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			Chapter One

			He made another perfect cast.

			A gold and emerald jewel suspended between two blue worlds, the fly hung at the crest of a graceful arc before descending, with an accuracy born of skill and practice, to the surface of the water where it twitched once, then twice, and waited patiently to be devoured.

			Ollie Schantz grunted approval, swaying with the motion of the flat-bottomed boat beneath his feet. His quick overhand sweep of the split-bamboo rod had deposited the lure on target, just beyond a granite outcropping where the river entered the lake.

			He grunted again. Should be a mess of them there. That’s where all the smart guys are. The clever old ones. Hiding out at the mouth of the river, knowing I can’t reach them from the shore. Takes a boat to put you in the right place for big land-locked salmon. Especially those guys, smarter’n your average truck driver. Dumb youngsters stay in the river where you can practically wade in and scoop ’em up. Gotta come at these guys where they don’t expect it. Surprise them when they’re lying back, feeling safe. They see a fly over their heads and it’s Good morning, breakfast.

			His right hand held the rod delicately between fingers and thumb, like an artist’s brush. Across his other hand he draped coils of double-tapered line, ready to provide slack when the salmon struck. His right wrist quivered for an instant and the lure twitched in response, spreading orbits of ripples across the glassy surface of the water.

			The fly lived. It struggled and tempted.

			“Must have their mouths watering by now.” Ollie spoke aloud for the first time, enjoying the sound of his voice sounding low and relaxed, free of tension and care. It felt good to hear it that way. “Gotta be prowling for food, tying on their bibs, reaching for the ketchup,” he said more loudly, an overweight middle-aged man talking to himself alone in a boat, far from home. He laughed at the image and his belly shook in agreement.

			He sat gently down on the seat of the boat, a contented man on a remote, peaceful lake in the endless sunshine that floods the northland in autumn, his eyes shaded by a floppy cotton hat perched lightly on a basketball head: round, bald, large, red and leathery. Two woollen lumberjack shirts protected him from the lingering morning chill; wide crimson suspenders held up a pair of oversized army surplus pants whose pockets bulged with fishing gear. On his feet he wore a shiny pair of Timberland boots purchased directly from the factory door just a week earlier.

			He shot another glance at the fly on the water before transferring the loose coils of line to his right hand and reaching for a plastic cooler on the seat of the dinghy. Flipping open the lid, he withdrew a sandwich loosely wrapped in waxed paper, set it at his feet, and returned to the cooler for a bottle of beer.

			He slid the fishing rod under his arm and twisted the cap off the bottle with his free hand, covering the opening quickly with his mouth to capture the foam, still chilled from the cold air of the previous night. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and turned to sweep the New Brunswick scenery with his eyes.

			From the near shoreline of the lake, pine trees stretched away to distant hills, their thick greenery broken only where a mud road ended in a turn-around at the water’s edge where Ollie’s station wagon was parked beneath the low-spreading branches of a shoreline tree. Inside the car were his sleeping bag, a portable radio, a change of clothing, extra fishing equipment, a cache of ham sandwiches, beer, coffee, butter, spices and cooking equipment. He would eat pan-fried fillets of salmon and drink cold beer each night for the next three days, watching the moon rise over the lake and wondering, like a young lover greeting the morning from his bed, how anyone could possibly be happier.

			He smiled up at the cobalt sky. Three days of weather like this would be—

			An explosion of silver, alive and thrashing, erupted from the water near the shore. On instinct, Ollie raised the fishing rod vertically and began paying out line, giving the fish room to run. He stood and leaned forward, squinting against the sun for a view of his prey. The boat rocked beneath him, protesting the abrupt shift of weight. He stumbled, regained his balance, and began reeling in excess line.

			Too much excess line.

			As suddenly as it had come to life, the line went slack and dead. The fly floated back to the surface, spat out by the salmon, and the fish gave Ollie a flaunting wave of its tail as it disappeared beneath the water.

			Ollie shouted a curse of anger and frustration; the words echoed back from the shore, taunting him as the salmon had, while he wound in the line. He repeated the curse, softly this time, and once again smiled at the absurdity of the scene.

			“One for you,” he said aloud, grinning even more broadly. “But that’s all you get. That’s all you get, my friend!”

			He pulled the fly out of the water, inspected it for damage, and sat gently down in the boat, which continued to rock like a cradle beneath him. Gotta be more careful, he told himself. Just relax. Me and the fish, we’ve got all the time in the world.

			In the excitement of the strike, he had dropped the bottle of beer. Now it rolled lazily amid islands of foam near his feet, back and forth with the sideways motion of the small craft. “Lots of time. Lots of beer,” Ollie muttered, nudging the bottle away with the toe of his boot.

			The lure had survived the salmon’s attack without injury. Ollie stood up carefully, dropped the bamboo rod over his right shoulder and with a single, smooth motion launched the lure back to the little cove beyond the granite point. Responding to his deft motions, the fly pirouetted a few times on the surface of the water. Ollie sat gently in the boat again and leaned back, resting his elbow on the gunwale. The sun bathed him in soft warmth and for a few moments he lay without moving, forgetting the fly and the fish, feeling the silence of the New Brunswick interior envelop him.

			Damn, he grinned to himself. I can’t stop smiling. Life has finally got so good, I can’t stop smiling about it.

			
			An hour later, the sun had climbed almost overhead and shrunk the shadows with its glare. Ollie removed his outer shirt and unbuttoned the one beneath it, exposing his pink stomach, round and jolly. He stood again, watching the lure play at his command on the water beyond the rocks. Empty beer bottles rolled on the bottom of the boat colliding with balls of waxed paper and bread crusts.

			Two salmon, tethered through the gills, hung over the side of the boat on the end of a cotton rope. Ollie glanced down at the fish. Large enough for dinner. He would fillet them in the last light of the day. Or maybe split them along their backbones, nail them to a wooden plank, and slow-smoke them over a hardwood fire.

			The beer and sun were making him drowsy. He turned to check his car, still waiting in the shady glade. A nap later. Another beer by the lake, a short sleep, then fish some more.

			Boston was far away on a distant planet, grey and grimy. There, bodies lay waiting to be discovered at the top of tenement stairs. But no more for Ollie Schantz: never again for him some dead eye focused on eternity, not another hateful face to confront.

			One more cast. He wound in the line, lay the rod behind his back and snapped it over his shoulder as he had done dozens of times that morning, watching the fly soar and sink lightly in the shadow near the shore. One twitch, another . . .

			The water beneath the fly boiled and the lure vanished beneath the surface. The reel began to sing as the line stretched, throbbing and taut, into the water.

			“You old son of a bitch!” Ollie shouted. A burnished gleam like prized old pewter flashed in the sun as the fish broke the surface. Alternately reeling in the line and releasing tension when the salmon turned back to shore, Ollie played the fish closer to the boat and whooped aloud when his prey swam past him barely an arm’s length beneath the surface.

			“Got a poor memory, huh?” Ollie shouted as the salmon darted by. “Too hungry for your own good, huh? You tough old bastard you!” He laughed aloud, and in the gleeful sound he made and the wide expression on his face he was no longer an overweight retired homicide detective but a twelve­year-old boy on summer vacation.

			The fish was tiring as Ollie looked around for the landing net. Big old boy must be twenty, twenty-five pounds, he told himself as he watched it swim in circles near the boat. Bending at the knees, he kept his eye on the salmon and reached blindly with one hand for the net.

			Damn, where the hell was it? The boat lurched suddenly with his shift in weight and he sat down quickly to stabilize it. There’s the net, near the bow. He stretched his heavy body forward, lying prone across the middle seat, to retrieve it. Must look like a fat old fool, he grinned to himself. Then he eased himself back to a standing position.

			And felt his heart sink.

			There was too much slack in the line. It dropped vertically into the darkness of the water from the tip of his rod. He cursed the fish, cursed the net as he dropped it at his feet, cursed the boat that shuddered beneath him, cursed himself for his stupidity, all the while reeling in yards of line.

			But the salmon had been resting in the shadow of the dinghy. As Ollie wound slack line onto the reel it darted away again with a last burst of energy before growing tired and disoriented. Ollie took back the line he had given the fish, telling himself to calm down, damn it.

			With the fish within sight again, Ollie locked off the reel and stooped to seize the net, then stood up and yanked quickly on the line to summon his catch alongside the boat. Bending from the waist, he positioned the net ahead of the fish, jerked the line again and scooped the netting to ensnare the salmon.

			He laughed and cursed again, hefting the fish upward with his left hand gripping the net handle. More weight than he expected. And his arms were more tired than he thought. With the salmon thrashing wildly, threatening to burst out of the netting, Ollie spread his feet apart for more stability. The boat protested with a sudden yawing motion. Instinctively, he shifted his weight in the other direction to counter the motion and lifted his left foot to retain his balance, bringing it down on something round, something rolling across the bottom of the dinghy.

			His foot shot out from under him and he tried to lean forward, tried to prevent himself from falling. But the momentum of heaving the fish into the boat continued to propel him backwards. Now his other foot slipped forward too, and as he tumbled back, his arms outstretched, flinging net and rod away, he looked up at the clear New Brunswick sky and asked himself, What the hell’s going to happen now?

			
			When he opened his eyes again he was sprawled on his back, his neck across the gunwale of the boat. As he fell, he had heard the sound of someone breaking a twig just behind his right ear. He had heard it snap. A dry twig under a heavy foot snaps like that. But there was no one around. And there was nothing at his right ear. Only the hard edge of the gunwale. A hard unyielding edge he could no longer feel.

			Something was flopping in the water beside him. Something else was thrashing at his feet. He heard the wind; when had the wind come up? How long had he lain there? He felt the sun on his face, smelled the freshness in the air.

			He gathered his will and turned his head slowly to the right. The sound of footsteps on loose gravel scratched inside his skull. Twigs and loose gravel. What had snapped? What had splintered? He knew. With welling fear, he knew.

			Now he could see his arm flopping in the water, the entire limb trembling like a hysterical child. Curious, he watched his hand dance its spastic dance; panic-stricken, he tried to feel the water, feel the chill of it. And felt nothing.

			Get up, he told himself. Move, he instructed his body.

			But only his hand moved, shaking in uncontrollable spasms, skipping in the water to frantic unheard music.

			At his feet another rhythm was being played out, softer and sporadic. Another dancer, this one performing on the end of a double-tapered line, the lure through its mouth.

			Tears came to his eyes.

			Ollie Schantz lay paralyzed in the sunshine and listened to the salmon, tangled in the net near the bow, die in long convulsions through the rest of the perfect day.

			
			
			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter Two

			Later, there were some at Berkeley Street Police Headquarters who would say the case had been practically wrapped up, the jury would have had to be deaf, blind and drunk not to convict the creep. Others would claim that it was never that solid, it would have been a touch-and-go trial that could tilt either way depending on the skills of the attorneys, the whims of the jurors or the mood of the trial judge.

			But even the skeptics agreed that the prosecution had been gaining ground until Joe McGuire lost his temper and assaulted the defence attorney.

			McGuire had spent the third day of the trial on the witness stand, verifying evidence presented by the prosecuting attorney in the morning and enduring an hour of intensive cross­examination after lunch. He had begun with a spectacular hangover and a desperate longing to be somewhere else, anywhere but Courtroom B. His lunch had consisted of a bowl of chowder and a bottle of Kronenbourg beer, which had helped neither his digestion nor his disposition. In fact, his headache became so intense that during the afternoon session, responding to questions from the defence attorney delivered in a rapid-fire staccato manner, McGuire frequently swept his hand through his hair, sometimes trying to ease the pain and at other times searching for a hatchet handle protruding from his skull.

			It was almost three o’clock. His waistline was edging uncomfortably over the belt on his trousers; he shifted his body and crossed his legs, dangling one tasseled black loafer over his knee.

			McGuire dressed in defiance of fashion, favouring tailored British woollens of no particular style which he could wear for years with white Egyptian-cotton button-down shirts and plain knit ties. His trousers were dark and pleated and his jackets Scottish tweed. It was McGuire’s uniform, worn in three colour variations: blue, grey and brown. Today’s was brown.

			The defence attorney, a ferret-faced man named Marv Rosen, had vowed to the press before the trial began that he would not only secure an acquittal for his client but expose moral rot and decay in the Homicide Division of the Boston Police Department. Now he stood at a table shuffling papers with exaggerated drama while McGuire, the jury and the rest of the courtroom attendees waited patiently.

			McGuire ran his hand over his head again. His hair, still shining chestnut brown except for silver filaments woven through the short sideburns, barely hinted at its owner’s middle age. Soft curls coiled around his ears and up to a widow’s peak above a broad forehead, and his surprisingly dark, piercing eyes studied the world with extremes of fierce anger or deep concern.

			Above his upper lip, a white scar cut at an angle through the shadow of his beard, a trophy awarded ten years earlier by a pimp on Washington Street. Women liked the scar. McGuire himself had grown fond of it. When relaxing with a book or listening to music, he would unconsciously trace its line with his forefinger.

			Joseph Peter McGuire was of average height, which made him short for a police detective. As many men do when they are smaller than those around them, he carried himself with an air of controlled aggression, a muted sense of impending explosion in his carriage, the effect either softened or made more intense by the expression in his eyes.

			Now his eyes expressed only fatigue as he drew his finger over the line of the scar and let his mind wander to picture the woman he hoped to see that evening, the softness of her lying beside him and within reach . . .

			“ . . . Isn’t that correct, Lieutenant McGuire?”

			Rosen, the defence attorney, was speaking from his desk near the jury box.

			McGuire blinked. All day long he had replied to questions in the carefully phrased artificial jargon of formal police reports. “To the best of my knowledge.” And, “We observed the victim lying in a fetal position parallel with the bed, her head towards the north-side wall of the room in question.” McGuire despised using the phrases because they were devoid of emotion and caring, distant from real life. And death.

			Now he spoke directly—“I’m sorry”—and stretched his neck to ease the knotted muscles at the base of his skull. “Could you repeat the question, please?”

			“Repeat the question?”

			Rosen lifted his head from the papers he had been studying to stare at McGuire. He stood erect, tall and lean, and echoed McGuire’s words: “Repeat the question?” His close-set eyes grew wide and he stretched his arms out from his body like a man who had been challenged with a riddle to which there could be no answer. He strode around the desk, his arms still extended, his eyes moving to the jury, to the judge, to the spectators, to the bailiff, urging them to share his incredulity.

			“Lieutenant McGuire wants me to repeat the question,” Rosen said in a singsong manner. “And may the court note that this is at least the third time . . .” He looked back at his assistant, a smallish man with an enormous moustache, sitting at the defence desk. The assistant held up four fingers for Rosen and everyone else to see. “Correction, the fourth time during cross-examination that the attention of the witness has wandered from this vital, critical topic at hand.”

			“My attention hasn’t wandered, counsellor—” McGuire began.

			“May I remind you, Lieutenant, that my client has been charged with a brutal murder of which he is totally innocent, and has suffered assault at the hands of you and your fellow officers?” Rosen exploded.

			“Counsellor, counsellor.” The soft voice of Judge Garnett Scaife sounded from above McGuire’s right ear. “No need to flirt with hysterics here, Mr. Rosen.” The eyes of the judge crinkled behind rimless glasses. “I think that all that’s necessary is for you to repeat the question as Lieutenant McGuire requested, and I expect this time the police officer will do his utmost to listen.”

			Rosen approached the bench as though wanting to discuss a confidential legal matter. When he spoke, his voice carried far enough for everyone in the courtroom to hear without difficulty.

			“Your honour,” Rosen began, “a basis of our defence is the open hostility which has been shown towards my client—”

			Judge Scaife remained smiling but raised his hands to silence the lawyer. “Counsellor,” he said, in the same soft, indulgent manner, “your client has been charged with a particularly heinous murder. In my experience, police officers tend to be a touch belligerent with people they suspect of committing those kinds of crimes. Of course, if you wish to submit evidence of harm to your client’s person by any of the officers, I will certainly be pleased to hear it.”

			Retaining his smile, Scaife scanned the courtroom, projecting an image of a strong, kindly judge determined to show no favouritism.

			Rosen tightened his stomach and straightened his shoulders. “Your honour, my client shouldn’t even be in this courtroom,” the lawyer declared. “But as long as he is subjected to this procedure, he deserves respect from the prosecution witnesses and most certainly from the police officers.” As he spoke, he pulled the cuffs of his shirt beyond the ends of his jacket sleeves and the diamond chips on his gold cuff links danced in the courtroom lights for the entertainment of the spectators.

			“So he does, Mr. Rosen,” Judge Scaife nodded. “So he does. Now please repeat the question. We are waiting with great anticipation.” He looked up and smiled out at the courtroom once again.

			While the lawyer pleaded for justice and the judge projected wisdom, McGuire shielded his eyes and tried to hear music in his mind, a jazz tune, a chorus from a favourite Brubeck recording. Somewhere else, he pleaded silently as he recalled the music in his head. Take me somewhere else, anywhere but here.

			Removing his hand from his eyes he looked up to see Rosen’s client, a skinny acne-faced young man named Arthur Trevor Wilmer, slouched behind the defence desk in an ill­fitting polyester suit. The shirt collar was too large for his thin neck, the sleeves too long for his short arms. As McGuire watched, Wilmer picked diligently at a hangnail on his thumb; the concentrated effort forced the tip of his tongue to emerge from behind his stained, protruding upper teeth.

			McGuire knew Wilmer’s history, knew of the squalor and poverty he had been born into, knew of the abuse he suffered at the hands of his mother and a series of her live-in boyfriends, knew of his drifting between jobs in car washes and short reformatory terms for petty thievery. He felt pity for Wilmer: a predestined loser, a social misfit fated to die clutching a wine bottle beneath a bridge in the Public Garden.

			But he felt only loathing for what Wilmer had done to a twenty-year-old Boston College student who endured three hours of rape and torture on a warm spring afternoon before Wilmer plunged a kitchen knife into her chest.

			McGuire narrowed his eyes and watched Wilmer tug at the errant hangnail, finally lifting his thumb to his mouth and biting off the sliver of skin. Wilmer raised his head and caught McGuire’s stare before dropping his hand into his lap and smiling—smiling!—at McGuire, the man who had formally arrested him and then, in the alley behind Wilmer’s rooming house, lifted him bodily and thrown him into the rear seat of the squad car.

			Wilmer hadn’t complained about his treatment. He would never have mentioned the incident at all except in response to intense questioning by Rosen, his court-appointed lawyer. McGuire’s action had been just another part of Wilmer’s world, a world which had no room for pleasantries or careful deportment, where there were few expectations and fewer courtesies.

			Rosen scanned the jury, ensuring that each member had absorbed his loud and passionate declaration of his client’s innocence, before strolling back to the defence table where Wilmer now sat, self-consciously erect. The lawyer scooped a sheaf of papers from the desk and ambled towards McGuire.

			“Lieutenant,” he said, scanning the papers as he approached, “you stated that you visited Mr. Wilmer’s apartment on Tuesday, the sixteenth of May, the day prior to his arrest.” He smiled coldly at the detective. “Is that correct?”

			“That’s correct,” McGuire responded. “We had a proper warrant, documented and—”

			“I’m not interested in the warrant, Lieutenant.” Rosen waved the idea away with a sweeping gesture of his hand. “I am interested only in what happened at Mr. Wilmer’s apartment in his absence.”

			McGuire frowned. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

			“I mean to make two points, Lieutenant.” The expression remained frozen on the lawyer’s face, less a smile than a tightening at the corners of his mouth. “Point number one. When no one answered your knock on Mr. Wilmer’s door, what did you do?”

			McGuire shifted in the chair. “I asked his landlady to unlock the door for me. Our warrant dearly stated—”

			“Please, Lieutenant, please!” The smile broadened into something even colder and more cynical. Rosen lifted his hands to his ears as though trying to shield himself from McGuire’s words. “We’ve heard enough about your warrant. Let’s not bore everyone here with the details of your warrant, shall we?” Dropping his hands, the lawyer turned to the jury again. “Kindly tell the court exactly what Mrs. Hoskins did when you made the request.”

			McGuire ran his hand through his hair again as the invisible hatchet blade worked its way deeper into his skull. He lifted his eyes to look at Rosen, who was studying the jury with an expression of pained patience, and replied in a flat voice, “She unlocked the door for us.”

			Rosen snapped his head in McGuire’s direction, his eyes burning. “And you entered Mr. Wilmer’s room?”

			“I have testified to that.”

			“And what did you find?”

			“A mess.”

			“Is Mr. Wilmer charged with being a poor housekeeper?” Rosen asked in an icy tone.

			“No, he’s not, counsellor—” McGuire began.

			“Then let’s not treat this matter so lightly, shall we? The point is, Mr. Wilmer was not at home, was he?”

			“No, he was not.”

			Rosen walked casually back to his desk where he dropped the papers and thrust his hands in his trouser pockets. “We have heard that Mr. Wilmer’s quarters consisted of one room with one small closet,” he said over his shoulder. “He shared a bathroom with other tenants. Is that right, Lieutenant?”

			“That’s correct.”

			“And how long were you in Mr. Wilmer’s room during that first visit?”

			“Long enough to convince myself that he wasn’t there.”

			“More specific, please.”

			McGuire shrugged. “Ten, fifteen minutes.”

			Rosen turned to face the jury and the corners of his broad mouth tightened once again. But this time the eyes crinkled. This time there was warmth in the smile McGuire could not see. “Did Mr. Wilmer reside in a penthouse, Lieutenant?”

			“I’m not sure what you mean.”

			His smile erased, Rosen looked sharply at the witness stand. “Did his residence cover several hundred square feet?”

			“Hardly.”

			“In fact, it was one small room, wasn’t it?” Rosen took a step in McGuire’s direction.

			“As I have testified, yes.”

			Another step. Rosen was bearing down on him like a . . . like a snake, McGuire thought. Body smoothly gliding, eyes unblinking, confident. A snake. “And you did conduct a thorough search, did you not?” Another step.

			McGuire folded his arms across his chest. He breathed deeply and slowly, trying to prevent anger from inundating his voice, trying to avoid the unpardonable sin of losing his professional demeanour, his calculated and aloof coolness under pressure. “You know we did not, counsellor,” he said, hearing the edge in his voice, feeling a tightening in his larynx. “Our warrant did not cover a search. It authorized us only to arrest Mr. Wilmer or to confirm his absence in the event—”

			“For the last time, Lieutenant, we know about the warrant you had sworn out with only the most tenuous of evidence—”

			Don Higgins, the prosecuting attorney, stood and called out in a weary voice, “Objection—”

			“We had a witness—” McGuire began.

			“Your honour, I must object,” Higgins called out.

			“But not a witness to the murder!”

			Thwack!—a slap from Judge Scaife’s gavel. Rosen ignored it and jammed his fists against his hips.

			“You had a lonely old woman sitting by her window who believed she saw—”

			“Counsellor . . .” Scaife said in a voice he might use to caution a young and impetuous boy.

			The hatchet cleaved deeper into McGuire’s skull and he tried to shout down the pain. “She didn’t believe it, damn it, she testified—”

			Two strokes of Scaife’s gavel failed to halt Rosen’s momentum, and his words were derailed only momentarily by McGuire’s interruption. “Who believed she saw Mr. Wilmer enter the building—”

			THWACK! THWACK! The gavel pounded louder, the strokes stronger and closer together. “Mr. Rosen, for God’s sake, get to the point!” the judge thundered. “It’s on the record that Lieutenant McGuire and other officers entered the premises of the accused and they were authorized to do so. Now tell us why you are pursuing this line or I will direct you to discontinue cross-examination.”

			McGuire glanced over at Higgins. The prosecuting attorney shrugged his shoulders and sat down slowly. Let Scaife handle it, his expression said. Let the judge do our blocking for us.

			“My point is this, your honour.” Rosen strode back to centre stage again, where he spoke with equal attention to the judge and jury. “Lieutenant McGuire and his partner both confirmed the absence of Mr. Wilmer from his apartment. Considering the modest size of the room, this should have taken only seconds. Yet they remained in the room for at least fifteen minutes. My question is simple: Why?”

			The judge sighed audibly. “Answer the question, Lieutenant.”

			“We questioned the landlady,” McGuire replied. “Her answers are on the record—”

			“Wrong, Lieutenant.” Rosen spoke in a weary voice as though dredging up a last reservoir of patience. “It wasn’t ‘we.’ Mrs. Hoskins has testified that your partner questioned her. My question, Lieutenant, is this: What were you doing during this time?”

			“I was looking.”

			“At what?”

			“At the room. At the posters on the wall, the pornography on the bed—”

			“And you touched nothing?”

			“Nothing I didn’t have to touch.”

			Rosen turned away and studied the floor as he spoke. “Isn’t it interesting, Lieutenant, that when Mr. Wilmer was arrested the following morning and you finally had a search warrant in hand, you directed your colleagues to one specific shelf in Mr. Wilmer’s closet?”

			The prosecuting attorney rose to his feet, calm and assured. “Your honour, there has been no testimony to this effect—”

			“My client will testify—” Rosen snapped, spinning to face Higgins.

			“Mr. Rosen—” Judge Scaife began in his pleasant voice.

			Rosen’s arm shot out in McGuire’s direction, his finger extended. “—that when Lieutenant McGuire entered his premises and arrested him—”

			Scaife banged his gavel with little enthusiasm. “Mr. Rosen, I cannot permit the introduction of evidence—”

			“—and directed two officers—” Rosen roared on, his finger still pointing at McGuire but his words directed to the jury.

			“Counsellor, I’m warning you!” The judge’s voice rose in pitch and he banged his gavel while Higgins sputtered objections from the prosecution table.

			“—to one specific shelf for the only evidence—”

			“DAMN IT, COUNSELLOR, SHUT UP!”

			The court bailiffs turned in surprise to stare first at the red-faced judge, then at each other. They raised their eyebrows and tightened their chins in unison; no question about it, Rosen had gone too far this time.

			But the outburst worked. Rosen turned slowly to glare at McGuire and lower his arm to his side. The courtroom spectators remained frozen, the jury leaned forward in fascination, and prosecuting attorney Higgins stood with one hand raised.

			Judge Scaife took a deep breath to regain his poise. He seemed on the brink of apologizing, then stood up quickly and looked at Rosen and Higgins in turn. “I want to see both of you in chambers,” he instructed, and exited quickly through a side door, followed by a frowning Higgins and a confident Rosen.

			McGuire slumped in the witness chair with his eyes closed for several minutes before opening them to watch Arthur Trevor Wilmer clean his fingernails. The ritual, he told himself. The importance of the ritual cannot be ignored. We are following a ritual here, each of us knowing Wilmer belongs out of society, each of us forgetting the innocent victim whose life he took, because the ritual demands it. It’s not truth or justice that counts, it’s the ritual that must be followed. . . .

			The door to Judge Scaife’s chambers burst open and the judge entered the courtroom, grim-faced, followed by Higgins and Rosen.

			Rosen won, McGuire realized. Look at him, he’s practically strutting.

			The judge scanned the courtroom, scowling back at every eye caught in his gaze. “Mr. Rosen has convinced me of the validity of his line of questioning and I have determined that it may continue, within limits.” He looked at McGuire and added, “I shall remind the Lieutenant that he is still under oath.”

			Rosen smiled at Judge Scaife, then avoided McGuire’s eyes as he spoke.

			“Lieutenant, we were discussing your presence at the arrest of Mr. Wilmer. We have heard your colleague testify that he found a brassiere, which he claimed belonged to the murder victim, on a closet shelf in Mr. Wilmer’s apartment.”

			Rosen continued to scrutinize the floor as he walked towards McGuire.

			“At that time, you were in possession of a second warrant to search the apartment in question, is that correct?”

			“That’s correct,” McGuire replied.

			“And you arrived back at the apartment just as your partner was arresting Mr. Wilmer, is that correct?”

			“I have testified to that, yes.”

			“And you, along with two uniformed officers and two members of the Identification Bureau, were present, as I recall. At which time, in the presence of my client, you directed Sergeant Burns of the Identification Bureau to a specific drawer in Mr. Wilmer’s closet by saying ‘Check the top drawer, Izzy,’ did you not?”

			McGuire shifted in the chair.

			Jesus. He couldn’t be suggesting . . . “I can’t recall,” McGuire said, looking up at the courtroom ceiling. “We had a blanket search warrant that time.”

			“Of course you did.” Rosen walked casually over to the witness chair and spoke directly to McGuire for the first time since leaving the judge’s chambers. “You’re very thorough in your application of search warrants, aren’t you? Just as you were very thorough in your search of the victim’s apartment, weren’t you?”

			McGuire glanced over at Higgins. What the hell’s going on? he asked with his eyes, but the prosecuting attorney folded his arms across his chest and looked away.

			Rosen was leaning closer. McGuire could smell peppermint on the lawyer’s breath. “In fact, Lieutenant, you visited the victim’s apartment at least three times after the initial discovery of her body, didn’t you?”

			Use her name, McGuire wanted to shout back at him. She wasn’t a victim until that scumbag, your client, mutilated her. She was young and beautiful and a good person and her name was Diane Linda Hope and she had made the Dean’s List at Boston College working towards a master’s degree in psychology, use her name, damn it.

			Without waiting for a reply, Rosen pressed on, his eyes growing wider as he spoke. “Another fact. After your first visit to Mr. Wilmer’s apartment you visited the murder scene for the last time, didn’t you? You met Sergeant Burns there and sent him on to Mr. Wilmer’s apartment alone, saying you would meet him there shortly. Is that not correct, Lieutenant?”

			It was correct. After Burns left, McGuire had stood in the victim’s room staring at the floor where Diane Linda Hope had screamed silently into a knotted towel through a warm spring afternoon. McGuire had listened for the echoes of her screams, tried to feel the depths of her agony, tried to make them as real as the brown and crusted stains on the carpet at his feet.

			“We’re waiting, Lieutenant.”

			McGuire blinked away the memory. “That is correct.”

			“And you arrived at Mr. Wilmer’s apartment from the scene of the murder, entered Mr. Wilmer’s closet, and when Mr. Wilmer arrived a few moments later you instructed Sergeant Burns to examine a specific shelf, didn’t you, Lieutenant?” Rosen leaned even closer as he spoke, so close McGuire could feel the other man’s breath on his cheek.

			“Yes, because—”

			“Because you knew what he would find at the back of that shelf, didn’t you? You knew he would find a brassiere belonging to the victim because you had put it there, hidden under some of Mr. Wilmer’s possessions.”

			“That’s a lie!” McGuire responded.

			“Because it was all you had to connect Mr. Wilmer to the murder and without it, you had no evidence—”

			The pain, the fatigue, the anger all coalesced into an explosion as McGuire leaped to his feet to seize Rosen by the lapel of his jacket with one hand and grip the lawyer’s neck with the other, watching Rosen recoil in fear, hearing the judge thump his gavel over and over like a low drumroll, seeing the bailiffs charging at both of them, knowing he had broken the code and betrayed the ritual and not caring any more, not caring at all.

			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter Three

			From atop the fireplace mantel, the face in the photograph shone out at the world, filled with innocence and more than a little beauty. The hair was lustrous and black, the skin pale and smooth, the chin firm and finely boned.

			But the eyes owned the face. Large and clear, they laughed back at the world even while their expression suggested something deeper, something wistful, perhaps: a Gaelic sense of tragedy.

			Thirty years after the photo was taken, only the eyes, as clear and blue as ever, remained unchanged. The coal of her hair had changed to snow, the skin had weathered, the chin had grown heavy. But the eyes were still focused on the laughing side of life.

			She had been christened Veronica Louise Hennessy, but from the day of her birth she was known simply as Ronnie. Two weeks before her twenty-first birthday and six months after meeting an off-duty policeman on the day-ferry to Provincetown, she became Ronnie Schantz.

			Along with her Gaelic eyes, she inherited a streak of fatalism. When Ollie Schantz, Boston Police Constable First Class, caught her as she stumbled down the ferry steps, the gears of fate had begun to mesh. They had spent the afternoon together, Ronnie so lost in Ollie’s quiet strength and maturity that she forgot about the girlfriends who had accompanied her on the day’s outing to Provincetown. There had never been, she knew, a day that had shone so warm and so dear on the fingertip of Cape Cod. She and Ollie sat on the pier and watched the gulls soar, nibbled on fried dams, tossed food to a solemn-looking pelican, talked incessantly on the shore and held hands in silence together on the ferry back to Boston.

			Only fate could have brought them together like that.

			But fate had shown her the other side of laughter as well. Fate had tugged little Jordie, their beloved Jordie, onto North Shore Road on the first warm day of his sixth spring, tiny legs churning until he froze at his mother’s belated scream and the sight of the MTA bus bearing down upon him.

			In the space of a heartbeat the world turned to reveal its other side, its darker side, its unfair side.

			Through the years since, she refused to feel bitter about the death of her only child. It took strength to smile at young children playing among the leaves of autumn or the flowers of spring. But she did. And doing so over the span of all the years gave her something no one and no other twist of fate could ever steal from her. It gave her dignity.

			
			It had been two months since the doctor at Mass General patiently explained the injury to her husband’s fifth cervical vertebra, how the brittle bone edge had sliced through much of the upper part of his spinal column, severing nerves as cleanly, as quickly as . . . as a young boy can flee his mother’s distracted attention to dash away between parked cars on a warm spring afternoon.

			“One nerve is only partially damaged,” the surgeon explained to her. He seemed young, far too young to be entrusted with the life of her Ollie, but she nodded and tried to smile. “We have attempted to repair it. If it works, he should have some use of his right hand, perhaps some movement in the arm as well.” He paused, staring at her, waiting for her courage to dissolve into helpless tears. When it didn’t, he said, “I wish I could promise more. But I can’t.”

			She reached out and touched his hand, as though he were the one who needed strength and she was dispensing it. But she said nothing. Only her eyes spoke, smiling and thanking him for his honesty.

			
			Those same eyes smiled back at McGuire when Ronnie opened the door of her home in Revere Beach on that blustery November evening.

			They reached and hugged each other without a word of greeting. Then, his hands on her shoulders, he held her at arm’s length and studied her.

			“How are you?” he asked gently.

			“Tattered around the edges but holding together.” She reached her hands to his and gripped them tightly. “It’s been a bad day for Ollie. None of his days are good any more. Some are bad. The others are worse. But at least he’s off the respirator, breathing on his own. Times like these, you
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