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Terri Persons was a journalist and freelance
magazine writer for twenty-five years before
becoming a novelist. She lives in the Midwest
with her husband and two teenage sons. When
she isn't writing books, she enjoys fishing, trapshooting,
hiking, camping, boating and playing
with her dogs. Her reading tastes run the gamut,
but she would have to count John Sandford,
Michael Connelly and Anne Rice as among her
favourite authors.
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Blind Spot





Transferred Again

Humidity rolling off of the Mississippi River
simmered with the smell of fried garlic and onions
and shrimp and sausage, the air thick enough to stab
with a knife. A man and a woman walked out of the
Eighth District Police Station, slipped on their sunglasses,
and shuffled into the gumbo. They were
dressed in gray slacks and gray blazers with white
shirts. He wore a red tie, and she had a maroon scarf
draped around her neck. He was dark-haired,
heavy, tall, suntanned. She was pretty, pale, and
thin. She stood a foot shorter than he, and her blond
hair was cropped close enough to have been done by
a barber. Behind the shades, they were sober-faced,
bordering on somber.

'That could've gone a helluva lot better,' said the
woman, unbuttoning her blazer as she walked. 'So
much for Southern hospitality.'

The man loosened his tie and then gave up on it,
yanking it off and stuffing it in his pants pocket.
'They had their chance. Now it's our case.'

'Your case. I'm outta here next week. Remember?'

He laughed. 'Where're they shipping you off to?
Shreveport? That's a promotion, right?'

'Funny,' she said dryly. From across the road, she
eyed a pastel building with black iron balcony
railing. It looked like every structure on Royal Street,
every structure in the French Quarter. 'That a bank
or a bar or a boutique?'

'Bank.'

'Gotta cash a check.'

'I want to get back to the office so I can go home,'
he said.

'Just take a minute.'

'They won't cash dick unless you've got an account.
I could use some money for the weekend. Let's stop at
a station and use the ATM. Need to gas up anyways.'

Her eyes narrowed as she stared at the bank, a low
building. The closed window shutters dotting the
second story resembled dead eyes. Something was
bothering her. She tried to push the familiar feeling
away and failed. 'They'll take my check,' she said.

'If they don't, we can use their cash machine. They
have to have a machine.'

'Fine,' he grumbled, swiping the sweat off his
brow with the palm of his hand. 'Let's do it and get
out of this sauna.'

They crossed the street, weaving around a knot of
people standing in the middle of the road. 'Good to
see all the tourists,' said the woman. 'The town sure
is coming back.'

'Yeah, yeah,' the man mumbled. He held the
bank door open while she stepped inside. He pulled
off his shades; she kept hers on. The smells of the
street followed them into the building and mixed with
the scent of money: fried sausage dipped in ink. The
woman peeked over her glasses and surveyed the
interior of the bank, a shoe box chilled by an
oversized window air conditioner. She saw an 'Out
of Order' note slapped over the cash machine in the
foyer and a 'Please Step to Another Window' sign
propped in the opening of a teller's window. A girl
teller was at the only other window, helping a big guy
stuffed into a polo shirt. A big guy stuffed into a tee
shirt was waiting his turn. Standing at a counter
planted in the middle of the shoe box was a guy in a
suit, scribbling with a pen chained to the table.
Beyond the tellers' windows were four glass-walled
offices; one cube held a man hunched over a desk.

The polo shirt stepped away from the teller's
window and left; the tee shirt took his place. The
customer at the table dropped the pen, grabbed his
slip, and took his spot behind the tee shirt. The
woman stepped over to the table and reached into her
blazer. While she pulled out her checkbook, she eyed
the waiting man. Young. Red hair cut short. Cleanshaven.
Well dressed in pinstripes. A nicer suit than
her partner's. He turned his head, glanced at her and
her companion, and looked away.

Her partner shoved his hands in his pants pockets
and stared out one of the windows facing Royal. The
sound of a sax penetrated the building. Bourbon
Street, running parallel to Royal, was one block over.
The clubs were starting to hop as the late afternoon
melted into early evening. 'Want to grab a beer later
tonight? Catch a band?' he asked without turning to
face her. 'My treat. A goodbye beer.'

The woman didn't answer. She dropped her
check book on the counter and opened it. She reached
over, grabbed the bank pen, and pulled it toward her.
She started, as if the pen had given her a shock. She
stood frozen, head bent down, pen poised over paper
but not touching it. A shudder shook her frame, and
behind her sunglasses, her closed lids vibrated from
rapid eye movement.

Her companion pulled his hands out of his pockets,
turned around, and glared at her with impatience.
'We should've stopped at a gas station.' He turned
back to the windows.

She opened her eyes and, with her trembling left
hand, slipped off her sunglasses and dropped them on
the counter. Her grip on the pen tightened. She pulled
it closer—until the chain snapped. She had to let go.
She unclenched her right fist and let the pen fall to the
floor. She blinked and took a deep breath. Had she
really read what she thought she'd read? She had,
she told herself. This time she was dead-on. She
reached inside her blazer.

The tee shirt finished his business and left. The
redhead stepped up to the window.

'Hands up!' the woman hollered. 'FBI.'

The redhead swung around. His eyes locked on the
Glock she had pointed at his chest. He raised his hands
in the air. 'Ma'am?' The teller saw the gun, gasped,
and took a step back from the window. Behind the
teller, the man in the glass office looked up from his
paperwork. His hand went to the phone on his desk.

The woman's partner swung around. 'What the
hell?' He pulled out his own pistol and aimed it at the
pinstripes while talking to the woman. 'What is it?'

Her eyes and gun didn't leave her target. 'He's
looking to rob the place. His pockets. Be careful. He's
armed.'

'Don't move!' Keeping his gun on the guy, her
partner stepped over to the redhead. With his free
hand, he reached into the pin-striped jacket and
pulled out a handgun. 'Beretta. Nice. Got papers
for it?' The redhead didn't respond. 'That's not the
right answer, my friend.' He slipped it into his own
pants pocket. He patted the redhead's other
pockets. Nothing. He noticed something in the
guy's left hand. He reached up and snatched a
rectangle of paper. He ran his eyes over the writing.
'Amazing. A police station right across the street.
It's a . . .'

'I know what it is,' said his partner. 'I already
read it.'

The two agents stood on the sidewalk, watching and
talking as the redhead was being shoved into a squad
car. 'What do we tell them back at the office this
time?' the man asked his partner.

'That it was your arrest,' she said. 'That you
recognized him from tapes of the other robberies.'

'He wore a ski mask before this.'

She sighed. 'Make up whatever shit you want,
then.'

'How'd you figure it out?'

'You know better than to ask.'

'I just thought . . .'

'You thought you'd like to join me in Shreveport.'

'Hell, no.'

'Then don't ask,' she said. 'Don't ever fucking
ask.'






Chapter 1

Spring in Minnesota is a bad blind date: Late in
arriving. Disappointingly cold. Sloppy and frenetic
and loud and foul-smelling. Beneath all of that,
glimmers of something dangerous yet desirable.

In the skies above the Mississippi River, bald
eagles glide and dip as they search for dead fish
and the animal carcasses that become visible
each spring, when the white cover is pulled back.
Dogs bolt from their yards and head for the
woods or the road, lured by the scents released
by the receding snow. Before it finally surrenders,
the ice on the lakes groans and cracks
and moves. The winds blow hard and long,
rattling the trees and drying up the puddles. The
skunk cabbage pokes through the mud, emitting
an odor that's a cross between garlic and a
skunk's stink. Turkeys rev up their gobbling and
put on a show to get the attention of the other
birds. The sun rises earlier and loiters like it
might stay all the way through dinner.

The teenager stood at his back stoop. He
could smell dinner—pot roast and new
potatoes—but he couldn't eat until the dog was
kenneled. 'Gunner! Here, boy! Gunner!' He
clapped his hands together twice. 'Come on,
boy!'

His father walked out the back door and stood
behind him. 'You should've put the collar on
him.'

The boy frowned and shoved his hands in his
jacket pockets. 'Don't like shocking him.'

'Better than watching him run across the
highway and get flattened.'

'He'll come.' The boy went down the steps,
put the middle and index fingers of both hands
in his mouth, and blew. The whistle did the
trick. A German wire-haired pointer came loping
out of the pines behind the house. 'Good boy,
Gunner.'

The father squinted into the low sun as the
dog galloped toward them. 'What's he got in his
mouth?'

The boy shrugged. 'Something dead. Another
squirrel.'

The dog stopped at the bottom of the steps,
wagged his stubby tail, and dropped his prize at
the feet of the younger master. The boy jumped
back and almost fell backward on the steps
behind him. 'Dad!'

His father thumped down and stood next to
him. Crouching over, he touched the bloody
thing with the tips of his fingers. Without looking
up, he said to his son: 'Go in the house. Call the
sheriff. Call 911.'

The boy didn't move. 'Dad!'

'Do what I say! Now!' The boy turned and ran
up the steps, yanked open the screen door, and
went inside. The door slammed behind him.
'Sweet Jesus,' the father muttered as he stared at
the object on the ground.

The mother came out, stood on the stoop, and
wiped her hands on her apron. 'Food's getting
cold.' She looked down at her husband's bent
back. 'What is it?' She took a step down and then
another. She saw what he was hunkered over and
gasped. Her eyes went past the yard and into the
woods, where the sun was starting to slip behind
the tallest trees. 'Who? What do you think
happened? How?'

'God knows.'

'Should we take the truck? Go look?'
The man stood up but kept his eyes locked on
the object at his feet. The dog darted forward and
bent his head down, making a move to retrieve his
find. 'No!' yelled the man. 'Sit!' The dog backed
away, sat down, and panted. A spot of blood
dotted the wiry hairs of the animal's muzzle.

His wife repeated: 'Should we take the truck
and go look?' She paused. 'What if whoever lost
it . . .' Her voice trailed off.

The man shook his head. 'Poor bastard who
lost this has gotta be dead.' He looked up and
into the woods. 'Sun will be down by the time
the sheriff gets here.'

The woman turned her head to the side. Her
next question was a woman's question: 'Is there
a wedding ring?'

He looked back down. 'It's the right hand.'

He regained consciousness before dark. Every
inch of him ached, waves of agony washing over
him and burning him like scalding bathwater.
His lips were split and swollen. The taste of his
own blood salted the inside of his mouth. He
swallowed once. Something small and hard went
down his throat, and he almost gagged on his
own front tooth. In the midst of the pain and
nausea, another sensation pushed to the surface.
Confusion. Where was he? The woods. He sat
on the ground with his back against a tree, an
evergreen. He could smell the pine and feel the
needles under him. He shivered. He was cold,
and his pants were wet. He'd urinated on himself;
he didn't know when. He tried to move and
realized he was tied to the tree. Rope coiled
around him from his shoulders down to his
waist. He looked at his legs in front of him. Rope
bound them from his knees down to his ankles.
A realization. His vision. One eye was swollen
shut, but out of the other he could see.
Hardwoods and evergreens were turning into
shadows. Lacy patches of twilight spotted the
ground. Why could he see? During the beating,
his glasses had been knocked off, and he was
blind without them. Who'd put them back on his
face? He struggled against the ropes, and the
intensity of the pain increased. Boiled over. 'Oh
God!' he moaned to the darkening sky.

The pain was worse one place in particular. He
turned his head to the right and looked at his
arm, bound to his side. A shaft of fading sun
poked through the canopy of pine boughs above
him and illuminated the horror perfectly, as if
someone held a flashlight there for him. See that?
His moans contorted into a sob. His right hand
was gone. His assailant had taken it off. The fiend
had made sure he'd be able to see the stump—by
placing his glasses back on his face.

He wanted to scream but didn't have the
strength. All he managed was a noise. A hoarse,
guttural growl. Dying-animal sound. He shut his
mouth and his eyes and took a breath. He
worked up some saliva inside his mouth and
swallowed, tasting more blood than spit. 'God
help me,' he whispered. His shoulders shook
with sobs. 'I'm sorry. Help me.' As he wept, he
remembered his assailant's tears; the bastard had
cried even as he beat him. Why? The monster's
words throbbed inside his head like a heartbeat.
Life for life. Life for life. Life for life.

He passed out again, this time for good. His
head fell forward, but the glasses stayed on his
face. His killer had tied them to his head.

A month later and a hundred miles south, two
brothers stood on the sandy banks of the
Mississippi as they fished at Hidden Falls in St.
Paul. The park winds along the shoreline at the
bend in the Mississippi, near its confluence with
the Minnesota River. Though in the middle of
an urban area, the boys were surrounded by
lime stone rock outcroppings and forest land.
Across the river from the pair, atop the bluffs,
were perched the stone buildings of Fort
Snelling, an 1820s military outpost restored as a
tourist site.

The pair repeatedly cast their lines out into the
middle of the band of water and reeled them
back in with disgust. 'Anything?' one would yell.
'Nothin',' the other would respond. On their
hooks was the bait most preferred by Minnesota
kids: night crawlers coaxed from the soil with the
help of a running hose. Though they talked big
talk about catching record sunnies and crappies,
they'd take anything that fit in a frying pan—or
almost anything.

The ten-year-old started reeling in his line
again. There was something on it, but it wasn't
fighting like a fish. What was it? The line stopped
coming in, jerking to a halt. He cranked the reel
hard and it whined. Must have snagged another
stick, he figured. The river was high, and there
was a lot of junk floating in it. The boy wiggled
the tip of the rod up and down a few times, then
pulled hard toward his right shoulder. He felt the
line loosen, and he resumed his reeling. He
stepped closer to the water's edge and stopped
cranking. He lifted the tip of his pole into the air.
A tangled bundle emerged from the water and
swung toward him. His line was wrapped around
a branch—and something else. He looked at it
and blinked twice. 'Lee!' he yelled to his older
brother. He dropped the rod on the ground and
took a step backward. He tripped over a rock
and fell on his butt. 'Lee!'

The older boy held on to his own pole and
stared out at the river. 'I'm not untangling your
line again. You've got to learn sometime, you
lazy shit.'

'Lee!'

The teenager sighed, reeled in his line, and set
his rod on the ground. He looked at his younger
brother with disgust. 'Stupid stick ain't gonna
bite you.'

'Not a stick!' The boy rolled onto his knees,
wrapped one arm around his gut, and vomited.
He started coughing and crying.

'What the hell is wrong with you?' The older
boy glanced at the pole his brother had dropped
along the shore. He jogged over to it. His eyes
followed the line. The end of it led to the river's
edge. A speedboat had just zoomed past and
kicked up a wave. Water curled over the catch so
the older boy couldn't see it clearly. He bent
over, picked up the rod, and stared at the mess.
'Crap!' He dropped the pole and backed away
from it. He ran his eyes up and down the shoreline
and saw no one. He looked across the river.
A wall of trees. With trembling hands, he patted
the pockets of his jeans. Empty. Ramming his
hands into his jacket pockets, he pulled out
his keys. He wrapped his fist around them and
went over to his brother, still kneeling on the
ground and crying. He pulled the boy up by
the collar of his jacket and lifted him to his feet.
'Move! To the car.' He pushed his brother ahead
of him as they crawled up a steep, sandy incline.
They both lost their footing and started sliding
down. The younger boy grabbed a dried-up vine
and pulled himself up to the grassy ledge. His
older brother did the same. They ran across an
open, mowed area dotted with picnic tables. A
tar trail cut across the green expanse. The older
boy scanned the black ribbon as they ran but saw
no hikers or bikers, no one to help them. He eyed
the woods on his left with suspicion and silently
cursed himself for picking such a quiet fishing
spot.

'Lee!' wailed the younger boy as he ran ahead
of his brother.

'Keep moving!' The parking lot was just ahead
of them. The teenager's mind was racing. Was
his cell phone in the car or sitting on the kitchen
table? He tried to visualize the inside of his car
and couldn't. All he could see was the thing at
the end of his brother's line.

Just upriver, in the shady wooded bottomlands
next to the Mississippi, a man lay facedown. He
turned his head to the right and spat out a
mouthful of grit and blood. He tried to draw his
knees up under him and couldn't. His legs were
tied together, from knees to ankles. His left arm
was tied behind his back with more coils of rope.
He used his free arm to raise himself a few
inches. He couldn't stay up; the pain was too
great. He groaned and collapsed back in the dirt.
He released one last breath and died with his
eyes wide open, locked on the bleeding stump at
the end of his right wrist.





Chapter 2

A line fell between the two of them, dangling in front
of their faces. The rope wasn't part of the rigging; it
had a noose at the end. Her husband slipped the loop
over his head. 'Help me this time,' he said. She
reached over and tightened the noose. The line lifted
him while he kicked his legs and tugged at the rope
around his neck. He stopped struggling, and she was
relieved. Staring at the flat bottoms of his deck shoes,
she watched as he continued going up and up until he
disappeared.

She ran to the stern to jump off, but saw the water
was different this time. The blue was surrounded by
tall grasses, like green lashes hedging an eye. In the
middle of the eye stood a robed woman, her palms up
and her arms stretching down. The woman raised her
arms and turned her hands down, as if reaching for
the boat. Then the woman turned to stone.

She didn't want to go overboard; she feared
sharing the water with the stone figure. Her attention
was instead drawn heavenward, the previously
seamless sky now marred by two rounds of light. She
shook her fist at the twin moons and screamed three
words, a strange phrase she'd never before uttered:
'Life for life!'

Bernadette Saint Clare jerked and sat up; she'd
nodded off during her break on the couch. She
looked at the utility knife, locked in her hand
with the blade pointing out. Sensing something
wet running down her cheeks, she feared she'd
cut herself in her sleep. She dropped the knife
and tentatively touched her face with both
hands. She examined her fingers. Damp with
tears. 'I'm losing it,' she muttered, wiping her
palms on the thighs of her pants. She retrieved
the box cutter, got up, and shuffled across the
floor to a sealed box. Kneeling in front of the
cube, she slipped the razor under the flap and
sliced through the tape. Peering inside, she
found mostly framed stuff. She picked up some
of the rectangles and set them on the floor next
to her. Commendation. Commendation. A
couple of awards. A medal. Things given to her
over the years by her supervisors and their
supervisors. Why had she bothered packing the
junk? None of it meant anything. The letters of
censure weren't framed, but they were the only
part of her file the bosses cared about. She
grabbed the edge of a wastebasket and dragged it
to her side. She plucked the framed pieces of
flattery off the floor and dropped them into the
metal can. The clank satisfied her. She continued
sifting through the box, uncovering a plaque
shaped like a badge. FBI was engraved in large
script. 'Famous But Incompetent,' she muttered
as she chucked the plaque into the wastebasket.

The next layer was family photos. She lifted
out an unframed snapshot of her mom and dad
standing in front of one of the barns on the farm.
All were gone now, her folks dead, the farm sold,
and the barn replaced by a townhouse development.
The edges of the photo were curling and
pocked with pinholes. Over how many different
desks in how many different cities had she tacked
that photo? She dropped the picture back in the
box and dug around until she found the framed
high-school portrait of Madonna, the last picture
snapped of her, not counting the ones taken by
the state troopers and the coroner. Bernadette
lifted the photo out of the box. Had it really been
twenty years? She touched her fingertips to the
blue eyes staring back at her. Would her twin
have aged any differently than she? Would
Maddy have gray mixed with the blond?
Probably not. They would look the same. She
and Madonna knew they were identical twins
even though everyone else said that wasn't
possible because their eyes didn't match.
Bernadette had a set of brown eyes, at least up
until the moment of the crash.

She set the photo on the floor and rummaged
around inside the box. Bernadette spotted her
favorite picture, the eight-by-ten of her husband
caught in a rare moment of stillness, when he
wasn't sailing or rock climbing but was simply
sprawled out on the sofa. She got up off the
floor, walked over to her desk, and hesitated
before propping the photo on top. Maybe it
would be better to take the picture home. People
in the office would ask about him, and she didn't
want to tell the story to a whole new set of coworkers.

She glanced around the office and set the
picture down on her desk. Who in the hell was
she kidding? What co-workers? There were two
other desks in the room, and neither one of them
looked occupied. One had an empty letter tray
and a computer monitor sitting on top of it; the
screen was black and the box under the desk
looked dead. The other desk was covered with
file folders that reeked of mildew. The cases
inside of them probably predated Wounded
Knee. The ancient couch she'd napped on could
have been requisitioned by Hoover. They'd
hidden her away good this time, burying her in a
basement office across from the electrical room,
on the same level as the parking ramp. At least it
was bigger than her last place. What was lower
on the bureau food chain? An agent with a
basement office in St. Paul, or one with a first-floor
closet in Shreveport?

She heard ringing and ran her eyes around the
room until she spotted her jacket draped over
the chair behind the moldy-files desk. She went
over, dug the cell out of her pocket, and flipped
it open. 'Yeah?'

Her latest boss, Assistant Special Agent in
Charge Tony Garcia: 'Got a good one for you.'

'Let's hear it.'

'Couple of kids—the Vang brothers—were
doing some fishing and reeled in a nasty trophy
this morning. A juicy hand.'

She pressed the phone tight to her ear.
Sounded intriguing and creepy. Creepy was her
specialty. She hadn't expected a case so soon,
and found her exhaustion being replaced by
excitement. 'Location?'

'Hidden Falls. South entrance. Know where
that's at?'

'I'm from Minnesota, remember?'

'Figured you didn't know the cities.'

He made it sound like she had manure caked
on her shoes. 'I've got cousins in town.' She
knew it didn't matter, but had to ask anyway.
'Which hand?'

'The right. Why?'

'No reason. Curious.' She leaned against the
edge of the desk, reached inside the holster
tucked into the waist of her jeans, and took out
her gun. Checked it. 'And why do we care?'

'We care, Agent Saint Clare, because this is
the second person separated from his hand. A
month ago, we had a dead guy up north. Same
deal. Right hand cut off. Body found in the
woods. Plus, this second guy has got a history
with St. Paul cops. They want it cleared fast, so
it doesn't look bad.'

'What do you mean?'

'You'll see when you get there.'

'This our case or theirs?'

'We can share. There's plenty of treats to pass
around.' Garcia paused. Cleared his throat. 'I'll
meet you.'

She slipped her gun back in her jeans and
gritted her teeth. He was keeping tabs on her like
the last one, watching her like she was the latest
addition to the zoo. An unpredictable exotic. 'I
can handle it solo.'

'I know,' he said. 'It's Saturday. Weather's
crap. Got nothing better to do.'

She hopped in and started up her truck. While
the Ford rumbled in front of the Warren Burger
Federal Courts Building, Bernadette took
inventory of her wardrobe. Dressed in jeans and
a hooded St. Louis Rams sweatshirt under a jean
jacket, she looked like half the people she
arrested. She flipped down the visor and studied
her face in the mirror. Her husband had told her
she looked like Mia Farrow in Rosemary's Baby.
She wondered which movie her husband would
place her in this morning. Her short, boyish
blond hair stuck out in spots, like she'd gone to
bed with a wet head. Mia Farrow on a bad-hair
day. The red veins in her eyes and the gray
smudges under them advertised her lack of sleep.
She rarely got enough rest, and last night was
worse than usual. She'd stumbled into a new
home in the dark and curled up on a bare
mattress surrounded by boxes. Her night had
been filled with disturbing dreams, and now the
nightmares were getting weirder and starting to
seep into her daylight hours.

'Night of the Living Dead,' she said out loud to
the mirror.

She fished her shades out of her jacket pocket.
Unlike a lot of women, she didn't drag around a
shoulder bag. Purses were oversized cosmetic
bags, and the only thing she ever smeared on her
face was ChapStick. Her husband had always
told her she was beautiful without makeup, and
she was glad he thought so. She didn't have the
skill or patience for applying cosmetics. Now
that he was gone, she figured she had even less
reason to fuss with her face. She slipped on her
shades and checked in the mirror again. Why
bother with eye makeup when sunglasses were
handy? She flipped the visor up.

Bernadette looked north and south on Robert
and hung a U-turn so she was headed south. She
stopped for a red light at Kellogg Boulevard. A
cold drizzle misted the air and coated her
windshield; she clicked on the wipers. The light
turned green. She hung a left onto Kellogg and
drove a block. She took a right on Jackson Street
and went down a short hill and under a railroad
bridge before hanging another right, onto
Shepard Road. The Mississippi, a meandering
band of chocolate studded with barges, was on
her left. That damn brown water seemed to be
tethered to her, pulling her back like a muddy
umbilical cord. All she'd been able to snag were
assignments in river states: Missouri. Louisiana.
Minnesota. What would be next? Maybe the
bureau would ship her off to the state of
Mississippi itself.

Bernadette spotted the South Gate to Hidden
Falls Park and hung a left. Police tape crisscrossed
the entrance, with a uniform stationed
on each side of the yellow X. The bigger officer
stepped away from his post and went up to the
driver's window. 'Who're you?'

'FBI.'

'Flash me,' he said.

She whipped out her ID wallet and held it in
front of his nose. 'Bernadette Saint Clare.'

His eyes went from the ID to her face. 'Lose
the specs,' he said.

She hesitated and then pulled off her
sunglasses. His eyes shifted back and forth as he
studied her face. Like most people looking at her
for the first time, he struggled to figure out which
eye to focus on. She hated that; it made her feel
like a freak. She slipped her glasses back on.
'Okay?'

'Heard you were coming.'

She sensed the resentment in his voice. She
wondered what else he'd heard about her. Could
be it was just the usual pissing match between
local cops and the feds. She forced a smile.
'What's the skinny?'

'There's a God after all.'

She frowned. 'What?'

He winked and stood straight. 'You're in for a
treat, FBI.' He stepped away from the truck. He
undid his end of the tape, dropped it, and waved
her through. She rolled forward a few yards.
Before she steered down the steep drive that led
to the riverfront park, she glanced through her
rearview mirror. The big cop was putting the
tape back up. He and the other uniform were
laughing, like they were at a picnic.
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