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      Danny saw the girl again.

      As the subway train eased out of the Coliseum station, he looked up, captivated by her frozen smile, her vacant stare, and the fact that she never spoke.

      Never.

      She was dead.

      Her throat had been cut and her body stuffed into a plastic garbage bag hidden in Golden Gate Park.

      She was two years old and her name was Tanita Marie Donner. Two eleven-year-old girls from Lincoln Junior High found her during a science class field trip.

      “She looked like a little naked doll,” Natalie Jackson, one of the girls, told a San Francisco TV station.

      That was a year ago. The nightmares were now less frequent for the schoolgirls. For most San Franciscans, Tanita’s murder was fading from memory, although her face still stared from bus shelters, store windows, and bumper stickers, an image as familiar to the Bay Area as the Golden Gate or the Transamerica Pyramid. For a time, it embodied San Francisco’s anguish. A blurred, grainy blow-up of a color snapshot, Tanita timidly showing her tiny milk-white teeth as Mommy coaxed a smile. Two pink butterfly barrettes held back her brown hair. She was wearing a cotton dress with lace trim, and crushing her white teddy bear to her chest. Her dark eyes shining like falling stars.

      REWARD screamed in bold, black letters above her head. Below were details of when and where Tanita was last seen alive. Twenty-five thousand dollars was offered for information leading to an arrest in her murder. No takers.

      Tanita Marie Donner’s killer was still out there.

      As the train worked its way through the transbay tunnel of the Bay Area Rapid Transit system, three-year-old Daniel Raphael Becker remained transfixed by a poster of Tanita Marie Donner.

      “Who’s that, Dad?” he asked his father.

      “Don’t point, Danny. She’s just a little girl. Now please sit still. We’ll be home soon.”

      Nathan Becker settled back in his seat, opened the business section of Saturday’s San Francisco Star, hoping to finish a story he began at home that morning before he and Danny left for the game. Nathan was a systems engineer who commuted by CalTrain to Mountain View. The article was about his firm which was on the brink of a revolutionary breakthrough. The game was a yawner, the A’s were embarrassing the Yankees. Danny was bored, so they left the Coliseum after the fifth. Just as well, because now they had to go all the way to Daly City to pick up some artist brushes for his wife, Maggie. Nathan had promised. It was a long ride, and he wished he hadn’t let Danny talk him into taking BART. He got his fill of trains during the week. They’d cab it home from the shop.

      The day had started like a typical summer Saturday for Nathan and Danny, with one of their weekend-buddy excursions.

      “Want to go to Oakland and see the A’s game today, Dan?” Nathan was making scrambled eggs while Maggie slept upstairs.

      “Can we do the wave, Dad?”

      “You betcha.”

      Danny laughed.

      Nathan buffed his son’s hair and watched him eat. Danny’s eyes radiated innocence. Blood of my blood. Miracle baby. How he loved him. But his promotion to department head meant longer hours and rationing time with Danny to weekends, leaving him to survive the week with glimpses of his son asleep, glimpses stolen after tiptoeing into his room at the end of another pressure-cooker day.

      Jordan Park was a sedate neighborhood sheltered with stands of feather-duster palms, a community of Victorian houses with billiard-table-green lawns. An oasis for young professionals that was not quite as pretentious as Pacific Heights. Today, Nathan got to prove how unpretentious he was. Danny wanted to take BART to Oakland.

      “Let’s take the Beemer, Dan. We’ll put the top down?”

      “I want to ride the train like you do, Dad. BART goes right under the bay.”

      “I know it goes right under the bay.” Nathan sighed. “Okay.”

      Before they went, Nathan left a note on the fridge and, reluctantly, his BMW in the garage. He and Danny walked to California, hopped a bus, then a cable car to Embarcadero Station, where an escalator delivered them at a funeral’s pace into the subway system winding through the Bay Area.

      After she heard them leave, Maggie Becker rose from bed, showered, put on her robe, then made a pot of Earl Grey Tea. She curled up on the sofa in the living room with the Arts section of the newspaper, savoring an empty house. Later, she dressed in faded jeans and a Forty-Niners sweater, then climbed upstairs to her studio. It was a large, bright room with hardwood floors, and a bank of floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking their backyard rose garden and the treetops, framing her view of a small park where trumpeter swans glided in a manmade pond.

      This was Maggie’s sanctuary.

      It was here she had mourned the miscarriage of her first child, lost after she fell from a step ladder while wallpapering the nursery. Her uterus was damaged, the doctors said. The chances of her carrying a baby to term were now three in ten. They suggested adoption. A few months later, Nathan started leaving her brochures from agencies. Maggie threw them into the trash. She refused to let a cruel, freak accident rob her of motherhood.

      Nathan understood.

      So it was here, while watching the swans, Maggie’s prayers were answered. It was here, when she became pregnant with Danny, she sat with her hands pressed to her stomach, begging God to let her keep this baby.

      God had heard her.

      Their healthy baby boy was delivered by caesarean section. They named him Daniel after Nathan’s father, and Raphael for the Italian painter, whose work Maggie adored. Danny was her hope, her light, her angel. His birth reaffirmed the love between her and Nathan and resurrected the artistic dreams she had buried with the loss of their first baby. Here, in this refurbished attic, Maggie produced a succession of inspired water colors, which sold regularly at a gallery down the peninsula.

      Maggie pulled off the tarpaulin covering a landscape in progress, collected her brushes, and inhaled the fragrance of paints and freshly cut grass wafting into her studio.

      Her life was perfect now.

      The train came to the next stop. The automatic doors opened. Dank air rushed into the car as Danny watched the people leaving jostle with those getting on. Then a short warning chime echoed. “Doors closing,” Danny said. He had picked up the routine. Three seconds later, the doors closed. The train jolted forward, gathering speed, pulling them deeper into the tunnel system.

      “How many more stops, Dad?”

      “Uh-huh,” Nathan said, eyes locked onto his newspaper, oblivious to the new passengers crowding the car. He had slipped comfortably into his commuter habit of losing himself in his newspaper.

      Danny looked at his dad reading. He was bored, so he stared at his own hand and counted his fingers. Remembering the hotdog he had at the game, he licked his lips and wished for another one. He yawned. He looked up across the car at Tanita Marie Donner’s face, slid off of his seat, and stood next to it, facing the poster.

      “I’m just going right here, Dad.”

      “All right,” the newspaper said.

      The train wavered. Danny steadied himself, noticing a tiny, silver chain dangling from the ear of a teenager down the aisle. It glinted rhythmically with the train’s rocking motion, like a hypnotist’s watch, bidding Danny closer. He stepped carefully around the outstretched, tanned legs of a boy studying a motorcycle magazine, head bobbing to music leaking from the headset of his CD player. Suddenly a skateboard shot at Danny. He tensed before it was stopped by a scuffed Reebok worn by a girl in an oversized sweatshirt. Danny moved on, paying no attention to the other passengers until he stood before the teenager wearing the chain. His face was ravaged by acne. His jet-black mohawk hair was greased into six-inch spikes frozen in a coiffured explosion. He wore black boots, torn black pants, a black T-shirt with a death’s head that was partially hidden by his silver-studded black leather jacket.

      Danny pointed at the chain. “What’s that?”

      The teenager ceased chewing his bubble gum, left his mouth open, and giggled as if he had just been tickled. His girlfriend giggled, too. Although her hair was fuchsia and her chains smaller, her appearance mirrored her boyfriend’s right down to the gum chewing. They were holding hands. The teen leaned toward Danny, turned his ear to him, and shook the chain.

      “This is my lucky charm.” He grinned. “You should get one.”

      The girl playfully grabbed her boyfriend’s groin, pouting and asking Danny, “And what’s this?”

      It was called a PEE-nus. Danny knew because his mother answered the same question for him one night when he was in the tub. He’d forgotten the word, but he clearly recalled the function.

      “Do you have to pee?” Danny asked, triggering the couple’s laughter as they stood to leave.

      The train was slowing. Danny was bumped from behind, nearly knocked off his feet. He was trapped in a forest of legs. The automated public address barked the station’s name. Danny tried to return to his dad, but was blocked by a skateboard, shopping bags, a briefcase, a knapsack. People crushed together, inching him closer to the doors. He panicked, clenched his tiny hands into fists, and pounded on arms and legs, but couldn’t break free. The train stopped. The doors whooshed open. Danny was pushed out of the car with the crowd, crying out for his father as he tripped, falling hard onto the cold, grimy, concrete platform. People swirled about him, drowning him. A ghetto blaster throbbed with a menacing beat. No one could hear Danny crying. Frantic, he struggled to get to his feet. A cigarette butt stuck to his hand. He pinballed from one grownup to the next. Disoriented, his only thought was to get back on the train. He heard the warning chime.

      Get back on the train! Get back on the train! Get back!

      Danny felt a pair of large, strong hands lift him.

      Nathan heard the chime, lowered the newspaper, and turned to Danny beside him. Gone. Damn that little--He threw the paper down, threading his way from one end of the car to the next looking between seats for Danny. What the hell--? He can’t be gone.

      He can’t be gone!

      The driver’s whistle bleated again. Nathan’s pulse quickened. He ran to the end of the car again, pushing people from his path, searching underneath every seat.

      “Hey, buddy!”

      “Jeez, pal--”

      “M-my son, Danny...I’m looking for my little boy, he’s ...”

      The doors closed and the train jerked forward.

      “No! Wait!” Nathan yelled for the train to halt.

      The train gained momentum.

      Where is my son?

      Bile rushed up the back of his throat. Gooseflesh rose on his skin. Through the window, on the platform, he saw Danny in the arms of a stranger disappearing into the crowd.

      Nathan knocked an old woman out of his way and lunged for the train’s emergency brake.

      “No! Please! No, No!”

      Tanita Marie Donner stared down at Danny’s father.
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      A skeleton crew was on duty in the newsroom of The San Francisco Star when Danny Becker was kidnapped.

      Tom Reed, a crime writer, was finishing a short hit on a seventy-two year old rummy stabbed with a nail file by a fifty-two-year-old whore. Some dive in the Tenderloin. The whore was watching the A’s game on the tube above the bar. The rummy wanted her to work her break. She was feeling grumpy, and wanted to finish her beer and her nails. His fingers went where they shouldn’t have and he bled to death at her table. Nobody noticed for half an inning. Turns out the guy had helped build the Golden Gate. He was the seventieth homicide of the year. Reed summed up his life in two tight graphs, then punched a command on his computer terminal, sending the story to Al Booth, the assistant metro editor working in the bullpen.

      Reed downed the remainder of his tepid coffee. Three hours into his shift. Could he stick it out today? Hungover. Again. Rubbing his temples, surveying the crap pinned to the half wall of his cubicle: Police numbers, a yellowing article on his winning his second national award four years ago for investigative reporting, a photograph of his wife, Ann, and Zach, their nine-year-old son who wants to be a reporter. Like my dad.

      Here was his life, or the illusion of it. Reed’s sources rarely talked to him these days. His award-winning work was forgotten. It was coming up on six months since Ann took Zach and moved to her mother’s. His life was disintegrating, and like an animal gnawing at a wound that refused to heal, he returned to the clipping file and the story that initiated his disgrace. The case of Tanita Marie Donner.

      Reed had led the Star’s coverage of her abduction and murder, right up until the suicide, the lawsuit, and his suspension. It was nearly a year since he last wrote about Donner and the man he believed had killed her. The case was unsolved and the paper, stinging from the scandal and embarrassment, was now content with superficial coverage of it. But Reed couldn’t leave it alone, exposing himself to the headlines he had virtually memorized:

      POLICE SEARCH FOR ABDUCTED BABY...SCHOOL GIRLS FIND TANITA: MURDERED...FEW LEADS IN MYSTERY SLAYING...

      Then he came to the grainy news pictures of Franklin Wallace. The beginning of the screw up, and it all came back to him. Hard.

      He had rushed to Wallace’s home and rung the doorbell. He was chasing San Francisco’s biggest story. He had found Tanita’s killer.

      The door was opened by a pudgy little man with a candle-white face, thinning blond hair, a wispy mustache. Mid-thirties. Five-six.

      “Franklin Wallace?” Reed said.

      “Yes?” his voice had a southern lilt.

      The tip was true, Reed thought.

      “Mr. Wallace, I am Tom Reed. I am a reporter with the Star--”

      “Reporter?” Wallace’s expression darkened subtly.

      “Did you know Tanita Donner? She lived a few blocks away.”

      Wallace’s lips did not move. He was measuring Reed, remaining silent, frozen. Reed repeated the question.

      “Yes, I knew Tanita.”

      “I understand she attended your Sunday school day care?”

      “Once or twice. She was not a regular. What is this about?”

      “Mr. Wallace, may I come in? I have some questions, important questions, I would like to ask you.”

      Reed caught it. A twitch in Wallace’s eyelid, an unconscious reaction so slight he almost missed it.

      “What questions?”

      “May I come inside?”

      “What questions? What is this about?”

      Wallace’s hand tightened his grip on the door frame. Reed was losing him; this might be his only chance. “Mr. Wallace, do you have a record for child molestation in Virginia?”

      “What? A record?”

      “I have it confirmed, sir.”

      Wallace swallowed, licking his lips. “You have it confirmed?”

      “Yes, just now. I would like to talk to you about some other information I have. It is very serious.”

      “Why? No. Please. That was long ago. Please, I have a family, a job. You must not print anything. Please, I don’t know what you’re driving at coming here with this.”

      “I’ve been told your fingerprints have been found on items linked to Tanita’s murder.”

      “What? I can’t believe that!”

      What little color Wallace had melted from his face. He was wan, his eyes revealing the truth. He was guilty. Guilty of something. Reed knew it. He was standing inches from a child-killer.

      Wasn’t he?

      At that moment, Wallace’s daughter appeared, clinging to her father’s leg, a tiny leave-my-daddy-alone scowl aimed at Reed. Red jam was smeared on her chin, reminding Reed of blood.

      “I had nothing to do with what you’re suggesting.”

      Wallace slammed the door.

      Reed cleared his throat and went to the next clipping:

      SUNDAY SCOOL TEACHER COMMITS SUICIDE...“HE WAS INNOCENT”: WIDOW...REPORTER BLAMED FOR TEACHER’S DEATH...WIDOW SUES S.F. STAR...TANITA’S KILLER “IS OUT THERE”: POLICE...

      Reed removed his glasses, burying his face in his hands.

      The day after she buried her husband, Rona Wallace held a press conference. It was on the same doorstep where Reed had questioned Franklin Wallace moments before he locked himself in his daughter’s bedroom and fired both barrels of a shotgun into his mouth.

      “My husband was a decent man, and a loving father,” Rona Wallace read from a prepared statement. “He took successful counseling for his problems, which occurred more than a decade ago when he was clinically depressed over the death of his mother. The San Francisco Police and the FBI have told me today, to my face, that my husband was initially checked and quietly cleared as a possible suspect in the death of Tanita Marie Donner. He knew and loved that little girl.” She sniffed.

      “I attribute his tragic death to the allegations raised in the abhorrent and false reporting of The San Francisco Star and have begun civil action. Thank you.”

      Rona Wallace took no questions. When she finished, she asked if Tom Reed was present. “Right here.” Reed raised his hand.

      Cameras followed her as she walked to him, her reddened eyes finding his. Without warning, she slapped his face. “You know what you are and you know what you did,” she said, then walked away.

      Reed was stunned.

      Reporters pelted him with questions. He was speechless. The TV gang loved seeing him get his comeuppance. The networks picked it up. Public criticism from police made him a pariah. The incident ignited editorials and columns across the country about press ethics. Reed couldn’t sleep without drinking--he doubted everything in his life. He argued with Ann, screamed at Zach, and was once on the brink of hitting him, squeezing his arm until he yelped in sheer terror.

      “Wake up, Reed. I brought your medicine.”

      A steaming cup of coffee was set before him, the aroma mingling with the scent of Obsession. “Anything shaking, Tommy?” Molly Wilson settled in at her cubicle, next to his, her bracelets clinking.

      “A drunk knifed by a whore.” He sipped the coffee. “Thanks.”

      Wilson was hired four years ago from a small Texas daily. She had a master’s degree in English literature. A relentless digger, she was a strong writer. Her brunette hair was cut like Cleopatra’s, she had perfect teeth, and always smelled good.

      “Why are you here, Wilson? It’s your day off.”

      She switched on her terminal, flipped open a notebook, and began typing. “Got to finish a feature for Lana. She moved up my deadline.”

      Reed grunted.

      “Thanks for asking, Tom. It’s about men who kill, and the women who love them. Hey, you’re being naughty. Can’t leave that Donner story alone.”

      Reed said nothing.

      “Why do you keep doing this to yourself, Tom?”

      “Do what?”

      “Forget the story. The police fried you because they screwed up and needed a scapegoat. Benson suspended you because he needed a scapegoat too. It was only a week. Everybody knows he put the entire thing on your shoulders. It was a year ago. Forget it and move on.”

      “I can’t.”

      The muted clatter of the Star’s police scanners flared, then faded. Reed and Wilson glanced across the newsroom at the summer intern monitoring transmissions.

      “Tom, it wasn’t your fault.”

      “I pushed hard for it.”

      “Yes, but if that idiot in homicide had explained how Wallace’s prints were on the evidence, like you begged him, you would have backed off. You wanted more time on the Sunday School teacher stuff, but Benson was horny for the story. They pushed hard, too. We will never know the truth, Tom.”

      Wilson’s eyes were sympathetic. She resumed typing. Reed went back to the clippings.

      “Why do you have the Donner file, anyway?”

      “Anniversary’s coming up. I’m going to pitch a feature.”

      Wilson rolled her eyes. “You really are nuts. This rag is not going to let you do that. They’ll pass it to a G.A., or some dink in Lifestyles. Besides, isn’t Tanita’s mother in hiding?”

      “I have an idea, but--”

      The scanners grew louder.

      They turned to the small office tucked way in the far corner of the newsroom. The “torture chamber.” A glass-walled room with twenty-four scanners monitoring hundreds of emergency frequencies in the Bay Area. The incessant noise inspired the room’s name. Experienced listeners kept the volume low, but when a major incident broke, the sound increased.

      “Something’s happening,” Wilson said.

      Simon Green, a summer intern, was monitoring the radios. His face was taut when he stood, jotted a note, then yelled at Al: “Child abduction off BART! Balboa Park! They’re stopping the trains!”

      Booth grimaced at the newsroom. No one on, except Reed.

      “Are you clear?”

      Reed nodded.

      “Take it. Wilson, stick around, you might get overtime.”

      Across the newsroom, the weekend photo editor radioed a photographer roaming the city to rush to the Balboa Park BART station.

      Reed slipped on his jacket, grabbed one of the Star’s cell phones. “I’ve got number three, call me with updates, Molly.”

      “This is eerie. Balboa Park.”

      Tanita Marie Donner was abducted from the Section 8 housing complex where her teenage welfare mother lived. In Balboa Park.
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      Sydowski and his father had good seats at the Coliseum. Thirty rows up from first. But the game lacked zeal. Entering the eighth, with the A’s up by seven over the Yankees, was not exciting baseball.

      Sydowski was stiff and hungry.

      “Hey, old man,” he said in Polish. “I’m going to get something to eat. You want anything?”

      “Sure, sure. Popcorn,” his father said.

      Sydowski patted his father’s knee and headed for the concession stand. Sydowski had not wanted to come to the game. He accepted tickets because his boss insisted. Sydowski’s old man loved seeing the A’s at the Coliseum, but would never ask to be taken because he figured the job kept his son busy.

      Standing in line, Sydowski reminisced about the old days. Whenever Boston played the A’s, he would drive across the Bay Bridge to Oakland to pay homage to Carl Michael Yastrzemski, a three-time American league batting champion. Yaz took his third title by posting .301, in an era when pitchers destroyed batting averages.

      That was perseverance.

      That was 1968. The year Oakland got the A’s and the San Francisco Police Department got Wladyslaw Sydowski.

      Had it been that long ago?

      “You know you can take your pension any time, Walt,” his boss, Lieutenant Leo Gonzales, often reminded him.

      Sydowski couldn’t. Not yet. What would he do?

      His wife, Basha, had died of Parkinson’s six years ago. The girls were grown, had their own children, and had moved away. He had John, his eighty-seven-year-old father, to look after. His old man was something. A Polish potato farmer and barber, he had kept his family alive in a work camp during the war by cutting hair for Nazi officers. Sydowski’s old man taught him how to listen, how to read people. Now John lived happily alone at Sea Breeze Villas in Pacifica, tending a vegetable garden, following the A’s. He refused to move in with Sydowski, who lived by himself in the Parkside house where he and his wife had raised their daughters and where he now raised champion canaries.

      “Sir? That’s four dollars.”

      Sydowski smiled, showing two gold-crowned teeth as he dug out some cash. The teenage girl smiled back. At six-foot-three, with a solid two-hundred-pound frame, dark complexion, and wavy salt-and-pepper hair, Sydowski was a handsome man.

      He knew the hotdog would take a toll on his chronic heartburn, but what the hell? He smothered it with mustard, relish and onions as the old questions surfaced. What would he do if he retired? He was a cop. A homicide inspector. It was his life. To some, he was one of the SFPD’s best; to others he was “the arrogant Polack.” While he was traditionally assigned to break in new detectives, he maintained the detail’s highest clearance rate. Senior clicks told rookies Inspector Sydowski knew killers because he was one.

      It was near the end of the war, Sydowski was what? Eight or nine? His family was working on a farm in southeastern Germany when he came up on a drunken Nazi soldier raping his twelve-year-old sister behind a barn. Sydowski grabbed the soldier’s Luger and held it to the sweating man’s temple, forcing him to kneel and beg for his life. Then he pulled the trigger, scattering master race brain matter against the pigsty.

      That was another life. Sydowski had erased the memory of it, or thought he had. Somehow the rage he felt then, rage he thought he would never again experience, had returned when he was given the case of a two-year-old girl. The worst part of the job was always the murders of babies. Looking down at their tiny bodies, knowing they never had a chance, that this world had failed them, and it was his job to avenge their deaths. Remembering how he would go home brokenhearted, kiss Basha and the girls, and tell them it was another routine day.

      Over the years he had managed to remain detached from his cases, enough so that he could do the job. Although he won most, he accepted losing some. He had no choice. He couldn’t solve them all. But the abduction and murder of Tanita Donner was different. It was a year ago. He was the primary and he couldn’t close it. At one stage, he felt he was close. Now he had nothing. The thing refused to be solved and it ate him up. Leo had suggested he let fresh eyes go over it, that he concentrate on other files for a time. That didn’t last. He had given a piece of his soul to the Donner case. How could he forget about that baby for one second?

      It was raining when he arrived in Golden Gate Park with a rookie and looked into the bag. He remembered the familiar foul smell, the flies and maggots, how she was so white, the gash across her tiny neck, and how her eyes, those beautiful little eyes, were open and staring at him. Into him. Feeling something break inside, making him ache at that very moment to hold her to his chest, in front of all the cops, reporters, and rubberneckers, all standing there.

      Sydowski had crossed the emotional line with Tanita’s file. At the morgue, seeing her doll-sized corpse, then taking Tanita’s teenage welfare mother and grandfather from their Balboa apartment to identify her. How he caught the mother after she collapsed upon seeing her baby, hearing a groan from the grandfather, who covered his face with his hands. He was dying of cancer and had already lost his legs. Remembering how his wheelchair was held together by coat hangers, how the mother let her crumpled snapshot of Tanita fall to the floor and started screaming, and how Sydowski looked to the ceiling.

      He knew he would never give up on this one, never let it go. He had touched Tanita’s coffin at her funeral, vowing to find her killer.

      “Here you go, Pop.” Sydowski handed a bag of popcorn to his old man, then took a couple of bites from his dog and tried getting back into the game. But he’d lost his concentration.

      At the outset, the department had put half the detail on Donner. It was a green light. The FBI assigned a couple of humps to inflict its jurisdiction. The senior agent was Merle Rust, a soft-spoken, twenty-year fed with a three-inch scar on his chin from a bullet that grazed him during a shootout with The Order near Seattle in 1984. Rust was as fond of chewing tobacco as he was of his young partner, Special Agent Lonnie Ditmire, a by-the-book grad straight from the academy cookie cutter. He had an all-American smile and believed all municipal police were bush.

      Despite the inevitable friction, everyone worked overtime. It was always that way with child murders. They hauled in suspects, Quantico kicked out a profile. They flashed information on the big screen of Candlestick Park and offered a reward. As weeks, then months, passed, two network TV crime shows featured the case. The commission turned up the heat for an arrest. Posters sprouted in the Bay Area. But they had squat, until months into the file when something broke.

      A beat cop, searching for tossed drugs in the playground in Dolores Park, found Tanita’s diaper and the weather-worn Polaroids of two men holding her. The items were hidden in a bag among some shrubs. True to the profile: Two people were involved in the child’s abduction and murder. One of the pictured men was Franklin Wallace, a Sunday school teacher who lived near Tanita’s housing project. Latents on the diaper matched his. They ran them and discovered Wallace had been convicted ten years ago of molesting little girls in Virginia. Nothing was known about the second suspect, a tattooed man who was masked in the snapshots.

      They kept the break secret, returned the items to the shrubs and were about to surveil the site with the FBI when Sydowski got a call from Tom Reed at the Star, a reporter he knew and respected. Reed was on to the break in the case and wanted information for a story. Sydowski cursed to himself over what he suspected was a dangerous leak, jeopardizing the investigation.

      “What do you know, Reed?”

      “Franklin Wallace is your boy. His prints are on her diaper and you’ve got a picture of him with her. He’s a Sunday school teacher in the projects with priors. A diddler from Virginia. Is that right?”

      Reed was on the money. Sydowski had to be careful.

      “Where did you get this?”

      “A call out of the blue this morning.”

      “Who?”

      “Get serious, Walt, you know I’d never reveal a source.”

      Sydowski said nothing.

      Reed thought it over quickly, and lowering his voice, said, “If I helped you with information on the tip, do I get a jump on the story, Walt?”

      “No deals.”

      Reed sighed. Sydowski heard a pen tapping, heard Reed thinking.

      “I don’t know who called. It was a man. Lasted a few seconds. Has to be somebody sick of the commission’s shrieking, a cop likely.”

      “You tape it?”

      “No, it was too quick. So, am I on the right track, Walt?”

      “No comment. And I wouldn’t write a word just yet.”

      “Come on.”

      “We never had this conversation.”

      There was something triumphant in Reed’s silence.

      “I’ll take that as confirmation.”

      “Take it any way you like, I never spoke to you.”

      The leak detonated a storm at the D.A.’s office and at Golden Gate Avenue. Reed had called the D.A.’s office, seeking official confirmation for his tip. He got nothing.

      Wallace had not yet been formally questioned. Reed was forcing their hand. Rust, Ditmire, and Rich Long, an assistant district attorney, descended on the Hall of Justice and debated the merits of picking up Wallace without yet having built a case against him or his mystery partner. Sydowski wanted Wallace grabbed right away. The agents wanted Wallace under surveillance so he could lead them to his partner. And could they stop Reed’s story? More importantly, Ditmire interjected directly to Sydowski, how many other reporters knew?

      Offended at the implication that he was the leak, Sydowski stood to confront his accuser, his chair scraping across the floor.

      “Take it easy, Walt,” Rust said.

      At that moment, they received word that Wallace was dead. Shot himself in the head after Reed showed up on his doorstep, asking about Tanita Marie Donner and his record in Virginia. Wallace left a note proclaiming his innocence. Nothing in his house linked him to Tanita’s murder.

      Long snapped his pencil in two, closed his briefcase, and left with Rust and Ditmire in tow, cursing Sydowski.

      The next day, Reed’s story identifying Wallace as the chief suspect in Tanita Marie Donner’s murder ran on the front page of the Star. Thankfully, Reed didn’t know about the second suspect. The John Doe with the tattoos. The D.A. and the feds decided the case might be salvaged if they downplayed Reed’s article by saying Wallace was never a suspect, that he was checked because he knew the victim and because of his old record. It was routine and he was cleared long ago, they said. The San Francisco Star was writing fiction, again. Sydowski loathed this tenuous approach, but it was all they had.

      But it didn’t matter. The investigation crumbled. Then it got worse. Wallace’s widow sued the paper, then slapped Reed’s face in front of all the camera during a news conference. Reed was demoted, or something like that. Sydowski grilled him half a dozen times about details of the call, then they lost touch.

      Eventually, the number of bodies on the case dwindled. Sydowski saw less of Rust and Ditmire. Everyone knew it was Sydowski’s file. They left him alone. After Wallace’s suicide, he had painstakingly rebuilt pieces of the case. No one envied him. But they understood.

      After his darkest days, he would go home and sit in his aviary, listen to his birds and think. What was he doing wrong? He came to the hall at all hours, worked at the computer, reread files, and went out on interviews. Nothing clicked.

      That had been his year since Tanita Marie Donner’s murder, a year in which he rarely took a day off. But he had today. And sitting with his old man at the Coliseum watching the A’s and Yankees felt good. For a few hours he tried to give his mind a rest. As he chewed on the last of his hotdog, he considered going back for another.

      Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep!

      He switched off his pager, went to a phone and called the duty crew at the hall.

      “Homicide, Jackson.”

      “It’s Sydowski.”

      “Walt, we got a boy abducted just now by a male stranger.”

      “Got a body?”

      “Nope.”

      “No body. That’s General Works. Why call me?”

      “It’s an order. Comes from the brass. Leo wants you in on this with General and the feebees, right from the get-go. The kid was grabbed from his father on BART at Balboa.”

      Balboa.

      “It’s looking bad, Walt.”

      Sydowski felt his heartburn flare. “Balboa?”

      “They’re setting up at Ingleside Station on John Young.”

      “Okay, I’m coming from the Coliseum.”

      Sydowski hung up and found a uniformed Oakland police officer. He showed him his badge, asked him warmly to make sure his old man got a cab to Pacifica, then gave him several crumpled bills for the fare.

      “Consider it done,” the cop said.

      Sydowski returned to his old man.

      “I got to go to work, Pop.” He pointed to the officer. “This guy will get a cab home for you.”

      His father turned to him, nodded, and adjusted his ballcap.

      “Sure, you go to work. You do a good job.”

      Driving across the Bay Bridge to San Francisco, grateful to beat the ballgame traffic, Sydowski was struck by one thought. He wondered if Reed ever got around to figuring out that short, anonymous call he got nearly a year ago had come from Tanita Marie Donner’s killer.
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      Tom Reed drove south from downtown in a staff car, a Ford Tempo, bearing The San Francisco Star’s red, white, and blue banner and the logo: WE’VE GOT SAN FRANCISCO’S STORY.

      Talk about cruel irony. He wanted to do an anniversary piece on Tanita Marie Donner’s abduction and murder. To set the record straight. To redeem himself. Now this happens. In Balboa.

      His knuckles whitened on the steering wheel. Passing a lumbering motor home from Utah on 101, he couldn’t shake the Donner story and a million other questions. If today’s case was real, would the paper leave him on it? Could he handle it again? Sure. He had nothing left to lose. He had already sacrificed his family to the Donner story.

      “We’ve lost each other, Tom,” Ann had said the last time they were out, weeks after Wallace’s suicide. It was a place in Sausalito, with a view of San Francisco’s skyline and a harpist plucking a requiem to their marriage. Ann was right. Something between them had died, a fact he refused to admit. He fingered a spoon and met her eyes, shining in the candlelight like they did on their wedding day.

      “Tell me, Ann. Tell me how you’ve lost me.”

      “Your drinking’s out of hand. I’ve asked you to stop. You don’t see what it’s doing to us, to Zach, to you.”

      He rapped the spoon sharply on the table.

      “Ann, I’ve been professionally humiliated, I’ve been suspended, dumped into a toilet of political crap, and this is the understanding you show me.”

      “Lower your voice!” she whispered.

      He downed his wine and refilled his glass.

      “Tom, why can’t you realize that you are not infallible?”

      “I was not wrong.”

      “Something went wrong! I don’t want to talk about it.”

      “You brought it up, dear.” He gulped more wine.

      “You have no idea what Zach and I went through after seeing you on network TV slapped by the widow of that poor teacher.”

      “That poor teacher killed Tanita Marie Donner, Ann!”

      “You don’t know that. The police said he was not--”

      “Fuck the police! Wallace was a twisted child-killer.”

      “Stop it! Just stop it!” Ann’s hushed voice was breaking.

      A few tense moments passed. She touched the corners of her eyes with her napkin. “We need some time apart,” she said. “I’m taking Zach and we’re going to stay with my mother in Berkeley.”

      It was like a sledgehammer blow to his stomach.

      “I don’t know if I can live with you anymore,” she whispered. “If I love you anymore.” She covered her mouth with her hand.

      They skipped dessert and went home. A few days later, he helped Ann lift suitcases to their van, watching in silence as his wife and son drove away. He went into the house and drank himself unconscious.

      Reed found the scene near Ocean at San Jose. Nearby, a tangle of police cars blocked the entrance to the Balboa BART station, lights flashing, radios crackling.

      A working-class neighborhood, Balboa was favored with a degree of gentrification at its fringes: a smattering of eclectic boutiques, yuppified houses and apartment blocks. A cop directed traffic around the area. People craned their necks at the yellow crime-scene tape; others watched from windows and balconies.

      “Tom!”

      Paul Wong, a Star photographer, trotted after him, two Nikons dangling from his neck, a camera bag over his shoulder.

      “Just pulled in behind you,” Wong said. “Isn’t this the same place where they found the little girl, Marie something?”

      “Tanita Marie Donner.”

      “Yeah.” Wong suddenly remembered everything.

      As they headed toward the police tape, they clipped on their press cards. Reed called the paper on his cell phone. Wong banged off a few frames.

      “Star, Molly Wilson.” Police radios were clamoring.

      “It’s Reed. Got anything for us?”

      “Speak up, I’m in the radio room.”

      “What have you got?”

      “A genuine stranger abduction. The kid somehow wanders off the train. Dad gets a one-second glimpse of his boy with a strange man on the platform just as the train is pulling out. He hits the emergency brake bar, kicks out an emergency window and runs after them. But they vanished. Happened that fast. They’re pulling out all the stops, bringing in K-9, going door-to-door in a grid for a twenty-block radius. Simon’s on his way with another photographer.

      “Get a name on the kid and his dad?”

      “Father is Nathan Becker, son is Danny. Unlisted. Library’s going through driving and property records. Becker is still around, being questioned somewhere. They haven’t taken him to Ingleside Station yet. Mom is home alone. They’ve sent people to tell her and set up for a possible ransom call. No address over the air, but I gather it’s near the University of San Francisco, Jordan Park maybe.”

      “FBI?”

      “On their way. Tom, do you think it’s connected to Donner?”

      “Wallace is dead, Molly.”

      “Copycat, maybe?”

      “Who knows? Call you later.”

      Reed and Wong shouldered their way to the tape, where a cop lifted it, directing them to a police van in the distance where reporters were clustered around an officer. On the way there, Reed nudged Wong. Across the street, a pony-tailed woman in her thirties, wearing jeans and a sweatshirt, stepped out of Roman’s Tub & Shower Boutique. An ID card was clipped to her waist, and she was instructing an officer, pointing somewhere, as they hurried away together.

      “Let’s go in there,” Reed said.

      “What for?”

      “A hunch.”

      Bells jingled as they entered. Roman’s smelled of jasmine and had an exquisite Florentine storefront displaying overpriced towels. A slim, tanned man with bleached hair was sitting at a small table in one corner of the store with a distraught-looking man. The thin man rose instantly, approaching Reed and Wong.

      “I’m sorry, we are closed,” he said, arms shooing them away.

      “Door’s open and there’s no sign,” Reed said. He noticed a woman at the rear of the store on a telephone. She was dressed in shorts and a T-shirt, with a laminated ID clipped to her waist. Reed moved quickly. Approaching the distraught man at the table. His widened eyes were horror-stricken, his short brown hair messed. He had a long, bloody scrape on one cheek. His clothes were streaked with black greasy smudges. He was staring at nothing.

      “Please, you’ll have to leave,” the thin man said.

      “We’re here to speak to Mr. Nathan Becker.”

      Bewildered, the distraught man said, “I am Nathan Becker.”

      The woman on the phone materialized, and pegging Reed and Wong for press, inserted herself between them and Becker.

      According to her tag, Kim Potter was a volunteer with a victims’ crisis group. “Leave now. This man isn’t giving any press interviews.”

      Wong looked at Reed. They didn’t move. Reed looked around Potter.

      “Is this true, Mr. Becker? Does this woman speak for you?”

      Becker was silent.

      “Please leave now!” Potter raised her voice.

      “Mr. Becker, we’re with The San Francisco Star. Do you wish to tell us what happened? I can’t imagine what you’re going through, but I will respect your answer.”

      Nathan Becker rubbed his hand over his face, tears streaming down his cheeks. “We have to find him. We have to find Danny. Maggie will be destroyed. He’s all we have.”

      “Yes. What happened?” Reed stepped closer.

      “Go get Inspector Turgeon,” Potter ordered the clerk. She glared at Reed, angrily punching numbers into the store phone, shouting into it about “a press problem.”

      Reed would have to hurry.

      Trapped alone in his nightmare, Becker began.

      “They won’t let me search. It was a man, I saw him for less than a second. Bearded, white, about six feet, medium build, sandy hair, wearing a cap. I stopped the train, I ran, it was too late, it happened so fast. I had only looked away for a few seconds. He wandered to one end of the car and...and... damn it! Why wasn’t I watching him?”

      Reed took notes, softly asking questions. Becker was clutching a wallet-size snapshot of himself with Danny on his shoulders, laughing as Danny’s mom looked up adoringly. The radiant, white, upper-middle-class, professional family. Police were going to duplicate the photo. Wong took shots of it, and of Becker holding it.

      “Why would somebody want to take Danny, Mr. Becker?” Reed asked.

      Becker didn’t know. His face disappeared into his hands. Wong’s camera clicked and the store’s entrance bells pealed.

      “That’s enough!”

      It was the pony-tailed woman who’d left earlier. Flanked by two uniformed officers, she faced Reed.

      “This interview is over,” she said. The uniforms pulled Reed and Wong aside and she copied their names into her leather-bound notebook. She had hard brown eyes. “Tom Reed,” she said. “Why am I not surprised? Pull this stunt again and you’ll be charged.”

      “Ever hear of the constitution?” Reed shot back, glimpsing her waist and ID. He couldn’t get her name without being rude.

      Ignoring Reed, she stepped back to the front.

      “Sorry about this, Mr. Becker,” she said.

      The bells rang and Sydowski filled the doorway, then walked to the store’s rear. “Well, well, well, if this isn’t a curse.” He looked at Reed. “Everything in order...Inspector Turgeon, is it?”

      “Turgeon, correct. Yes, all in order.”

      “You should have taken Mr. Becker here to Ingleside Station.”

      “Mikelson in General wanted him near the scene for now.”

      “Yeah. I’ve just spoken with Gord. We’ll be moving Mr. Becker shortly. Now, if no one objects, I’ll take care of Mr. Reed.” Sydowski clamped Reed’s arm firmly, escorting him out the rear of the shop. The two patrolmen followed with Wong.

      Alone in the back alley, Sydowski backed Reed against a wall and winced. His heartburn, the price he paid for eating that dog, was irritating him. He jabbed his finger into Reed’s chest.

      “Just what the hell are you doing?”

      “My job.”

      “How’d you find Becker?”

      “Instinct. How are you anyway?”

      “Delirious. See you’re still getting paid to kill trees?”

      “Sure, I’ve been promoted. I am now the patron saint of reporters who trusted their police sources.”

      “Thomas. Thomas, ask me if I care,” Sydowski said. “Listen, boychik, you ruined yourself so beautifully you would’ve made a million as a freak act. I told you to sit on the stuff you had. Didn’t I? I was doing you a favor, remember that.”

      “Still raising little birdies, Walt?”

      “They hit the high notes when I line their cages with your work.”

      An unmarked car inched its way up the alley. Sydowski raised his hand, stopping it at the rear of the store.

      “We’re taking Becker home now. The wife collapsed at the news.”

      “What have you got?”

      “Beats me.”

      “C’mon.”

      “A kidnapping.”

      “Why did they call you to this? You’re Homicide.”

      He blinked several times. “What do you think, Tom?”

      “Do you think it’s a copycat?”

      Sydowski looked away, and swallowed. His Adam’s apple bounced and his face saddened. “Who knows?” he said, his eyes burning from the hotdog, the onions. The unknowns. “I have to go.”
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      Dropping his last fare of the day at City College, Willie Hampton sighed at the wheel of his cab and began humming a tune from South Pacific. Old Willie couldn’t restrain his bliss. In three hours, he would strap his vacation-starved butt into the seat of an Oahu-bound 747 and leave the driving to the hacks who don’t look back. Take me to Pearl and step on it, Willie chuckled. Gonna get me a lei.

      Seaman Hampton of the U.S.S. California would pay his respects in person to the boys of the Arizona. He would pin on his Distinguished Service Medal and let them know he never forgot. No, sir. Then, for three weeks, he would ride at anchor. Willie switched off his radio and was headed for the shop when he spotted a fare near Balboa Park at San Jose and Paulding. A curbside.

      No dice, pal.

      Willie looked again. The guy had a kid, a little girl draped over his shoulder. Maybe she was sick or something. What the hell? But only if it was on his way. Maybe keep it off the books.

      Willie pulled over.

      “I’m outta service, but where you going?”

      “Logan and Good.”

      That’s Wintergreen. The man didn’t look like a rez of that war zone. He had dark glasses, was stone faced. The kid was sleeping, long blond hair. Balloon still tied to her hand. Must’ve come from the park. Okay, it was on his way.

      “Hop in.” Willie reached back, popped a rear door. The man placed the kid down to sleep, her head in his lap. “Too much fun for your princess today?” Willie said to his rearview mirror.

      “Yes.”

      Half a dozen blocks later, two SFPD black-and-whites, with lights wig-wagging, screamers yelping, roared by Willie in the opposite direction. He stifled his usual comment on San Francisco’s criminal vermin. His fare had dropped his head onto the rear dash.

      Aww, let ’em sleep.

      Edward Keller was not sleeping. He was praying. Thanking God for His radiant protection in helping him secure the Angel. All of his devotion, watching, planning -- the chloroform, the wig, balloon -- it had worked. Gloriously.

      Keller floated with his thoughts back, months back, even though time was meaningless to him. His mind was floating...to...a watery death.

      He repeated it to himself as if it were an incantation.

      It was April. April, death’s chosen month.

      Standing at the edge of the pier, gazing upon the Pacific. All that he was, all that he had been, looked back from the still water.

      Eyes that haunt my dreams.

      Prolonged severe grief reaction, the doctor had called it.

      Keller remembered the doctor staring at him, twisting a rubber band. “Accept that you cannot change reality, Edward. And understand that at this institute, those self-admitted take a lower priority. Move on with your life. Find solace where you can.

      Keller had found it.

      In his visions.

      And out there among the fog-shrouded Farrallon Islands, where his life ended, and where he would resurrect it. His heart now knew his destiny. It had been revealed to him.

      Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus. Dominus Deus sabaoth.

      Filling the tanks of the boat, Reimer studied him standing there at the dock’s edge, clutching the big paper-wrapped package.

      Edward.

      That was the guy’s name. Reimer couldn’t recall his last name. The guy looked--what? Late forties, early fifties? Slim? No. Gaunt, really. About six foot. Could use a haircut and lose that shaggy beard. If Reimer had to be honest, old Ed there looked bad. Seemed to get worse every year. A shame. One of the smartest people Reimer had met. Talked about religion, philosophy, business--when he talked. Sounded like some sort of professor.

      But he wasn’t.

      Reimer knew what he was. Yes, sir. It was a damn shame about him, something the old-timers at Half Moon Bay, those that knew, rarely talked about. Not to Ed’s face anyway. What good does talk do? What’s done is done. Reimer only wished to hell the guy wouldn’t come to him every time he wanted to go out there.

      “How you making out with that twenty-eight-footer I put you on to?” Reimer tried not to sound obvious. “She was in pretty good shape when you bought her. Lapstrake with twin Mercs, wasn’t it?”

      Keller nodded.

      “Where you got her docked?”

      He didn’t answer.

      Reimer shrugged, replaced the fuel nozzle on the Shell pump. The clank-clank echoed in the morning stillness. The odor of gas wafted from the gas tanks’ openings as he wiped the caps with a rag.

      “All set,” Reimer said.

      Keller stepped into the boat, clutching his package. Reimer untied the lines, climbed behind the wheel, adjusted his grease-stained ballcap, scratched his stubble, and surveyed the Pacific. Fine morning. Fog was light. Season would begin soon.

      “The usual place?” Reimer said.

      Keller nodded and placed two one-hundred-dollar bills in Reimer’s hand. It wasn’t necessary, Reimer had told him. But why argue? What good would that do? He turned the ignition key. The motor rumbled and he eased the throttle forward, leaving a white foamy wake to lap against the dock.

      San Francisco’s skyline stretched across the starboard side, the spires of the Golden Gate jutting majestically through a blanket of fog as they made their way to the Farallons. Reimer was born in San Francisco. His father had earned a living running a charter to the gulf from Half Moon for whale and bird-watchers long before it was fashionable. Reimer loved the region, the Pacific’s moods and hues, the taste of salt air. He glanced at Keller, his eyes fixed to the horizon. Looking for ghosts. No point in talking to him. Why couldn’t he just say no to the man? Reimer shrugged and gave her a touch more throttle, enjoying the wind in his face.

      Reimer’s boat was a beauty. His mistress. A Searay Seville. A twenty-one-footer. She had a cuddy cabin, a rebuilt V-6 170 horsepower Mercruiser. Glided like a dream as they moved into the California current and cut across the coastal shipping lanes. It was upwelling season and he kept a lookout for blooms of plankton. He could just make out the shape of the Farallons twenty-odd miles away, slicing through the hazy mist like shark fins.

      That’s where it happened. Out there.

      Think of other things, Reimer told himself, like the work on his three other charter boats waiting back at the marina. Just think of other things. He watched a trio of Dall’s porpoises leaping along port side. He took mental stock of the galley--he knew he’d be hungry by the time they arrived. They might make good time, the lack of wind made for a smooth surface over the navy’s submarine playground, which swept southeast of the islands. Reimer knew the region, her history, her mysteries, and her secrets. He looked at Keller again. Ed there was a tragic story. Look at him. Sitting stonelike, clutching that package and staring at nothing. Somebody ought to tell him they are never coming back. Let go, friend, let go. How many years has it been? Let go.

      Keller would never let go.

      Staring at the churning wake, the white foam against the jade waters, he heard them. He saw them.

      Pierce. His eldest. Nine years old. Hair lifting in the wind. Squinting at the horizon, scanning the islands. Pierce. Quiet. Resolute. Like Keller. The motor grumbling. Pierce gripping his seat with one hand. The other around his sister, Alisha Keller. Like her mother. Brilliant, beautiful, unyielding. Alisha. Six. Hugging Joshua. The baby. Three years old. The wooden boat. An old speedboat. The last rental. Hammering over the choppy water. Going to spend the day alone looking for whales. Just him and the kids. Joan demanded it. “They have everything but a father.” He was furious. He’d juggled meetings. This would likely cost him contracts.

      They started late in the afternoon. Had to stop for burgers before they would get in the boat. Couldn’t wait until they got to the islands to eat the lunch Joan had packed. Wouldn’t wear the life jackets. “Babies wear them,” Pierce said. Josh crying when Keller put it on him. To hell with it. Let’s get this over with.

      Wouldn’t go out too far today, sir, squalls comin’, the kid at the marina telling him--a pimple-faced grease monkey giving advice to him, Edward Keller, a self-made millionaire. Keller ignoring him, ramming the throttle down. Keller didn’t understand the buoys. Where is north? Damn. Couldn’t read the chart. Hell with it, you could practically see the Farallons. One hundred fifty dollars. The boat was slow. He hated to waste money.

      Spotting a few gray whales on the way temporarily impressed them.

      We want to go back.

      The hell we will. He would circle the islands, and they would eat their picnic lunch. He would complete his fatherly duty.

      The skies darkening. Thunder. It came up so fast.

      Lightning and rain. The children huddled. Their wet shiny faces. Time to head back. Maybe they should wait it out on the islands. They were at least a mile off the southern-most island. It seemed close. Hard to say. Some boats far off. Thunder. Rain. Head for the islands. The boat rising. Dipping. A rollercoaster. Something scraping under them, a fantastic thud. A rock?

      Then he saw the huge tail and his heart nearly burst from fear.

      A whale! Right under them! Cracked the hull!

      The children screamed. Water came through his shoes, ice cold. Alisha screaming. Water rushing in! Josh crying.

      “Pierce! Alisha! Life jackets! Get them on! Hurry!”

      Water crashing over the side now. Cold. The boat yawing. The water rising fast over his ankles. Alisha screaming. The jackets. Can’t get them on! Kill the motor. Standing to help Josh. A wave smashing over the gunwale. Something hard hitting his face. Airborne. He was flying. Wet. Freezing. Black. Nothing. Silence.

      He was in the water!

      Spitting out water. The boat was on its side. The children were in the water. Pierce. Hanging on to the hull. Josh’s head bobbing near the stern. Alisha was near the bow.

      The life jackets were rolling away. It was so dark.

      “Pierce! Get Josh, he’s near you!”

      Alisha treading water. Joan enrolled them in swimming classes, didn’t she? Think! He didn’t know if his own children could swim.

      They have everything but a father.

      Alisha’s hand breaking the surface. Grabbing her hair as she went under. Alisha coughing. Crying. “Pierce!” Pierce had Josh. “Good boy, son!” All of them were together. Okay. Think. Keller gasping. Holding Josh to his chest. Alisha and Pierce next to him. Their breath tight, their teeth chattering. His too.

      Hypothermia. Shock. Josh silent, nearly out cold. He shook him. Alisha moaned. Stomachache. The burgers and shakes!

      The boat gurgling. It’s going down. Stay with the boat. But it’s sinking! What if there’s an undertow? Spotting a light. Thank God. It’s something. A buoy? He could make it. He hadn’t eaten. He could make it. He had to.

      “Listen! We’re going to that light! It’s not far! Do what Daddy says. We’ll be okay! Kick your shoes off! Joshua!” His eyes were closed. Lips blue. “Joshua! Wake up, goddamn it!” Keller shook him again. He woke. Turning his back to Joshua. “Put your arms around Daddy’s neck! Now, Joshua!” Cold, tiny arms slipping limply around his neck. “Tighter, Josh, tighter!” Joshua’s hold tightened slightly. “Alisha, take my shoulder and hang on!” Trembling hands clutching his shoulder. Alisha whimpering.

      “Pierce, grab hold! Hurry!” Pushing off. “Hang on to Daddy. Let Daddy be the boat. Kick your feet slowly. Easy. Talk to me. We’re going to make it. Nice easy strokes.” The water rolling terribly. Breaststrokes. Adrenaline pumping. Doing fine. Confident. Going to make it.

      “That’s it. Kick your feet. Keep warm. Think warm. Kick slowly. Easy. Help Daddy.

      Alisha! Her grip loosening, she was drifting away. Carefully grabbing her arm. “Alisha! Stay awake! Hang on to Daddy!” Easy strokes. Alisha’s crying softer.

      Suddenly his neck is cold. Joshua slipping down his back and under. Turning, reaching deep, nothing. Alisha, Joshua shaken off. “Joshua!” Diving deep, arms flailing, seeing nothing, lungs aching, waves rolling. “Pierce! Alisha!” Nothing. “Joshua!” shouting, “Someone help me! Oh, God, please help me.” Waves tossing him, screaming. “Why don’t they help me? My children are drowning.” The darkness. Oh, God, please. The thunder, the waves, white crest, black water now...

      ...jade against the churning wake of Reimer’s boat. Silence after Reimer killed the engine. “We’re here.”

      Keller nodded, but didn’t move.

      The wake lapping against the boat. The gulls were crying. Reimer let Keller be, draped a hand over the wheel and looked off at the horizon. He rubbed his neck, scratched his stubble, glanced at his watch, started hitting his thumbnail. Maybe he’d get a sandwich.

      The boat swayed gently as Keller stood. Carefully, he unwrapped the package, dropping the paper into the boat. He studied the wreath. Entwined with white roses, it was beautiful. He held it before him for a moment, then lifted his head to hear the boat’s wake reaching a cove along the rocky shoreline. Tranquil here today, like a church after a funeral. Keller placed the wreath tenderly on the surface. It drifted away.

      Reimer saw a great seabird, startled by the boat’s wake, spread its wings and lift off from the cove to fly low directly above them.

      Keller heard a flutter of wings. Angel’s wings.

      He saw something reflected in the water, passing over the wreath.

      Here is where his life ended and where he would resurrect it. His heart now knew. It had been revealed to him.

      Your children are waiting, Edward.

      “Here you go, Logan and Good.” Willie Hampton turned to Keller, stopping alongside the curb. “That’s twelve-fifty.”

      Keller gave him a twenty and collected the sleeping child.

      “Hope your daughter feels better.” Willie fished for change.

      “My what?”

      “Your daughter. Hope she feels better.” Willie held out the change.

      “Yes. Keep it.”

      Keller hoisted the child on his shoulder and walked off.

      Willie Hampton pulled the door shut, then left Logan for Donevers Street, went four or five blocks before he realized it was a dead end. Damn. He cut over another block west near Wintergreen Heights, the large project. As he doubled back, he spotted his fare with the child just as they entered a sorry-lookin’ little house. Don’t know your story, friend, but it must be a sad one. Willie Hampton shook his head and returned to humming his favorite tune from South Pacific. In a few hours he would be on a jet to Hawaii.
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      Tiny ponies in hearts galloped across Danny’s cotton pajamas, smelling of shampoo. Maggie touched them to her cheek and wept.

      Night had come. If she didn’t get Danny into bed and read him a story now, he would become cranky. Maggie tried to rise, but couldn’t move.

      She must be dreaming. She had to be dreaming.

      Sitting in her darkened studio, looking at the park, the swans in the pond, the water shimmering in the light of the turn-of-the-century street lamps. The distant din of the strangers downstairs. Maggie’s painting was nearly finished. She’d been working on it that morning when Nathan called, his voice small, breaking. She’d never heard him like this before. Was he drunk?

      “Maggie? Maggie. Something bad has happened.”

      “Nathan, what is it?”

      “The police, the FBI, are going to be there soon.”

      “Police? FBI? Nathan! What’s happened? Is Danny hurt?”

      She heard a muffled, coughing sound.

      “Nathan!”

      “He’s gone, Maggie...”

      “Nathan, where is Danny!” Her hand shook. Danny was dead.

      “A man took him--”

      “No! Nathan, no!”

      “I chased him. I stopped the train and ran. But I couldn’t catch him. The police are looking everywhere--I swear I’ll bring him back. I’ll bring him...I’ll be right there, Maggie. I’ll be right there.”

      She sank to the floor, cradling the receiver to her breast. Anyone behind her would have thought she was holding a baby.

      This is how Maggie’s dream started.

      Then the doorbell rang.

      It was Gene Carr, the doctor from down the street. Nathan golfed with him at Harding Park. Gene was with men in suits. Police. Saying their names, showing identification. Please sit down, Mrs. Becker.

      What is it?

      Gene holding her hand.

      This is a dream. She knows what they are going to tell her.

      Danny is dead.

      Do you understand, Mrs. Becker?

      No.

      Your child was abducted by a stranger.

      Shaking her head, wiping her eyes.

      No.

      They were mistaken. This didn’t happen to nice families.

      No.

      Nathan would never allow it. Danny was a special child.

      Everyone exchanging glances. Solemn faces. It was no mistake.

      It was a mistake. It was.

      Punching somebody, shoving the words back down his throat. How dare you tell me this? Get out of my house. Get out now.

      Gene and the police holding her.

      No, you lying bastards! Where is my baby? You bring me my baby!

      Maggie waking on the living room couch. Someone holding her hand. Nathan. Eyes red. Gene standing over them. Gene’s wife, Sharon, nearby, hugging herself. Sharon was a distant relative of the President. She loved raspberry tea. Gene asking Maggie to take the two pills he gave her, holding Danny’s Goofy glass from Disneyland. She took the pills. One of the FBI agents, the older one with the scarred chin, watching from one end of the sofa. The younger one was on a phone. Police officers moving her grandmother’s
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