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PROLOGUE

Remember?
Staging shots come first.
A baggage carousel spins empty.
Monitor screens direct deplaning passengers to the destination of their luggage.
A page echoes overhead. “Mr. Singh, Mr. J. Singh” is wanted at the white courtesy telephone, please. The noise level in the room jumps suddenly as the escalators spill a couple of jets full of people into baggage claim. Individual voices are lost in the white noise of travel. Automatic doors open with a swoosh and the drone of a diesel momentarily drowns out all other sounds.
The woman’s camera finds a man wearing khaki Dockers and a plaid wool sport coat. He is exactly where he told her he would be. The man is taller than everyone who passes by. His hair is blond and full; not long, barely reaching his collar. His right arm hangs straight down his side, pressed against his ribs. Although he knows she is there recording him, he does not look toward the lens.
The camera stays with him for a full minute. When Geraldo times it, he pegs it at 59.28 seconds.
Finally, in apparent recognition of something, the man’s passive face brightens and his eyes widen. The woman follows his gaze across the big room, her lens freezing on the bottom steps of the escalator.
Unscuffed black flats. Faded blue jeans. Long slender legs.
One step up, one step down.
Now, brown oxfords, pressed corduroys, nice socks.
The camera glides upward and finds their faces. The woman is much younger than her companion, maybe twenty to his fifty. They seem happy, smiling. One of the disparate sounds on the tape seems to be her infectious laugh. Both the man and the woman have a carry-on bag slung over one shoulder.
She grabs his sleeve to slow him while she steals a glance at the monitor.
The man in the Dockers already knows where they are heading and he calmly strides over to wait for everyone’s arrival in front of carousel number three.
The camera follows him there and pauses. The focus fades, then sharpens. His right arm continues to hang stiffly.
The baggage carousel groans and jerks to life. The travelers are momentarily distracted from their conversations. At first no luggage emerges from the black cave at the top of the stainless-steel slide.
The man stands immobile, calm. The lens shifts away from him and follows the bags as they spill from the mouth of the machine, scratching down stainless steel, stopped by rubber bumpers.
The older man in the corduroys and the young woman in the jeans step in front of the carousel, momentarily filling the camera’s lens. Focus jumps back to the man in the Dockers as his left hand snakes inside the right lapel of his coat.
He steps toward the carousel. Two steps, not too close, not too far.
The crowd is three-deep in places. The passengers are jockeying for position, everyone’s eyes peeled for suitcases and garment bags.
The man’s left arm emerges from the wool jacket and briefly there’s the glint of metal.
One more stride, another.
Suddenly a woman wearing a red coat fills the screen. For a few long seconds the camera records nothing but the color red.
Blam. Blam.
Two shots are unmistakable on the sound track.
The red coat drops off the bottom of the screen.
The camera jerks around—up, too high, down—trying to locate the gunman. People fall to the floor. An instant of silent shock creates a hollow of hope before a chorus of screams fills the air.
The woman wearing the red coat is at the gunman’s feet, staring straight up at his left hand. In a sweet, plaintive gospel refrain, she calls out, “Oh Lord, he’s got a gun. Oh Lord, Oh Lord. He’s got a gun.”
The man in the corduroys has collapsed onto the carousel, his head on a Samsonite duffel. He is on his side, facing the camera. His white polo shirt is marred by two dark circles, one on his abdomen, the other up toward his shoulder. The circles appear too small to be serious wounds. They are no bigger than dimes.
His expression is one of shock, not pain.
The young woman with him turns to face the shooter. Her amber hair is tied back on the side of her head. Her sunglasses are askew and she rips them off.
The camera zooms and captures the resolve in her blue eyes. She doesn’t cower from the threat. Instead she moves in front of her bleeding companion and spreads her arms as though to shield him. She is facing the gunman—facing down the gunman—and she is willing to take the next bullet.
It’s in her face. It’s in her eyes.
She’s willing to take the next bullet.
The shooter knows it. His finger squeezes but he can’t quite complete the pressure on the trigger to release the next shot.
He can’t shoot her. He’s not here to shoot her.
The carousel continues its clockwise rotation as a young man wearing a University of Georgia Bulldogs sweatshirt flies into the frame from offscreen, delivering a devastating tackle that flattens the assassin, separating him from his weapon.
The carousel comes back around.
The young woman is holding the man’s head in her lap, kissing his face, saying, “I love you, Daddy, I love you, Daddy.”


ONE

Friday, October 11. A few minutes before 7 P.M.

Heavy Snow, 22 Degrees
A car crawled into Lauren Crowder’s view.
Below her, the street descended steeply. At the bottom of the hill the car’s headlights brightened the falling snow with blunt tunnels of light. When the vehicle stopped, she guessed that it was about halfway down the block on the far side of the road.
Originally her plan had been to go back up the driveway and wait in the shelter of Emma’s front porch. Now she wasn’t sure she would have time to make it that far. Instead she watched the street, readied herself, and waited.
The headlights snapped off in a blink, the extinguishing of two vanilla flames. The driver’s door opened and the dimmer glow of the dome bulb flashed on, then off. The silhouettes vaporized and the car and driver disappeared in the mosaic of the storm.
Lauren held a gloved hand, the left one, out in front of her at arm’s length, her fingers spread, and tried to count her digits. She couldn’t. Her anxiety sharpened. She rationalized, trying to write off the visual difficulty to the effects of the storm. She forced her focus to drift above her fingertips, beyond her outstretched hand, back down the street in front of her, so she could have even a prayer of seeing the approaching shadow she was certain would soon appear out of this thick fog of snowflakes.
The shadow would be coming for Emma Spire. Lauren wasn’t going to have time to get back up Emma’s slick driveway.
She threaded the index finger of her right hand through the trigger guard of the handgun she held by her side. Her shoulder was beginning to sag from the drag of the weapon’s weight.
Her anxiety was abating now, her pulse slowing. That surprised her. Until this moment she had been ambivalent about the wisdom of her decision to come here tonight to protect Emma, unsure of the true meaning of the voice-mail message she had heard earlier.
Reminding herself, again, to focus on the present danger, she narrowed her attention to the street in front of her and waited for a man to appear from the frozen mist or to make a telltale sound as he approached.
 
There.
A flutter of darkness in the sea of white. Like flotsam. There for only a second, then gone, as though it had settled behind an ocean swell.
That was him.
Was it?
How close? Fifty feet? Seventy-five?
Loud enough to be heard over the wind gusting with the storm, she yelled, “Go away. Leave her alone. I have a gun.”
Over the thunder of the pounding of her heart, she thought she heard a grunt in response.
Oh God.
“I mean it. I’m serious. Go away, now. I have a gun. I’ll shoot. I’ll use it. Leave her alone.”
Would she really use the gun? She wished, desperately, that she could see more clearly.
A dense squall line of snow floated past, and for a moment a narrow seam ripped open in the sheet of white. In that instant, she thought she saw a face framed in a tightly cinched dark blue hood that quickly dissolved into a mask that seemed painted with rage.
She thought the man’s eyes looked like fire.
She was frightened now. The air that entered her nostrils was icy and bit at her membranes like frozen steel.
The terrible mask reappeared. She thought she saw the mouth opening and she waited for the spectral figure to speak. In the twisted features of the face she saw the devil’s own brand of rage, but instead of words, she heard a scream, something primitive and guttural and unintelligible.
Oh God.
A fresh gust of wind-whipped snow blew shut the tiny window of clarity and she felt the space narrow.
In fear, she raised her hand, the right hand, the one with the gun. She waited a moment, then raised the weapon farther.
There, that’s high enough.
She watched. She listened.
She blinked away the snow.
Unsure, she tilted the barrel higher. The slope of the terrain was invisible to her. A bright spot—a distant light?—filled her vision. She aimed there, toward that spot.
That has to be high enough.
She was terrified now. A knot of pressure filled her gut.
Suddenly, the clap of a gunshot exploded in her ears, the flash reflecting off the snow the way candlelight dances off the facets of cut crystal.
The blast startled her.
The gunshot, she could tell from the kick, must have come from the weapon she was holding.
Was that high enough?
 
Her ears were buzzing as though her muffs were filled with a swarm of bees. The snowflakes seemed to sizzle as they vaporized on the hot barrel of the pistol she held in her hand.
Except for the torrent of snow, everything around her had again grown quiet, the wind had stopped swirling, and the air had ceased its frantic howl.
She continued to hold the gun perpendicular to her body, her left hand raised now to support the right. She made one more examination of the road in front of her. She saw no one. She removed her finger from the trigger guard and, without bending her elbow, lowered her arm until the snout of the gun was again pointing lazily at Emma’s driveway.
She scanned the direction where the gun had been aimed and searched for signs of danger. Nothing seemed to be moving except the tiny white pellets that were dropping from the sky by the millions.
Huddled in her heavy coat in the shadow of a brick pillar at the end of Emma’s driveway, she imagined herself a gargoyle, offering her new friend protection from evil.
She wondered if the masked figure had, indeed, been Emma’s adversary. Had he turned and run? God, she hoped so. But she knew that he hadn’t left the neighborhood; the door of the car down the block hadn’t opened again. The engine hadn’t started.
Where was he?
She decided to return to her original plan, to take the high ground, and the advantage. With her weapon still at her side, she backed up the steep driveway. She progressed slowly, taking careful steps, her leather-soled boots having trouble finding purchase on the ice-slick slope.
Barely two minutes later the headlights of a vehicle lit the road down the hill. She paid scant attention to the new car until it stopped in what seemed to be the middle of the street.
She heard the sound of the car door opening and, seconds later, closing. The car pulled forward—what?—twenty feet, twenty-five, it was hard to tell from the erratic movement of the headlights—then reversed itself. Again the driver’s door opened, this time remaining ajar enough to leave the interior lights glowing for a while. To Lauren, every image was refracted and distorted, either too bright or too dark.
Finally, the car backed the rest of the way down the block, turned around, and headed out of the neighborhood. Lauren figured the driver had been lost, looking for an address obscured by the storm.
 
No more than five minutes later, an emergency vehicle, blue and red lights flashing, fishtailed around the corner and edged up the hill. Through the blinding snow Lauren struggled to see what was happening.
A patrol car pulled to a stop in the middle of the block, its sidemounted searchlights compounding the reflected glow. The beacons on top of the car continued to rotate, bathing the stark scene in a lurid splash of primary colors.
Two car doors opened and Lauren heard voices, male voices, and the dull drone of police-radio chatter. Momentarily, she forgot about the man who might be sneaking up on Emma. She wanted to know why the cops were on the block. Why now?
Had someone reported the gunshot already?
From the opaque white field, rhythmically streaked with sharp flares of color, came an excited young voice. “They were right, Lane. Shit, there is a body down here. Get an ambulance, get an ambulance. Damn, I think it’s bad. Get a blanket or something.”
Lane replied, “Damn it to hell. I don’t believe this.”
 
Lauren had stopped being able to feel her toes. She shifted her weight back and forth from one foot to the other, trying to prod her blood to circulate. She wanted to know what, or more precisely, whom, the police had just found in the street. But she also recognized that she was standing in the shadows of the porch of a house that wasn’t her own, and was loitering in a quiet residential neighborhood in possession of a gun that she had just fired.
That state of affairs, she correctly surmised, wouldn’t look good to any cop confused about why he had a body in need of an ambulance lying in the middle of the street in a blizzard.
She shivered. She couldn’t tell whether it was from the cold, or from fear. Though she really couldn’t see it anymore, she tried to imagine the terrain in front of her, the slope of the hill, the curve of the street.
She told herself she had aimed high enough. She had.
 
The next vehicle to slip-slide up the hill was an ambulance. One long screech of siren pierced the quiet night.
Two more patrol cars followed the ambulance to the scene. All over the block, residents turned on their outdoor lights and huddled in their front rooms, silhouetted in picture windows. A few brave folks ventured out onto the shelter of covered front porches to see what the hell was going on.
Part of what Lauren felt as she struggled to process the commotion unfolding on the street was relief. She couldn’t imagine that the man who was threatening Emma would have hung around now that police were staked out all over the block. Lauren’s duty as sentry could stop for the night. She could find Emma and help her rethink what to do next.
Through a fresh crease in the storm she thought she could make out a fat white swell in the landscape, like a big mogul, about where she thought Emma’s predator’s car had been parked.
If that’s his car, he must still be around.
Where?
 
The paramedics hurried from the ambulance and hunched over the body in the street. Two patrol officers held umbrellas to try to shelter the EMTs. But the crazy winds picked up again, blowing snow in every direction but straight down, turning the umbrellas into affectations.
One of the paramedics said something that Lauren couldn’t hear.
A deep baritone voice called back, “What did you say?” Then in a different pitch, “What’d he say? You hear him?”
The wind changed and the next words were so clear to Lauren that they actually seemed to blow right into her face. “I said I think this guy has been shot. He has what looks to me like a gunshot wound in his back, low, just to the right of the spine. We’ve got to evacuate him stat. His blood pressure is falling like a rock. I think he’s going out.”
The words registered slowly with Lauren.
This guy has been shot….
She raised her right hand and stared with revulsion at the gun she gripped, as though she couldn’t believe what it had done.
Aloud, she said, “Oh my God, I shot him.”
 
A strong gust from the northeast returned the whiteout with a vengeance. Lauren used the shield of the thick snow as cover as she edged back down Emma’s driveway to the sidewalk in front of the closest neighbor’s house.
She knew she would have to turn herself in and tell the police she had fired the gun. The question was whether to do it here, or downtown at the station, or even at her office. If she turned herself in at work, at the Boulder County District Attorney’s Office, she’d be sure to get some support from her colleagues. Whatever she did, though, she knew she couldn’t afford to leave a trail to Emma’s door. The stakes were too high.
The police could not know what she was doing up here tonight. If they discovered the reason behind her visit, Emma Spire would be as good as dead.
 
The wounded man was loaded onto a stretcher and then carried to the waiting ambulance. Seconds later it took off down the hill toward the hospital.
Lauren made her decision. She stepped off the sidewalk onto the street, walked up behind the closest police officer, and tapped him gently on the shoulder.
“Officer?”
He turned her way but didn’t look at her. His dark hat was completely covered in snow. His mustache was caked with ice and his nose was running.
“What?” he barked.
“Officer,” she said again.
He eyed her this time. She turned her head to the side and felt she recognized him, had seen him around, probably at the Justice Center or during one of her workday visits to the police department, but she couldn’t pin a name on him.
“I’m Lauren Crowder, I’m a deputy DA here in Boulder County.”
He was flustered. “Shit, that was quick. Who called you? We don’t even have a detective here yet.”
“I was in the neighborhood already, Officer, on personal business. I think that I may be able to be of some help. You know, with what’s been going on.”
“Well good, I could use some help. What a mess this is turning out to be. I woke up this morning already feeling like I’m getting the friggin’ flu and standing out here like a polar bear is not going to help the situation any, if you know what I mean.” His voice softened as he appraised her attractive face, and he took her by the elbow. “What do you say, let’s get in the car. You can tell me all the ways you can help me.”
“All right,” Lauren said. She couldn’t see his eyes, couldn’t tell what part of her anatomy he was staring at. Still, she felt that this cop had started flirting with her and wondered if she could use it to her advantage. She was suddenly intensely aware of how cold she was, so cold that she had trouble forcing the muscles in her mouth to form the simple words of assent.
The cop yelled to his partner that he was going to do an interview and that the partner should get a perimeter up, and then he led Lauren over to the nearest patrol car, never removing his hand from her arm. He brushed as much snow off of himself as he could, slid into the driver’s seat, and told her to get in on the passenger side.
She did, feeling her way cautiously around the car. The engine was running and the interior was warm. The patrol officer blew his nose loudly into a handkerchief that he pulled from inside his jacket and said, “So you know something about this?”
Lauren still had enough of her wits about her to ask, “What do you have so far, Officer…?”
“Oh—Riske, Lane Riske. It’s pronounced like it has a y but it doesn’t. Boy, do I hate it when my mustache freezes. Hard to talk, feels like my face is going to crack. Anyway, here’s what I got.” He emphasized the personal pronoun. “I get a call not too long ago about a body in the middle of the road. Guy who called nine-one-one from a cell phone. Anyway, I get the call, I figure it’s a crank. Maybe CU kids, maybe some imports from Denver, I don’t know, I don’t care, I mean, this isn’t the type of neighborhood where we get too many unexplained bodies in the middle of the road, or anywhere else for that matter. Somebody just wants to fuck with us, you know, excuse my French, get some laughs, yuk it up making some cops climb up a mountain in a blizzard? You know how it is.”
As his speech progressed he seemed to become more and more aware that he was sitting with a most attractive woman and he became more animated.
“So Loutis and I slalom up here and sure enough there’s a big pile of snow in the middle of the road. Could be a body, I think, but most likely is just a drift. Maybe a dead deer. We get those sometimes up here. So I tell Loutis to get out and take a look and, yep, I’ll be damned if it ain’t a body, the guy looking like he’s been run over. I mean, he has tire tracks still crusting in the snow on his legs. We cover the guy best we can and we call for an ambulance. Two minutes after the paramedics get here, they tell me the guy’s been shot. Screws my night. So that’s what I have. That’s all I have. So what can you do for me that can help me feel better about my shift?”
Lauren briefly weighed whether Officer Riske’s juvenile behavior provided her with any leverage. She decided it wasn’t enough to make a difference in what she had to do.
She said, “I think, Officer, that you should reach into the pocket of my coat. Please reach in slowly. My hands will stay where you can see them. In my pocket, the one closest to you, you will find a handgun, a nine-millimeter Glock, with one round missing. The safety is on. I fired that gun tonight.”
Riske looked down at her pocket, his eyes bulging. He didn’t reach toward the gun. He didn’t move a muscle. Finally, he said, “What did you say your name was? Do you have some ID with you?”
Her purse was in her car. Her car was in Emma’s driveway. She wasn’t about to tell him that.
“Not with me, no. My name is Lauren Crowder. I’m a deputy DA with Boulder County. I’m sure you’ve seen me around the Justice Center.”
“You do look familiar. And you say you have a weapon in your pocket?”
“Yes, that’s correct.”
“Did you shoot this guy we found in the street?”
She wasn’t sure how to answer that question. She said, “Not that I know of.”
“But you fired your weapon?”
“Yes.”
Riske stared at her for a moment before he said, “Please lean forward and place both your hands on the dashboard. I’m going to remove the weapon from your pocket now.”
She did as she was instructed.
He tried to reach into her coat pocket but his thick gloves wouldn’t fit into the narrow slit in the fabric. Using his teeth, he tugged the glove from his right hand and finally wrestled the gun from the pocket of Lauren’s coat. When he removed his hand, he held the Glock G26 by the grip, using only his index finger and thumb.
“I am going to need to ask you to move to the backseat of the patrol car, ma’am. While we sort this out. I’m sure you understand.”
“Yes,” she said.
But she didn’t want to move. In her mind, the backseat of a police car was just a waiting room for a jail cell. A one-way street she didn’t want to be on.
Her loss of control would start the second she moved to the backseat.
“I am going to hook you up before I move you. Just a precaution. You understand why I need to do that?”
She wanted to argue that handcuffs weren’t necessary. I’m a deputy DA, you know you don’t need to do that. But she knew there was no point in protesting. She held out her hands. He cuffed her wrists loosely in front of her, then reached across her chest and opened the passenger door. In a moment he joined her outside the car and opened the back door on the passenger side. As she stooped to get in the car, she felt his hand guiding her head into the backseat.
She started to cry. That hand-on-the-head thing did it.
Now this mess was real.
She had an urgent need to call her husband, Alan, and tell him she would be late.
 
For five minutes or so she sat alone in the close, warm car, fighting the return of tears, saying quietly, “I’m not going to cry, I’m not going to cry.” Snow wrapped the windows and collapsed the sense of space. The backseat was made of hard plastic and there were no handles for opening either the windows or doors. The blaring heater that had felt so good a few moments ago now felt oppressive. Awkwardly, she removed her gloves and laid them in her lap. She unbuttoned her heavy coat and pulled off her dripping earmuffs. She began to feel the ache of sensation creep into her toes.
Officer Riske returned and slid into the front seat. His voice had hardened and he didn’t look her in the eyes. “I’ve been instructed to ask you for your gloves, ma’am. Were you wearing these gloves when you fired the gun?”
“Yes, I was.” Immediately she doubted herself, wasn’t sure she should have answered the question.
“May I have them, please?”
He reached his hand through a narrow opening in the metal mesh that separated the front and back seats of the car. Seeing the movement, she lifted the gloves from her lap, felt for the slit, and passed them through.
“Your earmuffs, too, please.”
She had to scrunch them to fit them through the opening.
“Where were you standing when you fired your gun?”
She tried to look outside. All she saw was white. “I’m not sure. The storm, it’s so confusing.”
“You’re not sure? Indoors or out?”
“Out.”
“Around here, though? This neighborhood?”
“Yes.”
“This block?”
“I think so, yes.”
“On the street or in someone’s yard?”
“I’m not sure.”
“You don’t recall where?”
“Not exactly, no. There was a light.”
“A light? What about a light? You fired at a light?”
She didn’t answer.
“How about approximately?”
“So much snow, it was so hard to see. You know, you’ve been out there.”
“About what time was it when you fired your gun?”
“I’m not sure of that, either, exactly.”
“Can you make a guess?”
“The last hour or so. But that’s an estimate.” She was sure one of Emma’s neighbors would have heard the blast and would be able to time the shot. No point in trying to hide that fact.
No point in drawing them a map, either.
She caught herself.
God, I’m thinking like a felon.
“A guess then? Why did you fire your weapon, Ms. Crowder?”
“It’s complicated.”
“What does that mean?”
“Am I under arrest, Officer?”
“Should you be?”
“Am I?”
“At this time, my instructions are to hold you as a material witness in the investigation of a first-degree assault and, maybe—I don’t know—an attempted murder. By now, who the hell knows, given the way that guy looked when we loaded him into the ambulance, a possible homicide.”
The passenger side door opened. Detective Scott Malloy pulled himself onto the front seat. The act was not graceful. He was covered with snow and he moved his limbs as though they lacked the requisite number of joints.
“Hello, Lauren. Hello, Lane. May I have a minute or two here please, Officer Riske? See if we can clear this up.” His demeanor was pleasant, his voice matter-of-fact.
Lauren managed to say, “Hello, Scott.” She didn’t add, “nice to see you.”
Riske hesitated, pointed to the paper bags on the floor of the front seat, and said, “Her things, like you asked. The weapon, too.” He opened the door and left the patrol car.
Lauren and Malloy had done a number of cases together over the last three years, since Scott Malloy made detective. They weren’t buddies, weren’t adversaries. She had always thought Malloy played fair, did his homework, and she couldn’t recall his work ever being sloppy or backhanded enough to leave the DA’s office looking like fools.
As for Malloy, he had always considered her to be a prosecutor with her toe slightly over the line onto the cops’ side. She wasn’t blatantly pro-cop like some DAs, but she was all right. He knew there were a few cops, even one or two detectives, who didn’t trust her, considered her a Brownie.
Malloy wasn’t dressed for the weather. His shoes were rubber-soled dress shoes, the ones he always wore on the job. And the unlined nylon shell he wore over his sport jacket was more appropriate for an Indian summer rain than for early winter snow.
“This cold, let me tell you. Stiffens me up. When you have kids, don’t let them play football. I hate being stuffed in patrol cars.”
Lauren didn’t respond.
Scott Malloy, his voice different, all business, said, “So this is weird, isn’t it, being here with you hooked up like that? What’s going on? What’s this about you firing a gun up here tonight? Is that true?”
She had already thought about what she was going to say. “I didn’t fire at anybody, Scott.”
He winced and a tiny moan escaped his lips. She wondered if it was an old football injury flaring up or indignation at what she had said.
He said, “A: Someone was shot in the middle of this street. B: Officer Riske says you admitted firing a handgun. Let’s face it, it would be quite a coincidence if the two events are unrelated. This isn’t D.C. or L.A. Maybe, you’re saying, the shooting, it was like an accident?”
“Maybe. If, indeed, I shot anyone.”
Scott Malloy was puzzled. He hadn’t expected her to talk like a lawyer.
“What were you doing up here in a blizzard? You visiting someone? You don’t live in this neighborhood, do you? I thought you and your husband lived on the east side.”
No harm in confirming her place of residence. “That’s right, we live in Spanish Hills.”
“But you were up here with a weapon?”
She allowed the question to hang in the air.
“The Glock you gave to Riske, is it yours?”
“Yes.”
“And I assume you have a carry permit for it?”
“Yes. Sheriff has the records.”
“Has someone been threatening you?”
“Not recently, no. A while back, I received a threat from the family of a guy I was prosecuting. That’s when I got the permit.”
Malloy was perplexed at how the conversation was developing. Lauren was being cautious, holding back on him. As soon as he had heard the news that Deputy DA Lauren Crowder was involved in an apparent shooting, Malloy had expected that she would provide some acceptable explanation for the events of the evening. It might be something that would make her and the DA’s office look foolish, but at least it would let him button this up and get home to his bed and his family before breakfast.
Instead, she was giving him nada. That worried him. Here he had a possible capital and a lady deputy DA was acting guilty. That, he hadn’t expected.
“You going to tell me what happened? Why you fired your gun.”
No response.
“You were in danger here, is that the way it came down? This guy attack you? Attempted rape? Carjacking? Robbery? What? Give me something here, Lauren, so I can unhook you and get you home to your husband.”
Lauren recognized that Malloy was offering her a buffet of potential defenses from which to choose. The gesture felt generous, she would remember him for it. But he was also a cop who was trying to get her to talk. She reminded herself to remember that, too.
“Not exactly, no. I wasn’t attacked. I was frightened, but—”
“Frightened? What does that mean? Did you feel, maybe, you were defending yourself?” Malloy couldn’t believe his own words. He was handing her a ticket home.
She didn’t bite. “I’m not sure, exactly. Things happened so fast. It was snowing terribly. And now I’m really very tired.” She looked down at her lap and weighed her next words. “Can I go home, Scott?”
This was not a naive plea. She was asking him if he, as a peace officer, was restricting her freedom. If he was going to prohibit her from leaving the patrol car, then technically she was already in custody.
He cracked the knuckles on his left hand. Sequentially, starting with the pinkie. “Not with what you’ve told me so far. You know I can’t do that. DA’s office would kill me.” The last sentence was a feeble attempt at levity.
She didn’t appreciate the joke. “Then I take it that I’m under arrest?”
Scott Malloy thought carefully through the ramifications of what he was about to do. He said, “You’re not helping me, Lauren. I’d love some assistance here.”
She said, “I’m sorry.”
He swallowed, fiddled with the volume on the squad radio, just to do something. “I’m in a hole right now. Can you give me a boost up, help me out at all? I don’t like what I’m hearing so far.”
“I’m really sorry, Scott.”
He shifted his weight in the car, exhaled, and checked to see if he could see his breath turn into vapor.
“You’re sure about all this? What you’re doing? You’ve thought this through?”
“I think it’s best, yes.”
He stared at the crystal forms of the flakes caking on the windshield. “Okay, Lauren. If that’s the way you want it, then I guess you’re under arrest.”
“If I’m under arrest, Scott,” Lauren said, trying to keep her voice from cracking, “then I think I would like to talk with an attorney before I answer any more questions.”
He’d been avoiding looking at her. Now he turned to face her, betrayal in his eyes. “What? An attorney? You’re sure about that? Absolutely sure?”
She knew what he was saying.
He clarified, just in case she was missing his point. “That changes things, you know? Lawyers change things. Balls start rolling, they get hard to stop. You know what happens when the lawyers show up. I don’t need to tell you, of all people, how this works. Let’s work this out—here, now—come on. You and me. We don’t need lawyers.”
“I know what I’m doing, Scott. I know that my request will change things.”
“Then you’ll reconsider? Talk to me.” Scott wasn’t bullying as much as he was pleading.
She could tell. She knew the difference. She also knew the rules.
“Scott,” she said, exhaling, “I’m drawing my bright line now. This is my Edward’s.” The Edward’s doctrine was the result of a U.S. Supreme Court decision that prohibited further questioning of a detainee after an unambiguous request for legal counsel.
Malloy couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Only a damn lawyer could demand her rights that clearly.
He reached into his pocket for the card. He trusted his memory and didn’t need to read the words. But he wanted to get it perfect this time.
“You have the right to remain silent, and anything you say can and will be used against you…”
 
The police were cordial to her at first.
But everything changed when each cop in turn discovered that Lauren had asked to speak with a lawyer. Malloy had warned her it would. She knew it would.
Her friends in the department could no longer be overtly friendly.
Her enemies could now be openly gleeful.
You ask for a lawyer, you are guilty. Rule of thumb in the detective bureau. “There are exceptions,” Sam Purdy had told her once. “They only prove the rule.”
She hadn’t bothered to disagree with him. She was a prosecutor back then, not an arrestee. Not an offender.
The blizzard outside felt warmer to her than the chill she experienced when they arrived at the police department.
 
After asking three different times, Lauren was finally given permission to phone her husband, Alan Gregory. She placed the call from a gray flannel cubicle in the detective bureau. She had already surrendered her watch and wondered what time it was.
Alan knew the time. When the phone rang, the clock on the microwave in their kitchen in Spanish Hills, east of Boulder, read 8:54.
He, too, had been late getting home. Expecting Lauren to follow him at any moment, he had showered, fed the dog, and started dinner. When Lauren didn’t arrive, he grew more anxious. He stared down the lane searching for her car and tried, unsuccessfully, to raise her on her pager and her cell phone, dialing each number twice.
Out loud, he asked the dog if she knew why Lauren was so late. Emily, a big Bouvier des Flandres, looked at him curiously, wondering if he was offering a walk. He tried to lay the blame for his wife’s tardiness on the blizzard. But given the events of the last couple of days, the storm was not a comforting culprit and he was worried.
A big pot of water for pasta had been simmering for thirty minutes already, and needed to be refreshed.
 
“Hello, it’s me,” she said breathlessly.
The somber tone of Lauren’s greeting alerted Alan that something was wrong. “Hi,” he replied, attempting to mask his nerves. “You’re real late, what’s up? You having some problems with the snow?”
“Alan—oh God—I’m in trouble. Maybe serious trouble. But it’s not the snow. I need you to come to town, okay?”
He placed his wineglass too close to the edge of the kitchen counter, then reached back to move it farther away. “Are you all right? What happened?”
“No, no, I’m not…all right, that is. But I haven’t been hurt…. You need to pay attention, okay? Stay with me here. They won’t give me much time to talk with you.”
“Of course. Who won’t give you much time? What the hell’s going—”
“Before you leave to come down here, you have to track down Casey Sparrow for me. I think you’ll find her phone number in—”
Any remaining calm Alan possessed disappeared. “I know her phone number. Jesus, why do you need to talk with Casey?” Alan was a clinical psychologist and Casey Sparrow had served as guardian ad litem for one of his young patients.
“I may have some legal problems. It’s real important that you find her and talk with her.”
“What kind of legal problems? Is this about work? Why do you need Casey?”
But he was already thinking he knew what it was about. Why does anybody need a criminal defense attorney?
“I’m at the police department, I’m being held for questioning…in a shooting. You’re my first phone call since they took me into custody and it’s beginning to look like I’m going to need some help getting out of this. I want Casey. The cops are being pretty hard-ass with me, playing it strictly by the book. The whole situation is a little complicated right now, to say the least.”
A shooting? Struggling to stem a tornado of panic, Alan didn’t know what to say. The chaotic events of the last few days spun in rewind and replayed in his mind. This whole mess had started with a shooting and now, it seemed, it was going to end with one.
The moment of silence lingered into seconds, the poignancy ripe, Alan’s mind consumed by static.
“Have you been arrested?”
“Technically, yes.”
It struck him that his usually precise wife was being vague.
He reminded himself to listen, to use his professional skills. Calm, Alan, calm. Hear her out. She’ll tell you what you need to know.
“What happened, Lauren?”
“This isn’t the best time for me to tell you that. Maybe we’ll be able to talk later.”
“You think someone is listening to you right now?”
“It’s possible, yes.”
“I can’t believe this.”
She said, “The police are saying that I shot a man. So things are an absolute disaster for me, legally.”
Alan guessed the fact about the shooting was not in dispute with whomever she feared might be listening.
“They think you shot somebody?”
“Yes.”
“Did you?”
Silence.
“You don’t even have a gun, Lauren.”
More silence.
“Do you?”
“Later, sweets.”
He thought about lightning striking twice. “You can’t tell me what’s going on, can you?”
“No.”
“Is the man dead?”
“Not yet. But apparently he’s critical. They say it doesn’t look good for him. I don’t know whether or not to believe them.”
Alan swallowed. This was his DA wife wondering if she could trust the police? Jesus.
“Did this guy attack you? What was he doing to you?”
What a night this was turning out to be. What the hell were you doing with a gun?
“No. It’s not like that. He never got that close to me. It’s not like that at all. He was almost half a block away from me when he fell.”
To Alan, it sounded as though Lauren were admitting the basic facts. “Where did you get the gun? Why did you shoot it? What on earth is this all about?”
She exhaled audibly before she said, “You know,” her voice barely a whisper.
Yes, he did.
“Your friend?”
“Yes.”
Emma. Damn.
The level of complication jumped by the tenth power. He had been praying that this Emma mess might just go away.
“Jesus. Is she hurt?”
“I don’t know. I don’t think so. I haven’t seen her since this morning. You know that she missed that motions hearing this afternoon? So I don’t really know how she is. I was hoping you knew something. That would help me know what to do.”
He did. But her caution was contagious and he didn’t want to talk about Emma on the phone.
He asked, “Is Sam there? At the police department?”
“I haven’t seen him. But they’re mostly keeping me in an interview room by myself. Everybody’s come down here to be part of this. To the police department, I mean. The chief is here, the commander, the legal counsel, half the detective bureau. I’m not sure they really know what to do with me, given that I’m a DA and everything. Most of these people like me, Alan. They seem truly upset that I’ve asked to speak to an attorney. They want me to tell them something to make this go away.”
“But you can’t?”
“You know better than anyone what’s at stake. Her vulnerability right now…”
“Does Roy know that you’ve been arrested?” Royal Peterson was the elected DA, Lauren’s boss.
“Maybe, probably. I haven’t spoken with him yet, but I’m sure someone has tried to find him and let him know what happened.”
“If the case isn’t Sam’s, whose is it?”
“Scott Malloy picked it up. But I’m guessing that one of the detective sergeants will run the show on something like this. God, I hope I get lucky on that.” Malloy was someone Alan had met but didn’t know well. The detective who was not there, Sam Purdy, was a good friend.
Alan thought, it’s a little late for lucky. “What do you mean, ‘get lucky’?”
“It’s a chain-of-command thing. There are two detective sergeants in the general investigation division. One of them is the man I had that trouble with on the ride-along, back when I was a baby DA. Remember? I’m just praying that he’s not the sergeant who supervises this.”
Alan did recall the story about the fateful ride-along. Lauren had caused the man a passel of trouble by supporting a brutality complaint a citizen had lodged against him.
“Is Malloy cutting you any slack?”
“None. He’s been…businesslike. Respectful. Everyone’s polite and apologetic but they seem to want to make sure that they’re not doing anything that will let them be accused of giving me special treatment.” Her voice softened, finally, reassuring Alan that she really understood the gravity of what she was facing.
“I’m so sorry, sweets. Who caught this in your office? Has anybody been by?”
“Elliot.” Elliot Bellhaven was one of Lauren’s favorite colleagues in the district attorney’s office.
“That’s good, right?” He tried to make his voice sound encouraging, but it felt trivial and silly.
“He stopped in and said hello. He was nice, but it won’t make any difference. This will go upstairs immediately and then to a special prosecutor as soon as Roy can arrange to get one appointed. The commander of the detective bureau came by already, too, and he said he would permit me another call after this one. I’ll use it to call Roy.”
Alan exhaled through pursed lips. “You’re sure this isn’t just going to go away?” Alan wanted to hear that it was all a big mistake.
“No, not tonight it isn’t.”
“God.”
“Honey?”
“Yes.”
“I need my medicine. And my syringes, too. You know where everything is? Don’t forget the alcohol wipes.”
“Of course. I’ll call Casey first and then I’ll be right down. I love you, Lauren.”
“Yes,” she said. “Alan, there’s something else—”
“What?”
“My eyes,” she whispered.
“What?”
She stayed silent. This was a secret, too, from whomever might be listening.
Oh shit. She’d woken that morning with some intermittent pain when she moved her right eye. “More pain?”
“Worse than that.”
Only one thing worse.
“You’re losing your vision again?”
“Yes.” Her voice was firm but he heard a crack in it.
“One eye or both?”
“Much worse in one than the other. But both now.”
“Blurry?”
“In one. A big hole in the center of the other.”
“You’ll need steroids, honey. Right away. You know Arbuthnot is going to want to get started immediately, while the inflammation is fresh.” Alan knew how aggressive her neurologist was about visual exacerbations. He also knew how much his wife despised IV steroids.
“Right now what I need is Casey Sparrow. The IV can wait. Please hurry. And bring the checkbook from my brokerage account. Casey may want a retainer for this.”
“Casey will wait for her money.”
“Bring it.”
“Where is it?”
“Top right-hand drawer of my desk. It’s the one with the gray cover.”
The line went dead.
He said, “I love you.”
 
Casey Sparrow lived thirty minutes away in the mountains, near Rollinsville. When Alan phoned, she had been home from her treacherous commute for only a few minutes, and her shoulders were still tense from the drive. She was halfway through her first scotch of the evening and the stereo was blaring.
“Casey, hi, it’s Alan Gregory.”
“Hello, Alan.” She was surprised to hear from him.
“I’m sorry to bother you on a Friday night but this is…an emergency. Lauren is apparently in some serious trouble and needs your help. Your legal help. Right away, tonight.” As he was punching Casey’s phone number, he had wondered how he would actually say it, how he would convey the fact that Lauren was in jail for shooting someone. The circumstances felt monumental, the words he had rehearsed ended up feeling pedestrian.
With her free hand, Casey flicked down the volume on the stereo. She was addicted to old Broadway show tunes and didn’t like people to know it.
“You have got my attention, Alan. I’m waiting. Please go on.”
She listened to his sketchy description of the situation. When Alan said, “Lauren’s been arrested, or at least she’s in custody. Somehow—I don’t know what happened, I wish I could tell you more—somehow, she says the police think she shot somebody,” Casey reacted by kicking off the sheepskin-lined clogs she wore around the house and hurried down the hall to her bedroom to change clothes. Her dog followed behind her, intrigued at the bustle of activity.
“Is she at the police department or the jail?”
“The police department, on Thirty-third.”
“Okay, listen, I’m coming right down to Boulder. I don’t know what it’s like down there but it’s snowing like crazy up here. The roads were awful on my way up here, and they’ll be worse now. I’ll be down as soon as I can, but you’ll get there first. If they let you see her—which they won’t—tell her not to say anything. I mean it, anything.”
“Okay.”
“Alan, I’m dead serious. She needs to wait for me. Your wife can be stubborn as hell and she may think she can turn this around without help. Are you listening to me? You must convince her to wait. She may want to think that because she’s a deputy DA that the cops are her friends. The truth is that the cops stopped being her friends the moment that gun went off.” Casey paused. “No, screw that, I’m going to type an order and fax it to them right now informing them I’ve been retained and instructing them to stay out of her face.”
“You can do that?”
“I can do it. It’s not binding but it’s a reasonable shot across their bow.”
“I’ll do my best at this end…but, Casey, there’s something else I think you should know before you actually see her.”
Casey shed her jeans and sweatshirt and began to slide one leg, then the other into a pair of wool trousers. She squeezed the cordless phone between her cheek and her shoulder, hopped a little bit as she tugged the pants over her hips, and buttoned them closed. With her left hand she started to pull a brush through her long red hair.
“Yes, what’s that?”
“Lauren is sick, Casey.”
“What kind of sick?” Casey thought—like, the flu, so what?—that’s the least of her problems, and tossed the hairbrush onto the counter, the whole time trying to figure out how she could pull a sweater over her head without interrupting the conversation.
“She needs medicine. If it’s what I’m afraid it is, she may need to go to the hospital, tonight even, right away, to get the drugs she needs.”
“Hold on a second, I’m sorry, but I’m freezing here.” Casey exhaled, placed the phone on her dresser, and pulled a wine-colored turtleneck over her gooseflesh.
She grabbed the phone again. “What do you mean, she may have to go to the hospital tonight? What kind of sick are we talking about?”
Alan knew that Lauren may not have been planning to tell Casey about her illness. He also assumed that she might be angry at him for revealing it. He decided to deal with that later.
“You probably don’t know this, Casey, but Lauren has multiple sclerosis. She just told me on the phone that she’s losing her vision. If it’s true, then it’s serious, it indicates an exacerbation—a flare-up of her disease. She has some regular medicine she takes by injection—I’ll be taking it with me when I go now—but she’s probably going to need IV medicine right away, too, high-dose steroids. For the acute vision problem—it’s called optic neuritis.”
The details swelled and Casey was stunned.
“Lauren has MS?”
“Yes.”
“And she’s losing her vision? Are we talking ‘losing-her-vision,’ glasses—or ‘losing-her-vision,’ blind? How long has this been going on?”
“The vision problem is acute—today. The loss could be partial, or it could be complete. It could be one eye, it could be both. The pain started this morning. She just now told me about the vision loss. She was vague on the phone but I got the feeling that it’s still progressing. I think she was afraid someone might be listening.”
Good, thought Casey, at least she’s being cautious about something. “But the MS, when did she—?”
“—A long time ago, Casey. She’s had MS for a long, long time.”
“Alan, while she’s in custody they’re not going to let her take any medicine without clearance from the doc who’s on call to the police department or the jail. That takes time in the best of circumstances. This is a weekend, and a blizzard, not the best of circumstances. And she’s going to have to tell the cops what it’s for. That’s true even for routine meds, let alone for something like you’re describing.”
“I’m not sure she’s prepared to do that. To tell them she has MS.”
“Revealing she has MS is the least of her problems right now, I’m afraid.”
“She’ll try to finesse this, Casey, you watch. It’s a privacy thing for her. You said yourself that she’s stubborn, and you’re right.”
Casey paused at the mirror and pondered what she had just learned. Lauren looks as healthy as I do. She’d known Lauren a long time. How could she not have known that Lauren suffered from a chronic illness? Am I really that thick?
She lost a moment trying to decide whether to apply some makeup and whether to brush her teeth.
No. Maybe do makeup in the car. Chew some gum.
“Alan?”
“Yes.”
“If Lauren is going blind, how did she manage to shoot somebody?”
“I’ve been wondering the same thing. She’s never told me she owns a gun, Casey. So I still don’t even know how she got one, let alone why she fired it. The question of how she managed to actually hit her target is way down my list of concerns right now.”
“I’ll be out the door in two minutes. I’ll see you at the police department. And Alan?”
“Yes.”
“I need phone numbers, too, whatever you have. Beepers, cell phones, everything and anything I might need to reach anybody, whenever.”
Alan dictated a long list of phone numbers, then said, “I’m on my way, be careful.”
 
Casey Sparrow put her retriever, Toby, outside for a prowl, fearing a long night ahead. While the dog roamed, Casey sat at her laptop, typed a memo to the detectives at the Boulder Police Department, got the correct number from the police dispatcher, and faxed it to the detective division.
She pulled on a heavy coat, a hat, and gloves and went outside and called for Toby. The dog responded eagerly and pranced around the truck while Casey scraped snow off the windshield. Halfway through the task, she realized that she had already made her first serious mistake. When Alan arrived at the police department, he was not going to be allowed to see Lauren; instead, he would immediately be pulled inside a room and be interviewed as a possible witness.
After luring Toby back inside the house, Casey jumped into the cab of the truck, started it to get the defroster working, grabbed her cell phone, and called Alan at home to warn him off.
No answer. Damn. She checked her list of phone numbers and realized the list didn’t include one for his car. She found the number he had provided for his beeper and punched that in. At the voice prompt, she entered the number of her car phone.
“Shit,” Casey said aloud, “that is going to be my last damn screwup on this case. The absolute last.”
She double-checked her briefcase to be sure she had everything she needed with her and turned left out of her driveway onto the Peak to Peak Highway, choosing Boulder Canyon instead of Coal Creek Canyon to get to town. It was always a toss-up which one would have been better scraped by the snow plows. But she chose Boulder Canyon because it had much more consistent cell reception than Coal Creek.
Casey Sparrow had a few more calls to make.
 
Driving toward town, Alan Gregory realized he didn’t know what was in his wife’s purse.
He’d never looked. He wondered if that was odd, if other husbands knew.
If pressed, he would have guessed lipstick, tissues, wallet, keys. Her pager. A small container to carry medication. Maybe her appointment calendar, some candy or gum—something to freshen her breath.
But he never would have guessed a gun.
Alan was stumped. He didn’t know where she had gotten the gun. He felt chagrined admitting that to himself. But it was true.
For a couple of blocks, it left him wondering about other omissions.
But the gun was his focus. The gun was what got her arrested.
That, and the fact that the police thought she was somehow able to shoot a man with it from half a block away. In the dark.
Aloud, he said, “Lauren, what the hell were you doing at Emma’s house with a gun?”
 
Alan had been to the police department many times to see Sam Purdy over the years. A few of those times had been after hours.
He knew the routine.
He parked his car on the street, avoiding the visitor’s lot, and plodded through unplowed snow to the south side of the building, where the cops park their personal vehicles. He checked the rows for Sam’s car, found it, then high-stepped back through the ankle-deep snow to the public entrance. The outer door of the vestibule was unlocked. Once inside, Alan lifted the telephone that was mounted on the wall. Someone answered after three rings.
“Yes, may I help you.”
“Detective Purdy, please.”
“And you are?”
“Dr. Alan Gregory.”
“Is he expecting you?”
“Yes,” Alan lied.
“You’ll have to hold on a minute, it looks like he’s on his line.”
From his vantage in the glassed-in vestibule no activity was apparent in the adjacent lobby. The entrance to the detective bureau was in the far south corner of the waiting area. On the other side of that door, Alan guessed, things were hopping. Shootings were not routine in Boulder and the law enforcement authorities mobilized for them with zeal. Few major crimes went unsolved and clearance on murders was exceptional. It was a point of pride with the department.
Lauren had told Alan that the chief, at least one of the detective sergeants, the department legal counsel, and the DA on call had already arrived at the building. From prior experience observing a murder investigation up close as a psychological consultant to the department, Alan figured that an additional half-dozen detectives would have been called in from their homes, too. Throw in some crime scene investigators, some extra clerical support, and a weekend property person, and the detective bureau would be bustling like a retail business during an after-Christmas sale.
And all that would be for a routine attempted murder investigation. This one wasn’t routine, though. This one involved a deputy DA, and…who?
Alan got lost, once again, wondering who the hell his wife was accused of shooting.
Behind him, the door that led outside from the vestibule opened. Before Alan had a chance to see who it was, he heard, “Hang up. Quick. Come on.” The voice was friendly and enthusiastic, as though the speaker were inviting Alan out for a beer with the boys.
When Alan turned, he found himself staring into the Adam’s apple of Cozier Maitlin. Alan knew Maitlin socially, had met him while accompanying Lauren to lawyer parties. And he knew Cozier Maitlin by reputation. Maitlin was the only six-foot eight-inch criminal defense attorney in the Boulder bar.
“You’re Alan Gregory, right?”
“Yes.”
“Hang up the phone please, Dr. Gregory. Please accept my advice that it is absolutely not in your wife’s interests for you to be paying voluntary visits to the detectives.”
“But…I want to see her.”
“Of course you do. The reality is that the police won’t allow that to happen for a while. Trust me. Hang up, come with me, and we’ll discuss what will be happening in the next few hours. Okay? Going in that door is a mistake. Allow me five minutes, please, to convince you. For her sake.”
Alan followed Cozier Maitlin outside. A big BMW with the engine running was parked in the absolutely-don’t-even-think-about-parking-here zone in front of the police department. Cozy slid awkwardly into the backseat. Alan followed.
“Let’s boogie,” Cozy said to the driver, a woman. The car glided off smoothly through the thick cushion of snow on Thirty-third Street, heading toward Arapahoe.
The music from the CD player was loud, the heat was on high, and the defroster was blaring away like a wind machine.
“Alan Gregory, that’s Erin Rand up front. It’s ‘Doctor’ Gregory, isn’t it?”
“Yes.”
“Dr. Alan Gregory, Erin Rand.”
Erin waved a greeting from the front seat. Above the din, she said, “I’m real sorry about your wife.” Then sardonically, almost under her breath, she admonished Maitlin, “Real good introduction, Cozy.”
The CD that was blaring was reggae. Erin adjusted the volume down, clicked the fan blower to a lower setting, and cranked the car west at the light. Alan sensed a slight fishtail.
Cozy Maitlin held out his right hand and said, “I’m Cozier Maitlin, I think we’ve met before at some insipid legal affair or another. I do apologize for having to kidnap you back there, but Casey and I agreed that you shouldn’t be talking with the authorities quite yet.”
“You’ve spoken to Casey?”
“I’m sorry, we’re both in the dark here, aren’t we? Neither of us really knows what’s going on.” He raised his eyebrows. “For all I know, you’re assuming that maybe Erin and I were out chasing ambulances and happened to stumble upon your wife’s difficulties.”
Alan didn’t know how to respond.
“Well, what actually happened is that Casey called and thumb-nailed me about your call to her and asked me to assist with Lauren’s defense. She’s helped me out a couple of times when I’ve had cases in JeffCo. She knows the local jurisdiction there. I know it here. So I’m helping out. Anyway, I like your wife, I’m delighted to be of assistance. Lauren has a sense of fairness I’ve come to admire over the years. It never feels like it’s just about winning and losing with her. And if Casey and I succeed in getting her out of this tussle without too much scar tissue—” his voice rose “—God, will she ever owe me big time.”
Erin spoke from the front seat. “Since Cozy probably isn’t planning to include me in this conversation any longer, for your information, I’m not his chauffeur. I’m a private investigator. And, Cozy, I would seriously like to get started doing my job. Do either of you know where the shooting was? I want to drive up there and check things out, see what’s going on at the scene. Take some photos, talk to some strangers.”
Alan could guess that the shooting had taken place at, or near, Emma Spire’s place. But it would only be a guess. And, given Lauren’s discretion during their only phone call since her arrest, he wasn’t sure how Lauren wanted to handle the whole Emma Spire situation.
Alan said, “No, Erin, I’m sorry, I don’t know where it happened. I know almost nothing.”
“Cozy, I know it’s going to absolutely destroy your ability to concentrate, but I’m going to need to turn junior Marley off so I can hear the scanner.”
“If you must.” Alan heard the Jamaican rhythms diminish, only to be replaced by the crackle of Erin’s portable police scanner.
Cozy faced Alan as much as a person his size could in the backseat of a big German sedan. “I think better with reggae on. Odd, isn’t it? I think so, anyway. My, you’re a shrink, aren’t you, I’d better be careful about what I say. Oh well. Let’s talk about Lauren, if you don’t mind. She’s in quite a jam.”
Alan’s head was spinning. “Mr. Maitlin, Cozy—may I call you Cozy?”
“Sure. Unfortunately, virtually everyone but my mother does.”
“Please don’t be offended, but I don’t really know you. And I don’t want to screw anything up for my wife.” Alan nodded at the car phone. “Do you mind calling Casey for me?”
“No, I don’t mind. Quite prudent, actually. I pray the trait runs in your family.”
Alan watched as Erin touched a speed dial button on the car phone. She passed the phone over the back of the seat, said, “Oh shit,” and yanked the steering wheel so that the car glided back into the ruts that indicated where her lane was supposed to be.
“Have you ever considered buying snow tires for this boat, Cozy?”
“I have snow tires. But snow tires are for winter. This is still autumn.”
“Snow tires aren’t wardrobe, Cozy. They’re for snow. Look outside, this is snow.”
Maitlin ignored her.
Alan held the receiver to his ear. “Yeah,” was how Casey Sparrow answered her car phone.
“Casey, it’s Alan. I’m with Cozy Maitlin. Is that okay with you?”
“Good. Yes, absolutely. Do what he tells you. I’m parked behind a fishtailed cable TV truck just up the canyon from the Red Lion. Did Cozy catch up with you before the cops did? Please say yes.”
“Barely, but yes.”
“Thank God. I asked him to hurry, but with Cozy, you never can tell. I don’t know what you know and I don’t want you to tell me over the air what you know, but I didn’t want you inadvertently helping the detectives. Cozy will be assisting me on this. One pair of hands won’t be enough, especially during these first few days. I’ll be down to Boulder as soon as I can get past this stupid truck.”
“So it’s okay to talk with him?”
“Oh good. A tow truck has arrived, praise the Lord. Yes, absolutely, you can trust Maitlin. He may make you want to pull your hair out, he’ll definitely make you want to pull his hair out, but, yes, you can trust him.”
Alan, the psychologist, thought he detected an adrenaline surge in Casey’s demeanor. He wondered if it was because of the case. Lauren had once told him that there was nothing as appetizing for a DA as prosecuting a high-profile capital crime. The same would probably be true for a defense lawyer.
“You want to talk to him, Casey?”
“No need, I’ve already yanked on my own hair plenty tonight. Hope to see you soon. Bye.”
“Well?” asked Cozy.
“She said I could trust you.”
“She implied I was difficult, too, didn’t she?”
“Yes, she implied that.”
“She’s right. I am. I like to think it’s one reason why I’m so successful at this.” He paused. “That’s how I rationalize my behavior, anyway.”
From the front seat, Erin laughed loudly.
 
Erin Rand removed her gloves and wrapped both her bare hands around the double latte she had ordered at an espresso bar on the Hill before she had driven the BMW up Baseline to the site of the shooting. She rotated her wrist to look at her watch. Ten-fifteen.
“Shooting was when, Cozy?”
Cozy answered her. “Casey thinks right around seven. Little before, a little after.”
“This snow really screws up the scene. They’re never going to find evidence till this shit melts, and even then half of it is going to get washed away.” Erin had pulled Cozy’s car right next to the crime scene tape at the end of the block. She and Cozy lowered the two driver’s side windows so they could try to see what was going on. Snow as heavy as soggy cornflakes drifted inside the car and quickly melted on the warm leather.
Erin asked, “How long is this storm supposed to hang around?”
Alan said, “Not long, I heard that the upslope should break apart soon. Tonight, maybe tomorrow morning.”
Cozy was gazing outside. He said, “The canopy is a nice touch, though, don’t you think, Erin?”
A portable canopy had been erected on the side of the street in the middle of the block. It was about fifteen feet square and was centered over the spot where the victim had fallen.
Erin said, “Absolutely. I haven’t seen one at a crime scene before and I admire their resourcefulness. But look how much snow is already under it. I bet they just got it up. If it keeps snowing this hard the damn thing will collapse from the weight, anyway.”
Cozy said, “Still, you must admit, a nice touch. Someone up here is using his head. Perhaps a good sign for us, perhaps not. Time will tell.”
Alan listened to the banter. Cozy was dipping a tea bag up and down, up and down into a cardboard container of hot water as though the act itself was an important part of whatever would lead to freeing Lauren from jail.
The trio had just slalomed to the crime scene above town, west of Chautauqua. The whole street was taped off and at least a half-dozen patrol cars remained. Everything and everyone was shrouded in snow. Occasionally, the wind stilled for a second or two and the storm blinked and for that brief moment everything was clearer.
Just as suddenly the whiteout would return.
Erin attached a telephoto lens to a Nikon camera body and took some shots with exposures that, to Alan, sounded way too long.
“How does this work? I’ve never been in a situation remotely like this before. When am I going to be able to see Lauren?”
Cozy responded without turning to face him. “Would you like me to be reassuring and say something that will help you feel hopeful? Or do you want me to tell you the truth?”
“How about the truth?”
He pointed at his car phone. “When Casey called again a few minutes ago, she was finally at the police department. Hopefully, she was on her way in to see Lauren. What the police have told Casey thus far is, that before she got smart, Lauren apparently admitted to firing her gun—”
“A gun. Lauren doesn’t own a gun.”
“Whatever. She fired a weapon. Contemporaneously, the authorities are alleging, a slug entered the victim. They will not be inclined to find this fact coincidental. The bullet entered the victim’s back, I might add. He’s unconscious now, in surgery. So—given Lauren’s acknowledged discharge of a weapon and the subsequent injury by gunshot of a bystander close by, the authorities have plenty of reason to hold Lauren. Wait, she doesn’t own any property up here, does she?”
“No, Cozy, she doesn’t.”
“Figures. Would have been too easy a defense. Bottom line: On a first-degree assault or an attempted murder, or even worse, if this goes capital, a homicide, they will definitely hold her over for two o’clocks unless we can prove unequivocally that she’s not involved. Failing that she will get her first appearance…what’s today, Friday?…She’ll get her first appearance tomorrow. We can bitch and moan and threaten but there really is no way you will be permitted to see her until after the two o’clocks tomorrow. That’s her first appearance. I’m very sorry, but that’s just the way it is.”
“So what are we talking, tomorrow at two?”
“No. Actually, on Saturdays the two o’clock hearings are at four o’clock. You might see her after that.”
“What about bail?”
Cozy grew silent for a moment while he considered the question. “Assuming the case doesn’t go capital, I think she’ll bond out. If the man dies, the odds drop to fifty-fifty. There’s going to be a special prosecutor appointed on this. To buy time, and to cover his or her ass, the special will probably ask for an investigation by the bond commissioner and for an independent psychiatric eval…mostly he’ll just want to allow heads to cool and let the facts become clearer…so I’d say, barring complications—my best guess is that Lauren’ll bond out by next Friday. Before that, not a prayer. Then again, given her reputation, maybe.”
Lauren would spend a week in jail? “That’s unacceptable. What are the chances of getting her out sooner?”
Cozy shrugged his shoulders. “I’m trying to be straight with you. Sooner, someone would have to go out on a limb. I don’t see that happening. Maybe she’ll draw a judge who’s in a benevolent mood. I wouldn’t count on it. If this guy goes out, a week is a reasonable guess.”
Shit. “Do you know who the victim is, Cozy?”
“That’s an excellent question. Casey says the cops won’t identify him—it is a ‘him,’ by the way—and she suspects they are in the unenviable position of not knowing who the hell the guy is.”
“Look,” Erin said, pointing out the window, “they’re checking cars.”
A uniformed cop with a kitchen broom had begun cleaning the snow off a car parked against the curb thirty yards or so behind the canopy. Erin snapped long-exposure shots as fast as the long shutter speeds would allow.
“Can you get the license plate, Erin?”
“Wow, that’s a good idea, Cozy. And here I was wasting my time trying to zero in on the registration in the glove compartment. Do your job, talk to your client. Leave me alone to do mine.”
Cozy smiled in response. Alan’s impression was that Cozy enjoyed her act.
The cop with the broom finished cleaning off the first car, a late-model Saab, and moved down the road, in the direction of Cozy’s BMW. He started sweeping the snow off another car, a sport utility vehicle of some kind.
“Ah, intrigue, Cozy. Out-of-state tags on this next one,” said Erin.
Cozy asked, “Is Lauren’s car here, Alan? Do you see it anywhere?”
Cozy noted that Alan didn’t even look around before he said, “I don’t see it.”
Alan was thinking, but if you go up that driveway at the top of the hill and check the spot behind those three piñons, I think you may find it. That’s Emma Spire’s house.
“Do you know anyone who lives around here? Know any reason why your wife would have been here?”
Alan recalled Lauren’s caution about Emma Spire on the phone, considered the wild card of Emma’s vulnerability, and decided he didn’t want to answer Cozy’s question. He was looking for a way to change the subject when it hit him that he still had drugs to take to the jail for Lauren.
“Cozy, I have some medicine with me that Lauren needs to take each night. I need to get it to Casey so she can give it to Lauren tonight, right away.”
“What kind of medicine?”
“It’s for a chronic thing she has. She’s been taking it for a long time.”
“I’ve heard rumors that she has something serious.”
Jesus. “What have you heard?”
“It’s not much of a secret in the Boulder bar that she has something. People respect her wishes not to talk about it. That’s all.”
As Alan digested the fact that Lauren’s secret wasn’t much of a secret, someone walked up from behind the car and blocked Maitlin’s view of the crime scene. Alan recognized the person from his swagger and his overcoat.
“Hello, Mr. Maitlin.”
Cozy shielded his eyes and lowered the window farther. He looked up. “Oh good evening, Detective Purdy. I see you pulled prime duty tonight. You must have infuriated someone downtown.”
Purdy ignored the dig. “I take it that you’re here on official business, Mr. Maitlin.”
“It appears so, Detective, yes. I do hope that we’re not in the way. You know I prefer to get started when things are fresh. Just like the police.”
“You’re not in the way yet, no.”
“Hi Sam,” Alan called.
Purdy leaned down and looked across the backseat, acting surprised to see his friend. “Hey, Alan, didn’t expect to see you up here. I’m real sorry about the mess with Lauren. I’m still hoping we can straighten this out tonight and get her home safely tucked in bed. Do you know that people have been looking all over for you? I’ve heard we have some good video of you being kidnapped from the vestibule of the police department a little while ago.”
“That would have been me offering him shelter from the storm, Detective.”
“It is a little inclement out here. Mind if I come into the car, so we can talk a little more?”
Cozy thought about it, considered the pros and cons. They might learn something valuable. And then again, Alan was an unknown to Cozy, and might be a loose cannon. “Just a moment, Detective. Your window, Erin, if you don’t mind.”
The windows in the BMW powered up.
Alan said, “He’s a good friend. He’ll help us.”
Cozy brushed hair off his brow. “Don’t be naive. He’s a good cop. He’ll help them.”
“He’s sacrificed a lot to help Lauren out of trouble before. I think he’ll do it again.”
“You talking about the Utah thing?”
“Yeah.”
“Nobody was watching him then. He got to be a cowboy. Cops like to be cowboys. So Utah doesn’t count. All his colleagues are going to be watching him this time—closely. I promise. I think, though, that I’m going to invite him into the car anyway. This is what is about to happen: He wants information from you. I want information from him. This will be a dance of finesse. Be extremely careful what you say to him. Your wife’s welfare depends on it.”
Cozy lowered his window and invited Detective Purdy into the front seat. Sam brushed as much snow off himself as he could before he climbed into the car.
Cozy assumed the role of host. “I think you know everyone. In case you don’t remember her, that’s Erin Rand, one of my investigators. Sorry I can’t offer you any refreshment.”
“Just as well, I’m all coffee’d up, thanks.”
“My mother taught me to be more gracious than this, Detective.”
“Did Lauren call you for help, Mr. Maitlin? I’m surprised you’re not down at the jail.”
“No, I’ve not spoken with Lauren, exactly.”
Sam looked at Alan who was looking at Cozy. “But you’ve been retained?”
“By the family, yes.”
Sam knew that Cozy Maitlin had just told him that Alan had a lawyer. Sam looked back at his friend and wanted to know why the hell Alan needed one.
Alan, too, wanted to know why the hell Cozy thought Alan needed one.
“Is this your case, Detective?”
“No, I was on call and got pulled in to help work the scene. It’s Scott Malloy’s case. He’s downtown, somebody else is at the hospital. You know how it goes when a big one breaks. Slow night till this happened. Accident alert is on. And your everyday creeps don’t like to work in blizzards. So it’s been slow. I didn’t expect to spend my night out here, I can tell you that.”
“Finding anything useful?”
“Lot of snow. A lot when it happened and more all the time. Hate these fall snowstorms. They’re hell on the poor trees. Stand out there and you can hear the limbs crack.”
“Neighbors see anything?”
“You know about witnesses, Mr. Maitlin. They hear things, they see things. Sometimes they think they hear things, sometimes they think they see things. A few folks heard a gunshot, nobody can agree on a time. Grain of salt, most of the time, especially in a whiteout like this.”
“Who’s the victim, Detective?”
Sam ignored the question; he figured he was just about done playing the part of the interviewee. He asked, “What was Lauren doing up here, anyway?”
Cozy said, “I can honestly say I don’t know.”
Sam watched Alan divert his eyes.
“Well, I can honestly say the same thing in regards to your question about the victim. I don’t know who the hell he is. Alan, do you know?”
“Who the victim is? No. How would I know that?”
“Not who the victim is, what Lauren was doing up here?”
“No, Sam, I don’t know that either.”
“But, if pressed real hard, you might be able to make an educated guess?”
Cozy broke in. “I think that the product of all educated guesses will, for the moment, remain between my clients and me.”
“I take it that someone, one of your associates, is down at the department with Lauren, Mr. Maitlin? You’re not handling this by yourself, are you?”
“No. Actually, I’m the one who’s assisting this time. I was brought on by Casey Sparrow. Do you know her? From JeffCo.” From the lips of someone in the Boulder bar, it was like saying, “from the suburbs.”
Sam Purdy smiled. “Yeah, I know her. I should’ve guessed. Casey’s all right. She still have all that hair?”
“I certainly hope so. Wouldn’t be the same Casey without it, would it? By the way, I want to commend you on the canopy over the crime scene. An inspired touch.”
“Not my idea, but thanks. Those things are getting lighter and smaller all the time. I’ll be sure to pass along your compliments.”
“Erin would like to begin canvassing the neighborhood, interviewing witnesses. I assume that won’t cause you any problems.”
Sam looked hard at Alan, saw the pain and confusion in his face.
“Nah, it’s fine by me, just stay outside the tape.” Sam Purdy paused a moment, thought about what he would say next. He turned toward Erin. “If I were you, Ms. Rand, I would probably start my interviewing at that big house on the corner.” Sam pointed in a vaguely southeastern direction. “Woman who lives there is quite a character. She’s full of stories, loves to talk.”
Erin Rand was flustered by the fact that she actually seemed to be getting a tip from a police detective. “Well, thank you very much for the advice.”
“It’s nothing. Well, although this has been pleasant, I do have to get back to work. Some vehicles to check. Most of them are easy, just residents’ cars with Boulder County tags. Though nobody in the neighborhood seems to be able to identify that Nissan over there. Nobody has any unaccounted-for houseguests, no visitors’ cars we haven’t found. Curious.” He was looking toward a big utility vehicle near the canopy. “Still need to find the damn slug that hit the guy, too. Wouldn’t you know it, it went right through him. See you all later.” He winked at Alan. “Hang in there, buddy. We’ll make this come out all right.”
Sam started to get out of the car.
Cozy stopped him. “Detective, some free advice. I’m not at all certain your officers have the right to sweep snow off private vehicles that aren’t linked to a crime. The case law, I predict, won’t support this as a plain view exception. You don’t want to taint your evidence collection, do you?”
Purdy stared hard at Maitlin before asking, “Is this lawyer shit, counselor, or is this for real?”
“They’re not mutually exclusive. It’s probably both.”
“I’ll call the department lawyer then, and get myself some more free advice. A second opinion.” He opened the door and eased himself out of the car.
Erin had started to pull on her gloves and hat. She stopped what she was doing and turned to Cozy and said, “I can’t believe he told us all that. That’s going to save me a ton of work.”
“If he wasn’t being intentionally misleading.”
“Sam wouldn’t do that to Lauren. He might not help us. He absolutely wouldn’t set us up.”
Cozy turned to Alan and said, “Well, if you’re right about that, it seems you may have been correct about Sam Purdy’s loyalties as well. Apparently, he’s decided to provide us with some assistance. And now it’s your turn to do the same.”
“Of course, whatever I can do.”
“I’m delighted to hear that. First what I’d like to know—what I need to know—is how does Lauren know Emma Spire? And, second, what might she have been doing up here with a gun?”
Erin Rand was about to venture out into the storm. Now she decided she would rather stick around and hear Alan’s answer to Cozy’s question.
 
The day had already been much too difficult for Alan. He doubted that he had sufficient energy remaining to do anything more than provide comfort for his wife. He was feeling imprisoned by this fancy lawyer’s car, by this hellish snowstorm, and now by a question he didn’t know how to answer.
The windshield was fogged and the interior of the car had chilled to the point that frost was building on the inside of the glass. He chanced a glance at his companions. Erin had turned to look at Alan. He could tell she wasn’t going anywhere until he responded to Cozy.
Cozy’s posture was erect, his face serious. Although his manner was formal and sufficiently respectful, the tone of his provocative question had carried the weight of authority, or at least, imperiousness. Alan recognized not only an ancient impulse to be accommodating to authority, but also a more recently cultivated desire to be obstinate.
He wasn’t exactly certain whether answering Cozy’s question about Emma Spire would fall into the category of being helpful to Lauren or not. He decided the only prudent course of action was to be intentionally oblique.
“Come on, Cozy, Emma Spire’s life’s an open book, we all know her the exact same way.”
Cozy knew, of course, that Alan was referring to the very public events around Emma’s father’s death, specifically about the videotape of the assassination.
As a calling card, it was like asking how you knew about Rodney King or Reginald Denny or white Ford Broncos.
 
Two days after the assassination of Dr. Maxwell Spire a much more professional video than the one the assassin’s wife had shot in the airport revealed new things about Emma.
A network-pool cameraman recorded her graceful movements as she mounted the three stone steps up the ornate altar of St. Matthew’s Cathedral in Washington, D.C. Her eulogy of her father preceded one by the president of the United States.
The nation watched, live.
In the cathedral, at the pulpit, after thirty-five seconds spent composing herself, she said, “My name is Emma Spire.”
Her voice cracked and tears filled her eyes. She gazed at her father’s casket, beseeching him to rise from the box and assist her, rescue her.
“This morning I will bury a decent man, my father, in a grave beside a decent woman, my mother. And then, this afternoon, I will begin to resurrect my dreams. Because that is what they taught me to do. That is what they would have wanted me to do.
“But first, first, I…I want you to understand some things about my parents that might get lost if I don’t tell you. My father was a wonderful physician and a dedicated public servant. Others, I’m sure, will tell you about that today. Believe them. Because those things are true. But what is more important that you know about my parents is that their lives…blessed my life.
“They taught me about compassion, and they taught me about love. They taught me about values, and they taught me about dignity. That…man’s…gun took my father’s life. But his hatred cannot take what my daddy gave to me during every day of my life.
“I’ve already lived too long without my mother’s touch or the wisdom she would whisper in my ear. And I will live, now, for too long without my father’s embrace, his comfort, or his guidance. My life will be so much darker and colder without those things. I pray that I will rejoin my parents some day in heaven. Until that day, I hope and I pray with all my will, that I live a life that honors them and makes them proud.”
Emma gazed down at the casket. Shutters clicked, catching the brittle light flickering in her eyes.
“I don’t yet know how much I will miss you, Daddy. That…is a black territory in my heart. It’s a place I’m still too terrified to explore.”
The president, too, spoke that morning about Emma’s father. He praised his surgeon general for his sense of duty to his country, for his ultimate sacrifice. He condemned those in the antiabortion movement who condoned the murder of Dr. Spire. The president spoke of the pornography of assassination, of the imperative that ours remain a nation of laws, not ideologues.
For America it was a CNN day. A video memory.
The president has many days.
But this day was Emma Spire’s.
Live.
Later she went to Hollywood, ensuring she would not be forgotten.
Cozier Maitlin was exasperated. “That’s not what I mean, Alan. I don’t mean how does she know of Emma. What I want to know is how does Lauren know her? Here in Boulder. Are they friends? What? What was Lauren doing up here tonight?”
“You know that Emma came to Boulder to go to law school, right? After she decided not to marry that actor.”
“Yes, of course. Apparently the poor man had done everything but straighten his cummerbund when she dumped him.”
Alan ignored the invitation to gossip about Emma’s aborted marriage. “Last spring some time, Emma applied to do an internship in the DA’s office. Lauren got acquainted with her there. They’ve become friends.”
The first part, the law school–in–Boulder part, was common knowledge. And the internship? People magazine had done a five-page piece about that. Maybe Cozy didn’t read People.
“Was Lauren coming up here to see Emma tonight? Was this DA business or personal business?”
“I don’t know how my wife spends her days, who she sees. She doesn’t provide me with a copy of her calendar. I think Lauren should answer these questions, Cozy. I would be speculating, and that’s not fair to either Lauren or Emma.”
Cozy jerked his head quickly to face Alan. “Does the shooting have to do with Emma? Tell me that. What are we dealing with here?”
Alan was mildly appreciative of Cozy’s interviewing technique. Alan could have taught him a few things about the use of non sequitur but a growl from his belly distracted him, reminding him that he hadn’t eaten for a long time. Maybe that was the cause of the headache flaring in his brain stem.
“My wife shot somebody tonight. That thought is as baffling to me right now as if you told me aliens had landed in Boulder. I don’t know what’s what. Maybe my wife is sitting alone in jail because of Emma Spire. And then maybe not. I don’t know. But I do know one thing, Cozy: If this does have to do with Emma, there are going to be more sleazy reporters camping out in Boulder tomorrow than have congregated anywhere since O.J.”
Maitlin swallowed the last of his tea and reached forward to place the empty cup on the console between the front seats. “Although I am certain you have your reasons, I don’t believe you. And I will admit to being wary and less than pleased that you are not being more forthcoming about this. Do you actually think the cops don’t know that Emma Spire lives right up the street from here? I mean, really.”
“From my brief conversation with Lauren tonight, Cozy, I’m working under the assumption that she feels she needs to hold that card close to her chest right now. I don’t know the answers to your questions. Lauren does.”
Erin interrupted. “I’m ready to start canvassing, Cozy. Alan, can you drive him back to town? The big boy’s license is under suspension due to a proclivity toward trying to break the land speed record. And, Cozy, if you don’t have somebody back up here in ninety minutes to give me a ride home, I’m going to tell the state bar about your account with Victoria’s Secret. A cab is fine, I don’t care. Pull some strings. I promised the baby-sitter I’d be home by two-thirty. Nice meeting you, Alan.” She paused and waited until he looked at her. “We’ll do everything we can to make this come out okay.”
Erin slid out of the car and walked around to the window next to Alan. She knocked on it. He searched around for the button and lowered the glass a few inches.
With one hand she held the hair back from her face. She whispered, “If I were in jail, he’s who I would call. He’s pompous, he’s arrogant, and he’s good. Keep reminding yourself to forget the first two traits.”
In three determined strides Erin Rand disappeared into the storm.
Cozy was absolutely unconcerned about what Erin might have whispered to Alan. He suggested that Alan and he move up to the front seat.
“Erin’s a good investigator, she’ll come back with something,” he said. “Especially with the wonderful treasure map that Detective Purdy left for her. People talk to Erin. I’m not sure I’ve ever understood precisely why, but they do. I found her inquisitive manner increasingly grating after we were married. Though I suppose it had its charms early. That, and the fact that the woman reached into my pants even before I’d ever dreamed of reaching into hers.”
“You two are married?”
“Were, were. Ages ago, when we were young. And quite foolish. At least I was. She still is, I think.”
“The kids with the baby-sitter, they’re—”
“A different ex-husband altogether, thank you. Although I love them dearly. Twin girls, ten years old.”
“And Erin works for you now?”
“Erin works for no one. She’s independent, literally and figuratively. Has her own cute little business. My law firm employs her from time to time. Quite regularly, come to think of it.”
“That’s not difficult for you? Hiring your ex-wife, working with her?”
“The woman was dear enough to put me through law school without complaining too loudly. Helping her out with an occasional job seems the least I could do. And anyway, she’s good, like I said, people open up to her, find her soothing. She always wanted to be a therapist, like you. That is what you do, isn’t it?”
“Yes, it is. She has inviting eyes, Cozy. Compassionate. Maybe that’s it.”
“Maybe. It’s something I’m told I lack—outward demonstrations of compassion. I’ve always thought that public empathy is thin ice for a criminal defense attorney. Society seems to feel that compassion should be bestowed most generously on the victim, don’t you think, and not on the accused? Sometimes I’m not at all certain that I disagree. Other times things get turned around, though, and I’ll admit to you that’s not when I’m at my best.”
Given the day’s events, Alan was less inclined to concur than he might have been.
“But if that is your opinion—that Erin’s manner is ‘inviting’—a sweet word by the way, she would get a kick out of it, then perhaps I should assign her to interview you and allow her to ask you all the tough questions about your wife and Emma Spire that you’re not inclined to answer.”
Fighting hunger, fatigue, and shock, Alan paused and thought before he spoke. “Don’t misread me, Cozy. There are some complicated things going on. But this isn’t about me. Lauren gets to make this call.”
“Not Ms. Spire?”
“She’s already made her calls.”
“Ah.”
“Hopefully, Lauren and Casey are sorting all this out right now, right?”
“Right, hopefully. Although this process, arrest and arraignment, is not as predictable as you might be inclined to believe.”
“Assuming that they’ve talked, I would really like to head back to town and hear from Casey what’s going on. I have to get Lauren her medicine before midnight. And I have the checkbook that Lauren needs if she’s going to give Casey a retainer.”
“Well, the retainer,” said Cozy warmly. “Why didn’t you say so?”
He placed his hands on the wheel and without facing Alan said, “Do you mind driving? Even if I still had my license, I admit that I have this neurotic thing about driving in arctic conditions.”





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
sssse 5o
.w\ v‘ -

| P
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF MISSING PERSONS

STEPHEN
WHITE

“PSYCHOLOGICAL SUSPENSE AT ITS BEST.”
—Jeffery Deaver

y

“DARK AND FASCINATING.”
—Nelson DeMille





OEBPS/Images/MSRThumb.jpg
STERHEN
"WHITE





