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PROLOGUE

THEY HAD TO SIT FOR A TIME AFTER DRAGGING THE body so far in this heat—two young women in sleeveless summer dresses, hugging their knees on the hillside while the hot wind danced in their hair and crept up their skirts and a dead man lay behind them. They both looked straight ahead across the rolling fields of prairie grass, and nowhere else.
“We should have tied him to a board or something,” Ruth said after a few minutes, “so he wouldn’t get tangled up in the grass like he did.”
Laura opened her mouth, then closed it abruptly. She’d almost said they’d know better next time. She closed her eyes and saw big, raw hands dragging through the grass, fingers curled, almost as if he’d been trying to hang on. It was high summer and the grass was long, whipping in the wind and wrapping around the rough fabric of his sleeves.
“Shall we start?”
Laura felt her heart skip a beat. “In a minute.”
But it was impossible to keep Ruth still for very long. She was like one of those little birds whose wings beat so fast you couldn’t see them, darting here and there like they were always on the edge of panic. She was trying to be still to please Laura, but her hands were busy, almost frantic, shredding one piece of grass and then another. “I have a headache.”
“It’s those combs. They always give you a headache.”
Ruth took the combs from her hair and shook it free, lovely blond curls falling down her back like liquid sunshine. Silly Ruth, as old-fashioned in appearance as the name she’d been saddled with: hair too long and skirts too short; maybe that was what had brought this whole thing to a head. She managed to sit for almost a full minute, and then started to fidget again.
“Stop fussing, Ruth.”
“Don’t yell at me.”
Laura heard the hurt in her voice, and knew without looking that Ruth’s lower lip was starting to tremble. Soon the tears would spill over. She hadn’t yelled, exactly, but perhaps her tone had been too sharp. That was wrong. Ruth had always been the fragile one, even before her belly had started to swell, and you had to be careful. “I’m sorry if it sounded that way. Have you thought of a name for the baby?”
“Stop trying to distract me. We have to dig this hole.”
“I just want you to be still for a bit. Rest.”
“Rest?” Ruth looked at her as if she’d just uttered a profanity. “But we have so much to do.”
“Just this one thing.”
And then Laura smiled and felt herself relax for the first time in years. It was true. Kill a man, bury him—that was all that was on their list today.
After a few seconds Ruth said, “Emily.”
“What?”
“Emily. I’m going to name her Emily.”
“What if it’s a boy?”
Ruth smiled. “It isn’t.”

THIS WAS the story Emily was remembering on her last day, and it amazed her that she could remember it at all. She’d heard it only twice in her life—once from her aunt Laura, who’d told her on the sly when Emily had turned thirteen, as if it were a strange and secret birthday present; and again from her mother on the day Emily had left the home farm to marry Lars and make her own life. Her mother had giggled during the telling, which her aunt had never done, and that had frightened her a little. And then she told her to remember the tale, that it wasn’t really so funny, in case a day should come when she would need it.
Today she needed it, Emily thought, wondering if she could finally do it, after all these years. And if she did, what would all those wasted years have been for?
It was the last day; the last day of secrets. She lay on her back in bed, right hand pressed against her flat stomach; pushing, pushing the pain back inside; holding the evil, growing mass that writhed inside with hungry tentacles reaching for open nerves. God, it hurt.
A perfect, thin line of light pushed up the black curtain on the horizon outside her bedroom window, and the quality of dark inside the room began to change. This room, where love and hell had happened, all in the same lifetime.
Emily’s feet were on the floor before the first chirp of the earliest-rising bird had sounded, and the rush of agonizing pain pushed her head to her knees. She squeezed her eyes tightly closed and saw rolling, sparking pinwheels of light.
Old, ravaged huddle; tiny woman; folded into a small package of gray hair and sharpened knees, alone in a chamber of agony where, inexplicably, birds welcomed the morning in gay, sporadic disharmony.
She did things that seemed odd, considering her chore list for the morning. Prepared and ate her oatmeal; drank her precious single cup of coffee; carefully washed the bowl and cup and saucer with their faded rose patterns, knowing those patterns had always been there, amazed at her years of indifference. Everything seemed sharper, clearer, as if she had seen the world for years through a lens just barely out of focus.
And then she walked to the old gun cabinet in the dining room.
The pistol lay in her right palm, and she folded arthritic fingers around it. It felt good. It felt right. She hadn’t used it for years. Five? Six? Since she had shot the squirrel that the oil truck had left, panting and mangled, eyes glazing in the driveway.
Emily was an excellent shot. Lars had seen to that, back when fox and bear still wandered freely in and out of the chicken coops and the isolated barnyards of rural Minnesota. “You will learn to shoot, Emily; and you will shoot if you have to,” he had answered her shudder when he first lay the new pistol in her palm; and she had. How impossibly far from her mind then was the final use to which she would put this gun. How inconceivable it would have been. To kill, with careful thought and planning; with only cold, dismal dread, as for any other unpleasant task.
Appalling, evil woman, she thought as she stepped out onto the back porch. To feel no remorse, no guilt. How hideous. How deeply sinful.
The sun had not yet topped the cottonwoods when she walked out from the house toward the looming barn, and the path through the tall grass was still dim with early morning.
She saw in her mind an image of how she must have looked at that moment, and laughed aloud at the sight: a crazy old woman, hustling in a faded dress and orthopedic shoes, gun in hand, out to kill quickly, out to finish the job before it was too late.
She stopped when she rounded the turn at the bushy hydrangea, just as the enormous, ancient barn sprang into view, tractor door gaping like a bottomless black mouth.
Suddenly the pain in her belly moved. Now it was a bright piercing in her head, and then without warning, a deadness spread down her arms.
It didn’t get the gun, she thought senselessly. It didn’t get the gun. I can still feel it. It’s heavy, hanging so heavy from my hand.
But the pistol was on the ground, winking sunlight off the long, polished barrel, mocking her as Emily fell beside it. Her lips wouldn’t move, and the scream stayed inside her head.
No, God, please no. Not yet. I have to kill him first.


CHAPTER 1

MINNEAPOLIS HADN’T HAD MUCH OF A WINTER. Every promised storm had veered far to the south, dumping Minnesota’s fair share of snow on states that neither wanted nor deserved it, like Iowa.
Meanwhile bitter Minnesotans watched their lawns green up in the occasional rain, and their snowmobiles gather dust in the garage. A few die-hard riders made the short trek to Iowa to try out new machines, but they never talked about it at the watercooler on Monday morning. It was simply too humiliating.
Today was going to change all that, and the whole state was giddy with anticipation.
The snow started at ten o’clock in the morning, falling with a gentle vengeance, as if to apologize for its late arrival. Within an hour there wasn’t a blade of grass visible in the whole city, the surface streets were slick with new snow hiding the black ice beneath it, and the average freeway speed had dropped to seven miles per hour. Reporters’ Minicams picked up shots of lunchtime drivers behind the wheels of cars barely inching along in the kind of stop-and-go traffic that normally fosters road rage, but all the drivers were smiling.
In City Hall, Detectives Leo Magozzi and Gino Rolseth were totally oblivious to the little surprise nature was cooking up outside. They sat at their facing desks in the back corner, grinning at each other. It wasn’t the kind of picture you saw often in Minneapolis Homicide, but this was a banner day.
Gino propped his feet on the desktop and laced his hands behind his head. “We are never going to have another day this good. Not on the job, anyway.”
Magozzi pondered that. “Maybe we should retire right now. Go out in a blaze of glory, get jobs as golf pros on some course in Hawaii.”
“Golf pros never get a high like this.”
“Probably not.”
“And neither one of us knows how to golf.”
“How hard can it be? You hit a little ball into a little hole. Pinball on grass, is what it is.”
Gino’s grin widened. “We are probably the only homicide detectives in history where the homicide victim lived.”
“Nah. Must have happened a hundred times before.”
Gino made a face. “Yeah. I suppose. But not in this department. And she could just as well have died, if it weren’t for the two greatest detectives on the planet.” He shook his head in happy disbelief. “Man, this is almost better than sex.”
Magozzi thought that was a load of crap, but he was feeling too good to take issue with it.
They’d been called out on a probable homicide four days ago. Bloody bedroom, drunken ex-husband with a history of abuse and assault, and a missing woman who’d had a restraining order against the dirtbag ever since the divorce. Magozzi and Gino had found her early this morning, locked in the trunk of a car in the long-term lot at the airport, barely breathing. The docs at Hennepin General said she was going to make it, and they’d been floating ever since.
Gino rolled his chair around to face the window, and his silly grin turned upside down. “Oh, crap. That stuff’s still coming down.”
“Good. People hardly ever kill each other when it’s snowing.”
“Oh, yeah? Homicides were up six percent last quarter.”
“Because there was no snow. It’ll get better now. Man, look at it come down.” Magozzi walked over to the window and looked down at the mess the storm was making of the street.
Gino joined him, shaking his head. “Those homicide stats never made sense to me. Should be the other way around. Winter in this state is enough to make anyone homicidal. Boy, this better stop soon.”
Magozzi shoved his hands in his pockets and smiled. “We’re supposed to get at least a foot.”
“Aw, jeez, come on, don’t tell me that.”
“Sorry, buddy. Looks like there’s going to be a Winter Fest after all. Baby’s got snow.”
“Goddamn it.” Gino’s happy-camper mood was officially deceased. “So I’m going to end up spending one of my two days off building a stupid snowman for a stupid kids’ festival in the freezing cold. Those so-called computer wizards at Monkeewrench ever get a lead on who the hell is doing this to me?”
Gino was the very reluctant fall guy for every charity gig the MPD sponsored, thanks to some anonymous donor who kept doubling the proceeds on the condition that Gino had to participate.
“I don’t think so.”
Gino narrowed his eyes. “Well, that’s pretty interesting, if you ask me. We’ve got four geniuses who developed the most sophisticated crime-solving software in the world, can hack into the NSA database with their brains tied behind their backs, and yet they can’t put a name to a bank routing number. That smells, and you know it. Monkeewrench is behind this. Specifically, Miss Grace MacBride herself.”
Magozzi smiled a little at the mention of Grace. “Now, why would she want to do that? She likes you.”
“Well, gee, let me think. Maybe because in the past I’ve been a little negative about you two trying to have a relationship. She’s still mad about that.”
“Grace doesn’t get mad.”
“Tell me about it. She gets even.”

BY NOON there were five inches on the ground, most of the city schools had started busing the kids home, and people were cross-country skiing on side streets the plows hadn’t hit yet. By midafternoon four more inches had fallen, along with the mercury, and the freeways were at a dead standstill, clogged with remorseful commuters who’d made the bad decision not to leave work early.
By nightfall the storm was still dumping its load of white at the rate of an inch an hour. The streets were a mess, and most of the city had locked itself down for the night. Tommy thought of all the fools sitting in front of their fireplaces sipping hot toddies or whatever it was such people drank, missing the first real snow of the season and the sights and silence of a big metropolis that had ground to a halt.
It was spooky, in a way, to be in the park when it was this empty. As far as he could tell, the only people around were over on the lighted sledding hill, all the way across the big field. They looked like colorful ants from this distance, and he could barely hear them. Even though it was the first time in this long, snow-free winter that the city had opened the cross-country ski trails, all but the die-hards would wait for daylight and perfectly groomed trails before snapping on the skids. Tomorrow the trails would be jammed, but tonight they were his.
Even in perfect conditions, not many skiers used the higher, wooded trails in the park, especially after dark, which was why Tommy liked them. No shuffling kids, no pokey old-timers to block the narrow passageways through the big trees, break his rhythm, and slow him down.
The groomers had hit the trails once today after the first six inches, but since then another several inches had fallen, and he liked the challenge of muscling the long skis through it, making his marks the first in the new snow.
The big hill up to the woods had been a bitch, though, and Tommy could already feel the strain in his thighs and shoulders, and they’d only been skiing for an hour. His daily workouts at the gym kept him tight and strong, but there was no way those stationary ski machines could prepare you for the real thing, no matter how high you set the resistance. They couldn’t duplicate the jittering bumps of a rough trail, or a skid on a slick spot that tugged your legs sideways instead of forward, using a whole different group of muscles. Maybe he’d invent one, make a million dollars.
He stopped for a breath, shook out his legs and hands, then went still for a moment, listening for the shushing sound of Toby’s skis behind him. He was back there somewhere, probably struggling on the incline up into the woods, which was pretty much the story of Toby’s whole life. He’d always been a little slower, a little weaker, and some kind of bull’s-eye for just about every bad shake that can hit a guy. Best thing that ever happened to him was hooking up with Tommy way back in the fourth grade, when every other kid wanted to beat the crap out of him just because they could. Tommy fought off the bullies, Toby idolized him, and it was still that way, all these years later. The bullies were bigger and meaner, but Tommy was still fighting Toby’s battles for him, whether they were with guys on the street or their superiors at work, and that was just fine with him. He liked being the hero, and most of all, he liked the hero worship that went along with it. He supposed it didn’t matter if your battles were on a playground, in a war, or on the street, they made a bond between men that couldn’t be broken. Women just didn’t get that.
He’d been still for too long, and the cold was starting to seep in through his Gore-Tex suit. He was just opening his mouth to holler back at Toby when he finally heard the shush of skis heading toward him. He listened for a second, frowning, because the sound wasn’t coming from the trail behind; it was moving toward him sideways, through the woods. And then he saw the little beams from skier head-lamps, jittering through the big tree trunks.
He snorted out a plume of frost, irritated that he’d have company on the trail in a few seconds, and unreasonably angry that he was no longer the best, strongest, and fastest skier in the park. Skiing off the trail through unmarked woods with nearly a foot of new snow took a lot of strength and endurance—more than he had—and nothing pissed off Tommy more than being second best.
He thought about shooting off down the trail while he still had a little head start, then thought about the humiliation of skiers that strong passing him. No way he was going to let that happen. I’m just waiting for a friend to catch up, he’d tell them, standing there casually while they skied away, as if he could have taken them if he really wanted to.
He side-stepped off the trail to give them space, then watched them come, his own headlamp showing a glimpse of black suits and ski masks moving steadily toward him. They might be strong, but they sure were stupid, he thought, wearing ski masks when they were working up a sweat like that.
Twenty feet back on the trail, Toby was shoving himself along by the poles, trying to keep his skis in Tommy’s tracks to make the going easier. He didn’t have his ski legs yet this winter, and the trip up the long hill into the woods had left his thighs weak and quivering.
It surprised him a little when he spotted more than one headlamp through the snow just ahead, especially since he’d been following only one set of tracks. A few feet closer and he could make out Tommy, standing loose and casual off the trail, watching other skiers approach from the woods. He shook his head at the foolhardy souls who’d ventured off the trail at night, dug in with his poles, and gave a last, strong push that sent him gliding toward them. In the middle of his glide, he saw the first skier out of the woods slide in close, raise a gun to Tommy’s head and pull the trigger.

TOBY MYERSON kept drifting in and out of a delicious sleep, and each time his eyes fluttered open, the landscape changed, as if someone had pushed fast-forward on a movie.
Earlier, the big sledding hill across the field had been a rush-hour kiddie freeway, jumbled with the primary colors of a hundred miniature snowsuits, and the air had been sweet with the delighted squeals of children. Happy music that warmed him from the inside out.
Toby loved watching the little bodies sailing down the snowy hill, tumbling off saucers and sleds and the occasional toboggan at the bottom. They rolled like balls and then skittered up the slope like colorful insects; so animated and tireless, so very alive. Occasionally he would focus on one child who seemed a little taller and more coordinated than the others, and he would wish with all his heart that the child would cross the stretch of open parkland and walk up to greet him. He was feeling a bit strange at that point, and worried that he might seem intimidating. Youngsters frightened so easily, and if they were frightened, they would run from him, and Toby thought he would just die if that happened, because he had to tell someone about…something…something bad. He just couldn’t remember what it was.
Things seemed darker when he opened his eyes again. At first he thought the park lights had been turned off, but that couldn’t be it, because when he moved his eyes up to look at them he could still see pinpoints of brightness, as if none of the light could get out of the bulbs. Odd.
Only a few shadowy stragglers remained on the sledding hill now, and the only sounds he heard were the shouts of the last parents calling their kids up the hill, home to bed, because the park was closing.
Don’t go. Please don’t go.
And then Toby realized he was very, very cold. He’d been still for so long, watching the children. Probably hours. My God, what had he been thinking? He had to move, get the blood flowing, get home and warm.
Funny how the scenery remained exactly the same, no matter how far he went. And the really funny part was that his mind recorded every movement of his legs and arms, and yet he couldn’t feel the snow sliding beneath his feet or the good stretch of his triceps.
That’s because you’re not moving, Toby.
Oh, my God.
There was a brief flutter of heat as his body tried to find some adrenaline to send to his heart, and he concentrated on not blinking, on screaming as loud as he could to the last kid climbing up the hill, omigod he was almost to the top, screaming, screaming, splitting the silence with terror and outrage because now he knew he was dying and he couldn’t move and Why didn’t the kid turn around?
At the top of the hill, the last child grinned up at his father, and the two of them turned to look out over the empty, absolutely silent park.


CHAPTER 2

TRAFFIC ON THEODORE WIRTH PARKWAY WAS AN unmitigated disaster—the twelve inches of yesterday’s fresh snow had been churned into treacherous slop before the overworked battalion of snowplows had been able to catch up, and when the temperature had plummeted overnight, the slop froze into icy furrows. Instant bobsled track. Magozzi had stopped counting fender-benders long ago.
Still two blocks from the park’s main entrance, he’d been sitting in his car at a dead standstill for almost five minutes, watching enviously as throngs of pedestrians in their warmest winter garb waddled cheerfully and unimpeded past the gridlock, heading for the Winter Fest Snowman Sculpting Competition. There were too many to count, all of them braving the wind and cold and traffic just to watch people play in the snow, and amazingly, they all looked happy about it.
This town was absolutely nuts for winter. Or maybe they were just nuts; Magozzi hadn’t decided. Once there was enough snow on the ground, streets were always blocked off for one thing or another—sled-dog races, cross-country ski marathons, hockey demonstrations, or bikini-clad residents making a big fuss over the idiocy of diving into a frozen lake or river. Every winter sport the world ever thought of had a home base here, and when they ran out of sports, they took art outside.
Give Minnesotans a block of ice and they’ll harvest twenty thousand more from whatever lake is handy and build a palace. Give them a little snow and you’re likely to find a scale replica of Mount Rushmore or the White House on someone’s front yard. Ice and snow sculpture had been elevated to artistry here, and competitors came from all over the world to participate in any number of winter festivals. Who would have thought that a snowman contest that the department sponsored just for kids would attract this much attention?
He moved another half-block by inches, past a wooded section of the park, and got his first glimpse of the open field that fronted the boulevard. Like all the drivers before him, he slammed on his brakes and stared out his window in amazement.
The park opened up here onto a good thirty acres of empty, rolling land that looked a lot like a golf course in summer. Today it looked like a blindingly white battlefield for an invading army of snowmen. Magozzi gaped at what looked like hundreds of them sprouting up every few yards, up and down the hills, staring out at the boulevard with their black lifeless eyes and silly carrot noses.
When he finally got into the park, he pulled into the first illegal spot he could find, between a Channel Ten satellite van and a NO PARKING AT ANY TIME sign. He grabbed his gloves and a thermos from the passenger seat, and stepped out in time to catch a frigid gust of wind square in the face.
Hundreds of spectators were milling around the park, watching piles of snow take shape under frozen hands, and Magozzi wondered how he was ever going to find his partner in such a vast sea of anonymous bipeds swaddled head-to-toe in fur, down, and Thinsulate.
He finally spotted Gino on the far side of the field, his modest five-foot-nine-inch frame cutting a towering figure amid all the crazed, screaming little munchkins who swirled around him in a rainbow of brightly colored coats, scarves, and hats.
Gino, on the other hand, was dressed all in black, as if in mourning, bundled up in a huge down parka so puffy he could barely bend his arms. He had some kind of animal on his head, and his hands were encased in leather snowmobile mittens big enough to be pizza paddles. It was obvious that his mood was even blacker than his outerwear, because he was planting nasty kicks to the base of his nascent snowman.
“Nice parka, Gino. How many ducks died for that thing?”
“It’s about time you showed up. And to answer your question, not enough. I can’t feel my extremities. I think I have frostbite. And hypothermia. Goddamn it, I hate winter, I hate snow, I hate cold. Remind me why I live here again?”
“Because you love mosquitoes?”
“Wrong answer.”
“Must be the change of seasons, then.”
“No, it’s because every goddamned winter, the brain cells that know how miserable it is here freeze and die. It takes ’em all summer to grow back, and then it’s winter again and the whole ugly process starts all over.”
“But you look great—most places you just can’t get away with earflaps anymore.”
Gino adjusted the black pelt on his head a little self-consciously. “Laugh now, freeze your ass off later, Leo. The wind chill is about fifty degrees below zero, and dressed like that, you’re going to be running for the car in five minutes. What, are you shopping with the Chief now? You look like a mobster.”
Magozzi smoothed the front of his new cashmere overcoat—a Christmas gift from Grace MacBride. “I heard it was supposed to warm up. Look, the sun’s coming out already.”
“When the sun comes out in Hawaii, it warms up. When the sun comes out in Puerto Vallarta, it warms up. When the sun comes out in Minnesota in January, you just go snow-blind.”
“And therein lies the real truth as to why you live here.”
“So I can go snow-blind?”
“No, so you can complain about the weather.”
Gino mulled that over for a good, long time and finally nodded. “That’s actually a good point, Leo. The only thing worse than bad weather is boring weather.” He bent down and swept up a mitt full of dry, powdery snow. “You want to tell me how the hell I’m supposed to build a snowman out of this?”
Magozzi gestured toward a group of kids who were working with spritzer bottles full of water. “Watch and learn. You use the water like glue.”
“Okay, Michelangelo, go pull your gun on them and requisition a water bottle for the MPD.” He looked hopefully at the thermos Magozzi was carrying. “Tell me you got schnapps in that thing.”
“Hot chocolate. You’re not supposed to drink in the cold. It dilates your blood vessels and you get hypothermia faster.”
“I already have hypothermia, so what’s the difference?” Gino turned back to his misshapen, pathetic half-snowman that was shedding vast portions of its body with each gust of wind. “Christ, look at this. This is the worst snowman in the whole contest.”
Magozzi took a few steps back and eyeballed it. “Maybe there’s a conceptual-art category. You could enter it as Snowman with Psoriasis.”
“You’re just full of wisecracks today, aren’t you?”
“I’m trying to cheer you up. Aren’t Angela and the kids coming?”
“Later, for the judging. And I want to get at least an honorable mention, so help me out here.”
“Okay, I’m ready. Where do we start?”
“I think we need a theme.”
Magozzi nodded. “Good plan. Like what?”
“Hell, I don’t know. Maybe we should do something cop-related, since we’re cops.”
“I’m with you. I think a cop snowman would be appropriate.”
“But nothing too flashy. See that one over by the woods?” Gino pointed to a nearby snowman that had cross-country skis sticking out of its base, ski poles propped against its torso, and a pair of Elvis-style reflective sunglasses perched atop a carrot nose. “It’s too skinny if you ask me, but nice execution overall. I’m thinking we could use it as a template.”
“Whatever you say. You’re the visionary, I’m just the free labor. Tell me what to do.”
“Make me a head that won’t fall apart.”
Gino and Magozzi started working fast, rolling and molding and shaping. The sun was on their side, because it was bright and high in the sky now, softening up the snow and making it easier to work with. A half hour later, they had a respectable-looking basic snowman.
“That’s a damn fine start,” Gino said, stepping back to admire their handiwork. “A few details, maybe a couple trimmings, and we’ll have ourselves a contender. What do you think?”
“I think its butt looks fat.”
Gino rolled his eyes. “Snowmen are supposed to have fat butts.”
“Maybe some arms would balance him out a little.”
“Great idea. Go get some twigs from those bushes over there.”
“It’s illegal to pick foliage in parks.”
“I don’t give a shit. I’m not signing off on this thing until it has some limbs. And don’t make any smart-ass remarks about the Disability Act.”
Magozzi wandered over to the straggly thicket that bordered a margin of woods, stopping to look at the skiing snowman on the way. The sun was hitting it full-on now, and its left side was starting to look glazed and a little mushy. With any luck, it would melt before judging and they’d have one less competitor.
“This yours?”
Magozzi looked down at a little red-haired kid who’d suddenly appeared at his side.
“No.”
The kid couldn’t have been more than eight or nine, but he was circling the snowman with the critical eye of a seasoned judge. “It’s pretty good. Better than that one the fat guy’s working on.” He pointed to Gino.
“That’s my partner you’re talking about.”
The kid looked up at him, nonplussed. “You don’t look gay.”
The ever-evolving English language, Magozzi thought. Seemed like every word had multiple meanings nowadays. Somebody was going to have to make up some new ones eventually. “Not that kind of partner. We’re cops.”
Now the kid was impressed. “Did you ever shoot anybody?”
“No,” Magozzi lied.
“Oh.” Disappointed, the kid turned back to the skiing snowman, dismissing Magozzi as quickly as he’d engaged him. Clearly, inanimate objects were more interesting than cops who didn’t shoot people.
Magozzi looked around to make sure Park Service wasn’t hovering in the bushes, waiting to ambush him, then started harvesting illegal arms for their snowman.
A few seconds later the screaming started. Magozzi spun toward the source, his hand on his holster even before the pivot, and saw the red-haired kid standing in front of the skiing snowman, staring up at it with wide blue eyes and an impossibly wide mouth.
He was at the kid’s side in seconds, looking at the carrot nose tilting downward in the melting face, the sunglasses sliding down the carrot, and the big, terrorized milky eyes the sunglasses had been hiding. The real nose behind the carrot was a waxy white, right off the color palette of the dead.
Oh. Shit.
The kid was still screaming. Magozzi put his hands on his shoulders and turned him gently away from the snowman that wasn’t a snowman, toward the red-haired man and woman running frantically toward their terrified son.
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