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Naked PreyNaked Prey

John Sandford

For Deborah Howell, there at the beginning

1 THURSDAY NIGHT, PITCH black, blowing snow. Heavy clouds, no moon behind them. The Buick
disappeared into the garage and the door started down. The big man, rolling down the highway in a
battered Cherokee, killed his lights, pulled into the driveway, and took the shotgun off the car seat. The
snow crunched underfoot as he stepped out; the snow was coming down in pellets, rather than flakes,
and they stung as they slapped his warm face. He loped up the driveway, fully exposed for a moment,
and stopped just at the corner of the garage, in a shadow beneath the security light. Jane Warr opened
the side door and stepped through, her back turned to him as she pulled the door closed behind her. He
said, “Jane.” She jumped, her hand at her throat, choking down a scream as she pivoted, and shrank
against the door. Taking in the muzzle of the shotgun, and the large man with the beard and the stocking
cap, she screeched: “What? Who’re you? Get away . . . ” A jumble of panic words. He stayed with her,
tracking her with the shotgun, and he said, slowly, as if speaking to a child, “Jane, this is a shotgun. If you
scream, | will blow your heart out.” She looked, and it was a shotgun all right, a twelve-gauge pump, and
it was pointing at her heart. She made herself be still, thought of Deon in the house. If Deon looked out
and saw them . . . Deon would take care of himself. “What do you want?”” “Joe Kelly.” They stood for
two or three seconds, the snow pellets peppering the garage, the big man’s beard going white with it.
Then, “Joe’s not here.” A hint of assertion in her voice—this didn’t involve her, this shotgun. “Bullshit,”
the big man said. He twitched the muzzle to the left, toward the house. “We’re going inside to talk to him,
and he’s gonna pay me some money. I don’t want to hurt you or anybody else, but I’'m gonna talk to
Joe. If T have to hurt the whole bunch of you, I will.” He sounded familiar, she thought. Maybe one of the
guys from Missouri, from Kansas City? “Are you one of the Kansas City people? Because we’re not . . .
” “Shut up,” the big man said. “Get your ass up the steps and into the house. Keep your mouth shut.” She
did what he told her. This was not the first time she’d been present when an unfriendly man flashed a
gun—not even the second or third time—but she was worried. On the other hand, he said he was
looking for Joe. When he found out Joe wasn’t here, he’d go. Maybe. “Joe’s not here,” she said, as she
went up the steps. “Quiet!” The man’s voice dropped. “One thing I learned down in Kansas City—I’1l
share this with you—is that when trouble starts, you pull the trigger. Don’t figure anything out, just pull the
trigger. If Joe or Deon try anything on me, you can kiss your butt good-bye.” “All right,” she said. Her
voice had dropped with his. Now she was on the stranger’s side. She’d be okay, she told herself, as long
as Deon didn’t do anything. But there was something too weird about this guy. I’ll share this with you?—
she’d never heard a serious asshole say anything like that. They went up the stairs onto a back porch,
then through the porch into a mudroom, then through another door into the kitchen. None of the doors
was locked. Broderick was a small town, and it doesn’t take long to pick up small-town habits. As they
clunked into the kitchen, which smelled like microwave popcorn and week-old carrot peels, Deon Cash
called from the living room, “Hey,” and they heard his feet hit the floor. A second later he stepped into
the kitchen, scowling about something, a thin, five-foot-ten-inch black man in an Indian-print fleece
pullover and jeans, with a can of Budweiser in one hand. He saw Warr, the big man behind her, and
then, an instant later, registered the shotgun. By that time, the big man had shifted the barrel of the
shotgun and it was pointing at Cash’s head. “Don’t even think about moving.” “Easy,” Cash said. He put
the can of Budweiser on a kitchen counter, freeing his hands. “Call Joe.” Cash looked puzzled for a
second, then said, “Joe ain’t here.” “Call him,” the big man said. He’d thought about this, about all the
calling. Cash shrugged. “HEY JOE,” he shouted. Nothing. After a long moment, the man with the
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shotgun said, “Goddamnit, where is he?” “He went away last month. He ain’t been back. We don’t
know where he is,” Warr said. “Told you he wasn’t here.” “Go stand next to Deon.” Warr stepped over
next to Cash, and the big man dipped his left hand into his parka pocket and pulled out a clump of chain.
Handcuffs. He tossed them on the floor and looked at Warr. ‘“Put them on Deon. Deon, turn around.”
“Aw, man . ..” “It’s up to you,” the big man said. “I don’t want to hurt you two, but I will. We’re gonna
wait for him if it takes all night.” “He ain’t here, ” Warr said in exasperation. “He ain’t coming back.”
“Cufts,” the big man said. “I know what it sounds like when cuffs lock up.” “Aw man . .. ” “C’mon.”
The shotgun moved to Cash’s head, and Warr bent over and picked up one set of cuffs and the big man
said, “Turn around so I can see it,” and Warr clicked the cuffs in place, pinning Cash’s hands behind him.
The big man dipped his hand into his pocket again and came up with a roll of strapping tape. “Tape his
feet together.” “Man, you startin’ to piss me off,” Cash said. Even with his hands cuffed, he managed to
look stupidly fierce. “Better’n being dead. Sit down and stick your feet out so she can tape you up.” Still
grumbling, Cash sat down and Warr crouched beside him and said, “I’m pretty scared,” and Cash said,
“We gonna be all right. The masked man can go look at Joe’s stuff, see he ain’t here.” The big man made
her take eight tight winds of tape around Cash’s ankles. Then he ordered Warr to take off her parka and
cuff her own hands. She got one cuff, but fumbled with the other, and the man with the shotgun told her
to turn and back toward him, and when she did, clicked the second cuff in place. He then ordered both
of them to lie on their stomachs, and with the shotgun pointed at them, he checked Cash’s cufts and then
Warr’s, just to make sure. When he was satisfied, he pulled on a pair of cotton gloves, knelt beside
Warr, and taped her ankles, then moved over to Cash and put the rest of the roll of tape around his.
When he was done, Cash said, “So go look. Joe ain’t here.” “I believe you,” the big man said, standing
up. They looked so helpless that he almost backed out. He steadied himself. “T know where Joe is.”
After a moment’s silence, Cash asked, “Where 1s he?” “In a hole in the ground, a couple miles south of
Terre-bonne. Don’t think I could find it myself, anymore,” the big man said. “I just asked you about him
so you’d think that . . . ” He shrugged. “That you had a chance.” Another moment’s silence, and then
Warr said, “Aw, God, Deon. Listen to his voice.” Cash put the pieces together, then said, loud,
croaking, but not yet screaming, “We didn’t do nothin’, man. We didn’t do nothin’.” “I know what you
did,” the big man said. “Don’t hurt us,” Warr said. She flopped against the vinyl, tried to get over on her
back. “Please don’t hurt us. I'll tell the cops whatever you want.” “We get a trial,” Cash said. He twisted
around, the better to see the man’s face, and to test the tape on his legs. “We innocent until we proved
guilty.” “Innocent.”The big man spat it out. “We didn’t do nothin’,” Cash screamed at him. “I know what
you did.” The crust on his wounds had broken, and the big man began kicking Cash in the back, in the
kidneys, in the butt and the back of his head, and Cash rolled around the narrow kitchen floor trying to
escape, screaming, the big man wailing like a man dying of a knife wound, like a man watching the blood
running out of his neck, and he kicked and booted Cash in the back, and when Cash flopped over, in the
face; Cash’s nose broke with the sound of a saltine cracker being stepped on and he sputtered blood out
over the floor. Across the kitchen, Warr struggled against the tape and the handcuftfs and half-rolled
under the kitchen table and got tangled up in the chairs, and their wooden legs clunked and pounded and
clattered on the floor as she tried to inchworm through them, Cash screaming all the while, sputtering
blood. Cash finally stopped rolling, exhausted, blood pouring out of his nose, smearing in arcs across the
vinyl floor. The big man backed away from him, wiped his mouth on his sleeve, then took a utility knife
out of his pocket and stalked across the room to Warr, grabbed the tape around her ankles, and pulled
her out from under the table. Warr cried, “Jesus, don’t cut me!” He didn’t. He began slicing though her
clothing, pulling it away in rags. She began to cry as he cut the clothing away. The big man closed his
mind to it, finished, leaving her nude on the floor, except for the rags under the tape on her ankles, and
began cutting the clothing off Cash. “What’re you doing, man? What’re you doing?”” Cash began flopping
again, rolling. Finally, frustrated with Cash’s struggles, the big man backed away and again kicked him in
the face. Cash moaned, and the big man rolled him onto his stomach and knelt between his shoulder
blades and patiently sliced at Cash’s shirt and jeans until he was as naked as Warr. “What’re you
doing?” Warr asked. Now there was a note of curiosity in her voice, showing through the fear. “Public
relations.” “Fuckin’ kill ya,” Cash groaned, still bubbling blood from his broken nose. “Fuckin’ cut ya
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fuckin’ head off . . . ” The big man ignored him. He closed the knife, caught Cash by the ankles, and
dragged him toward the door. Cash, nearly exhausted from flopping on the floor, began flopping again,
but it did no good. He was dragged flopping through the mudroom, leaving a trail of blood, onto the
porch, and then down the steps to the lawn, his head banging on the steps as they went down. “Mother,
mother,” Cash said. “God . . . mother.” There wasn’t much snow on the ground—hadn’t been much
snow all winter—but Cash’s head cut a groove in the inch or so that there was, spotted with more blood.
When they got to the Jeep, the big man popped open the back, lifted Cash by the neck and hips, and
threw him inside. Back in the house, he picked up Warr and carried her out to the truck like a sack of
flour and tossed her on top of Cash and slammed the lid. Before leaving, he carefully scanned the house
for anything that he might have touched that would carry a fingerprint. Finding nothing, he picked up the
shotgun and went back outside. “WHERE’RE WE GOING?” Warr shouted at him. “I’'m freezing.” The
big man paid no attention. A quarter-mile north of town, he began looking for the West Ditch Road, a
dirt track that led off to the east. He almost missed it in the snow, stopped, backed up on the dark
roadway, and turned down the track. He passed an old farmhouse that he’d thought abandoned, but
now, as he went by, he saw a single light glowing in a first-floor window, but no other sign of life. Too
late to change plans now, he thought; besides, with this night . . . The wind had picked up, ripping the
snow off the ground. He’d be far enough from the farmhouse that he couldn’t be seen. He kept moving,
the light in the farmhouse window fading away behind him. In the dark, in the snow, there were no
distinctive landmarks at all. He concentrated on the track and the odometer. Four-tenths of a mile after
he turned off Highway 36, he slowed, looking out the left-side window. At first, he saw nothing but
snow. After a hundred feet or so, the tree loomed, and he pulled over, then carefully backed, pulled
forward, and backed again until he was parked across the road. “What?”” Cash groaned, from the back.
“What?”” The big man went around to the back of the truck, opened it, grabbed the thick wad of tape
around Cash’s legs, and pulled him off the truck as if he were unloading lumber. Cash’s shoulders hit the
frozen earth with a meaty impact. The big man got him by the tape and dragged him past the first tree into
what had been, from the car, in the dark, an invisible grove of trees. One of the trees, a pin oak, loomed
at the very edge of the illumination thrown by the car’s headlights. Ropes were slung over a heavy branch
fifteen feet above the ground. The big man, staggering under Cash’s weight, dropped him by one of the
ropes, then went back for Warr. When he got her to the hanging tree, struggling and kicking against him,
he dropped her beside Cash. “Can’t do this, man,” Cash screamed. “This is murder.” The storm around
them quieted for a moment, but the snow pellets still whipped through the trees, stinging like so many
BBs. “Please help me,” Warr called to Cash. “Please, please . . . ” “Murder?” The big man shouted back
at Cash, raising his voice above the wind. He broke away from them, toward a tree branch that was
sticking up out of the snow, ripped it off the frozen ground and staggered back to Cash. “Murder?”” He
began beating Cash with the long stick, ripping strips of skin off Cash’s back and legs, as the black man
thrashed on the ground, gophering through the snow, trying to get away. “Murder, you fuckin’ animal,
murder . . . ”” He stopped after a while, too tired to continue, threw the stick back into the trees.
“Murder,” he said to Cash. “T’ll show you murder.” The big man led one of the ropes over to Cash, tied
a single loop around his neck, tight, with strong knots. He did the same with the second rope, around
Warr’s neck. She was now shivering violently in the cold. When he was done, the big man stood back,
looked at the two of them, said, “God damn your immortal souls,” and began hauling on the rope tied to
Cash. Cash stopped screaming as the rope bit into his neck. He was heavy, and the big man had to
struggle against his weight, and against the raw friction of the rope over the tree limb. Finally, unable to
get him in the air, the big man lifted him and pulled the rope at the same time, and Cash’s feet cleared the
ground by a meager six inches. He didn’t struggle. He simply hung. The big man tied the lower end of the
rope around the tree trunk, and tested it for weight. It held. Warr pleaded, but the big man couldn’t hear
her—Ilater couldn’t remember anything she said, except that there were a lot of whispered Please s.
Didn’t do her any good. Didn’t do her any good when she fought him, either, though it might have given
her a brief thirty seconds of satisfaction. He couldn’t get her high enough to get her feet off the ground,
and as he struggled to do it, a space opened between the bottom of his coat sleeve and the glove on his
right hand. The space, the warm flesh, bumped against her face, and quick as a cat, she sank her teeth
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into his arm, biting ferociously, twisting her head against his arm. He let go of the rope and she fell,
holding on with her teeth, pulling him down, and he hammered at the side of her head until she let go. She
was groaning when he boosted her back up, and she ground out, “We’re not the only ones.” That
stopped him for a moment: “What?” “They’ll be coming for you, you cocksucker.” She spat at him, from
three inches away, and hit him in the face. He flinched, grabbed her around the waist and boosted her
higher, his gloves slippery with blood, and then he had her high enough and he stepped away, holding
tight to the rope, and she swung free and her groaning stopped. He managed to pull her up another four
inches, then tied the rope oft on the trunk. He watched them for a few minutes, swinging in the snow, in
the dim light, their heads bent, their bodies violently elongated like martyrs in an El Greco painting . . .
Then he turned and left them. They may have been dead then, or it might have taken a few minutes. He
didn’t care, and it didn’t matter. He rolled slowly, carefully, out of the side road, down through
Broderick and on south. He was miles away before he became aware of the pain in his wrist, and the
blood flowing down his sleeve toward his elbow. When he turned his arm over in the dim light of the car,
he found that she’d bitten a chunk of flesh out of his wrist, a lemon-wedge that was still bleeding
profusely. If a cop stopped him and saw it . . . He pulled over in the dark, wrapped his wrist with a pad
of paper towels and a length of duct tape, stepped out of the truck, washed his hand and arm in snow,
tossed the bloody jacket in the back of the truck and dug out a lighter coat from the bag in back. Get
home,he thought. Burn the coat, dump the truck. Get home.

2 WEATHER DAVENPORT CRAWLED sleepily out of bed. The kid was squalling, hungry in his
bedroom down the hall, and she started that. Lucas woke up as the housekeeper called, “T got him,
Weather. I’'m up.” “Ah, great,” Weather said. She came back to the bed, sat down, looked at the clock.
“Getting up?”’ Lucas asked. “Alarm’s going off in fifteen minutes anyway,” she said. She yawned, inhaled,
exhaled, pushed herself off the bed and headed for the bathroom, pulling oft her cotton nightgown as she
went. Lucas, lying half awake under the crazy quilt, could see nothing but darkness on the other side of
the wood slats that covered the window. January in Minnesota: the sun came up at 11:45 and went down
at noon, he thought. He shifted his head around on the pillow, tried to get comfortable, tried to get back
to sleep. Sleep was unlikely: He’d been feeling down for a month or more, and depression was the
enemy of decent sleep. The marriage was fine, the new kid was great. Nothing to do with that—his sense
of the blue was a chemical thing, but the chemicals made sleep impossible. If he went down further, he’d
check with the doc. On the other hand, it might just be the winter, which this year had started in October.
He heard the shower start, and then Ellen, the housekeeper, banging down the stairs with the kid. The
kid was named Samuel Kalle Davenport, the “Kalle” a Finnish name, for Weather’s late father. The
housekeeper was a fifty-five-year-old ex-nurse who loved kids. The four of them together had a deal
they all liked. After a few minutes, the shower stopped and Lucas sat up. He was awake now, no point
in struggling against it. He climbed out of bed, remembered the clock, picked it up and turned off the
alarm. As he did, Weather came out of the bathroom, rubbing her hair with a towel. “You getting up?”
she asked cheerfully. She was a small woman, and an early bird. She liked nothing better than getting up
before the sun, to begin the hunt for worms. “Uh,” Lucas said. He started for the bathroom, but she
smelled so warm and good as he passed her that he slipped an arm around her waist and picked her up
and gave her a warm sucking kiss on the tummy below her navel. She squirmed around, laughed once,
and then said, severely, “Put me down, you oaf.” “Mad rapist attacks naked housewife in bedroom.”
Lucas carried her back to the bed and threw her on it and landed on the bed next to her, hands running
around where they shouldn’t be. “Get away from me,” she said, rolling away. “Come on, Lucas,
goddamnit.” She whacked him on the ear, and it hurt, and he collapsed on the bed. She got out and
started scrubbing at her hair again and said, “’You men get hard-ons in the morning and you’re so proud
of them, just swishing around in the air. You can’t help showing off.” “Try not to use the word swish,”
Lucas said. “Sex in the morning is for teenagers, and we aren’t,” she said. Lucas rolled over on his
stomach. “Now you’ve offended me.” “Offend this,” she said. She’d spun her towel into a whip, and
snapped him on the ass with it. That hurt, too, more than the whack on the ear, and he rolled off the bed
and said, “Arrgh, naked housewife attacks sleeping man.” Weather, laughing, backed away from him,
rewinding the towel, said, “Sleeping man snapped in the balls with wet towel.” Then Ellen, the
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housekeeper, called from the stairs, “You guys up?”” They both stopped in their tracks, and Weather
whispered, “Well, you are. What do you want me to tell her?”” WEATHER WAS A surgeon, and she
was cutting on somebody almost every morning. This morning, she had three separate jobs, all at
Regions, all involving burns—two separate skin grafts, and a scalp expansion on the head of a former
electric lineman, trying to stretch what hair he had left over the burn scars he’d taken from a hot line. She
was bustling around the kitchen, in full imperial surgeon mode, when Lucas finally made it down the
stairs. Ellen had the kid in a high chair, and was pushing orange vegetable mush into his face. “T’ll be
home by three o’clock, Ellen, but I’ll be out of touch from seven-thirty to at least ten,” Weather was
saying. “If there’s a problem, you know what to do. The man from Harper’s is coming over this morning
to look at the front steps . . . ” The phone rang, and they all looked at it. Maybe a canceled operation?
Lucas picked it up: “Hello?” “Lucas? Rose Marie.” The new head of the state’s Department of Public
Safety. “Uh-oh.” “You got that right. How soon can you get in?”” “Fifteen minutes,” Lucas said. “What’s
up?” “Tell you when you get here. Hurry. Oh—is Weather still there?”” “Just getting ready to leave.” “Let
me talk to her.” Lucas handed the phone to Weather and at the same time said, “Rose Marie. Something
happened, I gotta run.” Weather took the phone, said, “Hello,” listened for a moment, and then said,
“Yes, Lucas gave it to me. I think we’ll start tonight. Uh-huh. Uh-huh. I don’t think we’ll skip any of it, I
was listening to the Japanese flute last night . . . ” While they were talking, Lucas went to the front closet
and got his overcoat and briefcase. He took his .45 out of the briefcase and clipped it on his belt, and
pulled the coat on, listening to Weather talk to his boss. Rose Marie subscribed to a theory that children
became smarter if they were exposed to classical music as fetuses, continuing until they were, say,
forty-five. She’d found a set of records made specifically for infants. Weather had swallowed the whole
thing, and was about to start the program. “I’'m going,” Lucas called to her, when he had his coat on.
Weather said, “Wait, wait . . . ” and then, to the phone, “I’ve got to say good-bye to Lucas. Talk to you
tonight.” She hung up and came over to Lucas and stood on tiptoe to kiss him on the lips. “She said
you’d be going out of town. So . .. ” “Oh, boy,” Lucas said. He kissed her again, and then went over
and kissed Sam on the top of his head. “See you all.” RUNNING A FEW minutes later than the fifteen
he’d promised, Lucas Davenport walked a long block down St. Paul’s Wabasha Street, toward the
former store that housed the state Department of Public Safety. Lucas’s own office was a mile or so
away, at the main Bureau of Criminal Apprehension office on University Avenue, so he’d had to find a
space in one of the commercial parking garages. Around him, feather-like flakes of snow settled on the
sidewalks, on the shoulders of passers-by, and drifted into the traffic, slowing and softening the usual
hustle of the morning rush. LUCAS WAS A tall, athletic man, hatless, in a blue suit and gray cashmere
overcoat, swinging a black Coach briefcase with no thought of the North, of dead people hanging in a
frozen stand of oaks. Both coat and case were Christmas gifts from Weather, and though he’d taken
some grief about them—they were a little too fey for a cop, he’d been told—he liked them. The coat
was soft and warm and dramatic, and the briefcase had that aristocratic thump that impressed people
who were impressed by aristocratic thumps. That included almost all bureaucrats. He was surrounded by
bureaucrats, as the result of a political cluster-fuck that had stretched across three or four different sets of
politicians. When the dust had settled, the former Minneapolis chief of police was the Minnesota Public
Safety Commissioner, and Lucas had a new job fixing crime for the governor. Lucas’s job was officially
designated “Director, Office of Regional Studies.” The ORS had been planted within the state Bureau of
Criminal Apprehension, and drew its budget and support from the BCA—but Lucas reported directly to
Rose Marie Roux and through her to the governor. The governor had already been burned by a couple
of outstate murder cases that had gone unsolved, and he’d had enough of that. In both cases, the local
sherift’s departments had investigated the murders, before calling in the BCA. When the cases proved
too complicated or politically touchy, they started screaming for help—and blamed the BCA, and the
state, when the cases went unsolved. That the cases had been mucked up by the locals hadn’t cut any ice
with the hometown newspapers. Where was all the scientific investigation stuff they kept seeing on the
Discovery Channel? Why were they sending all that taxpayer money to St. Paul? What was the governor
doing, sitting on his ass? Questions that a 44 percent governor didn’t appreciate. So the governor
created the Office of Regional Studies in consultation with Roux. The office was intended, as the insiders
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all knew, to “fix shit.” The BCA director, John McCord, hated the idea. Nobody above him really cared.
They just wanted shit fixed. Lucas smiled at the thought. He hadn’t fixed anything big yet, but this call
sounded like others he’d gotten from Roux over the years. Lucas smiled often enough—he liked his job
and his life—but the years had given him a hard face and French-Canadian genes had left him with
crystal-blue eyes. His hair was dark, with flecks of gray, and a white scar ran across his forehead and
one eyebrow onto the cheek below. Another scar dimpled his throat, a nasty round white spot with a
slashing tail. He’d been shot by a little girl and had been choking on his tongue and on the blood from the
wound, passing out, and a surgeon—the same one he’d later married—had opened his throat and airway
with a jackknife. That had all been years ago. Now, he thought, he spent too much time in a chair. In an
effort to fight what he saw as sloth, he’d been playing winter basketball with a group of aging jocks from
Minneapolis. He was broad-shouldered, quick-moving, and not quite gaunt. HE BRUSHED BY a
redheaded woman who was leading a muffin-sized red dog in a muffin-sized red Christmas sweater
down the sidewalk. The woman smiled and said, “Hi, Lucas,” as they passed. He half-turned and
blurted, “Hey. How ya doin’?”” and smiled and kept going. Where’d he know her from? Somewhere. He
was up the steps, inside the shopping mall that led to the DPS, in an elevator: A bartender, he thought.
She used to be a bartender. Where? O’Brien’s? Maybe . . . ROSE MARIE ROUX’S office was a
twenty-foot square that she’d furnished with her own money: a good cherry-wood desk, two
comfortable visitors’ chairs in green leather, a couch, a few prints and photographs of politicians, a
bookcase full of reference books and state procedure manuals. Rose Marie was sprawled in a chair
behind her desk, an overweight woman with improbably blond-tinted fly-away hair, wearing a rumpled
blue dress, with an unlit cigarette hanging from the corner of her mouth. Word around town was that
when she took the job, she’d moved the commissioner’s office across the building so she could get a
window that opened. At any time of day, you were likely to see her head sticking out the window, it was
said, with a plume of smoke hanging over it. “What?”” Lucas asked. “Sit down,” she said. She pointed at
a green leather chair. “The governor’s a couple of minutes out, but I can give you an outline.” She took a
breath. “Well . ..~ “What?” “We’ve had a lynching.” The statement hung in the air like an oral Goodyear
blimp. “Tell me,” Lucas said after a moment. “Up north, a few miles outside of Armstrong. You know
where that is?” “By Thief River, somewhere.” “Very good. A black man and a white woman were found
hanging from a tree out in the countryside. They were naked. Handcuffed, legs taped with strapping tape.
They’d been living together in some flyspeck town north of Armstrong.” “Lynched,” Lucas said. He
thought about it for a few seconds, then said slowly, “Lynched means that somebody is suspected of a
crime. The townspeople take justice into their own hands and the law doesn’t do anything about it. Is
that—?" “No. What actually happened is that they were murdered,” Rose Marie said, twisting in her
chair. “Sometime last night. But it’s a black man and a blond woman and they’re hanging from trees,
naked. When the word gets out, the shit’s gonna hit the fan, and we can say murder all we want, and the
movie people are going to be screaming lynching. We need to get some shit up there.” “Does Bemidji
know?”” Lucas asked. The BCA’s Bemidji office handled investigations in the northern part of the state.
“I don’t know—they don’t know from me. What we’ve got is an informal contact with Ray Zahn, the
state patrolman out of Armstrong,” Rose Marie said. “He called in about forty-five minutes ago, and had
the call switched to me, at home. He seems to be a smart guy. He was first on the scene, a couple of
minutes ahead of the first sheriff’s deputies.” “Maybe the sheriff’ll handle it,” Lucas suggested. “Zahn says
no. He says th e sheriff is a new guy who’s scared of his own shadow. Zahn says the sheriff’ll call us as
soon as he looks at the scene.” “And I’'m going.” “Absolutely. That’s the first thing the governor said
when I called him. We’ve got a National Guard chopper getting ready. You can fly right into the scene.”
“That’s all we know?”” Lucas asked. “That’s everything,” Roux said. “Then I’ll get going,” Lucas said,
pushing up from the green chair. He felt a hum, a little spear of pleasure breaking through the blue. An
evil bastard to hunt: nothing like it to cheer a guy up. “You can call me in the air if anything changes.”
“Wait for the governor. He’s only a minute or two away.” WHILE THEY WAITED, Lucas got on his
cell phone and called Del: “Where are you?”” “In bed.” Del Capslock had come over from Minneapolis
with Lucas. “Get up. I'll pick you up in fifteen or twenty minutes. Bring some clothes for a couple of
days. Bring some boots, too. We’re going up north. We’re gonna be outside.” “Uh-oh.” “Yeah. Exactly
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right. I’ll tell you when I see you.” ROSE MARIE’S TELEPHONE rang, and she picked it up, listened
for one second, then dropped it back on the hook. “Governor just came through the front door.”
GOVERNOR ELMER HENDERSON was six feet tall and willowy, with lightly gelled blond hair fading
to gray, long expressive hands, and watery blue eyes. He wore narrow, gold-rimmed glasses that gave
him a scholarly look, and conservative gray, blue, or black suits handmade in London, over handmade
English shoes. Henderson’s clan had money and a history in Minnesota politics, but Elmer hadn’t been
expected to carry the family banner. He had, in fact, always been the family weenie, with a whiff of sexual
difference hanging around him from his college and law-school days. He’d been expected to spend his
life as a second-stringer in the boardrooms of large Minnesota corporations, while his two brothers grew
up to be governors and senators and maybe presidents. But one of the brothers turned to cocaine and
multiple divorce, and the other got drunk and powered his antique wooden Chris Craft under a dock and
made a quadriplegic of himself. Elmer, by default, was chosen to soldier on. As it happened, he’d found
in his soul a taste for power and a talent for intrigue. He’d created a cabal of conservative Democratic
state legislators that had decapitated the Democratic Party machine, and then had taken it over. He’d
maneuvered that victory into a nomination for governor. A little more than a year into his first term, he
looked good for a second. Henderson was also a northern Catholic conservative Democrat, in his
mid-forties, nice-looking, with an attractive wife and two handsome if slightly robotic children, one of
each gender, who never smoked dope or rode skateboards or got tattooed or visibly pierced—although
a local talk show host had publicly alleged that Henderson’s eighteen-year-old daughter had two
clitorises. That, even if true, could hardly be held against Henderson. If the party should choose a
southern Protestant liberal for president, and needed some balance on the ticket . . . well, who knew
what might happen? HENDERSON CAME IN in a rush, banging into Roux’s office without knocking,
trailed by the odor of Bay Rum and his executive assistant, who smelled like badly metabolized garlic.
They were an odd couple, almost always together, the slender aristocrat and his Igor, Neil Mitford.
Mitford was short, burly, dark-haired, badly dressed, and constantly worried. He looked like a
bartender and, in his college days, had been a good one—he had a near-photographic memory for faces
and names. “Has Custer County called yet?”” Henderson asked Roux, without preamble. “Not yet.
We’re not officially in it,” Roux said. The governor turned to Lucas: “This is what you were hired for. Fix
this. Get up there, let the regular BCA guys do their thing, let the sheriff do his thing, but 'm going to lean
on you. All right?”” Lucas nodded. “Yes.” “Just so that everybody is on the same page,” Mitford said.
He’d picked up a crystal paperweight from one of Rose Marie’s trophy shelves, and was tossing it in the
air like a baseball. “This is a murder, not a lynching. We’ll challenge the word lynching as soon as
anybody says it.” “They’re going to say it,” Roux said from behind her desk. “We know that,”
Henderson said. “But we need to kill it, the use of the word.” “Not a lynching,” Mitford repeated. To
Lucas: “The sooner we can find anything that supports that view, the better off we’ll be. Any little shred.
Get it through to me, and I'll spin it out to the TV folks.” “Gotta knock it down quick,” Henderson said.
“Can’t let it grow.” Lucas nodded again. “I better take off,” he said. “The quicker we get up there—"
“Go,” said Henderson. “Knock it down, the word, then the crime.” Roux added, “I’ll call you in the air,
as soon as Custer County calls in. I’ll get the BCA down here to coordinate you with the guys out of
Bemidji.” “All right,” Lucas said. “See ya.” And as Lucas was going out the door, Henderson called after
him, “Great briefcase.” ON HIS WAY to Del’s house, Lucas called Weather at the hospital, was told
that she’d just gone down to the locker room. He left a message with her secretary: he’d call with a motel
number when he was on the ground. Del lived a mile east and north of Lucas, in a neighborhood of
post-war ramblers and cottages, all modified and remodified so many times that the area had taken on
some of the charm of an English village. Del was waiting under the eaves of his garage, wearing a parka
and blue corduroy pants pulled down over nylon-and-plastic running shoes. He had a duffel bag slung
over his shoulder. “Running shoes?”” Lucas asked, as Del climbed into the car. “Got boots in the bag,”
Del grunted. He hadn’t bothered to shave, but his breath was minty-fresh. He was nut-tough, smaller
than Lucas, street-weathered, shifty, a guy who could pass as a junkie or as homeless or almost anything
else that didn’t involve a white collar. “Does Weather know about this?”” “Left a message. How about
Cheryl?” Lucas asked. Del’s wife was a nurse. “Yeah, called her. She’s working the first shift—I told her


http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

probably two or three days. What happened?” “Interesting problem,” Lucas said. He outlined what he
knew about the hangings as they headed to Lucas’s house to pack. “A fuckin’ lynching, and we gotta fix
it. For our own sakes, along with everything else,” Del said, when Lucas had finished. “Not a lynching.”
“Walks likes a lynching, quacks like a lynching . . . ”” They sat silently for a moment, watching the snow
come down around a red light. Then, “Could be a good time, you know?” LUCAS CHANGED
CLOTHES and packed in ten minutes, stuffing underwear, jeans, a laptop, and a cell-phone charger into
a black nylon bag. He said good-bye to the housekeeper; kissed the kid, who was taking a nap and
who, with a beige blanket folded around him, looked a little like a submarine sandwich; and collected
Del, who’d called a cab. The cab driver got lost for a while, trying to find the entrance to the National
Guard site at Minneapolis—St. Paul International. When they finally arrived, the pilot and copilot, who had
become impatient, briskly packed them into the back of the chopper. THE FLIGHT WAS
uncomfortable: the old military chopper had been built for utility rather than comfort. Conversation was
difficult, so they gave it up. Even thinking was hard, and eventually they huddled, nylon-and-fleece-clad
lumps, on the bad canvas seats, closed up in the stink of hot oil and military creosote, heads down,
fighting off incipient nausea. After an eternity, the chopper beat got deeper and they felt the beginning of a
turn. Del unbuckled, half-stood, looked forward and then patted Lucas on the shoulder and shouted,
“There it is.” Lucas pressed his forehead to the icy plastic window of the National Guard helicopter and
tried to look forward. ATHOUSAND FEET below, the Red River plains of northern Minnesota
stretched north and west, toward Canada and the Dakotas. Though it was January, and the temperature
outside the chopper registered at six degrees below zero, the ground below them was only dappled with
snow. The few roads resembled lines on a drafting pad, dead straight across the paper-flat farmscape.
To the southeast, along the route they’d just flown, the country had been rougher and the snow deeper.
Dozens of frozen-over lakes and ponds had been strung like rosary beads on the snowmobile trails;
Jjigsaw-puzzle farm fields, red barns, and vertical streams of chimney smoke had given the land a homier
personality. Straight east, out of the helicopter’s right window, was a wilderness of peat bog punctuated
by the hairy texture of trash willow. To the west, they could just see a shadowy hint of the line of the Red
River, rolling north toward Winnipeg. They’d overflown the hamlet of Broderick, in Custer County, and
were now closing on a line of cop cars parked on what Lucas had been told was West Ditch Road. The
roof racks were flashing on two of the cars. To the north of them, in one of the bigger patches of snow,
they could see a stand of leafless trees. The copilot leaned into the passenger compartment and shouted
over the beat of the blades, “We’re gonna put you down on the highway—they don’t want the rotor
blast blowing dirt over the crime scene. A state patrol car will come out to get you.” Lucas gave him a
thumbs-up and the copilot pulled his head back into the cockpit. Del pulled off the Nikes, stuffed them in
his duffel bag, and began lacing up high-topped hiking boots. Lucas looked at his watch: 11:15. The flight
to Broderick had taken better than two hours. Minnesota was a tall state, and Custer County was about
as far from St. Paul as it was possible to get, without crossing into North Dakota or Canada. Now the
pilot dropped the chopper in a circle, to look at the highway where they’d land. At the same time, a state
patrol car, followed by a sheriff’s car, rolled down the side road and, at the intersection, blocked the
main highway north and south. “Better button up tight,” the copilot called back to them. “It’s gonna be
chilly.” The chopper put down on the tarmac between the two cop cars, and the copilot came back to
slide the door. Lucas and Del climbed out into the downdraft of the rotors. The air was bitterly cold. Dirt
and ice crystals scoured them like a sandblaster, and, unconsciously ducking away from the rotors, they
ran with their bags back to the state patrol car, their pants plastered to their legs, the icy air lashing their
exposed skin. The patrolman popped the back and passenger doors, and as they climbed in, the chopper
took off in another cloud of ice crystals. “That really sucked,” the patrolman said as they settled in. He
was in his late forties, with white eyebrows and graying hair, his face as weathered as a barn board.
“Didn’t even think about the goddamned prop wash, or whatever it is.” He buckled up and looked back
at Del, nodded, then held out a hand to Lucas and said, “Ray Zahn. Sorry to get you up so early.”
“Lucas Davenport, that’s Del Capslock in the back,” Lucas said, as they shook hands. “They haven’t
taken the bodies out yet?”” “No. They’ve been waiting for the ME. Couldn’t find him for a while, but he’s
on his way now.” Zahn did a U-turn and they bumped off the highway onto the gravel road, and the
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sheriff’s car fell in behind them. “You know the people? The ones that got hanged?”” Del asked. Zahn got
the car straight and caught up with Lucas’s question. “Yeah. It’s a couple from down in Broderick.
We’ve IDed them as a Jane Warr and a Deon Cash. They were living in an old farmhouse down there.”
“Cash is black?” “Yup.” Zahn grinned. “Only black dude in the entire county and somebody went and
hung him.” “That could piss you off,” Del ventured. “Got that straight,” Zahn said with a straight face.
“Our cultural diversity just went back to zero.”

3 WEST DITCH ROAD was frozen solid, but sometime during the winter there’d been a thaw, and a
tractor had cut ruts in the thinly graveled surface. As they bumped through the ruts, now frozen as hard as
basalt, Zahn pointed to a house across the ditch and said, “That’s where the girl’s from.” “What girl?”
Lucas asked. He and Del looked out the windows. A thirty-foot-wide drainage ditch ran parallel to the
road and showed a steely streak of ice at the bottom. A narrow, two-story farmhouse, its white paint
gone gray and peeling, sat on the other side of the ditch. The house faced the highway, but was a
hundred feet back from it. A rusting Jeep Cherokee squatted in the yard in front of the sagging porch.
Zahn glanced over at him. “How much you know about this? Anything?” “Nothing,” Lucas said. ‘“They
threw us on the chopper and that’s about it.” “Okay,” Zahn said. “To give it to you quick, a girl named
Letty West lives in that house with her mother. She’s this little twerp.” He thought that over for a second,
then rubbed an eyebrow with the back of his left hand. “Naw, that’s not right. She’s like a little Annie
Oakley. She wanders around with an old .22 and a machete and a bunch of traps. Caught her driving her
mother’s Jeep a couple of times. Got a mouth on her. Anyway, last night—she looked at her clock when
she woke up, and she says it was right after midnight—she saw some car lights down the road here, and
wondered what was going on. There’s nothing down here, and it was blowin’ like hell. This morning,
about dawn, she was walking her trapline along the ditch, and went up on top to look at that grove of
trees. That’s how she found them. If she hadn’t, they might’ve hung there until spring.” THEY WERE
ALL looking out the windows at the girl’s house. The place might have been abandoned, but for a light
glowing from a window at the front door, and foot tracks that led on and off the porch to the Jeep. The
yard hadn’t been cut in recent years and clumps of dead yellow prairie grass stuck up through the thin
snow. A rusting swing-set sat at the side of the house, not square to anything, as though it’d been
dumped there. A single swing hung from the left side of the two-swing bar. On the far back end of the
property, a forties-era outhouse crumbled into the dirt. Lucas noticed a line of green-paper Christmas
trees taped in an upstairs window. “How old’s the girl?”” Del asked. “Eleven or twelve, I guess.” “What’s
the machete for?”” Lucas asked. “Something to do with the trapping,” Zahn said. “She down at the scene,
or... 7’ “They took her into town with her mother, to make a statement.” Lucas asked, “Who’d know
about this road? Have to be local, you think?”” Zahn shrugged: “Maybe, but I think it’s probably the first
road the killer came to that led off the highway, outside of Broderick. First place he could do his business
with a little peace and quiet.” “Must have scouted it, though,” Lucas said. The road was only slightly
wider than the patrol car, with no shoulder on the left, and on the right, six feet of frozen dirt and then an
abrupt slope into the ditch. “That ditch would be dangerous as hell. How’d he turn around?” “There are
some tracks, you’ll see them up ahead. What’s left of them, anyway. He just jockeyed her around, and
got straight. But you’re right; he must’ve scouted it.” “If this kid could see him, why’d he think he was out
of sight?” Del asked. “We had a good wind through here last night, a nice little ground blizzard,” Zahn
said. “From the grove of trees, on the ground, he might not be able to see the farmhouse, but from up on
the second floor of the farmhouse, you could see his lights down in the grove. Anyway, Letty said she
could, and there’s no reason to think she was lying. She never turned her room light on.” “Mmm.” Lucas
nodded. He’d once been in a ground blizzard where he couldn’t see more than three feet in any direction,
but if he looked straight up, he could see a fine blue sky with puffy, white fair-weather clouds. “So the
victims lived back in Broderick?” “Yeah, down there in another old farmhouse. That’s how we identified
them so quick. Took one look and knew who the guy was. Him being black.” “How long did he live
here?” “Year and a half. He was in jail down in Kansas City, showed up here in July a year ago, and
moved in with Warr. Warr was working at the casino in Armstrong, dealing blackjack. We just found out
about the jail thing this morning.” “The Warr woman—she was from here?”” Del asked. “Nope. She was
from Kansas City, herself,” Zahn said. “Got into Broderick about a month before Cash, so we think she
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must’ve been his girlfriend, and came up here when he was about to get out of jail, to nail down the job.
But to tell you the truth, we don’t really know the details yet.” “Okay.” “What about Broderick?”” Del
asked. “Anything there? What do they do? Farmers?” “Well, it was mostly a ghost town until Gene Calb
got his truck rehab business going. There was always a gas station and a store, and a bar off and on,
servicing the local farm folks. Just a crossroads. Then some people moved up here, to be close to work
at Calb’s—houses are really cheap—and now, there must be twenty or thirty people around the place.”
“So what the hell was an interracial couple from Kansas City doing there?” Lucas asked. “That seems to
be a question,” Zahn agreed. They’d come up on the line of cop cars, which were parked on both sides
of the narrow lane. A half-dozen cops were standing around, backs to the wind, ducking their heads
briefly to see who Zahn was bringing in. Zahn threaded between them, slowed, pointed to a tall
white-haired man in sunglasses, a camo hunting jacket, and nylon wind pants, who stood with his hands
in his pockets talking to two other men. Zahn said, “That’s the sheriff, Dick Anderson. I’ll let you out
here. I’'m gonna find someplace to get turned around. I get claustrophobic when I’'m pointed the wrong
way.” LUCAS AND DEL climbed out, and the sheriff and the two men he was talking to looked down
at them, and the sheriff said something to the other two and they both smiled. Del, who was coming up
behind Lucas, muttered, “We’re city slickers.” “For a while, anyway,” Lucas agreed. He smiled as he
came up to the sheriff. Lucas’s blue eyes were happy enough, but his smile sometimes made people
nervous. “Sheriff Anderson? Lucas Davenport and Del Capslock with the BCA. We understand you’ve
got a situation.” “If that’s what you’d call it,” the sheriff said. The sherift was about forty, Lucas thought,
with a pale pinkish complexion; he ran to fat, like a clerk, but wasn’t fat yet. His hands stayed in his
pockets. A statement of some kind, Lucas thought. Anderson nodded to the two men with him: “These
are deputies Braun and Schnurr. We understood that Hank Dickerson was coming up from Bemidji with
a crime scene crew.” Lucas nodded, still smiling. “Yes. They should be here anytime. Del and I were sent
by the governor to make sure everything was handled right.” “The governor knows about this?”
Anderson asked doubtfully. “Yes. I talked to him this morning before I left. He said to say hello and that
he hoped we could get this cleared away in a hurry.” “Maybe I should give him a call,” Anderson
suggested. “I’'m sure he’d be happy to hear from you,” Lucas said. He looked around. “Where are the
victims?”” Anderson turned toward the stand of trees north of the road, took a hand out of his jacket
pocket, and pointed. “Back in there, where the guys in the orange hats are.” Lucas said to Del. “Let’s go
take a look.” “Are y ou running this, or Hank?”” Anderson asked. “Both of us, in a way,” Lucas said. “I
report directly to the commissioner of Public Safety and to the governor. Hank reports up through the
BCA chain of command.” ““So what exactly do you do?” Deputy Schnurr asked. “Handle the politics or
what?” “I kick people’s asses,” Lucas said. His eyes flicked over Schnurr and the other deputy, then
went back to the sheriff. “When they need to be kicked.” He and Del both stepped away at the same
time, toward the men in the orange caps. The sheriff and his two deputies hesitated, and Del and Lucas
got a few steps away and Del said, “That was cool.” “Hey, the guy didn’t even shake hands.” “Yeah.”
They pushed through a tangle of brush and caught a glimpse of the bodies hanging from the ropes; passed
a few more trees and then saw them fully, in the clear. Lucas focused on them, got careless, pushed back
a springy branch and got snapped in the face by a twig. His cheek stinging, he said, “Careful,” to Del,
and went back to staring at the bodies. They looked like paintings, he thought, or maybe an old fading
color photo from the 1930s, two gray, stretched-out bodies dangling from a tree, half facing each other,
ropes cutting into their necks, with four white men not looking at them—desperately not looking at them.
As they came up, Del asked, quietly, “You ever noticed how hanged people sort of all look alike—like
they lose their race or something? They all look like they’re made out of clay.” Lucas nodded. He had
noticed that. “Except redheads,” he added. “They always look like they came from a different planet.”
Del said, “You’re right. Except for redheads. They just get paler.” The four orange-hatted men were
spaced around the bodies at the cardinal points, as though they might be rushed from any direction. A
short stepladder was set up beside the bodies, and the snow had been thoroughly trampled down for fifty
feet around. Two of the men were doing the cold-weather tap dance, a slow shuffle that said they were
freezing. When Lucas and Del came up, one of the orange-hats turned and asked, “Who’re you?”’
“BCA,” Lucas said. “Who’re you?” “Dave Payton.” The man turned back to the bodies and shivered.
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“D-Deputy sheriff.” “What’re you doing?”” Del asked. “K-Keeping everybody out of a circle around the
bodies. You guys are supposed to have a crime crew coming. You don’t look like them.” “They’ll be a
bit,” Lucas said. His voice had turned friendly. “You get here early?” “I was the first car in, after the state
patrol. Ass is freezin’ solid.” “Where’s the line they were brought in on . . . tracks or anything?”” Payton
jerked his arm toward the road. “Back that way, I guess. Pretty trampled down, now.” Lucas looked,
and could see the kind of snaky break in the brush that often meant a game trail. If the bodies had been
brought in along it, then the hangman had known exactly where he was going. Del had taken a couple
steps closer to the dangling bodies. “Woman’s got blood on her face,” he said. “G-Guy’s pretty messed
up, too,” Payton said. “Looks like somebody beat the heck out of him before he did . . . this.” “I don’t
think it’s her blood,” Del said. “Some of it’s off to the side, and on her upper lip and nose.” “We’ll get
the lab to check,” Lucas said. “That’d be a break, if it’s the killer’s.” Payton said, “D-D-D-DNA. We
did a DNA in a rape last year.” “Catch the guy?” “N-N-No,” Payton said. Lucas said, “Look, why
don’t you go sit in a car for a while and get warmed up, for Christ’s sakes? You’re shaking like a leaf.” «
’Cause Anderson’d have a cow,” Payton said. “We’re taking over the crime scene,” Lucas said. “The
BCA is. I'm ordering you to leave, okay?” He looked at the other guys, who were watching him, some
hope in their eyes. “All of you. Get some place warm. Get some coffee.” Payton bobbed his head, said,
“Aye aye, cap’n.” The four men hurried in a wide circle around the hanging bodies, another of them
muttered, “Thanks,” and then they all scuttled off through the naked trees toward the cars.
“ANDERSON COULD BE a problem,” Del said, conversationally, when the deputies were out of
earshot. He and Lucas were still looking at the dead people. The ghastly fact was that Cash and Warr
hung only a few inches off the ground, and neither one had been tall—Lucas and Del were looking almost
straight into their dead, half-open eyes, at their purplish faces, and the two bodies swayed together as
though dancing on the same floor where the two cops were standing. “He doesn’t know what he’s
doing,” Del continued. “Half the goddamn crime scene is stuck to the bottoms of the deputies’ boots.
Then he left them out here to freeze.” “Yeah.” Lucas decided that they were gawking at the bodies.
“We’re gawking,” he said. “I know,” Del said, looking at Warr. “How many dead people we seen in our
lives? You think a thousand?” “Maybe not a thousand,” Lucas said, still looking. “I don’t dream about
any of them, except maybe one burned guy I saw, all black and crispy but still alive . . . died while we
were waiting for the ambulance. And a little kid who drowned in a creek, she was my first one right after
I went on patrol.” “I remember my first kid.” “Everybody does,” Del said. He did the cold-weather tap
dance, and blew some steam. “I’m gonna remember this one for a while.” “THEY’RE ON DISPLAY, ”
Lucas said after a while. “You think it could be a biker thing? Bikers do this kind of shit, sometimes.”
“I’ve never seen it,” Del said doubtfully. A gust of wind came through, and both of the bodies slowly
rotated toward them. “Neither have I, but I’ve read about it,” Lucas said. “Read about it, or seen it in the
movies?” “Maybe the movies,” Lucas admitted. “The thing is, the guy who did this wanted everybody to
freak out. This isn’t just a murder. This is something else. The guy was making a point.” “No clothes
around,” Del said. “Must’ve pulled the clothes off somewhere else, or took them with him.” “Somewhere
else. This was all planned,” Lucas said. “The killer wasn’t struggling around in the dark, pulling their
clothes off. He didn’t have to look for this place, off the top of his head. He knew what he was going to
do. He worked it all out ahead of time.” THEY WERE TALKING about the line the killer took through
the trees, and the angle down to the kid’s house and the distance from the town, and more about the
display of the bodies, when they heard people coming in. Anderson was pushing through the brush with
Braun and Schnurr, followed by three more men in bulky uniform parkas and insulated pants. “Must be
the guys from Bemidji,” Del said. They were. Dickerson, a tall man in a tan parka, with straw-colored
hair and gold-rimmed glasses, introduced himself and the other two agents, Barin and Woods. All of
them gawked at the bodies as they talked. “The crime scene and special operations guys are about five
minutes behind us,” Dickerson said. “The ME’s out on the road right now. The special ops guys’ll get it
on film and we’ll process the scene, then we’ll get those folks out of the trees.” “We need a careful
sweep,” Lucas said. “I mean like, crazy careful.” “Pretty screwed up already,” Dickerson said. Then he
second-thought himself, with the sheriff right there, and diplomatically added, “We’re getting set up now.
We’re bringing in a propane heater, and after we get finished crawling the place, we’ll melt out the snow
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and make sure nothing was trampled down into it.” “Excellent.” “You and I ought to go off somewhere,
and decide who’s going to do what.” Again, a bureaucratic wariness. “Del and I don’t have anything to
do with crime scene stuff,” Lucas said. “That’s all yours—but make sure the ME takes a close look at
the woman’s mouth. That blood on her face looks likes it might not be hers. We’ll want a DNA on it and
we’ll want her mouth cleaned out.” “Sure.” “Otherwise, we can chat if you want, but basically, Del and I
just go around and talk to people.” Lucas said. “Your guys should do the same thing—interview whoever
you want. Duplicate us. No problem.” “So we’re not . . . one investigation.” Dickerson looked skeptical.
“Nope.” Lucas shook his head. “Del and I have done this a lot, in Minneapolis. We find it’s handy, with
the hard ones, to have two investigations running side by side, if you can do it without a lot of in-fighting.
You get different ideas going.” Dickerson shrugged. “It’s all right with me. These two guys”—he turned a
thumb to Barin and Woods—*“will be doing all the work. I’'m going to get us set up, hang around today
and maybe tomorrow, and then I’ll be on call down in Bemidji. I understand the governor’s taken an
interest.”” Lucas said, “He has. He’s worried about the image. Two people hanged, naked, the man’s
black.” “Got a pretty good dick on him, too,” said Schnurr, the sheriff’s deputy. Lucas turned on him, his
teeth showing. “Shut the fuck up. Honest to Christ, if I hear anybody talking like that, I’ll personally slap
the shit out of him.” “Didn’t mean nothin’,” Schnurr said. He shuffled his feet like a child who’d been bad
in class; but he had mean eyes. “If a reporter heard that, or even heard you’d said it, sheriff’s deputies
making cracks like that, we’d have twice as much trouble as we do now. So keep your fuckin’ mouth
shut,” Lucas finished. To Anderson: “I don’t know how much you like your job, but your whole
goddamn county is about to get smeared in the national media. Do you understand that?” “T . . . don’t
know,” Anderson said, uncertainly. “Believe me, it’s gonna happen. And one asshole making comments
like this guy, it could mean that you don’t only lose your job, but you gotta move to Arizona and change
your name.” Anderson glanced nervously at Schnurr and said, “We’ll keep a lid on it.” Dickerson was
peering up at the bodies, embarrassed, Lucas thought, to be from the same agency as Lucas. “You
better,” Lucas snarled. He looked again at Schnurr, nailing him in place, then asked Anderson, “The little
girl who found the bodies—is she in town?” “Giving a statement,” Anderson said. “We’d appreciate it if
you’d have somebody call in, tell them to keep her there until Del and I have a chance to talk to her.”
Anderson nodded. Lucas said to Dickerson, “Good luck. You guys got it.” “We got it,” Dickerson said.
“NEED TO GET to that little girl,” Lucas said, as they walked back out to the line of cars. “If the
sheriff’s crew is as bad as it looks, we need to talk to her before somebody fucks her up.” “Gotta get
some wheels,” Del said. “Get them at a car dealer, probably, if we get there fast,” Lucas said.
“Tomorrow morning, you won’t be able to rent a car anywhere north of Fargo.” “Zahn oughta know.”
ZAHN DID KNOW. “Holme’s Motors in Armstrong,” he said. “Fix you right up. How many do you
want?” “Two?” As they bounced slowly down the dirt road, past the girl’s house to the highway, Zahn
fumbled out a cell phone, pushed a speed-dial button, and said, “This is Ray Zahn. Let me talk to Carl.”
And a moment later, “Hey. I gotta couple of cops in town from St. Paul. They need two cars, good
shape. Uh-huh.” He turned to Lucas: “What kind of credit card?”” “American Express or Visa, whatever
they take,” Lucas said. “American Express or Visa. . . yeah. Yeah. Ten minutes. Yeah, see you then.”
He hung up. “All fixed,” he said. “One of you gets a loaded three-year-old Oldsmobile, the other one
gets a six-year-old five-liter Mustang.” “I’ll take the one with the best heater,” Del said. “We need to get
over to the sheriff’s department, quick as we can,” Lucas said. “Is that the courthouse?” “Law
Enforcement Center,” Zahn said. “Three years old, state-of-the-art, behind the courthouse and right
across the street from Holme’s car lot. The LEC is the reason Dick Anderson’s the sherift.” “He built it?”
Lucas asked. “No. The last sheriff did. Bobby Carter,” Zahn said. He grinned at Lucas and pumped his
eyebrows. “Don’t tell anybody I said so—Bobby’s a friend of mine—but he got a little too close to the
construction process. Nobody went to jail, but people around here figure that a good chunk of money
stuck to his fingers. He’s back to farming.” “What was Anderson? Not a deputy?” “He was a lawyer,
private practice. Real estate, mostly. He worked with the county attorney, sometimes. When Bobby got
into trouble and figured he better get out, he put up one of his good old boys to run. That pissed people
off. Anderson jumped in at the last minute and got elected.” “A political wizard, huh?”” Del said. Zahn
smiled into his steering wheel as they bumped over the last set of ruts onto the highway, and turned south
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toward Broderick and Armstrong. “Never heard anybody use the word wizard around him,” he said.
“He’s pretty much wholly owned by Barry Wilson, who’s the head of the county commission. That’s
okay, most of the time. Doesn’t work too well when there’s an actual crime, or something.” THE
TOWN OF Broderick was a few hundred yards down the highway, and Zahn took them through it at a
crawl. The town was built along two streets that intersected the highway at right angles. A big
four-square farmhouse sat on the north edge of town, on the west side of the highway. A sheriff’s car sat
in the driveway, in front of the garage, and Zahn said, “That’s the victims’ place.” “Okay.” It looked like
a rural murder scene on a CNN report, a lonely white farmhouse surrounded by snow, with a cop car in
the yard. Farther south, still on the west side of the highway, they passed Wolf’s Cafe, which looked like
a shingle-sided rambler; the Night Owl Club; and a building with a wooden cross fixed above the door
and a bare spot where a sign had been pulled down. “That used to be the Holy Spirit Pentecostal
Church—holy rollers,” Zahn said. “They eventually rolled out of town. Now a bunch of women work
there. Like religious women, do-gooders, I guess. Some Catholics and some Lutheran women from
Lutheran Social Services, and I heard one of them’s a Quaker. One of the Catholics is a looker. The
other ones are the blue-tights kind.” Scattered among the buildings were a half-dozen small houses, a
couple of trailer homes, a corrugated-steel corn silo with a cone-shaped roof, and a red barn. The east
side of the highway was sparser: a Handy Mart gas station and convenience store; Calb’s Body Shop &
Tow, in a long yellow metal-sided pole barn; Gene’s 18, an over-the-road truck rehab place; and two
more houses. “That’s it?” “That’s it, that’s the town,” Zahn said, as they rolled out into the countryside.
Del asked, “What’s with all the truck places, the body shops? Isn’t that pretty heavy industry for a place
like this?” “Naw . . . I don’t know. Would you drive your car nine miles to get it fixed? We’re nine miles
from Armstrong.” “I guess I would,” Del admitted. “Actually, I know I would, ’cause I have.” “And it
was an inheritance deal. Gene inherited the body shop from his old man, and then he added the truck
rehab business. Truck rehab, you can do anywhere. He does pretty good. He’s why the town started
coming back. Most everybody who lives here works for him. Not a bad guy.” “A long way out,” Del
said. “Some people like it lonely,” Zahn said. “Some people don’t.” Then they were out of town, out in
the countryside. A crow or a raven was flying south, parallel to the highway, a fluttering black speck
against the overcast sky, the only thing besides themselves that was moving. Del said, “Jesus Christ, it’s
flat.” They rode in silence for a couple of minutes, then Zahn started a low, unconscious whistling. Lucas
recognized the tune, probably from an elevator somewhere. “What’s that song you’re whistling?” “Didn’t
realize | was whistling,” Zahn said. He thought a minute. “It’s that thing from Phantom of the Opera.”
“That’s right.” After a second, “You don’t seem to be too upset, you know, by the bodies.” “Well,
you’re with the Patrol, you learn not to be a pussy, like a homicide cop or something,” Zahn said. “All
right, pussy,” Del drawled from the back seat. Zahn glanced over the seat and said, “Every time I go out
to an accident and there are a couple of high school kids bleeding to death right in front of my face, and
screaming for their dad or their mom, I know them. They’re kids from down the street. You do that for a
few years and a couple strangers up in a tree won’t bother you much. Unlike some homicide pussies.”

4 KATINA LEWIS GOT out of bed at one minute to ten o’clock in the morning, the goose bumps like
oranges in the chilly morning air. She padded barefoot across the cold wooden floor, into the bathroom.
She was a round woman who no longer fought the roundness, thirty-six years old, five years divorced.
With her dark brown hair, she was a rarity in this corner of the country, where it seemed everybody was
blond or towheaded. She had good English skin from her father, a short nose and a bow lip from her
German mother, and she had her hopes and her religion. She desperately hoped for children, though she
felt the time running out. She prayed to the Lord to help her, and had faith. More than faith: she had fine
discriminating morals—she could run drugs for God, knowing that she was on a mission of love, knowing
that God was love. Katina Lewis wasn’t silly about love, didn’t walk around with a moony glow on her
face, and she could get as cranky as the next woman. She simply thought of love as something real and
tangible and everyday, like crackers or soap, that she simply hadn’t been able to acquire. But if you
looked for love long enough, she believed, if you kept the idea in your heart, if you had faith, you would
surely find it. God would not keep it from you. Now she’d found it in this unlikely place—this bleak,
gray, flat prairie. As she headed for the bathroom, she glanced back at the bed and the top of Loren
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Singleton’s towhead. She loved him, she thought. He’d make a good father, if he let himself go. If he
loosened up. But she wouldn’t want him to loosen up too much. She loved that cowboy thing, that
sandpaper jaw in the morning, those bitten-off words, the stoicism that rode on his face. She loved the
look of him, lounging with a shoulder against a wall, feet crossed, showing his boots, a Marlboro hanging
from the corner of his mouth. She’d begun to talk to him about it. She’d talk more, maybe today, or
someday soon. Time passed—that was one thing she’d learned in her twenties, and in her first marriage.
Time passed and was gone and you couldn’t get it back. LEWIS HAD SET her alarm clock for ten. In
her urgency to make it to the bathroom, she’d forgotten about it. At ten o’clock exactly, the hourly
livestock report trickled out of the two-inch speaker, five feet from Loren Singleton’s ear. Quietly. As
though a strange man had stolen into his house, to whisper in his ear, . . . slaughter steers, choice two to
three, 1,125 to 1,637 pounds, sixty-one dollars to sixty-two seventy-five. Select and choice two to
three, 1,213 to 1,340 pounds, sixty-one to sixty-one ten . . . ” The voice took a minute to penetrate, and
then Singleton stirred, squeezed his pillow around and cocked an eye at the clock, and the man said,
“That’s the South St. Paul stockyard report. Ed Wein will have updates through the day, right here on
your feeder-cattle central. Now, from our news bureau, we have a report here from Broderick,
Minnesota, where two people have been found hanged in a grove of trees just north of Broderick. The
first reports said that two people, a black man and a white woman, were found hanging . . . ” The words
were so flat and so unbelievable that they took a few seconds to connect. When they did, Singleton’s
head popped up: “What?” Lewis called from the bathroom, “Did you say something?” “Shut up,” he
shouted back. The man on the radio said, ““ . . . Anderson confirmed that two people were dead, but
deferred further comment until the medical examiner could reach the scene. We will follow this story
during the day, so keep your dial set here to North Dakota’s All-News Central . . . ” The voice was both
tinny and tiny. Singleton rolled across the bed, grabbed the clock, tried to find the volume control, heard
the weatherman come up and say, “You never know what life’s gonna bring, Dick . . . ”” and then his
voice was lost in the noise of the flushing toilet. LEWIS CAME OUT of the bathroom, pulling her cotton
nightgown down over her hips, her heavy legs jiggling at him: she was annoyed. She didn’t like being
shouted at, being told to shut up. She opened her mouth to say so, when Singleton, still staring at the
radio, said, “Did you hear that?” “I heard you shouting at me,” she said, letting a little of the annoyance
seep into her voice. “Somebody killed Deon and Jane,” Singleton blurted. The irritability vanished.
“What?” “Gotta call . . . ” he said. Over his shoulder he added, “They were found hanged in a tree.” He
trotted naked out of the bedroom and down the hall. Nothing bounced or bobbled when he moved: he
was solid. Lewis looked at the radio, which was now firmly into the weather. More gloom. That was the
essence of it. Cold and gray and maybe, if we were unlucky, a lot of snow, followed by more cold and
gray. Jane and Deon? She called after him, “What did the radio say? What did they mean, hanged?”
Then she heard him talking on the phone, and turned around, like a dog in its bed, looking for her jeans,
couldn’t find them, and heard the phone clatter back on the hook. A moment later, Singleton came back.
“Deon and Jane were found hanging in a tree across the Nine Mile Ditch. That Letty kid found them. This
morning, about two minutes after I went off duty. They were naked and dead. Somebody beat the shit
out of them before they were hanged.” “No.” She was astonished, but not distraught. “Yup. People are
coming in from all over. State police are flying in from St. Paul. They might already be here. Ray Zahn’s
going up to meet them, take them around.” He had a few more details, but not much. “I’ve got to go,”
Lewis said. She turned her back, stepped toward the bathroom and he said, “You smell like vanilla,” and
she said, absently, “That perfume . . . I wonder if your mom knows anything?”” “Don’t know.” Katina
hadn’t known Cash or Warr very well, and hadn’t liked either one, but their deaths could create
problems. “I’ve got to get down to the church. We had some sisters getting ready to make a run. I better
call Ruth right now.” She disappeared, half-dressed, down the hallway, and Singleton stood there,
puzzling over it, staring at the very expensive cowboy boots that sat at the end of his bed. Deon and
Jane? Lewis came thundering back. “She already heard, five minutes ago. I gotta get down there.
What’re you doing, cowboy?” “I don’t know. Still gotta get some sleep. Then maybe see what’s going
on.” SINGLETON SAT DOWN on the edge of the bed and ran his hands through his hair, worried.
What the hell had happened? Hanged? He couldn’t get past that part. Maybe he should go look, but too
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much curiosity . . . who exactly knew that he’d spent time with Jane and Deon? Katina knew some of it,
of course. Calb knew some of it, knew that he’d been at their house a few times. Maybe some of the
other body shop people—the shop was just down the highway, and they may have seen him turning in
Deon’s driveway. But he’d taken a little care not to be seen. When he was there, he’d always parked on
the slab beside the garage, where you really couldn’t see the car. That hadn’t been a matter of
foreboding, but just common sense. Now the common-sense care might pay off. WHAT 'RE YOU
DOING , cowboy?Lewis had asked. Loren Singleton was a cowboy, though without a horse or a ranch.
He wanted to like horses, but horses always tried to bite him, sooner or later, and he’d quit trying to ride.
Besides, Cadillacs were even better—old, over-the-top, seventies and eighties Cadillacs, which, for a
cowboy, was close enough. In his own mind, Singleton was a cowboy and an artist with automotive
lacquer, and only in a secondary, unimportant way, a sherift’s deputy and a lookout for a band of car
thieves. He knew, though, that something was missing in his life. He felt that all the details were there, but
not the color. He felt like a black-and-white photograph—only when he met Katina did a little color
begin to bleed into his life. In other people’s minds, Loren Singleton was, when they thought of him at all,
a loner, a familiar outsider, a man always standing on the edges. A few women had tried to talk with
him—he wasn’t bad looking, and the cowboy clothes seemed to give him some kind of personality—but
they’d found him unresponsive, emotionally stunted. As a deputy, he had a reputation for casual brutality
that seemed to go with his essential coldness. Even his cars, his Caddys, tended to cold, brilliant colors
that could set your teeth on edge. Everybody nodded to him on the street; almost nobody spoke to him.
THEN KATINA LEWIS had arrived to work with the nuns. Singleton wasn’t sure that he’d ever loved
anyone before he met Lewis. He thought about it sometimes. He probably loved Lewis, he
thought—there was no other explanation for the way he felt when he was around her—but did he love
his mother? Had he ever? She was the only other possibility for love in his life, and everyone was
supposed to love his mother. People got “Mom” tattooed on their arms. People ate at places called
“Mom’s,” because Mom would never hurt you, would always have that extra piece of pie for her little
boy. But Singleton’s mom had whacked the shit out of him for years; had beat him up so badly when he
was six months old that an uncle had taken him to the hospital, told the doctor that he’d crawled out of
his playpen and had fallen down the stairs. His father, Edgar Singleton, had died in a live-steam accident
at the chipboard plant when Loren was two years old. Singleton had heard his mother telling stories, with
some relish, about “poached Eg,” how his father had been poached from the neck down when a steam
line broke in a processing tank, and how he lay in the hospital, burned over 95 percent of his body,
waiting to die, without pain, but also without a mind: he’d rambled on for seven days about haying on the
old farm, then he’d died. When Eg was gone, Mom began dressing Singleton in girl’s clothes. She’d
wanted a girl; girls were more manageable. She did her damnedest to make Singleton into one—would
have done better if the nosy old school principal hadn’t gotten a restraining order against her, requiring
her to dress her kindergartener in gender-appropriate clothing. Singleton vaguely remembered all of that.
After the court order, she still made him put on a dress, occasionally, and serve tea at one of her ladies’
poker parties. That ended when he was eleven, big for his age. She’d ordered him into a dress, and he’d
refused. She’d begun to hit him with a broomstick that she’d used to beat him in the past, and he’d fled
into the winter darkness. When he came back, she was in the bathtub. He’d gone into the bathroom, and
she’d screamed at him and tried to cover her nakedness, but he didn’t care about that. He, a big, tough,
abused eleven-year-old, had grabbed her hair and shoved her head under water. She’d thrashed and
fought and clawed at him, but he’d held her under until she quit struggling. Then he held her under for
another fifteen seconds. When he finally let her up, she lay back against the end of the tub, apparently
without breath. Then, she breathed in, a small breath, and then another one. In five minutes, still weak,
she tried to climb out of the tub. Singleton heard her, came back in, shoved her head under water again,
until she passed out a second time. The second time she revived, she was quiet about it: crept over the
edge of the tub and crawled to the bathroom door and managed to get it locked. She lay there, naked,
until the next morning, when she heard him whistling out the door on his way to school. When he came
home that night, he found she’d locked him out. He kicked the back door until the lock broke, found her
crouched inside with a baseball bat. He pointed a finger at her, the eleven-year-old did, and said, “Don’t
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fuck with me anymore.” They spent their next seven years together, with the bedroom doors locked at
night. AFTER HE GRADUATED from high school, Singleton had enlisted in the Air Force, had been
trained for the Air Police, and had been sent to Eielson Air Force Base outside of Fairbanks, Alaska. All
he could remember of the place were the clouds and the cold: better than two hundred days of cloudy
skies every year, bone-chilling for seven months, cold for another three, mosquitoes for the final two. Just
like home. Out of the Air Force, he worked in East Grand Forks for a while, moving lumber around a
home improvement warehouse, then heard about a deputy sheriff’s job in Custer County. His AP
background got him in. But he didn’t try very hard, at anything, and after two years was assigned to
permanent Sunday-through-Thursday night shift. If he’d take it, he could stay, the sherift said. Otherwise,
it was the highway. He took it. There was almost nothing to do at night in Custer. In twelve years, there’d
been three house fires that started on his shift, and maybe once a month he’d get a med ical emergency,
which only required that he show up. He’d stop a few speeders on country roads, jail a few drunks,
break up the occasional barroom fight with his casual brutality. Given his work hours, he didn’t have a
social life. He followed no sports teams, didn’t hunt or fish or ride ATVs or snowmobiles, didn’t garden
or read or pay attention to music or go to movies. Didn’t even watch much TV. His only real interest
were the old Cadillacs. He’d get one in his garage, do the mechanical work that would bring it back to
life, and then lovingly and carefully strip it down to bare metal. After months of preparation, he’d move it
to Gene Calb’s auto-body shop, where he rented the equipment to do the paint. He changed cars every
year or so, driving one while he rehabbed a second one. His current ride was an *82 Eldorado Biarritz
with a custom Rolls Royce grille. The finish was a hand-polished flame-orange flake over a deep mocha
base. That was it. Other than the Caddys, it was all about taking numbers, passing the years. Then, four
years earlier, Gene Calb had offered to expand their relationship—an expansion that would give
Singleton free working space for his cars and a thousand dollars a week, with an up-front payment of ten
thousand dollars. Ten thousand down, and a thousand dollars, cash money, no taxes, every Friday. All
he had to do was keep an eye out . . . The money had changed everything. For one thing, his mother had
begun to take an interest in him. Then, one night up at the casino, he’d introduced her to Deon Cash and
Jane Warr. And then Katina had shown up. SINGLETON HEARD KATINA coming out of the
shower, heard her clumping around, getting into her pants and shoes. She came out of the bathroom like
a rocket, kissed him quick, once on the mouth, once on the penis, gave him a quick suck and then said,
“Wally’s gonna have to wait.” “C’mon, thirty seconds,” he said. “Fifteen seconds.” She sucked on Wally
for fifteen seconds, and then hurried away, laughing, and was gone. SINGLETON AND KATINA
Lewis had fallen in bed a couple of months after they met, which was at Calb’s. Katina came in with her
sister, Ruth, who was showing her around before Katina made her first run across the border. Ruth
didn’t care for Singleton, but Katina was immediately attracted. Their daddy liked to work on old cars,
she told Singleton later. Ruth didn’t care about that—she was closer to her mother, and to Jesus. Katina
saw a relationship with Singleton. She’d already mentioned love, that she might be falling into it, with him.
She’d told him over dinner at the Bird, and then peered over the little red votive candle on the table.
Singleton had felt something blossoming within him, as he looked across the table at the woman. After all
this time, a woman really cared for him? Somebody who would hang out with him, and cook and make
babies? How did that happen? He’d reached across the table, and had taken her hand; tears rolled down
his face, and she said something like, “It’s okay.” Later, feeling a little unmanly about the whole thing,
about the tears, he’d started to apologize for himself and she’d laughed and squeezed him and said,
“Loren, you did just perfect. Just perfect.” Somehow, he thought, he had. SINGLETON HAD
WORKED until seven that morning and had come home to find Katina in his bed. He’d crawled in with
her, though he hadn’t been too tired. Now, at ten o’clock, he was sleepy; he closed his eyes and tried to
go back to sleep. Deon and Jane,he thought. Hanged. Fear tickled through his chest. He tried to shut it
out, flopped this way and that, wrestling with his pillow. Maybe somebody was coming for him, he
thought. A hangman. Katina didn’t know anything about that. RUTH AND KATINA Lewis stepped
inside the body shop’s overheated office, took off their mittens, and Ruth pulled the door shut behind her.
Gene Calb was working behind his desk. He was a balding, heavyset man in his mid-forties, with a
weathered face and thick, scarred mechanic’s hands. A pair of reading glasses perched on his thick nose.
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He looked over the glasses and said, “Guys. You musta heard.” “A little while ago, in town,” Ruth said.
“Jane and Deon, but people said they were hanged?”” Ruth stuffed her mittens in her coat pocket, and
unzipped the parka. Ruth Lewis felt like her sister, but didn’t look like her. She was a slender woman,
where Katina was round, and she had flinty green eyes behind steel-colored, wire-rimmed glasses, while
Katina’s eyes were softer, paler. Ruth’s hair was close-cropped, an ascetic’s *do; Katina wore her hair
full. Ruth’s cheeks were rosy from the cold, like her sister’s, but unlike Katina, she wore no lipstick or
jewelry—a pretty woman determined to do nothing with her looks. Ruth was the older sister and the
boss, Katina the subordinate. Calb said, “Hung in a grove off the ditch road. That Letty kid found them
this morning.” He looked at the clock. It was just 11:45. It seemed like the morning had stretched on
forever, since he’d heard the news at ten. “So what are we doing?”” Katina asked. She always reminded
Calb of a clucking hen, a busy, mildly overweight woman, but with a sensuous underlip. She was
supposedly a member of some Catholic religious group, but apparently one that didn’t have anything
against sex: Katina had been sleeping with Loren Singleton, and Singleton was looking as happy as he
ever did, if a little peaked. “Do we do anything? ” “I’m closing down,” Calb said. “‘For the time being.
Until we find out what’s going on.” “That’s not acceptable,” Ruth said. “I ... A car went by on the
highway, and Ruth and Katina and Calb all turned their heads that way—you always looked at a car on
the highway in Broderick. A Highway Patrol car with extra passengers. “Ray Zahn,” Ruth said. “Loren
told me that a couple of big shots flew in from St. Paul, and Zahn’s driving them around,” Katina said.
Calb shook his head. “I’ll tell you what, guys; they’re gonna hook Deon up with me, and I don’t know
what I’'m going to tell them.” “Tell them as much of the truth as you can,” Ruth suggested. “That you hired
Deon to drive for you, on the recommendation of an old army buddy in Kansas City, that you rehab
trucks from all over the Midwest, and that he picks them up.” “That’s not exactly . . . ” “He does that,”
Ruth interrupted. “You could give references.” “Yeah. He’s done that,” Calb said. “What about you
guys?” “We can’t stop,” Ruth said. Her chin was set, tough, square. “We need to keep working.” “I’'m
sorry, but we gotta stop, until we find out what’s going on,” Calb objected. “This may be coming out of
Kansas City. If that’s what it is, maybe we can give some stuff to the cops, and they can settle it, but
before then . . . ” “Ray, we can’t,” Ruth said urgently. “We haven’t made enough runs lately. The Ontario
net just came back up, since Jeanette died.” “I can’t help that,” Calb said. “I talked to Sister Mary Ann
yesterday, when she came in—she seemed pretty happy.” “She did fine, but the mix wasn’t that good.
We can’t stop,” Ruth said. “Hey—I’m shipping a load of junkers out right now. George is on his way in
with his truck and we’re getting them the fuck outa . . . excuse the language. I'm sorry.” He was
genuinely worried that they might be offended. Ruth had once been a nun. “I don’t care about the
language,” Ruth said. She switched a smile on, and then off. “All I care about is that we keep
working—and we won’t stop. If we have to pile up the junkers on your doorstep, that’s what we’ll do.”
“Ah, Jesus Christ on a crutch,” Calb said, forgetting himself again. THE DEAL WAS complicated, but
profitable for everyone. A man named Shawn Davis from Kansas City, Missouri, working with old
drug-dealing friends in St. Louis, Des Moines, and Omaha, would spot and steal late-model Toyota
Land Cruisers, 4Runners, and Tacoma pickups. No Nissans, no Fords, no Chevys. Nothing but
Toyotas. That kept parts and paint supply simple. The stolen vehicles would be driven, individually, from
Davis’s place in Kansas City to Calb’s body shop, in Broderick. Calb had been in the Army with Davis,
and they’d done some chickenshit black market stuff in Turkey, selling U.S. government meat. They
trusted each other, to a point. The stolen cars were driven north by Deon Cash, who was Davis’s cousin,
or Joe Kelly, a friend of Cash’s. As Cash or Kelly was driving north, one of a group of religious
women—as a group they were called the “nuns” by the Custer County people, and some of them
were—would pick up a late-model, but high-mileage, last-legs Toyota in Canada, usually from a dealer
auction. The nun would nurse the wreck across the border into Minnesota, and deliver it to the body
shop. In the shop, the stolen car would be repainted to match the beater. Some of the parts and
trim—the dashboard graphics indicating kilometers per hour, instead of miles—the ID numbers, and
papers of the high-mileage Toyota would be transferred to the low-mileage machine. A nun would then
drive the truck back across the border, where it would be resold. The remnants of the beater would be
shipped to a junkyard, where it would be crushed into a cube and sent to a smelter. The money was
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great: a battered, busted-up two- or three-year-old Toyota Land Cruiser, often owned by the kind of
long-distance salesman who’d put fifty thousand rough miles a year on his car, would be purchased at a
used-car auction for a few thousand dollars Canadian. Three weeks later, it would turn up on a working
ranch in Saskatchewan or Alberta, in near-new condition, with all the right papers. The buyer would pay
the equivalent of $20,000 for a $50,000 machine. After all the work was done, and the employees paid,
and the investment in the vanishing truck was a ccounted for, Calb and Shawn Davis would split $5,000
on each Toyota sale, give or take. Two trucks a week added up to a quarter-million tax-free dollars a
year, each. Hiding the cash was almost as much trouble as making it, but they found ways. THERE
WERE A few flies in the ointment. The nuns made everybody nervous. They weren’t paid anything,
which meant that Davis and Calb didn’t have a good hold on them. The women were using the trucks
and the body shop’s expertise to smuggle drugs south across the border. Although they had no economic
hold on the women, Calb believed that they were safe. The women were, he thought, the next thing to
fanatics. Nice fanatics, like Ruth Lewis, but they would go to prison before they talked about the deal.
Another fly was Deon Cash, and his old lady, Jane Warr. Cash wasn’t quite right. Shawn Davis had
given him a job reluctantly, paid him $432 per delivery, because he was a cousin, and because he had
shown in jail that he could keep his mouth shut. But Cash was a bad man; and worse, he was stupid. A
third fly, and lately a big juicy one, was Cash’s friend, Joe Kelly. Kelly stayed with Cash and Warr
between runs. Then, a month earlier, he’d disappeared. Nobody knew where. Everybody wanted to
know. Calb had begun to suspect that Kelly had made a move on Jane Warr, and that Cash had buried
him out in the woods. Now this. CALB WASN’T LISTENING to Ruth Lewis’s appeal. He was staring
past her, out into the shop, thinking about the whole mess, and calculating. He had to have something
going out there when the cops arrived. Maybe he could haul one of his own trucks in, tear it down, start
repainting it. The place couldn’t be empty, with a bunch of guys sitting around staring at the walls . . .
“Gene! Gene!” Calb looked back at Ruth: “Sorry—I was thinking about . . . getting something going out
in the shop. Before the cops get here. It looks weird, being empty.” “Give us the cash to buy a truck,”
Ruth said. “One truck.” “Listen. Guys. We’ve got to figure out what’s going on here. You have to figure
it out, too—I mean, you’re doing the driving. I thought maybe Joe Kelly just took off, but there was no
sign he was going and Deon said all his clothes are still hanging in his closet . . . ” “You think Joe’s dead,
too?”” Katina asked. “Well, where is he?”” Calb asked. “Nobody in Kansas City has heard from him.”
“There’s an auction Saturday morning in Edmundston that’s got the perfect truck,” Ruth said. “Three
years old, two hundred and fifty thousand kilometers, runs good enough to get across.” “I gotta talk to
my Kansas City guy . .. ” “Gene, we’ve got to do this,” Ruth said urgently. “We’ve got a load waiting.
We’re desperate.” “Let me talk to my guy.” He looked around the office. “You know, if this doesn’t get
settled quick, we might have to start worrying about where we talk. What we say.” “You could always
come over to the church to talk,” Katina said. “I don’t think they’d have the guts to bug the church.”
“Maybe . . . ” Calb looked out the window. “I wonder what happened? I heard they were just hanging
there, like icicles, all . . . messed up.” “Jane Warr. She was not a nice woman. Deon was worse,” Katina
said. She turned to Ruth. “The Witch used to hang around with Jane. I hope she’s not involved with this
somehow.” “Ask Loren,” Ruth suggested. “I will. But Jane and Deon . . . ” “May God have mercy on
their souls,” said Ruth, and she crossed herself.

5 ARMSTRONG, THE COUNTY seat, came over the horizon as a hundred-foot-tall yellow concrete
chimney with a plume of steam hanging over the prairie, then as a couple of radio towers with red
blinking lights, then as a row of corrugated steel-sided grain elevators along a double set of railroad
tracks. They followed the tracks past the elevators, past a few broken-down shacks on what had once
been the bad side of town, into a quiet neighborhood of aging Cape Cod houses, all painted either white
or a dirty pastel pink or blue, over a bridge labeled CROSS RIVER, and into the business district.
“What’s that smell?” Del asked, as they came into town. Zahn looked at him. “What smell?” “Paper
plant, or chipboard plant,” Lucas said. “‘Chipboard,” Zahn said. “I don’t smell it anymore.” “Jesus. It
smells like somebody’s roasting a wet chicken, with the feathers on,” Del said. “Ain’t that bad,” said
Zahn. “Yes, it is,” Del said. The downtown was a flat grid, mostly brick, yellow and red, with meterless
curbs along blacktopped streets, three or four stoplights. Lucas could see both a Motel 6 and a Best
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Western, Conoco and BP stations on opposite corners with competing convenience stores, a Fran’s
Diner followed by a Fran’s Bakery followed by a Fran’s Rapid Oil Change, a McDonald’s on one
corner and a Pizza Hut halfway down the block, a sports bar called the Dugout. At the heart of the town
was a scratchy piece of brown grass, patched with gray snow, with a two-story, fifties-ish red-brick
courthouse in the middle of it. A newer red-brick Law Enforcement Center hung on to the back of the
courthouse, with a fire station even farther back. Three cops and a couple of firefighters were outside in
the cold, leaning against the walls of their buildings, smoking. Holme’s Motors was across the street from
the LEC, in a metal building with a single plate-glass window looking out at a dozen used American cars.
Red, white, and blue plastic pennants hung down from a wire stretched above the lot; there was just
enough wind to keep them nervously twitching. Zahn pulled into the lot, and through the window they
could see a man poking numbers into a desk calculator. “That’s Carl,” Zahn said. Carl Holme was broad
and bald-headed, with a cheerful smile. “Heard about the Negro getting hung,” he said to Zahn, when
they pushed through the door. “That’s gonna dust things up, huh?” “I°d raise your prices before the TV
people get here,” Zahn said. “Really? You think?” Five minutes after they walked in, they walked back
out into the cold. Lucas took the Olds and Del cranked up the Mustang and they trundled behind Zahn, a
three-car caravan, sixty feet across the street to the Law Enforcement Center. The smoking cops said
hello to Zahn, looked with flat curiosity at Lucas and Del. Zahn took them inside, was buzzed through a
bulletproof-glass door to a reception area, where he introduced them to Zelda Holme, the car dealer’s
wife, a pretty, round-faced woman who was also secretary to the sheriff. “Sherift Anderson called and
said you wanted to talk to Letty. We’ve got her back in the lounge,” Holme said, smiling and friendly.
“Come right along.” “I’'m gonna take off,”” Zahn said to Lucas, lifting a hand. “You’ve got my number.
Call if you need anything.” “See you later,” Lucas said. “Thanks.” He and Del fell in behind Holme, and
as they followed her along a cream-painted concrete-block hallway, Lucas mentioned that they’d just
rented cars from her husband. “I hope you counted your fingers after you shook hands with him,” she
said cheerfully. “Carl can be a sharp one.” The lounge was the last door on the right, a pale yellow
concrete cubicle with Office Max waiting-room chairs, vending machines, and a slender girl in jeans who
had her face in an Outdoor Life magazine. “Letty, dear?”” Holme said. “You’ve got visitors.” LETTY
WEST TURNED her head and took them in. She was blond, her hair pulled back tight in a short
ponytail. She had warm blue eyes that Lucas thought, for an instant, he recognized from somewhere else,
some other time; and an almost oval face, but with a squared jaw and freckles. She wore jeans and a
blue sweatshirt and dirt-colored gym shoes that had once been white nylon. A Coke can sat on an end
table at her right hand. She might have been a female Huckleberry Finn, except for a cast of sadness
about her eyes—a Pieta-like sadness, strange for a girl so young. Lucas had seen it before, usually in a
woman who’d lost a child. A good-looking kid, Lucas thought, except for the weathering. Her face and
hands were rough, and if you hadn’t been able to see her preteen figure, you might have thought she was
a twenty-year-old farmer’s daughter, with too much time hoeing beans. “These gentlemen are here to see
you from St. Paul,” Holme said. She was stooping over like older women did when they approached
younger children, her voice too kindly. “Cops?”’ Letty asked. “State policemen from St. Paul,” Holme
said. “Cops,” Letty said. Lucas looked at the kid and said, “Hi,” and then to Holme, “We can take it
from here.” “Okay,” she said. Holme looked once at Del, as though he might be carrying a flea, and went
back out the door. Lucas had the impression that she might have stopped just outside, so he said to Del,
“Did I see a water fountain in the hallway?”” “Let me check,” Del said, smiling. He stuck his head out,
looked both ways, and then said, “Nope. Nothing there.” More quietly, “She’s going.” THE LOUNGE
HAD two candy machines and two soda machines—one Coke, one Pepsi—and smelled like floor wax
and spilled coffee, with a hint of flatulence. Lucas asked the girl, “You want another Coke?” “This one
wasn’t mine,” she said, indicating the Coke with her elbow. “Well, you want a first one then?” “If you’re
buying,” she said. He had to smile—something about her dead-seriousness made him smile—and he got
a Diet Coke for himself, tossed a can of sugared Coke to Del, and she said, “I’ll take a Pepsi, if that’s
okay.” “That’s fine.” He slipped a dollar into the machine and pushed the Pepsi button. “Where’s your
mother?”” Del asked, as he popped the top on his Coke. “Probably down at the Duck Inn,” Letty said.
“We figured I could handle this on my own.” “Yeah?”” Del’s eyebrows went up. “She gets a little out of
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control sometimes,” Letty said. Lucas as ked, “She’s still your mother. We could call her.” “Not much
point,” Letty said. “She’s probably pretty drunk by now. She’s been at it since ten o’clock.” “She drinks
a little, huh?” Del asked. Del had dropped onto a couch next to the door. Letty took a delicate sip of her
Pepsi, and then said, “No, she drinks a lot. Almost all the time.” “Where’s your father?”” She shrugged.
“Who knows? Last anybody heard, he was in Phoenix. That was when I was a little kid.” “Ah,” Lucas
said. “That’s tough . . . Listen, did you talk to some sheriff’s deputies this morning? Make a statement?”’
“Yeah.” “So what’d you tell them?”” Her face went dark and her blue eyes skittered away from his.
“About the bodies.” “Let’s start right from the beginning. Last night you were in your house . .. ” THE
NIGHT BEFORE, Letty said, she had been in bed on the second floor of the house, just across the
drainage ditch from West Ditch Road. Although the windows on the north and west sides of the house
had been boarded up, and the rooms closed to cut heating bills, she had her own room on the east side
of the house, and still had a window. She was in bed, asleep, when a vehicle went past the house on
West Ditch Road. That never happened in the winter. The road was used by a local farmer as back
access to a couple of fields, but was used mostly for ditch maintenance, and the strangeness of a passing
vehicle was enough to wake her up. “When I heard the car, | was afraid it was Mom,” she said. “She
was out last night and it was windy and there was a little snow and if she missed the driveway . . .
sometimes . . . [ don’t know. If she was drinking and she tried to turn around on that ditch road, she
could roll the car into the ditch or something. So I got up and looked out the window and was watching
the car and it stopped up the road a way, and I thought it was starting to turn around, and I was really
worried, but then I heard my mom coughing downstairs and I went and called her. She came to the
bottom of the stairs and I told her somebody just went by on the ditch road and they might be lost. She
came up and looked out the window and we watched it, and it stayed there for a while, and then it drove
out.” “This was about midnight?”” “Two minutes after. When I woke up I looked at my clock, and it said
twelve-zero-two.” “You didn’t see the people?” Lucas asked. “I didn’t even see the truck, except for the
lights. The wind was blowing and all I could see was snow and the lights.” “How long did you watch the
lights?” Del asked. “Quite a while. I don’t know, exactly. I didn’t look at the clock before I went to
bed.” “You didn’t see it again, after it drove out?”” “Nope. Never saw it again.” In the morning, she told
them, she’d gotten up to run her trap line. She ran thirty traps up the ditch, and in the surrounding
marshes, for muskrat. She’d get up at five in the morning, collect the day’s catch of ’rats, reset the traps,
dump the ’rats into a garbage bag, and haul them back to the house by seven. Since it didn’t get light until
seven-thirty or so, she’d do it all by the light of a rechargeable flash. This morning, after she’d run the
traps, she’d climbed the bank onto the ditch road to walk back to her house. She hadn’t been all that
curious about the car from the night before, until she saw the tracks in the snow, and the lines in the snow
where somebody had dragged something back into the trees. “What’d you think they were?”” Lucas
asked. “What I thought of was bodies,” Letty said, holding his eyes. “That’s the first thing I thought of. It
scared me in the dark—but when people throw their garbage away out here, they don’t haul it down the
ditch road. They just stop on the side of the highway and heave it into the ditch. They don’t hide it. So |
couldn’t think of anything else but . . . bodies.” “So then . . . ” “WELL, IWENT back there, and I didn’t
see them at first, because it was still dark.” Her eyes were wide now, fixed on Lucas, as she remembered
and relived it. “I came to this place where there was a big square of messed-up snow with nothing in it. [
just, I don’t know, I guess I saw a dark thing, hanging, and I lifted up the light, and there they were. The
black guy’s eyes were open. Scared me really bad. I ran back out to the road and got my ’rats and ran
all the way back to the house and woke up my mom. She didn’t believe me at first, but then she did, and
we called the cops.” “That was it?”” “Yup.” She nodded and took a hit of the Pepsi. “Did your mom go
down to the trees to look?” “No. She was afraid to. She doesn’t like dead things. She doesn’t even like
to drop off my ’rats for me, and they’re inside a bag and everything.” “What do you, uh, do with the
'rats?” Del asked. “Sell them to Joan Wickery. She’s the fur-buyer in these parts,” Letty said. “How
much do you get?” Lucas asked. He’d never met a trapper. “Depends on what it is,” Letty said. “She
gives me $1.75 for average 'rats, and six dollars for coon. Problem with ’coon is, they’re smart and they
catch on when you’re trapping them. I have to drive over to the dump to get them. So I only go over
about two days a week, get maybe two or three at the most. I can get twenty ’rats out of the ditch, and
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the marsh across the road, and be done before school.” ““You don’t have to skin them out or . . .
whatever?” Lucas asked. “Nope. Joan’s boys do all of that. I just bring in the carcasses.” Del was
fascinated. “What do they do with all the muskrat bodies?” “Grind them up. Turn them into feed. I don’t
get paid for that, though. I only get paid for the fur. Joan says the carcasses pay her to keep the doors
open, and the fur’s her profit.” Del asked, ‘“Feed for what?” “Mink. Joan’s got a mink farm.” THEY
SAT AND looked at her for a minute, then Lucas asked, “Anything else you can tell us?” “I hope I don’t
die by getting hung,” she said. They all thought about that for a moment, then she added, “They twisted.
Hanging there. They twisted.” She made a twisting motion with her fingers. They thought about that some
more, Lucas groping for something to say that might comfort her, but he couldn’t think of anything. After
a moment, he asked, “Listen, why’d you think it was your mom’s car going down the road?” Lucas
asked. “Anything about it?”” She thought for a second, then nodded. “Yeah. It was a Jeep. I think it was.
A Jeep Cherokee’s got this big square red taillight . . . ”” She drew a big square taillight in the air. “And
then a big square yellow light under that, that’s your turn signal. Then there’s a little white light which is
the backup light, inside the yellow light. That’s what I saw on the road. Those red taillights like my
mom’s, and then, when he was backing around down there, when I was afraid she’d go in the ditch, it
had those white lights inside the big square yellow light—the yellow lights didn’t come on, but you could
see them because of the white light inside them.” “Jeep Cherokee,” Lucas said. “Yup. I didn’t think of it
this morning, when I was talking to the other cops.” They talked for a few more minutes, and Lucas
finally smiled at her and said, “Okay. I'm out of questions.” “I got one,” Del said. “I’'m a city guy. How
do you trap muskrats?” She told them quickly, about the difference between feeding platforms and
houses. “The houses look like little tepees made out of sticks and cattails and stuff. You see them all over
on marshes. Little piles. I went down to the Cities once with my mom and I saw a place by the airport
that had more houses and feeders than I ever saw in my life.” “Really.” Del was charmed. “By the
airport?” “Yup. Anyway, after freeze-up, you can open the houses and some of the big feeders with a
machete or a hay knife and slip a trap right inside; there’s a whole bunch of rooms in a big house. So you
put the trap inside, and there’s a chain off the trap, and you pin that down outside the house. Then you
patch the hole in the house, so it’s dark in there, and they’ll walk right into the trap. Then, there’s a hole
in the bottom of the house that leads under the ice—that’s how they get around after freeze-up—and
when the trap snaps, they jump through the hole to try to get away, and they drown. I use mostly
Number 1 jump traps.” “So, what do you do, pull on the trap to see if there’s a body . . . 7’ She shook
her head, groped in her pocket, found a pencil stub, and got a napkin. “The chain comes out of the house
like this . . . ”” She drew a chain with a bigger circular link at the end. “Then you put your pin through this
circle, so that the ’rat can’t pull it free. But you keep the pin in the middle of the circle, when you set it, so
if something hits the trap inside, it’ll pull the circle against the pin. That way, you can walk up to a house
and see right away if anything has hit the trap.” “Huh.” “You can usually get four or five of them out of a
house. You always got to leave some breeders.” “How much do you make during a winter?”” Lucas
asked. She grinned at him and shook her head. “That’s not polite.” “You’re a kid,” he said. “Tell that to
the feds when they want their taxes.” “THINK YOU COULD give me a ride home?” Letty asked. She
crushed the empty Pepsi can in her hands, and tossed it into a waste basket. “What about your mom?”
Lucas asked. “She can always get a ride from one of her friends,” Letty said. “I don’t want to hang
around all day.” Lucas nodded. “Okay. But let’s go check with Mrs. Holme, see if they had anything else
set up.” “I’d rather ride with you,” Letty said. “I don’t like the deputies. They give me a hard time.” “You
get in trouble?” “Mostly about driving my mom’s car. But I got no other way to get around, and it’s too
far to walk to town.” “How old are you?” Del asked. “Twelve,” she said. “That ’s a little young to be
driving, don’t you think?”” “Might be for some people,” she said. Then, “If you give me a ride, I could
show you around Broderick. I know every house in the place.” “Sounds like a deal,” Lucas said.
HOLME WAS HAPPY enough to let Lucas take Letty home. Outside, in the parking lot, they decided
that Del would hit the local motels, and ask about strangers driving Jeeps. Lucas would take a look at the
victims’ house in Broderick. Later on, they’d hook up for an afternoon snack, and then go out to the
casino and talk with Warr’s coworkers. Letty listened to them talk, then told Del, “There’s four motels.
You want to know where they’re at?” Del said yes, and Letty started to explain the layout of the town,
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drawing with a piece of gravel on the blacktop, her hands rough, red, but apparently impervious to the
cold. Halfway through the explanation, Lucas cut her off, and they walked over to the courthouse, found
the county clerk, and bought maps of both the town and the county. Letty read the maps well enough
and, with the clerk, pinpointed the motels. Outside again, Del took off in the Mustang, and Lucas and
Letty headed back toward Broderick. As they crossed the river, Lucas noticed a dense spread of
ice-fishing shacks at a bend to the north. A few were simply flat-topped boxes with doors, while others
were more elaborate, with pitched roofs and American flags on door poles. Then the river was behind
them and they followed the railroad tracks past the pastel Cape Cods and the dwindling businesses and
quickly were back on the prairie. “You ever been out here before?” Letty asked after a while. “Not
exactly here,” Lucas said. “Been over to Oxford.” “You got a gun with you?” “Yes.” “You ever shoot
anybody?” “Maybe,” Lucas said. “What’s that supposed to mean?” “It means you should mind your own
business,” Lucas said. He tried not to be mean about it, but Letty stayed on top of him. “Don’t want to
talk about it?”” Letty asked. He looked at her. “Why don’t we change the subject?”” She shrugged.
“Okay, if you don’t want to talk about it.” AFTER A WHILE, “You got any kids?” “Two,” Lucas said.
“A daughter, and my wife just had a baby boy.” “What’s your wife do?” “She’s a doctor.” “I’d like to be
a doctor,” Letty said, looking out at the countryside. The countryside reminded Lucas of a modern
painting he’d once seen at the Walker Art Center as a young cop, out on a sexual assault call. The
painting had been done in two colors—a narrow band of black on the bottom, a wider band of gray
above it. He still remembered the name: Whistler in the Dark: Composition in White and Gray. If the
artist had known about it, he could have called it Winter Landscape, Broderick, Minnesota. “Or maybe
run a beauty salon,” Letty was saying. “We’ve got three beauty salons in Armstrong, two good ones and
one bad one.” “Mmm,” Lucas said. “If I was a cop, I’d put secret agents in every beauty shop in town.
Teach them to be hairdressers, but, y’know, they’d all have tape recorders and cameras hidden away.
Like spies.” “Take a lot of cops,” Lucas said. “Yeah, but you’d know everything. I go to Harriet’s Mane
Line with my mom, and the salon ladies know everything that’s going on. Everything. That’d be pretty
good for a cop.” Lucas looked at her again, more carefully. “You’re right. That’s absolutely right. Maybe
you’ll grow up to be a cop.” “I could do that,” she said comfortably. “Wouldn’t mind carrying a gun. If
I’d had a real gun this morning, I wouldn’t have been scared at all. All I had was that crappy .22.” THE
THING THAT made traveling across the land so strange, Lucas realized, was that you did nothing: you
simply sat in the car and time passed. Driving almost anywhere else, the road moved: you went up and
down hills and around curves and past houses, speed zones came and went, cars and trucks went by,
and something new was always popping up. Out here, the road was dead straight, with hardly anything
on it, or at the sides. Rather than whipping around a curve over the crest of a hill, and finding a town
tucked away, surprising you, here the towns came up as a slowly growing lump on the horizon; you could
see them, it seemed, for hours before you arrived. Though Broderick arrived quickly enough: Lucas
slowed as they came into town. “So what’s where?”” “Okay. So there’s the church,” she said, pointing
across the highway. “It used to be run by Don Sanders. He’s kinda crazy and I stay away from him. For
the last, I don’t know, maybe two or three years, there are a bunch of women living there. People call
them the nuns.” “Are they nuns?” “A couple of them are. They wear old-fashioned dresses.” “Okay. You
know them?” “I talk to them in the diner, when I see them, but my mom says I should stay away from
them because they might be lesbians. They claim that they’re church people, and say that they take food
and clothes to poor people.” “Do they?”” She nodded: “I guess. I got some jeans from them once. Chics.
I know a couple of them, the nuns, and one of them, Ruth Lewis . . . I really like her. She doesn’t take
any shit from anyone. She says I’'m as good as anybody and I should remember that.” “How about the
Sanders guy? Why do you say he’s crazy?” “I just don’t like the way he looks at me. I get a bad feeling.”
“Like what? Like he might hurt you?” “Like he might try to make me do something with him,” she said.
“Okay.” He didn’t comment; he simply filed it until he knew her better. Young girls, in his experience,
were sometimes psychic in their ability to pick out predators. At other times, they were capable of
straight-faced accusations against the absolutely innocent. “He’s been replaced by lesbians?” “That’s just
my mom,” Letty said. “I know that Ruth’s sister is going out with a guy in town. The word is, she’s no
lesbian.” Lucas said, “Huh,” and took another look at her, and thought she might have blushed. She
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hurried on, pointing over the dashboard. “Those two big yellow buildings belong to Gene Calb, he fixes
up cars and trucks. He’s a real good guy. If I'm out with my traps, he’ll let me come in and warm up. [
can’t go into the bar or the cafe because sometimes I'm a little stinky, but he doesn’t care. I think Mom
had a crush on him once, but he’s married. I heard that sometimes the lesbians drive for him, like when
he needs a car delivered somewhere. I could do that, if I had a license.” “And you probably ought to
wait for the license,” Lucas said. “Yeah-yeah.” She pointed: “That’s the bar, the guy who runs it is named
Pete. Mom used to go there when Randy Pearce ran it, but she says she doesn’t feel welcome anymore.
She says it’s a dive now, a bunch of paint sniffers from the body shop. She says they’re all jailbirds.”
“Are they?” She shrugged. “Some of them been in jail, I guess, but they seem like pretty good guys.” On
the other side of the highway: “The diner is run by Sandra Wolf, she’s pretty nice, and John McGuire has
the gas station, he’s okay. And down there, right across from the barn . . . ”” She pointed down a side
street, where a low rambling house sat across a graveled street from a small white barn. “. .. Tdon’t
know what those guys do, but if [ was a cop, I’d take a close look at them.” “Yeah? Why?” “I was
walking through there, taking a shortcut back from the lake, and the guy came out of the house and yelled
at me to get off his property. [ was only about ten feet on it. And he’s got dogs, big black-and-brown
ones. He had these little paper flags around his property for a while. They said, ‘Dog Training, Invisible
Fence,’ but I think if he sicced one of those dogs on you, that invisible fence wouldn’t do any good.
They’d go through it like it was, you know, invisible. ” “But all he did was yell at you.” *“I thought it was
pretty suspicious. I mean, he’s got ten acres there, and I was about three steps on it.” “What’s the guy
do for a living?”” “Works at Calb’s. Sometimes he’s got a woman in there. I’ve seen a couple of them,
different ones. He sure does keep you off his property.” They were coming to the north end of town, and
the house where Jane Warr and Deon Cash had lived. Two sheriff’s cars were parked outside now,
along with one of the BCA cars from Bemidji. “If you want to stop, I can wait,” Letty said. “You might
want to ask me some more questions after you look inside.” HE WAS BEING steered, Lucas
thought—she’d shown signs of the female steering gene during the interview at the LEC, and even more
on the way to Broderick. On the other hand, she was right. He pulled in and parked. A sheriff’s deputy
stepped off the porch and walked toward them. Lucas got out, said, “I’'m Davenport, with the BCA.”
The deputy nodded. “Okay. One of your guys is inside.” Lucas stuck his head back inside the car and
said “Wait,” shut the door, and followed the deputy up to the porch. “Where’d you get the kid?” the
deputy asked, bending down a bit to get a look at Letty. She lifted a hand to him. “She was downtown
making a statement. You know her?” “Sure. I know everybody around here. She’s a pretty interesting
kid. Don’t let no grass grow under her feet, that’s for sure. Gonna wind up rich.” “Got a nice line of
bullshit,” Lucas said. “First thing you notice,” the deputy said. He pushed the door open and Lucas
stepped into the house, into an entry with a coat closet to one side. He continued into a living room,
where one of the BCA guys he’d been introduced to that morning was standing at the bottom of a
double-wide staircase, talking on a cell phone. He saw Lucas and held up a finger. Lucas nodded and
looked around. The place smelled of macaroni, cheese, marijuana, and blood, not a new smell in the few
hundred houses he’d been through on homicide cases. To his right, in the corner, was a wide-screen
Panasonic television, and on a table next to it, a big Sony. A game console was plugged into the Sony,
while the Panasonic had boxes for a DVD and satellite dish. A love seat and a leather chair faced the
TVs. Straight ahead, behind the BCA guy, on the other side of the staircase landing, a hallway led to the
kitchen. Lucas could see a breadmaker sitting on a counter next to a microwave. To the right, an
archway led into another room, with a dining table in the center of it. The table was stacked with boxes,
most of them from small electric appliances. Fifty or sixty magazines, mostly on sex, European cars, or
travel, were in heaps along one wall. A Bose Wave Radio sat upside down under the table, as though it
had fallen off; it was still plugged into a wall socket. A set of earphones, one earmuff broken off, lay on
the other side of the table, along with a generic-brand bottle of ibuprofen. A box of Wheat Thins sat on
top of the litter of boxes on the table. The generally upset state didn’t have the look of deliberation, of a
search—it simply looked like bad housekeeping. “Hey . . . ”” The BCA guy came up behind him. “Look
at this.” He led the way to the kitchen. On the way he said, “I’m Joe Barin, by the way, we were
introduced . . . ”” “This morning,” Lucas said. “Here,” Barin said. “Be careful where you put your feet.
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We’ve got some blood spatter.” He was pointing into a wastebasket on the floor by the kitchen door.
When Lucas looked inside, he saw two tiny Ziploc-type bags, the kind used by hardware stores to hold
small collections of screws, washers, cotter pins, and the like, and by dope dealers to parcel out
measured amounts of cocaine, heroin, and crystal methadrine. There were no cotter pins in sight. “You
pull one out?” “Not yet. You can see there’s some residue. I wouldn’t stake my child’s life on it, but it’s
coke.” “They were dealing?” “We looked around, can’t find any more baggies. So maybe just using. Or
maybe we’ll find more stuff later . . . and then, we’ve got these clothes.” He pointed to another corner, at
a heap of clothing. “It’s all cut to shreds. This is where the killer cut the clothes off them.” “So he comes
in with a gun, cuffs them up, tapes them up, then cuts the clothes off them.” “Beats the shit out of the guy,
of Cash.” “Beats the shit out of Cash, and then drags them both out the door, and throws them into his
truck, and takes them down the road, and hangs them.” “Yeah.” “Tough guy.” “Fruitcake.” LUCAS
LOOKED AROUND the kitchen for a few more seconds: nothing for him here, that he could see. The
crew might get something. “What’s upstairs?” “Three bedrooms and two bathrooms,” Barin said. “One
of the bedrooms doesn’t look too used. One of the other ones has a double bed, and there’s some
clothes hanging in a closet, a man’s clothes, and some stuff in the bathroom, but it doesn’t look like it’s
been used lately. The clothes are not Cash’s, they’re for a bigger guy. The third bedroom, the big one,
was their regular bedroom. Clothes for both Warr and Cash. Lots of clothes. Lots of cashmere.” “Let’s
get the crime scene crew over quick as we can,” Lucas said. “Tear this place apart. If they were dealing,
that would explain a lot. Could be punishment killings.” “Okay.” Barin hesitated. “I don’t exactly
understand the chain-of-command here . . . ” “Where’s Dickerson?” “Still out at the scene, I guess.”
“He’s in charge on your side, I’'m running my own thing. What I just suggested was . . . a suggestion.”
Lucas grinned at him. “Of course, I do talk to the commissioner five or six times a day.” Barin shrugged.
“I’m not big on bureaucracy. Tearing the place up is the right thing to do.” “The guy with me, Del, knows
every drug hideout invented by modern man. I’ll bring him by later on.” “Good enough.” The deputy
came to the door. “This young lady . . . ” Lucas and Barin turned. Letty was standing behind the deputy,
looking around with interest. . . . says she has to use the bathroom.” “Uh . . . not here. I’ll run you
home,” Lucas said. To Barin: “So you know what you’re doing. I’ll get Del up here.” “Okay.” Barin was
looking curiously at Letty. “Is this the young lady who found . . . ”” He tipped his head to the north.
“Yeah,” Lucas said. Barin said, “For a second, I thought she might be your daughter. She’s got exactly
your eyes.” “ICAN WALK back to the cafe,” Letty said to Lucas. “It’s only two blocks.” “I’ll take
you,” Lucas said. “C’mon.” On the way out, Letty pointed at the wide-screen Panasonic television in the
corner. “That used to be in the window at Lute’s. You know how much that cost?”” “Thousand,
fifteen-hundred?”” Letty snorted. “It was on sale for nine-thousand, nine-ninety-nine. Ten thousand bucks.
High-definition TV. Sat there for six weeks, and then one day, it was outa there. Didn’t know it came
here, though.” Lucas looked at Barin, raised his eyebrows. Barin nodded—he’d check. A
ten-thousand-dollar television would give weight to the drug-dealing proposition. “So let’s go,” Lucas
said to Letty. But outside, Letty said, “I don’t really have to pee. I just wanted to get a look around.”
“Well, Jesus Christ,” Lucas said, irritated. “I’m trying to help. You need all you can get,” she said. Then,
“Why couldn’t I pee here?” “They have to process the whole place. Crime scene process. Like the
shows on television. Bathrooms are good places to process, because they have good surfaces for
fingerprints and so on. You can sometimes get DNA out of them.” “Okay.” She nodded. “Good reason.”
“Let’s get you home,” Lucas said.

6 LETTY’S HOUSE WAS visible from Cash’s: a gray spot on the bowl-rim of the horizon. “What the
heck are they doing?” Letty asked, peering out the passenger window, as they drove out of town.
“What?” Lucas ducked his head to look through her window. Out over one of the farm fields, directly
south of the line of cop cars at the crime scene, two helicopters were hovering thirty feet above the
ground, kicking up a small storm of ice crystals and dirt as they moved slowly sideways, in line, toward
the ditch and the police cars. “Television,” Lucas said. He looked at his watch: not yet two o’clock. The
newsies had been quick. “Taking pictures.” He glanced over at her. “You really don’t have to use the
bathroom?” “Not really.” “Okay. You better stick with me for a while.” ASHERIFF’S CAR was parked
across the side road, and Lucas held his ID out the window as he turned in. The deputy stopped to look
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through the windshield—it was one of the guys who Lucas had released from the hanging site—and
waved them through. They continued down the track toward the cop cars. There were fewer cars now,
but as they pulled up, they saw three men carrying a black body bag through the trees. “Are those the
dead people?” Letty asked, peering out over the dashboard. “One of them,” Lucas said. He popped the
door and was about to get out of the car when his cell phone rang. He swiveled back into the car and
punched the phone: “Yeah?” “Lucas. Neil Mitford.” The governor’s aide. There was electronic noise in
his voice. Again, Lucas remembered, they were on the edge of nowhere. “Anything yet?”” “One of the
victims, the black guy, was in jail down in Missouri until he moved up here. That was probably a year
and a half ago. The guys from Bemidji are running that down. And at the house where they lived, there’re
a couple of baggies in the wastebasket, small ones like the kind used for street drugs, that show some
white residue—probably cocaine.” “Excellent,” Mitford said. “Is it too early to start spinning out a dope
story?” “Don’t let the governor do it. You want to be able to deny it if you have to,” Lucas said. “But |
think it’1l hold up. They’re just bringing the bodies out of the woods now.” “Any film?”” Lucas told him
about the helicopters: “I don’t know what they could see from out there. They’ll be able to get pictures of
the bodies coming out in the body bags.” “But nothing of the trees?”” “I don’t know. I’ll ask and get back
to you.” “We’re pretty anxious,” Mitford said. “I’ll get back,” Lucas said. He rang off and turned to
Letty: “This time, you stay in the car.” “It’s a free country,” she said. “You step out on the crime scene,
which this s, and I’ll put you in a sherift’s car and send you back to Armstrong to sit in the sheriff’s office
and think about it for a few more hours,” he said. “Not fair,” she said. “So take a couple aspirins and lie
down,” Lucas said. As he started climbing out again, Letty said, “Ex-con with bags of cocaine, huh?
That’s a pretty picture.” “Stay,”Lucas said. AS HE GOT out of the car, Lucas spotted Ray Zahn leaning
on the fender of his patrol car at the far end of the line. Zahn was watching the body bag being loaded
into a Suburban. Lucas walked toward him. Zahn turned his head, nodded, and called, “Bringing them
out.” “ME still in there?” “’Yeah, he helped take them down. He had them cut the rope so they could
keep it around their necks to make sure that this rope was what killed them.” “You think any of the TV
helicopters got pictures?”” Lucas asked as he turned into the trees. Zahn trailed behind. Zahn said, “Yeah.
I don’t know how much they could see, but if you go over there diagonally, look out over toward the
field, there was an open line into the hanging tree. You don’t see it right away because of the brush, but if
you’re up fifteen or twenty feet, looking down at an angle . . . that’s exactly where the choppers were.
They kept moving in and out of that hole.” “Shit.” “Maybe couldn’t see too much.” “Anything was too
much.” They could see the hanging tree and a group of men around it. “The ME’s the guy in the black
coat?” “Yeah. Henry Ford.” “Really? Henry Ford?” “Yeah. He’s out of Th ief River. Good guy. Doesn’t
know shit about cars.” ANDERSON, THE SHERIFF, Dickerson, the BCA supervisor, and a few other
men were huddled to the left of the second black bag, cigarette smoke streaming away from them.
“Cold,” Zahn mumbled from behind him. “Radio says it’s two below.” “I heard,” Lucas said. “But it’s
gonna warm up tonight. Then maybe snow.” “We could use it,” Zahn said. Anderson had spotted them
coming through the trees and turned to the ME, who had what looked like an unfiltered cigarette hanging
from one lip, and said something, and Ford looked toward them. He was a white-haired man, hardly old
enough to be so white—thirty-five, Lucas thought—with round gold grandpa glasses. Lucas came up,
with Zahn a step behind, nodded and said, “Dr. Ford? Lucas Davenport.” They shook gloved hands,
and Lucas said, “Anything useful?” “They almost certainly died here, if that’s useful,” Ford said, talking
around the cigarette. “Cash’s neck was cut by the rope and he bled down the length of his body and
there were a few drips on the ground, in the snow under his right foot, so he was alive when they hung
him up. I assume the same was true with Warr, but we’ll know for sure later. The blood on Wart’s
face—I don’t believe it’s hers. I was worried about jarring anything loose, taking her down, so I took
some swabs on the spot. We’ve got three short blond hairs, not hers, not Cash’s.” “Good. Excellent.
Any signs of drug use?” Ford took the cigarette out of his mouth. “Both of them were raw around the
nostrils, like they might be if they used cocaine. Cash had some scars on both of his forearms and Warr
on her right forearm and both feet, that could be from needles. I couldn’t swear to the cocaine because
we haven’t seen much of that here lately. We’ll need a few hours to verify all of this. We’ll do the full
range of toxicology, of course.” “Okay. Quicker is better, though.” He looked out toward the choppers,
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still hanging south of the crime scene. He could see them clearly, just above the brush. They would have
had a straight shot of the bodies hanging from the tree. To Dickerson: “There’s no chance that you had
the bodies down before the choppers arrived?”” “No.” The BCA man shook his head. “If they’ve got the
right cameras, they got the shot. If we’d had another twenty minutes . . . ”” “They tried to come right in
and we waved them off,” Anderson said. “Not much more we could do.” “Spilled milk,” Lucas said.
THE BCACRIME scene crew was already working the site, and Lucas drifted over and spoke for a
moment to the supervisor. “Nothing. No good footprints—everything is frozen, and the snow didn’t hold
anything,” the man said. “The length of stride and the size of the foot would make the killer a male, but
hell . . . we didn’t think a woman dragged them back there anyway. Looks like just one guy, if that
means anything.” “Yeah, it does,” Lucas said. “So it’s one guy. Not much else—we’re gonna clean the
whole place out, though, right down to the dirt.” LUCAS TURNED TO go back to Dickerson, but the
phone rang again and he pulled it out and punched it up. “You’re not going to believe it,” Del said.
“There was a guy staying at the Motel 6 the night before last, driving a *95 Jeep Cherokee, paid with
cash. I’ve got his registration card, he shows Minnesota plates, including the tag number. I’'m gonna run
it, see what happens. The night clerk says he saw the guy again last night—that he pulled into the parking
lot as if he were going to check in again, but he didn’t. He just sat in the lot for a few seconds, then pulled
away. The clerk says he was a white guy with a short beard, big guy, well-spoken. He was wearing a
dark blue parka and a watch cap. If Letty’s right on the time, he would have been in the motel parking lot
about an hour earlier. Maybe a little less.” “Huh. Anybody else stay in the room since him?” “One guy
last night, who already checked out, and the room’s been cleaned. We’ve got a credit card on the guy
who checked out, so we should be able to get him for some prints. I locked up the room and put some
duct tape on the doors.” “What else?”” “If I don’t get something to eat in the next twelve minutes, my ass
1s gonna fall off.” “Got a place?” “There’s a cafe called the Red Red Robin. It comes reluctantly
recommended.” “See you there in fifteen,” Lucas said. He went back to Dickerson and they stepped
away from the crowd to talk. Lucas told him about the dope baggies at the Cash farmhouse. “I was just
heading back down there,” Dickerson said. “Anything else?” “We interviewed the kid and she thinks the
killer’s car was a Jeep Cherokee,” Lucas explained and outlined the conversation with Del. “So the guy
at the motel saw the Jeep not long before Letty saw the lights out here on the road. It makes me nervous
to say it, but it fits.” “Gotta process the room,” Dickerson said. He was interested now. “Priority one.”
“It’s sealed with official duct tape,” Lucas said. “Feel free.” “Do any good for us to talk with the kid?” “I
don’t think so. She mostly just found them,” Lucas said. “You can take a crack at her if you want.” “We
got other stuff to do, if you think you got it all.” “I’'m taking her back downtown, to see if I can keep her
away from the reporters for a while,” Lucas said. “We’ll talk to her some more.” LETTY WAS
SITTING on the hood of the Oldsmobile, apparently impervious to the cold, when Lucas got back to the
road. “Couldn’t breathe inside the car,” she said. “But I stayed right here.” She hopped off the passenger
side, popped the door, and climbed in. “The bodies in the bags looked stiff, like bags full of boards,” she
said, as Lucas got in and fumbled out the key. “Uh. You know a place called the Red Red Robin?” “The
Bird. Downtown. Nice place. My mom and I went there once for Thanksgiving.” “I’m going in to get a
bite to eat with Del. I hate to leave you without your mother.” He didn’t mention that he hated even more
to leave her with a pack of reporters outside her door. “Want to come?”” “Sounds good to me,” Letty
said. “If you’re buying.” “I’'m buying.” On the way, Letty asked, “They were stiff in the bags. Is that like,
rigor mortis?” Lucas shook his head. “No. They were frozen. Like Popsicles.” THE RED RED Robin
was a storefront cafe with a robin painted on a swinging wooden sign outside the door, like the sign on an
English pub. Inside, a dozen red-topped stools ran straight down a coffee bar, and behind those, and
behind a sign that read, PLEASE SEAT YOURSELF, were sixteen booths covered with the same red
leatherette as the stools. The place smelled of fried eggs, fried onions, fried potatoes, and fried beef.
Eight other customers sat in three groups down the booths. They seemed to be arranged to keep an eye
on Del, who sat halfway down the right-hand wall. “Anything?”” Lucas asked Del, as he and Letty slid
into the booth. “Ran the numbers. No such tag,” Del said. “Shit.” He glanced at Letty. “Shoot.” “But it
occurs to me that a guy who’s gonna come up here and do something like hang two people would have
to be pretty weird to do it in a small town, in his own car. He’s gotta know he’s gonna be somewhat
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noticed.” “You’d think.” “So maybe he wouldn’t lie about the Minnesota part of the plates, in case the
clerk might notice. Maybe he just jumbled the numbers. I got the guys in St. Paul to look for recent title
transfers on older Jeep Cherokees. Turns out the new ones don’t have those taillights. The motel clerk
thought that it might be an older model, too.” “Maybe get lucky,” Lucas said. Letty asked, ““Can you
guys talk while you eat? Or is that too complicated?”” Del lifted an eyebrow at her. “My daughter is only
three years younger than this kid,” Lucas told him. “Do you think I could lock her in a freezer? [ mean,
what if she grew a mouth like this one?” “Ha ha,” Letty said. She handed a slightly greasy menu to Lucas.
“You’re buying.” LETTY STUFFED HERSELF. Del and Lucas went out of their way to prove that they
could talk while they ate. The food struggled toward mediocrity, but, Lucas realized as he sampled the
potatoes, wasn’t going to make it. Half of the meatloaf was refrigerator cold; the other half, microwave
hot. As they were finishing, a tall man in tan Carhartt coveralls came in, stamping his feet and snuffing with
the cold. Letty called, “Hey, Bud.” The man looked around until he spotted Letty, then stepped over. He
was about fifty, Lucas thought, and as thin and hard-looking as an oak rail, with a bulbous red nose and
flinty white eyes. “Hey, Letty,” he said, his eyes bouncing off Lucas and Del. “Been working hard, or
hardly working?”” “Doin’ okay,” she said. “I heard you been shootin’ beaver again.” “Yeah, over to
Spike. What'’s this about you finding those people? I heard about it at Jerry’s.” “Yep.” Letty puffed up a
little. “They were nude. ” “All right,” Lucas said dryly. “Let’s finish the meatloaf.” “Bud’s a trapper, like
me,” Letty told them. To Bud: “These guys are state agents. They’re taking me around.” Bud nodded. “I
thought Jane might come to a bad end,” he said. “Why was that?”” Lucas asked. “Not good people,” he
said. “‘She thought we were a bunch of hicks. She was always laughing at people behind their backs, and
she used to talk about Las Vegas all the time, like that was the navel of the universe. Every time she
opened her mouth she’d start off by saying, ‘In Las Vegas we used to . . . whatever.” ” “Sounds like you
knew her pretty well,” Del said. “Just to play blackjack,” the trapper dude said. “She was the main
dealer up at Moose Bay.” He hesitated, then said, dropping his voice, “You know what you ought to do
when you get up to the casino, is talk to a guy named Terry Anderson. He knew Warr real well.” He
leaned on real just enoug h. Lucas nodded and said, “I’ll do that. Thanks. Terry Anderson.” “Any
relation to the sherift?”” Del asked. The trapper was puzzled, looked at Letty and then back to Del.
“Terry? Why would he be?”” “Both Andersons?”” Del suggested. The trapper cackled: “Shit, buddy, half
the people up here are Andersons.” They talked for another fifteen seconds, then Bud retreated to the
counter and got a menu. “Heck of a trapper, and he’s supposed to be an unbelievable hunter, too. He
knows more about animals than they know themselves,” Letty said. “He’s been number one around here
for years.” “Taught you everything you know?”” She shook her head: “He doesn’t teach anything to
anybody. He’s got his secrets and he keeps them.” Lucas dropped his voice to match hers: “Think he
might have had anything going with Jane?” “No.” Now she was almost whispering. “Don’t look at him,
he’ll know we’re talking about him. But, uh, everybody says Bud’s a little . . . gay.” WHEN THEY’ D
FINISHED the meal, Lucas sent Del to Broderick, to look for dope hideouts. “We’re gonna pick up
Letty’s mother,” Lucas said. “Then, I’ll see you up there.” As he and Letty were about to get in the car,
he remembered Mitford. “Damnit . . . why don’t you go look in a store window for a minute?”” he
suggested to Letty, and pulled out his phone. Mitford picked up on the first ring, and Lucas gave him the
bad news: “They’ve got pictures. I don’t know how good, because they were a couple hundred yards
away, but they’ve got something.” “Aw, man. That’s terrible. Anything on the dope?” “Not yet. My
partner’s on the way up to the house. If there’s anything, he’ll find it. What about Cash, and the jail
business?” “We’re getting that now, through Rose Marie,” Mitford said. “We got a summary: he’s had a
whole list of minor stuff, some drug-related, disorderly conduct, like that. Then this last one, he was
originally charged with ag assault. He beat on some other guy with a steel coat tree in a hotel. They pled
it down and he took a year in the county lockup on some lower-level assault. Served nine months.”
“Doesn’t sound like something you get hanged for.” “I got Missouri trying to figure that out. They said
they’d get back to us this afternoon, with whatever they can find,” Mitford said. “Oh, and I got two more
words for you.” “What words?”” “Washington Fowler.” “You’re joking.” Washington Fowler was a civil
rights attorney from Chicago, who’d mostly given up the law in favor of incitation to riot. “I’m not,”
Mitford said. “He’s having a press conference here, at the airport, in an hour, and he’s flying out to Fargo
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in a private plane in an hour and a half. The governor invited him over to the mansion for a conference,
but he told us to go fuck ourselves. You should see him up there tonight.” “Aw, jeez.” “Yeah.
Lucas—we need to hit Cash hard. The woman, too. Before the news. Before that film gets down here.
Before Fowler gets up there.” “We’re looking.” WHEN LUCAS GOT off the phone, Letty suggested
that they might find her mother at the Duck Inn, two blocks over. They ambled over, Lucas looking in the
storefronts. Small towns, he’d realized a long time ago, were a little like spaceships, or ordinary ships, for
that matter—they generally had to have one of everything: one McDonald’s or Burger King (couldn’t
support one of each), a department store, a quick oil change, a hardware store, a feed store, a
satellite-TV outlet, a bar or two. Everything needed for survival. Armstrong was like that, a lifeboat, one
of everything necessary for life, all packaged in yellow-brick and red-brick two-story buildings. About
one in four of the storefronts was empty, and the owners hadn’t bothered to put “For Rent” signs in the
windows. The Duck Inn was a cliché, a plastic faux-hunter’s haven smelling of beer, with a fake
old-fashioned jukebox that played CDs next to the twin coin-op pool tables. A cliché, and Letty’s
mother wasn’t there. “Cop came and got her. I think they went over to the courthouse,” the bartender
said. The courthouse was just down the block, and they found Martha West leaving the Law
Enforcement Center. She was a natural blond, like Letty, but her hair had been tinted an improbable rust
color. She wasn’t weathered like Letty, but there were explosions of tiny red veins on her cheeks, so that
she would always look rosy-cheeked. She wore a parka and khaki slacks, with pointed boots, and was
carrying a beaten-up guitar case. She saw Letty and Lucas, and called to Letty, “Where you been? |
been looking all over for you.” “Cops have been taking me around,” Letty said, jerking a thumb at Lucas.
“This is Agent Davenport.” “Lucas Davenport,” Lucas said. “Martha West.” West’s eyes were moving
slowly, and then jerking back, like a drunk drifting out of his lane, then jerking the car back straight. She
was loaded, but controlling it. “I was about to drop Letty at your place, but I didn’t want to leave her
alone,” Lucas said. “We ate at the Bird,” Letty said, with a slight sophisticated deprecation in her voice.
“Really?” The mother looked at Lucas like he might have done something incorrect. “She had an
open-faced meatloaf sandwich, mashed potatoes, green beans, and apple pie,” Lucas said. “And about
six Cokes.” “Two,” Letty said. “They were free refills.” They loaded Martha and her guitar into the back
seat of Lucas’s car, and on the way north, he caught her eyes in his rearview mirror and said, “There’ll
be some reporters who want to talk with you. If I were you, I’d get in the house, get your heads straight,
clean up a little bit. I can get a guy from the Bureau of Criminal Apprehension to talk with you about your
statement. About what you should or shouldn’t say or about whether you should talk at all. You could
always tell them to go away.” “TV?” asked Martha. She straightened, touched her hair. “For sure,”
Lucas said. “But they can be aaa . . . ” He changed directions. ““.. . . jerks. Be a good idea if you talked
with a BCA guy who knows how to deal with the media.” “All right. I’ll talk to him,” Martha said. “But
I’ve been on TV many times.” “Okay. Then you know how to handle it.” “I used to work with the
Chamber of Commerce, and the TV would come to me for comment.” Her eyes rolled toward the
westside ditch. “And I’ve always been a singer. So I've been around.” “Okay.” “But I’ll talk to your
person. That wouldn’t hurt.” As they went through Broderick, they saw a collection of media trucks at
the cafe, and, just down the highway, Lucas saw Del’s Mustang at the victims’ house, next to
Dickerson’s car. He slowed, did a U-turn, and said, “The guy I’m going to introduce you to is Hank
Dickerson, who is the head of the whole Bureau for the northern part of the state. He’ll help you out.”
HE LEFT THEM in the car, and as he crossed the yard, the cop outside said, “You won’t believe what
they found.” “Yeah?” Joe Barin, the BCA agent, was standing at the bottom of the stairs, and when he
saw Lucas, pointed up. “Take a look,” he said. Lucas went up the creaky stairs, and found Del with
Dickerson and one of Dickerson’s crime scene crew in the main bedroom. The bedroom smelled of
makeup and aftershave; a framed Michael Jordan poster hung on one wall, opposite a fake antique beer
sign. The cops turned to Lucas when he walked in, and Dickerson said, “Del found their hidey-hole.”
The hidey-hole was in the bedroom closet, and was custom-made. What appeared to be a cross-brace
for the closet pole was, in fact, a cover for a four-foot-long, six-inch-high wall cache. Inside the cache,
Lucas could see what appeared to be a one-kilo bag of cocaine, separated into dozens of smaller
baggies; a Colt Magnum Carry Revolver, like one he had in his gun safe at home; and cash. The cash
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was wrapped in paper bands and took up three running feet of the cache between the bag of cocaine and
the back wall. “Holy cats. How much?” “We don’t want to take it out until we get pictures, but I figure
something upward of three hundred thousand, if it’s all hundreds,” Del said. “All the top bundles are
hundreds—and all used. Not a single new bill, as far as you can tell from looking at the sides.” Lucas said
to Dickerson, “You need to have three guys here with the money all the time, until it’s counted. Make
sure one or two of them are sheriff’s deputies. You want both agencies involved. People are gonna ask
how much of the money went into cops’ pockets.” Dickerson nodded. “Right, we’ll do that. Another
thing. I walked across the highway and talked to Gene Calb, at the truck place. He was Cash’s boss. He
said he had no idea what was going on, but he said there was another guy living here, part time, named
Joe Kelly. He said Kelly disappeared a month ago and nobody’s heard from him since. The clothes in
the other bedroom are Kelly’s. We got a couple charge-card receipts with his name on them.” “Check
the companies for new activity.” “Under way,” Dickerson said. “We got another thing,” Del said.
“Maybe.” “What?” “I want you to look at it,” Del said. “Then you tell me.” Lucas followed him,
Dickerson trailing, down through the house to the basement. On the way down, he told Dickerson about
Washington Fowler. Dickerson was unmoved. “You’re pretty calm about it,” Lucas said. “The guy goes
around starting fires.” Dickerson smiled. “That’s your problem, general, not mine. You’re the guy who’s
supposed to fix shit.”” THE BASEMENT WAS unfinished concrete block and exposed joists, but with a
new-looking furnace, a new hot-water heater, and new wiring and fluorescent lights. In one corner, a
new bathroom had been built in a beige-painted cubicle, with a standard toilet and a sink, and a fiberglass
shower booth with sliding glass doors. Del said, “Well?” “Well, they just remodeled i t,” Lucas said. He
looked around, saw nothing of obvious interest. Del had to be thinking about the bathroom, and Lucas
went that way. The bathroom was bare, and smelled of disinfectant. Large, lots of room to move around.
Lucas swung the entrance door, then knocked on it. Looked like wood, sounded like a metal fire door.
Knocked on the walls: not drywall, as he’d expected, but painted plywood. And heavy, probably
three-quarter inch. Yale keyhole lock with a bolt, lockable from the outside. No keyhole on the inside . .

. He stepped back and said to Del and Dickerson, “It’s a goddamn cell.” Del turned to Dickerson. “You
heard it here first.” TWENTY MINUTES LATER, Lucas, Del, and Dickerson walked through the
gathering collection of cop cars in the yard. Letty was sitting on the hood of the car again, while her
mother waited inside. When she saw them coming, she climbed out, and Lucas introduced Dickerson.
“Hank will help you with the TV commentary. And he’ll get you home.” “Cops say you found a bundle of
money in there,” Letty said to Del. “That right?”” “Just a rumor,” Del said. Dickerson, looking from Lucas
to Del, asked, “What’re you guys doing next?”” “Gonna talk to St. Paul, and maybe wander around some
more,” Lucas said. He looked back at the house. “This thing is getting interesting.”

7 FREE OF LETTY and her mother, Lucas and Del caucused at the cars. “Moose Bay?” Del asked.
“That’s a big topic,” Lucas said. “Why don’t we talk to this Calb guy?” They both looked across the
highway at the yellow metal buildings with the trucks parked out front, and Del nodded. Calb had two
buildings, an auto-body and tow building, and a truck-rehab building, connected by an unheated
shed-like walkway. They went into the auto-body building, which consisted of a small office and a series
of repair bays at the back; a woman in the office directed them through the walkway to the truck-rehab
wing. The truck area was bigger and more open, forty feet long and thirty wide, with a thirty-foot ceiling;
it smelled of diesel and welding fumes. A row of red toolboxes sat at the back, and an electric heater was
mounted high on one wall and glowed down over a burgundy Peterbilt. Three men were clustered around
the open door of the truck, peering inside, and one of them asked, “What the fuck were they carrying in
there? You think there was some acid dripping in there?” “I don’t know . . . ” Then one of the men saw
Lucas and Del, and nudged the heavyset man who was deepest into the truck. He backed up, saw them,
stood upright, and asked, “Can we help you fellas?” “We’re with the state Bureau of Criminal
Apprehension,” Lucas said. Del held up an ID case. “We need to talk to Gene Calb.” “That’s me . .. I’ll
be with you in just a second.” He turned to one of the other men. “I don’t know, Larry. I’d go after it
with a grinder, and if you don’t get good metal . . . we’ll cut another piece off a wreck and weld ’er in.
There’s a hulk down in Worthington, out of a fire, oughta work.” “Looks like it’s rotten all the way to the
bottom. I could push a nail through it,” said an emaciated man in oil-stained Mr. Goodwrench coveralls.
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“Well, cut through it and find out.” Calb shook his head as he turned to Lucas and Del. “The whole floor
of the passenger side is eaten away. Not the driver’s side, just the passenger side. It’s not rust, exactly,
but it’s rotten. Like they spilled acid on it or something and then let it soak for a few years.” One of the
other men said, “Cat pee? Cat pee’ll rot holes in hardwood floors.” “Well, Jesus, how could he stand the
smell?”” Calb shook his head once more. “If I were you, Larry, I’d keep my hands out of it.” ““You sure
as shit can count on that,” said the man called Larry. TO LUCAS AND Del, Calb said, “C’mon this
way, fellas. We’ll go back to my office. You want to know about Deon? | already talked to some of you
guys. With the BCA, right?” “We’re doing a little back-checking,” Lucas said. “How well did you know
Mr. Cash?” They pushed through a door into another small office and Calb gestured at a couple of guest
chairs, then settled behind his desk as he answered. A caution flag signed by Richard Petty, and a
Snap-on tools calendar from the 1980s hung on a wall. Everything else was parts books. “He worked
for me,” Calb said earnestly, leaning across the desk to Lucas. He had a big head and a blunt nose and
square, mildly green teeth the size of Chiclets—the face of a plumber or a carpenter or a character actor
playing a hardworking joe. “We weren’t friends. An old Army buddy down in KC asked me if I could
get him a driver’s job. I knew he was just out of jail and, tell you the truth, I’'m not sure he was that much
reformed. With what’s happened, it looks like he wasn’t.” “What do you think happened?” Del asked.
Calb said, “Well—you know. Somebody took him out and hung him. I know it wasn’t none of my boys,
because none of my boys could do that. Jane too, killing both of them. I think it’s gotta come out of KC.
He was in jail, that’s what it’s gotta be. Somebody back there.” “How about Jane Warr?”” Lucas asked.
“How well did you know her?”” “Not real well. She didn’t hang around or anything. She came up with
Deon, from KC. She wasn’t much—she was a card dealer up at Moose Bay, I’'m sure you know.” “So .
.. were they renting that house? Own it? What was the situation there?”” “They bought it,
cheap—thirty-six thousand, | think. Then they fixed it up. Joe Kelly did some of the work, he’d once
worked as a handyman, and they had a couple guys in from town, they did some of it.” “There are
rumors around town that she might have had a relationship with a guy up at the casino,” Del said. I
wouldn’t know about that,” Calb said, shaking his head. “Like I said, she wasn’t that bright, but I don’t
think she’d be dumb enough to play around on Deon. Deon had a mean streak. That’s why he was in
jail. If he’d found out something like that, he would have beat on her like a big bass drum.” “Mmm.” Calb
picked up a piece of paper from his desk, something with a printed IRS seal, looked at it, flicked it off to
the side. “Then there’s the whole thing about Joe. Joe’s gone—and nobody knows where he went.
Never said a word to anyone. One day he was here, and the next day, he wasn’t. He was from KC,
t00.” “You think it might be possible that Joe did this? That there was some kind of an argument, and for
some reason . . .’ Calb shook his head. “Nah. To tell you the truth, Joe just didn’t have the grit to do
this. Not hanging them, where he had to look them in the face.” “So maybe he just took off,” Del said.
“Or maybe . . . ” “Something else I thought of, after the other BCA boys was here,” Calb continued. “If
this whole thing didn’t come out of the Kansas City jail—and that’s gotta be it, in my opinion, but if it
didn’t—then you oughta get up to Moose Bay. That would be the place to look, along with KC.”
“Why?” Del asked. “The word around town is that Letty West saw them out there at the stroke of
midnight,” Calb said. “Is that right?”” Lucas nodded. “Close to that.” “Jane worked the three-to-eleven
shift. She couldn’t have got home much before half-past eleven, and last night, with that ground blizzard,
it was probably later. If he took them up there to hang them at midnight, he must have grabbed her the
minute she got home. So he was waiting for her—or followed her home.” Lucas and Del both nodded.
They talked for another five minutes, and Lucas got the impression that Calb was genuinely confused by
the killings. Cash had had some words from time to time with coworkers, but never anything serious,
nothing that had even led to a confrontation. “Just that, you know, mechanics and guys like Deon don’t
mix. He thought he was a basketball star. One of those bad gangsta dudes, whatever they call them.
That’s what he thought.” OUTSIDE, WALKING BACK across the highway, Lucas said, “I thought
about her getting off at eleven, and being hanged at twelve.” “I did too,” Del said. “I was saving it up.”
“Pig’s ass,” Lucas said. “Anyway, somebody thought of it.” “Maybe Warr was the target,” Del said.
“We’ve been doing nothing but talking about Cash.” “Got to get on her, get some background going. I’ll
talk to Dickerson.” “Gotta get up to Moose Bay,” Del said. “How’s the heater in the Olds?” “Fine.”
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“Then let’s take your car. Mustang heater wouldn’t soften up butter.”” MOOSE BAY WAS run by the
Black River band of the Chippewa, on the banks of a river whose water was stained so absolutely black
by decomposing vegetation that when it froze over, even the ice looked black. From Cash’s house to the
res was twenty-four minutes, nine minutes down to Armstrong, then another fifteen minutes through
Armstrong and out the county road to the casino. “Tell me your theories,” Del said, on the way out. “You
give good theory.” “I’m thinking . . . drug deal,” Lucas said. “Calb was probably right both ways: it’s
connected with Kansas City and Cash’s jail contacts, and it’s probably connected with the casino. The
casino Indians don’t have much truck with drugs, but the people who come in to gamble, have a good
time . . . they’d do a little coke.” “So the money’s drug money,” Del said. “All in cash, all bundled up, but
not fresh bricks. Cash makes the wholesale contacts, driving for Calb back and forth. Warr has the
contacts up here, delivers it out to the individual dealers. Or deals it herself.” “Then they fuck with
somebody. Or, somebody knows they’ve got that money, and they come looking for it.” “But then
they’d just shoot them—they wouldn’t hang them,” Del said. “Trying to get them to talk?”” “More likely
they fucked with somebody and got made an example of,” Del said. “A bigger network that’s still up and
running, where they need an occa sional example.” “Maybe,” Lucas said. “Where does Calb come in?”
“He doesn’t. Not necessarily.” “Look at the farmhouse—there was a lot of work done in there, new
work, and it cost a bundle. Believe me, I know.” The Big New House back in St. Paul had cost
$870,000. “If Calb knows Cash is only getting paid for driving, and if Warr is just dealing cards, where’d
he think they got the money to fix that place up? There’s a hundred grand in work in there, minimum, and
a ten-thousand-dollar television set.” “Tell you what—if the total’s a hundred and thirty-five thousand
dollars, that’s not much for a house, with two incomes, and a guy upstairs who might be paying rent,” Del
said. “C’mon,” Lucas scoffed. “How many drug dealers do you know who have a mortgage? How many
have bought a house?” “Jimmy Szuza bought a house for his mother.” “Jimmy Szuza was working for his
mother, the treacherous old bitch. He was fronting for her.” “Still.” After a couple of minutes: “And what
about the cell?” “Beats the shit outa me.” “CALB WAS RIGHT about the travel time,” Lucas said,
glancing at his watch as they rolled into the casino’s parking lot. The casino looked like a larger version
of Calb’s truck shop, but a truck shop on steroids: a huge, rambling, two-story yellow-and-green metal
building with a prism-shaped glass entry built to resemble a crystal tepee. “Liquor in the front, poker in
the rear,” Del said. “Bumper sticker,” Lucas said. “But I don’t think they sell booze.” THE MOOSE
BAY security chief was a cheerful Chippewa man named Clark Hoffman, who hurried down to meet
them after a call from the reception desk. “Figured you’d get here sooner or later,” he said, shaking their
hands. He looked closely at Del. “Did you hang out at Meat’s in the Cities?”” “Yeah, I’d go in there
before it closed,” Del said. “It closed? Shit.” “Couple years back.” Hoffman thought about that for a
moment, then said, “I used to kick your ass at shuftleboard. I thought you were a wino.” Del grinned and
shrugged. “I remember. You told me you were at Wounded Knee.” “That’s me,” Hoffman said.
“Sneaking through the weeds with a hundred pounds of frozen brats in a backpack. Fuckin’ FBI—no
offense. C’mon this way.” They followed him upstairs to his office, Del filling him in about Meat’s.
“Trouble with the health inspectors,” Del told him. “You name it, they had it: mice, rats, roaches, disease.
The only thing that kept you from dyin’ was the alcohol.” “Everything did have a . . . particular flavor,”
Hoffman said. “Ever notice that?” “Yeah.” “I always sorta liked it. What happened to Meat?”” “He
moved to San Clemente and opened a porno store.” “Not much money in retail porno anymore,”
Hoftiman said, shaking his head. “Not since they started piping it into every motel room in the country.”
JANE WARR’S EMPLOYMENT file sat in the center of Hoffman’s desk. He pushed it across at Lucas
and said, “Not much there. She learned to deal at a school in Vegas, held a couple of jobs there, worked
at a Wal-Mart for a while, outside of Kansas City, then came up here.” “We heard a rumor that she
might have had a relationship here with a guy named Terry Anderson.” Hoffman frowned. “Where’d you
hear that?” “Downtown. Can’t tell you exactly who mentioned it,” Lucas said. “I’ll check, and I’1l find
out. | hadn’t heard anything, but then—I might not have. About anyone else, but not about Terry.” “Why
not Terry?” Del asked. “He’s my brother-in-law,” Hoffman said. He grinned at Lucas, but it wasn’t a
happy face. “He’s married to my sister.” “Aw, shit,” Lucas said. “Listen, all we heard was one guy, who
didn’t like Warr, but maybe got turned down by her and knew we’d be up here talking to you. Maybe
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just a wise guy.” “One way or the other, I’ll know in the next half hour,” Hoffman said. He interlinked his
fingers, stretched his arms out in front of him, and cracked his knuckles. “I’ll let you know.” “Take it
easy,” Del said. “I’ll take it easy,” Hoffman said. “My sister, on the other hand, might kill his ass. If it’s
true.” “Tell her to take it easy, too,” Del said. “I mean, Jesus.” “You have any cocaine going through
here?” Lucas asked after an awkward pause. Hoffiman spread his hands. “Sure. On the res, and some of
the customers bring it in. We try to keep it out—we make so much money that we try to keep everything
spotless. We don’t need to give some asshole state senator an excuse to build state-run casinos. When
we see it, we call the cops. Anybody caught with it is banned, no matter what the cops do.” “Any chance
Warr was dealing?” Del asked. “Not in here,” Hoffman said. “We watch the dealers, and they know it.
We tape them every minute they’re working,.” “Really? Do you still have last night’s tapes?”” Lucas

asked. “Sure do. We’ve got tapes for the last month, and tapes of anything that might ever come up in
the future. Catch people stealing, they’ll be on tape until the next glacier comes through.” Del said, “We
don’t have a line on who did this, but we’d sort of like to see a guy, big guy, new beard, dark watch cap
or ski cap, dark parka and jeans, drives a Jeep Cherokee.” “I don’t know about the Cherokee, but I
know who you’re talking about. We’ve got him on tape,” Hoffman said. “You know him?” Lucas asked.
“Who he is?” “Not who he is, but I looked at him pretty good. He’d be on the tapes, though most of
what you’d see is the top of his head. The camera coverage on the slots isn’t as good as it is on the
tables, because the slots aren’t as much of a problem.” “When can we see them?” Lucas asked. And,
“How do you know it was him?” “Right now. And I know who you’re talking about, because some
people don’t act right, and you tend to notice them. This guy wasn’t interested in gambling. I couldn’t tell
what he was interested in. I noticed him the night before last, and then he came in again last night,”
Hoffman said. “He was plugging dollar tokens into the slots, but slow, and he hardly paid attention when
he won, like he didn’t care. People don’t act like that in casinos. They’re always walking around counting
their coins and looking at machines, or they get perched up on a chair and they start pounding away. One
thing they don’t do, is they don’t not give a shit.” Del looked at Lucas. “Hell of a long thread, from the
motel guy to here.” “Gotta pull it,” Lucas said. To Hoffman: “Let’s go see the tapes.” Hoffman took them
to a surveillance room—on the way, he asked, “You really think your info on Terry might be good?”” and
Lucas said, “Jeez, I hope not”—where a half-dozen women roamed along twenty monitors, watching the
activity on the floor below. There were good overhead shots of all the blackjack tables, but most of the
cameras over the slots looked straight down. Only a few looked at the slots from shallow angles, and
those were farther back. “The main problem with the machines is theft—guys dipping coins out of other
people’s coin buckets,” Hoffman explained. He pointed at a monitor showing a woman who was sitting
in front of a machine feeding in quarters. All they could see was the top of her head, her shoulders, and
her arms. “See, like this lady, she’s pushed her coin bucket halfway around the machine. If you’re on the
next aisle over, you can reach across and dip her. We get one of those a week, guys who never think
about cameras. Dumb guys. But you can’t see them dipping from the side. You can only see them reach
from the overheads.” He led them to a cubicle at the back of the room, where an Indian man with two
careful red-ribbon-tied braids was poking at a computer. “Les, are we still on last night’s tapes on
Number Twelve?” “Yeah. That’s good for another couple of days.” The man looked curiously at Lucas
and Del. “State police,” Hoffman said. “Looking into the Jane Warr thing.” “Hanged,” Les said. He
toyed with the end of one of his braids. “That sort of freaked me out when I heard it. She won’t be on
Twelve, though . . . ” “We’re looking for another fella. Go to ten o’clock. Start there.” The computer guy
typed in a group of codes, and they waited, fifteen seconds, then twenty, and finally a wide-angled color
film came up. The people in the film moved in a herky-jerky motion, indicating that the camera was
shooting at a super-slow rate. “There he is,” Hoffman said, tapping the camera. The camera was looking
down a long row of slots from slightly above. Two-thirds of the way down the row, a tall man in a dark
coat, watch cap, and glasses was playing one of the machines. “Can we get a closer shot of him?”” Lucas
asked. “Not from that camera—we could have zoomed in if we thought he was up to something, but he
never did anything,” Hoffiman said. “I just noticed him when I was down there because he didn’t seem
right. I forgot about his glasses, though.” “How about another camera?” “The overhead won’t help, but
we’ve got a camera coming across from the side, but it’s gonna be partly blocked by the machines.”
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“Number twenty-eight,” Les said. “I can get it if you want it.” “Get it,” Lucas said. Number twenty-eight
showed slices of the man’s face, only marginally more clearly than the first camera. “Is that the best there
is?” “Probably got him walking in or out on number thirty-six, but I don’t know when he arrived.
Leaving, we’d only get the back of his head . . . It’d take some time. I don’t know how much better the
shot would be,” Hoffman said. “We could take the flashes we got of him on twenty-eight, freeze the
shots, and then stitch them together and we’d have his whole face,” Les said. “I could do it in
Photoshop.” “How long would that take?”” “I don’t know. I’ve never done it, but I think I could. I could
print the best partial shots, too.” “Let’s try it all,” Lucas said to Hoffman. “We can get a subpoena to
make it all legal. ” “That’d be good,” Hoffman said. “It’d help publicity-wise, if somebody asks—but we
could get started right away. Look, look where he keeps looking.” “What?”” Hoffman tapped the
monitor. “See, he keeps looking over the top of the machine, sideways. That’s where Jane is. She’s out
of the picture, but he keeps looking over there. Here comes Small Bear . . . ” A woman pushing a change
cart moved into the picture. When she got to the man, she stopped and spoke to him. He nodded, took
out his wallet and gave her a bill. She gave him a stack of coins, said a couple more words, then pushed
on down the aisle. “Who’s that?” “JoAnne Small Bear. Been working here since we opened.” “We need
to talk to her,” Lucas said. “We’re gonna need all the tape you’ve got of this guy. Even the overheads.
He might be wearing a ring or a watch, and that could be a good thing to know.” Hoftfman nodded.
“Sure. I’ll have Les pull out everything we’ve got. You’re a hundred percent sure it’s him?” “No. Only
about ninety percent,” Lucas said. “Ninety and climbing.” “How about this Small Bear?”” Del asked.
“Where can we get her?” Hoffiman looked at his watch. “She’s gotta be checked in by now—she works
the three-to-eleven. Let’s go find her.” JOANNE SMALL BEAR looked nothing at all like a bear—she
looked more like a raspberry. Barely five feet tall, she was jolly and fat, with black eyes and brilliant
white teeth; she wore boot-cut jeans with a western shirt and a turquoise necklace. She remembered the
man in the watch cap. “He looked lonely and sad,” she said. “Pretty good-looking, though. Polite.” “Any
particular characteristics that might tell us about him?” Del asked. “Maybe,” she said. “You think he
killed Jane Warr?” “We need to talk to him,” Lucas said. “Jane was a big pain in the ass,” Small Bear
said. “You don’t hang people for being a pain in the ass,” Del said. “You wouldn’t have wanted to see
her this morning when they cut her down.” Small Bear exhaled and said, “I know one thing that might be
important. When he opened his billfold to give me some bills, I saw that he had a black card. One of
those American Express black cards.” Del looked at Lucas and Lucas shrugged. Small Bear looked
from Lucas to Del to Lucas and said, ““You don’t know about the black cards?”’ “I don’t know what
you’re talking about,” Lucas said. “We get every card in the world in here,” Hoffman said. “The black
card is called the Centurion Card. To get one, you gotta spend a hundred and fifty thousand bucks a year
with American Express. I bet there aren’t a hundred of them in Minnesota.” “You’re kidding me,” Lucas
said. “A hundred and fifty thousand a year?” “That’s what I hear.” Del said to Lucas, “That ought to
narrow the list.” LUCAS STEPPED AWAY, took out his cell phone, found a slip of paper with Neil
Mitford’s personal cell-phone number and punched it in. Mitford answered on the second ring: “This is
Davenport. Things are moving here. We could have a photo and maybe a name pretty quick—but we
need some help.” “What?”” “We need somebody to get to American Express. Maybe there’s a local
office or a local official we can give a subpoena to, but we need all the names of all the Centurion Card
members from Minnesota and the Kansas City area. Maybe somebody could feed them a list of ZIP
codes. We need it quick as we can.” “Wait a minute, let me jot this down.” After a second of silence,
Mitford said, “What the fuck is a Centurion Card?” “Some kind of exclusive card,” Lucas said. “The
casino people say they’re pretty rare.” “I’ll find out the fastest way to do it, and get it to you.” “See if you
can get a printable list from them, and fax it to the sheriff’s office here. And tell them, you know, it
involves a multiple murder. Put a little heat on them.” “I can do heat,” Mitford said. “I’ll call you.”
HOFFMAN HAD WALKED away while Lucas was talking; when he got off the phone, Del said,
“Hoffman’s gone to get Anderson. His brother-in-law.” “Damnit. [ would have liked to have been there,
see how the guy takes it.” “He went over there . . . he said he’d be right back, maybe we could catch
him.” THEY FOUND HOFFMAN and Anderson just outside an employee’s canteen off the main floor.
Anderson was a thin, dark-haired white man with big crooked teeth and a small narrow mustache. He
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was waving his arms around, his face harsh and urgent, as he talked to Hoffman, who leaned against a
wall with his arms crossed. Lucas heard, “Goddamnit, Clark, you know me better than that, I just ate
lunch . . . ” Lucas came up, with Del trailing, and said, “There you are.” Hoffman turned and pushed
away from the wall. To Anderson he said, “These are the cops.” Anderson pushed a finger at Lucas:
“What the hell are you doing, telling Clark that I’ve been cheating on Suzie?” “Didn’t exactly say that,”
Lucas said. “We heard from a guy in town that you were pretty friendly with Jane Warr.” “What guy?”
“Can’t tell you, unless we bust you. Then you’d have a right to know,” Lucas said, hardening up. “Your
lawyer could get the name.” Anderson shriveled back. “My lawyer? What the hell is going on?”” Del
edged in, the beat-up good guy. “Listen: just tell us—how well did you know her?” “I wasn’t screwing
her, if that’s what you mean.” “How well?” Del pressed. Anderson took a step back, and the stress in his
voice dropped a notch. “A little bit. She used to deal in Vegas and I worked out there for a while, years
ago. I didn’t know her then—we weren’t even there at the same time—but you know, working in Vegas
was sort of a big deal for both of us. When we were both off at the same time, we’d eat lunch together,
here in the canteen, sometimes. But most of the time, just in a group, only once or twice, when there was
just the two of us.” He looked at Hoftman: “Clark, I wouldn’t bullshit you.” “All right,” Hoffman said. Del
said, “Did you ever meet any of her friends, Deon Cash or Joe Kelly?” “I didn’t really meet them, but I
knew who they were, because they were black,” Anderson said. To Hoffman: “That’s another reason I
wouldn’t do it, Clark. Even if I’d wanted to. You ever see her boyfriend? The guy was like some kind of
ghetto killer or something.” “All right,” Hoffman said again. ““She ever say anything about them?” Lucas
asked. “Or was she worried about anything? Did she seem apprehensive, or scared?” “A few weeks
back, I don’t know, three or four weeks, the Joe guy took off. Or disappeared. She didn’t know where
he went, she said he just vanished. She was pretty worried about him, but that’s all I know. She never
did say if he ever showed up.” “She seemed scared about it?”” Anderson dipped his chin, thinking,
scratched his head, straightened his hair—a little relieved grooming, Lucas thought—and said, “Maybe
scared. Sort of more freaked out, like when you find out something weird about someone. Like if
somebody told you your best friend was a child molester, or something.” “Did you see a guy watching
her last night? A big guy.” “Wasn’t here last night. I was out with my wife,” Anderson said, leaning on the
wife. “Okay,” Lucas said. “Tell me this: how much coke was she pushing out on the floor here?”’
“What?” “Cocaine,” Del said. Anderson looked at them like they were crazy. “She wasn’t dealing
cocaine. No way. I woulda known about that. You get a bunch of dealers and one of them is pushing,
everybody knows. There was nothing like that about Jane.” “She use it?”” Lucas asked. Anderson’s eyes
flicked away. “Maybe . . . I never saw her use it.” He unconsciously rubbed his nose with the back of his
hand. “But she used to get a little cranked, and once or twice I thought she might’ve gone back to the
ladies’ can and done something.” “You didn’t tell us,” Hoffman said. “I didn’t know,” Anderson said.
“Hell, you even hint at something like that around here, and the next thing you know, somebody’s looking
for a job. And I kinda liked her.” “But not too much,” Hoffman said. “No. Jesus, Clark.” Then his eyes
narrowed, and he turned to Lucas. “Did that asshole Bud Larson put you on me?”” Lucas kept his face
straight and shook his head. “Haven’t heard any Larsons mentioned,” he said. “Why?” “Nothin’,”
Anderson said. To Hoffman: “He was the guy who complained that we cold-decked him. Last week?
Mean-looking guy?” Del looked at Lucas and shook his head. WHEN THEY WERE finished with
Anderson—still a worried man, despite Hoffman’s assurances that he believed him—they went looking
for other employees who remembered the big man. Les, the computer operator, brought down the first
printout of the man’s face: it was fuzzy, but would be recognizable in context. Nobody else remembered
talking to him. By the time they finished talking with other employees, Les had saved a dozen shots of the
man, and two stitched-together composites, to a CD that could be opened on any PC with the Imaging
program, which he said was most of them. “We still need the actual tapes,” Lucas told him. “We’re
pulling them; we’ll hang on to them,” he said. THEY’D BEEN IN the casino for an hour and a half when
Mitford called back. “We’re running with Amex. They accepted a faxed subpoena and they’re putting
the list together now. They say they’ll have it in half an hour. I’'m having copies faxed to the sheriff’s office
up there, and another one down here. They say there might be a couple hundred names.” “We’ll head
downtown,” Lucas said. “I’ve got a CD with some photos on it.” “We’d like to see some down here.”
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“I’ll e-mail them to you. You gonna be there?” “Until you guys go to bed,” Mitford said. “Washington
just had a press conference in Grand Forks and he says the law enforcement agencies must be complicit
in this crime—I"m reading this—either actually or morally. Then . . . ah, blah blah blah. I think he’s on his
way up there to have a rally.” “Yeah? In Armstrong? Who’s gonna rally?” “I don’t know. I’'m just telling
you what he says.” “I’ll get back to you,” Lucas said. On the way out, they thanked Hoffman, agreed
that Anderson probably hadn’t been playing around on his sister, and made arrangements to have the
videotapes picked up by a BCA crime scene man. “SO WE GOT a face and a few hundred names,” Del
said. He looked at his watch. “You think we’ll get him by midnight?” “We’re rolling,” Lucas said. “And
I’ll tell you what: he left enough stuff on the bodies that when we identify him, we’ve got him. I’d bet that
hair was his, I bet that blood on Warr’s face was his.” “Could be Cash’s.” “Not dripping down like that.
It was fresh when she was hanging.” “God bless DNA,” Del said. ON THE WAY back to town, Lucas
called Dickerson and filled him in. Then, “Did you get anything out of that motel room? Fingerprints, hair,
anything?” “We’ve got an ocean of fingerprints, but we’ve also got some places that appear to have been
wiped,” Dickerson said. “I wouldn’t get your hopes up.” “Did you hear anything from St. Paul about
tracking down the Cherokee?” “If you go back a month, you can find maybe thirty Cherokee
transactions in Minnesota. We’ve got the names on those, and we’re working with North and South
Dakota, Missouri and Iowa. I think owa’s in, haven’t gotten word from the others yet. I'm not sure
South Dakota is computerized enough to get what we need that quick.” “Let’s get what we can.”
ABUNCH OF cops were leaning on the wall outside the Law Enforcement Center, smoking, when
Lucas and Del pulled into the parking lot. Lucas had just gotten out of the car when his cell phone rang.
“Yeah?” “Lucas, it’s Neil. I got the list on those cards down here, and it’ll be up there in the next couple
of minutes. I don’t think you have to waste a lot of time checking it out.” “Why not?” *“ *Cause I think I
know who it is.” “What?” “There’s a guy on the list named Hale Sorrell. You remember him?” “Sorrell?
He’s . .. oh, shit.” Del said, “What?” Lucas ignored him, and asked Mitford, “Do you know him?”’
“Yeah. I once tried to get him to give some money to our guy, on the basis that our guy was a rational
conservative Democrat. Sorrell wasn’t buying; he’s a dyed-in-the-wool Republican. Seemed like an
okay guy. Shitload of money from Medlux.” “Big guy, but not fat, big shoulders, dark hair, middle forties,
glasses, this guy had a recent beard . . . ” “I don’t know if he wears glasses, but he’s at an age where he
might. He’s forty-six. He could grow the beard. Everything else is right on.” “I’m gonna e-mail you a
photo. Maybe a couple of them,” Lucas said. “Gimme an address.” “WHAT?” DEL ASKED, when
Lucas rang off. “We got him?”” “Maybe,” Lucas said. “Hale Sorrell? You remember?”” Del thought for a
moment, then a light flared behind his eyes. “Oh, shit.” “That’s what I said. Let’s get this list. Maybe they
gota T1 or a DSL line out of here, we can send the photos from here.” THEY CROSSED THE parking
lot at a half-trot. One of the deputies pushed away from the wall and said, “Chief Davenport . . . you
remember me?”” Lucas slowed down. He did remember the deputy, more or less. He’d beaten up the
guy’s partner a few years before, in a different county, but not too far away. “Yeah, I do,” Lucas said.
“What happened, you take a transfer?” “Moved over here when Sheriff Mason retired. My folks live
over here. Anyway, have you seen the TV? The news?” “No. Bad?” “Pretty bad. That little girl, Letty,
she was terrific, but man, they took some pictures of those people hanging in the trees, and they’re
everywhere. They were on the CBS and ABC and NBC evening news, and they’re on CNN almost
full-time. They got video of the bodies sort of swinging in the wind.” “Aw, Christ.” “Then that
Washington guy gave a talk down in Grand Forks and they had this video picture behind him with the
bodies hanging, and it looked like he was standing in there with them, and he was screaming about
lynching.” “Maybe we better figure this out in a hurry.” “I’'m pretty sure you can do it,” the deputy said. “I
been telling the guys about you.” “Not too much, I hope,” Lucas said. “Yeah, I told them that part,” the
deputy said. “That’s the best part. Uh, whatever happened to the girl? The girl that come up with you?”
“Marcy Sherrill. She’s a lieutenant in Minneapolis, now. She runs the Intelligence unit.” “Really . . . jeez.”
The deputy was impressed. “Gotta go,” Lucas said. “Nice talking to you again.” As he and Del went
inside, he heard the deputy’s voice, ““.. . . got a pair of knockers on her like muskmelons and . . . ” “You
got groupies,” Del said. “Groupie with a good eye for knockers,” Lucas said, amused. “Muskmelons . . .
those are cantaloupes, right?”” THE SHERIFF’S DEPARTMENT had a fast line out. Anderson and a
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dozen other cops were in the building when Lucas and Del arrived, and came out to meet them.
“Something happen?” “We might have a name,” Lucas said. “We need to send some pictures to St. Paul,
right now.” Anderson’s jaw dropped. He stood like that for a moment, looked at a deputy who’d trailed
him in, and then said, “Well, Jiminy, who is it? You mean a name for the killer?”’ “Possibly. Know in a
minute, if [ can get an Internet connection on a computer with a CD drive.” “I got one in my office.”
Lucas followed him back to a big wood-paneled office with a blue high-pile carpet, seven-foot
mahogany desk and a wall full of photographs. The sheriff with local politicians, his wife, his children,
other sheriffs, cops. A computer sat on a side-table with an Aeron chair in front of it. Lucas dropped into
the chair, brought up the computer, slipped the CD into the CD tray, and called up a Qwest connection.
Ten seconds later, the best of the stitched photos was on its way to St. Paul; a minute later, another was
on its way. Six deputies were crowded into the office now, and Lucas thought about the other BCA
crew. He punched in Dickerson’s number. “Dickerson . . . ” “This is Davenport. Where are you?” “Just
outside of Armstrong. Thinking about heading home.” “We got a name. We’re down at the sherift’s
office. If the name is good, it ties together a lot of stuff. The money, the cell in the basement.” “What’s the
name?” “Hale Sorrell.” Long pause. “Oh, shit.” “HALE SORRELL?” ANDERSON demanded when
Lucas rang off. “You mean the Rochester guy?” Lucas nodded, leaned back in the chair, crossed his
legs. “Daughter was kidnapped last month and never came back,” he said. “We’re not sure yet, but it’s a
possibility.” “You got pictures of him?”” one of the deputies asked. “We’ve got these pictures,” Lucas
said, tapping a photograph on the monitor screen. “They’re not good, but they might be good enough.
Once we get a solid maybe, and some DNA returns back from the medical examiner, then we’ll know.”
“That means his kid is out at . . . might have been at . . . her . . . ”” “She might still be out there,
somewhere, at the house,” Lucas said. “Did you know Sorrell was from up here, originally?” one of the
deputies asked. “I mean, not right here, but down to Red Lake Falls? His father still lives down there,
somewhere. He’s in a nursing home or something.” Lucas said: “That’s interesting. Maybe somebody
around here set him up?” “Could be, I guess.” Another deputy said, “Maybe he was fooling around with
somebody. Red Lake Falls is pretty much known for its beautiful women.” “That’s always a useful piece
of information.” LUCAS’S CELL PHONE rang and the governor was there. “Lucas. Neil brought me
up to date on this Hale Sorrell thing. I know him pretty well, I looked at the pictures.” “What do you
think?”” “Neil and I agree. It sure looks like him. Not positive, but boy, it sure looks like him.” “We have
a lot of DNA, sir. If we can get somebody to officially point the finger, we could get a warrant for some
DNA samples and settle it.” “The devil’s gonna be in the details. We don’t want to be wrong. If we had
to, 1s there any way you could hang this on the sheriff up there?” “The sheriff’s a pretty sharp guy, sir,”
Lucas said, looking up at Anderson, who appeared confused, and mouthed at Lucas, Who is it? Lucas
went back to the phone. “I think we could probably work something out, if we had to—but before we
do anything official, I’d like to get some good photos of Sorrell, put them in a photo spread and show
them to a woman up here who actually talked to him. If she IDs him, we’d be on solid ground asking for
the DNA.” “That sounds good. I’ll get McCord on it right now. There’ve got to be some publicity shots
around. He’s served on committees and so forth. Can we transmit them up to you?” “I think so. You’ll
have to talk to the local people, I don’t know exactly what the printing facilities are here . . . hang on.”
He took the phone down and asked, “Do we have a photo printer of some kind?”” One of the deputies
said, “Sure. We’ve got two or three different kinds. Standard stuff.” Back to the phone: “We’re good,
sir. When your guys find a photo, send it up here to the sherift’s department.” “We can do that,”
Henderson said. “Man, you moved fast—this is exactly what I wanted. That asshole Washington hasn’t
even gotten out of Grand Forks yet. He’s supposedly going up to the hanging tree to make a speech.”
“Sir, we can’t let that happen. It’s really a bleak place—it looks like it was invented for a hanging. The
image’ll be so strong that nothing else will make any difference, nothing we say. Maybe we could keep
him out of there on the grounds that it’s a crime scene.” “Can we blame that on the sheriff, too?” “I think
it could be worked out, sir.” “Is he right there, listening?” “Yes, sir.” “Let me talk to him. Say something
that would lead to me talking to him.” Lucas nodded. “I think you should talk to Sheriff Anderson about
that, sir.” “Good. Give him the phone.” Lucas passed the phone to Anderson, saying, “The governor. He
needs to speak with you.” Anderson took the phone. “Uh, Governor Henderson . . . ”” As Anderson
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talked, Lucas said to the group of deputies, “Is there somebody here who usually handles photo
spreads? We’ll need a half-dozen pictures of white men with dark hair, probably in business suits,
looking charming. Like a political picture.” He looked around at the pictures on the walls. “Like these.
Like that one.” He pointed a finger at a smiling head. One of the deputies said, “We got that.”” The rest of
it took an hour and a half. Lucas was in a semi-frenzy, driven by the momentum of the day, and
Dickerson arrived, running hot with lights and siren, wanting to be there if it all cracked open. Forty
minutes after Lucas talked to the governor, the sherift’s ID division took the transmission of two recent
photos of Hale Sorrell, one a formal portrait, the other taken at a press conference after the
disappearance of his daughter. A deputy put together two different photo spreads: one of dark-haired
white men in informal situations, another of dark-haired white men in formal poses. Then he retransmitted
all the dummy photos to himself, so they’d be printed on the same paper and have the same general look.
Hoffman was still on the job at the casino. Small Bear was on the floor, he said, pushing her change cart.
“Keep her there,” Lucas said. “We’re on the way.” LUCAS, DEL, AND Dickerson went with
Anderson in a sheriff’s truck, a comfortable GMC Yukon XL with a big heater. At the casino, Hoffman
met them at the door. “Small Bear’s upstairs,” he said. “How’re we doing?”” “Gonna find out,” Lucas
said. Small Bear was sitting at a table in a conference room, her hands folded in front of her, looking a
little frightened. Lucas explained quickly: “We have two sets of photos. We’re gonna show you one set,
then ask if you see the man who was here last night, and then we’ll show you the other set. Okay?” She
nodded. Lucas spread the informal photos in front of her. She looked at them, slowly, slowly, pushing
one after another away from her, until finally she was left only with Sorrell’s. “I think this might be him.
Not a very good picture.” “Okay.” Lucas scooped up the deck of photos, put them back in the brown
envelope they came in, opened a second envelope, and took out the formal shots. This time, Small Bear
didn’t hesitate. “I’m pretty sure this is him,” she said, tapping the photograph of Sorrell. They all stood in
silence, nobody moving, nothing audible but some breathing, and then Anderson groaned, “Jiminy,” and
Lucas turned and looked at Del. Del nodded. “Got him.”

8 MARGERY SINGLETON LOOKED like a green heron—a sharp-billed stalking bird with a mouth
like a rip in a piece of rawhide, an arrowhead nose, rattlesnake eyes; her eyebrows plucked naked and
redrawn with a green pencil. She worked the first shift at Elysian Manor, pushing patients to and fro,
cleaning up after them, rolling pills when a registered nurse wasn’t available. Her best friend, Flo
Anderson, was a registered nurse, having put in her two years at Fargo, and they’d worked out a system
where, if somebody needed a shot or to get blood taken, Margery could do it and Flo could sign. The
patients, most of whom had Alzheimer’s, didn’t know one way or the other. Margery heard about the
hanging of Warr and Cash from a breathless young nurse’s aide who came back from lunch bright eyed
with a tale she’d heard from a sheriff’s deputy at the minimart. “They’re hanging down there, naked as
jaybirds, all purple and frozen. The woman’s tongue was sticking out like this:”” She tilted her head, hung
her tongue out of the side of her mouth and crossed her eyes. Straightening, she added in a lower voice,
“They said that the black guy had a penis that was about ten inches long.” “That’s bullshit,” Margery said,
her rattlesnake eyes fixing the young woman. “I seen two thousand dicks since I been in this place and
there ain’t been one of them more than seven.” “How many black men have been in here?” the nurse
asked, an eyebrow going up. Had the old bat there. “Hanged in a tree?” “That’s what they say. Do you
think Loren might know more about it?”” “I’ll find out,” Margery said. She looked at her watch. She had
another two hours before she could get off. A supervisor named Burt stuck his head into the station
where they were talking. “Old man Barrows got shit all over the couch. Clean it up, okay?” Burt
continued down the hall and Margery muttered, “‘Clean it up yourself, asshole.” But she went to get her
spray bottle and sponge, and the nurse’s aide said, as she left, “If you hear anything from Loren, let me
know. I mean, jeez.” LOREN SINGLETON FINALLY rolled out of bed at two o’clock. He’d been
unable to sleep much, dozing off only to see, in his dreams, Deon and Jane hanging from a tree. He
stretched, scratched, went into the bathroom. As he shaved, looking in the mirror, he started thinking
about his latest Cadillac restoration. The car was at Calb’s, and that could be inconvenient. The more he
shaved, the more inconvenient it seemed. He finished shaving, showered, brushed his teeth, got dressed,
and called Gene Calb. Calb came on the phone and said, “Katina said you’d heard.” “Woke me up on
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the clock radio this morning,” Singleton said. “I thought it might be a good idea to move the Caddy outa
there, you know, until things quiet down.” Calb nodded. “Yes. Right away. Where do you want it?” “My
garage. You got somebody who could drive it down for me? Il drive them back.” “I’ll get Sherm, he
isn’t doing anything. So—what do you think?”” Singleton shook his head. “I don’t know. I wonder if it
has anything to do with Joe? You think they were fighting? I mean, Deon never said anything.” “I’'m
completely confused,” Calb said. “If you told me shit was Shinola, I’d just nod my head and agree.”
“Same with me. When can you move the car?” “Right now. We’re closing everything down, moving
everything out. Sherm’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” “I’ll be outside waiting.” “Listen, Loren—we’re
really counting on you. You gotta keep an eye out. This is why you got the job.” “I understand. You can
count on me.” THE CAR SHUFFLE took forty minutes. When it was done, Singleton went downtown,
probed for information, got small pieces, and one essential fact: nobody knew anything. He called Calb,
told him that. At three-thirty, he was back home. As he always did, when he first got home, he checked
his money. He kept it in the basement, inside the holes in a row of concrete blocks. Maybe, he thought,
he ought to move it. Get a bank box far away, maybe in Minot, or somewhere. If anybody looked at him
seriously, the BCA people, they’d find the money and then the cat would be out of the bag. The money.
He didn’t know what to do with it. He’d bought some expensive boots, another old Caddy, some good
breather gear for painting his cars. When he got his first lump-sum payment from Calb, he’d made the
mistake of showing it to his mom. She’d claimed it, most of it, and had come back every week since,
demanding more. Then he’d introduced her to Jane, and they’d gotten their heads together, and when the
big money came in, she’d taken most of that. Singleton had stood up to her—a little bit, anyway—and
claimed fifty thousand. Fifty thousand would almost get him a small shop somewhere. A Morton building,
maybe, with space to work on a couple of Caddys at once, and maybe even space to rig up a paint
booth. Big dreams . . . WHAM! The back door banged open. Only one person entered like that, without
warning. Singleton had a few hundred dollars in his hand, and he hastily shoved it into his pocket, pulled
the string on the overhead light, and headed up the stairs. Margery was waiting in the kitchen. She was a
small, thin, wrinkled woman; a woman who was to other women what a raisin was to a grape. Her eyes
were pale blue, and her hair, once blond, looked gray at first glance, but was actually almost colorless,
translucent, like ice on a window. Her lips were thin, her chin was pointed; Katina called her the Witch.
“What the hell have you been doing?”’ she demanded. “Why’n the hell didn’t you call me about Deon and
Jane?” She turned her nose up, sniffed, stepped close to him. “You’ve had that whore in here, haven’t
you? I can smell her juice.” “Not a whore, Mom . . . ” She slapped him, hard, a full-handed slap. “She’s
a whore if I say she’s a whore,” she shouted. “She’s a whore.” Singleton stepped away from her, a hand
to his face, furiously angry. His mom had a thin neck, and sometimes he thought about snapping it. Take
that goddamn little cornstalk neck and snap it off. He bared his teeth at her, ground them, felt his heart
pumping. Margery hadn’t forgotten about the bathtub. She stepped farther away, took the tone down.
“Whoever did this, they might be coming for us,” she said. “That fuckin’ nigger would sell us for a
quarter, and you know it.” “Mom, what can I do?”” He heard the plaintive whine in his voice. He didn’t
hate the whine, only because it had always been there when he was dealing with Mom and he didn’t
recognize it. “You coulda called me,” she shouted. “But you were up here with your whore when you
coulda been callin’ me. I gotta think about this.” She looked around, eyes narrowing. “What’re you doing
here, anyway? You oughta be downtown, seeing what you can see.” “I was already down there for a
while, and I didn’t hear hardly anything. The cops found Deon’s money. It was stuffed away in his house,
somewhere. They got it all.” “Goddamnit,”Margery said. “They got it all? Goddamnit.” “That’s what I
heard. The re’re state cops in town, and they’re supposed to be really good. I think we better lie low.”
“Nothing they can connect to us.” “Not unless . . . | mean, what if they’ve got Joe?” “Joe’s dead,”
Margery said. “We all agree.” “But what if he’s not?” “Then we are,” she said. She pointed a trembling
finger at him. “You get back down there, you find out what’s going on. And you call me. Dumb shit.”
They both turned to the sound of a car in the driveway. Singleton looked. “Katina,” he said. “I’'m getting
out of here,” Margery said. “I’m not talking to that whore.” Margery and Katina met at the door, and
Margery went on by with a sideways glance and not a single word. Katina, on the other hand, smiled and
said, “Hi, Mom.” When she was inside, with the door closed, she asked, “What’d the Witch want?”
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“Borrow money,” Singleton said. That was always good for an excuse, because his mother genuinely did
love money. Katina bustled around, getting some coffee together. “What’s the word on Deon and Jane?”
she asked. “Nobody knows what happened, but the BCA guys found a big pile of money and a bunch of
dope up in Deon’s bedroom,” Singleton said. “They’re gonna be all over the dope angle.” “Sheriff
Anderson’s out? Completely out?”” Singleton dipped his head. “He’s out. He’s smart enough to know
that he was over his head—and if he wasn’t smart enough, half the county commission went over to his
office to tell him. Harvey Benschneider stood right over him while he made the call to St. Paul.” “Ah,
boy,” Katina said. She pulled off her gloves, parka, and ski hat, shook her hair out. “I can’t believe
they’re dead. Gene’s going crazy. You talk to him?” “Yeah. He thinks maybe Jane was dealing cocaine
at the casino,” Singleton said. “Could they be that stupid?” “Deon was a stupid man, and Jane wasn’t
much smarter,” Katina said. She took cups out of a dish rack in the sink. “My question is, what do we
tell the police?” “Youdon’t tell them anything,” Singleton said. “Let Gene do the talking. No reason for
any of us to get involved. Deon worked for Gene, not for us. If Gene’s smart, he’ll point the state cops at
the casino. There’s so much shit going on up there, they could investigate the place for the rest of their
lives and not get to the bottom of it.” ““Only one problem with that idea,” Katina said. “What?”” “Joe.
Where’s Joe? Jane told me that all of his stuff was still in the house. If Joe’s dead, then it wasn’t the
casino.” “Could be. Could be if it’s coke they were dealing. Can’t tell with dopers. The other thing
is—what if Joe came back and did this? What if he was looking for that money?”” “Hmm.” They sat
silently for a moment as Katina struggled with all the conflicting possibilities. Finally, she looked up at him
and said, “Whatever happened to all three, we’ve really got to worry about our own positions.” “That’s
right. We all ought to stay away. If the state guys find one string, and pull it hard enough, the whole
sweater’s gonna unravel.” They talked for a while over their coffee, a middle-aged couple who got along.
Singleton wasn’t like the men she’d met in the Cities, Katina thought. He had some steel in him, some
flint. Some Ugly. She liked it—a man who’d stand up. She just didn’t know. THE PARTY AT the West
house started when two newspaper reporters, accompanied by two photographers, showed up at the
front door and asked for interviews. Letty was pleased to do it, though Martha was a bit embarrassed by
the mess the house was in. That didn’t seem to bother the photographers, who got a couple of shots of
Letty sitting in her mother’s old rocker. Then the first TV truck showed up. The newspaper people were
okay, but compared to the TV people, they were mongrels at a dog show. The TV people were stars—
Letty’d even seen some of them on her own TV. The TV people agreed on one set of lights, and set
them up around the living room, while Martha scurried around moving all of her best furniture into place,
moving the worst of it into the kitchen. A guy came in with a couple of sacks of black-corn chips, cheese
dip, and Coke, and then somebody else brought in a twelve-pack of Bud Light. They asked Letty to get
some traps, and she did, and they put them on the floor by her feet, and some of the cameramen crawled
in close to get a shot of the traps, using the lights on top of their cameras. Somebody else challenged the
cameramen to snap their fingers in the traps, and being cameramen, they did, although none of the on-air
talent would do it. Then somebody else asked Martha about her singing career, and she got out her guitar
and sang an old Pete Seeger song called “Where Have All the Flowers Gone,” and then the main lights
came up, and were adjusted, and the first interviewer, a blonde with a foxy face and feathery crimson
scarf, said, “Letty, tell me about yesterday.” “I was up in my bedroom . . . ”” she began. Letty told them
about the traps and the ’rats and the .22 and the bodies hanging in the dark. Then she told a dark-haired
Italian-looking guy from Fox, and did it again for CNN, and as many times as they wanted, she stayed
on top of it, fresh. The TV liked her: the kid had this face, a face that looked like it ought to have a smear
of dirt on it, though it had been scrubbed clean—a wild face with just a hint of feral, preteen sexuality.
They made her demonstrate the traps, her gun, explain the machete. She cradled the rifle in the notch of
her left arm as she talked, and the reporters fluttered around her like sparrows over a spilled patch of
Quaker oats. They could smell the connection between the kid and the tube . . . “You’re gonna be a star,
honey,” the foxy blonde said. She was a beautiful, smart woman whose socks cost more than Letty’s
wardrobe, and Letty believed her. THE BCAGUY, Dickerson, finally chased the TV reporters away.
Several asked if they could come back the next morning. Martha said, “Of course.” And Martha, as
animated as Letty had ever seen her, began to plan for the next day. “I look like a troll,” she said, looking
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in the kitchen mirror. The house, suddenly silent, seemed cold and lonely and isolated from the world.
“I’ve got to get a different coat, and my hair—ah, baby, [ wonder if I can get into Harriet’s. What time is
it?” While her mother called Harriet’s Mane Line, Letty went up the stairs and threw herself on her bed
and closed her eyes. Closing her eyes was almost as good as television. When she’d been on TV, she’d
felt normal. She was surprised by that. She could feel what the TV people wanted, and reflected it back
at them: chin up, a little grim, a little tight, the .22 in the crook of her arm. But a smile now and then, too.
She felt she could move them. She’d grown up with TV, and knew how it worked. Letty got up and
closed the door. On the back of the door, she’d mounted a mirror that she’d found at the Goodwill
store. She looked pretty tough, she thought, trying to turn so she could catch her own profile. She was
weather-smudged from the wind and the ice, but she couldn’t help that. But maybe . . . She lay down
again and closed her eyes. Maybe some lipstick. Just a little teeny hint of lipstick. She should definitely
clean up her shoes. She’d seen a girl in a John Wayne movie, a spunky kid just a little older than herself,
maybe, and that was the look she wanted. That was the attitude. Martha West ran up the stairs. “Dick’s
here, he’s gonna take me,” she said. Dick was her on-and-off boyfriend; he’d heard about the press
conference. “Are you okay? Harriet’s gonna give me a quick wash and set, and then Dick and me might
go out after. You know, just for a while.” “I’ll be okay. I gotta get some traps out, for when the reporters
come back tomorrow. And maybe clean up my room—one lady said they might want to look out my
window, if they decide to do a reenactment.” “Okay. Maybe catch the kitchen, too, okay? And just run
the vacuum around the living room. Spray some of the lemon Pledge around, okay?” “Okay. Don’t be
too late. We gotta get up early tomorrow,” Letty said. “We’re just gonna go out for a few minutes, see
what people are saying.” Martha ran back down the stairs, and Letty sat on the bed and pulled on her
knee-high gum boots and got her coat and gloves: going to set some traps. Her mom yelled back up,
“Don’t miss the six o’clock news. They said maybe five o’clock and for sure at six.” “Okay.” This was
like paradise. Ten minutes later, visions of MTV still dancing in her head, she was out the door with her
trap sack. She carried the .22, though she didn’t need it, and the machete in the green jungle sheath,
which she did need. But who knew? Maybe the TV would come back, and the TV people liked the gun.
She looked over her shoulder, and she trudged across the road and then into the frozen marsh on the
north side, wishing them back. She spent an hour with the traps, the sun dropping out of sight as she
worked. Back at the house, in the light of the single bulb in her room, she looked at herself in the mirror,
again, and thought about the men who’d come in from St. Paul, Davenport and Del, and how they
carried an air of the city with them. She’d told Davenport she might like to be a surgeon, or a hairdresser,
or even a cop. Maybe she could do those jobs, but she no longer thought that was what she wanted. She
liked the lights. She was going to be a reporter. A star. She went downstairs, got one of the two
remaining Cokes, and saw the keys to the Jeep on the kitchen table. She had a hundred and
twenty-seven dollars hidden in an old metal Thermos jug under her bed. Maybe just a piece of pie down
at Wolf’s. After a day like this, she deserved it. THE HOLY ROLLER church in Broderick had been
converted into a rough-and-ready dormitory. Wooden screens divided the former prayer space into nine
rooms, to provide privacy. Each cubicle contained a folding bed, a bureau, a night table, a fire
extinguisher, and a curtain across the doorway, in the long tradition of the flophouse. A Christian
electrician from Bemidji had laid some cable between the rooms, so each room had one electric outlet to
power a lamp. Personal radios and televisions were forbidden, not for religious reasons but because the
noise might annoy others. Most of the women had Walkman radios or CD players, for personal use, and
most had small bookcases jammed with mystery novels and spiritual how-to’s. The women who lived at
the church usually ate communally, cooking out of the church kitchen, although there was no rule about
that. A side room had a pile of bean-bag chairs, a television connected to a satellite dish, a DVD player
and sixty or seventy slowly accumulated chick flicks. A balcony in the back, once an organ loft, had been
set aside as a quiet place, for someone who needed a moment’s peace and separation. Two of the
women at the church were nuns. None, or maybe just one—nobody was certain—was a lesbian.
Absolutely none of them cared what the people in town said. Ruth Lewis was the leader. She worked
out schedules and tactics with Calb, for the dope operation, and coordinated through Catholic Charities
and Lutheran Social Services for the food and clothing distribution work. The food and clothing
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distribution might have helped a few people, but Minnesota was a socialist state, and much of that was
done more efficiently by the local state agencies. The women didn’t care about that, either; a decent
cover was worth maintaining. After briefing the other women on the murders of Jane Warr and Deon
Cash, Ruth listened to worries and arguments for an hour, but most of them were self-reliant, not given to
panic. After an hour of talk, they agreed there was nothing to do but wait—to work the drug transport as
well as they could, to work the rural food program, and to keep their heads down. Afterward, Katina
Lewis took her sister aside and said, “Loren will keep us posted about the police. There’s a good chance
that if something happens . . . if they find out about the drug runs, we’ll have some warning before they
do anything.” “If they know about you guys, about your relationship, we might pull Loren down with us,”
Ruth said. She smiled her cool smile. She didn’t like Loren Singleton, and Katina knew it. “He’s willing
to take the chance,” Katina said. “The only problem might be, he’s always been under his mother’s
thumb. If she knew what was happening out here, she’d sell us to the highest bidder. The old witch.”
“Warn him.” “I am, sorta. What I'm really doing is . . . ” She smiled; her older sister was always so
solemn that she made Katina giggle. “What?”’” Ruth asked solemnly. “We’re sorta changing thumbs,”
Katina said. “The old witch’s for mine.” LATER, RUTH WALKED up the highway in the afternoon
darkness to get a salty fried-egg-and-onion sandwich at Wolf’s Cafe. Ruth always felt guilty about the
egg sandwiches—they were greasy, probably put an extra millimeter of cholesterol in her veins every
time she ate one, the salt probably pushed her blood pressure, and the raw onion gave her bad breath
that lasted for hours. On the other hand, she had no heart problems, her blood pressure was perfect, and
the sandwiches tasted wonderful, a break from the gloom of winter and the glum healthy food of the
communal kitchen. The cafe had a double door, and always smelled of grease, and was fifteen degrees
too warm, and Sandy Wolf called out, “Hey, baby Ruth.” “Hi.” Ruth nodded shyly. She wasn’t a
hail-fellow, like Wolf, but she enjoyed the other woman’s heartiness. Another woman sat halfway down
the counter . . . not a woman, though, Ruth thought, but a girl, eating a piece of pie. Letty West. “Letty?”
Ruth stepped down the bar, smiling. She’d liked the girl the first time they met, and had talked to her a
dozen times since. “How are you?” Letty returned the smile, waved her fork. “I’'m fine. Had a press
conference this afternoon.” “Oh, I heard.” Ruth went solemn, looked for the right words. “Heard that you
found the . . . people.” “We was just talking about it,” Wolf said. “Letty says they was frozen like
Popsicles.” “They put them in the black bags to carry them out, and they were in there like a sackful of
boards,” Letty said. “Do the police have any ideas who did it?”” Ruth asked. Letty shook her head. “Nah.
They know a heck of a lot less than I do. They don’t know anything about Broderick—I been filling them
in. There’s these guys, Lucas and Del, I'm helping them out. We ate up at the Bird this afternoon.”
“What . . . did you actually see? At the murder scene?”” Sandy Wolf leaned on the counter and Ruth
plopped on the stool next to the girl, and Letty went through the whole story, as she’d told it to the
television cameras that afternoon. When she finished the story about finding the bodies, she added that
the cameras were coming back the next day for a feature story. “They’re gonna come along and run my
traps with me. I had to go out this afternoon and put some traps in, just so I’ll have some ’rats for the
feature story tomorrow.” “Are they paying you?”” Wolf asked. “Maybe,” Letty said. She wasn’t
sure—she hadn’t thought of that angle. “They oughta,” Wolf said. “I mean, you got a product to sell. You
could go on Oprah.” “You think?” Letty liked Oprah. “You can’t tell where this kind of thing will lead.
You could be in Hollywood. Stranger things have happened,” Wolf said. “I don’t know about
Hollywood,” Ruth said. She felt a tickle of concern. “Letty, do you have anybody staying with you out
there, with you and your mom? I mean, a policeman?” “No . . . You think we should?” “Well.” She
nibbled at a lip. “Okay. Now I’m scared,” Letty said. She’d seen all the cop dramas. The killers always
came back. “All I got is that piece-of-shit .22.” “The guy isn’t coming back,” Wolf said disdainfully.
She’d been cleaning up the grill and she flapped her cleaning rag at Letty. “The guy who did this is a
million miles from here. He’s probably on Miami Beach by now.” “I hope,” Ruth said. To Wolf: “Egg
sandwich with raw onions?” “Fried hard? Coming up,” Wolf said. She asked Letty, “Another piece of
pie? Short piece?” “If you’re buying,” Letty said. She grinned at Ruth. “Got a free piece of pie for the
story?” “You’ll get a free ride to jail if the state patrol sees that truck parked out back,” Wolf grunted. To
Ruth: “She’s driving her mom’s truck again. Little goddamn juvenile delinquent.” “Little goddamn juvenile
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delinquent who’s gonna be on Oprah,” Letty said. She looked at the wall clock. “Four-thirty. I gotta be
out of here in ten minutes. They’re telling me that we’ll be on at five.” “Movie star,” Wolf cackled, sliding
a half-slice of cherry pie down the countertop. WHEN RUTH GOT back to the church, she told Katina
about Letty, smiling as she recounted the girl’s enthusiasm. Katina wasn’t so amused. “That kid’s all over
the place. If she’s talking to the police, I hope she doesn’t talk about us. Or about Gene’s place.” “Not
really much for her to know,” Ruth said. “Bunch of cars getting fixed.” “I suppose. Just the way that she’s
always hanging around. I mean, Ruth—we’re criminals. We should act like criminals, at least part of the
time.” “She’s having a good time. I don’t think she’s a danger to us,” Ruth said. “She’s a kid.” “If you
say so,” Katina said, letting her skepticism show. “Besides—we’ve talked about this—sooner or later,
one of us is going to get caught crossing the border. Or somebody will tell some ambitious little creep
prosecutor what we’re doing, and they’ll come get all of us. We could go to jail, Katina. It’s a fact of
life.” Katina shook her head. “I never believed that. If we’re careful. If we’re really, really
psychopathically careful, I don’t think we will.” THE DISCUSSION HAD not quite been an argument,
and nothing was resolved. Later on, Katina crossed the highway when she saw Singleton pull into Calb’s
parking lot. Singleton had a remote that worked the overhead door, and the door went up, and he pulled
inside—to get the car out of sight, Katina supposed. There were still two cop cars and a state van at
Cash’s house, though it was so cold, all the cops had gone inside the house. Singleton saw Katina
coming across the highway and held the door up for her, dropping it when she was inside. “Gene’s in the
back,” Singleton said. Calb was in his cubbyhole, staring at an aging Dell computer. He looked up and
said, “Loren,” when Singleton came in, leaned back to look around him and said, “Hey, Katina.” “Talk
to the state guys yet?” Singleton asked. “Two sets of them. This afternoon. One set was okay and they
were here for an hour, taking notes. The other set was just two guys who stood around with their hands
in their pockets. Like the fuckin’ gestapo.” “Davenport and Capslock,” Singleton said. “Supposed to be
heavy hitters. What’d you tell them?” “The truth,” Calb said. “I talked to Shawn down in Kansas City
before they came in, told him what I was going to do, which was, tell the truth. That I knew Shawn in the
Army and knew he had this troubled cousin and when the cousin got out of jail, I hired him as a favor.
Then I told them I was about to fire him because he was a screw-up, and I suspected he used the drugs,
but not that he sold them. I told them I thought the trouble might be coming from Jane’s casino job . .. "
“Good,” Singleton said. “I was going to suggest that. We’ve gotta reinforce it now that you got them
thinking about it.” Katina pulled at her lip. “I’m worried about Letty West. She’s spending a lot of time
with the police, and sh e hangs around here.” Calb shook his head. “Nothing to worry about. She comes
in to get warm, and I don’t let her go in 