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Praise for
Live Bait

“Forget Florida. Lose L.A. It’s Minnesota that’s heating up contemporary mysteries … dead-on cop humor [and an] intricate plot…. If a police procedural can be both disturbing and fun-filled, this is it.”

—Booklist

“Live Bait is so well paced that the ending seems to come all too quickly. Fortunately, the P. J. Tracy writing team will be delivering more in this intriguing series.”

—South Florida Sun-Sentinel

“The cops’ hilarious banter is dead-on, as is the computer partners’ jovial trading of insults. Leo and Grace’s gentle attempts at courtship are endearing and believable. In short, these are people readers care about and want to spend time with—a crucial element for the enduring series this promises to become.”

—The Cleveland Plain Dealer

“Another winner…. With generous doses of humor and suspense, this sharp, satisfying thriller will rivet readers from the start.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Tracy keeps the people interesting and the plot twists well behind her back so you never see them coming.”

—The Charlotte Observer

Praise for
Monkeewrench

“[A] standout…. Written with such skill and polish that you would think it could be Tracy’s tenth…. The Minneapolis setting of Monkeewrench and the expertly rendered search for a serial killer are reminiscent of the fine work of bestselling author John Sandford, whose fans definitely will want to pick this one up. Tracy represents a strong new voice in the thriller genre. Monkeewrench is clearly positioned atop the ranks of debuts so far this year.”

—USA Today

“[A] smart thriller…. Grace and her four geek partners in the software company they call Monkeewrench add real flavor to the proceedings with their colorful jargon and quirky personalities. These technonerds may be freaks—and one of them may even be a killer—but they have style.”

—The New York Times Book Review

“Fits neatly into the niche between The Matrix and The Game.”

—The Hollywood Reporter

“A resounding, page-turning success.”

—Minneapolis Star Tribune

“Stylish, suspenseful, surprisingly funny, and wholly satisfying.”

—The Orlando Sentinel

“A thriller to remember.”

—New York Daily News

“Not only original but genuinely funny. The characters are fresh, the plot is intricate, and the ending is absolute dynamite … a truly satisfying, terrific read.”

—Nevada Barr

“Makes me jealous.”

—Robert B. Parker

“Even the most overly confident reader will be delightfully surprised at the ending. A.”

—Entertainment Weekly

“Fast, fresh, funny, and outrageously suspenseful… the debut thriller of the year.”

—Harlan Coben

“A killer read in every way…. With its menacing suspense, snappy dialogue, and techno edge, Monkeewrench moves at hyperspeed.”

—People

“A soundly plotted thriller that fires on all cylinders…. Tracy covers all the bases in this debut thriller: an accelerating, unpredictable plot that combines police procedural with technogeek-speak, an array of well-drawn characters, and most important, witty repartee.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)
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It was just after sunrise and still raining when Lily found her husband’s body. He was lying faceup on the asphalt apron in front of the greenhouse, eyes and mouth open, collecting rainwater.

Even dead, he looked quite handsome in this position, gravity pulling back the loose, wrinkled skin of his face, smoothing away eighty-four years of pain and smiles and worries.

Lily stood over him for a moment, wincing when the raindrops plopped noisily onto his eyes.

I hate eyedrops.

Morey, hold still. Stop blinking.

Stop blinking, she says, while she pours chemicals into my eyes.

Hush. It’s not chemicals. Natural tears, see? It says so right on the bottle.

You expect a blind man to read?

A little grain of sand in your eye and suddenly you’re blind. Big tough guy.

And they’re not natural tears. What do they do? Go to funerals and hold little bottles under crying people? No, they mix chemicals together and call it natural tears. It’s false advertising, is what it is. These are unnatural tears. A little bottle of lies.

Shut up, old man.

This is the thing, Lily. Nothing should pretend to be what it’s not. Everything should have a big label that says what it is so there’s no confusion. Like the fertilizer we used on the bedding plants that year that killed all our ladybugs, what was it called?

Plant So Green.

Right. So it should have been called Plant So Green Ladybug So Dead. Forget the tiny print on the back you can’t read. Real truth in labeling, that’s what we need. This is a good rule. God should follow such a rule.

Morey!

What can I say? He made a big mistake there. Would it have been such a problem for Him to make things look like what they are? I mean, He’s God, right? This is something He could do. Think about it. You’ve got a guy at the door with this great smile and nice face and you let him in and he kills your whole family. This is God’s mistake. Evil should look evil. Then you don’t let it in.

You, of all people, should know it’s not that simple.

It’s exactly that simple.

Lily took a breath, then sat on her heels—a young posture for such an old woman, but her knees were still good, still strong and flexible. She couldn’t get Morey’s eyes to close all the way, and with them open only a slit, he looked sinister. It was the first thing that had frightened Lily in a very long time. She wouldn’t look at them as she pushed back the darkened silver hair the rain had plastered to his skull.

One of her fingers slipped into a hole on the side of his head and she froze. “Oh, no,” she whispered, then rose quickly, wiping her fingers on her overalls.

“I told you so, Morey,” she scolded her husband one last time. “I told you so.”
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April in Minnesota was always unpredictable, but once every decade or so, it got downright sadistic, fluctuating wildly between tantalizing promises of spring and the last, angry death throes of a stubborn winter that had no intention of going quietly.

It had been just such a year. Last week, a freak snowstorm had blustered in on what had been the warmest April on record, scaring the hell out of the budding trees and launching statewide discussions of a mass migration to Florida.

But spring had eventually prevailed, and right now she was busy playing kiss-and-make-up, and doing a damn fine job of it. The mercury was pushing seventy-five, the snow-stunned flora had rallied with a shameless explosion of neon green, and best of all, the mother lode of mosquito larvae was still percolating in the lakes and swamps. Giddy, sun-starved Minnesotans were out in force, cherishing the temporary delusion that the state was actually habitable.

Detective Leo Magozzi was stretched out on a decrepit chaise on his front porch, Sunday paper in one hand, a mug of coffee in the other. He hadn’t forgotten about last week’s snowstorm and he was pragmatic enough to know that it wasn’t too late for another, but there was no point in letting cynicism ruin a perfectly beautiful day. Besides, it was a rare thing when he could practice the sloth he’d always aspired to—homicide detectives’ vacations were always contingent on murderers’ vacations, and murderers seemed to be the hardest-working citizens in the country. But for some inexplicable reason, Minneapolis was enjoying the longest murder-free spell in years. As his partner, Gino Rolseth, had put it so eloquently: Homicide was dead. For the past few months they’d had nothing to do but work cold cases, and if they ever solved all of them, they’d be back on the beat, frisking transvestites and wishing they’d been dentists instead of cops.

Magozzi sipped his coffee and watched as the neighborhood masochists engaged in all manner of personal torture, huffing and puffing and sweating as they raced furiously against a climatic clock that would have them locked indoors again in a few months’ time. They jogged, they Rollerbladed, they ran with their dogs, and celebrated every degree that rose on the thermometer by shedding another article of clothing.

It was one of the things Magozzi loved most about Minnesotans. Fat, thin, muscled, or flabby, there were no self-conscious people in this state when the weather got warm, and by the time you got a nice day like this one, most of them were half naked. Of course this was not always a good thing, certainly not in the case of Jim, his extremely hirsute next-door neighbor. You could never be really sure if Jim were wearing a shirt or not. He was out there now, possibly shirtless, possibly not, hard at work preparing the flower beds that would put him in pole position for next month’s Beautiful Gardens of the Twin Cities Tour. If Jim was trying to shame Magozzi into being a better homeowner, it wasn’t going to work.

He looked out at his own sorry excuse for a yard—a couple of mud puddles from last night’s rain, some brave dandelions, and a few blue spruce in various stages of demise. Occasionally he had a fleeting memory of what the place had looked like before the divorce. Flowers everywhere, Kentucky bluegrass standing at attention, and Heather out there each day with sharp instruments and a stern expression, frightening plants into submission. She’d been good at frightening things into submission—it had certainly worked on him, and he’d been armed.

He was on his second cup of coffee and almost to the sports section when a Volvo station wagon pulled into the driveway. Gino Rolseth hopped out, lugging an enormous cooler and a bag of Kingsford. His belly tested the generous limits of a Tommy Bahama shirt, and beefy legs poked out from a terrible pair of plaid Bermuda shorts.

“Hey, Leo!” He lumbered up onto the porch and dropped the cooler. “I come bearing gifts of animal flesh and fermented grain.”

Magozzi lifted a dark brow. “At eight o’clock in the morning? Tell me this means Angela finally kicked your sorry ass out, so I can call her and propose.”

“You should be so lucky. This is charity. Angela’s folks took her and the kids to some craft thing at Maplewood Mall, so I had a free Sunday, thought I’d liven up your so-called life.”

Magozzi got up and looked into the cooler. “What’s a craft thing?”

“You know, those places with all the booths where people knit houses out of old grocery bags and stuff like that.”

Magozzi rummaged in the cooler and pulled out a package of sickly-looking plump gray-white sausages. “What are these things that look like your legs?”

“Those are uncooked brats, imported all the way from Milwaukee, you food pygmy. Where’s your grill?”

Magozzi gestured toward a rusty old Weber in the corner of the porch.

Gino nudged it with his foot and it collapsed. “We’re going to need duct tape.”

Magozzi hefted a suspicious-looking dark orange brick of cheese. “Twelve-year cheddar? Is that legal?”

Gino grinned. “That stuff’ll make you weep with joy, I promise. Got it at a great little cheese house in Door County. Somebody forgot about a wheel in the cellar and found it twelve years later, covered in about a foot of mold. Nirvana, my friend. Pure nirvana. It’s amazing what a cow and some bacteria can do.”

Magozzi sniffed it and cringed. “Oh yeah. Every time I see a cow I think, Hey, wouldn’t it be great to get some bacteria and really do something with this thing. Why do you have a file folder in the cooler?”

“It’s a cold case.”

“Very funny.”

Gino lifted the grill and another leg fell off in a shower of rust. “This one’s from ninety-four. Thought we could take a look at it later. You know, just to keep our hand in, in case anyone ever kills somebody in this town again. You remember hearing anything about the Valensky case?”

Magozzi sat down on the chaise and opened the folder. “Sort of. The plumber, right?”

“That’s the one. Shot seven times, three of them in places I don’t even want to think about.”

“Plumbers charge too much.”

“Tell me about it. But other than that, this guy was damn near a candidate for sainthood. Some Polack who actually made it out of the war alive, emigrated to the good old U. S. of A., started a business, married, had three kids, deacon at his church, scout leader, the whole American dream, then bled to death on his own bathroom floor after someone used him for target practice.”

“Suspects?”

“Hell no. According to the reports in there, everybody loved him. Case dried up in about two seconds.”

Magozzi grunted and tossed the folder on the floor. “Most guys with a free Sunday would probably find something else to do, like sit on a bench at Lake Calhoun and count bikinis.”

“Yeah, well, I’m a crime fighter, I have a higher purpose.” Gino ran a hand through his hedge of closely cropped blond hair, reconsidering. “Besides, it’s probably too early for bikinis.”

They got the call before Magozzi had finished ducttaping the legs back on his grill. Gino had gone inside to unload the cooler, and when he came back out to the porch he was beaming.

“Hey, want to go see a body?”

Magozzi sat back on his heels and frowned. “You found a body in my kitchen?”

“Nah. Phone rang while I was in there, so I picked up. Dispatch got an honest-to-God homicide call. Uptown Nursery. The owner’s wife found him this morning by one of the greenhouses and figured it was a heart attack, because the guy is pushing eighty-five and what else would drop a man that age? So she called the funeral director. He finds a bullet hole in the guy’s head and calls nine-one-one.”

Magozzi looked wistfully at the grill and sighed. “So what happened to the on-duty guys who are supposed to be taking this?”

“Tinker and Peterson. Just what I wanted to know. They just took a call at the train yard over in Northeast. Found some poor bastard tied to the tracks.”

Magozzi winced.

“Nah, don’t worry. Train never hit him.”

“So he’s okay?”

“Nope, he’s dead.”

Magozzi looked at him expectantly.

“Don’t look at me. That’s all I got.” He jumped when his shirt pocket spit out an irritating, tinny version of Beethoven’s Fifth.

“What is that?”

Gino pulled his cell phone out of his pocket and stabbed viciously at buttons half the size of his chubby fingers. “Goddamn it. Helen keeps programming in all these weird rings ’cause she knows I got no clue how to change it.”

Magozzi grinned. “That’s funny.”

Beethoven spoke again.

“Fourteen-year-olds are only funny when they belong to somebody else … shit. I’m gonna invent one of these things with big fat buttons and make a jillion dollars … Hello, this is Rolseth.”

Magozzi stood and brushed the rust off his hands, listened to Gino grunt into the phone for a few seconds, then went inside to lock up. By the time he got back out to the porch, Gino had retrieved his gun from the car and was hooking it to the belt that almost held up his Bermuda shorts. He looked like an armed and dangerous tourist.

“I don’t suppose you’ve got a pair of pants that would fit me.”

Magozzi just smiled at him.

“Aw, shut up. That was Langer on the phone. He and McLaren just got called in for a suspected homicide—‘suspected’ meaning someone did a little interior design with a few gallons of blood, but there’s no body. And guess what?”

“He wants us to take it?”

“Nah, Dispatch told him we were on the nursery thing, that’s why he called. The bloody house is just a few blocks over.”

Magozzi frowned. “That’s a pretty decent neighborhood.”

“Right. Not exactly a killing field, and all of a sudden we’ve got two possibles in one day. And there’s another thing. The guy who lives in that house is—or was—also in his eighties, just like our guy.”

Magozzi thought about that for a minute. “He’s thinking cluster? What, that some psycho’s running around killing old people?”

Gino shrugged. “He was just giving us a heads-up. Thought we should keep in touch in case something clicks.”

Magozzi sighed, looked longingly at the Weber. “So we’re back in business.”

“Big-time.” Gino paused for a moment. “You ever think there’s something wrong with a job where you only have something to do if someone gets murdered?”

“Every day, buddy.”
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Marty Pullman was sitting on the closed toilet lid in his downstairs bathroom, staring down the muzzle of a .357 Magnum. The round black hole looked very large, which worried him. Worse yet, the toilet faced the big mirror on the sliding doors that enclosed the bathtub, and he wasn’t too keen on watching his own snuff film. He thought about it for a minute, then got into the bathtub and slid the doors closed behind him.

He smiled a little as he aimed the shower nozzle toward the back of the tub and turned the spray on full blast. He may have made a mess of his life, but he sure as hell wasn’t going to make a mess of his death.

Finally satisfied, he sat down in the tub and put the muzzle in his mouth. Water poured over his head, his clothes, his shoes.

He hesitated for just a few seconds, wondering again what, if anything, he’d done last night. Not that it would matter now, he thought, slipping his thumb through the trigger guard.

“Mr. Pullman?”

Marty froze, his thumb quivering on the trigger. Goddamn it, he was hallucinating. He had to be. No one ever came to this house, and certainly no one would just let himself in—except maybe a Jehovah’s Witness, which made him glad he had the gun.

“Mr. Pullman?” The male voice was louder now, closer, and he sounded young. “Are you in there, sir?” A forceful knock rattled the bathroom door in its frame.

The gun tasted terrible as he pulled it from his mouth, and he spat into the water swirling toward the drain. “Who is it?” he shouted, trying his best to sound scary and aggressive.

“Sorry to disturb you, Mr. Pullman, but Mrs. Gilbert told me to break the door down if I had to …”

“Who the hell are you and how do you know Lily?” Marty shouted.

“Jeff Montgomery, sir? I work at the nursery?”

The kid spoke only in questions. God, that was irritating. Marty looked down at the gun and sighed. He was never going to get this done. “Stay right where you are. I’ll be out in a minute.”

He scrambled out of the tub, stripped out of his drenched clothes, then stuffed gun, clothes, and shoes into the hamper. He wrapped a towel around his waist, then opened the bathroom door.

A tall, good-looking kid—eighteen or nineteen at most—was standing awkwardly in the hallway, hands stuffed into his jeans pockets.

“Okay. Here I am. Now tell me why Lily wanted you to break my door down.”

Jeff Montgomery had big blue eyes that grew comically wide when he noticed the thick scar that slashed a diagonal across Marty’s bare chest. He looked away quickly.

“Uh … I didn’t actually break down your door? It was open? And Mrs. Gilbert has been trying to call you forever, but no one answered your phone? And jeez, Mr. Pullman, I’m really sorry, but Mr. Gilbert passed away.”

Marty didn’t move for a minute; didn’t even blink; then he rubbed the heel of his hand hard against his forehead, as if it would help him absorb the information. “What?” he whispered. “Morey’s dead?”

The kid pressed his lips together and scowled down at the floor, trying not to cry, and Marty’s opinion of him shot up a few degrees, even if he did end every sentence with a question mark. Anyone who liked Morey enough to cry for him couldn’t be all bad.

“He was shot, Mr. Pullman. Someone shot Mr. Gilbert.”

Marty didn’t say anything, but he felt the blood drain from his face as if someone had just pulled a plug. He sagged sideways against the bathroom door frame, glad it was there to hold him up.

Jesus Christ, he hated this world.
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“Come on, Leo. Stop at Target or someplace so I can buy a pair of pants,” Gino grumbled from the passenger seat.

Magozzi shook his head. “Can’t. Crime scene’s getting older by the minute.”

Gino plucked unhappily at the legs of his shorts. “This is totally unprofessional.” He blew out a noisy sigh and looked out the window.

He’d always liked this part of Minneapolis. They were on Calhoun Parkway now, circling Lake Calhoun only a little slower than the bikers who decorated the asphalt trail in their brightly colored costumes. There were even a few windsurfers out today, dancing across the water with their triangular sails.

“Damn, I hate this part.”

“At least we don’t have to tell her,” Magozzi said. “That’s something.”

“Yeah, I suppose. But we still have to ask her questions, like did she shoot her husband in the head.”

“That’s why we get the big bucks.”

There was a squad on the street and another one blocking the driveway of the Uptown Nursery when Magozzi and Gino arrived. A couple of uniforms were standing around with rolls of yellow crime-scene tape, looking lost. Magozzi showed his badge when one of them approached the window. “You got a grid staked out? You want us to park on the street?”

The uniform took off his hat and wiped his shiny forehead with a sleeve. It was already hot in the sun, especially on asphalt. “Hell, I don’t know, Detective. We got no clue where to string the tape.”

“Gee, how about around the body?” Gino suggested.

The cop bristled a little. “Yeah, well the wife moved the body.”

“What?”

“That’s right. She found him outside and moved him into the greenhouse. Said she didn’t want to leave him out in the rain.”

Magozzi groaned. “Oh, man …”

“Lock her up,” Gino muttered. “Tampering with evidence, destroying a crime scene. Lock her up and throw away the key. She probably killed him anyway.”

“She’s about a million years old, Detective.”

“Yeah, well that’s the thing about guns. Old people, kids, anybody can use ’em. They’re equal-opportunity murder weapons.” He got out of the car and slammed the door and started walking slowly toward the big greenhouse in front, eyes down in case the rain had missed a bloody footprint or something.

The uniform watched him go, shaking his head. “That is not a happy man.”

“Normally he is,” Magozzi replied. “He’s just pissed because I wouldn’t let him stop and change into some long pants before we came here.”

“You gotta give him points, then. Those are some bad legs.”

“Who belongs to the other squad?”

“Viegs and Berman. They’re walking the block, hitting the neighbors. Couple of bike patrols are babysitting the body inside, but I wouldn’t be surprised if the old lady has them watering plants or something.”

“Yeah?”

The uniform wiped his brow with his sleeve again. “She’s a piece of work, that one.”

“You got a feeling about her?”

“Yeah. I got a feeling her husband’s getting the first rest he’s had in years.”

Magozzi caught up to Gino in the middle of the lot, staring at the hearse angled in front of the greenhouse.

“We got no crime scene,” Gino grumbled. “Rain trashed it first, then the funeral director drove his tank all over it, and … oh, man. Are you seeing what I’m seeing?”

Behind and almost hidden by the hearse was a white ’66 Chevy Malibu convertible, red leather interior, positively cherry. Gino had lusted after it from the first time he’d seen it.

“Huh,” Magozzi grunted. “What do you think?”

Gino clucked his tongue, the envy as ripe as ever. “Gotta be his. There isn’t another one like it in the Cities.”

“So what’s he doing here?”

“Beats me. Buying flowers?”

Neither one of them had seen Marty Pullman since he’d left the force a year ago, a few months after his wife had died. Not that they’d known him that well even when they were all carrying the same badge. In Minneapolis, Homicide and Narcotics didn’t mix nearly as often as they did on TV. It was just that once you saw Marty, you weren’t likely to forget him. He still had the wrestler’s physique that had taken him to State in high school. Short bowlegs, massive chest and arms, and dark eyes that had looked haunted even before they were. They’d called him Gorilla back when he’d still had a sense of humor, but those days were long gone.

The big glass door of the greenhouse opened, and Pullman walked out to meet them.

“Man,” Gino said under his breath. “Looks like he lost about fifty pounds.”

“Hell of a year for him,” Magozzi said, and then Marty was there, shaking their hands, his expression as sober as ever.

“Magozzi, Gino, good to see you.”

“What the hell, Pullman?” Gino pumped his hand. “You take up gardening, or did you join up again and nobody told me?”

Marty blew a long, shaky breath out through puffed cheeks. He looked like he was teetering on the edge of something. “The man who was shot was my father-in-law, Gino.”

“Oh shit.” Gino’s face fell. “He was Hannah’s dad? Oh man, I’m sorry. Shit.”

“Forget it. You had no way of knowing. Listen, you don’t have much of a scene here.”

Magozzi heard the quaver in his voice, and decided to hold off on the sympathy until the man was strong enough to accept it. “So we heard,” he said, pulling out a pocket notebook and a pen. “Anybody else here this morning besides you and the funeral director?”

“A couple of the employees—I sent them home, but told them to stay put, that you’d be checking in with them before the day was out. I blocked off where Lily said she found Morey with my car, but that’s about the best I could do.”

“We appreciate it, Marty,” Magozzi said, wishing he could walk away from this one. Lily Gilbert had lost her daughter one year, her husband the next. Magozzi didn’t know how you survived that kind of double tragedy, and asking her the questions he had to ask suddenly seemed like an appalling act of cruelty. “You think your mother-in-law will be able to talk to us?”

Marty managed a half smile. “She’s not falling apart, if that’s what you mean. Lily doesn’t do that.” He glanced toward the main greenhouse. “She’s in there. I tried to get her to go to the house—it’s on the back of the lot, behind all the greenhouses—but that’s not about to happen until they take Morey away. ME’s on the way, right?”

Magozzi nodded. “He’ll do a little on-site before they move him. I don’t think you want her around for that.”

“Hell, no, I don’t. But Lily will be wherever she wants to be. That’s just the way she is.” He sucked air in through his teeth. “There’s something else.”

Magozzi and Gino waited quietly.

“After she got him inside, she washed him. Shaved him. Changed his clothes. He’s lying in there on one of the plant tables all decked out in his funeral suit.”

Gino closed his eyes briefly, trying to hold his temper in check. “That’s not good, Marty.”

“Tell me about it.”

“I mean, her son-in-law was a cop. She had to know she was destroying evidence.”

“She’s damn near blind, Gino. Can’t even get a driver’s license anymore. Says she never saw any blood. I’m guessing the rain washed it away before she got out here. He caught it in the head, small caliber right behind the left temple, and he’s got this great head of thick white hair … hell, even I had to look for it and I knew it was there.”

“Okay.” Gino nodded, letting it go for the moment.

Magozzi made a note to have the crime-scene techs collect the clothes the dead man had been wearing when he was shot. “Anything you can think of that might help us out here?” he asked.

Marty’s laugh was short and bitter. “You mean like who’d want to kill him? Sure. Look for somebody who’d pop Mother Teresa. He was a good man, Magozzi. Maybe even a great one.”

The air in the greenhouse was hot and swampy, laden with the scent of wet earth and vegetation. Long tables filled with plants were lined up in two rows, leaving a narrow central aisle—it looked like every other greenhouse Magozzi’d ever been in, except for the front table, which held a corpse in a black suit instead of potted flowers.

Even dead and laid out for viewing, Morey Gilbert was still a formidable presence. Very tall, very well-muscled, and better dressed than Magozzi had ever been in his life.

Two young bike cops fidgeted near the body, trying to pretend it wasn’t there.

“Where are they?” Marty asked them.

“Your mother-in-law took the old gentleman back there, sir.” One of the bike patrols tipped his head toward a door in the back wall.

“What’s back there, Marty?” Magozzi asked.

“The potting shed, a couple more greenhouses. Lily probably wanted Sol out of here for a while. He was pretty shook up.”

“Sol?”

“He’s the funeral director who called it in, but he was also Morey’s best friend. This is a tough one for him. Hang on, I’ll get them.”

Gino waited until Marty was out of earshot before whispering to Magozzi. “Her husband is dead, and she’s consoling the funeral director? That’s a little assbackwards, isn’t it?”

Magozzi shrugged. “Maybe that’s how she holds it together, by taking care of other people.”

“Maybe. Or maybe she didn’t like her husband very much.”

They walked over to the front table to take a closer look at the dead man before the family came back. Gino used a pen to lift the white hair, exposing the bullet hole. “Tiny. I suppose you could miss it if you were half blind, but I don’t know.” He looked up at the bike patrols. “You guys can take off now if you want. We got it covered. Send copies of your reports up to Homicide.”

“Yes sir, thank you.”

Magozzi was looking at Morey Gilbert’s face, seeing a person instead of a corpse, starting to form the kind of bond that always linked him to victims. “He’s got a nice face, Gino. And he was eighty-four, still running his own business, taking care of his family … Who’d want to kill an old man like this?”

Gino shrugged. “Maybe an old woman.”

“You’re just pissed because she moved the body.”

“I’m suspicious because she moved the body. I’m pissed because you made me come here in short pants.”

They both took a step away from the table when the back door opened and Marty came through with his little geriatric entourage, led by a tiny, wiry old woman with silver hair cropped close to her head. She wore a long-sleeved white blouse under child-sized bib overalls, and thick glasses magnified her dark eyes, making her look a little like Yoda.

A tough Yoda, Magozzi decided as she drew closer. There was no sign that she’d been crying, no surrender to despair, or to age, for that matter, in the straight backbone or squared shoulders. She was barely five feet and probably never saw ninety on a bathroom scale, but she looked like she could roll over Cleveland.

The elderly man who followed in her wake was a different story. Grief was weighing him down, pulling at his puffy, red eyes and a mouth that trembled.

Magozzi thought it was interesting that Marty reached out as if to touch the old woman’s arm, but pulled back at the last minute. Apparently not a touchyfeely relationship. “Detectives Magozzi and Rolseth, this is my mother-in-law, Lily Gilbert, and this is Sol Biederman.”

Lily Gilbert stepped up to the table and laid a hand on her dead husband’s chest. “And this is Morey,” she said, frowning at Marty as if he’d been rude to exclude his father-in-law from the introductions, simply because he was dead.

“Marty tells us your husband was a wonderful man, Mrs. Gilbert,” Magozzi said. “I can’t imagine what a terrible loss this must be for your family. And for you, too, Mr. Biederman,” he added, because tears were running freely down the old man’s face now.

Lily was staring at Magozzi intently. “I know you. You were all over the news last fall for that Monkeewrench thing. I saw more of you than I did of my own family.” She gave Marty a pointed look, which he studiously ignored. “So, you have questions, am I right?”

“If you think you’re up to it, yes.”

Apparently she was not only up to it; she decided to skip the questions and go straight to the answers. “All right. So this is what happened. I got up at six-thirty, just like I always do, made some coffee, came out to the greenhouse, and there was Morey, lying in the rain. Marty thinks I should have left his father-in-law outside with the rain falling in his eyes; left him there so strangers could come and see his mouth filling with water…”

“Jesus, Lily …”

“But this is not how families take care of each other. So I brought him inside, made him presentable, called Sol, and then I called Marty, who hasn’t answered his phone in six months.”

“Lily, it was a crime scene,” Marty said tiredly.

“And I should know this? Am I a policeman? I called a policeman, but he didn’t answer his phone.”

Marty closed his eyes, and Magozzi had the feeling he’d been closing his eyes to this woman for a long time. “I’m not a policeman anymore, Lily.”

Magozzi had an immediate flashback to a day almost a year gone, when he’d passed Detective Martin Pullman as he went out the front doors of City Hall, carrying his career in a cardboard box, looking like he’d been run over by a truck. “You’ll be back, Detective,” Magozzi had said, because he didn’t know what else to say to a man who had lost so much, and worse yet, he didn’t understand a man who could walk away so easily from a job he loved. Marty had smiled, just a little. “I’m not a detective anymore, Magozzi.”

Magozzi shifted back to the present in time to hear Gino asking the usual litany: Was anything missing? Any sign of a break-in? Did Morey Gilbert have any enemies, any unusual business dealings? …

“‘Unusual business dealings?’” Lily snapped. “What’s that supposed to mean? You think we’re growing marijuana in the back greenhouse or something? Running a white slavery ring? What?”

Gino had never responded very well to sarcasm, and his face started to turn red. They’d dealt with their share of grieving relatives over the years, and Gino did okay with the ones who fell apart. They tore him up, and he suffered for a long time afterward, but at least he knew how to respond to them. People were supposed to fall apart when a relative died. That fit in with Gino’s image of life and death and love and family, and made it easy for him to be softspoken, gentle, as comforting as a cop could be in such a situation. But the angry ones who lashed out, or the stoic ones who kept their feelings close to the vest, always threw him into a tailspin, and Lily Gilbert seemed to be a combination of the two.

“Excuse me, Mrs. Gilbert,” Magozzi interrupted gently, eliciting an eye roll from Gino. “Would it be too difficult for you to take me outside and show me where you found your husband? Maybe walk me through it, step-by-step, while Gino talks to your friend Sol? We can get through this faster, then.”

The reminder of finding her husband’s body brought the first sign of weakness to her eyes. Just a flicker, but it was there.

“I’m really sorry to have to ask you to do this. If it’s too hard, we don’t have to do it right now.”

Her gaze sharpened immediately. “Of course we have to do it now, Detective. Now is all we have.” She marched toward the door, a little old soldier focusing on the mission, so she didn’t have to think of anything else. Magozzi hurried to open it for her.

“Wait just a minute.” Marty frowned. “Where’s Jack, Lily? Why isn’t he here yet?”

“Jack who?”

“Damn it, Lily, don’t tell me you didn’t call him …”

She was out the door before he finished.

“Shit.”

“Who’s Jack?” Magozzi asked, still holding the door.

“Jack Gilbert. Her son. They haven’t talked in a long time, but Jesus, his father just died … I gotta call him.”

While Marty went to the checkout counter and started punching numbers into the phone, Gino walked over to Magozzi and said under his breath, “Listen, while you’re out there talking to the old lady, why don’t you ask her how a ninety-pound peanut managed to drag over two hundred pounds of dead weight all the way in here, then heft it onto that table.”

“Gee, Mr. Detective, thanks for the tip.”

“Glad to help.”

“You don’t like her much, do you?”

“Hey, I like her fine, except for the fact that she’s got a personality like ground glass.”

“Huh. She never mentioned your outfit. I’d say that was a kindness.”

“This is the deal. I’m thinking, How the hell did she move him? So I answer myself: Gee, maybe she didn’t. Maybe she shot him in here, and just said he was killed outside so we’d think we didn’t have a crime scene.”

Magozzi thought about that for a minute. “Interesting. Devious. I like the way you think.”

“Thank you.”

Magozzi opened the door to go outside. “But she didn’t do it.”

“Damn it, Leo, you don’t know that…”

“Yeah. I do.”




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/images/chapter.png





OPS/images/title.png





OPS/images/cover.jpg
T LIVE
_BAIT

P.J. TRACY

A SIGNET BOOK





OPS/images/copy.png





OPS/images/titlelogo.png





