no problem staying in my house. Someone had used it as a temporary funeral home, and I didn’t have any concerns about visiting those.

My internal alarm did not ring and I slept late. My first thought was to call Paddy and let him know what happened at the house. However, me calling my son at 8:00 a.m. would be like him calling me at 3:00 a.m.—it had better be an emergency and this no longer was. I waited a couple of hours and ended up leaving him a message to call me when he had a chance.

The cops talked to me numerous times during the day, asking the same questions each time. To no avail, I barricaded myself in my third floor study to get some work done. The phone rang fourteen thousand times. I let voicemail overflow with requests/demands to talk to the media. At the end of the day I had accomplished exactly nothing, which I resolved to change.

The following day, after a longer than usual morning run to shake out the cobwebs, I retrieved the newspaper from the lily of the valley surrounding my porch where it ended up at least once a week. Over a breakfast bowl of five-minute oatmeal, I skimmed the news. The business section used ten column inches to announce the D’Alessandro brothers were going to be working together once All-American Bancorp completed its planned acquisition of Graystone National Bank. By contrast, the John Doe at my house—officially Cincinnati’s forty-second murder of the year—had vanished from the paper, rating only five column inches when first reported.

The sol-mi chime from the doorbell jarred me from contemplating what a sad state of affairs we were in if a murder was only one-day news. A quarter to eight is suspiciously early for visitors. If it was a reporter I was going to be ticked. I choked down the remainder of a cranberry-orange bagel. From the dining room door, I spied on the front porch. Lt. Hastings peered through the window beside the front door, a hand shading her eyes. I brushed my teeth with my tongue.

After I opened the door, she gave me a full body appraisal. A smile crept over her countenance. “Cute outfit.” With her hand she indicated my running shorts and tee shirt molded to my body with sweat. “Nice legs too.” She strolled from the foyer into the library. I followed her scent. “What a gorgeous mantel. Rookwood fireplace?”

“All the fireplaces are Rookwood tile. The mantel’s—”

“They don’t make them like this anymore, and you’ve used wonderful deep colors for the rooms. And I love the ten-foot ceilings. When was this built?”

“Eighteen ninety-five.” I wanted to wave my hands in little circles and move this conversation along to the reason she was here, which certainly wasn’t about admiring my house. She picked up an antique candle lantern from the mantel. “Maybe sometime you’ll give me the cook’s tour.”

“Now?”

“I don’t have time to see your etchings . . . just now.”

I looked at her left hand. I hadn’t imagined it. Her ring finger was bare. What had happened to her engagement to the football player?

She settled into my grandmother’s rocker, crossed her shapely legs, and motioned me to take the antique Hitchcock chair opposite her. “I have some follow-up questions from the interview. Where did you say your bodyguard girlfriend was?”

“Her name is Abigail Hancock, and I have no clue where, other than someplace in England. They’re keeping it close to the vest, so I—”

“Where does she keep her weapons when she’s out of the country?”

“I don’t like them in the house, so not here if that’s what you were thinking. Maybe at her brother’s?”

Hastings leaned forward. “Turns out you knew the John Doe. We caught a fingerprint match from a National Association of Security Dealers’ application. Someone from the Chillicothe area. Care to take a stab?” She removed a picture from her pocket. “Want to refresh your memory of how he last looked?”

Mentally I was driving in the slow lane, still sorting through her apparently broken engagement and wondering whether the etchings comments meant she had some other motivation for asking about Abigail. A moment passed before I processed the new information. I had no need of the murdered man’s picture. I remembered it too clearly and shivered at the memory of first seeing it in the interrogation room. With closed eyes, I considered all the Chillicothe people I had met during the investigation. When I go into thinking zone, I have no sense of time. Eventually it came to me. “Chip Kincaid.”

“Unbelievable. Twenty-two seconds.” She slid back into the chair and rocked. “How did you figure it out?”

It took considerably longer than twenty-two seconds to get her to follow my logic starting with the assumption that if the fingerprints came off an NASD registration form, the person took a security licensing exam, and ending with Chip Kincaid. “He had to take those exams to own his insurance agency. I never liked the guy, but that probably says more about me than him. I just don’t cotton to people who line their pockets at the expense of their customers. Most brokers—”

“Back to Charles P. Kincaid. I don’t have all day.”

“The best I can say was he was a ‘hale fellow well met.’” I grinned at a recollection. “His secretary had a great smile.”

She stopped rocking. “Clearly important. Let me write that down.”

“The CIG research guys discovered Kincaid got his hand slapped for improper recordkeeping a while back. Resulted in a fine. We looked at him and the agency but didn’t find anything illegal.”

“So what the hell was he doing in your basement?” She leaned in. “When did you last see him?”

“Not since the investigation, so months. Why was he in Cincinnati?”

“Autopsy found clothing embedded in the wounds, so he was shot while clothed, although we didn’t find any clothes in your basement—besides one sock behind the dryer, which matched others in your bureau. Someone slipped him a roofie. You know, the date rape pill?” She bounced out of the chair and paced the room. “Here’s my problem. Follow me on this. You solve the Chillicothe crimes and thwart, but don’t capture, the actual hitman.”

“Wasn’t me who lost him.”

“Point taken. However, someone kills Kincaid and leaves him posed for a Necrophilia Magazine photo spread in your basement. Too much coincidence. If this isn’t related, I need another explanation for why Kincaid turned up here.”

“You’re implying Kincaid was involved with the crimes? We certainly didn’t find any connection last year, and we looked hard.”

In one fluid motion, she turned toward the stained glass window, raised her hands high over her head, and stretched backwards. God, she was a fine looking woman. I wondered what might have happened if we had gotten together. Idle speculation.

She did an about face. “So far we’ve got nothing. Officers will come by later today to remove the yellow tape so you can get back in the basement. Unless you met Kincaid in Chicago, I don’t need to know more about your meetings. Next time you want to stay covert, don’t fly on All-American’s corporate jet and don’t have the guy you’re meeting in Atlanta give the Delta Club attendant his name in case someone calls for him.”

“You’ve been busy. I’ll keep your suggestions in mind.”

“You do that. I’ve released your car. You can pick it up whenever you want. That reminds me. Something just doesn’t quite square: you flew first class, took limos, but you drive a car born in the last century.”

“Clients pay for business. I pay for personal. If some guy’s buying you a glass of wine you don’t order Two Buck Chuck, even if that’s what you drink at home, do you?”

She gave me a questioning look and I realized I hadn’t picked the most apt analogy.

“Don’t get up. I’ll see myself out.”

I popped out of my chair.

She released a rich contralto laugh. “Always the gentleman. It goes without saying, but with you I’m going to say it anyway: give me whatever ideas you think up and under no circumstances do I want to hear about you or your son starting any separate investigations. Got it?” Her sparkling eyes sucked me into their depths.

I walked her to the door, made a flamboyant show of opening it, and watched her perfect backside all the way to her cruiser. With my eyes closed, I inhaled deeply. I sure hoped Abigail got back soon. I was developing a thing for lilac perfume.

 

* * *

 

As promised, that afternoon the police removed the yellow tape. I planned to be a good little Seamus and let the professional investigators do their job, but once I walked down to the basement and saw the chair someone had strapped Chip Kincaid to, I viscerally knew I had to understand why someone had gone to the trouble of picking my basement lock and placing Kincaid inside.

I have many failings and one has to do with taking orders. When my mother was in the delivery room, the doctor flipped me over and told me to stay put until I was born. I flipped right back. I still don’t take orders well. I’m an independent cuss and proud of it—a trait that has not always served us Irish well over the centuries. I still might have been able to control myself if Lt. Hastings had not repeatedly issued orders to stay away from investigating Chip Kincaid’s murder, which was like waving a red cape in front of a bull. Upon reflection, I didn’t want to take that analogy too far; the bull doesn’t usually turn out the winner in the long run.

To mitigate the potential for problems, I promised myself I would stay out of the police investigation’s way, so the question was what form my inquiry should take. Paddy and I had gotten nowhere fast trying to find the missing Chillicothe money, and Paddy assured me no one could track the internet searches to us. That left open the question why someone would go to the trouble of breaking into my basement in order to dump the body of someone I knew only slightly from that investigation?

There had to be a connection. Could I use this new development to lever myself back into the official Chillicothe investigation? Hastings clearly didn’t think so; how about my boss at CIG? I could hear Rand’s response, in prep school English, “You make a cogent argument, Seamus, but I shall not be persuaded on this issue.”

Nope, pushing Rand wouldn’t work. If I took this on, I’d have to keep it secret from him. Well, it wasn’t the first.

Hastings had apparently talked with my police contacts in and around Chillicothe, no doubt warning them not to talk to me. However, I had gotten to know Charlene Worth, the girlfriend of one of the Ross County Sheriff’s officers, a guy aptly named Bear. She might be the camel’s nose under the tent.

Waiting for Charlene to answer the phone, I broke into a smile picturing her and Detective Albert Wright together. She was fourteen inches shorter and one hundred and fifty pounds lighter than he was. The restaurant she worked at, Sue’s Home Cooking, was still hopping, which if I had thought about it I would have known. I settled for leaving a message.

I tried to relax with a glass of cabernet and WGUC, Cincinnati’s classical radio station, playing in the background. I selected the book from the top of my to-be-read pile, a Robert B. Parker mystery, and plopped into an easy chair in my library. The opening pizzicato of Bruckner’s Fifth Symphony startled me out of the book. Shortly before Abigail left for England, we heard the CSO perform the piece in Orchestra Hall. Where in England was she? What was she doing? When would she get back? Trying to ignore the hollowness those thoughts brought, I refilled my wineglass and buried myself in the thriller.

The low brrrrp from the phone called me back to the present. I raced to the kitchen and caught the call in the midst of the answering machine’s greeting.

“Hold on,” I yelled. My stomach growled. I needed more than wine for dinner. Once the answering machine’s spiel ended, I told Charlene tomorrow’s Chillicothe Gazette headline would announce Chip Kincaid’s murder and explained where the police discovered the body.

“How awful for you. Chip should have known that if he played with fire he’d eventually get burned.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning Chip preyed on women.”

I primed her pause with another drawn-out, “Meaning?”

“He married right after college. Screwed around so much she divorced him. He gave her everything except the condom he wore. That was because after they left the judge’s chambers they went to her apartment and had a celebratory screw.”

“You’ll be surprised to know he didn’t share those details during the Chillicothe investigation.” I was pleased with myself for thinking to call Charlene. This was the sort of background I’d never get from the cops. “He preyed on women?”

“Well, the girls do sometimes talk, and I hear stuff while taking orders. Hold on.” The clunk of a receiver bouncing against the wall came down the line. From the distance, Charlene yelled, “Just a minute. I’m on the phone.”

After a moment, the phone rattled and she said, “Some people! Where was I? Oh, yeah. You wouldn’t believe the stuff waitresses hear. People think we have no ears. Chip was a few years behind Bear and me in school. Decent athlete but nothing like Bear. He had the hots for the ladies, especially older, experienced women. There was a bar downtown. I don’t remember its name. Anyway, after school he used to drop in and attach himself to a housewife and do the deed before hubby got home. So they say.”

“Precocious.”

“Lives, uh lived, outside town on a gentleman’s farm. I guess more like a stud farm.” She giggled. “Is your machine recording this? I can’t believe I said that. I hear tell it’s secluded so no one knew who he entertained.”

“My, my. Did he still go for older women or did he get stuck at a particular age?”

“I never heard of him with jailbait. Otherwise, if she walked, she was fair game. He mostly went for damaged goods, though.”

“How much of this is gossip and how much confirmed?”

“You’re hurting my feelings, and I’m paying for this call too.”

“I’m sorry, Char—”

“I’m busting your chops, Seamus. Mostly gossip, but it’s come from so many places and for such a long time, it’s probably true. One of my girlfriends worked for him for several years. Sounds like you’re looking for info. I’m sure she’d talk with you. You don’t embarrass easily, do you? She’s a bit, um, earthy, but she knows how to dish dirt. Want me to give her a call?”

“You betcha.”


Fifteen


I opened the door and was dumbfounded to see Paddy, spiffed out in suit and tie and carrying one of my old leather briefcases. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“Good to see you too, Dad. Have a pleasant dinner? Going to invite me in?” Without waiting for a reply, he slid by me sideways and walked into the dining area. Vince and Bill were both standing.

“I hope I didn’t interrupt,” Paddy said. He stuck out his hand to Vince. “Mr. D’Alessandro, I’m Patrick McCree. Congratulations on your recent induction into the Michigan State University hall of fame.”

How did he know? I hadn’t told him. In fact, until he mentioned it, I had forgotten. Paddy introduced himself to Bill Overly.

“Don’t look so surprised,” Vince said to me. “When something came up and changed our dinner plans, Margaret decided inviting Patrick for dessert made sense.”

Paddy asked, “Were you finished talking? I can camp in the bedroom.”

“Your timing’s perfect,” Vince said. “Now all we need is dessert.”

A knock announced dessert’s arrival.

“Wow, do all CEOs just think things and they happen?” Paddy’s tongue briefly poked out between his lips.

“Only in their own minds,” Vince said, followed by a hearty laugh. “Like father, like son.” We settled at the table with four chocolate tarts in front of us. “Pretend your Dad and I aren’t here. Bill’s your buyer.”

Paddy, to his credit, ignored Vince’s suggestion and maintained eye contact with all three of us. At his age, I would have crapped my pants presenting to the CEO and CFO of a huge banking organization. Maybe he didn’t know enough to be scared.

And where did he get the gray pinstriped suit?

I zoned out on his presentation and thought back to moments after his birth when I cuddled him in my arms for the first time. Tears had streamed down my cheeks at the miracle. I refocused and heard him say, “We’re new, so we only have one reference for you. The first phase is a low risk proposition. You get a free check on your security, and if we find nothing wrong you can feel more secure. For us it’s simple: we need you as a satisfied client. If we don’t satisfy you, we’ve crippled our marketing efforts and effectively driven ourselves out of business.”

He shot me a quick smile and continued. “Frankly, I am my father’s son, and failure is not an option.” He spread his hands out in a gesture to indicate he had nothing to hide.

Damn, how had I been so lucky to have a son like this? My eyes misted and I excused myself to the bathroom.

Once under control, I returned and found everyone standing. Bill shook Paddy’s hand and said, “Someone will call you tomorrow afternoon to schedule your stress test. If this works well, we might have some more work for you in the near future.”

“Congratulations,” I said to Paddy after they had left. “You done good, kid.”

“They about to make another acquisition?”

“Haven’t the foggiest.”

“Come on, Dad, why are you here?”

Ignoring questions you don’t want to answer is a practiced art for parents. “Your pitch was wonderful. I would have hired you, and I don’t even have a network. You’re a natural. I would have been scared shitless when I was your age. By the way, your suit looks nice. When did you get it?”

“Who says I wasn’t scared out of my wits? You should like the suit. It’s from your closet.”

“Huh?”

“Remember a few years ago you became blubber man?”

I had become depressed, stopped exercising, and ate more. Thirty pounds later Paddy had shamed me with a blubber man jab. It took two years to return to my current weight.

“It wasn’t that bad.”

“Oh yes it was. Remember, I got to see you without your clothes. Since most of my extra weight is in my extremely buff chest,” he puffed it out for effect, “your fat suit jacket fits me fine. I had to take a tuck at the waist of the pants though.” He lifted the jacket and curled down the pant’s waist: a safety pin took in a couple of inches of material. “One on the other side too.”

“You could have asked. I would have given it to you.”

“I know. That’s why I took it.” He flashed his “gotcha” grin and we both laughed.

“Tell you what,” I said. “Take it to Brooks Brothers and have them fix the pants. I’ll give you my account number to pay for the alteration. It’s been a gazillion years since I bought anything there, but at a place like that, the account’s good forever.”

“But what if I need to meet them again?”

“You’ve got another suit.”

“Not boxy enough for bankers. It’s European cut to show off for the ladies.” He slipped the tip of his tongue between his teeth.

“Be careful you don’t become Narcissus. Buy a second suit. When it’s ready take this one in. And invest in a pair of top quality shoes. Your feet will thank you now and your wallet later. They’ll last forever.”

A look of concern twitched across his face. “I know it seems like a ton of money,” I said. “None of which you currently have. I’ll give you a choice. I can make a new suit and shoes your graduation present or loan you the money at my usual usurious rates.”

“I’ll take the duds. No wonder the bankers love you. Enough father-son bonding. I’ve got to get back and tell Lisa and the guys the news so we can get ready.”

Before opening the door, he hugged me. “Thanks for everything, Dad. I know they only talked with me because of you. Thanks for having enough confidence in me that I wouldn’t screw up and embarrass you.”

He rushed out the door, which closed to my, “You’re welcome.”

 

* * *

 

The early morning flight from Chicago was uneventful. I pulled into my driveway, and Mrs. Keenan scurried over. “Someone tried to break into your house last night,” she said.

The pleased-with-myself feeling from the work I had done for Vince D’Alessandro and in getting Paddy’s foot in the door disappeared in a flash. “Glad they didn’t succeed. Please, Mrs. Keenan, come in and have some tea.”

She followed me into the kitchen and sat down at the table. I ran water into the kettle and lit the burner. “What happened?”

“I let Alice out for her last potty break before we went to bed. It was a little after eleven. She barked up a storm and ran over to the fence between our yards. I thought she’d treed a raccoon, but she wasn’t looking up. She faced your house. I called her inside, but she wouldn’t come. Alice acted the same way during the break-in you had last year, and you recently had that . . . that unpleasantness. I called 911.”

She paused for me to take the whistling kettle off the stove and pour water for her tea. She always chose Earl Gray. I didn’t bother to ask anymore.

“Alice was right. They found a storm window broken. The regular window was taped with duct tape, but they didn’t get in. I let the police in so they could look around. They said everything was fine.”

“A thousand thank yous, Mrs. Keenan.”

“When’s that nice girl coming back? Looks like you could use a bodyguard again.”

“It’s beginning to seem that way. I tried to call her . . .”

Silence filled the space between us. She reached over and patted my hand. “I’ll get the cats.” She lowered her voice. “Alice is jealous. She doesn’t get to sleep on the bed with us.”

She returned several minutes later with Cheech and Chong held in front of her in pile-o-cat. “Here’s your granddaddy. Tell him how much you missed him.”

The cats took off in a three story romp. The house no longer seemed empty. Maybe the echo came from within me. I thought about calling Abigail again, but what good would it do to leave a message? I needed to see her, talk to her at the very least.

I tried Cindy Nelson to see if she had more information. She was out on assignment; they would be sure to give her my message. My CIG assignment was complete; Vince D’Alessandro didn’t need a written report; it was too soon to set up another meeting for Paddy. In case people called, I wanted to be at home, which meant I was down to cleaning the house. After a couple of hours, I gave up. I know people who love cleaning. Not me. As soon as you’re done, the dust bunnies procreate, and you have to start all over again.

I escaped in the evening to choir practice. Singing did its magic and by the end of rehearsal my neck was tension free. It’s difficult to be in too much turmoil after singing Mozart and Bach. On the way home a pair of headlights followed me until the last turn, which got me thinking about the break-in attempt. I remembered to set the alarm.

 

* * *

 

Friday morning I awoke to an email from Paddy telling me LT2P had scheduled their attack on All-American’s computer systems for the stroke of midnight, Sunday morning. He added a postscript: “Is midnight the last moment of the day or the first?”

I replied, “First, twelve o’clock a.m. Go get ’em. I’m holding my breath.”

While making breakfast, I realized the cupboards needed replenishing. I armed the alarm for the short trip to get groceries. A gray Olds Eighty-eight pulled behind me at the McAlpin-Clifton traffic light, followed me down the hill and onto Kenard Avenue. Was the tail back? I hung a left into Kroger’s lot and the Olds kept going. Probably heading to I-75.

On the way back home I checked for tails. No gray Olds. No one else acting suspiciously. Maybe the events of the last few days had spooked me.

Maybe not. Parked two houses down from my driveway was the Olds. My heartbeat pounded in my ear. I pulled into my driveway and unloaded the groceries. From my upstairs window I checked out the Olds through binocs. Someone was in the car, but I was at the wrong angle to tell anything about them.

I rearmed the alarm and drove past the Olds. The car appeared empty. Had they ducked or did they live nearby? Visiting someone? I checked the plate number—same one—and kept the car in sight using the rear view mirror. Sure enough, the Olds pulled out after letting another car go by.

I grabbed my cell phone and dialed Lieutenant Hastings. “Hey, Lieutenant, I apologize up front, but I think someone’s tailing me. It’s the same Olds Eighty-eight and plate number. You probably didn’t hear, but someone tried to break into my house last night. In answer to your question earlier: I am starting to get scared.”

“About time,” she said. “Where are you?”

“Wandering Northside. Me and my shadow.”

“Keep wandering for now. The plate’s stolen. Belongs to a Caddy. I need you to keep an open line so I can get some units to nail him.”

“I’ll head for Union Terminal. Your guys can converge there without following us.”

“Good idea. Stay on the line. Dispatch will coordinate. I’ll be your link.”

A soft buzz told me the line was live. I headed toward Union Terminal. Once a major railroad hub, now it housed museums, although Amtrak still had a train or two a day. Without being obvious, I stopped for yellows so I wouldn’t lose my tail, who kept two or three cars behind me.

A patrol car passed us going in the opposite direction. Hastings’ voice came over the line. “At Union Terminal, drive in and park. We’ve got another car a block behind you with the Olds in sight. Two more are converging shortly.”

I acknowledged.

Hastings came back on while I was at a red light on Ezzard Charles, about to cross over I-75. “Units are in place. Head into the Museum parking lot. We’ll get him at the entrance.”

The light turned green, and I gently accelerated. The Olds was two cars behind me and followed me across the intersection. Cruisers from three directions engaged sirens and flashers and closed the trap. I got out of my car at the parking booth to watch the action.

The guy screeched to a stop, burst out of his car and ran from the cops. One of the cruisers stopped by the Olds, the other two drove past. The lot was mostly empty at noon on a school day. The guy headed toward a school bus parked in front of the building. Paired as if they were about to enter Noah’s ark, the little kids fidgeted in line.

The cops weren’t going to get there in time. An officer yelled for the suspect to stop, to no effect.

I sprinted to head the guy off before he could reach the kids. My shoes slapped the pavement, the vibrations running up my shins. The suspect was younger and several inches shorter than I, but with a beer belly overhanging his belt. With every step his expelled breath sounded like it came from one of the steam engines that used to be here. I changed my angle to cut him off. The slap of shoe leather alerted him of my pursuit. He shot me a look, veered to the left and glanced off a lamp post. His knees buckled from the blow and crumpled when I threw my full weight onto his back. His breath whooshed out as I crushed him onto the concrete sidewalk.

I used my forearm to hold his neck down, forced his face into the concrete, and kneeled in the middle of his back. It seemed a lifetime before the first cop arrived and ordered me to move away and lie face down on the sidewalk. He had a gun. I didn’t argue.

 

* * *

 

At headquarters, Lt. Hastings glared at me. “Officers at the scene told me about your escapade. Why did you interfere?”

“Thanks for asking. I’ll be a little sore, but no major damage.”

“My hero,” she said. “Why?”

No one had told her about the kids and the school bus.

My tail, William Driscoll, sat in a small interrogation room. Looking through the one-way window, I told Hastings this was not the same guy I had seen in the car before. The first guy had long blond hair. This guy was a white male, five-seven, short wavy brown hair with a part in the middle, dressed in a plain white tee shirt, designer jeans, no socks, and untied sneakers. He’d last shaved a couple of days ago. His right bicep was backdrop for a tattoo of a buxom lady who in real life would have trouble standing upright.

I asked if he had lawyered up.

“We’re waiting for Oily McGovern.” Her lips curled in the distaste of saying the name of a defense attorney hated by the cops for his trial successes against them. Hastings took a sip from her coffee cup. Her lips puckered. “Why do I drink this diesel fuel?”

I wondered how a punk like Driscoll rated Oily McGovern. “We need to find out who’s paying the tab. Maybe we’ll get a clue from your interrogation.”

“When are you going to get it through your thick skull that we does not include you?”

I faced her full on. “Let’s pretend the two of us switched sides. Would you stand up and salute whenever I told you not to worry your pretty little head.”

Her eyes tightened and her nostrils flared.

“Didn’t think so.” I looked through the one-way glass.

“You can stay in my office until we’re done here. If anything comes up I think you should know about, I’ll tell you.” She walked out the door. Stuck her head back in the door and snarled, “Out, Seamus. Now.”

 

* * *

 

Hastings returned to her office an hour and a half later. She strode around the chair I was sitting in and swept my feet from resting on her desk.

“Nothing to tell you,” she said after she sat down. “You can leave now.”

“I could have left earlier. Tell me what happened.”

“Oily showed up and instructed Driscoll to remain silent. Took two minutes. Driscoll’s already sprung on bail.”

I stood up and leaned over her desk. “Why did you keep me here so long?”

“So you wouldn’t be tempted to follow Driscoll.”

“With what? My car’s still at Union Terminal. I arrived here courtesy of City transportation.”

Lt. Hastings grinned at me. “You should have told me. I could have let you loose earlier. Want to stick around another three hours? I can’t arrange for police protection, but I’ll be free for dinner and a full tour of your bedroom.”

“Are you always so direct?” Even as pissed at her as I was, a little corner of my mind, the one horns grew from, stirred at the idea. I recalled how attractive she looked when righteous. Did I give off the same radiance in my anger? Fortunately, the I-wouldn’t-like-it-much-if-Abigail-cheated-on-me portion of my brain rallied to my rescue even though I had no clue whether at this very minute Abigail might not be with someone else. “Your timing leaves a bit to be desired, Lieutenant. Maybe you can get a uniform to drop me off at my car?”

“Your loss,” she said.


Sixteen


I arrived home to find the mail lady had graced my mailbox with bills and junk. I tossed the junk mail in the kitchen wastebasket and clumped up the back stairs two at a time to drop the bills in my third floor study. At the second floor landing a voice from the hallway called, “Stop right there. Hands up. Don’t turn around. You carrying?”

“No,” I choked out. I knew the voice and could not believe this was happening.

“Good. Let’s make sure. Kick off your shoes.”

My shoes were tied. Stepping on the heels I removed them.

“Undo your belt and drop your pants.”

I hesitated.

“Do it now!”

I did. The belt buckle clunked against the floor.

“Off with the shirt.” I pulled the tee shirt over my head. “And leave your hands up.”

Hands over my head, my heart hammered a quick-time march.

“Don’t move.”

A hand pulled my shorts to my ankles.

“I wouldn’t want your feet to get cold on the hardwood floors,” Abigail said. “You can turn around and show me how glad you are to see me.”

All five-nine of her was naked except for a slender gold ankle bracelet. We both sported grins so wide our faces might split. She jumped into my arms and wrapped her legs around me. I held her tight, buried my face in her hair, inhaled the light touch of her Chanel Coco parfum.

 

* * *

 

With candlelight illuminating the room, I asked if she was done with her job.

“Shouldn’t be much longer. A month at most. I have to be back Monday evening.”

“I wish you’d let me know you were coming.”

“I didn’t know until Ingstram Ravel spilled the beans yesterday and told me he had given you my number.”

“He told you?”

“Someone called and hung up without a message. Caller ID showed it originated in Iowa. Only Rand was supposed to have my number, so I had to check it out.”

“I used an old prepaid calling card for the international call. It must have routed through Iowa.”

“I asked Ingstram to trace it,” she said. “He gave himself away by trying too hard to convince me someone had called a wrong number.” She thumped me on the chest. “You’re such a sneak.”

“Something about the pot calling the kettle black, I think. I changed the locks. How did you get in?”

“Your new locks did threaten to put a kink in my plans, but I got Mrs. Keenan to let me in. Anyway, I told Ingstram that if he confessed, I wouldn’t report him to Rand, but if he didn’t, I’d put the bug in Rand’s ear. He caved. Why didn’t you leave a message?”

“So how’s this relate to the sudden vacation?”

“Not answering my question, huh? The answer, Mr. Self-Contained, is I heard a plea from across the pond. I figured you missed me as much as I missed you.”

Our mouths became otherwise engaged, interrupting the conversation for a time. When we came up for air she said, “I told Rand I had a family emergency. Good thing my brother lives in Cincinnati. It gives me good cover, which reminds me: I’ll call Joey and see if he has time to grab a bite with us sometime this weekend.”

“Good, I’d love to meet him. So what makes your gig so secret?”

“CIG’s been working with Interpol on an issue involving the Russian mafia. The number two, three, four, something guy—I don’t even know his name—wants to spill his guts because the number one guy tried to kill him. Naturally, he doesn’t trust any police force to guarantee his safety because he figures his former boss can buy them all. Somehow our very own Robert Rand convinced this guy that CIG can provide his security. Rand gave him a bunch of blind resumes and told him to pick four people. We needed four to have eight-hour shifts and some time off. I was his first choice.”

“Do I know the others?”

“Never you mind. We have to make sure everyone who enters the property, including all the Interpol interviewers, are unarmed. It takes an hour to screen someone. Fortunately, the location is remote. We four, of course, have to be armed and present during all interviews. When it’s done I can give you the skinny. Did I mention I’m hungry?”

I grinned.

“For food.”

We showered and ate a light meal of grapes, apples, and cheese before slipping back into bed. Abigail was exhausted; she hadn’t slept on the plane, and her body was on Scottish time. Contented, I lay curled around her, reacquainting myself with her curves and how we fit together. In the quiet of her breathing I watched the candlelight flicker on the ceiling, and thanked my lucky stars I had not succumbed to Lt. Hastings’ temptation.

Saturday morning I awoke to light in the room, Abigail’s soft touch, and tingling in my arm as circulation returned once she shifted her head.

“Odds or evens?” she asked.

“Odds,” I said. “One . . . two . . . three . . . shoot.”

“Even. Oh goody. I get top this time. Assuming you’re not worn out.”

“Try me.”

And she did.

 

* * *

 

I fixed Abigail a breakfast tray and brought it to her in bed. She was on a second mug of tea when I left for my daily run. My step was so energized I needed to consciously tamp down the speed at which I was running. Is that what love is all about? Or is requited lust doing the talking? Too deep a question for me.

Once I developed the rhythm of the run, I reverted to thinking about how I could find out if William Driscoll was working for Andrew Hanrahan, and if not, whom he was working for. A light bulb turned on. In the excitement of Abigail’s visit, I had forgotten to tell Cindy Nelson about discovering Driscoll’s tail and capture. Not only that, but I had focused on one particular aspect of Abigail’s presence to the exclusion of all others. I needed to pick the brain of the ex-Secret Service agent sharing my bed.

Like the newly converted, I couldn’t wait to tell my tale. Abigail, on the other hand, waved her hand in front of her nose and indicated it could wait until I had showered. “I haven’t seen the sun in weeks,” Abigail said. “We can talk while we walk around Clifton.”

Abigail let me spin out my story, interrupting only to clarify points I skimmed over.

“This is like a jigsaw puzzle,” she said after I concluded, “but without the top of the box to show the picture. Plus, you’re missing most of the pieces from the middle. First thing we do is sweep your house and car for bugs. I’m surprised being Irish you’re not queasy about being in a house that recently housed an uninvited dead body.”

“Are you?”

“Hell no,” she said. “I have to protect against the living. The dead are dead. I’m a physical bodyguard, not a psychiatrist. But you Irish have a thing about ghosts.”

“We do? Someone forgot to tell me. You think the house is bugged? They got an earful.”

She gave my arm a playful slap and steered us homeward. “Time to find out, and it’s going to cost you since I don’t have the necessary equipment, but there’s really no choice.”

Abigail made a few calls and early in the afternoon a white van advertising “Shecurity . . . when you need more than a woman’s intuition” pulled into the driveway. Their logo pictured a trench-coated Nancy Drew with a large magnifying glass.

Two middle-aged women approached the house with the stride of ex-cops. “Not inconspicuous,” I said.

“Only when they want to be,” Abigail said. “Everyone I checked with said these gals are top-of-the-line in electronic surveillance.”

While Abigail mother-henned the women of Shecurity, I called Cindy Nelson.

“I was waiting to find more than I have before I called you back,” she said.

“No problem. I have another possible link.” I launched into my story about William Driscoll tailing me and how the police captured him. Over the phone line I heard a pen scratching on paper as I spoke.

“Got it,” she said. “Here’s what I got so far on Hanrahan . . . he’s a junior, by the way. So, Andrew Hanrahan, Jr. came to Cincinnati within the past year. He owns O’Rourke’s Irish Pub, which is supposedly the reason he moved from Massachusetts. No adult criminal record here or there. Apparently there’s a sealed juvie file. I couldn’t find anything more. Before buying the bar, he referred to himself as self-employed. Not much, I’m sorry.”

“And no links between Hanrahan and anyone in Chillicothe?”

“None I’ve found. I’ve put the word out to my sources. You never know when something might break. From what I hear, the police have got nothing on Kincaid’s murder.”

It occurred to me I should have gotten a physical description of Hanrahan from Tommy Kennedy. “Does Hanrahan have long blond hair?”

“Not according to his driver’s license. It’s black. Picture shows it short, but you can grow it out and dye it. Why?”

“Driscoll wasn’t the only one tailing me, and I wondered—”

“How about some night you and I go visit O’Rourke’s and eyeball this guy?”

“We could do that,” I said. “But right now I’ve got company.”

At five o’clock Shecurity left, declaring the house was clean but my aging Infiniti carried an unauthorized twenty-first century addition: a GPS device that transmitted location by satellite.

 

* * *

 

Joey, Abigail’s brother, was surprised to hear from her, but had other plans for the evening, so we walked to Ludlow for the prototypical Cincinnati dinner of Skyline Chili (four-way for me: spaghetti, sauce, cheese, and beans—no onions) followed by Graeter’s ice cream.

On the stroll home Abigail looped her arm through mine and said, “Sorry we didn’t hook up with Joey. I think you two will like each other.” She pulled me to a stop, planted a quick kiss on my lips, batted her eyes and said, “When do I get to meet the rest of your family, or are you too embarrassed to introduce me?”

I thought of my mother, silent as a monument. What would be the purpose? Abigail had already met Paddy, and I could hardly picture my sister, it had been so long since we’d seen each other.

“Seamus?”

I chatted like a magpie about Paddy’s new business, which got me wondering how Paddy was doing attacking All-American’s systems. No time like the present to call.

“We’re in,” he whooped. “We wrote a little virus program and attached it to an e-mail we sent to the head of IT at midnight officially informing him we’d started to test their security. We figured he’d be in to monitor our attempts to storm the fortress. He opened it at 12:17 and a minute later his computer sent an e-mail to Bill Overly with a copy to Vince D’Alessandro informing them that LT2P, a.k.a. Breaking and Entering, had infiltrated their e-mail system. A second e-mail from his address congratulated us on our success so early in the test. We sent a reply e-mail at 12:22 acknowledging his message.”

“That’s wonderful, Paddy.” Abigail and I found a park bench to sit on. Since no one was around, I used the speakerphone feature so she could hear our conversation.

“Wish I could have seen his face when he got our second e-mail. For a moment, he probably thought we faked the message from him. You know, added text to the bottom of our message so it looked like he sent it? To make sure, he’d check his ‘Sent Messages’ folder and find not only the one to us, but the one sent to Bill and Vince. Right then he’d know we did it.”

“Can’t he recall those or shut down the system and somehow pull them off?”

“Yep, but for proof we also copied ourselves on the message. He’s royally screwed. We didn’t try hard to hide it, so they’ll find the virus quickly. Our plan was to score a quick point and give them something to worry about while we breached their other defenses. So far, we’ve triggered all kinds of safety mechanisms, which automatically lock some of their systems down for a time. It’s slow progress, but we didn’t expect it to be easy. We did find another hole.”

“So tell me, already.”

“All-American has a small subsidiary that owns old missile silos in North Dakota. For a monthly fee they’ll store your records in case of disaster up to and including a nuclear attack. Hopefully, they do a better job of locking those doors than they did with their website. It’s separate from All-American’s website. We hacked the server. Try it out: www.silobunker.com.”

“Will do. Guess who’s here?” I winked at Abigail.

“Sgt. Pepper and the Lonely Hearts Club Band?” He whistled the tune.

“I’m glad I don


















































































Twenty-Six


“We don’t know what happened,” Mrs. Walton said after I got her on the phone. Her words tumbled out. “She took her normal Monday jog and didn’t return. We’ve searched all along her route, and we’ve notified the local police, who have two cars canvassing the area.” Her voice choked. After a pause she added, “I can’t imagine what happened.”

The taste of copper filled my mouth. My world narrowed to making sure I understood what I heard. I repeated everything she said and assured her she had taken all the right steps. She agreed to call me with news—any news at all.

Lisa handed me a glass of water. “Drink. You’re pale as a ghost. What happened?”

I slammed my fist on the table. “Damn. How could I be so stupid?”

Paddy rested a hand on my shoulder and gave it a squeeze, which stopped me from pounding the table again. “We’re not mind readers, Dad. Spit it out.”

“A guy threatened me and hired a hit man, lady actually. If the hit person couldn’t find me, the guy told the goon they’d grab my ‘old lady’ and flush me out. I thought he meant Abigail because she was involved. I made sure she’s safe. But I never considered Mom.”

Into the stunned silence Paddy said, “Hit person? My father, Mr. PC?”

Despite myself, a little smirk twitched at my mouth, and everyone’s laughter at my word foible eased the tension.

“Maybe it’s not what you think,” Lisa offered. Everyone else piled on optimistic statements.

Paddy briefly slipped from the room. “There’s a flight leaving O’Hare for Boston in an hour and a half,” he said when he returned. “I made your reservation.”

He saw my quizzical expression. “I know your frequent flier account from the free tickets you used to give me, and you use the same password for everything.” He shrugged. “Anyway, you’re booked.”

I gave my grown-up son a nod of thanks. “I’m sorry to ruin everyone’s day. I’d better call a cab.”

“No need. I’ll take you. You bought me a ticket too!”

The older adults tried to hide their smiles behind quick turns of their heads; the kids grinned at Paddy’s audacity. Although they were running a responsible business, at heart they still thrilled at pulling the wool over establishment’s eyes.

I had no objections. I was glad to have Paddy where I could watch over him. If they had grabbed my mother, was my son safe?

 

* * *

 

Paddy gave me one of those “gotcha” smiles as we settled into first class seats. “I figured you didn’t need to sit next to a wailing kid.”

He was right again. I used the time to control my emotions. Paddy buried himself in his laptop.

Uncle Mike met our arrival at the airport and updated us on the way to Sugarbush. “The local police chief is a kid who worked in my division back in the day, so he took my call. They’ve checked your ma’s route to make sure she wasn’t a hit and run victim lying off the road somewhere. She’s not, thank God. They’re interviewing neighbors to pin down when she was last seen.”

A weak “thanks” and a wan smile were the best I could muster. I told Uncle Mike my fears about Hanrahan kidnapping her. “Your ma’s pretty feisty. If you’re right, it probably took more than one person.”

 

* * *

 

At Sugarbush, the “kid” and Uncle Mike greeted each other with hugs and back slaps. Uncle Mike introduced Paddy and me to Chief Riley, who was in his late forties, short and wiry—reminded me of a terrier. The Chief updated us. They’d found no indication anywhere along her route of a pedestrian-car accident; several people had seen Mother on the early part of her route, but no one had seen what happened to her. Officially the FBI couldn’t be called in until we either heard from a kidnapper or thirty-six hours had passed.

I insisted they walk me over her route. Maybe as her son something everyone else had missed would call out to me. Nothing.

“As hard as it is,” the Chief said. “I suggest you folks get a good dinner and rest. I’ll call you with anything new.”

 

* * *

 

Doing nothing is not my strong suit. I tracked Lt. Hastings down and informed her of my mother’s disappearance.

I asked if she could arrange to tail Hanrahan.

“You know that’s not how we work,” Hastings said.

“I didn’t mean the police. You must know some retired guys who do PI work. Can you hire someone for me? You know I’m good for whatever it costs. I’d do it myself, but I don’t know anyone, and I’m not there. And I want it to start ASAP.”

“You think your mother’s here?”

“No, of course not. Look Tanya, I’m grasping at straws. If Hanrahan is behind this, maybe he’ll do something to lead us to my mom. If not, it just costs me some bucks. Whoever you get can call me here. I’ll pay ahead, that’s not the issue. I need—”

“To do something. Yeah, I get it. This whole thing has spun way out of hand. If it were my mother I’d be trying to stay sane, too. You’re putting me in a tough spot here, but yeah, I’ll get it done for you.”

“Around the clock, right?”

“There’s no other way. I better get going.”

After succeeding with Lt. Hastings, I tried to persuade Bear to arrange a tail on Judith Dinehart in Chillicothe. Given her gangster connections, she might be the one who had arranged the grab.

“No can do,” Bear said and proceeded to give me chapter and verse about violating the public’s trust.

“Fine,” I said once he ran out of air, “let me talk to Charlene.”

The phone rattled from being put down.

Then it rattled again when she picked it up. “Hi Seamus. Do you remember—”

I interrupted with the news of my mother.

“How awful. You’re sure she didn’t just wander off?”

“I suppose we can’t be sure of anything, but I can’t imagine it. She doesn’t speak. She refuses to communicate except with known people and only at the most rudimentary level. Other than her jogging, she doesn’t leave Sugarbush—she won’t even participate in their fieldtrips. She has panic attacks if she’s faced with too many people. I can’t imagine why she would leave.”

“So how can I help?”

I repeated the request I had made to Bear. She seemed pleased I had asked for her help and assured me she would start making calls as soon as we hung up.

“And could you do one more thing for me? Have the PIs coordinate with Cindy Nelson—you know, the TV reporter? I’ve been working with her and who knows, maybe she can help.”

“I’ll do it right now, but first I have something that may give you a quick laugh. Remember Martha Winklevoss—the ‘earthy’ woman you met at Sue’s?” She waited for my affirmation. “She was sure you were going to call her and pestered me daily. But she got over it. She’s back together with the local John Deere dealer, so you’ll be happy to know you’re off the hook.”

I remembered to thank her for her help before disconnecting.

I made the next call after walking outside out of earshot. “Lisa,” I said once the president of LT2P answered. “I’m about to ask you to do something illegal, and I want to make sure you realize you can say no. In fact, a large part of me wants you to say no, but I have to ask anyway.”

“Patrick know you’re calling?”

“He does not. I wanted to talk with you first. The police are pretty much hamstrung until enough time elapses and they can call it a kidnapping—even though I’m sure it is. What I want to know is who called some Cincinnati and Chillicothe phone numbers and whether those phones made any other calls in say the last thirty-six hours so I can reverse directory the numbers.”

“I’m putting you on speakerphone so Tom and Peter can hear too. Let me fill them in and then we’ll take a vote. I think it needs to be unanimous.” Her voice became softer as she spoke to the two guys. “Okay on three we’re going to shoot fingers. Two fingers we’re in. Otherwise we’re out. Any questions for Seamus? No. Okay. One . . . Two . . . Three.”

I held my breath awaiting the result.

“I’m seeing six fingers, Seamus,” Lisa said.

 

* * *

 

After that I paced. A few minutes before eight p.m. my cell phone rang. Heart pounding, with fingers suddenly numb, I fumbled for the answer key. Was it Chief Riley with news? Or maybe Hanrahan on a call forwarded from my home phone?

“Are you standing me up?” Abigail asked.

“Fuck me,” I said.

“That had been my idea, but—””

“I am so sorry.” I told her about my mother.

“You’re all in my prayers, Seamus. If you get a chance, let me know how it’s going.”

 

* * *

 

I lay in bed, willing myself to sleep to no avail. Dawn found me sitting on Uncle Mike’s deck.

Before nine, I got calls from PIs in Cincinnati and Chillicothe. Lt. Hastings and Charlene had worked wonders. Hanrahan had not left O’Rourke’s last night and hadn’t yet stirred from his house—if he was there. Judith Dinehart’s car remained parked in her garage, and using a parabolic microphone they heard noises from inside her house. They were set to follow her wherever she went.

At ten-seventeen—I know because I instinctively checked my watch—Chief Riley called from Sugarbush.

“Fed-Ex just delivered a package for you.”

“Well, open it,” I said. “Whatever permissions I need to give you, I do.”

“’Kay.” The snap of disposable gloves covering his hands came down the line, followed by paper ripping.

“A note,” he said. “Tells you to call a phone number before eleven a.m. if you want your mother back. It’s signed Andrew P. Hanrahan.”

I grabbed a pen and paper to copy it down. “Read the whole thing slowly please.”

Riley cleared his throat. “Inside the package is a braid of white hair. . . .”

 

* * *

 

I dialed the number in the note. Attached to the phone was a voice-activated recording device a friend of Uncle Mike’s had installed, along with two sets of earphones. Paddy and Uncle Mike listened in.

“McCree,” the voice answered. “So good of you to call. You’ve cost us a lot of money these last few weeks. It’s payback time.”

I clenched both fists, squeezing the phone in one hand and digging fingernails into my palm with the other. I forced a long breath before I spoke. “What have you done to my mother?”

“Other than a trim?” He laughed at his joke. “She’s fine, and she’ll stay that way if you do what I say.”

“Let me speak to her.”

“Oh, she’s safe, but she’s not with me.” He laughed again. “Moving her once was enough.”

So, Mom didn’t go quietly. “What do you want?”

“You’ve got forty-eight hours to get five million dollars in cash. I’ll let you know how to deliver it.”

Paddy waved his arms signaling “no” and jotted a note while I stalled by repeating Hanrahan’s words back to him.

“I’ll be in touch—”

“Wait,” I shouted. “I can’t get that much cash in only two days. It takes three to settle security sales.” I read Paddy’s note: No cash. Electronic transfer.

“Besides,” I continued, the lie forming in front of the words, “you know banks mark the money. The cops will trace the notes if you spend them. You’ve seen them do it on those cold case TV shows, right? And do you know how heavy that—”

“Forty-seven hours and fifty-eight minutes.”

A bead of sweat trickled down the middle of my back, causing me to shiver. “Maybe I could borrow from my bank and use the securities for collateral,” I mused. “Maybe I could wire the money.”

“Your problem. Forty-seven hours and fifty-seven minutes. I’m adding a ten per cent tax for giving me grief. Make it five and a half million. Don’t call me, I’ll call you.” Click.

I stared at the phone until Uncle Mike took it out of my hand and replaced the receiver on the hook. “You got lots to do and not a lot of time,” he said.

“How’s he going to call me?”

“He’s got caller ID, Dad.”

“Of course.” I noticed the flushed look on my son’s face. “Paddy, what are you thinking?”

“That much cash is bulky and heavy. More important, unless he really understands how internet banking works, we might be able to retain some control over the money or at least track where it goes. Why is he using his real name?”

“Because he knew we’d figure it out anyway?” I said.

“Hell no,” Uncle Mike interjected. “Because he’s planning on disappearing. Remember his old man was Provisional IRA. He’ll show up somewhere in the world with a new identity, maybe even get some plastic surgery.”

“Why’d he up the ante?” I wondered out loud.

Uncle Mike took my arm and sat me down. “He’s ad libbing. That’s dangerous. We don’t know what he’ll do next because he doesn’t. We need to be very, very careful not to piss him off.”

“Let’s split up some responsibilities,” I said. “Uncle Mike, you contact Chief Riley and play the tape for him and officially get the FBI involved. I’ll call Vince D’Alessandro at All-American and find out how to get a five-point-five-million-dollar loan. Paddy, check and see if Lisa has some information I asked her for.”

 

* * *

 

The next few hours were hectic. With Vince’s help, I started the process to secure a $5.5 million loan. The FBI contacted the Federal Reserve Bank of Boston to grease the wheels in converting as much of the ransom as Hanrahan wanted into cash. All-American could take care of the transaction.

I took Uncle Mike aside at one point, and we agreed to let the FBI do whatever it wanted provided Uncle Mike didn’t think it would jeopardize my mother—with one exception: if it came to the payoff, I might have to disappoint them.

“We’ll cross that bridge once we figure out where the river is,” he replied.

The call from Hanrahan came around three in the afternoon using the same cell phone, which the FBI had determined was stolen from the Hartford, Connecticut area. He announced himself with, “Forty-three hours and forty-three minutes. Poetic, huh? By now you got the Feebies tracking these phone calls. Won’t do no good. Got the moolah yet?”

“Working hard,” I said. “I think it will be available around noon tomorrow. I don’t know how long it will take to convert to cash—”

“Say you transfer the money into my bank account. How do I know it’s there and it don’t get frozen?”

So he had been listening. “From the bank’s website.”

“That’s how I can check. How about the freezing part?”

“Transfer it somewhere else.” I tried to hold my voice calm. What I wanted to do was travel down the lines and rip his throat out. To shift his focus off the money I asked, “How do I know my mother’s okay?”

“You don’t know, but she is.” His voice was airy and light, as though he didn’t have a care in the world. “She’s in good hands, but not Allstate.” He laughed. “I’ll be back at ya.” Click.

“Same cell phone, but from the greater Albany, New York area,” reported one of the three FBI agents who had taken over Uncle Mike’s living room. I made a mental note to call off the Cincinnati PIs. The Chillicothe PIs were still following Judith Dinehart, who was spending much of her time at the Chillicothe Hunt and Racquet Club.

 

* * *

 

Lining up the $5.5-million-dollar loan, selling securities to cover the loan and dealing with the FBI kept me occupied for the next several hours. Cops overran Uncle Mike’s place. He was like an old fire horse, spry again in his element. Paddy sequestered himself in an upstairs bedroom “trying to get some work done with Lisa.” All I could do was wait. I needed air and space, so I took my cell phone with me to stay in touch, walked down the hill and ended up miles away at the Minuteman Statue in Lexington.

During the walk, I beat myself up about what I should have done differently to protect my mother. Then my thoughts turned to what was going to happen after all this was over. I could afford the ransom, but I’d need to go back to work. I could live on very little money, but I didn’t want to scrimp on my mother’s care. At the thought of working on Wall Street again, my stomach felt like I’d drunk a gallon of curdled milk. Maybe I could cobble something together between CIG and some consulting work.

I sat in the grass near the monument and, despite my foul mood, had to admit it was a beautiful late spring day. Wisps of clouds scuttled across the sky, the park smelled fresh with the promise of fertility. Honeybees buzzed around a flaming red bush. While in couples therapy years ago, I had learned a trick to get myself out of negative thinking. I took out a pocket notepad and started to write twenty-five things for which I was thankful.

Listing Abigail’s name triggered me to call her. I asked in a roundabout way whether she blamed me for her brush with death by inquiring if her brother Joey did.

“Hell, no, Seamus. If anything, he blames me for getting you in trouble. He already told you: normal people run out the back door.”

“He told me that? I’d forgotten,” I said. “You know, that never occurred to me.”

“Exactly! Lots of guys have curly hair and your baby blues, but you’re a take charge guy who’s always thinking about everyone else. That’s your charm. Well, one of them. . . .”

The stillness of the statue helped me realize I could not have done a damn thing differently. I was who I was. Pursuing Hanrahan was the only thing I could have done. My mother would understand; I got my intensity from her. Paddy understands; he’s the same damn way.

 

* * *

 

That evening Paddy and I worked to exhaustion scouring the lists of phone calls Lisa and the guys had extracted relating to Hanrahan’s cell, home, and office phones and Judith Dinehart’s cell and home phones. We were sure the FBI was working on Hanrahan, but the more eyes the more likely we’d find a clue. From the moment I walked into Hanrahan’s office at O’Rourke’s Irish Pub, his use of the office phone for outgoing calls stopped, and the volume of incoming calls was dramatically less. Moving chronologically backwards, we found no calls between Hanrahan and Dinehart, or even between Chillicothe and any of his Cincinnati numbers. Of course they might be using pay phones or disposable cell phones like the one I was still using.

Sometime after midnight, Paddy and I agreed to try again with fresh eyes in the morning. A chase dream woke me around five a.m. I showered, fixed breakfast, took it onto the back porch, and watched a blood-red sunrise.

Life is not fair. And life isn’t about what happens to you, but how you react to it. This whole mess started when my father stopped a vehicle he thought carried bootleg cigarettes and he was mistaken for an undercover cop whose name was Seamus. Like falling dominoes, so many had died. Hanrahan’s father had killed mine; Kennedy had Hanrahan’s father killed; Hanrahan probably killed Chip Kincaid. I killed Hanrahan’s heavy, Abbott, at my house; Kennedy presumably had Kevin McMichaels killed because he was Hanrahan’s stoolie; Hanrahan hired Rose Clooney to kill me; instead, Kennedy had her killed as well. Would my mother join the list? Would I? Or had Hanrahan decided $5.5 million was sufficient to balance the books? Thirty hours until his deadline.

Paddy carried a plate filled with veggie omelet and joined me on the deck. Bags under his eyes and beard stubble darkened his complexion.

“Couldn’t sleep?”

“Been up working on a project to demonstrate how someone could scam a bank account holder. It’s pretty exciting.”

I wanted to be enthusiastic about his work, but actually I was a little pissed. Did he care so little about his family that he spent his time working rather than poring over the phone records for the illusive link?

“So you all set for Hanrahan’s call?” he asked.

“I’ve got the script you gave me last night, although I don’t understand your aversion to cash.”

“Trust me on this.” For the first time since we came to Boston, Paddy’s winning smile appeared. “You know, I was in a hurry to become a grown-up. After the last couple of days, I’m not sure staying a kid wouldn’t be easier.” He drained his orange juice. “Guess I’d better use the bathroom before Uncle Mike gets up. Hang in there, Dad. It’ll all work out.”

“Before you go, Paddy, I have a favor to ask.”

“Yeah?” He strung out the word.

“If something happens to me, I’ve got a paid-up endowment policy that should take care of your grandmother’s needs. The rest goes to you.”

“Dad, don’t even talk that way.”

“Just in case something goes wrong, I’d like for you to find a way to pay for college for two kids. I don’t even remember their names. I want it to be—Their mother is Angie Buttersworth. She lives in Chillicothe with the kids. She was one of the people I interviewed about Hanrahan back when this mess first started.”

“What’s special about the kids?”

“I was thinking about this last night. I’d like something good to come out of this imbroglio—Anonymous. That’s the word I was going for. Make sure it’s anonymous.”

“You never met her before?”

I shook my head.

“Anyone ever tell you that you’re not exactly normal?”

“Love you, Paddy.”

He gave me a hug. Bless his heart.
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