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Praise for Mary Daheim  and her Emma Lord mysteries
THE ALPINE ADVOCATE
“An intriguing mystery novel.”
—M. K. WREN
THE ALPINE BETRAYAL
“Editor-publisher Emma Lord finds out that  running a small-town newspaper is worse than  nutty—it’s downright dangerous. Readers will  take great pleasure in Mary Daheim’s new  mystery.”
—CAROLYN G. HART
THE ALPINE CHRISTMAS
“If you like cozy mysteries, you need to try Daheim’s Alpine series. . . . Recommended.”
—The Snooper
THE ALPINE DECOY
“[A] fabulous series . . . Fine examples of the  traditional, domestic mystery.”
—Mystery Lovers Bookshop News
THE ALPINE FURY
“An excellent small-town background, a smoothly  readable style, a sufficiently complex plot involving a local family bank, and some well-realized  characters.”
—Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine
THE ALPINE GAMBLE
“Scintillating. If you haven’t visited Alpine yet,  it would be a good gamble to give this one a try.”
—The Armchair Detective
THE ALPINE ICON
“Very funny.”
—The Seattle Times
THE ALPINE JOURNEY
“Seattle super mystery writer Mary Daheim  is back again in The Alpine Journey, a very  compelling tenth entry in the wonderful Emma  Lord series. . . . A dark and complicated plot is  a great addition to this winning series.”
—Mystery Scene
THE ALPINE KINDRED
“Witty one-liners and amusing characterizations.”
—Publishers Weekly
THE ALPINE LEGACY
“Daheim writes . . . with dry wit, a butter-smooth  style and obvious wicked enjoyment. . . . Kick off  your shoes by the fire and get cozy with the latest by Mary Daheim.”
—Portland Oregonian
THE ALPINE MENACE
“This is good, solid storytelling—marvelous escapist entertainment.”
—Tacoma News Tribune

Chapter One
TUESDAY, NINE-FIFTEEN A.M., publication day for The  Alpine Advocate. Coffee and a croissant smeared with  boysenberry jam. A quiet September morning with the sun  filtering through the small window above my desk.
Quiet, that is, until my House & Home editor’s hat fell off.  She jumped from her chair, ignored the hat, snatched up a  couple of sheets of paper, and stomped across the newsroom  into my office.
“I’ve never seen the like,” Vida Runkel huffed, slapping  the handwritten sheets on my desk. “Believe me, I’ve seen  my share of outrageous obituaries during my years with the  Advocate, but this one beats all.” She crossed her arms over  her imposing bust and tapped an agitated foot.
As the weekly newspaper’s editor and publisher for the  past eleven years, I’d printed some real pips, including leads  that read PADDLE YOUR OWN CANOE, ARLO, GEORGIE-PORGIE’S  EATING HEAVEN’S PUDDING AND PIE, and AGATHA LEFT HER  PIANO TO HER NIECE, BUT TOOK HER ORGANS WITH HER.
I began to read out loud.
“John (Jack) Augustus Froland died Monday night (Labor  Day) at home in Alpine after a long illness. Jack, as he was  known and loved by all, had turned 80 years young last  month. Born Aug. 12, 1920, right here in Alpine, Jack was  the son of Augustus (Gus) and Violet (née Iverson) Froland.  Jack graduated from Alpine High School in 1938 and went to  work at the Tonga-Cascade Timber Mill until his retirement   in 1985, when the mill was shut down due to pressure from  the tree-huggers.”
So far, so good. Well, maybe not very good, but at least  not outlandish. I continued as Vida fumed.
“After serving with the Seabees during WWII, Jack returned to Alpine and married June Grandorf in 1948. Their  daughter, Lynn, preceded Jack in death in 1967. A son, Max,  lives in Seattle. Jack will be remembered as a hardworking,  fun-loving man, especially to what he called ‘his boys’ at  Mugs Ahoy Tavern. Funeral services are set for 11 A.M. Friday, Sept. 8, at Faith Lutheran Church. Burial will be in  Alpine Cemetery. A viewing of Jack’s remains will be held  at Driggers Funeral Home, Thursday, Sept. 7, between 7 and  8:30 P.M.
“COME SEE JACK-IN-THE-BOX!”
I laughed. Not loudly, not uncontrollably, and not for  long. But at least I laughed. I hadn’t laughed much in the  past fourteen months, and with good reason.
“We can’t run this,” Vida huffed. “It’s too ridiculous. It’s  even worse than when Emily Trews wrote her own obituary  and viciously attacked most of her relatives and half the congregation at First Presbyterian Church.” And though Vida  hadn’t laughed, she didn’t chastise me for doing so. Vida  may work for me, but her seniority in years, employment on  the Advocate, and august demeanor give her the right to take  any one of us to task.
“We have to run it,” I replied. “Ever since we started  charging for space on the Vital Statistics page at the beginning of the year, we’ve promised to run items word-for-word  except for spelling and grammatical corrections. And libelous material such as Emily Trews submitted.”
Vida grabbed up the handwritten sheets, stomped out to  her desk in the editorial office, and sat down with a thud.  “You take full responsibility then,” she called to me, whipping off her glasses and vigorously rubbing her eyes with the  palms of her hand. “Ooooh,” she wailed, “it must have been   June who wrote this up. Jack’s wife never did have any  sense.”
Most people didn’t have—much less use—sense as far as  Vida was concerned. I smiled in that vague, hesitant manner  I’d developed over the past year and more. “Of course I’ll  take responsibility.” I said from the doorway to my cubbyhole of an office. “I’m the publisher, remember?” Sometimes it seemed that Vida forgot.
“I suppose I’ll have to go to the funeral,” Vida grumbled.  “I’ve known the Frolands forever.”
Vida had known everybody in Alpine forever, and in a  town of under four thousand citizens, she was related by  blood or by marriage to—by my estimate—at least ten percent of them. Nor would she miss a funeral—or a wedding  or a christening—unless it was some poor soul who had only  recently moved to Skykomish County.
My phone rang, recalling me to my desk.
“Emma Lord here,” I said in my acquired robotlike  manner.
“I’m going to Rome next month. Want to join me?”
It was my brother, Ben, calling from Tuba City, Arizona,  where he is a missionary priest to the Navajo and Hopi  tribes. The energy in his crackling voice forced another  smile.
“Rome?” I said. “Why are you going there? Is the pope in  trouble?”
“The pope’s always in trouble with somebody.” Ben  replied. “I felt like I wanted to get away from here after the  summer dust storms settle and before the ice shows up on  the roads. Thus, I’m attending a conference on the home  missions the third week of October. I’m serious. You could  drink buckets of Chianti and put grape leaves in your hair  and swim naked in the Trevi fountain while I’m meeting  with a bunch of other priests who don’t know what the hell  they’re doing, either. Then we could spend a few days in  Paris or London. Take your pick.”
I knew that Ben’s offer wasn’t for his own sake, but for  mine. Without his hardheaded counsel in recent months, I  might have gone over Deception Falls without a barrel.
“You’re serious,” I said.
“Sure. Why not? You haven’t had a vacation in ages.”
I noticed that he wasn’t specific about the length of time.  But in a generic way, he was right. It was almost two years  since I’d taken any real time off from the newspaper.
“You think I should go, don’t you,” I said, not a question,  but a statement.
“Yes, I do.” Ben’s tone was solemn.
“I don’t want to go to Paris,” I responded.
“I shouldn’t have mentioned Paris. Sorry.”
“London would be fine.”
“You’ll do it?” His voice lightened.
“Give me a few days,” I replied. “I’ll let you know after  the weekend.”
“Great,” he enthused. “How are you doing, Sluggly?” he  inquired, resurrecting his childhood nickname for me.
“I’m doing,” I said, trying not to sound glum. “I mean, I  really am better than I was, say, a month or two ago.”
“Adam thought so when I talked to him after he visited  you at the end of July,” Ben said, referring to my only son  who had been ordained a priest in the spring and was now  assigned to an Inuit mission at Mary’s Igloo, Alaska, not far  from Nome. His ordination had been held in St. Paul, where  Adam had attended the seminary. There, in the granite and  marble splendor of the great cathedral, I wept tears of joy  and sorrow. I was exalted by Adam’s achievement, his dedication, his faith. I was heartbroken because Tom couldn’t  share this proud moment.
“I worry about Adam,” I admitted, “when I’m not worrying about me.”
“He’s doing okay,” Ben assured me. “Breaking into the  priesthood keeps him occupied. He’ll have plenty on his   mind when winter comes and he has to fend off the sub-zero  temperatures and the hungry grizzly bears.”
I worried about that, too. The village was small and isolated. Adam had been candid about his orientation, informing me that every winter at least a couple of people froze to  death or were mauled by bears. But that wasn’t the only  thing that troubled me about my son.
“Maybe,” I ventured, “it’s just as well he didn’t know his  father when he was growing up. When he finally met Tom  ten years ago, they didn’t have much time together. Or am I  kidding myself?”
“I can’t answer that,” Ben said candidly.
“Adam may feel cheated,” I said, doodling on a piece of  paper. “He should. And it’s my fault.”
“Hey,” Ben said sharply, “knock it off. You had your reasons, and they were pretty damned good at the time.”
There was no point in arguing with my brother. It was an  old bone we’d chewed between us. When I’d fallen in love  with Tom Cavanaugh thirty years earlier, his married status  hadn’t prevented us from conceiving a child. Tom had been  torn between his wife and me. But Sandra Cavanaugh had  more than inherited wealth and emotional problems—her  trump card was that she, too, was pregnant. I lost the hand,  the game, and the love of my life.
“It doesn’t matter now anyway, does it?” I asked in that  wispy voice I used all too often when discussing Tom. I  looked down at the doodles on my notepad. They were  teardrops. If there had been room under the desk, I would  have kicked myself.
“Jeez, Sluggly, cut it out,” Ben rasped. “You’re tough.  You’ve been on your own since our folks died when you  were twenty. I’m beginning to think you’re playing a part.  ‘Emma Lord, Tragic Heroine.’ It doesn’t suit you. It’s like  Jerry Seinfeld playing King Lear. Feeling sorry for yourself  is a sin. ’Fess up, I’m listening.”
One thing about Ben, he could always get me riled. “I’m  not acting, and I’m not feeling sorry for myself,” I declared  in a far from wispy voice. In fact, Vida had turned toward  my open office door and wasn’t bothering to conceal her interest. “Admit it, Stench,” I went on, dropping a notch in volume and using my old nickname for Ben, “it’s not easy to be  planning a wedding and a Paris honeymoon with the father  of your child and then have him shot to death before your  very eyes.”
“Well, at least you weren’t the one who shot him.”
“Ben!” I was shocked, though I knew he was trying to  make me laugh.
I couldn’t. Not yet.
I had just hung up the phone when Ginny Erlandson, our  office manager, approached me with a note in her freckled  hand.
“Judge Foster-Klein called a few minutes ago,” Ginny explained in her sober manner. “I didn’t know how long you’d  be, so I told her you’d call back. She wants to arrange a  meeting as soon as it’s convenient.”
I gave Ginny a curious look. “A meeting about what?”
“She didn’t say,” Ginny replied. “You know how Judge  Foster-Klein is—very brisk. She also sounded . . . odd.”
Marsha Foster-Klein wasn’t particularly odd, but she  could be downright acerbic, especially in the courtroom. For  the past year and a half, she’d been sitting on the bench in  Alpine, replacing our aged and senile superior court judge  who thought he was a penguin.
“I’ll call her now,” I said, curiosity impelling me.
Marsha was temporarily ensconced in The Pines Village  apartment complex on Alpine Way, but her office was in the  courthouse. Since it was a workday, I was a bit surprised to  note that Ginny had given me Marsha’s home phone number.
When Marsha answered, her voice was thick and labored.   
“Emma Lord here,” I said, wondering if she were drunk.  It wouldn’t be the first time that a local judge had started the  day with a quart instead of a tort.
“Emma,” she said, then coughed. “Sorry. I’ve got an awful  cold. Every year, just before Labor Day, I get a real pip.  Maybe it’s the change in the weather.”
I expressed my sympathy, then asked the judge if she  wanted to wait until she felt better for her proposed meeting  between us.
“The sooner the better,” Marsha said, and coughed some  more. “I’m staying home today. Late this afternoon would  be good.”
Typical. At her convenience, not mine. Furthermore, I  wasn’t keen on walking into a House of Germs, but after a  brief hesitation, I told Marsha that would be fine with me.
“Okay,” she said, and excused herself to blow her nose.  “Sorry. I’ve had this cold since Saturday. They say you can’t  give it after the second day.”
I hoped so. Informing Marsha I’d be at her apartment  around five o’clock, I rang off. It was Tuesday, our pub date,  and with time off for Labor Day, we’d tried to get the paper  filled before the weekend. Only late-breaking news—such  as Jack Froland’s death—would be included in this week’s  edition.
My shoulders slumped as I stared at the layout for the  front page. I’d saved space for the photos our reporter, Scott  Chamoud, had taken of the Labor Day picnic in Old Mill  Park. As good as Scott was with a camera, he hadn’t been  able to rise above his subject matter: the usual three-legged  races, demonstrations of pole-climbing, smiling wives  showing off their pies, macho men bearing their flabby  chests, and happy children running through the sprinkler  system that had—as usual—been turned on “by accident.”
“You look like you just got thrown out at home plate,”  said my ad manager, Leo Walsh.
Trying to smile, I gazed up at Leo. “The Advocate has become incredibly dull,” I declared. “And so have I. My imagination seems to have struck out swinging.”
Leo abstained from sitting in one of my two visitor chairs  and perched on the edge of the desk. “Except for the six-car  pileups with multiple fatalities out on Highway 2, summer  can be kind of dull. Things will pick up now that September’s here.”
“But will I?”
Leo, like everyone else in Alpine, knew the cause of my  malaise. But unlike most others, he understood it better. Tom  had been his boss and his friend. He’d given Leo a second  chance when the World of Walsh was spinning out of control.  Later, when Leo resumed drinking and his wife left him, Tom  had asked me to give Leo a last chance. I’d agreed, and eight  years later, I had no regrets. At least none about Leo.
“You’ll be okay,” Leo assured me. “You know something,”  he went on, lowering his voice and leaning closer, “you can  mourn all you want for what might have been. But face it,  Emma, you can’t grieve for what you never had.”
It was harsh counsel, but I knew Leo meant well. And he  was right. “It’s just that I’m not ready to . . .” I hesitated, trying to think of the right word. “To move on. I know that’s  crazy, but somehow I just can’t.”
Leo shrugged as he slipped off the desk. “You will. How  about dinner after we put the paper to bed?”
I grimaced. “I can’t. I have a five o’clock appointment  with Judge Foster-Klein.”
Leo frowned at me. “What about?”
Ordinarily, he wasn’t the prying kind, but I knew what he  was thinking: Judge Foster-Klein had handed down the  stiffest penalty possible to Tom’s killer. Two weeks after  being shipped off to the penitentiary at Walla Walla, the  S.O.B. had committed suicide. Maybe Leo thought I was  crazy enough to ask the judge if there was a way that punishment could be dealt out beyond the grave.
“I don’t know,” I said. “Marsha’s the one who wants to see  me.”
Leo looked relieved. “Oh. Maybe she’s got a hot story for  you. Isn’t she up for an appointment to the Court of Appeals?”
“She is,” I replied. “You’re right. Maybe the appointment  came through. Shoot—all we have is a bar association  photo.”
“Can’t Scott take a new picture?” Leo asked.
“He could, but if that’s the case, we’ll miss deadline.  Damn.” I stood up, drumming my fingers on the desk.  “Maybe I should call her back. I never get over how nonjournalists can ignore a local newspaper’s publication schedule.”
Marsha Foster-Klein didn’t pick up the phone. I got her  answering machine, which was typically to the point. “I’m  unavailable. Leave a message.”
Maybe the judge had taken to her bed. I’d try again later.  Meanwhile, I scoured the wire service and the Internet for  items that might be related—however tenuously—to Alpine.  I didn’t find much except for a timber story and some traffic  revisions around Monroe.
Shortly after three, I got hold of Marsha. “No appointment yet,” she said, sounding only half-conscious. “I’ll explain when I see you.”
At four-thirty, I told our backshop wizard, Kip MacDuff,  that we were ready to roll. Kip, who is as good-hearted as he  is competent, gazed at the front-page mock-up. “The lead  story is ETHEL PIKE WINS LOTTERY PRIZE? But Ethel only won  twenty-seven dollars with four numbers.”
“Right,” I agreed. “Ethel is the bottom of the barrel.  What’s worse is that she bought her ticket in Snohomish, not  Alpine. I couldn’t see running all those Labor Day weekend  fender benders as the lead. We got lucky this year—or at  least the travelers did. No fatalities, no injuries. Wouldn’t  you know it.” Such was the plight of the journalist. Good  news for everybody else was bad news for us.
Such was the drivel that passed for news on this late summer Tuesday. I arrived at The Pines Village at precisely five  P.M. Even though it’s ten years old, the apartment complex is  one of the newer buildings in Alpine. It has a security system, and after a croaking response from Judge Marsha, I was  buzzed inside.
Her Honor lives in the penthouse apartment, though I’ve  never figured out why it’s been given that designation. The  only thing that distinguishes it from the other units is that it’s  on the top floor.
“Stupid,” Marsha said to me upon opening the door.  Given her sharp tongue, I hoped she wasn’t referring to me.  “Stupid to get this damned cold. But I do. Every year.”
I’d never been inside the apartment since she rented it almost a year ago. The hundred-mile commute from Everett  had worn her down.
“Excuse the junk,” she said, waving an arm around the  sparsely furnished living room. “I rented this stuff cheap. No  point in buying anything when I don’t know where I’ll settle  permanently. My own furniture’s in storage.”
I sat down in an armchair covered in big orange, red, and  purple flowers. It was comfortable enough, but the wild pattern almost blinded me. The judge seated herself in the  room’s other armchair, a dull gray.
“Can I trust you?” Despite the croaking of her voice, the  question came through loud and clear.
“What do you mean?” I replied. There are certain conditions under which no journalist can be trusted. It’s the nature  of the beast—and the nose for news.
There was a cheap faux-wood end table next to Marsha’s  chair. She reached into the single drawer and extracted a  standard-sized white envelope.
“What I mean,” Marsha explained, speaking more slowly  than usual, “is that I don’t want you putting what I tell you  in a story.”
I made a face. “Sorry. That’s a promise I can’t make.”
Marsha’s blue eyes narrowed. “Even as a friend?”
I didn’t know we were friends. We’d gotten to know each  other during the murder trial. We had lunch together twice  and dinner once. But it was all business. Or so I thought.
I didn’t know what to say. Friends were not easy to make  in Alpine when much of the citizenry regarded anyone not  born in the town as a stranger. Or maybe it wasn’t easy for  me to make friends. I’d always had a problem with throwing  up barriers. Self-protection, I supposed, and had sometimes  blamed it on Tom’s betrayal.
“I can’t promise anything,” I admitted. “Is this news?”
Marsha frowned, blew her nose, and clasped the envelope  between her slim hands as if it were a sacrificial offering.  Her usually perfectly coiffed blonde pageboy hung lank and  listless around her pale face with its highlighted red nose.  “I’m going to take a chance,” she finally said. “After I’ve  told you about this letter and what I want, you decide.”
Great. Toss the ball in Emma’s court. Make me feel even  worse than I already did.
“Okay,” I said with reluctance. “Go ahead.”
But Marsha put the letter aside on the end table and stood  up. “I forgot my manners. This may take some time. How  about a drink?”
“That sounds good,” I said. “Are you joining me?”
“Sure,” Marsha replied, going to a cabinet in the dining  alcove. “A little whiskey is good for a cold. I add honey, hot  water, and orange juice. It’s no cure—nothing is—but it  makes me feel better.”
I laughed. Softly. It was a remedy that Adam’s pediatrician in Portland had recommended when my son was  teething. He told me to rub the concoction on Adam’s gums.  I’d expressed mild dismay. “But by the time I’ve mixed all  that, there’ll be too much for the little guy.”
“That’s when you drink the rest of it,” the doctor had  replied. “If it doesn’t work for him, then his fussing won’t  bother you so much.”
I recounted the anecdote to Marsha, who nodded in agreement. “I wish I’d used it on my son,” she said, handing me a  glass of Canadian whiskey and water. “Of course he’s making up for lost time at college. Most freshmen seem to major  in drink, pot, and sex.”
I knew Marsha had a son named Simon who was attending UCLA. I’d never known what had happened to his father,  Mr. Klein. Female that I am, maybe I didn’t think of Marsha  as a friend because she hadn’t shared any intimate information with me.
We resumed our ugly armchairs. Marsha rolled up the  sleeves of her flannel dressing gown, as if preparing to go to  work. In a way, I guess she was.
“What I want is your help,” she declared. “I’m in trouble.”
I was taken aback. Why me? “What kind of trouble?” I inquired.
“You’ve run the story about my pending appointment to  the Court of Appeals.” Marsha paused to blow her nose.  Through the tall windows, I could see the sun starting to set  above the evergreens in the west. It had been a golden September day, with scattered clouds and the tang of fall in the  air. I’d scarcely noticed until now.
“The appointment is a cinch,” Marsha continued, picking  up the envelope from the end table. “Or was, until I got this  in the mail Saturday. Here, you read it.” She sailed the missive at me; I missed grabbing it on the fly, but it landed in  my lap.
I noted that the envelope was postmarked from Alpine,  September third. There was no return, and the judge’s home  address was written in a small, cramped hand.
Dear Judge Foster-Klein, the salutation read.
You think you are a big shot. But big shots can fizzle  out. You don’t deserve that big job you’re supposed to  get, and you know why. The past has come back to   haunt you. Some of us know your deep, dark secret. If  you don’t withdraw your name from consideration for  that judgeship, everybody else will know, too. And  you’ll be sorry.
As expected, there was no signature. But there was a photograph attached to the single page, stuck on the back with  Scotch tape. The picture, probably taken with an ordinary  Kodak camera, was old. Its edges were frayed, there was a  diagonal crease in the upper right-hand corner, and it was  tinted brown.
“Do you recognize that?” Marsha asked.
The photo was of a wooden railroad trestle. The background showed a clear-cut hill, or perhaps the lower reaches  of a mountain. A rope dangled from the trestle.
“It could be anywhere,” I said, loosening the photo  enough to check the back. It was blank. “What do you  think?”
“I haven’t any idea,” Marsha retorted, as if her lack of  knowledge might be my fault. “All I can think of,” she went  on in a less hostile tone, “is that the rope means something.  A lynching, perhaps.”
“I’ve never heard of a lynching in Alpine,” I said, reattaching the photo to the letter.
Marsha shrugged. “Whatever. It must mean something to  the person who sent this piece of crap.”
I agreed. Then I reread the letter. “You honestly have no  idea who sent this?”
Marsha shook her head. “Not a clue. Keep the letter and  the picture. I know from what I’ve heard and seen of you that  you’re good at investigating. It’s part of your job. You’ve  even helped solve a few homicide cases in the past. I want  you to find out who sent this damned thing and why.”
“Marsha,” I said, “I’m no detective. Why don’t you hand  the letter over to the sheriff?”
The judge drew back in her chair. “And have Milo Dodge  and the rest of them laugh at me? No thanks. I want discretion. When you find out, the story is yours. If it is a story.”
“As a judge, you must get all kinds of ugly mail,” I said.
“Of course.” Marsha’s faint smile was ironic. “Usually,  they go right in the trash. But this is different. Assuming  from the postmark that this is someone right here in town,  they can spread rumors. You know how small-town folks  love gossip. It can get back to the decision-makers in  Olympia. They might ignore such talk. But then again, they  might not. I’m not the only qualified candidate for the Court  of Appeals. Somebody in the state capital always has a shirttail relation or a good friend without baggage who could do  the job.”
“This really isn’t much in the way of baggage,” I pointed  out.
“It’s enough. For me, anyway.” Marsha bit off the words.
I remained unconvinced. “Are you sure you can’t think of  someone from around here who might feel he or she got a  raw deal from you? You’ve sat on the Skykomish County  bench for almost two years.”
“Everybody who goes to jail thinks they’ve gotten a raw  deal,” Marsha responded. “And that’s what they say in their  letters—before they get to the insults and the threats. This  one’s different. There’s nothing personal. That worries me.  Come on, Emma, what do you say?”
No matter how much Marsha coaxed, I wasn’t keen on accepting such a responsibility. The judge’s request would take  time and energy, neither of which I had in great abundance  these days. “Wouldn’t a private detective be more appropriate?”
“I don’t want to do that,” Marsha said flatly. “A stranger  nosing around Alpine would only attract attention, which I  certainly don’t want.” She paused, staring at me with her  reddened eyes. “I’ll pay, of course.”
“No, no,” I responded. “I don’t want money from you. I  simply don’t think I’m the right person for the job.”
“Why not?”
“Because I’m not a professional investigator,” I said. “I  also assume you have a time frame. I can’t devote endless  hours to finding out—what? Who sent the letter? A crime  lab can help you there. What else do you need to know?”
The judge looked affronted. I’d observed Marsha in court  when her dignity had been assailed. She became hostile and  insulting. I braced myself for a tongue-lashing.
But it didn’t come. Instead, Marsha slumped a bit in the  chair. “What I need to know is what I’ve done that’s so terrible. Frankly, I’ve led a blameless life. Or as close to it as  most people come.”
“Then what have you got to worry about?”
“I told you, I don’t need obstacles—no matter how far-fetched—in the way of my appointment. To achieve that, I  have to be like Calpurnia, without even the hint of scandal  or blame. And the Court of Appeals is a dream I’ve had for  years.”
I felt myself weakening. The judge looked so different  from her usual well-groomed, brisk, vigorous demeanor  on the bench that I had to feel sorry for her. Marsha’s  plight took me back eleven years earlier, when I was waiting to hear if the deal for the Advocate would go through.  It meant the world to me then; now it seemed almost insignificant.
But I remembered.
“Let me think about it overnight,” I finally said.
The relief that swept over Marsha was visible. “Thanks so  much.”
“One thing,” I added, finishing my drink. “If I do this, I’d  like to take Vida Runkel into my confidence. She knows  everything there is to know about Alpine.”
Marsha rubbed at her nose with a tissue. “True,” she   allowed, “but I’m not from Alpine. Her trove of information  won’t help me.”
“Then,” I said as I slipped the envelope into my purse and  stood up, “we’ve got a problem.”
My purse seemed heavier than when I’d arrived. I couldn’t  guess that the added content would weigh much heavier on  me in the days to come.
April 1916 
Olga Iversen rarely gave in to tears, but on this cloudy  spring day, she was crying. Seated at the white pine table  her husband had made after the family moved from Port  Townsend to Alpine, she wrung her reddened hands and  didn’t look up when her eldest son, Per, touched her shoulder.
“Ma,” Per said in Norwegian, “don’t get so upset. Jonas  is just showing off. He’s only sixteen.”
“Seventeen, come September,” Olga said through her   tears. “He should take a job in the mill. He won’t study. He   needs to work. He has too much time on his hands.”
“I’ll talk to him,” Per said. “Again.” 
“Your father is sick of talking to him,” Olga said, her sobs  finally subsiding. “Your father works hard in the mill, he has  so much responsibility. I don’t want to worry him too much.   You remember the last time they talked? They ended up in   such a row. Your father felt bad that he had to hit Jonas so  hard. His cheek still hasn’t healed.”
Per went over to the cast-iron stove where a speckled blue  co feepot sat on the ever-present fire. “Beating Jonas does  no good. Talking doesn’t, either. He has to grow out of this.”
Olga rose from the pine chair that matched the table. It,  too, had been made by her husband, Trygve. Indeed, the senior Iversen had built all the furniture in the tiny three-room  frame house.
“It’s not natural,” Olga murmured. “Not to do what Jonas  did.”
“Mr. Rix isn’t mad at us any more,” Per pointed out. 
“He should be,” Olga declared, straightening her long  muslin skirt. “It’s wrong to shoot a dog. The Rix boys loved  their pet. I call it a crime.”
“Jonas said the dog attacked him,” Per said, though there  was a note of doubt in his voice.
“I don’t think so,” Olga retorted, wiping her eyes with a  wrinkled handkerchief. “Those chipmunks didn’t attack him  when he shot them. Jonas should not have a rifle. He has   such a temper. He may hurt a person someday.”
Per smiled at his mother. “Jonas isn’t cruel. He’ll grow   out of it.”
Olga tried to smile back at her son. But she couldn’t. “I   hope and pray you’re right,” she replied. “But I am afraid for  Jonas. He’s not like you or your brother Lars.” Tears welled   again in her blue eyes. “God help us, Jonas isn’t like other   people.”
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